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CHAPTER ONE

No one called Veronica Stratham “Veronica.” She was Ronne, ever since she had ventured into the real estate business. Oh, if she were a realtor or even a landlord, a name like Veronica would have sufficed. Vera, however, would have been ideal. Veronica was formal, but Vera was someone you knew would find you a good home or a great deal. She was someone you could go to when the rent was going to be late or confide that the hole in the wall really was from your kids and not the building super when he was working on your stove.

Vera was personable and nice – one might call her sweet.

That was not Ronne.

Ronne was not in the side of real estate that rewarded or even needed people to be nice. Personable could be useful, and once upon a time, Ronne had cultivated a personable demeanor that she still affected for a few select clients. These days, however, she was clever and shrewd, more concerned with the movement of investment money than the individual properties that movement centered on.

She had employees for that.

Well, officially, she focused on the movement of real estate investment funds between properties and investors. Unofficially, she carefully funneled money from four organized crime groups through a collection of shell accounts, real and fake properties, and two hedge fund firms whose securities existed only on paper.

The truth about Ronne was that she was not hard because real estate investment needed someone shrewd and hard. She was hard because the world was hard.

When Ronne was eight years old, she was a Vera. She still remembered the cold fear that gripped her when a large man made of hair and muscle entered her father’s little corner shop, gripped him by the collar, and told him that if he wanted his store to be safe, he needed to take care of some sales and returns.

That day, she did not understand what was going on, she only knew her father was in danger. As she got older and watched similar men enter and leave her father’s shop, she came to understand. Her father, like all the businesses in their neighborhood, was responsible for laundering money for the organized crime syndicate that offered “protection” there. Protection was not from street gangs or even rival crime syndicates. The protection her father and other businesses paid for was the protection that the crime syndicate would not turn its attention of them.

When she finally understood what was going on, she made a promise. She was going to see a day when her father and the other business owners in her neighborhood would not have to launder money for their safety. She was not sure how she would do it. She knew criminal justice was out of the question. The same thugs who came into her father’s shop two Wednesdays a month had drinks with the cops on Fridays and attended Mass with the city attorneys on Sunday.  

No, if she was going to protect her family and friends, she would have to find a way outside of the law.

During an internship while she was in college, she stumbled upon real estate investment and realized that she could smoothly funnel money through real and fake investments. The industry was little more than a paper trail. While regulations could be tight, their enforcement was … workable.

That was the idealism of her past. She had succeeded. Upon graduating college, she made her way into real estate investment, proving herself and starting her own firm. In less than a decade, she had secured contracts with not only the organized crime syndicate that had a stranglehold on her childhood neighborhood, but three other syndicates. All of them relied on her and her book of investments to turn their ill-gotten gains into something wholesome and respectable.

One day her father told her that the men did not come by the store anymore. Ronne (still Vera to him) innocently remarked that maybe they had moved on. She did not have the heart to tell him that she was laundering that money now. He looked less stressed and happier. She noticed that customers coming to the store seemed more relaxed as well. She did not want to taint that with the truth.

She still had that idealism in the back of her mind, somewhere in that hardened heart. These days, though, her mind was less on the service she was doing for small businesses that suffered for being forced to launder money, and more on the way the business had enriched her. She charged a fair, but substantial fee for her services. The syndicates paid it because she offered a flawless service, almost impossible to trace. A cleaner’s fee on millions of dollars from four syndicates had given her a life she had grown to enjoy. Fine clothing, fine cars, and an enormous condo on the top of one of the finest high rises in the city.

Ronne Stratham was at the top of her world, literally.

Her cleaning method was untraceable from the outside. On the inside, however, if any one person had a complete picture of the transactions and businesses involved in them, they could put together fairly easily what was being done. When the business was just Ronne funneling money for a few transactions from one syndicate, that was not a problem. When trust grew – and in turn her business – she realized she had to make changes.

Those changes resulted in an intricate and tight ship. She had individual teams of managers, finders, and investment specialists with her business operations split between them based on their specialties. No one team had enough information to cause them suspicion. Her strict “ethics” required additional communication walls between teams “to avoid possible conflicts of interest” and “ensure fair and ethical investments” that guaranteed teams did not communicate enough information between them to begin putting together pieces.

