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From my earliest years I can remember people
telling me how cute I was. Then as I got older they changed it to
'beautiful'. “What a beautiful little girl”, they'd say. It was
mostly elderly people, but also other women. The men kept their
mouths shut, of course. Except my father, who agreed entirely.

Men being men, however, and him being my
father, that caused him to fight my mother over my extra-curriculum
activities fairly early in my life. And he won. So instead of
ballet I wound up at karate class. I was a black belt before I hit
puberty.

My father felt being able to defend myself
would both give me confidence, and protect me from predatory men.
He was entirely right and entirely wrong. Though I'll get to that
in due course.

My being attractive and being able to beat up
all the boys did indeed give me a lot of confidence in myself. I
grew up in a world of very liberal views of equality and feminism.
Any man or boy who made a sexist remark or had a sexist attitude
was basically a heretic, and treated as such.

I must, I was taught, insist and demand
respect at all times, and in order to deserve that respect I must
comport myself with a dignity and poise which befitted a modern
woman. None of that giggly, eye-batting girly stuff for me! None of
that pouting at boys to get my way, or pretending to be the weak
little girl so a boy would do something for me I didn't want to do
myself.

I was above that! I was mature, sensible,
progressive, and held my shoulders back and head high!

And I was entirely comfortable with that most
of the time. There was only one part of my life where that attitude
confused me. And that was sex and dating. At first I dated boys
with the attitude that they must respect me, and do absolutely
nothing physical without my permission. They must respect my
intellect, my personality, and only peripherally my body.

If you've ever known, much less been a
teenage boy, you know that's just not going to happen. Especially
since I was gifted with a very nice body to go along with my face
and long, soft hair, and of course, a home-gym and access to the
trainer who came to visit my mother once a week.

I was slender, toned, but curved sufficiently
to attract the notice of just about every boy around. My breasts
aren't the biggest, but they're perfect, or so I'm told. They're
high and round and because of how fit and toned I am, extremely
firm. I also have a great ass.

So getting teenage boys to respect me for my
mind was just not going to work. At best they pretended, and I had
to make do with that. The thing is I wasn't even sure I wanted them
to pretend. I knew what I had been told about equality, but I just
wasn't feeling much emotional commitment to it in terms of sex and
dates.

I liked guys... guys. Not boys, not soft,
sensitive men. I liked GUYS. Oh, of course I mocked them and
laughed at their one-track minds. I, like other young women, was
bemused by their fixation with cars, computers and sports. But I
was in love with muscular shoulders and chests and arms!

My mother kept pushing these intelligent,
sensitive, feminist young guys at me and couldn't understand why I
kept dating jocks, who she dismissed with various pejorative terms.
I was supposed to respect men for their minds, not their bodies,
just the way they were to respect me. Only I had this squirmy hot
sensation when I saw the bodies I liked. And their minds just
didn't do the same thing for me.

I went to a very liberal private school, and
then a very progressive liberal arts college. Even the jocks were,
well, mostly fairly well-tamed in these institutions. And that,
after some time, was the problem. I didn't want a sensitive,
sophisticated guy. I wanted a beefy animal! I wanted Conan the
Barbarian! I wanted a man who would tear my clothes off, throw me
over his shoulder, and take me off to ravish me!

At least, that was my fantasy. My deep, dark
sexual fantasy that I told no one about. Especially my very
progressively feminist girlfriends.

You don't tell people like that about your
desire to have a man use you, to have him treat you like a whore,
to treat you with disrespect. But it was a fantasy that lived on
for years, my favorite one when masturbating.

I took pre-law, mostly to please my parents.
I wasn't sure I wanted to be a lawyer. But with them it was either
a doctor, a lawyer, an engineer or an architect. Something like
that anyway, and I had no interest in the others.

After two years my parents arranged for me to
get a summer job working for a law firm. I don't mean a 'law clerk'
because I didn't know enough for that. I was basically to be a
substitute secretary, except they called them administrative
assistants, during the summer vacation period. It was to get some
office experience on my resume.

For the first few weeks things were boring. I
was assigned to various partners – since the lower level lawyers
didn't merit their own admin assistant. It was kind of exciting to
dress up and go to work in a big office high in an office tower,
but the work itself was not terribly complex or difficult.

And then came Mister Drake.

Two weeks was long enough to start to be
keyed into the office gossip. I had never met the man, but I had
heard him described, variously, as 'difficult', 'arrogant',
'nasty', and a 'cold, miserable bastard'. Needless to say, I wasn't
looking forward to working for him, even for a week.

But I wasn't anxious or nervous like other
girls might have been. It was that confidence. I wasn't afraid of
some jerk in an office, and I didn't need the job anyway. If he was
nasty to me I'd be nasty right back. And if I got punished for it
I'd sue the bastard and the law firm.

I was not raised to take crap from
anyone.

His door was closed when I arrived. I was
told his door would usually be closed. He was not a very sociable
man. Allison, the senior secretary, did knock, however, and bring
me in to introduce me. I accompanied her through the door with my
jaw set, and ready to fight back.

“Mister Drake,” she said, “This is Bethany,
who will be subbing for you this week.”

This was a very odd office. It had the same
floor to ceiling glass windows as the others I'd seen, but the rest
of it was... very out of the ordinary. It was stylish, don't get me
wrong. But the carpet was blood red. The desk behind which Drake
sat was black marble. The wallpaper was swirly dark gray. The lamps
were black and leather furniture was red, including the chairs
around a black stone table.

Mister Drake was black. And he wore a black
suit with a black shirt, and gray tie.

He was a large man with broad shoulders and a
broad chest. He looked like a football player, and had a shaved
head, and deep, dark eyes that looked at me like he was analyzing
everything about me with one steely glance.

“Is she going to be here longer than a day?”
he asked.

His voice was deep and melodic, but sort of
angry.

“We hope so,” Allison said calmly.

“Because I'm getting tired of these girls
coming and going,” he continued.

“We've discussed that previously, Mr. Drake,”
she said.

He glowered at her, then dismissed her – and
me, going back to whatever he'd been doing on his computer.

Allison led me back out and had me sit in the
desk next to the now-closed door. She gave me a few instructions on
his preferences, and showed me a list of duties, and then rolled
her eyes at the door and left.

I was not as intimidated as most girls might
have been. I wasn't intimidated at all, in fact. I don't get
intimidated. I had thought there was something slightly menacing in
Drake, a controlled violence, and that, frankly, kind of turned me
on.

He wasn't an older man, either. He was
probably thirty or so. I wondered how he'd made partner so young. I
got on the firm's web site and looked up his name. He was a
graduate of Harvard law, which was where I was supposed to be
headed after Browns. He had graduated summa cum laude, which meant
he finished in the top 5% of his class.

So he was no dummy. Maybe they'd made him a
partner soon for equity reasons, just so they could show everyone
they had a black partner. Mind you, they had about twenty five
partners, so they could afford a token.

I checked his emails and the files, but since
I had no instructions from him there wasn't a lot to do but go on
Facebook on my Iphone.

Until the phone buzzed. I knew that was the
intercom so I picked it up, using my most professional voice.

“Yes, Mister Drake?”

“Get in here,” he said.

He hung up and I shrugged and put the phone
down. So he wasn't polite. So fuck him.

I got up and went to the door, then knocked
briefly before opening it and going inside.

He was looking at his computer, he turned and
snapped his finger at me, then turned back to it. I felt a flush of
anger, but repressed it, my mind working. This guy had to be
intelligent to graduate summa cum laude, so why was he acting like
a dick to me?

I moved forward to the edge of his desk
anyway, waiting patiently and calmly and with no expression on my
face.

He looked up at me, then turned fully to look
at me. For several seconds he did just that. I wondered if he was
trying to make me nervous or flustered. He didn't scan up and down
my body, just looked me in the eyes.

“Well, you're different,” he said.

I raised an eyebrow.

“You seem less flighty than most of the girls
they send me.”

I didn't know what to say about that so said
nothing.

“Most of them seem scared of me. Are you
scared of me, girl?”

“No, Mister Drake,” I said truthfully.

He stood up and came around his desk to stand
before me. He was a tall man, and I felt that hot little tingling
lower in my belly at the size of him. I was five foot eight, which
is tall for a woman. He was well over six feet, maybe six and a
half.

“Why not? I'm a big, dangerous looking black
guy,” he said, looking down at me.

I raised my eyebrows again.

“You're a lawyer who graduated summa cum
laude from Harvard not that long ago. It's possible you could be
insane, I suppose, but I think that's unlikely. Barring insanity on
your part I cannot imagine what motivation would make you a
physical threat to me.”

He continued looking at me, then eased back a
half step.

“So. A smart girl. Where are you going to
school, smart girl?”

“Browns.”

He snorted and I gave him a look.

“You enjoying yourself?”

“Yes,” I said shortly.

“How long you been going there?”

“I will be entering my third year in the
fall.”

“Hate men yet?”

“No.”

I wasn't surprised at the query. It was a
famously liberal and feminist college.

“You know what I did at Harvard?”

“You were on the basketball team.”

He nodded. “That's how I got a
scholarship.”

“I like liberals,” he said. “The problem is
they tend to be ridiculously easy to offend. Especially liberal
women. Oh, they all cut me lots of slack because I'm Black, but I
make them uncomfortable just the same.”

“You don't make me uncomfortable,” I
said.

“You know anything about African American
culture, girl?”

“Not much.”

“Feminism is not as heavily set among us.
African American men don't tend to be as sensitive and respectful
as white men. They haven't allowed themselves to be castrated.”

“Good to know,” I said.

I didn't mean to flick my eyes down. It was
more or less instinctive, and I almost blushed when I flicked them
back up, wondering if I'd been too flip, too disrespectful. He
seemed like one of those touchie minorities with a chip on his
shoulder, even while complaining about feminist liberal women.

He took a half step forward again so I had to
cock my head higher.

“Anytime you want to see them, girl, you just
ask,” he said in a soft voice.

It was not a voice calculated to seduce. It
was not a leering voice. It was a challenging, in-your-face sort of
voice.

I just looked back calmly, keeping my eyes up
this time.

He stepped back and picked up some papers on
the desk.

“Photocopies. Stapled and double sided.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, taking them from his
hand.

Boy, he had big hands!

I went and did the photocopies. It wasn't
complicated. The machine did it all once you punched in the right
selection on the menu. I returned to his office, knocked twice,
then opened it and walked in.

He turned and glowered at me as I approached
his desk.

“Next time, girl, wait for me to tell you to
come in,” he snapped.

I was a little startled, and flushed
slightly. “Yes, sir,” I said.

He indicated his in-basket and I put the
documents there.

“Is a girl from Brown too high and mighty to
get coffee for her boss?” he asked challengingly.

“Black, I presume?”

He snorted but didn't look amused.

“I like a little white sugar,” he said.

Again, it was a kind of challenging tone and
it matched the way he looked at me.

Was this guy coming on to me?! Or maybe just
taunting me?

That just wasn't done in today's kind of
office! Not that I really minded.

“How much?”

“Two cubes.”

He didn't say 'please' much, I noted.

Nor 'thank you'.

I went out, and a snapped “Close the door!”
followed me when I left it open. I went back and closed it, then
headed for the break room to get him some coffee. I suppose in some
ways I was lowering myself. I was an administrative assistant,
after all, and getting coffee was not on our task list, unless it
was for some sort of group gathering.

I didn't mind. It let me stretch my legs, and
my sense of pride didn't hinge on petty things like that.

There were a lot of younger men at the firm,
and they looked up whenever I walked past their desks. The ones I
knew smiled and said hello. I was used to it. All my life, well,
since puberty, men and boys had been behaving in an ingratiating
way to me, trying to befriend me, impress me, hoping I would let
them fuck me.

Because I wasn't under any illusion there was
a lot else to their behavior. At least, for most of them. If they
didn't know me then they were reacting to my looks, and that meant
they thought I was hot and wanted to do me. I didn't resent that.
It was a fact of life. But it didn't particularly impress me
either.

And frankly, I hadn't had an abundance of
great sexual experiences with men. Most of them, it seemed to me,
lacked patience, subtlety, and experience. Or if they had
experience it was of the wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am variety. I had
yet to meet a guy who was any damn good at oral sex, for example,
for all they expected girls to be porn stars.

I had had a couple of decent lesbian
experiences in college. They, at least, had more knowledge about
what they were doing, and more interest in my pleasure. But the
guys, even the sensitive ones, didn't seem to have the knack of
really turning me on.

Whereas I could give guys erections just by
walking in front of them. Yes, I've done it. And not even in
something revealing either, or even intentionally. Guys are just so
damn easy to turn on! One guy I had dated had put his hand on the
back of my neck, just under my hair, and gotten an instant erection
just from the feel of my warm, soft skin against his fingers.
Geeze.

I brought the coffee back, knocked and
paused, waiting. The wait took too long, and I figured he was
seeing if I'd just obediently wait until he said to come in or try
it anyway. I waited. If his coffee got cold that was his damn
problem.

“Come,” I heard.

I opened the door and carried his coffee
across to his desk, then set it down carefully.

Those dark eyes looked at me again, like they
were probing my very existence.

“Can you spell, girl?”

It was on the tip of my tongue to say “My
name is Bethany thanks,” but I didn't. I half suspected he was
expecting me to, waiting for me to. He was too smart to be this
ignorant. Which meant he was playing mental games.

“Moderately well,” I replied.

He pointed at the cabinet by the window.

“That cabinet. Take everything out and put it
in alphabetical order.”

I hesitated, but then started to head over
there.

“Close the door first.”

I hesitated again, then went back and closed
the door.

Was this supposed to make me nervous again?
It didn't. I went over to the cabinet. It was only two drawers, so
I had to kneel down. I started with the top drawer, pulled it out,
and examined the file folders. They were stored by date.

“I'll have to make new tab dividers,” I
said.

“I'm sure that's not beyond your abilities,”
he replied.

I got up and turned to look at him.

“Do you want just A-Z or further
divisions?”

“A to Z is fine.”

I nodded, and left him alone, closing the
door behind me. I went to Allison, who unlocked the supply room,
and I got some of the folders with tabs. I didn't even have to make
them since they were pre-printed. I knocked and waited and waited
and waited.

“Come.”

Dick, I thought.

I entered and closed the door behind me, then
went back to the cabinet and knelt down. I pulled the folders out,
discarded the old date tabs and replaced them with alphabetic ones.
I paused to consider, then began to examine the folders, putting
them in separate piles along the floor according to alphabet.

I did one row, then another, making them wide
enough I could access each pile without getting up. I did this
while kneeling, sitting on my heels, but of necessity it also
involved a lot of leaning forward to reach the further piles.

I was wearing pants this day, a cream colored
pair of snug dress pants. It didn't matter that they were snug
because I had a matching blazer which covered my bottom.

Except, of course, when bending over.

I wondered if Drake was looking at my ass
every time I bent over. I was fairly sure he was. Most guys would
have been. That kind of made me feel smug. I have a nice ass.
Everyone says so. It's firm and toned like the rest of me. Guys
liked looking at it. They liked touching it – a lot. Girls did too,
come to that.

He didn't say anything, and I wasn't about to
try to catch him, by, you know, quickly swiveling my head around to
look behind me. What would that get me? I suppose if I caught him
he might be flustered and duck his eyes. That's what they usually
did. Then they denied looking.

I put a file on a further pile and sat back
on my heels, then was startled by movement. I turned around and he
was standing right there, which meant I was looking into his
crotch! I gulped and raised my eyes up – and up – and up to see him
looking down at me.

With those dark eyes.

“Girl,” he said. “You own a gun?”

Huh?

“Uhm, no, sir,” I said.

“You ever try shooting a gun?”

“Once or twice,” I said slowly, confused.

He squatted down in front of me.

“You remember the first thing they told you
about it?”

I stared at him, frowning. Where the hell was
he going with this?

“Don't point it at anyone?”

“Right,” he said, as if patiently talking to
a fool. “You never aim a weapon at someone unless you mean to use
it.”

Then he got up and left the room.

What the fuck!?

I shook my head and returned to the filing
and then halted.

Was he talking about my ass?!

What would he mean by that? My ass was a
weapon?! Was that a compliment!?

And if it was, was he crazy to compliment my
ass here at the office? I mean, we hardly knew each other!?

Of course, he technically hadn't said
anything about my ass.

I got back to the filing, but now that he was
gone I also paused and reached up for my hair, drawing it back from
the sides, and lifting it up behind my collar.

My hair is a little past shoulder length. I
usually wear it down when I want to look good, like at the office,
where I wanted to make a good impression. But it was getting in the
way as I kept leaning forward. I drew it up and back in a loose
half-up, half-down kind of knot, then returned to my work.

As it happened, I was on my hands and knees
when he came back. He didn't say anything, but I heard the
movement. I was actually on my knees and elbows because I had used
my hands to open a folder and was examining the header briefly.

And yes, my butt was aimed right at him.

I looked behind me. He was looking. But his
eyes didn't drop and he didn't look the least bit like he'd been
caught doing anything he shouldn't be. I sat back on my heels and
he sat down at his desk.

This felt... weird. I was feeling a kind of
sexual electricity, a dark, dangerous, steamy sort of sexual
electricity, such as I rarely ever felt. I wasn't sure if he even
had much interest in me beyond noting I had a nice ass. And he was
unlikely to be crazy enough to start something with a temp girl in
his office anyway.

But I could feel my nipples kind of prickling
and tightening inside the cups of my bra.

Bet you'd like to see them, wouldn't you,
Mister Drake? I thought to myself.

I was careful where I aimed my 'weapon',
though, as I finished sorting the first batch and put them into the
bottom drawer. Then I put the rest into the top drawer. Finished. I
turned and found him standing there again.

This time he'd moved so quietly I hadn't
noticed. And I was looking at his crotch again.

I looked up at him.

“I noticed you finished the files from Z
backward,” he said.

I nodded in confusion.

“Why?”

Why the hell do you care, I thought.

“So I could fill the bottom drawer first,” I
said.

“Because if you fill the top drawer first it
becomes unstable.”

I nodded, confused.

“Bright girl. You know how many girls would
do it the other way around without thinking it through?”

I shrugged. It was a compliment, I guess, the
first he'd offered up unless you counted him calling my ass a
weapon, so I wasn't displeased.

“People tend to do what's natural first,” he
said. “Then they realize the smart way of doing it was something
else. Of course, after you been doing something a while the smart
way is what you do naturally. But you haven't been doing this
before, have you?”

I shook my head.

He put his hand down, offering it.

I wasn't sure what the hell it was for. Was
he shaking my hand finally, having decided I wasn't an idiot?
Whatever. When someone offers you their hand it's polite to take
it, so I did, noting again how big his hand was.

He didn't shake hands. He pulled me to my
feet.

Since I wasn't prepared, I stumbled against
him, breasts first.

Only briefly, then I gulped and stood up, and
after a bit of an unusually long moment he let go of my hand.

He had a big hand!
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I had an erotic fantasy about Mr. Drake that
night in bed. It was basically my 'Conan' dream, but this time
Conan was black. I lay on my back naked, feet flat on the bed,
knees stretched as wide as I could, with my vibrator pumping
lightly inside me.

It was a slightly curved vibrator, long and
thick, with a little branch at the bottom which had the actual
vibrator. With most of it inside me, the little branch was pressed
against the top of my sex, against my clitoris. I lay back, my eyes
closed, heart pounding, imagining Mr. Drake shirtless, wearing a
loincloth, grabbing me, pulling me onto his horse, taking me off to
throw me onto a bearskin rug in his tent.

Then he dropped atop me and thrust away, like
I was thrusting the vibrator, shuddering and moaning to myself as I
made it kind of rock in and out, keeping the little branch grinding
against my clitoris.

It didn't take long. I was much more aroused
than usual, much faster than usual. And when I climaxed I jerked
back, back arching violently, lips clamped together to repress as
much sound as I could as my hip bucked up against the thrusting,
purring vibrator.

It was a very nice orgasm. I put on my
nightshirt, hid my vibrator away, and went to sleep, wondering
whether Drake actually had a real interest in me, whether he would
dare do anything about it, and what I might do if he did.

