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“Sirs, what you read was really just my imagination getting silly after being bored the other night. I didn’t mean to insult any of you…”






The guys chuckled. “We’re not insulted,” said Hunter. “We’re flattered. But the fact is, this is a gross violation of professional conduct and…”






“I understand,” I said, a tear rolling down my cheek. What choice did I give them? Frankly, I was surprised they’d let me go on and on all day; at any other job I would have been fired hours ago.






“Actually, we’re not terminating your employment,” said Vincent. “We feel that a suitable punishment will suffice. What do you think?”






If they’d read even a fraction of my fantasy, they had to know that I’d enjoy being punished; or at least I thought I would. I knew they were decent guys, and wouldn’t force me to do something I didn’t want to do. But wouldn’t this make a weird situation even weirder? Somebody else might have worried about that; I decided to take the plunge.






“What would my punishment be?” I asked at last, hoping I’d at least get some hint.






The men inched closer, closing in like the walls in an old adventure movie. “Why don’t you let us worry about that,” said Hunter. “But we will be expecting your complete and total obedience.”






I bit my lower lip and nodded. Between my thighs my skin grew slick with my fluids. The way he said
 obedience
 electrified me. “Yes, sir.” I craved to give them exactly what they wanted: me.
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Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses





You don’t have to sugarcoat it: my actions were wildly unprofessional. I won’t try to argue otherwise. I will say, in my defense, that it started as just a bit of harmless fun. I deserved to be punished for it. I needed to be disciplined. Maybe I even wanted to be humiliated. Honestly, I never thought I’d get caught, but if I had known what the repercussions would be… well, I would have done it even sooner.






My friends said I had the easiest job in the world, and maybe they were right. All I had to do was show up on time and sit at my desk. I was supposed to answer the phone, but it never rang. I’d greet visitors, but there weren’t any. I’d make coffee, but my bosses preferred drinking countless cans of Red Bull.






Sure, compared to the constant hustle of most jobs, mine was a cakewalk. But that doesn’t mean there weren’t any challenges. Fighting off boredom, for one; staying awake was on the list too, though I routinely fell asleep at my desk. I even kept a pillow in the drawer. My bosses didn’t mind.






No, the real challenge lay with my bosses themselves. When I first saw an ad for a secretarial position at an upstart tech company, I expected a small staff of nerdy guys who would barely have the nerve to chat up a woman like me. I got one part right: the company consisted of just four other people, all of them men. However, they weren’t the doughy geeks I imagined.






Lifelong friends Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent started the company together and operated as a tight-knit team. Living in the same block of apartments, they carpooled every day and arrived at the office like a wolf pack set loose on the world. Their energy was contagious, but they would barrel through the door and head straight back to their production room. If I’d had a message to give them, I would have, but that never happened.






So, what’s the challenge? This is what I told my friends: “You’ve never seen them.” Every workday ended with an hour at the gym, which allowed them to blow off some steam after a day spent coding, testing and troubleshooting. They even bought modular desks so they could shift between sitting and standing every hour, keeping them from getting too sedentary during business hours.






As a result, they stayed phenomenal shape, which compounded how handsome they already were. All chiseled jaws, high cheekbones and intense eyes, they looked like models from fashion ads more than tech workers. They dressed in full professional attire, even though they rarely met face-to-face with clients or vendors. Custom-fitted suits, sharp ties, expensive timepieces — they rocked it all. Maybe on a Friday they’d loosen their ties and unbutton their collars, but otherwise it was shockingly formal for a tech company.






Due to this, they expected me to dress just as well: designer skirts, heels and blouses were mandatory, despite the fact that nobody saw it but them. It made me think that they wanted me to look good for their own amusement, and it was this line of reasoning that got me into a lot of trouble.






That’s not a complaint, mind you. It was totally worth it.