The genius of her method was the strict “no call” policy she had for her employees after hours. Once they left the office, they were disconnected, not allowed to call in to check on projects or work remotely from home. Her reasoning to her employees was simple: she worked them hard and did not want them to burn out. Time away from the office, whether the night, the weekend, or a vacation, was time to decompress and relax.

For her, it ensured that her employees did not have flexibility with their work time that could give them room to be curious.

They key to all of it was how she secured employee loyalty. For such a high-pressure business and strict office, she had little turnover. She paid above industry average, provided top-line benefits, and gave her employees ample vacation time, starting new employees with three weeks of vacation. All of that gave her the most loyal employees in the industry, and that loyalty reduced the risk that came with training new people who might have extra time on their hands as they learned office routines.

Yes, they hated her, but that mattered little. They could hate her all they wanted. They loved what she offered and worked their asses off for it.

********

Lacee leaned back and watched the scene unfolding in front of her. Nancy opened her legs while Carrie crawled on her knees, looking up with eyes that were almost pitiful. Nancy moved her hips back, so that Carrie’s prize was kept out of reach, and swung the phone cord in her hand down, striking Carrie’s bare back and ass.

A loud snap of plastic on flesh sounded and Carrie gave a yelp that made Lacee’s torso tightened. She loved it when Nancy got rough and Carrie always made the best sounds.

“If you want to lick something, lick my feet,” Nancy said. She pulled her foot out of her heel and brought it up to push Carrie away from the chair by her cheek. She rounded her foot upward and pushed Carrie to the ground, then placed her foot under her face.

Obediently, Carrie began to lick the top of her foot and her toes. Lacee smiled and stood up. The took the phone cord from Nancy and whirled it in the air, savoring the whistling sound that it made. Below her, Nancy trembled but did not stop licking Nancy’s feet.

She brought the cord down, striking Carrie’s ass and upper thigh. Her mouth full of toe, Carrie gave a yelp and Lacee struck again, smiling and the thin red welt she produced on her friend’s ivory skin.

Lacee struck her a few times before giving the cord back to Nancy and returning to her desk. It was a nice break, but she had a lot of work to do. She and her little team were among the few employees at Stratham Investments who actually had clearance to work late hours, and then only on Wednesdays.

Really, though, only Lacee did the work. Carrie and Nancy were just here to keep her company and be their own form of entertainment. She thought it was a nice sacrifice for play space. Lacee had always had fantasies about office sex. Carrie and Nancy lived in an apartment with paper-thin walls. Any time they tried their S&M games, their neighbors called the police, thinking Nancy was abusing Carrie.

Nancy brought the phone cord around the smack Carrie again as Lacee turned her attention from them to her computer. She really did have work to do. Wednesdays was a big trading day, so there were always additional trades and equities to enter into the database. It was the kind of work that would bore most people: look, note, enter, check, submit, look, note, enter, check, submit.

Lacee loved it. There was something about the routine and simplicity of data entry that she enjoyed. It did not turn her mind off. Instead, once she got into her groove, her mind expanded. She did not think about what she was entering unless she found an anomaly. Her body locked in a pattern, her mind was free to wander and explore ideas.

She liked to watch Carrie and Nancy play because it gave her ideas for weekend trips.

Ronne Stratham was a complete bitch of a woman to work for. She was strict and precise. She did not tolerate mistakes and did not suffer anyone who kept making them. As much as Lacee could not stand her boss, though, she enjoyed everything that her boss gave her.

It was not merely the routine of data entry. During normal business hours, data entry was actually just a small part of her job. What Lacee really liked and what kept so many of them working for Ronne, no matter how much of a bitch she was, was the pay and benefits.

High pay plus top tier benefits plus extra vacation time with a strict “no call” policy meant that Lacee and her friends had the money to take weekend trips regularly. Their favorites were fetish-themed camping trips and sex parties.

They had a slave hunt they were going to soon. Watching Nancy go at Carrie with the phone cord – now Nancy had finally let Carrie’s face between her thighs and was whipping her ass while Carrie screamed into her pussy – gave her an idea for a new toy. She could take multiple cords and string them together into a mean little flogger for beating a slave she managed to catch and tie up.