Sleeping with my boss. What a cliché! On the
other hand, it was just a summer job, and technically he wasn't my
boss. I worked for Allison and she assigned me where I was
needed.

I was pondering what to wear the next
morning, and then thought of the obvious. My black sweater dress.
It sure would go with his office. And I looked hot in it. It was
long enough for the office, though only just barely.

It had a high, turtleneck, and was … form
fitting. It hugged my curves. Especially with a wide belt around my
waist. Worn with black boots with stiletto heels, it would look
formal but sexy. Some women might question wearing it at the
office, but I didn't think many men would.

I wore a tiny black G-string with it, and a
sexy black bra. I felt in a sexy mood, and it wasn't like anyone
was going to know.

I showed up maybe five minutes late, because
Mister Abernathy and Mr. Fox had stopped me in the aisle to chat.
They were much older, older than my dad, but that didn't mean they
acted differently than guys my age, all friendly and smiling and
all.

I dropped my purse into a drawer and sat
down, and the phone buzzed. How had he known I had just gotten
here? Or was it coincidence?

I picked up the phone and swung my head a bit
so the hair on the side of my head swept back and I could put the
phone against my ear.

“Yes, Mr. Drake?”

“Come here.”

He hung up.

I got up, feeling unaccustomedly nervous,
licked my lips a bit, then went to the door and knocked. I waited,
and waited, and finally I heard “Come.”

I walked in and over to his desk. He turned
and looked at me. This time his eyes flicked up down, then did it
again, more slowly. I gulped, wondering if I should be taking
offense.

“You wearing black because of me?”

“Uhm, I often wear black,” I said.

“Really? In my experience, black is the color
overweight women wear, or at least, those who don't have confidence
in their bodies. And that's not you.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

He snorted like it was the most obvious thing
in the world or something.

“You're late,” he said then.

“Uhm, I got to work on time but was slightly
delayed in the aisle by Mr. Abernathy and Mr. Fox.”

“Not as delayed as they would have liked, I'm
sure. Go get me some coffee.”

I frowned, but turned and obediently left,
closing the door.

I went to the break room, and again got a lot
of smiles and hellos from guys, got him his coffee, got some tea
for me, and returned to his office. I set mine on the desk and
knocked. And waited. And waited.

“Come.”

I rolled my eyes upward, then opened the door
and went in with the coffee. I set it carefully down on his desk
and straightened, ready to turn and leave, but he turned from his
monitor and looked at me.

“Do you know what the most important
characteristic of successful people is, girl?”

“Being born rich?” I asked, a little
light-heartedly.

He didn't smile.

“Self-discipline,” he said.

I nodded.

“Punctuality is part of self-discipline.”

He picked up the coffee cup and took a sip,
never taking his eyes off me.

“I was...”

“Delayed. Yes, you already said that. My
hearing is quite good, girl. But had you not been delayed you'd
have been here exactly on time. Which indicates you made no
allowances for unexpected delays. Someone interested in punctuality
would ensure she or he built some extra time into their travel to
ensure they would arrive on time.”

“Well... I mean – .”

“But you didn't want to arrive early. Not
even slightly early. Because you aren't particularly dedicated to
your job.”

“Do you come early, sir?”

“I arrive on time, girl,” he said coolly.

“I'll go home five minutes late,” I said.

“This isn't a negotiation, girl. And you
aren't in a position to redesign your work hours.”

I wondered what he was up to. I wasn't
fidgeting or worried, in particular. I mean, so what if I got
fired. And anyway, I didn't think that was his intent, and I didn't
think he could fire me anyway. From what I understood he'd already
gone through half the temps and they were still working here.

Maybe he was still trying to intimidate me.
If so he was wasting his time. Or maybe he just liked looking at
me. That was a more interesting thought ...

“You know,” he said, taking another sip of
his coffee, “The young were once taught punctuality and respect by
their parents, and if they failed by their school. I bet you were
raised by one of those liberal couples who didn't believe in
spanking.”

I almost felt my mouth open in surprise at
the comment. Not because he was right. It wasn't that hard a guess,
but that he would bring up the suggestion I needed to have been
spanked more!

“The discipline of school children vanished
when they did away with corporal punishment,” he said. “Nothing
like a little strapping to teach respect.”

He said this while frowning at me, staring
through those dark eyes.

I felt a tightness in my chest as my mind
kind of swirled at the thought of what he might be trying to get
at, to suggest. Was he one of those kinky guys who liked to spank
girls? Because to be absolutely honest, the thought was... hot!

Maybe a bare bottom spanking?

The instant I thought that my nipples
hardened!

Not that I thought for a moment that he was
serious. Big offices were places where no kind of sex or even
innuendo was permitted. Many even banned dating between employees
altogether. Some man even touching a girl's shoulder could get
himself charged with harassment.

And yet here he was talking to me about
spanking!

I felt myself getting a little breathy at
this.

“I uhm, never thought about it, sir,” I
gulped.

“Do not use 'uhm' as a placeholder, girl,” he
snapped. “It's a particularly irritating habit of the young.
Especially young girls. And you have too many irritating habits as
it is.”

“You're thirty three, sir,” I said.

“You're being impertinent, girl,” he demanded
coolly.

“No, sir.”

“And again, may I point out you don't get to
make such decisions. I say you are.”

My pulse was racing despite my efforts to
calm down. This was all some kind of weird psychological game of
his, I decided. But I had no idea what his goal was. Maybe he just
liked to taunt girls, or maybe it was a racial thing.

“Okay,” I said. “And what are you going to do
about my impertinence?”

“Sir,” he said coolly.

“Sir.”

He took another sip of his coffee, his eyes
never leaving me.

“I haven't yet decided what would be best.
How best to... punish you. First for your tardiness and now for
impertinence.”

“Well, you could spank me,” I said
lightly.

I felt my heart skip a beat as I actually
said it! And again, not that I meant it. It was kind of a challenge
to see what he'd do. But I was starting to feel this wild
electrical charge that went along with my tight chest. I felt a
heaviness down low and fought to keep myself looking as calm as
possible.

He just looked at me, then took another sip
of his coffee.

“Have you read the firm's guidelines on
harassment, girl?”

“No, sir.”

“No, sir. Why not? Because you were playing
on your phone?”

“It... didn't seem necessary, sir. I'm not
planning on harassing anyone.”

“And how would you even know what that was if
you hadn't read the definition?”

“I know what sexual harassment is, sir.”

“Then you'd know that suggesting I spank you
would violate those guidelines.”

“You brought it up,” I said. “I bet that
violates those guidelines too.”

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir.”

“So to add to your tardiness and
impertinence, we have your additional disrespect and sexual
harassment,” he said.

I let my eyes roll.

His eyes narrowed and he put down his cup and
stood up, then came around the desk to tower over me.

“Do you know how much I dislike that, girl?”
he growled.

“What, sir?”

“You take me for a fool?”

“No, sir.”

And then, faster than I would have imagined,
his arm swept around me and this big hand gripped me by the back of
the neck! Then he roughly shoved me forward and bent me over the
desk!

I let out a startled squawk, of surprise,
more than anything, and instinctively tried to get up!

“Hold still!” he snapped.

Startled, I did so!

Holy God! OMG! What was he going to do!?
Maybe he was crazy!? He could be fired for this! In a
heartbeat!

Well, assuming anyone believed me, of
course.

The hand on my neck loosened, but didn't move
away, instead his fingers slid through my hair, the heel of his
palm still resting against the back of my neck.

I was gulping in air, my heart pounding and
my blood racing, not sure what to do! It did fleetingly occur to me
to twist around and do various things, like grip his wrist and
twist it sideways, like deliver a side kick to his knee or
something. But those were very quick thoughts which I never
seriously considered.

Because once the initial surprise was done I
was gripped by a wild and sudden surge of sexual heat and
anticipation! Oh, it was mixed with a lot of disbelief and anxiety,
with uncertainty and even some fear. But I was bent over his desk
and he'd just pulled a Conan move on me that shocked me to the
core!

His fingers, those big, long fingers, slid
through my hair, and then gathered a lot together into a thick
mass. And jerked.

I gasped aloud, my head forced back. But
since he'd kept the heel of his hand pressed firmly against my
lower neck that didn't cause me to rise.

“Put your arms out ahead of you, girl,” he
snapped.

I hesitated, then did so.

His fingers eased their grip on my hair, then
slid through it again, combed through it, then gathered it in
again, this time with him using both hands. And again he jerked
sharply so that I cried out, half rising before he forced me back
down again.

“You have very soft hair, girl,” he said.

He released my hair, and then his hand eased
slowly downward. Slowly. I felt my pulse race as I followed its
progress, as it slid slowly down my spine, down to the small of my
back, and then... then it slid further, down the center of my
bottom, between my buttocks, for my legs were apart.

My heart was pounding as his hand slid lower,
and then I felt the hem of my sweater dress sliding up my
thighs!

I started to rise but his other hand pressed
down against my back between my shoulder blades, and I moaned as my
breasts, which felt like swollen overheated bags of liquid,
pillowed out against the desk again!

The skirt hem slid up over my buttocks, up
over my hips, and I felt the cool air of the office on my bare
bottom!

“Very nice,” he said softly. “Veeeery
nice.”

I was gulping in air, feeling kind of...
trembly. All over trembly!

Then his hand was on my buttocks, caressing
lightly, at first, then kneading my flesh. They never went lower,
though, or between my thighs to where my sex was being tightly held
in the little cup of the G-string.

It felt very, very hot down there in that
little pouch!

“As long as you are here... girl... you will
behave in a respectful manner. Is that clear?”

“Y-Y-Yes... sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ah!” I yelped, startled by the hard
slap!

“The young tend to be undisciplined, and it
is up to their elders to supply that discipline for them.”

Crack!

I gasped.

“Until, of course, it's drummed into their
tiny minds,”

Crack!

I winced.

“That disrespect,”

Crack!

“Or disobedience,”

Crack!

“Will not be tolerated.”

Crack!

I gasped!

My bottom was starting to heat up from the
sharp, stinging blows. But it was just joining the wildfire heat
within the rest of me! I mean, I had never been involved in
anything... kinky. Or in any sort of sexual game or play acting or
pervy behavior. My sexual relationships, with boys and girls, had
always been quite straightforward and ordinary.

So this was just... wild!

“Do you understand me, girl?”

Crack!

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You're sure?”

“Uhngh! Yes, sir!” I cried.

“You will stay after work to make up for the
time you were late and the time you have wasted while I point out
your inadequacies and punish you. Is that understood?”

Crack!

“Ungh! Yes, sir!” I gasped.

His fingers caressed my now very warm
buttocks.

“You will find I am quite... demanding, girl.
And highly intolerant of indiscipline or disrespect. Not to mention
failure.”

Crack!

He moved away from me, and around behind his
desk. Panting, feeling very... disheveled, I started to push myself
up.

“Did I say to move?” he snapped.

I lay back down again with a gasp. Again, my
breasts felt swollen and hot as they pillowed out against the
desk!

He opened his desk drawers and took something
out. It looked like a brown wooden box. He stood up and moved
around behind me.

My heart thumped as I wondered what he was
going to do next!

I tried to turn my head and got a sharp slap
to the bottom.

“Do not move!”

A moment later my eyes widened as I felt the
thin string of the G-string pulled a little aside! Then I felt
something... something cool.. against my small round back
entrance!

I felt a shock, a sense of wild disbelief! It
felt very hard but... definitely not him, if you know what I mean.
It wasn't his fingers either. It was very smooth and rounded, but
clearly slippery. It pushed forward, turning from side to side,
drawing back and pushing in, slowly forcing the tight, wrinkled
ring of my opening back and apart!

I had never been involved in any sort of...
anal play or sex. The very idea had always struck me as degrading,
and certainly unlikely to bring me any sort of pleasure.

Why did what he was doing send such a charge
through me that it took my breath away!?

I could feel the slick hard thing twisting,
clockwise, counter-clockwise, clockwise, counter-clockwise, easing
back, pushing forward. And as it pushed forward it got wider,
forced my opening wider! My fingers were digging into the palms of
my hands as my mind swirled wildly!

It started to ache, and then it ached more as
it got still wider! I almost protested, but then it abruptly
narrowed, and for a moment it felt as if whatever it was it had
slipped entirely into my body.

Crack!

“Ah!” I gasped.

He pulled my skirt back down, then gripped my
hair and pulled sharply enough I cried out. But this time the force
of the pull lifted me up off the desk and pulled me upright! I
stumbled, but he held me firmly by the hair, actually forcing my
head back so my back arched.

“Go back to your desk, girl, and do not give
me further cause to discipline you,” he growled.

He pushed me towards the door and I stumbled
again as he let go of my hair. I turned, gaping at him, but he was
already going back to his desk. He sat down and picked up his
coffee cup, taking a sip as I stared at him.

“Go!” he barked.

I shuffled backward and then, wildly
confused, turned for the door.

“And do not let me find out you removed
that,” he growled in a particularly menacing tone.

I caught at the handle, opened it and slipped
outside, then closed the door behind me and drew in a very shaky
breath.

What! The! Fuck!?

What had just happened!?

And what the fuck had he put inside me!?

I looked around warily, then slapped my hand
behind me down against my ass. I felt something there! I could feel
it pressed against my flesh there too!

I headed for the ladies room, found an empty
stall, lifted my hem and reached down.

There was something there against me! It was
very flat, very thin, and hard, pressed against my body around my
back opening! I got my fingers under it and pulled... slowly. I
felt the pressure against the inside of my sphincter then, felt it
slowly being forced open as I pulled whatever it was out!

Unlike when it went in, the start was the
only hard part. Once I'd worked the bottom part out it slid out
easily, for the rest was narrower.

I pulled it up and stared at it in
disbelief.

It was made of stainless steel.

It looked kind of like a steel egg. Except it
narrowed more abruptly at the bottom, and it was on a stem, about
the width of my finger, which in turn sat on a round flat coin-like
base no wider than a quarter!

Why the fuck had he put this inside me!?

And then I felt a sudden realization that
almost made me drop it.

It was a butt-plug. I knew that, of course,
as soon as I saw it. I mean, I've never seen one before in person
but I've done my share of browsing on the internet, including on
sites that sell sex toys, like my vibrator (where did you think I
bought it anyway?).

But suddenly it occurred to me what it was
for!

It was to loosen up your butt so a guy could
fuck you in the ass!

Oh! My! God!
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Now most girls would have run from the room
the instant he'd bent them over, or at least tried, or would have
started screaming. Those that were too frightened to would have run
from the building the instant the door was closed behind them. And
quit by telephone. And if they were particularly brave, might then
report him.

I am not most girls.

I was not afraid of what he might do to me. I
wasn't even afraid of losing my job. In fact, the thought of what
he might do to me was so exciting, so filled me with anticipation,
that I didn't give a damn what happened to the job!

This guy wanted to fuck me in the ass!?

I know it's weird for me to think that with
excitement. Like I said, I'd never done it and I thought the idea
was degrading and only pleasurable to the guy anyway.

Why, why, WHY, did it turn me on so much to
think of him doing that to me!?

Because it was him. Because of his nasty
attitude, because of his size, because of the... the menace in
him!

And because I wasn't afraid of any of it.

So instead of behaving like most girls would
you know what I did? I slipped the thing back up into my ass. And
then I leaned back on the toilet, and began to masturbate.

It did not take long. The first touch of my
fingers against my clitoris made me gasp, and almost cry out! I
moaned and whimpered as my fingers rubbed against the hot, swollen
little button, my other hand frantically moving behind me for the
toilet lever and flushing it to cover the sound as the orgasm swept
into me!

Fortunately, someone else was running the
water at the sink at the same time, and there was soft music
playing through a background speaker.

My hips jerked hard and fast against my
fingers and I arched back across the toilet tank, frantically
slapping my other hand over my mouth to keep the sounds down!

It was that intense!

I waited to recover, until I was no longer
trembling. I stood up on shaky, rubbery legs, and twisted my head
and body around, trying to see how red my ass might be. I marveled
as I did so, at what had happened. I had been bent over my bosses
desk and spanked!

That was... mind blowing!

I left the stall, brushed my hair out with my
fingers, put some cold water on a towel and used it on my face and
then went back to my desk. There I sat down gingerly. My sex still
felt moist and heavy as I sat, and I could feel the coin-like base
of the butt-plug against me.

Holy fucking shit!

The more I thought about what had happened,
the more amazed I was! And one of the things which most amazed me
didn't even occur to me for long minutes. And that was that after
groping my bare ass and spanking it and sliding that thing into my
butt he had just told me to go back to my desk.

Didn't all that give him a hard-on!? Surely
he'd had an erection! I mean, I hadn't even thought to look, but
what kind of a guy wouldn't have had an erection!? Unless he was
gay, of course, and no way was I gonna believe that!

So if I assumed he was straight, which I did,
and that he thought I was hot, and that he'd gotten turned on by
spanking my bare butt, then... he'd simply damped it down and gone
back to work. Why!? Granted, it was more dangerous to actually fuck
me then and there. What if someone knocked? I hadn't even locked
the door, now that I thought about it!

And it took a lot less time to yank my skirt
down and pull me upright than it would be to disentangle himself if
he was fucking me at the time.

Still, I felt amazed he'd had the
self-discipline to resist doing so. No guy I had ever slept with
would have been able to.

The intercom buzzed.

I gasped, and stared at it, then after a long
moment of my mind being blank, snatched up the receiver.

“Come here.”

He hung up.

I gulped and stood up, then walked to the
door and knocked. And waited. And waited. And waited.

I was almost about to knock again when I
heard him.

“Come.”

I opened the door and walked through, feeling
my chest tighten and a swirling, churning mix of emotions gripping
me.

“Close it.”

I closed the door behind me, feeling
breathless again as I walked warily over to him.

He turned from his monitor and looked at me
with a frown.

“You haven't been sorting my emails, girl,”
he growled.

I stared at him in surprise, then
realization.

“Uhm – .”

“It's after Eight Thirty. You are to arrive
and begin sorting my email immediately, is that not the correct
procedure?”

It was kind of unfair of him to even point
that out given what I'd been spending my time on!

“I was... busy... in here... with you,” I
gulped.

He snorted in dismissal. You were here less
than ten minutes. No, I think this is another example of your lack
of dedication to your job.”

He stood up and I froze, feeling like a mouse
with a cat before her!

“Bend over the desk.”

My jaw dropped as I stared at him.

He didn't move.

“Now, girl.”

I hesitated, confused and uncertain, then
slowly pressed my thigh against the desk and my hands on the top. I
hesitated again, then slid my hands forward, lowering myself until
my breasts – hot and swollen again – pillowed out against the
desk.

He moved behind me and yanked my skirt up to
my waist.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

I gasped and moaned and started to wriggle as
his hand came down on my bottom with quick, hard slaps that sent
continuing sharp stinging jolts of pain into my buttocks!

“Hold still!” he barked.

I obeyed and he stopped slapping me. Instead
he let his hand roam over my bare buttocks as he had before,
following the rounded contours, gliding across it at first, then
kneading my soft flesh.

A moment later I felt him seize the waistband
of my G-string, and then ripped it off me!

I gasped at the sharp pain against the front
of my thighs, my hips forced back until the string broke.

“Spread your legs!” he barked.

The surge of emotion almost knocked my mind
back so I couldn't even think!

Crack!

“Spread your legs!”

I obeyed, trembling.

A moment later I felt a single large finger
trace the line of my sex, rubbing lightly up and down, then sliding
down to find my clitoris! I gasped, for while it only rubbed very
lightly the sensations it aroused were very powerful! His
finger eased back up again. I felt fingers spreading the lips of my
sex, then a single – large, thick – finger pressed against me!

I felt the pressure, and then it slowly
forced the lips of my sex back as it slid slowly into my body!

It was a large hand and he had a large
finger! It was way longer and thicker than mine! It was like,
thicker than my thumb, and three times longer!

“Wet,” he said.

He withdrew his finger.

Crack!

“Ungh!”

“Very wet.”

Crack!

“Which was what I expected of you, girl.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped, as the stinging pain
mounted.