Inevitably, my friends asked, “Why the dress code? Why even have a secretary at all if nobody ever visited the office?” I originally thought that it was a matter of having a woman around to “keep things organized,” which was code for “clean up after us.” However, they never asked me to clean; in fact, they paid into the building’s janitorial service. Later I started to wonder if they were a front for some sort of illegal hacking operation and they needed a real secretary to create a legitimate paper trail. That half-baked theory was dashed when their software started gaining market share and the four of them were photographed together for the cover of a trade journal. A framed copy of it hung over my desk!






I had a copy on my nightstand too, not that I’d admit it to them.






My last theory was that they just felt like having a secretary as a status symbol. Despite how little work I had to do, I was paid far more than the going rate. I would have quit and moved onto something better, but every time I was offered another position, the reasons to stay always outweighed the reasons to leave. Not a single one ever offered a better salary, and while I vowed to take a lower-paying job if it meant less boredom, I never followed through.






After all, my friends thought I was crazy for wanting to leave. I was being paid to do next to nothing and I could use the free time pretty much however I wished! I read all my e-mail, I watched seemingly every cat video on the Internet, I even took online courses to develop new skills. However, one silly idea changed everything, and just like that, I was never bored at work again.






I laugh now when I think about how it all started: I made a list. I was trying to decide once and for all which of the guys I thought was hottest. I methodically assigned points to every feature and quality I could think of: eight points for Hunter’s smile, ten points for Sam’s biceps, nine points for the way Vincent says “hard drive.” I set the scale from one to ten, but I couldn’t think of anything that deserved less than an eight. Maybe my methodology could have used some work, but I wasn’t submitting my findings for scientific investigation, just having a little fun.






Technically, Hunter won by a point, but the scores were too close to really settle the matter satisfactorily. Sure, the way Hunter looked at me when he came in the door made me ache in my core for his touch, but for just one point, I couldn’t write off the adorable way Frank chuckled when he caught me snoozing after a lunch break.






At this point I realized I probably would never have a true answer to my line of inquiry, but I had nothing better to do, so I tried something new: moving on from personal and physical characteristics, I began listing fantasies, and how many points they would each get.






For instance, I gave Sam four points for taking me to the steamy romance movie playing at the Cineplex. But then Hunter got jealous, and took me out for a candlelit dinner with at Chez Francois: five points. Frank doesn’t like to be outdone, so he took me on a ski vacation for the weekend: seven points. Then Vincent beat them all with a holiday in Paris: ten points.






Of course, as much as I enjoyed this game, I’d gone completely off the rails: I wasn’t comparing the men, I was fantasizing about being romanced in an escalating fashion. Any one of them could take me to Paris for the full ten points. So, once again, I was back to the drawing board.






Pondering how to proceed for an hour brought me to the end of the workday. As if a factory’s steam whistle had sounded, the guys shot out of the office, grinning as if they had something to celebrate. They could hardly contain their excitement as they said goodnight.






“What’s going on?” I called out as they left, but they didn’t hear. They piled into the car and drove away.






I spent the night cataloging what drove me wild the most about each of them. Sam put his hand over his chin when deep in thought, drawing attention to its distinctive cleft. Vincent hated sitting or standing at his desk for hours on end, and often paced the office, strutting like the room was a beachfront boardwalk. Hunter would unashamedly dance in place when listening to music; he didn’t care who was watching. Frank was usually the quietest, but when he felt passionate about an issue he spoke with the conviction of a great general rallying his soldiers at the front line.






I prepared for bed in a trance; thinking about my bosses took over my mind. As I pictured each one striding toward me, shirtless and holding a bouquet of roses, my hands slid toward the wetness between my thighs like a planchette tracking across a Ouija board: I felt like I wasn’t actively moving them, but I couldn’t pretend they were drifting entirely on their own. However, I still couldn’t narrow down my fantasy to just one of them. All of them carried bouquets, and they stood in a line, moving as one. They came closer and closer until…






I woke up. The panties I wore to bed were soaked through; even the sheets below were damp. Trying to catch my breath, I smiled to myself and knew what came next.





—





Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent all spent an extra few minutes chatting with me as they arrived for work the next day. Maybe my dream made my desire for them more noticeable on a subconscious level. I asked about the previous day’s jubilation, wondering if maybe they’d reached a milestone in the development of their work.