She thought about the best way to design the handle and her mind turned away, caught by her work. Lacee frowned and looked down at the trades. It had caught her mind because it was identical to another equity trade, she had entered three weeks ago. Lacee considered it for a moment – the price was exact to the penny. She supposed that it could have been a coincidence. It just happened that this one had gone up and back down to this exact price when the trade went through.

Lacee decided to let it go and got back to her work and thinking about the flogger design. The upshot of an eidetic memory was that she could picture the flogger in her mind now and draw up the exact memory later when she had the tools, she needed to make it. She Thought about how she wanted to wrap the leather around the handle, the length of the tongs, and what type of cords she wanted to use.

The downside of an eidetic memory was that she often did not have control over what information committed itself to her memory. Nor did she have control over the things that triggered her mind to draw it up.

Once again, she felt herself pulled out of her creative revere as her eyes settled on another trade. This one was identical to a trade that had taken place three months ago. Lacee sighed and continued. She focused on the flogger again and split her concentration between it and telling her mind to note these anomalies, but not stop her because of them.

It really did not matter for her work that several equities had repeated themselves. Every single one of them could be the same item, same price, same quantity, same timestamp. She would still have to enter them in.

As she worked, Nancy pushed Carrie onto the floor. She stood over her and pressed the ball of her foot into Carrie’s crotch. Carrie squirmed and Nancy pulled her foot back slightly and gave her a small, gentle, but firm kick. It would only take a few of those for Carrie to come.

Lacee finished up the last of her entries and walked over to her friend, who was now moaning as Nancy continued to gently kick at her pussy. Lacee raised her skirt and pulled her panties aside before kneeling so that Carrie’s mouth could affix itself neatly to her lips.

As Carrie’s tongue found its way into the soft lips of Lacee’s pussy, Lacee closed her eyes and let herself float with the sensation. Later, she would think about those anomalous entries and see if there was a pattern.

Right now, she just wanted to come on her friend’s lips.


CHAPTER TWO

Data did not lie. Yes, it could be interpreted different ways. Yes, one could compile things in such a way to encourage one idea over another. The raw data itself, though, was pure and simple. It was reality as it was collected in a brief moment in time.

The data did not lie, but that did not mean that reality itself wasn’t fucked up in some way. Lacee looked down at her notes and sighed. She had closed her eyes and just wrote down the anomalies her mind had collected. Sometimes, she picked up random things because life was messy and rarely as ordered as it seemed to be looking at the steel and concrete skyscrapers from the outside.

Typically, when she wrote the anomalies down, what seemed important to her collecting mind was proven to be trivial. They were anomalies in the truest sense. They were tiny collection points of no importance in a world full of tiny collection points and random bits of data.

That did not happen here. When she opened her eyes to look at what she had written down, the patterns were clear.

None of this would have been picked up by anyone who lacked Lacee’s talents. It would have required a computer compiling the information to note the repeated transactions, especially since they all repeated from different times. Even then, it would have taken outside eyes to catch it and question.

An auditor would have caught it easily, months or years later – if they audited those transactions at all. Most auditors would only look so deep if they caught something else off. That was unlikely. Tasks in the office were spread out, where different people handled different aspects of managing investments. By the time, this data was compiled with something else another team worked on, the anomalies would have been buried into other numbers.

They were only notable to Lacee because they were still in a raw form.

In two years working for Stratham Investments, this was the first time Lacee had seen anything like this. The raw data did not give a source. Lacee would have to figure that out another way. It would not be easy, either. Ronne kept walls up between different aspects of office operations. On the surface, it was to minimize conflicts of interest and reduce errors.

Which told Lacee what she really did not want to know. Everything that would make investigating these transactions difficult existed not because of someone else, but because of Veronica Stratham herself. Ronne established the divided task system that kept Lacee from even knowing which trader had originated the transactions in the first place.

Most likely, Ronne had injected them into the data. Fake transactions were most likely to cover some injection of funds into the system. Lacee pulled up her laptop and began looking up some names she had seen come up in the office. None of the common clients brought up anything particularly triggering. They were just real estate investors. Most of them were small to middling, people who were using investments to hedge properties that were only marginally profitable, if they turned a profit at all.