He gripped my hair behind my head and jerked
it up sharply!

I cried out at the pain, forced abruptly up
onto my feet, back arched, head back as he glared down at me.

“Sir,” he hissed.

I gaped at him, mind whirling, and his other
big hand came up around my neck, fingers up along my jaw.

“Sir,” he said again.

“Please... sir!” I gasped.

“Put your hands at your sides!” he
barked.

I had been gripping his wrist, but I dropped
my arms at once.

He released my hair, but held me with the
other hand. It mostly encircled my throat, with the fingers angling
upward so the palm of his hand was pressed up more against the
underside of my jaw than against my throat.

And then he pushed me backward, using his
grip on my neck!

I stumbled, gasping, but his grip kept me
from falling until I was pressed against the wall!

“Say it again,” he said, leaning over, his
voice softer.

I gaped at him, and his fingers tightened
momentarily so my eyes bulged.

“Sir,” he said.

“S-Sir!”

“Please sir,” he said.

“Please, sir!” I gasped.

“Hands at your sides!”

I dropped my hands, gasping, and his grip
loosened.

“Are you a slut, girl?”

I flushed. No, I was already flushed.

“No, sir!”

“Did you process what I told you previously
about discipline and respect?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“That means obedience. You do as I tell you
to do. Instantly, and without question or protest. Is that not
correct?”

I hesitated. “Y-Yes, sir!”

Draw your right hand in against your sex,
Girl.”

I was surprised, confused, but I slowly drew
my hand in against myself.

“Rub your fingers against yourself.”

God! Jesus!

His fingers tightened and my eyes bulged.

“Obey!”

I began to rub my shaky, trembling fingers
against myself!

“Higher, girl.”

He was watching, looking down!

I whimpered and found my clitoris, swollen to
what felt twice its size! I rubbed it and felt a wild rush of
sensation! I kept rubbing, and the sensation kept building, kept
growing! I was masturbating!

While he watched!

Holy fucking shit!

His fingers were tight around my neck, but
not doing anything to prevent me breathing. Still, I was
breathless, whimpering and gasping, chest heaving as I masturbated.
My buttocks began to grind instinctively against the wall, my hips
trembling, shaking.

I came!

It didn't take long either. I came with a
strangled cry of heat and pleasure, overwhelmed by the sheer
intensity of the rush of emotion and heat and sensation swamping my
mind! My buttocks were grinding against the wall behind me as my
hips spasmed, and I shuddered at the explosion of pleasure tearing
through me!

His fingers closed and I felt my eyes bulge a
little. I couldn't really breath now, but didn't really care! My
hips were jerking spastically, my buttocks slapping against the
wall as I rubbed myself frantically through the incredibly powerful
orgasm!

He snorted, and then sort of yanked me
forward away from the wall.

I staggered as her released me and fell to my
knees on the rug, trembling and gulping in air, the afterglow of
that immense orgasm still making me twitch and my hips jerk.

“Get out,” he ordered.

Wh... what?

I felt a push against my buttocks and fell
forward sprawling onto my belly, only just catching myself with my
hands.

“Out. My email needs sorting.”

I moaned and started to rise, but he shoved
me hard again and I sprawled forward again, this time catching
myself more quickly.

“Crawl.”

What!?

“Now, girl.”

Wild eyed, I crawled shakily to the door, and
only there, clutching the knob, did I pull myself up to my feet. I
almost forgot to jerk my skirt down where it was hugging my hips! I
did, then fled, closing the door behind me.

Wow! Wow! Wow!

This was like nothing I had ever experienced,
read about or even imagined!

I fell heavily into my chair, feeling more
than slightly shell-shocked. I winced a bit, for my bottom was
sore. Then I combed my fingers through my hair, got my purse, and
headed for the bathroom. I halted almost at once, sat back down,
and sorted his emails first. Only with that done did I head to the
bathroom.

My hair was kind of a mess. I brushed it out
and looked at myself in the mirror, seeing the shock that was still
on my face.

Holy shit!

Drake was weird, perverted, freaky, nasty,
and maybe crazy for all I knew! The smart thing to do was to get
the hell out of here!

I examined my neck carefully but there were
no marks on it, no sign of bruising, no redness.

I went back to my desk and got back to work.
I sorted through his physical correspondence and then, half
dreading it, half excited, went to his door and knocked firmly.
Then waited.

“Come,” he said after long seconds.

I opened the door.

“I uhm, have your mail, Mister Drake,” I
said.

He gestured me in. I brought it in and put it
into his in-basket.

He ignored me. He was looking at his computer
monitor, his fingers on the keyboard.

I turned and walked shakily back to the
door.

“Stop.”

I halted, my heart skipping a beat, and
turned back.

“On your hands and knees.”

I gulped and sagged down onto my knees, then
onto my hands.

“Now crawl to the door.”

Taking a shuddering breath, I turned and
crawled to the door.

“And from now on you will enter in the same
manner,” he told me.

I stood up, opened the door, went through,
and closed it behind me.

Holy fucking shit!

I went back to my chair, marveling at how
shocking, how incredibly outrageous this was, and that I was
actually doing it!

No one who knew me would believe it!

I barely believed it!

But I felt few regrets. Only a vast sense of
anticipation and excitement. Of hunger and arousal.

It was hard focusing on anything else!

Someone phoned. I answered it and took a
message. Mr. Drake was never to be disturbed by phone calls,
Allison had told me, unless it was from one of the senior partners.
Instead, I was to write down the message, and then take it into his
office and place it in his in-basket.

The thought of doing so made my chest so
tight I could hardly breath. Again.

I went to the door and knocked firmly, and
waited. And waited.

“Come.”

I pushed it open and eased my head in.

“I-I have a phone message for you, Mister
Drake,” I said, my voice kind of shaky.

He looked at me, and so I slipped inside,
closed the door, and then... then I slid to my knees, then down
onto my hands. I started to crawl forward.

“Stop.”

I halted.

“I don't want the message form rubbed against
my carpet. Put it in your mouth.”

Holy fucking shit!

I gaped at him, feeling a hot flush of...
something sweep over me, then I put the thin, folded square between
my teeth, fell forward onto all fours, and crawled to his desk.
There I rose up on my knees and placed it into his In-Basket.

He was busy typing at his computer and didn't
look at me.

I stared at him for long seconds,
uncertainly, and then turned away and started to crawl back to the
door.

“Are you still wearing that device I gave
you, girl?”

I froze and half turned.

“Yes, sir!”

“Raise your skirt so I can see it.”

I trembled, then slid the tight, elastic
skirt up to bare my bottom as I turned away.

“Spread your legs more.”

I obeyed, kneeling on all fours on the rug
with my bottom pointed at him!

“Lower yourself to your elbows.”

I blinked in confusion, but then obeyed.

“Now all the way, sliding your arms out in
front of you.”

My chest was locked so tight I could hardly
breath again!

I obeyed, and my breasts... my breasts felt
so swollen they ached as I pressed them against the floor, then
slid my hands, and thus my upper body forward along the rug.

“Spread your legs a little more.”

I obeyed, feeling incredibly... incredibly
vacant! Like my pussy really, really, really needed something
inside it!

“Draw your belly in closer to your
thighs.”

Moaning helplessly, I obeyed. God! I was
acting like such a fucking whore! Why was I doing this!?

“Excellent,” he said. “Remember this
position, girl. It's the natural position for a slut.”

I flinched at the word, but I could hardly
deny it given I'd just that instant been thinking pretty much the
same thing!

“Now get out.”

I pushed myself back up onto my hands and
knees, crawled dazedly to the door, then rose, pulled my skirt
down, pulled the door open and slipped out.

This was insane!

I sat back down again, marveling at it all,
running the morning's events through my wildly confused mind.

So much had happened in such a short time!
And it was all so shocking my mind could hardly process it!

It was so fucking degrading, though! Oh my
God! He was such a bastard! He was treating me like shit! I should
be furious! I should be calling him names, cursing him, telling him
where he could stick his job!

Instead I was almost shaking with
arousal.

The way he was treating me was the most
insanely wicked and thrilling thing I had ever experienced in my
life!

And I was baffled about why. Conan wouldn't
have treated me like this! He would have just fucked me hard and
been done with me!

Still, that was a part of it. He was... if
not Conan, then some kind of wild, rough, violent, unpredictable
savage!

Yes! He wasn't predictable and calm and
polite and careful in his words or actions like everyone else. He
wasn't saying anything to flatter me or make me like him. He was
completely outside of my previous experiences and I didn't know how
to react!

But it was enough like 'Conan the barbarian'
to make me burn on the inside.
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He came out of the office a few minutes later
and walked right past me without looking at me. I checked his
calendar and saw he was at a meeting in another building the rest
of the morning. He'd probably have lunch there too!

I felt both a vast relief and a great sense
of disappointment.

I could relax, at least.

I felt kind of shaky, even so. I did my
tasks, then took out my phone and occupied my time surfing through
various social media sites. I wasn't really concentrating, though.
My mind was still too preoccupied with what I'd been through this
morning.

And what he might do to me when he came
back!

I tried to find out more about him on-line,
and then had an idea. I got up and went into his office, closed the
door, went to his desk, and tugged at the drawers.

Locked.

Damn!

I got up and went to the cabinets.

Locked!

Disappointing, I looked at the bookshelf and
then skimmed my eyes along the books. Most, of course, were legal
books, including biographies of certain judges and lawyers. I began
to pull them out and slide my hands behind, searching for anything
he might have placed there.

I have a bookshelf at home, after all, and I
put stuff behind the books all the time.

My fingers closed around something long and
slim. I pulled it up and out and examined it.

It was about twenty inches long and made of
black leather. Or at least, the handle was. Most of the body was
about as thick as a pencil, maybe less. And it was flexible,
bendy.

I felt my heart sputter as I realized it was
like, a whip or something! Something to be used on girls! Like me!
I slapped the thing lightly against my palm. It didn't feel too
bad, I thought anxiously.

I put it back and kept looking. I didn't find
anything, though. Disappointed, I went back to my desk.

At lunch, I went down to the restaurant and
got something light, then walked along the busy street, window
shipping and trying to focus my mind on anything other than Drake –
and kinky sex.

I returned to my desk, just in case he
returned back early. But there was no sign of him. It wasn't until
almost one thirty that he arrived, walking past me without a word,
and closing his door behind him.

Just his presence, though, tightened my
chest, and tightened other things down low in my belly!

Nothing happened for half an hour. Then he
buzzed me.

Heart pounding, I got up, and knocked, and
waited, and then entered. My legs felt rubbery almost at once, and
I had no trouble sinking to my knees after closing the door. I
crawled over before his desk and he gazed at me.

“Stand up, bend over the desk.”

Gulping, I obeyed.

“Lift your skirt up above your waist.”

Again I obeyed.

“Arms stretched out.”

I was trembling a little as I obeyed.

He turned the monitor towards me and I was
distracted from looking at him. There was a video on it.

Of me.

It was a video taken from what looked like
the cabinet by the window where I had re-organized the files the
other day. It was of me entering the room, then sitting at his
desk, trying his drawers, and eventually searching behind the
bookshelves and pulling out the... thing.

“I value my privacy, girl,” he said.

“I-I'm sorry!” I said, my voice
squeaking.

“You will be.”

He rose and crossed the floor, then reached
behind the books and took the thing out.

Then he locked the door!

He'd never done that before and I felt myself
starting to tremble as he returned.

I heard the thing sort of cut through the air
as he swung it. I'd heard the same when I had swung it back and
forth earlier.

Then it cut across my upraised buttocks with
a soft sound as it hit my flesh.

Thwick!

The sound was absolutely not as startling as
the sensation. It hit very lightly, without any real weight behind
it, unlike his hand say, when it spanked me. But the sting was
sharper!

I cried out!

“This is a device specifically made to
provide discipline to bad girls,” he said.

Thwick!

I gasped as it cut across my bottom a second
time!

“It's called a riding crop.”

Thwick!

I gasped, both at his words and the impact,
which stung, and left a long, thin line of heat across my
bottom!

“It was originally designed
for training horses.”

Thwick!

“Of course, it can be used on females, as
well.”

Thwick!

“Oh! Please!”

I squirmed under his grasp, but his other
hand was still on my back between my shoulder blades.

“You will not enter this room without
permission.”

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

I whimpered as the thing cut down across my
bottom again and again! It stung sharply! And the stings were
making my buttocks more tender!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

I whimpered helplessly, gulping in air.

“You will not attempt to pry into anything
about me, girl.”

Thwick!

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!”

Thwick!

God, that thing stung! My bottom was starting
to ache fiercely!

“Please!” I moaned.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Sir,” he said coolly.

Thwick!

“Ow! Please, sir!” I half sobbed.

“Are you sorry?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry, sir!”

Thwick!

“Inadequate. Tell me you're sorry for being
such a nosy little slut.”

Thwick!

“Ungh! I-I'm sorry for be – ,” Thwick!
“Uhg! For being a n-nosy – ,” Thwick! “Ah! For being a nosy
little slut!”

Thwick!

“Sir,” he said calmly.

“Sir!”

“Now repeat it.”

Thwick!

“I'm sorry for being such a nosy little slut,
sir!”

I felt him lay the thin rod across my
throbbing buttocks, then let it slide slowly back and forth.

“You are an undisciplined little slut, girl,”
he said. “But I'm sure I can teach you, train you.”

The thing pulled away and then was thrust
between my legs!

“Spread your legs!”

Gasping, I obeyed.

“Wider!”

I shifted my feet wide on the floor, putting
myself into an obscene position before him!

I felt the thing slide in, the long shaft
pressing along the line of my sex and then sinking in between my
pussy lips. He let it push forward and back then, rubbing it
against me, but angling it down so that it rubbed against my
clitoris as he moved it.

“Would you like me to fuck you, girl?” he
asked softly.

I gasped and shuddered, and felt the shaft
press harder against my clitoris, rubbing up and down!

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“Beg. Beg me to fuck you.”

This was so wild and degrading!

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

It was shocking to even hear myself say the
words! I had never even pursued sex before, never mind begging
someone for it! They begged ME!

“Fucking you would be a reward, girl. And you
don't deserve any rewards just yet. You're a bad little girl,
highly undisciplined and disrespectful. I don't reward such
things.”

The crop continued to rub slowly in and out,
the shaft between the lips of my sex, the front part rubbing
against my clitoris! It was moist now, with my own lubrication, and
I shuddered as it sawed slowly back and forth against my swollen
clitoris!

My clitoris felt hot and incredibly
sensitive!

I felt his hand in my hair and cried out as
he yanked me up and back and down onto my knees.

Then he pulled my face in against his
crotch.

“Are you going to be an obedient little
girl?” he growled.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

I could feel, could see that he was hard.
That was gratifying, at least! I mean, at least he wasn't gay or...
I don't know, asexual in some way! On the other hand, it was also
terrifying!

“Unzip my pants, slut.”

I gasped at the words, feeling an emotional
jolt that was as confused as all the rest of the emotions within
me. I felt... hurt, angry, embarrassed at being called a slut, and
yet oddly I also felt darkly excited by it. And certainly I felt
excited at being able to unzip his pants!

I reached up and unzipped him, and he jerked
back on my hair so that I cried out again. Then he pulled my face
in against him again before drawing it back.

“Reach in and take my cock out.”

I pushed my hand through the open zipper and
encountered some kind of satin or silk underwear. They were loose,
so probably boxers. I found the fly, which was large, and reached
in to feel the soft heat of his flesh, sliding my fingers around
the startlingly thick shaft, and then finding the head. I guided it
through the opening and out into the light.

Fuck! He was big!

“Take it in both hands, girl.”

I gulped and did so, staring at it. It was
not only long but thick!

“Now lick the underside of the head like it's
an ice cream cone.”

Moaning, and trembling slightly, I obeyed, my
tongue licking upward along the top of his cock, along the
underside of the head. I licked repeatedly until he jerked back on
my hair again.

“Now take it into your mouth.”

I pulled his cock down and slid my lips over
it, sucking and licking at once, sliding my lips down further and
further.

“Drop your arms to your sides,” he
ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, and he tightened his grip
on my hair, seizing a larger chunk, then began to pump his hips
slowly while moving my head in and out. I stared down the long
thick length of him, trying to measure it in my mind, imagining
what it would feel like inside me!

It would certainly be the biggest one I'd
ever had inside me, and the thickest too!

I gurgled as he pulled me in deeper, as the
head pushed against the entrance to my throat again and again. Each
time it did I gurgled weakly, and my hands jerked and trembled at
my sides, instinctively wanting to rise to grip the shaft and
ensure he didn't go in too deep.

And then he did, and my hands shot up to push
against him as I gagged.

He pulled back with a growl, his cock coming
free of my mouth, but then he pulled sharply on my hair, and I
stumbled to my feet. He used my hair like a kind of handle and
pulled me against the desk, forcing me to bend over it again as he
walked around to the other side.

Still holding my long, thick hair he opened a
desk drawer and took something out, something like a boot lace, and
came back around behind me to release my hair. He took my arms
instead, drawing them back behind my back. A moment later I felt
the boot-lace, or whatever it was, looped around my wrists, and
then yanked tight!

I gasped, then cried out as he gripped my
hair again and dragged me right up onto the desk! His other hand
gripped my arm and jerked me over onto my back and I found myself
actually draped across his desk on my back! He pulled forward until
my head was tilted over the front end, and then, as I gaped up at
him, he thrust his cock into my open mouth.

And deep into my throat!

My eyes bulged as that thick, slick black
cock pushed into my throat! I arched and twisted and writhed and my
legs flailed helplessly! But he simply held my hair to keep my head
forced back over the edge of the desk, and pushed his cock deep,
deep into my throat!

I was shocked, to say the least! I mean, not
that I didn't know what 'deep throat' was, or that some girls did
it or anything! Of course I knew! I'd just never done it myself!
Nor had I really had much incentive to try. Why should I? Guys went
crazy just to touch me, and were always delighted at my oral sex
skills. None had ever complained!

I continued to twist and buck as he buried
every inch in my throat, so that my lips were wrapped tautly around
the very base of his cock and his trousers were jammed against my
face!

“Lay still, girl,” he barked.

And then he brought the crop down between my
legs!

I squealed as it snapped down on my pussy,
and my legs jerked tightly together!

“You will be trained to adequately perform
any task I set you,” he said calmly.

My head was pounding and my heart was beating
a mile a minute as my chest burned and my throat ached! I couldn't
breath at all!

He slid that thick black cock slowly back,
and that of course was a unique sensation. But I was so focused, so
fixated on being able to breath again that I didn't care about the
sensations that should have made me gag!

It popped free and I gulped in deep, ragged
breaths of air, coughing in between breaths!

“Learn to be more proficient at a task, girl,
and you will be able to command higher renumeration,” he said
calmly.

And then, without warning, he pushed himself
into my mouth and straight down my throat again!

I hadn't even had the time to complain!

As before, I started to writhe and twist, my
legs kicking and flailing – until he brought the crop whistling
down on my pussy! That distracted me, you could say, and I jerked
at the pain and clamped my thighs together as he buried his cock in
my throat once again and ground my face against his groin.

He reached for my dress, then, tugging it
higher, forcing it up my body as his hips began to move slowly,
pumping his cock a few inches in my throat. I continued to writhe
and arch and moan, but my movements were easing as even my
subconscious realized I wasn't going to be able to do anything.

He pulled out again and again I coughed and
gulped in ragged breaths, chest heaving as he tugged the dress up
under my arms, then jerked my bra down.

“You have an excellent body, girl,” he said.
“You could make considerable money off this body.”

His hand kneaded my bare breast! Then it slid
down my heaving chest, down my belly and his fingers rubbed along
the line of my sex.

He pulled out and gasped for breath again. I
felt... dizzy... dazed, light-headed, from lack of breath as well
as the sudden shock of what he'd done. I should have complained
then, I suppose, but before I could catch my breath he'd pushed
himself down my throat again!

I gurgled and gagged weakly, but it wasn't as
bad this time. He buried himself in my throat and started to pump
slowly, just an inch or so, with my head almost upside down. He was
able to release my hair, then, and both his hands kneaded my
breasts before one slide downward to cup my sex.