More as a lark, she searched Whitcomb & Handley. They were a law firm that Stratham Investments worked with regularly. Three hits down on the search, Lacee saw it. One of the Stratham attorneys was under investigation three years ago for suspected real estate fraud. The fraud had been, as one does with real estate fraud, creating false deeds to cover organized crime profits.

Lacee understood the importance of her position. As a human bridge between raw trades and equity journals, she was an excusable break in the digital trail, a place where fake transactions could be injected into the system without anyone wondering where a 0 and 1 suddenly came from.

What she did not understand was why the sudden carelessness? She was certain that in two years, she had never seen anomalous transactions like this before. If Ronne had been so careful up to this point, what changed?

*******

Lacee stood outside of the large oak door and took a deep breath. She had put everything together carefully. If she was wrong, security would be walking her downstairs. If she was right … if she was right, she would have to think fast on her feet. She had to convince Ronne that it was okay before Ronne went into defensive mode.

Assuming she did not start out there already.

She knocked on the door and opened it. Ronne sat at her desk; her face turned down as she studied papers on her desk. Lacee cleared her throat as she stepped inside and let the door fall closed behind her.

Thankfully, no one was in the office. In her imagination, Lacee saw some Mafia Mook sitting in one of the oversized chairs, cracking his knuckles as Lacee spoke.

“How can I help you,” Ronne paused, waiting for Lacee to fill her in.

“Lacee Harkin,” Lacee said. “I’m your afterhours data specialist.”

Ronne nodded and sat up in her chair. “Right. Why did you need to schedule a meeting with me? You’re not up for review for six months, and one of our HR reps will handle that.”

“I’m not here for a review,” Lacee said. “Not exactly. I wanted to review some transactions with you.”

Ronne rolled her eyes and Lacee pulled back her smile. “You can bring that up with the trade team. If you wait until after the markets close, they’ll have plenty of time to speak with you about it.”

Your confidence doesn’t wane. That’s nice. It did not help that Ronne was being dismissive at every turn. Lacee really did not like this woman, but she loved her job and she did not want to see what would happen to her and her friends when the Federal Government tried to cut through the tape to see who was culpable for what.

“I don’t think you want me taking these transactions to them. They’re not the ones who made them.” A direct approach, Lacee thought, was going to be best here. Say something she could not just dismiss out of hand.

A raised eyebrow answered her and now Lacee smiled.

“I noticed on Wednesday night that several transactions were exact duplicates of past transactions. That is something that might happen once, but not this many times, not exact to the penny. It’s not something that I would have caught except that I have an eidetic memory and never forget numbered data. This is new, but we don’t have new traders, so someone who has always been injecting false transactions got careless.”

She watched Ronne carefully, but saw no tells.

Okay. Step it up then. “I could be coming here to tell you that one of your traders is inserting falsified transactions into the Wednesday batches so that you can begin and internal investigation. You and I both know that would not go anywhere. Your traders aren’t doing anything illegal and whatever you are, you’re not the kind of person who is going to throw a loyal employee under the bus to save your skin. And since everything that would make it difficult to track fake transactions to their source was implemented by your personally, that really only leaves me to one culprit. You.”

The reaction Lacee got was not what she had expected. She had expected shock or indignation. She saw none of that. Instead, when she had talked about Ronne not framing an employee, she saw – appreciation.

“So, what do you want, then?” Now it was Ronne’s turn to step things up.

Lacee was sure the question was designed to throw her off. It was the kind of question that immediately admitted guilt, without saying it. It should have left her off kilter. Fortunately, Lacee already had the answer to that question formulated.

“I want the ability to edit transactions I’m entering,” Lacee held up a small thumb drive. “It’s a pretty simple program that would let me edit without leaving a time-stamp. The next time I find a duplicate transaction, I will be able to change it.”

“Your price for silence is to help me continue the thing you’re going to be silent about?” Ronne crossed her arms and her dark eyes turned deeply skeptical, the corners tightening.

“No,” Lacee said. She stepped up to the desk and placed the thumb drive on the corner. “The silence and the help are what I’m offering. My price is a little different.”

Ronne waved one arm in the air for Lacee to continue.