“Spread your legs!” he barked in a commanding
voice.

My feet were flat on the desk, and,
trembling, I pulled my knees apart.

“Wider, slut.”

I obeyed as he pulled his cock out of my
mouth. God! My face was a mess, I was sure! I was dazed, flushed,
disheveled and gasping.

And then he pushed himself down my throat
again, all the way, and started to pump.

“Spread your legs wider!”

I gurgled as I shifted my feet slightly
further on his desk. I felt the crop lay along my sex, then the
shaft pressing in between my lower lips. It slid up and down
between them, then the very tip slid up to rub at my clitoris.

The tip, unlike the shaft of the crop, was
not round but flat and made of soft leather. He rubbed it against
me, then drew it off and slapped it down lightly.

I cried out, or would have if I had any air.
And my hips jerked helplessly as my thighs snapped closed.

“Spread your legs!” he ordered.

Dazed, I obeyed.

The tip rubbed against my swollen clitoris
again, then slapped down once more!

I jerked my thighs in tight together, but
then apart again. A part of me realized it didn't really hurt much.
Either the pad was too soft or he wasn't hitting me very hard. It
was more startling than painful. I mean, you don't expect to get
hit there!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I moaned at the words and obeyed, shifting my
legs wide apart.

The tip rubbed against me once more, then
slapped lightly at me.

This time my knees jerked in almost halfway,
then spread wide again.

It hit me again, and again, little slaps that
made me jerk and gasp! They didn't really hurt, though. They kind
of stung a little, given how sensitive I was there, though. And I
was starting to feel an ache there as he hit me repeatedly.

He pulled out of my throat and I dazedly
gasped for breath.

“You will learn obedience, girl,” he said,
sliding the tip back and forth against my clitoris.

My eyes were kind of glazed and my mind was
half shut down. I gurgled as he pushed himself into my throat once
more, and pumped, then began to slap lightly against my
clitoris.

Every time he did my hips jerked and
flinched, but I kept my knees wide as the ache grew deeper and
hotter and he fucked my throat.

He hit harder and I squealed and jerked my
thighs closed.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Whimpering, I slowly eased them apart a
little, and felt the crop snap down across my right breast. I cried
out and twisted helplessly.

“Obey me,” he growled.

Again the crop cut across my soft breast, and
I helplessly jerked my thighs wide.

He drew his cock out of my mouth and I gasped
for breath, chest heaving.

He gripped my hair again, jerking sharply,
forcing my head down further.

“Spread your legs!” he demanded.

I jerked my knees apart, while gulping in
air, and then he thrust himself into my mouth and down my throat
again before bringing the tip down against my aching, swollen
clitoris, and slapping it repeatedly!

He was slapping harder and faster, and my
hips jerked and flinched, but my knees stayed wide, wide apart, so
wide the tendons in my thighs strained and ached!

Then he pulled out of my mouth, squeezing his
cock, and it erupted, spraying long, white streams of come across
my face.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


I had fantasized about a Conan the Barbarian
type almost as long as I'd had sexual fantasies. I kind of got why
Drake was sort of melding with those fantasies. But at the same
time I was more than a little bewildered about why it was turning
me on so much. Especially given he was doing things I'd never
imagined Conan doing.

Coming in a girl's face seemed to be
something guys got from watching porn movies. I had never even
considered allowing it. In fact, any guy who even tried would not
see my lips around his cock again. I'd made that clear. I
considered it degrading, a deliberate animalistic sort of marking
of male territory.

And I was NOT someone's fucking
territory!

But in less than two days my entire sense of
dignity and the determination to preserve it at all costs had been
upended. I mean, even in my Conan sex fantasies I'd simply been
physically overpowered and of course, had spunkily resisted even as
I was tied to a bed spreadeagled and then ravished.

Whereupon I had come like crazy.

But I had never actually gotten to that point
in my fantasies. I mean, the fantasies made me come, but I had
never imagined myself coming while the barbarian was using me as
his bitch. If you understand what I mean... Because, well, why
would I? I only fantasized to arouse myself, and it didn't arouse
me to picture myself having an orgasm.

And I had never even pictured myself being
aroused in my fantasies. And I had rarely been particularly aroused
in real life, except when I used my own hands and vibrator and mind
to arouse myself.

Yet with Drake I found myself in this wild
sense of breathless excitement and anticipation for long periods of
time. And it was that bizarre sense of thrilled heat that was
causing me to give in to him, to let him do outrageous and
degrading things to me!

Well, it had not turned me on to have him
shove his cock down my throat! I can assuredly tell you that! I had
been kind of panicky and my throat had ached, and I'd been dazed
and bewildered throughout!

And yet, now, as I sat at my desk and my mind
played back what had happened, I found myself marveling at what I'd
done. Well, what he'd done to me, but... what we'd done.

I mean, I had taken his entire cock deep into
my throat! And it was so fucking big! I could hardly believe it!
Deep-throating was something even most of the porn stars didn't do
– according to the guys I'd known who I'd heard complaining about
it. It was always the sort of mystical accomplishment of girls who
were really sexually sophisticated and capable. And I'd never seen
myself as one of those!

And yet, I told myself, it had actually not
been very difficult. Well, leaving aside the panic, and the
not-breathing part. It had ached, yes, but once my throat had kind
of gotten used to that big long slick cock in it, the ache had
diminished, and there'd been less panic.

I kind of thought I could do it on my own
now, as I sat there. Like, if I was to give him a blow job, he
wouldn't need to tie me up and push himself into my throat. I bet I
could slide my lips all the way down to the base, just like those
mystical blow job queens.

Me! Bethany!

And of course, thinking back to being tied
up, and the way he had so roughly manhandled me, well, that was
absolutely classic sexual fantasy stuff for me. Except he hadn't
torn off all my clothes, just my g-string.

Which meant, of course, that I was sitting
here with no underwear.

But the memory of him tearing off my G-string
was one of those huge highlights in my memory! I'd imagined
something like that for years!

I had, of course, gone straight to the
bathroom afterwards, the handicapped one we weren't supposed to
use. Why? Because it was an actual bathroom, with a real door and
walls. There I'd been able to turn around and lift my skirt and
gaze at my red lined bottom with a sense of awe.

I'd also washed my face. He'd ordered me not
to, but I figured what he didn't know he couldn't care about. Once
he'd rubbed it into my face it had been invisible. But I'd felt it
was kind of sticky and I wanted it off.

Staring at myself in the mirror I marveled at
the red lines going down between my legs too! There weren't nearly
as many of them, and they were thin and already fading, but boy!
Wow! Holy fucking shit! What a bastard he was!

And yet, despite my judgment of him and being
even more wary of him, thinking of what had happened made me
squirm! I found myself shaking my head in disbelief so often I was
practically dizzy!

I had fantasized about being 'taken' by some
savage, yes, but I had never really made it very complicated. I
mean, I'd never read that 50 Shades stuff, or imagined some sexy
rich guy in a stylish suit wanting to show me his 'room of pain'.
My girlfriends had talked about that and, like me, mostly laughed
at what bullshit it was.

If some guy I hadn't even slept with brought
me to his place and showed me his 'room of pain' I'd run screaming
into the night, believe me!

And if Drake had one, and by now I was kind
of wondering, I still wasn't going near the fucking thing! Even the
thought of staying back after work to be alone with him in his
office was making me tense and filling me with anxiety! Almost
enough to back out of it!

Almost but not quite.

Because despite how fucking outrageous he
was, I had never had anything like the sort of sexual thrills I'd
experienced today! And he hadn't even fucked me yet! In fact, he
hadn't done much of anything for me physically! He had run his
fingers along my pussy a little, but he'd paid more attention to my
hair, yanking and tugging and twisting it and wrapping it around
his damn fist!

And yet I had felt this hot, steamy,
incredible amount of excitement!

Which made me wonder – just what would I feel
if he actually tried?! I mean, was he good in bed? Because treating
me like shit was only going to go so far in this fantasy sex game.
It was something I'd never experienced before, especially from a
grown man, and it struck a chord with my fantasies. But that wasn't
going to last if he didn't have more going for him.

It would be incredibly disappointing if he
turned out to be shitty in bed. You never know with guys until you
actually do it. The hottest, most confident, most sexy guy could
easily turn out to be a limp dicked loser in bed who lasted thirty
seconds.

I didn't think that was the case with Drake,
but I wouldn't know until and unless it happened.

And the afternoon was dragging!

I kept watching the clock, and every time we
got closer to the end of day I felt my pulse rate shoot up. Then
I'd argue with myself (again) and say that I should just go and
tell him to go fuck himself. But I couldn't bring myself to do
that. I would never know, then, what might have happened! I'd be
thinking about it for my whole life!

The buzz of the intercom made me jump! I
stared at it with wide eyes, then picked up the phone.

“Come here.”

He hung up and I drew in a deep, shaky
breath, then glanced at the clock. It wasn't quite time to go home
yet. But it wasn't far off. Maybe he'd get in one last nasty little
visit for something before then?

I knocked and when he called out, I went in.
It wasn't for sex, though. He had photocopying for me to do. A lot
of it. That was disappointing! I left with an armful of documents
and headed to the copy room, where I spent the next half hour.

Which not only brought me up to quitting time
but past it! Which meant I was working for free! Since I was damn
sure he wasn't going to approve any overtime.

I got the stuff finished, though, then
brought it back to his office. I knocked, but he didn't answer. I
knocked again, and then pushed the door open. It was fucking empty!
He better not have gone home, I thought!

I piled it all into his in-basket, then
turned around just as he came in and closed the door behind him –
locking it.

My pulse rate shot up!

“Did I not give you specific orders earlier,
girl?” he demanded.

“Uh... I was bringing back your photo –
.”

“Did I not specifically say that you are not
to enter this room without permission?”

“I... well... uh, I guess but – .”

He walked past me to the corner, where there
was a small bar, then picked up one of the bar stools and carried
it over to sit it down before his desk.

It was black, of course, with a padded red
leather back. The seat, however, was plain wood.

“Take off your dress,” he ordered.

My heart froze!

I stared at him, not breathing.

“Simple orders do seem to confuse you, don't
they,” he growled.

And then his hand was around my throat!

I gasped and grabbed at his wrist, but it was
so thick and strong!

“Put your hands at your sides,” he ordered
patiently.

Trembling slightly, I obeyed.

He closed his fingers a little so that I
couldn't breath, and my eyes bulged, and then slowly opened
them.

“Lift your dress above your waist,” he said
softly.

Heart pounding, I obeyed as he kept his hand
around my neck!

“Now lift it up under your arms.”

Again I obeyed, my face heating and my mind
filling with confusion, uncertainty, stress, anxiety – and
heat!

“Now lift it up and take it off.”

He released my neck and I took in a deep,
shuddering breath, then, since my dress was already up under my
armpits, drew it up and over my head – and off.

“Take off the bra.”

Flushing, mind squirming, I obeyed, sort of
half covering my breasts.

“And shoes.”

I blinked in surprise. Well, why not. It
seemed weird to have them on with no clothes. I bent and undid them
and stepped out of them.

Now he seemed even taller!

He went to his desk and drew something out,
something he held at his side.

“Come here,” he ordered, standing beside the
bar stool.

I shuffled over uncertainly, thinking I
should say something, but not knowing what.

“Sit.”

Baffled, I sat on the bar stool, wondering
what he intended.

“Raise your bottom up.”

Now he brought out what he'd been holding
next to him. It kind of looked like an egg – stainless steel, like
the one in my ass. Only this egg had a small egg attached to the
base, pointing up at an angle so they almost touched.

I raised myself up, putting my feet on the
horizontal chair braces below me and he slipped it underneath.

“Now lower yourself.”

I gulped, but obeyed, going slow. The egg was
thicker than any guy I'd ever had inside me, of course, but not
that much thicker than my vibrator. And I was beginning to suspect
that was what it was too.

It slipped smoothly into me, and I was
embarrassed again at how wet I was. It slipped in fully, as I sat
back down, and that left the much smaller egg pressed up against
the top of my sex.

Drake went back to his desk and came back
with a length of black rope! I didn't see it for what it was until
he was standing next to me and taking my right arm.

“Wh-what are you gonna do?!” I squeaked.

“Whatever I want.”

He jerked my arm back down behind the
backrest of the bar stool, then pulled my other arm back as well.
As my heart hammered in my chest, I felt him wrapping the rope
around my wrists, and tying them together, then tying them to the
chair somehow.

A moment later he brought the rope up across
the side of the chair, and pulled my right leg sharply to the
right, so it was actually sticking out over the right side of the
seat instead of the front. He wrapped the rope around my thigh
several times, then pulled it back around behind the chair! He
moved to the other side of me and jerked my left leg out over the
left side of the chair, then wrapped several loops of rope around
that too!

I gasped as my legs were forced wide,
achingly wide! Then they were tied in place!

He went back to his desk and came back with
more stuff. Again, he held it next to him so I didn't even see it
until the last minute.

It was a red ball of some kind, with black
leather straps attached. He pushed it into my mouth! It didn't fit,
at first, but it was malleable enough he could wedge it through my
jaw. But even as it filled my mouth it still wouldn't let my jaws
close completely!

I'd seen these things on the internet! It was
a ball gag!

Fuck! Holy fucking shit!

And then came a length of black silk which he
swept over my eyes and tied behind my head.

I moaned helplessly, wondering what he was
going to do, what was happening.

But nothing happened except the stereo turned
on and soft, classical music played.

Then the little egg started to vibrate.

He hadn't done any of this in a sexy or
romantic way. It had been more of a task, a very casual job that
he'd taken care of. Despite how outrageously sexual it was.

And now I was sitting on the bar stool naked
with my legs spread and a vibrator against my pussy!

I felt him behind me, doing something with
the rope around my wrists, and then I felt a pull that made me
gasp. It pulled my wrists downward, which, since I was bound to the
chair, forced my back to arch back across the backrest! Not a ton,
not so I was looking upside down or anything, but I could feel that
my chest was thrust out!

I moaned into the gag. The ball gag! God! I
was panting for breath, filled with anxiety but also heat, wild
with anticipation!

What was he going to do to me!?

Go back to his desk, it turned out.

I heard his fingers on the keyboard, heard it
clicking. There were pauses, then more clicking, then he made a
phone call to someone about a contract, then he went back to
clicking.

And there I was sitting on a bar stool naked
with my legs spread, right in front of him!

This was insane!

And if it hadn't been enough to start my
blood boiling the vibrator certainly was! I moaned helplessly as it
made first my mind and then my body squirm!

With my thighs tied back and down the way
they were there were limits to how much I could move, but my body
wanted to grind itself against the vibrator, wanted to ride up and
down on the egg. It couldn't do either very well. And I felt a kind
of sexual pressure building up within me as my body became suffused
with heat.

I was sure he was watching me! That made this
both more embarrassing and degrading, and more wickedly
thrilling!

The vibrations halted, and left me gasping
for breath, chest heaving.

The throbbing, thrumming sexual pressure
began to ease. Minutes passed. My breathing got almost normal.
Almost. I was still excited. My body was still aroused. I was still
gripped by tension, both sexual tension and anxiety.

And then the thing started to buzz again, to
vibrate against me. It made me flinch, and gasp because I wasn't
expecting it. And the sensations seemed more powerful somehow, or
more intense. I moaned into the gag and began to squirm again as
the sexual tension quickly rose within me.

I was going to come! I was going to come
right here sitting in a stool in front of him while he watched
me!

And then the vibrations halted.

I moaned helplessly, wondering if I should
try to squirm more to bring myself that final bit over the edge
into what would surely be a less powerful orgasm than I had
expected, or give in.

I gave in.

I slumped, panting.

Three more times the vibrator started up,
rousing me to a burning, trembling heat, then halted.

And finally I heard something more than the
clicking of keys.

“Good things are worth waiting for, girl,” he
said.

Softly, whispering, into my ear!

I felt his fingers in my hair, kind of
sliding and combing through it. I was kind of prepared but still
gasped in pain when he jerked it back sharply, forcing my back to
arch even more and forcing my head almost upside down.

I moaned dazedly, gasping. The vibrator was
still buzzing and both my mind and body were overheating
rapidly!

“I believe I told you that you were not to
enter this office without permission,” he said.

Something pressed against my right breast,
which was full and round but taut as my back was arched. It slid
back and forth across it and I recognized it. It was the riding
crop! I moaned and tried to shake my head, but his firm grip on my
hair prevented me from even doing that!

I felt the tip, then, the small, soft leather
tip, rubbing against the center of my right breast, against my
erect nipple.

“I believe I also told you I expected you to
be disciplined.”

The tip slapped down on my nipple and I
gasped in pain as it stung!

“And that if you were unable to show
discipline, I would instruct you.”

He brought it down against my nipple with
another sharp little slap that made me squeal.

“And the purpose of the crop, is
instruction,” he said.

Again it snapped down against the center of
my breast, and then again, and again, and then it began to hit so
fast that I imagined it must be a blur in his hand.


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

Rapid little slaps, each of which stung, and
quickly made my nipple burn hotly!

I squirmed and twisted, but to no avail.

He stopped and let go of my hair.

I gasped and moaned and then cried out as he
seized my hair again and yanked it back.

This time the crop was on the left, the tip
rubbing against my nipple there!

“You have very delicate nipples, girl,” he
said.

I felt the crop withdrawn, and his fingers
gripping my nipple, rolling it softly, plucking it gently.

“Very small but very, very erect,” he
mused.

His fingers drew back.


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

I twisted helplessly as the center of my left
breast began to burn and ache from the repeated blows!

They stopped, leaving me gasping. Then the
strap around my head was undone, and the gag worked out of my mouth
so I could speak. But almost immediately something else pushed into
my mouth. It was... fingers. Long, thick fingers. I gagged as they
pushed deep, but they drew back, two,t hen three.

“Suck,” he growled.

Panting, I obeyed as his fingers pumped
slowly through my lips, across my tongue.

“I expect an apology, girl,” he said. “And
much more obedience in the immediate future.”

His fingers drew back, and I felt his voice
very close, as if his face was inches in front of mine.

“Are you capable of that?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped, saying the first
thing which came to mind, to be honest.

I felt his fingers down low, now, pushing in
between the round little vibrating egg, and my clitoris. They
stroked across my swollen clitoris with much more gentleness than
he'd shown me thus far. The contrast, between his soft, warm, and
now slick fingers, and the hard, vibrating metal egg, was jarring.
But it felt very, very good!

I felt his mouth over the center of my right
breast, his teeth lips and teeth closing against my tender flesh. I
gasped as his teeth bit into me, as his lips sucked in a rhythmic
fashion while his tongue licked at my aching nipple.

I gasped again as my hair was pulled back,
forcing my back to arch more. He shifted to my other breast, as his
fingers continued to stroke my clitoris! Then he jerked my head
forward by the hair, and his voice sounded like it was right in
front of me again as he withdrew his fingers from my clitoris.

Jerking forward on my hair and head, of
course, tilted my body a little more forward, pressing my clitoris
more firmly against the vibrating egg. Again, the shift from soft
fingers to powerful vibrations was jarring but only seemed to
increase the wild rush of sensations flooding through my body.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” he
growled.

I moaned helplessly, and his fingers pushed
into my mouth again, deep, gagging me before withdrawing.

“Tell me you want my cock, white girl.”

“I-I... d-do!” I gasped.

He jerked sharply on my hair.

“Say it!”

“I...w-want your cock... inside me!”

He jerked sharply on my hair again and I
cried out.

“Sir!”

“Sir!”

Again he jerked on my hair.

“The whole thing, white girl!”

“I want your cock inside me, sir!”

“Learn to obey my words more closely, girl,”
he growled.

I felt a hand on my breast, kneading it.

“Tell me you want my black cock inside
you.”

“I-I want your black cock inside me, Sir!” I
gasped, heart thumping.

He jerked back on my hair, arching my back,
and his fingers pushed down to rub my clitoris again. I shuddered
and the air sobbed from my lungs as my hips ground frantically
against them!

He jerked my head and body forward again,
drawing his fingers back, and I felt his hand around my throat,
squeezing so that my eyes bulged.

“Do you want to come, white girl?”

I gurgled helplessly and he eased his
grip.

“Do you want to come, white girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes... S-sir!” I panted.

“Beg. Beg me to let you come.”

“Please may I come, sir!” I moaned.

“I'm not ready to let you come yet,
slut.”

The vibrator turned off, and he released my
hair. I moaned and my head slumped forward a little as I felt him
doing something to the ropes around me. I felt the ropes around my
thighs give way, and then the ropes around my wrists, which were
tied to the back of the chair, seemed to no longer be tied to
it.

I cried out at a sharp pull on my hair,
forward, this time, pulling me off the stool and onto my knees,
then forward, making me sort of knee-walk across the rug until he
released my hair and sent me sprawling.

Crack!

I cried out the slap to my bottom, then
gasped as his big hands seized my hips and raised them into the
air, jerking them high.

Crack!

I felt his fingers at my sex. Then something
else pushed into me. It was a lot softer, but still quite hard. It
was slick and warm, and I felt a flood of emotions swirl through
me, not to mention sensations, as it strained my opening,
stretching me wider and wider, and pushed forward.

It had to be his cock!

Oh my fucking God! Oh my fucking God! Oh my –
! Oh!

He pushed slowly into me, but it was so...
thick! My breasts throbbed against the rug below me as he began to
work himself in and out, always pushing deeper and deeper.

I'd never been taken in this position before,
not so... you know, with my chin to the floor and my bottom high
and legs spread! I'd never been taken while tied up. I'd never
been... taken!

And that was what this felt like! Tied up and
helpless in this position, this... degrading and helpless position,
was definitely a Conan experience!

And he was so big! God! It felt so thick
inside me too! It was definitely bigger than my vibrator, let alone
any guy I'd ever had. And it kept pushing in deeper!

I felt him gathering in my hair into a thick
loose tail, and jerking it back as his hips lunged forward. Then
his other hand came down over my mouth, and he started to pump
faster. Deeper. Harder!

My entire body began to jerk more and more
violently in time to his thrusts.

Heat rolled through me in waves. My breasts
were kind of rolling back and forth, my own chest grinding over
them as he thrust into me. And when his hips struck my bottom it
only got worse! I could feel the impact resonating through my lower
body every time they struck!

And then there was the emotional impact of
knowing that whole big cock was inside me!

I grunted and groaned and gasped aloud at
every stroke, but of course, the big hand over my mouth prevented
much sound.

“Hot little white slut,” he growled from
behind me. “You need to get ridden by a black buck, don't
you?!”

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom.

“You like that, slut? You like that black
cock inside you!?”

He slammed himself deep, then kind of ground
himself from side to side, then in a circular motion.

Crack!

“Do you, slut?”

His hand was still over my mouth.

He resumed thrusting, hard and fast, my whole
body shaking under the impact as my mind wobbled and rolled under
the sensory storm, my emotions churning wildly as dark fantasies
seemed to come to life around me!

His hips slapped against my bottom hard and
fast, his big cock pumping inside me with aching force!

The sensations grew more and more intense,
melding with the wild dark arousal gripping my mind, redoubling
their strength and plunging me into a dark fever dream as his hips
continued to hammer against me!

I came. The orgasm surged up through my body,
growing more and more powerful, until I wanted to scream! And then
I did scream! Why not!? His hand was over my mouth! I gave myself
to the storm and screamed into his palm, trembling and shaking as
the pleasure grew to an intensity that filled me with wonder and
amazement!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The explosion of pleasure was almost quite
literally mind-blowing! It left me shell-shocked, dazed, and
gulping in air.

Crack!

“Did I say you could come?”

Crack!

“Did I?”

Crack!

“I said I wasn't ready to let you come
yet..”

Crack!

“Didn't I?”

He pulled the blindfold off me and jerked
back on my hair, forcing my chest off the floor, lifting me to my
knees, as he stood up behind me. I moaned as he pulled my hair to
force my head way, way back, so I was looking up at him as he stood
behind me.

His cock pushed into my open mouth and slid
deep into my throat!

I gurgled and jerked weakly as he buried
every last inch inside my mouth and throat, holding me firmly in
place for long, heart-pounding seconds. Then he drew himself up and
back again, allowing me to gulp in ragged breaths of air.

“You are going to have to learn to obey,
white girl,” he growled.

He thrust himself into my throat again, then
started to pump, using long strokes.

With my arms tied, and on my knees, with his
hand firmly gripping my hair to hold my head way back, and his
other hand now around the base of my throat, all I could do was
tremble and shake as he pumped in and out, up and down, using my
throat almost as roughly as he had just been using my sex!

He buried himself in me and halted, gasping
and grunting, jerking up on my face while ground himself into me.
Then he sighed, and slid up and back. He shoved me forward and I
sprawled on the floor, gasping and coughing, as he put himself back
into his pants and did up his zipper.

“Young girls today don't have any
discipline,” he said, going over to the bar and making himself a
drink.

I lay on the floor, panting for breath,
dazed.

“You're all sluts and don't have any respect
for your betters.”

He came back and then pulled over one of the
chairs which had been before his desk before reaching down for my
hair.

I cried out weakly as he used it, as he had
done all day, as a handle, as a leash, pulling me up off the floor,
literally dragging me by the hair over to the chair. Then, as he
sat down, he pulled on my hair again, forcing me to my knees, then
lifting me up across his lap.

My head was now upside down on one side of
the chair as he settled me belly-down across his lap.

I coughed and gasped.

Crack!

And moaned.

Crack!

“Nasty little girl.”

Crack!

“Slutty little white girl.”

Crack!

“You have to learn respect.”

Crack!

“You have to learn discipline.”

Crack!

“Spread your legs, white girl!” he
barked.

Crack!

“Wide!”

Gasping, trembling, I obeyed, and felt his
hand slide in between my thighs, his fingers running up and down
along the line of my sex, then spreading them apart and penetrating
me.

I groaned as his long, thick fingers slid
into me to the knuckles.

“Tight and hot and wet,” he said.

Crack!

“Just like a proper slut.”

Crack!

“Please!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Please what, slut?”

“Please... sir!”

His fingers pumped slowly inside me, then got
wider and thicker as he added more.

“Please sir? What? Did you not disobey
me?”

Crack!

“Did you not disobey me!?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

His fingers seemed to turn inside me,
twisting and turning, one way, then the other, rolling and pumping
as his other hand kneaded my buttocks, then slid up along my side
and under to roughly knead my breast!

God! I was actually tied up naked across his
lap! To be spanked!

“That makes you a bad girl, doesn't it,
slut.”

Crack!

“Doesn't it?” he barked.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“I think I deserve an apology, then.”

Crack!

“I'm sorry... sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“For what?”

“For... for... being a bad girl!” I
gasped.

I felt a strange, weird jolt at saying such a
thing!

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Say it then!”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, sir!” I
cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and yelped and moaned as his hand
slapped down on my bare bottom!

“And are you sorry for disobeying me?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

His fingers twisted and turned and pumped,
and then he managed to get one, perhaps his thumb, onto my
clitoris, rubbing roughly, then gently, then roughly so that my sex
began to burn!

“Say it then, slut.”

This was sick!

But a wild dark thrill was starting to rise
within me again.

“I'm sorry for disobeying you, sir!”

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a slut?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped. “I'm sorry for being a
slut, sir!”

Saying these things was so... fucking...
crazy! But it was intense! And it was turning me on!

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a cock-sucking
slut?”

God, he's such a bastard! I thought,
marveling.

“I'm sorry for being a cock-sucking slut,
sir!” I moaned.

His fingers were pumping steadily, but
weirdly. I mean, they were moving in and out but also sort of
drawing back. I could feel the knuckles against one side of my sex,
the top (at the moment) and then his fingertips against the bottom
– against the inside of my abdomen. And those fingers were
alternately rubbing and kind of … tapping against me!

All while his thumb rubbed my clitoris.

Crack!

“Are you going to offer to suck my cock to
make it up to me, white girl?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“I don't hear any offer, slut?”

Every time he used such nasty language I felt
a jolt of dark arousal mixed with outrage. But the arousal was the
stronger!

“Please... may I suck your cock, sir?” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Put more emotion into it, slut.”

Crack!

“Do you want to lick my black cock?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned. “Please may I lick your
black cock!?”

Crack!

“Filthy little slut,” he said.

Crack!

I moaned and whimpered and squirmed
helplessly, my bottom getting hotter and hotter! But inside me was
a greater heat, a greater fire, and his fingers – and his words,
and mine – were rousing it still higher!

The pleasure and heat rose, twisting and
tumbling and churning. My breathing got more and more ragged, and
then another orgasm burst within me! I jerked and shook, my hips
grinding back at his fingers as the climax tore through my body,
and he cursed and slapped my bottom sharply!

“Disobeying me again, are you,” he
growled.

Which was most unfair, I thought.

He tumbled me onto the floor, grabbing my
hair to retain his hold on me, and dragging me around so I was on
my knees facing him.

He stood up and undid his pants, this time
letting them fall completely and stepping out of them. He sat back
and spread his legs, then jerked my face in against him.

“Start on my balls, white girl. Big black
balls for you to suck on.”

And that's just what I began to do, licking
and sucking them, drawing them into my mouth to massage them
against the roof of my mouth with my tongue, moaning as I rolled my
eyes up to his own looking back at me.

“White slut,” he said softly.

I blanched, but I didn't think he meant it. I
mean, I didn't think he meant any of it, anything he'd said. I
didn't think the insults were more than... a game, a pretense, a
role-playing exercise. I wasn't sure, though, which caused me
considerable confusion. I should hate him for saying such things,
unless maybe it was just a game to turn me on...

I licked at his cock, then sucked it, as it
began to harden. All the while he held my hair firmly, and often
leaned in to roughly grope my breasts. When he was hard, of course,
he pushed me all the way down, so that once again I gurgled and
gargled and coughed and was robbed of breath – repeatedly.

He pulled me off him and dragged me to my
feet by the hair, then over to the table, shoving me backwards
across it.

I gasped as I sprawled back on my bound arms,
head falling over the opposite side of the table to hang upside
down.

He seized my thighs in hard, powerful hands,
jerking them wide apart, positioning my bottom near the edge as he
leaned into me. His cock pushed into me slowly, then buried itself
as I moaned and trembled, chest heaving. I couldn't see him, but I
could sure feel him, thick and hard and long and slick inside
me!

His hands kneaded my breasts as he thrust in
and out, his cock buried inside me after only a couple of strokes,
his hips smacking against me as he rode me. Then he leaned over the
table, his elbows coming down on either side of my chest. He
gripped my hair and lifted my head up so I was looking right into
his eyes.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled.

I gaped at him, gasping and panting, and he
jerked sharply, painfully on my hair.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

He kissed me, hard, roughly, but with a
certain... deftness and expertise impossible to hide. His lips
crushed mine, his tongue driving into my mouth, while his hips
thrust into me again and again and again.

Then he released my hair to let my head fall
back upside down again. He pushed himself up and slid out of me,
then came around to the other side of the table. I panted dazedly
as I rolled my eyes up at him, and he seized my hair again, guided
himself into my mouth, and buried every last inch in my throat.

He held himself there, unmoving, as my air
ran out, and I began to tremble and jerk and arch in growing
desperation. Only then did he pulled out and release my hair,
letting my head dangle as I gulped in ragged breaths of air. He
moved around to the other side of the table and thrust into me
again, pumping hard and deep, using long strokes.

Then he stopped. He came around to the other
side of the table, burying himself in my throat again, pumping
slowly, using long strokes, and then pulling out once more to leave
me panting dazedly as he moved away.

I felt his big hands on my thighs spreading
them wider, achingly wide, and then... I felt something new. It
was.. his tongue... on my sex.

At first I didn't care, really. I only cared
about breathing. I focused on that for a minute, then as I calmed
down from that I shifted more and more awareness to what he was
doing, and the affect it was having on my body.

His fingers slid into me as he licked, slid
deep, and as before, seemed to be focusing on the inside of my
tight, overheated little sheath, rubbing against the inside of my
abdomen. His tongue was long and soft and wet and licked fast and
hard.

And while my mind was dazed my body certainly
was liking what it was feeling, for my buttocks, my hips, began to
roll upward in time to his licks. He paused to suck instead, hard,
short, fast little rhythmic sucking, then began to licking, hard,
fast, short licks as his fingers pumped inside me!

My knees jerked and my legs spasmed. My feet
found the edge of the table, wide to either side of him, and my
hips began to jerk spastically up against his mouth. Raw, wild heat
spread up my body, even more intense than what was already gripping
me in such a relentless grasp.

Another orgasm tore through me! I cried out,
again and again, hips bucking up frantically as he licked, as his
fingers plunged and pumped and stroked. But he continued, and my
clitoris felt swollen to twice its normal size, and twice the
sensitivity it had always been!

I trembled and jerked and writhed as the
sensations crackled through my body like sexual electricity,
melting my mind in heat as he kept licking and pumping and stroking
me through another orgasms, and another, so that I could hardly
remember who I was, let alone where!

And in the midst of that I felt the little
round... thing against my buttocks drawn up as he wedged his
fingers under it, pulling, forcing the butt-plug out of me. His
slick cock took its place, filling me to overflowing. I'd never had
a cock up there before, let alone one his size! It felt very weird!
It ached as it pushed deep!

But I was gripped by a fever-storm of sexual
heat, and even this was a wild rush of dark thrilling
excitement!

He jerked on my hips, sliding me back, then
lifted my legs, his big hands under the knees, forcing them back
against my body. He jerked me closer, so my head slid up onto the
table.

Dazed, I rolled my eyes at him as he looked
down at me.

“You like my cock in your ass, white girl?”
he demanded.

I groaned, speechless.

He leaned over, forcing my knees back
further, out wider, then let his own chest do it as his hand closed
around my throat. They closed firmly, shutting off my breath, then
opened, letting me gasp, then shut firmly, then opened, then shut
again, as his hips thrust into me.

Another orgasm blew my mind, almost out, in
fact. And his fingers closed around my throat, which seemed almost
to trap the power there in my head. I felt as if my head might
quite literally explode into pieces with the force of the pressure
that the orgasm had released, but could not escape.

My body shuddered to the hard blows of his
hips as my mind rolled and my eyes began to see little black dots
dancing before them. I was going to faint, but didn't care. All I
cared about was the power of the orgasm gripping me!

He released my throat and I gasped for breath
as he gripped both knees and jammed them forcefully down against
the table on either side of my body, then redoubled his hard
thrusting until he came again, his thick, hot semen flooding into
me.

*

I was kind of sore. In a lot of places.

But I didn't care. I didn't think much about
the bite marks on my breasts, or how much I ached down low, between
my legs or in my ass, or in my throat. Where he'd used me so
roughly.

I was gripped by a sense of awe and disbelief
as I made my way back to my apartment. I don't even remember going.
My mind was simply too overcome with awe and disbelief the whole
time as I replayed every shocking outrageous moment again and
again.

At one point I resolved to quit. He was too
nasty, too scary, game or not. But the thought left me feeling
empty, for the day had been filled with a wild, feverish hunger
which I didn't think I could replace anywhere else. Or with anyone
else.

In one day I had felt more sexual arousal and
pleasure than in my entire previous life combined!

How could I abandon that!?

How could I not continue to explore that
dark, thrilling, and forbidden aspect of sexuality?

I did not like Mr. Drake AT ALL!

He had used me like a whore, treated me like
a whore, and even called me a whore!

That I had kind of acted like a whore was
beside the point. He had inspired my whorish behavior in the first
place. If I had acted like a whore it was because he had wanted me
to, had made me do it!

But the more I thought about what had
happened, and I couldn't stop myself from thinking about it, the
more amazed I felt at just how explosive the heat and excitement
and thrills had been. That heat and pleasure resonated with every
memory of everything he'd done and said.

I stripped and stared at myself in the
bathroom mirror, and continued to feel a sense of awe. There was a
little guilt, a little shame, but not a lot, surprisingly. I felt
like I had just ridden a giant, wild, dangerous roller coaster;
breathless and awed.

Wow!

That had been amazing! Stunning!

I cupped my breasts, thinking of him
squeezing them, of him sucking and licking and biting them. My
nipples still felt very, very tender from the crop! My throat
ached. God, he was so horrible!

And tomorrow would be another day. And what
would that horrible man do to me!?

That left me tight chested, anxiety making my
stomach churn. But a dark, wild thread of heady excitement wove
through my anxiety and fear. It would be something fucking
outrageous! And after one day of it, I think I was already becoming
addicted to 'outrageous'!

I might normally have five or six moderately
nice orgasms in, well, a couple of months, all of them
self-inflicted.

I had had as many in just one day and they
were... fucking incredible!

I felt a sense of...fascination. No, that's
not quite the word. More like 'obsession' with the thought of
experiencing more of them, and more that shocking, overwhelming
sense of sexuality and thrilling heat!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


A black skirt, and a white shirt, with a
black jacket. That seemed – professional. I wore black high heels,
but they weren't stilettos, and were only three inches. I looked
every inch the professional young woman.

I realized how little time I had actually
spent talking to Drake, and wondered about that. Given the shocking
intimacy of what had happened between us it seemed incredible we
hadn't talked at all, that I didn't even know anything about him,
other than what I'd read.

I'd never even called him anything but Mr.
Drake or 'sir' and he'd only called me 'girl' or nasty names! It
was patently impersonal and unfeeling and just plain weird!

But it was undeniably a dark, desperately
thrilling thing just the same.

I got to work with a tight chest, wondering
what he'd demand today. His door was closed, of course, and I did
not knock. But without any call from him I proceeded to carry out
my list of tasks, starting with sorting his email, and then putting
it into the proper folders for him to review. After that I checked
the actual mail, my stomach fluttering all the time, wondering,
waiting, anticipating.

I knocked and waited and waited, and finally
knocked again, and waited, and waited. Finally, I hesitantly opened
the door, mail in hand.

His office was empty. I almost carried the
mail in before I halted. I was not to go into his office without
his permission. He'd been quite clear about that. But it was only
the mail! Still, he'd be likely to decide I needed punishing for
that.

A part of me, the daring part, thought
strongly about taking it in anyway, for being across his lap naked
for a spanking was, well, temporarily painful but certainly
thrilling, and most definitely resulted in amazing orgasms!

But perhaps I could have those without the
pain? I withdrew and put the mail on my desk. I could give it to
him when he came in. I checked his calendar but saw nothing there
to tell me where he was. He really ought to keep me informed, I
thought. What if someone called? All I could say was he wasn't in
at the moment.

Which was what I did say when people
called.

What if he didn't come in at all today? That
was a thought which filled me with disappointment and relief at the
same time.

He arrived just before noon, walking past me
without more than a glance, and closing the door behind him. I
glared at it, feeling quite... overlooked. Not to mention taken for
granted! He'd fucked me repeatedly yesterday and now he couldn't
even say hi or smile! What a bastard!

The intercom buzzed, and made jerk in alarm.
I gulped and picked it up.

“Bring in the mail,” he said.

He hung up, as usual, without any further
words.

Bastard.

I picked up the mail and knocked.

“Come,” he said.

I opened it and closed it behind me and
almost walked over to him before a peremptory finger was thrust in
my direction, and then down.

I scowled, but then, feeling a flush come
over me, dropped to all fours, held the mail in my teeth, and
crawled over to the desk.

I put the mail in his box, then crawled back
to the door, waiting, every second, for him to call me back. When
he didn't, I rose and reached for the doorknob.

“Lock it.”

I gulped, turning my head, then, feeling a
rush of confused emotions, I obeyed.

“Come here.”

My chest tightened and I hesitated, then
dropped to all fours and crawled back, then over beside his desk
where he indicated.

“Stop. Sit on your heels.”

Confused, but still feeling a bubbling flood
of emotions, I obeyed.

“Take off your clothes.”

I gaped at him, then looked down
uncertainly.

“Now!” he barked.