“So, I’m the only one on my team that actually deals with the data entry. Nancy and Carrie are the best but they’re not the most efficient. I just don’t like to work late by myself, so they entertain me. Next Wednesday, you’re going to join us and keep me entertained while I work and make sure the transactions are free of anomalies.”

“I’m going to keep you entertained.” Ronne tilted her head to one side, looking smug and amused.

I’m going to like bringing you low. “Yes,” Lacee said. “You’ll get filled in on the details pretty quickly Wednesday night.”

She said nothing else. She gave a small nod, turned, and walked out. These types of things were better if the stipulations were left assumed, but not spoken. Ronne could refuse to show up Wednesday and Lacee could take what she had to the FBI.

It would be interesting to see what would happen next.

********

Ronne drummed her fingers on her desk as she watched the clock on her computer slowly turn towards six o’clock. She was not sure what she had agreed to, or why. It had been a very long time since anyone caught her off guard, much less caught her dead to rights. Well, as close to dead to rights as someone could catch her.

It was close enough. Lacee had enough that if she had gone to the Feds, Ronne would be looking at an investigation. Even if that investigation had gone nowhere, it would have made her clients nervous and undone a lot of work Ronne had put in over the years.

Maybe that was it. Lacee had the foresight to think that what was in place was years of work, perhaps with a deeper purpose. That made Ronne feel comfortable. It was a nice, cool, logical idea that she knew was false. Lacee had not thought about anything except what she had seen and having something over her bitch of a boss.

What made Ronne stand up as the clock drew closer to six was simply curiosity. She wanted to know how Lacee’s friends entertained her, and how she was going to play a part in that.

She left her office and walked down the hall to the group room. The blinds were down on the windows, so she could not see inside, but the light under the door indicated Lacee and her team were already inside. Ronne opened the door and stepped inside, pausing at the scene laid out in front of her.

One woman was completely naked, kneeling on the ground until her knees met her chest, her ass in the air. Her arms were bound behind her back with phone cord. Another woman stood, wearing her skirt, but no shirt. Instead, she wore a harness around her breasts. She held a mean looking flogger made of several looped phone cords.

I’m going to turn around, walk to the elevators, and just leave. Ronne closed the door behind her, transfixed by the sight of the second woman bringing the cord flogger down to strike the ass of the bound woman. The sound of plastic on flesh rang in her hears and the woman let out a cry that made her belly tighten.

Lacee sat at the desk, typing away at the computer. She looked almost obvious to the scene in front of her. When another crack of plastic on flesh sounded, she did not jump or flinch. The smile at the corner of her lips, however, told Ronne that she was not ignoring it either.

This was the entertainment her teammates did while she worked.

Her fingers flew at her keyboard. Ronne could see how her eyes darted from the scene down to one screen and then to the next as she entered information.

“Nancy, Carrie,” Lacee said without her fingers stopping, “didn’t I tell you the boss was coming by?”

The two women looked at Ronne, and she could see they were surprised by her presence. They had been so caught up in their scene that they didn’t notice the door open. The one on the floor blushed deeply while the one standing brought the flogger behind her back, as though that was going to cover up what she was doing.

“I thought you were joking.” The top woman said. Ronne drew on her memory to remember meeting employees. She was Nancy. Carrie was the one on the ground.

“Nope. Ronne is going to be our sex slave tonight.” Lacee said it like she might say Ronne had brought them coffee.

“How did you do that?” Carrie looked from Ronne to Lacee.

Lacee stopped her typing. This was going to be it, the moment that Lacee revealed her game. Ronne wondered if this were some elaborate set up. Were they plants from one of her organized crime clients or from the government?

Damn you James and your last-minute buyouts. If you didn’t suddenly have a few million that needed to be cleaned, I would have had time to create new transactions for you.

“Well, it just so happens that I found a transaction that got recorded incorrectly. The amount just didn’t make sense for the equity. I brought it to her attention, and she volunteered to help out tonight.” It was complete bullshit, but Lacee delivered it so smoothly before returning straight to her work that her friends just nodded.

They accepted it.

Nancy brought the flogger back out and struck Carrie’s ass again.

“You should go ahead and take off your clothes,” Lacee said. “You probably don’t want your power suit getting wrinkled.”

Ronne looked at Lacee, who continued to type away on her computer. Once again, she sounded casual and matter of fact. Did she have a choice now? She had closed the door.

Was that even a choice? She had stayed.

She had said yes to the blackmail.

She made the choice to pull out old transactions and recycle them instead of taking time to make new ones. Blackmail or not, she had not only broken the law, she had broken the cardinal rule of organized crime: don’t get caught.

There was always a price to pay and this seemed like the lighter of possible ones.

Lacee paused in her work and watched. Ronne removed her clothes, laying them neatly over an unused chair. She stripped out of her bra and panties as well. Completely naked, she felt exposed. She would have felt watched if Lacee had not gone back to her typing.

Well, she did legitimately work these nights.

“So, if Lacee is doing all the work,” Ronne walked closer to Nancy and Carrie, “what do I pay the two of you to do?”

Nancy looked down at Carrie but said nothing. It did not seem that she needed to. Carrie stood and turned around so that Nancy could remove the cords binding her. Released of her bonds, Carrie moved quickly, taking hold of Ronne’s arms and turning her around so that her back was to Nancy.

“Can I start teasing her?” Carrie asked as Nancy took Ronne’s wrists. Carrie moved around in front of Ronne and she could see the raw lust in the young woman’s eyes.

“She’s your toy tonight,” Lacee said from her computer. “You can do whatever you want to and with her.”

“I guess you’ll get to see what you pay me for,” Nancy said as she wrapped cord around Ronne’s wrists. She tightened it and began to wind it up her arms, pulling her shoulders back and her breasts out. “You can tell me later if I deserve a raise.”

Carrie licked her lips and brought them to Ronne’s chest, sucking on her nipple and flicking her tongue over it. Ronne rolled her eyes back, feeling a blend of feelings. She felt debased and excited at the same time. She tingled between her legs as her belly tightened.


CHAPTER THREE

“I like to hurt new skin.” Nancy pinched Ronne’s ass hard, making her cry out. She did not let go, instead twisting and pushing the pinch into the meat. Ronne wanted to squirm away, but Carrie was still in front of her, sucking and flicking her nipple while her hand moved up to the other, caressing it and teasing the nipple there.

The mix of sensations, pain and pleasure, were too much for her to handle. She could not do this. She cried out again and Nancy released her ass. A wave of relief brushed over her and she let out a sigh. Then Nancy’s hand reached between her legs and took hold of the outer labia. She pinched and again, Ronne cried out.

If she thought the blend of pain and pleasure were overwhelming before, this sent her mind spinning. Her body shuddered as Nancy squeezed the tender skin between her fingers and pulled. She cried out again, her scream blended with a moan as she felt a wave of pleasure surge through her body, washing Nancy’s hand with wetness.

“I’ve never had someone come that fast.” Nancy released her pussy and brought her hand up to Ronne’s face. She could smell herself on her fingers, a sweet, light, and almost tangy musk. She thought Nancy was going to force her to lick her fingers, but she put them to her own lips instead and sucked them, running her tongue around her fingers. “For someone who was screaming so bitterly, that’s an awfully sweet taste.”

Ronne shuddered.

“I want to taste.” She could hear the greed in Carrie’s voice as the woman dropped to her knees. Her lips were on Ronne’s pussy now, her tongue lapping between the folds of skin as she sucked. It was like she was trying to actually devour her. Ronne shivered with pleasure and fear.

What if she bit her?

“Yes, we’re going rough with you,” Nancy said. She reached around and took hold of Ronne’s nipples, squeezing them and twisting them.

Ronne cried out again. She begged for Nancy to stop, but in response, she only squeezed and twisted harder. She felt pleasure swirl and surge, moving from the pain in her breasts down to where Carrie greedily worked with her tongue and sucked at her clit.

She tried to struggle. When she wiggled, her breasts pulled, and Nancy’s fingers tightened. The swirling pleasure reached its peak and washed through her body again. Carrie sucked harder and Ronne cried out again with a mixture of pleasure and pain. It was a combination of “oh my God!” “Please stop!” and “More!” all twisted together out of order.