My heart really started pounding then, but I
shrugged off my jacket, then unbuttoned my blouse and slid it back
over my shoulders. I stood up, slowly, waiting for him to tell me
to stop. He didn't, so I undid my skirt and let it slide down my
legs. I scowled a little at his lack of comment or interest, then
kicked off my shoes and undid my bra. I removed it and my thong
casually and tossed them on a chair.

“Kneel.”

I knelt back down, sitting on my heels.”

“Spread your legs, girl.”

I obeyed, though I felt a rise of that dark
hunger which had afflicted me yesterday.

“Now place your fingers behind your neck and
interlock your fingers. Elbows back, chest out. Display your assets
for me, girl.”

At least he wasn't pretending indifference
now. He had turned his chair and was looking directly at me.

Swallowing repeatedly, I did as he
ordered.

He looked at me, his eyes flicking up and
down now and then.

“Do you know what you are, girl?”

The question confused me.

“You are an object of desire. You have a
beautiful face, beautiful hair and a gorgeous body.”

Well, that sounded nice, at least. But it
sounded entirely too casual, and not at all like flattery or
kindness.

“Do you know what that means?”

I looked at him doubtfully.

“It means every man that sees you wants to
stick his cock into you.”

I flushed slightly.

“Every man,” he said. “Young and old. Fat and
thin, tall and short, from fourteen year old boys to ninety year
old geezers who can barely walk. Every one that sees you wants to
fuck you. Your relatives, the close ones, probably don't think
about it, but that's only because they consciously suppress the
thought.”

“I – .”

“Every male has an instinct to copulate with
that body of yours, girl. Every man wants you. Every boy you've
ever gone to school with started running dirty movies in his head
the instant he saw you, imagining you naked and doing every filthy
thing they fantasize about. Men you've never even spoken to or met,
but merely sat near on a bus or train or plane, or passed in an
aisle, or walked by on a beach wanted to grab you, throw you down
and fuck you.”

He snapped his fingers at me.

“Come here.”

Confused and my mind swirling with emotions
and thoughts, I hesitated, then stood up and moved closer.

“Hands behind your neck.”

I put my hands back behind my neck and arched
my back, flushed and starting to breath much faster as he looked at
me. His hand came out, that big, black hand, and ran lightly over
my breasts, squeezing them gently.

“Everything about you seems to be designed to
arouse men, so they stick their cocks in you. Nature designed us to
breed, and you to be the object of men's lust. Our corrupt culture
has debased and repudiated nature. It demands we act platonic with
women who don't belong to us, and monogamous with those who do.
That's unnatural.”

His hand slid up around my neck and I gasped,
then was jerked forward across his lap!

Crack!

I yelped at the slap to my bottom, my heart
rate speeding up even more! But then his fingers slid down between
my buttocks. They rubbed lightly over my back opening, then slid
past it to caress my sex.

“You're not wearing the butt-plug I gave you,
girl,” he said. “I want it worn so your body is ready for my cock
should I desire to use it.”

“But I'm – .”

Crack!

“If I desire you to speak I will tell you,”
he said.

His fingers rubbed up and down the line of my
sex, then pushed into me as I trembled.

“Women talk too much. They nag and complain
and make demands.”

“Oh!” I gasped as his fingers thrust even
deeper.

“We don't need to hear your complaints or
directives,” he said. “We need only for you to do as you are
told.”

His fingers squirmed inside my tight sheath,
twisting from side to side as I gulped in air. Then I felt his
thumb against my clitoris, rubbing in sharp little strokes that
made me want to cry out!

They were big fingers! His middle finger
alone was as big as some of the cocks I'd had! I moaned as they
thrust into me and twisted from side to side!

“We live in a perverted female oriented
culture which teaches boys to be respectful of girls equality and
not see them as sex objects, yet teaches girls that all their value
and worth lays in how sexually attractive they can make
themselves.”

His words, some of them anyway, were
outrageous! Others were, well, hard to argue with. The weird thing
was that even if he was sort of lecturing me as opposed to talking
to me, he had spoken more to me so far this morning than he had
since I'd met him!

I gasped as his other hand seized my hair and
jerked my head up and back!

“Oh! Please, sir!” I gasped, instinctively
grasping at his wrist.

“Put your hands down!” he snapped.

I obeyed, gasping.

“Have you ever wondered, girl, why men wear
long, loose swimming suits, suits which have gotten longer and
looser the last generations, by the way, and girls wear tiny
bikinis and thongs?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

I had, kind of.

“Because you are taught to make yourself
sexually provocative to men.”

He released my hair and my head dropped down.
Instead his hand caressed my bare back, then slid around and down
under to cup my breast.

“Do you wear a thong to the beach, girl?”

“N-No, sir!” I gulped.

“Not even in Europe?”

“Uh...”

“So you do in Europe.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Because you can. You'd do it here if you
could, but you're afraid of the harsh judgment of other women.”

Which was, well, sort of true.

“You want to show off your body. You've been
taught since you were a girl that how hot you are is synonymous
with how valuable you are, how important you are, and how much
others want you and want to have you around. Nor is that entirely
incorrect. I'm quite certain you are a popular attendee at parties,
much more-so than some ugly fat girl.”

It was very hard to keep still! His fingers
were thrusting deep, in a narrow wedge – I think three of them –
and then twisting from side to side! My breathing was becoming more
ragged, and I was finding it hard to focus on what he was
saying.

“Everywhere you go men are pleased to see
you. They smile at you, and show no sign they appreciate your looks
and body. At least, not at work. Not in any place where such can be
punished.”

I was now gasping with every thrust, my body
jerking in and out as his fingers drove into me. The dark heat was
boiling over a dark, frothy liquid stew within me. And all I could
do was gasp and pant as his fingers drove into me!

Then his fingers came out, and he seized my
hair, jerking my head up and back sharply, so sharply it bowed my
body back! I cried out, my hands on his lap to push myself up and
ease the pain.

“Straddle me,” he ordered

He gripped my arm and jerked me up and
around, and, panting and gasping, I obeyed, straddling his lap
there on the chair!

“Have you ever given a man a lap dance?” he
demanded.

I hesitated, then nodded jerkily.

“Then let's see if you're any good at
it.”

My lap dance experience consisted of a
boyfriend I'd had named Rob, who liked them. I'd done it a few
times, but I had no idea if I was any good at it. It wasn't like he
had high standards!

I hesitated, then put my hands on his
shoulders. Due to his height my head wasn't much higher than his as
I started to grind myself against him.

He reached for his desk drawer and took out a
remote control which turned on the stereo. He played with the
controls and music came on. It was Ciara's “Ride”. I started to
grind myself against him, rolling my hips, rubbing my buttocks
against his lap, wary in case he didn't approve or didn't think I
was any good, and very anxious that he did!

And still very aroused!

I let my body undulate as his hands lightly
caressed my breasts and his fingers plucked at and rolled my stiff
nipples, then let my head fall back, arching my back and kind of
rolling my chest forward and up and back.

His hands slid off my breasts, down my body,
over my hips and around behind to knead my buttocks. Then they
jerked me in closer! So close my breasts were pressing against him!
I didn't have a lot of leverage in this close either! But
thankfully his hands slid over my hips and then pushed me back
more.

I rose on my feet, still straddling his
chair, sliding my hands up and down my body, then starting to slide
down again to sit on his lap. His right hand slid down and his
fingers found my sex! Then as I slid down, they pushed up inside
me!

I moaned as I sank down them, as I sat atop
him, his fingers fully inside me!

“Ride me,” he growled.

Moaning, I did, grasping his shoulders, and
riding up and down his long fingers, on that thick wedge of thee
fingers, getting increasingly breathless and filling with more and
more pressure as I did! Then he closed his thumb in so that as I
rode up and down it rubbed against my clitoris!

Fuck!

I let out a soft, helpless cry at the sudden
explosion in sensation, riding more and more desperately as I
neared orgasm!

Until he stopped me, closing his hand around
my throat and holding me in place.

“Hands at your sides,” he ordered.

I dropped my hands, gurgling weakly as he
alternatively opened and closed his hand, my eyes bulging and then
not.

“Take a deep breath and hold it.”

I did and he closed his hand so I couldn't
breath.

“If you can come before you faint then you
have my permission.”

I gurgled and then started to rise up and
down, my eyes bulging, my head starting to pulse, the sexual
pressure growing more intense! And then the orgasm hit and I
screamed – silently, since I couldn't do otherwise! I rode him
desperately, bouncing atop his fingers as my eyes started to glaze
over!

“I'll loosen my grip when you stop.”

But I couldn't stop! It was so good! It was
soooo good! I reveled in the seething pleasure ripping through my
body and mind, sobbing as I bounced, as I impaled myself on his
fingers, as the heat of the orgasm tore my mind apart!

Black dots danced before my eyes, but I still
couldn't stop!

And then, finally, I did, as the pleasure
eased, and he loosened his fingers so I could gulp in ragged, dazed
breaths of air, flushed and sweating, still twitching, my hips
jerking against him.

He released his hand and I fell forward
against his chest, still gasping. He reached past me for something,
then pushed me back before handing me something.

He had to put it into my hand and close my
fingers on it before I even noticed. After several more shaky
breaths, my mind still kind of stunned, I looked down and saw what
looked like a sort of, well, belt. Black, with round metal studs
along it. It was quite short, though.

It was, I realized, a collar.

“Put it on.”

I blinked at him in confusion.

“Go to the bathroom, look at yourself in the
mirror, and put the collar on.”

He pushed me a little and I slid off his lap
and onto my feet. They were a bit rubbery, but steadied, as I
turned and looked across the room. He had his own private bathroom.
Many of the partners did. I padded over to it, the 'belt' in hand
and opened the door, then stared at myself in the mirror, then down
at it. I gulped and raised it, wrapping it around my neck.

It was thick, wider and thicker than, say, a
dog collar. It was easy to see how it buckled, same as a dog
collar, and I twisted it back to front to see what I was doing,
buckled it, and then turned it around again so the big heavy ring
hung from the front.

Fuck! Wow!

I took a deep, shaky breath as I looked at
myself, then hesitated, and turned back into the room, returning to
stand uncertainly before him.

“Put these on.”

They were the same as the collar but smaller.
Clearly they were for my wrists. I licked my lips, then obediently
put them on.

“I'll note you put them on yourself,” he
said.

I flushed a bit more.

“Get one of the chairs, bring it over and put
it here.”

I went in front of his desk, got one of the
chair and put it down beside his desk.

“Sit.”

“Not like that. Slump. More.”

I slumped in the chair, pushing my bottom
forward.

“More.”

I slumped more.

“Now draw your knees up and spread them
apart.

I jerked at the words, but obeyed, raising my
knees up and then letting them spread wide to either side.

This was so obscene!

He opened his desk drawer and came out with a
dildo. It was a very realistic looking black dildo, and quite...
large.”

He reached forward and handed it to me.

“Use it.”

So freaky!

But I was still aroused. This was wild!

I rubbed the head up and down along my sex as
he watched, feeling a squirmy sense of delicious heat because he
was watching, but also feeling very self-conscious. I pushed and
twisted. It was thick!

“Put it into your mouth to get it slick.”

I flinched again, but obeyed, sliding it
through my lips as he looked on, pumping it in and out.

“Deeper.”

I felt a jolt of anxiety. Was he going to
make me swallow it!? Could I!?

“Deeper.”

I moaned, pumping it slowly in and out,
looking at him anxiously.

“Deeper.”

I shuddered, and pushed it deeper, gagging
and jerking it back with a gasp. I pushed it in deeper, and gagged,
jerking it back, eyes watering.

“Enough. Put it inside you.”

I pulled it out of my mouth with relief, then
rubbed it up and down against my already slick sex and pushed it
slowly into my body. I pumped it in and out, twisting and turning,
pushing it deeper.

“Deeper.”

I moaned, forcing it deeper still. It was
quite long!

“Rub your clitoris.”

There was no getting away from what I was
doing! I was masturbating in front of him! I had never done that in
front of anyone before! But I did it! My clitoris felt swollen and
very sensitive as I rubbed myself!

And doing this in front of him brought that
wild, churning flood of outrageous excitement back to life, so that
my body was filled with pressure as I pumped the dildo and rubbed
my clitoris. I stared at him, watched him watching me, thinking of
how shocking this was as I thrust the dildo hard into my body!

“If you are near to orgasm, tell me.”

“I... I-I... am!” I moaned.

“Stop.”

I stopped, reluctantly, gulping in air.

“Take that black cock out of you and put it
in your mouth.”

I hesitated, but then slid it out of my
overheated pussy and brought it to my mouth. I hesitated again, but
then slid it through my lips and along my tongue.

“Rub your clitoris.”

I moaned and resumed rubbing myself.

“Now I want you to shove that cock deep into
your throat.”

I moaned in denial, but the heat and dark
arousal were greater, and I pumped it several times, almost gagging
at how deep it was, and then... then I closed my eyes and thrust it
in, tilting my head back! I gagged, but forced it down, and it got
easier! I gurgled as it slid into me, as I felt inch after inch
caressing the inside of my throat on the way down!

I pushed it in until I had every inch inside
me, holding the tip with my fingers just inside my mouth!

“Good girl. Now pull it out.”

I slid it out slowly, then coughed and gasped
as it pulled free.

“Stand up.”

Taking several deep, shaky breaths, I
obeyed.

“Now turn around, put it on the desk and sit
on my lap. I want to see your lap dance continue.”

The music had changed a few times. Now it was
“Naughty girl” by Beyonce.

I straddled him and began to roll my hips,
flushed from head to belly, letting my hips undulate as I slid my
hands up my body and through my hair. I shifted myself backwards
then sat straddling him, grasping the arms of the chair, rubbing my
bottom back and forth and from side to side, arching my back and
rolling my head.

I could feel his erection under me, and felt
a surge of heat, wanting it inside me! God! I was such a slut!

I ground myself against it, and then as he
ordered, stood and turned, reading to straddle him again. He halted
me.

“Extend your leg. Show me what you got,
girl.”

I wasn't sure what he wanted until he grabbed
my ankle and guided my foot forward, along the seat of his chair,
then up onto the arm, then up higher! He lifted my foot up over his
shoulder! And I kind of rolled my hips in and out to push my pussy
in close to his face!

After that he had me stand again, my bottom
to him, rolling my hips and making my ass grind. Then I spread my
legs and bent slowly over until I was holding my ankles, rolling my
hips still. I straightened and turned around and he snapped his
fingers at the floor.

I dropped to my knees.

He gripped my hair and pulled my face
forward, rubbing it against his crotch, then letting go.

“Rub your face against me.”

I did it myself then, letting my lips and
face rub up and down against the erection pushing against his
trousers!

He had me open his pants and take his cock
out. It was just as big and long and thick and black as I
remembered it! I held it in my hands and licked the underside like
a Popsicle, then wrapped my lips around it and bobbed up and down.
This time I took him deep into my throat without him forcing!

I slid back up, gasping, but feeling...
exultant, that I'd done it!

Then I had to do it again, of course. And
again, until he stopped me, gripping my hair, pulling me up into
his lap again. This time I rubbed and ground myself against his
cock without any fabric in between us! Then, at his order, I rose
up and he gripped his shaft.

I sank back down, shuddering, trembling,
moaning as it pushed into me, impaling myself on it!

And then I began to ride his cock as I'd
ridden his fingers.

But his cock was much, much, much nicer to
ride!

He pulled me in against him, sucking and
licking and chewing at my nipples, at my breasts, his hands sliding
up and down my bare back, squeezing and kneading my buttocks!

The heat inside me quickly grew to a fever,
and I rode him with increasing desperation, ignoring the ache as I
took his thick shaft fully inside me, as I dropped down atop it
again and again! And when I came, his hand closed around my throat
again, and I ignored it, riding feverishly as the orgasm exploded
through my mind and body!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Nobody had apparently come to the door while
I was in his office naked. Then again, he didn't get a lot of
visitors. He was not a popular or likable man.

I was glad of that today.

After he'd finished coming inside me he'd
pushed that dildo back into me, fully. It fit now!

Then he'd attached slim leather straps to its
base. There were three. Two angled up across my abdomen, over my
hips, and then joined together at the small of my back. The third
went up between my buttocks like a G-string and joined together
with the other two.

That kept the big dildo inside me! Even as I
moved around!

He'd put the butt-plug inside me too, and
then refused to allow me to wear any underwear. Thank God for my
blazer! Otherwise my nipples would have been fairly easy to see
through the white blouse!

To say it was awkward sitting down was an
understatement! The head of the black dildo was lodged deep inside
me! The base was practically flush with the lips of my sex. That
meant sitting put pressure against the base, which in turn put
pressure against the head jammed up high against what must surely
be the back wall of my sex!

It ached.

Despite that I was simmering with a low,
bubbling, churning heat as I sat at my desk.

This was so sick! So perverted!

And I was soooo fucking wet!

It wasn't like I was in a separate outer
office either. Only the senior partner's had something like that. I
was in the corridor. Anyone walking by would pass before my desk.
There was a small meeting room across the aisle, and then cubicles
running along the wall on either side from there. No one was in
them, but people periodically walked past headed for others.

And there were half a dozen people in the
meeting room, as it happened. The door was closed, though, so I
couldn't see them or they me. I could hear murmurs of their voices
coming through the door now and then, though.

He sent me to get him a coffee. That was so
freaky! Walking with the dildo inside me spread the lips of my sex,
and made my thighs rub against them! And standing in the break room
making coffee, with two men standing to one side chatting and
drinking their own coffee – with a dildo up inside me!

I thought about what he said, too. That every
man who saw me wanted to fuck me. I wondered if the men in the
room, who were of course, very definitely not staring at me in any
sort of lusty way, thought about that. What would they think if
they knew what I had done earlier, and that I had no underwear and
had a dildo inside me!?

I felt self-conscious over that, though there
was no way they could know, but also over his confidence that every
man wanted to fuck me the moment they saw me, and imagined me
naked! I mean, it wasn't altogether a surprise. It was just the
certainty in which he said it that had me feeling paranoid.

And I suppose I hadn't really thought about
it such bald terms before. I knew I was attractive and men were
attracted to me. And I suppose the thought they would like to see
me naked was kind of assumed, though I hadn't put a lot of thought
into it.

But the way Drake put it I felt kind of like
a little helpless lamb every time I walked near the slavering,
drooling wolf that was a man!

And I couldn't not think about it, and about
sex, not with these things inside me! Not without any
underwear!

When I brought the coffee back I knocked and
waited and waited and then entered when he told me to. I hesitated,
but he couldn't expect me to crawl on hands and knees carrying his
coffee, so I walked over to him and set it on his desk.

His hand grasped my thigh and I gasped.

He loosened his grip, but then his hand slid
up the front of my thigh, up under my skirt, raising it higher, his
fingers finding my sex, the base of the dildo there, and my
clitoris.

I flinched as his fingers pressed against my
soft little button, which was still hot and swollen! I stood more
or less still, uncertain about what, if anything I was to do as his
fingers rubbed me there. He was doing it almost... casually. He
wasn't even looking at me! He picked up his coffee with his other
hand and sipped it as he read a document on his desk!

I felt a surge of heat, sensation and emotion
that tightened my chest and made my nipples harden!

“Bend yourself over the desk, girl,” he
ordered, removing his hand.

Heart thumping, I did.

He shook his head and grasped my arm, drawing
me around from the side of the desk to the back, right next to
where he sat.

“Lift your skirt to your waist and spread
your legs.”

I obeyed, breathing starting to get ragged as
my pulse rate picked up, but he only leaned back in his chair,
holding the document in both hands now.

“Tell me, girl,” he said, after a couple of
minutes (which seemed like way longer!) “what do you feel like
right now?”

I blinked in confusion. What did he mean by
that?!

“Do you discern what your purpose is?”

“I... I don't know, sir,” I gulped.

“What purpose do you believe you are serving
in your current position?”

His left hand reached out and caressed my
buttocks, kneading my soft flesh.

“I... I don't know, sir!” I repeated.

He snorted disdainfully.

“Of course you do. You simply lack the
ability to form the thought properly.”

His hand slid down so his fingers could rub
my clitoris again and I felt another hot surge of sensation.