Nancy moved behind her and Carrie pulled away – maybe she was kicked away. From the way her mouth sucked at her, it didn’t feel like she wanted to leave. Nancy pushed Ronne to the desk and bent her forward.

“The boss is a pain slut,” Nancy said. “Did you know that Lacee?”

“Nope.” Typing sounded under her voice as she spoke. “I’m not surprised. The real power types always like it when you turn them into a bitch slave.”

Bitch slave? Ronne shuddered at the thought. The sound of flesh on flesh filled her ears and she blinked, confused. It took another thunder of the noise for it to register that Nancy was slapping her ass now. She slapped harder, and Ronne finally found her voice to cry out.

“That’s better. No one likes to be ignored,” Nancy said.

“I’m sorry.”

“She’s loud and distracting me,” Lacee said. “Put something in her mouth.”

Ronne rolled her eyes. What was going to happen now?

“On it.” Carrie crawled onto the desk and spread her legs open. She was shaved, pink, and glistening wet. She moved forward, forcing herself against Ronne’s lips. Nancy slapped her again, even harder. She opened her mouth to scream and found it full of soft, wet skin.

Instinct took over from there. Her tongue slid between the skin as her lips wrapped around the mound. She sucked, screaming into the pussy each time Nancy hit her. Her tongue moved up and found a tight, hard little nub to play with. Carrie moaned and shivered as Nancy hit Ronne harder.

The beating stopped but Ronne did not. Licking Carrie gave her something to focus on. She played her tongue around that hard nub, down along the folds of skin, and teased the opening to her body. She tasted light and rich, like a sweet treat you were only allowed the smallest sample of. If she licked a little more, maybe she could have it all.

Behind her, Nancy spread her ass cheeks. Ronne tried to ignore, focusing on the treat at her lips instead. Then she felt something cool and wet press against her sphincter. She stopped, pulling her head back.

“What is that?” Ronne asked.

“Beads,” Nancy said.

Carrie took hold of Ronne’s hair and pulled her head back so that they could look at each other. “You’re not done.” She sounded bratty and breathless. She pushed Ronne’s face down and her mouth was again on that sweet pussy.

The bead pushed until her sphincter opened. Ronne tightened her fists and shouted around the folds of skin before returning to sucking again. Once it was in, it was okay. It felt odd but that was all. Then another pressed there.

One by one, Nancy pressed beads that felt wider each time. With each stretch of her sphincter, Ronne screamed into the pussy and licked or sucked harder. Carrie shuddered and Ronne through her mind into licking her more, tasting more of that sweetness that washed over her lips and tongue.

Finally, the stretching stopped. Ronne slowed down her efforts, her tongue and jaw beginning to tire. Nancy pulled something that pulled at the beads inside her, threatening to draw them out. Then she felt her tie something at her wrists.

“Now, struggle,” Nancy said.

Carrie backed away slowly, and Ronne let out a whimper before pulling with her wrists. To her horror, the beads inside her, which still just gave her a sense of fullness, moved, and threatened to pull out. Ronne moaned and Carrie let out a laugh.

“Perfect,” Nancy moved and something fleshy pushed at her pussy.

She has a dick? Ronne found herself both horrified and mystified by the idea. The thing buzzed to life, and she realized it was just a dildo.

Then it slid into her and “just” was not a word she could use for it anymore. With the beads in her ass, she felt tight and full of things now. She let out a cry as Nancy slid into her with the dildo. Pleasure surged again, warm followed by a sharp, intense cold that threatened to shut down all of her senses.

“Bring her to the floor.” Lacee’s voice was no longer at the computer and Ronne realized she could not hear typing anymore.

Nancy took hold of her hips and directed her, moving her as the dildo buzzed inside of her. As she brought her to her knees, Ronne felt another orgasm rock through her body. Her knees failed her, and she fell limp in Nancy’s arms. The floor grew slowly closer and something new presented itself once she was on her hands and knees.

Behind her, Nancy pulled back and thrust the buzzing dildo in her. The beads moved, keeping her tight and heightening the sensations. It hurt, but in a strange way that was less about pain and warning and more about …

What was pain about?