“You are a sexual object,” he said. “Do you
agree.”

“I-I... yes, sir!” I gulped.

“You are a source of sexual pleasure for men.
Do you agree?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Men want to control what gives them
pleasure. They don't want to beg for it or whine or wheedle it out
of someone every time they want it. They don't want to be subject
to the whims of another. This is particularly true of men like
myself, men of determination and confidence and resources.

I moaned as my clitoris began to throb
powerfully.

He pulled his fingers away.

“Strip, girl.”

Panting, I straightened up and began to
remove my blouse.

“Stop.”

He looked at me. “You've clearly seen enough
videos at least, of lap dancing, to get the gist of it. I'm quite
certain you've practiced stripping, as well.”

He turned on the stereo and turned on a
song.

“Do not remove your clothes. Strip.”

You wouldn't think I'd be shy about doing
that given what else I'd already done before him, like
masturbating! But I did feel self conscious as I began to dance,
rolling and grinding my hips like the dancers in the videos,
sliding my fingers through my hair, turning and dancing in
place.

I shrugged my shoulders back, throwing my
arms back as well so the blazer fell back over my shoulders and I
could toss it behind me. Then I raised my skirt, bit by bit, until
I was showing my pussy and bare bottom. I dropped it, then undid
the skirt and let it slide off, kicking it behind me. I unbuttoned
my blouse slowly, teasingly opening it a little and then closing it
before flashing him, then sliding it back over my shoulders like I
had the blazer.

I had no underwear to remove, so that was
about it, unless I removed the shoes.

He didn't seem overly impressed. In fact, he
turned from me and opened his desk drawer, the lower one, where he
seemed to keep all his nasty things, and emerged with the black
rope again.

“I want you to bend over the desk, but
without your breasts touching it.”

Confused, I did as he asked, using my arms to
support me. He doubled up the rope and then tied loops in it which
he passed beneath me, then brought up and around my breasts! I felt
him raising the loops up so they were right up against my ribs, and
then carefully tightening them!

I could feel my breasts start to throb as
they were squeezed near the base! They started to puff out, the
skin growing more taut across them, my nipples tingling and feeling
even harder! What was he doing!?

“Straighten up. Hands in the air, legs
apart.”

I obeyed and he drew the doubled ropes behind
my back, tied them there, then let them separate. He took one up
across my right shoulder, behind my neck, and then forward over my
left, passed it down to the center of the loops squeezing my
breasts, then back up again and again and down my back.

The second rope went downward, between my
legs. He undid the straps holding the dildo in place, and removed
them, then passed the rope down, while drawing the other one down
my spine between my legs and up to meet it. He tied them off right
at the top of my sex, in a double knot, then fed the rope around my
waist, cinching it tight and tying it off.

“Put your clothes back on.”

My breasts not only felt swollen, they were
swollen! I gulped and found my skirt, stepping into it and pulling
it up my legs. The rope was soft but he'd pulled it up tight and
hard against the base of the dildo, and my body must have learned
to accommodate its length because the pressure of the rope had
actually forced the dildo entirely into my body.

That left the rope digging into me, right up
between the lips of my sex!

I pulled on the blouse and buttoned it, then
tucked it in. My breasts pressed out against it hard, forcing the
thin white fabric out further than if I'd been wearing a bra.

I pulled on the blazer, and the added
pressure against my erect nipples made them throb.

“Now get back to work, girl.”

I didn't protest, my mind swirling with heat,
confusion and uncertainty.

“Crawl!”

I gasped and stopped walking, dropping to all
fours to crawl the rest of the way. Then I let myself out and went
to my desk.

This was the weirdest, most perverted
relationship, not to mention job, I expected I would ever
experience in my life!

But as I sat down – carefully – I felt the
profound heat within me, heat which made my skin flush from head to
stomach. What was more, even the brief trip from his desk had made
me realize that the ropes around my breasts would cause them to
feel an unfamiliar and helplessly erotic sensation of being
squeezed every time I moved.

And every time I moved my body in certain
ways, the rope between my legs, which was ultimately attached to my
breasts as well as my waist, ground just a little against me,
especially the double knots over my clitoris. That began to ache,
but in a nasty, thrilling way that made me feel incredibly
aroused!

When had the thought this is so dirty
begun to turn me on so?!

Getting work done in such a state was almost
impossible. I tried, but I could really only focus on my own
arousal, on the dark, nasty memories of what he'd done and I'd
felt, and on the rabidly exciting thought of what he might do
next.

Which meant, of course, that I made mistakes
or overlooked things. I don't know if he was expecting it or
watching and waiting for it but he buzzed me again a short time
later and I wound up crawling to his desk.

“Girl,” he growled. “You were to cancel my
appointment with Mister Billings for tomorrow morning, were you
not?”

I looked at him in surprise, then
consternation. There had been something about that in an email he'd
sent me an hour earlier, but that was before the coffee, and
ropes!

“I'm sorry, sir. I'll do it now,” I said.

“No, you won't. I called him and when he
mentioned our meeting I canceled it myself.”

He went to his desk drawer again and took out
a strap.

“Bend over the desk and lift your skirt.”

I gulped and obeyed and he stood up and moved
behind me. He was holding a short, thick strap in hand. Or rather,
it looked like two straps held together at one end.

“When you fail to carry out my orders you
will be punished, girl,” he said.

Crack!

I cried out at that one, and jerked upright!
That had stung!

His hand seized the back of my neck and
forced me back against the surface of the desk.

“Hold still.”

Moaning, I obeyed, as he drew his hand back
again.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp, stinging pain, then
again, at the next blow!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I moaned and whimpered and squirmed as the
belt snapped down across my rapidly heating buttocks!

“Please, sir!” I cried.

“Bad girls are punished. You understand that,
I'm certain.”

Crack!

“And you're being a bad girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I whimpered and gasped and half sobbed as the
belt made my bottom burn hotly!

“Please!” I cried.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
asked calmly.

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, sir!” I
cried

“Are you willing to demonstrate your
regret?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried without even thinking
about it.

Whatever would stop him hitting my
bottom!

“Get down on your belly.”

On my belly? Whatever!

I dropped to my knees, then all fours, then
slid forward onto my belly in front of him.

“I want you to take my right ankle in your
hands,” he said.

Wha – ?!

I reached for it and gripped his ankle.

“Now pull yourself forward a little until
your face is directly against the top of my shoe.”

Confused, I obeyed, looking at the glossy
looking finish of his shiny black shoe beneath me. Did he want me
to untie it or something?

“There appears to be a speck of dust on it,
girl. I want you to clean it off.”

Confusion again. I started to release his
ankle to brush at his shoe, though I saw no dirt.

“Did I tell you to release my ankle?”

“No, sir!” I gasped, gripping it again.

“Clean it with your tongue, girl.”

Oh.

Oh!

Now I understood. Although that understanding
was kind of jarring. But as I understood I felt a strange mix of
outrage and heat. It was more of his kinky slave girl stuff!

And it was either that or more of the
strap!

I leaned in and licked awkwardly at his
shoe.

“Clearly you are not sufficiently
chastened.”

He gripped me by the hair and I yelped as he
dragged me to my feet, then shoved me across the desk again!

“Oh! Please, sir – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and cried out and moaned as the belt
lashed my bare bottom again and again!

“Now we shall try again,” he said. “Until you
demonstrate a degree of enthusiasm for the task I have set for
you.”

He yanked me back and I dropped to my knees,
then, moaning, almost threw myself at his feet, grasping his ankles
and licking at his shoe a lot more forcefully!

Yes, it was dirty and degrading, but it
didn't hurt!

My tongue licked long, fast hard licks across
the surface of his shoe as he stood over me – holding the
strap!

“Much better. Now raise your bottom in the
air and spread your legs.”

I did so, panting and moaning.

“Lift your skirt.”

I did that too, glad to get the fabric away
from my hot, aching skin, and feel cooler air on it!

“Now the other shoe, girl.”

I shifted to his other shoe and started to
lick.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
demanded.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, sir!”

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
slut?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it!”

“I'm sorry for being a filthy little slut,
sir!”

The words made me squirm!

God! My breasts ached as my body pressed down
on them! My nipples were on fire, though a different kind than my
buttocks! And I ached between the legs, but knew I was appallingly
wet there too!

My tongue licked frantically at his shoe,
covering every inch as rapidly as I could!

I yelped as he gripped a fistful of my hair
and dragged me up, then pushed me across the desk again and yanked
up my skirt.

“Please, sir!” I cried.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
slut?”

“Yes, sir! I'm sorry for being a filthy
little slut, sir!”

His fingers gripped the rope and kind of
rubbed it back and forth! That made the knots grind roughly back
and forth across my swollen clitoris in a way which ached even
more! Then he tugged the rope sharply to the side, which, by the
way, pulled against my bound breasts so they ached even more!

But it left my sex free, and he spread the
lips and gripped the base of the dildo there, drawing it back
out.

Then he thrust it back in.

He started to pump it in and out, with his
thumb laying along the bottom so that as the dildo moved in and out
his thumb rubbed against my clitoris. The contrast between his
warm, now slick thumb, and the harsh rough knot was – extreme, and
I felt a wild raw rush of wonderful heat and pleasure flood up
through me!

“Are you my slut, girl?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned in a shaky voice.

Crack! His hand slapped me
sharply.

“Say it, slut!'

“I'm your slut, sir!”

I came, powerfully, crying out again and
again until his free hand clamped over my mouth as he thrust the
dildo into me hard and fast.

He buried the dildo inside me again, pulled
the rope back into place, then jerked down my skirt and ordered me
back to my desk.

I crawled shakily across the floor, rose,
opened the door and slipped out.

My bottom still burned.

And it was only slowly, as I calmed down,
that my mind eased enough to realize what I'd done, and just how...
degrading it was! But again, degrading no longer meant something
horrible to me. Not, at least, in terms of sex. Instead it meant
'thrilling and hot'.

I had knelt before him and licked his foot!
Holy fucking shit!

I could hardly believe it of myself!

Every time I thought he had plumbed the
bottom of his dirty fantasies he moved lower and brought me with
him! There was a certain level of anxiety and resentment to that
thought, but also a dark erotic sense of anticipation. Which I knew
was sick but which I couldn't help!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I was expecting to have to work late
again...

Which, like the previous day, had my chest
tight with anxiety and nervousness, and my lower belly churning
with anticipation.

Instead, at five, he walked out of his
office, closing the door.

“Come with me, girl.”

I hastily got to my feet, wondering what he
was planning this time! I really needed to find a way to talk to
him about this! But he was so... intimidating! And he did not
welcome conversation! Except, of course, for my saying the dirty,
degrading things he wanted me to say!

“Take your purse.”

I looked at him in surprise, then felt a
dawning sense of fear and anticipation. Were were going to his
place!? A hotel!? A dark alley!?

I grabbed my purse, though, and followed him
to the elevators. He got in and pressed the button for the garage
and we rode down smoothly and in relative silence. I followed him
out at the garage, then through the doors to the actual garage and
across it towards a black (what else!?) BMW sedan.

He got in the drivers side and after a moment
of hesitation, I got in the front passenger side. He said
nothing.

“Where are we going?” I gulped.

“Why do you need to know?” he demanded,
starting the engine.

“I only – .”

“All you need to do is obey whatever orders
you're given.”

I looked at him uncertainly, and he backed
up.

“Do up your seat-belt.”

I reflexively reached back and pulled it
across my chest, clicking it into place.

“But... if it's after work then...”

“Then what?” he demanded. “You're not being
paid any more? Tell me, is it money which makes you obey me when I
tell you to strip or lick my shoes?”

I flushed hotly.

“Of course not,” he replied. “You're not
doing any of that because it's your job. Don't even try to tell
yourself otherwise, girl.”

The BMW drove up the ramp and the door opened
fast enough he didn't even have to slow down. We emerged into a
late afternoon day. It was raining heavily, the rain pounding
against the windows as he turned into traffic.

“You're obeying me because it's the best,
most exciting sexual experience of your life,” he said. “Because
despite only experiencing it for a couple of days you want more of
it. Because, like a bitch in heat, you want to be mounted and
ridden hard so you can feel that pleasure again.”

I flushed even more. I thought about trying
to deny it but that would be a fairly obvious lie and he might
strap or spank me for it.

“Pull your skirt up around your waist.”

I gulped, feeling my pulse rate quicken, and
looked out the window. You couldn't see much.

I lifted my skirt and his hand dropped down
between my legs, fingers finding my clitoris as they pushed under
the knot. He didn't need to look as he focused on driving while his
fingers rubbed me skilfully.

And I felt my lower body starting to burn so
that my breathing became more ragged.

“You're a slave to your own lust and hunger,
girl,” he said. “You surrender to the heat, which means you submit
to it. You submit to me for the same reason.”

He pulled his fingers away then pushed them
into my mouth.

“Lick, slut.”

Moaning, I obeyed, sucking and licking on his
fingers.

He stopped at a light.

“Slump down more.”

He turned to me at the light and undid the
rope entirely, the rubbed my clitoris with his slick fingers.

“Grip the dildo and masturbate.”

This was so dirty and wild and nasty!

And I was so fucking hot!

I obeyed, easing the dildo out of my body as
the car started forward, then pumping it slowly.

“Finger your hot little clitoris for me,
slut.”

I obeyed, masturbating again as he drove.

“You are not permitted to climax without
permission. If you do you'll get a strapping twice as bad as
earlier.”

“Oh!” I moaned. “But... but what if I can't
help it?!”

“That you cannot master your lust is why I
can master you,” he said. “If you are close to orgasm you are to
stop.”

I stopped, gasping for breath, flushed and
trembling.

He snorted. “As I said, a slave to your own
lust and hunger.”

We stopped at another light, and he turned to
me, quickly gripping my hair and jerking sharply back so my back
arched and I cried out. His other hand moved in and undid a few
buttons on my blouse, then moved inside to roughly fondle my
breast.

“And it is because you are a slave to your
own lust and hunger, that you are a slave to mine,” he said.

He accelerated, then dropped his hand between
my legs, fingers rubbing me.

“Th-that's not fair!” I moaned as my hips
ground up against him.

“Who said life is fair, white girl?”

I squirmed helplessly.

“If you want to come, you can always beg for
permission.”

What a ridiculous thought! What a nasty,
perverted... kinky... outrageous thought!

“Please can I come, sir?” I gulped.

“It doesn't sound like you really want to
come.”

“Please may I come, sir!? Please!?”

He caught at the base of the dildo with two
fingers and pumped it in and out as his thumb stroked against my
clitoris.

“No,” he said. “Why do you need to come
anyway? Is it because you're a filthy little white slut? Could that
be the reason, girl?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“Let me hear you say it.”

“I'm... I'm a filthy little white slut, sir!”
I gasped. “Please can I come!?”

“No.”

This was so sick!

And I came anyway, gasping and moaning,
grasping his wrist as my hips spasmed violently, thrusting myself
up against him as I writhed and twisted and arched my back under a
torrent of wild, churning heat and pleasure!

“Obviously you'll have to be punished for
your disobedience,” he said.

He stopped at the next light, shoving the
dildo fully inside me again and tying the ropes back in place. A
block later he turned off onto a downward sloping lane. The door
opened as we descended into an underground garage and he pulled
into a parking space and got out.

Panting weakly, I got out after him.

“Where are we?” I asked, looking around.

“You don't need to know.”

I gulped. “Do you have, like, a room of
pain?”

He turned and gave me a strange look.

“Where do you get that kind of shit
from?”

“A book.”

“A dumb book.”

We got into the elevator and road up to the
sixty third floor. Wherever we were it was a very tall tower, and a
very rich one. He unlocked one of the double doors we came to and I
followed him into a very large luxurious apartment. This was not
like the kind of place I had ever seen before, except in books, and
I gawked at everything we passed, including a pond with a tree
growing out of the center right in the front hall.

Ahead was a huge, high ceilinged living room
with big glass walls, but he reached out and grabbed my arm,
yanking me off to the side, and leading me down a hall with a black
polished stone floor, and then into a bedroom.

“Take your clothes off.”

I hesitated. “Should I, like, do a strip
tease?”

“Did I say strip?”

I shook my head.

“Then take your clothes off.”

I hesitated again, then just took off my
clothes. He opened a dresser drawer, then untied the ropes. I was
relieved to feel the ones around my breasts loosen! And even more
relieved when the knots digging into my clitoris fell away!

He reattached the thin straps to the base of
the dildo, though, to hold it in place, then put a studded leather
collar around my neck, and thick, studded leather restraints around
both my ankles and wrists. Then he put a ball gag into my mouth and
strapped that in place too!

“Hands and knees.”

I dropped to my hands and knees, feeling a
wild, simmering sense of heat once again, mixed with anxiety and
anticipation. I never knew what he was going to do, but I knew it
was going to be outrageous! And hot!

And this was no exception, as he snapped a
leash to the collar around my neck!

“Crawl, bitch.”

I sucked in a breath of air, but then
obediently began to crawl across the floor as he moved back to the
door, holding the leash.

We went down the hall, which was harder than
crawling at his office, because the marble made my knees sore!

We went to that big living room, and
thankfully, much of the floor was covered by a big carpet. He led
me onto it and I stared out the window at nearby towers, then at
the big fireplace, then at the tall black sculpture of a naked
woman.

Then at the fully clothed black woman sitting
on the sofa and staring at me.

I felt a sudden shock-wave hit me! I squealed
into the gag and instinctively tried to cover myself with my hands
and arms, dropping my bottom to the floor, then trying to turn away
from her!

“Who the fuck is that?” I heard her
demand.

“She doesn't need a name. She's an office
slut.”

My face felt like it was flaming hot, and
then I cried out as Drake filled his fist with my hair and jerked
me to my feet, swinging me around so I had no choice but to face
the woman, back arched. I rolled my eyes upward to the ceiling,
though, unable to meet her eyes!

“She seems kind of shy for a slut,” she said
dryly.

“She's pretending she's not, because you're
here.”

“You saying the bitch is lying to me?”

“Yeah.”

“She should probably be punished for
that.”

“I'm about to punish her already, since she
disobeyed me in the car.”

My mind was kind of panicking! I mean, I was
completely naked and all... kinky in this leather stuff! Not to
mention the dildo stuffed up inside me and the butt plug!

This woman must think I'm a complete
whore, I thought, mortified.

Still holding my hair, Drake grabbed my right
wrist and pulled it up and back behind my neck, leaving me only one
to try and cover myself with! I used it to cup my pussy! But only
until he grabbed that wrist too and swung it up to cross my wrists
behind my neck!

“What do you think?”

“Definitely looks like a slut to me,” she
replied.

I felt myself dragged backward by Drake. He
stopped, and reached up above me, pulling down a potted plant which
hung from a big hook and a long chain. Then he lifted my wrists up
and hooked the wrist restraints together before slipping it over
the hook!

“Spread your legs, slut,” he barked.

Trembling, red-faced, I hardly heard him, and
gasped as his foot jammed in between my ankles and forced them
apart. In very quick order he had attached chains to the lower
leather restraints, and pulled my ankles far apart so I had to
either hang by my wrists or stand on the balls of my feet.

Then he moved away, leaving the room, leaving
me. While the black woman stood in front of me, looking me up and
down.

It was so humiliating!

“Nice tits,” she said.

She reached out and ran her hands over them,
kneading them, gripping the nipples and pinching them lightly.

“Look at me,” she said.

I couldn't, of course!

She slapped my face! I gasped at the sharp
stinging pain to my cheek, my head thrown to the side.

“When I give you an order, you obey it. Is
that clear?!”

I stared at her wildly.

“Do you understand me, slut?”

I nodded my head anxiously.

“I didn't hear you, slut.”

“Yes...” I said, thought my words were
obviously muffled and distorted by the gag.

She reached out and grabbed my hair just like
Drake had, jerking it back sharply, painfully.

“The words I want you to use, slut, are yes
mistress.”

Oh fuck! Holy fucking shit! This was so nasty
and kinky!

“Let me hear you say them.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried, though again the
words were distorted.

They seemed to satisfy her, though.

“Now let's see what you taste like,” she
said.

I wondered, at first, if I had heard that
right. But then she dropped to her knees in front of me. She undid
the straps and pulled the dildo down a few inches, then all the way
out. Her thumbs pressed against the lips of my sex, spreading them
open, and then she ran a finger along me.

“Nice and soft,” she said.

She leaned in and ran her tongue along the
line of my sex, then found my clitoris, and started to lick me
there.

This was so crazy!

But I felt almost relieved, in a weird way.
She must be, well, into this stuff, just like Drake. And she
couldn't be all that surprised. She was also, I quickly decided,
very, very good at oral sex.

It was very freaky to be standing here naked
in front of a woman I hadn't even met, though, having my pussy
licked! Even weirder to be tied up while she did it!

Her fingers slid into me, two of them. Like
Drake, she was tall, and her fingers were long. They pushed up high
inside me and then began to stroke slowly in and out, pressing
against the outer wall of my sex, just as he had done.

I felt myself relaxing, oddly. I mean, the
horrible sense of humiliation began to fade away as she licked and
fingered me. The focus of my thoughts began to move in a different
direction, as I looked up at my bound wrists, then down at her
licking me, then around at the huge and luxurious living room!

Kinky, wicked and deliciously thrilling!

She slid a third finger into me, pumping them
steadily as she licked and sucked at my clitoris, and I began to
feel the sense of simmering arousal returning, melting away my
inhibitions and embarrassment.

Drake returned. He was wearing leather pants,
low on his hips, and nothing else. For the first time, I saw his
bare body, at least above the waist, and it was as deliciously
muscled and attractive as I had imagined it would be!

But he was carrying something in his hand,
and it looked suspiciously like some kind of whip!

I moaned breathlessly!

“I told you I have to punish the bitch,” he
said, spotting the woman licking me.

“So do it. I'm not stopping you.”

He glowered at her as he moved up beside
me.

“You have to learn to obey, girl,” he
said.

He moved behind me and gripped my hair,
jerking it back sharply enough to make me cry out, then let the
whip swing down over across my breasts.

It was basically a handle with a bunch of,
well, leather shoelaces attached. Sort of. They were not very thick
or heavy individually. Even altogether they didn't weigh much of
anything.

“Since you're a slave to your own lust,” he
said. “We should treat you like a slave girl.”

“A sex slave,” the other woman said, leering
up at me.

Holy fucking shit!

“Slave girls are whipped for their
disobedience,” he said sternly.

“I hope you're not going to damage this
pretty white skin,” she said. “I want to lick it all over.”

“I don't damage my own property,” he
replied.

That was reassuring, and yet very weird!

I was NOT his property! I wasn't anyone's
property! I wasn't property!

Slave girl! That was so wild!

I moaned, my mind distracted as the woman
kneeling before me tried to push a fourth finger up inside me! I
gasped and trembled, then cried out as Drake swung the whip and the
thin laces spread out and then landed across my bare back!

They stung! I mean, none stung very much, but
there were a lot of them! Well, a dozen or so! So it was like, a
dozen stings! But even more of a shock was that I was standing here
like this and someone had just whipped me across the back! It was
one thing to be spanked on the bare bottom, or even strapped, but
to be whipped across the back!

Slave girl! Sex slave! Fuck! I felt a
wild, swirling, churning rush of dark, thrilled emotions and heat,
which kind of overwhelmed the stinging, even as he swung it
again!

The black woman pulled her fingers back and
then left the room.

Crack!

The whip cut across my back again, lower! I
squealed into the gag, back arching, feeling the flesh grow more
sensitive, but the heat grow more intense!

It's like I'm a sex slave being
whipped, I thought wildly!

“You're going to learn that you get punished
whenever you disobey me, slave girl,” he said.

Slave girl!

Crack!

I squealed and arched again, but the real
heat wasn't in my back but my belly and chest and groin as a sexual
fever began to deepen within my mind.

The black woman returned. She was about his
age, lithe and toned, and she had a small plastic bottle with her.
She poured it into her hand and then rubbed it there, like hand
lotion. Then she slid her fingers up inside me again; one, two,
three, and then tried to wedge the fourth into me!

Crack!

She started to lick me in fast, short little
flicks of her tongue as her fingers twisted and pushed, stretch me,
making me ache!

Crack!

I cried out as the whip cut across my
shoulders, then again as it hit me lower down!

And her fourth finger pushed up inside me as
her thumb, now just as slippery as the rest of her hand, rubbed
against my clitoris. The sensation filled me with a helpless
pleasure that had my hips jerking and spasming as my insides began
to do the same!

Crack!

I cried out, gasping, panting, chest
tight.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip landed high, and low, now hitting my
lower back, now my middle back, then across my shoulder blades and
above!

“Learn to obey your master, slave girl,” he
growled.

Master!? Slave girl! That was so nasty and
thrilling!

Crack! Crack!

I gasped at the new pressure at my sex,
dropping my dazed eyes to see that she was trying to push even her
thumb into me! I was sure that wouldn't fit, even as slick as her
hand was, and tried to say so.

Crack!

My back was hot now! Hot and tender, like I
had a sunburn! But this blow only partially hit my back, and not
that hard. Instead the long laces curled around the side of my
ribs, and then snapped at my breasts!

I cried out in startled pain, the sensitive
skin across my breasts stinging at the sudden impact!

“Slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

He swung it the opposite way, across the left
side of my ribs, the laces sweeping around and in to snap at my
breasts again!

The dull ache between my legs did not catch
my attention nearly as strongly as the sharp sting of the laces
hitting my breasts! She was licking strongly, and the swift
movement of her tongue across my swollen clitoris was delicious!
But the snap of the thin laces across my back, and then my
buttocks, and then my breasts again yanked at my attention more
strongly!

Drake swung them around my left side, and
then my right, alternating between them. The thin laces would slice
across one breast, then the tips would come down with a snap on the
other! Stinging!

I cried out into the gag, moaning and
straining against the leather bands around my wrists and ankles.
But of course, I was completely helpless, completely at their
mercy! Like a slave girl! A helpless sex slave! Being whipped!

Despite the sharp, stinging pain, I began to
lose myself to that thought, the fever heat rising more strongly,
and taking such control of me that even the stinging impact of the
thin laces across my tender breasts sent a wild thrill of
outrageous excitement through me!

And then the ache between my legs mounted to
such an extent it finally drew my dazed attention downward, and I
saw... her knuckles, and then the heel of her hand, pushing up
through the straining lips of my sex!

I stared uncomprehendingly at first, then in
disbelief, despite feeling her fingers up inside me! I stared as
her entire hand sank up into my body, and the ache eased as my sex
closed around her more slender wrist!

She looked up at me, a feral expression on
her face.

“You ever been fisted before, slave girl?”
she taunted.

I moaned helplessly, feeling her fingers
prodding and pushing against the walls of my sex. I stared as her
wrist turned one way, then the other, hardly paying attention to
the thin laces cutting across my back. Then her hand pushed deeper
and she leaned in to start licking hard at my clitoris again!

I cried out as the whip cut especially hard
across my back, arching back, gasping and moaning, even as the whip
curled around my ribs to snap cruelly at my breasts!

My entire body was burning with a wild,
thrilled heat, and finally all my attention was drawn downward, as
if by a magnet, to her hard, licking tongue. And as her hand pushed
deeper the orgasm tore through me, rising and rising to unbearable
heights as I trembled and shook! My hips bucked and I cried out,
then screamed, twisting and writhing in the grip of a hurricane of
overpowered sensations!

The whip cut across my breasts again and
again, adding to the fever dream, as the woman pushed her fingers
so deep I thought they must surely be trying to force their way
through my cervix!

I collapsed limply, and for long seconds was
literally hanging by my wrists, eyes slitted, head falling forward
breathlessly. I was... drooling around the ball gag, I realized. I
didn't care. My wrists ached, but I didn't care about that
either.

I was mind blasted by the intensity of the
orgasm, and for long seconds I was only semi-conscious. I felt her
hand moving inside me, then realized, not that I cared, that it was
just her individual fingers, one by one, drawing back and down into
the palm of her hand.

Until she had her fist inside me. Then she
twisted it to one side, then the other, then... pushed deeper. I
moaned and struggled to get my feet under me as the pain in my
wrists grew more intense, finally succeeding. Then, as I stared
down, I saw her wrist had passed up inside me and her forearm was
following!

Her fist reached that point where her fingers
had been unable to penetrate, and I shuddered at how much of her
arm and hand was inside me! And as she began to lick I felt my body
tremble and shake, felt the muscles in my hips and belly spasm, and
then the raw, wild heat spiraled up rapidly and too my mind away as
another orgasm tore through me.

I had little breath to scream out this time.
The other orgasm had only been a minute earlier. Now I simply
twisted and trembled and shook and strained as I gurgled
insensibly, my body caught in crackling current of sexual
electricity that was short-circuiting both my muscles and my
brain.

Several more followed, as she pumped her fist
slowly inside my belly and licked hungrily on my clitoris. And then
Drake brought her a powerful vibrator to use against me and my
already dazed mind was further shattered as every nerve ending in
my lower body was overloaded by the power of the sensations pouring
through it.

I literally lost consciousness, screaming out
all the air in my lungs as I shook uncontrollably.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


Her name was Angela. She was Mister Drake's
girlfriend. I wakened to find myself on a bed, spreadeagled, wrists
and ankles chained to the corner posts. And she was straddling my
face. In fact, from the moisture on my face she had been rubbing
her sex back and forth across it even as I lay there in
darkness.

“Lick me, slave girl,” she ordered, noticing
my open eyes.

She used my hair the same way Mr. Drake had,
both as a handle, and to compel me, jerking and yanking it until
the sharp pain penetrated my dazed mind, along with her repeated
orders.

I began to lick her. And as I did my
consciousness began to return. It didn't return to sharp, crystal
clarity, however. My body, and thus my mind, was still suffused
with heat, even if it was kind of an exhausted heat.

But I hadn't used my mouth for anything but
screaming so far. Now that the gag was out I licked with growing
energy at her sex, driven on by her yanks on my hair.

“Lick your mistress, you filthy little sex
slave,” she taunted me. “Make her happy or she'll whip you
again.”

I licked, and sucked, employing what I'd
learned from my college affairs with girls, while she ground her
wet pussy against my mouth and jaw, and called me a slave and a
slut.

She eased back enough for me to speak, but
her fingers were still holding my hair.

“Are you my bitch, slave girl?” she
demanded.

“Y-Y... Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

She ground her pussy against my mouth and I
started licking again, only to have her ease back a minute
later.

“Are you my whore, slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Again she slid her pussy over my mouth, and
again, withdrew. She kept doing this, each time demanding I reply
to her taunts, to agree I was her whore, her bitch, her slut, her
sex slave. Nor did coming at last make her any more
affectionate.

Instead she climbed off me to stand next to
the bed, the same flog, or one like it, that Drake had used in her
hand.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” I gulped
nervously.

She let the laces fall across my pink
breasts, but gently, before drawing the flog up and back again.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

Again she let the whip fall gently, so gently
the laces didn't even sting.

The message was pretty clear.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore, Mistress!”

This was not unlike what Drake had made me
say anyway.

“Little white slut,” she said, letting the
laces trail across my chest. “You been fucking my boyfriend for
days now without my permission.”

I had nothing to say to that!

“All you white bitches love nigger cock,” she
growled. “Bet you couldn't wait to get that big, black shaft up
inside your, you little slut.”

This time she brought the flog down a lot
less gently, and the laces cut across my breasts stingingly!

I cried out, straining against the restraints
– which caused me to arch my back even as she brought the flog down
across my breasts a second time!

“Don't you!?” she demanded.

“No, Mistress!” I cried.

“You lying slut!”

She brought the laces down again and again,
across my breasts and lower chest and belly and even between my
legs as I squealed and cried out and begged her to stop!

“You love having nigger cock inside you,
don't you slut?” she demanded, holding her hand aloft.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Little white whore,” she growled.

But she let the laces trail across my aching
breasts slowly and gently.

“Nothing you white bitches love more than
being fucked hard by a big, Black stud. Ain't that right?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I whimpered.

“You love riding that black cock, don't you,
slut!?

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Say it, slut!”

“I love riding black cock, Mistress!” I
moaned.

“You got a lot to make up to me, slave girl,”
she growled.

She tossed down the flog, much to my relief,
and climbed into the bed, straddling my face again.

“Lick, slave.”

I licked.

*

They made me dye my hair blonde. In fact,
Angela took me to a salon the next day, and I was frankly too
intimidated of her to object! Then we returned to Drake's apartment
and she had me wear these shiny, thigh high leather boots with five
inch stiletto heels. I don't know if you've ever tried walking in
such boots but it's not easy!

For clothing, she put this strange collection
of PVC leather straps. Kind of like a harness really. The top part
had straps that went under my breasts, kind of pressing up against
the underside, then thinner straps rising up from the sides to curl
around the outsides of my breasts and squeeze them in against each
other.

These straps criss-crossed each other as they
went up across my upper chest and behind my neck. Then another
strap went sideways across the tops of my breasts, pressing down.
This left my breasts very... prominently displayed, kind of
squeezed from all sides!

It was a bit of a relief that my breasts were
bare because they were a bit sore from the flogging, and my nipples
were even more sore because she'd pierced them while I was
unconscious, and put a couple of thick rings through them.

The harness straps descended from my breasts
down alone my spine in back and then down the center of my belly
and abdomen in front. At my waist, a horizontal strap curled around
me, while the two straps went down between my legs and joined
together – very tightly, I might add.

That tightness pressed up against the base of
the thick black dildo she'd shoved up inside me. It must have been
over ten inches long, and it couldn't all get inside. Most did,
though, and the remainder was pressed up into me by the straps
going beneath it.

With a collar around my neck, and the wrist
restraints pinning my arms behind me, she had me lick her from her
toes up to her neck and mouth and then all the way back down. I
gave her a tongue bath, and of course, by the time she had come
several times I could barely move my jaw!

Then, as if to outline just what our
positions were, she had me kneel, face to the floor, bottom raised
and legs spread, in that same submissive position Mr. Drake had
taken me. She put on a strap-on dildo even bigger than the one
she'd shoved inside me, then took that one out and fucked me hard
and fast, slapping my ass, yanking my hair, and making me beg her
to fuck me harder!

And I came. Screaming.

Perhaps feeling I wasn't yet intimidated
enough, she let me do housework, on all fours, scrubbing the floor,
then had me eat my lunch out of dog bowls on the floor.

All the while I felt as if I were in a wild,
hedonistic sex fantasy, alternately filled with delighted disbelief
and awe, or anxiety, embarrassment and uncertainty.

That afternoon, she invited two more black
women over. Their arrival mortified me! But I wasn't exactly in a
position to run away or hide myself!

I had to lick them to orgasms, and one,
thankfully a smaller, more petite woman named Belinda, fisted me
while Angela used a vibrator on me!

I went out of my mind again!

Afterward she stripped me and took me into a
luxurious shower, where she soaped us both up and spent long, long,
long minutes caressing me, grinding her pussy against mine, rubbing
her breasts over mine, and kissing me. It was... hot... and
delicious.

After I was clean she brushed out my hair,
put the collar and restraints on me, and then led me by a leash
back out front.

There were a couple of pillars at the
entrance to the great room. I assumed they were merely decorative,
but they looked real enough. She stood me up against one, my
buttocks squeezed against what felt like cool marble. My wrists
were drawn back behind it above my head, and my ankles were drawn
back alongside it and chained in place.

She put the gag in my mouth, and left me like
that.

Mr. Drake came home from work soon after, and
two strange men were with him, both black.

My face felt as if it were melting, at first,
of course! There was no way of hiding from them as they came over
to fondle and grope me.

But by the time Drake began to use a heavy
vibrator on me that was already fading, and my body reacted quickly
as he ground it against my clitoris, even as the two strangers
looked on, sneering and taunting me.

Slave girl! Sex slave! The idea was so
incredible it made both my mind and body squirm!

Soon enough I was squatting against the
pillar, wrists still up and back behind my head, sucking their
cocks, and impaled on the big vibrator. All three took turns
shoving their cocks through my panting open lips and down my
throat, using my hair as a handle to roughly guide my face in one
direction or the other.

Drake released me from the pillar, snapped a
leash to my collar, and made me crawl across the floor and up the
hall to a bedroom as they all followed behind. Jeremiah took me
from behind while the second man, Kevin, knelt before me, thrusting
his cock deep into my throat.

Then Kevin lay down and I straddled him,
riding his cock until Jeremiah moved up behind me and pushed his
own cock up my ass. Mr. Drake then knelt before me and to one side,
my hair wrapped around his fist as he used my mouth and throat.

They took turns using me, turning and
positioning my body, and using every orifice in it, for hours.

And that was just Friday.

Saturday was filled with humiliating,
degrading sex with Drake, Angela, and their friends. Not to mention
spankings, strappings and floggings!

But I came so hard and so frequently that the
screaming hurt my throat, leaving me hoarse.

On Sunday I was gang-banged. There were a
dozen Black men in the bedroom with me, my wrists bound behind my
back as they used me again and again, one, two and three at a time.
They left me practically unconscious, covered in semen.

The difference between that frantic day, and
the calm, peaceful evening, with just them enjoying a quiet night
at home – and me, naked on my knees on the floor, acting as both
sex slave and servant, was phenomenal.

I came to understand more about his
relationship with the firm the next day. He was indeed a partner,
but sort of a loose partner. He gave them an aura of progressive
respectability, but he wasn't really answerable to them. They
provided him with the office and someone to take care of
secretarial and administrative tasks, but he pretty much ran his
office as he felt like.

Which was why when he asked that I be made
his permanent administrative assistant, nobody objected. And if
they complained about the office clothing he had me wearing, well,
I didn't hear about it.

The blouse I wore was respectable, but tight.
And since I wore a lacy white bra which had no cups, well, not only
were my nipple rings very clearly visible against the front of the
blouse but so were the very firm indentations of my nipples.
Especially since they were almost always erect.

I wore a black skirt, but it was a mini, and
my shoes were always stilettos and usually five inches high.

And whenever Mr. Drake desired oral sex, I
went in and gave it to him – or to his clients – which happened
frequently.

And if he, or his client, wanted a strip
tease, and a lap dance, I did that too. Or whatever else I was told
to do. It was all embarrassing, but helplessly arousing. I was, as
he had pointed out in his car, a slave to my own lust, a lust he
had stoked and inflamed to the point of being a raging bonfire that
was well past any effort of mine to control.

Especially when he and Angela kept throwing
oil on the fire!

He did triple my salary, which was nice, but
the reason I stayed all summer was simply because I was addicted to
the wild, animal heat, lust and pleasure. Which was the same reason
I moved into his apartment when I went back to school in the
fall.

Respectable student by day, sex slave at
night and on weekends.

I... played at being a sex slave, reveled in
it, gloried in it. It turned me on to the point I lost my mind in
the raging sexual fever. And... there was a point where it might
well have come true, where I might have lost myself entirely and
simply become a sex slave to them in reality.

I didn't, though. I never entirely lost the
understanding that I was playing an exciting role, but that it was
just a role.

I never went into law, though. Seeing it up
close, which I got to do along with all the hot, nasty sex, made me
want something else. And the way he had turned me into a sexual
addict determined what that was.

I perfected my stripping at a high end strip
club, while at school and I took courses in sexual psychology,
finance, and art. I took courses in bar-tending and massage,
especially sexual massage, and then I set myself up as an escort,
starting at a thousand dollars an hour.

Mr. Drake knew a lot of rich men for whom
that was chump change. And the work was far less dull, and far more
rewarding, in all senses, than law would have been.

Oh, my family and friends thought I was a
'Business Consultant' which was what I billed myself as. So I
maintained my veneer of respectability around my old progressive
friends and family. But I had long given in to my dark side, and
become everything they were appalled by.

I didn't care. Equality was the pursuit of
those who cared more about the style than the substance. I was my
own woman, even if I submitted to the lusts and desires of men. And
if those inspired my own lusts and desires, well, isn't equality
about being able to make choices?

That summer job had made my choice for
me.

 


END
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