Lacee presented her bare foot, the nails at the tips of her toes painted red. Ronne liked red. It was a fierce and energetic color. As the dildo and beads moved, drawing out another orgasm that flowed through her body, Ronne kissed the nails. She could not make words work, but kissing was always a good way to show you liked something.

Kisses became licks as her tongue moved between the toes. She sucked the big one and moved along to the next and the next. Her body was on autopilot now. Nancy continued to thrust in her. The beads shifted. She squirmed and they tried to pull out. Her body shuddered and another orgasm surged through her.

She licked up Lacee’s foot and began to kiss her ankle. Ankles were such nice things, strong and delicate at the same time. The knob of bone looked so neat and Ronne ran her tongue over it before kissing up her shin. She tried to go higher, but pain that threatened to stop the orgasms made her work her way down again.

Nancy was still thrusting inside her. She was saying something about sluts and worshipping feet. Ronne was only partially aware. Her mind was all about the sensations. The dildo thrust along her as she grew more and more tender. Her body shuddered as the beads shifted and she came again.

Lacee had moved now, sitting on the ground. She took hold of Ronne’s head and brought it between her legs. There was a new pussy now. The skin here was a slightly different texture, a little more wrinkled and more supple on her tongue. Ronne licked between the folds until she found the nub. It was rounder and wider, hard and ready to be teased and sucked.

Behind her, Nancy moved faster and sucking that pussy became Ronne’s world. She licked around the clit and sucked before moving her tongue down. Lacee moaned as her tongue pressed into her and she sucked greedily, wanting to taste all this woman.

That was her last thought before she was aware that nothing was at her lips anymore. Nothing was buzzing and thrusting inside her body. She pulled her arms and cried out as the beads threatened to pull out again. Next to her, Lacee laughed and brushed the hair out of Ronne’s face.

“You passed out for a few minutes,” Lacee said. “Glad you came around.”

“I passed out?” Ronne felt confused. She had never passed out before, not unless she was very sick.

“It’s time to pull the beads out,” Nancy said. “Then we’ll see if you can handle playing some more.”

“No.” Ronne shook her head. She did not want to feel that pain again. They could just stay in there forever.

“They need to.” Lacee sounded soothing and Ronne looked at her. She wanted to plead, but she knew determination when she saw it. Those beads were coming out.

Lacee messed with something at Ronne’s wrists. Then she pulled and the first and largest of the beads pressed at Ronen’s sphincter. It stretched and she screamed. Then it rolled out of her and a feeling of pleasure and relief moved through her. She shuddered and her scream turned into a moan of pleasure.

“How does that feel so good?” She could not believe she was saying that about any of this.

“Because that’s the direction stuff is supposed to move out.” Lacee laughed and pulled again.

One by one, the beads pulled out of her. Ronne shuddered with each one and felt the pleasure swirl and build. When the last one pulled out of her, it spilled over and she moaned into the floor, shaking with the pleasure.

“I think she’s good to go,” Lacee said.

Oh god no!

Sharp pain touched her mind, yelling at her from the back of her thighs. She cried out to answer it as she felt another. Something sharp and thin struck at her thighs. She heard the whistle through the air and another strike. It was the worst, burning after the sensation. It felt like each strike was cutting her.

She screamed and tried to squirm around, but Lacee took hold of her hands and held her down. She felt other hands hold her feet. Another strike, sharp and hot on her flesh.

She screamed again, her body shuddering. She tossed her head around, trying to fight what she felt building as another sharp, stinging strike hit her flesh. Each one just built and built until she let out a deep growling scream as the pain surged through her in a deep, hot red wave.

It stopped. There were no more strikes. Her ankles were free, and hands worked to gently release her arms. Once her arms were free, she let them fall on the floor beside her. She lay there, tears running from her eyes. When she opened them, Lacee was on the floor next to her.

“How do you feel?” She sounded like she genuinely cared about the answer, which seemed to make sense to Ronne in a strange, absurd way.

“Amazing.” The word left before she could think about it, but she did not have a better word for what she felt right now. “This is what you do every Wednesday?”

“More or less.” Lacee smiled.

Ronne closed her eyes. She would have to think about the raise for Nancy. She was not sure yet how this impacted her productivity. As for herself, she thought she might continue helping with the project.

Error prevention … or something like that.


THE END
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