“Sorry, but we can’t say yet,” explained Sam. “It’s still a secret, and we have to wait to see how things play out. You understand, right?”






“Sure,” I said. Trade secrets. Privileged info. Totally understood. Well, mostly understood: I still had no idea what kind of secret they were guarding, but it must have been something good.






I know what that’s like
, I thought as I pulled up my files from the previous day. I looked over the point totals again for each man, then decided it was time to start a new project: the one I’d thought of in the middle of the night, the one that forced me to get up early and launder my sheets.






Chapter 1
, I typed into a new document. With one hand at the keyboard and one reaching into my skirt, I typed.






Frank picked me up at seven. Pink and purple clouds streaked across the sky as the sun set behind them. He held open the passenger door of his Benz for me before getting in. Classical concertos played softly on the stereo as he drove us to Alfonso’s, but all I could think about was playing footsie and more underneath the table…






I breathed heavily as the fantasy practically wrote itself. Yet, despite the deft massaging my other hand performed, I had not really started to find a rhythm.






However, when we arrived at the restaurant, Sam, Hunter and Vincent were already there. Between them were two empty chairs. “What’s going on?” I asked, feigning consternation.






I stopped typing. It was the only way to keep myself from going to a place that just seemed
 wrong
. Look, I wasn’t some kind of inexperienced, innocent, fragile little flower. I knew I liked to get dirty. My boyfriends would spank me during sex, and I’d scream, “Harder!” They’d use scarves to tie me to the bed and I’d roll my eyes, wishing they’d just buy some handcuffs, or maybe even rope.






So, why was the idea of being with my hot bosses giving me pause? The more I thought about it, the less sense it made.






But once I realized that, all bets were off.






I crept under the table and crawled toward the first two sets of legs. As the men sipped their Cabernet I unzipped their pants and reached inside. Their rigid members throbbed in my hands as I began stroking them.






As I got started, the table cloth near me lifted; my breath caught in my throat for a moment, but then a hand poked through holding a small dish. I lowered a finger into the dish and it came away glistening: dipping oil, the kind served with Italian bread. I immersed my fingers into the slick fluid, then resumed rubbing their hardened cocks. Frank and Sam squirmed in their seats as my motion grew faster and faster…






The increasing pace of my fantasy matched the work being conducted in reality, and soon I found myself reclining in my office chair, fingers deep inside my sodden chasm. I clenched my teeth, though I wanted to scream. Just a few feet away, the very same men depicted on my computer screen were running an entire business, and the walls between us were not at all soundproof.






Fear of being discovered intensified my arousal, and soon the orgasm I’d built broke out, sending a spasm of pleasure through my body. I gave myself a minute to enjoy the afterglow, but then straightened my clothes, saved my document and closed it. I took the pillow out of my drawer and set my head down.






I probably only snoozed for a few minutes before the guys spilled out of their office. I shot up in my seat suddenly, causing them to laugh.






“Having a sweet dream?” asked Sam as Hunter and Frank went on ahead to the car.






“Yes, sir,” I said. I enjoyed responding to their questions with a show of formality. It made me feel as though I were serving them, which sent shivers of excitement through me.






Sam nodded, trying to suppress a devilish grin. “We’re going out for lunch. Do you want us to get you anything?”






Fresh panties would be great
, I thought. “No, sir, I brought my own.”






“Call us if you change your mind,” Vincent added.






“Yes, sir.”






When all four of them were gone, I got up and headed for the small break room. I found my Tupperware container, one of few actual food items in the refrigerator: the only other contents were a carton of orange juice; a bottle of bourbon; coffee creamer; jars of hot sauce and other condiments; and a box of baking soda.






Inside the container: day old salad and soggy croutons; a far cry from Alfonso’s gnocchi. I ate at my desk and reopened the document.






Climbing back up into my seat, I presented the spoon Vincent had so conspicuously dropped. “Thanks,” he said. “Though now I don’t need it; I’ve already had dessert.”






I blushed and sipped my glass of Cabernet. I scanned the crowd at the restaurant and several people averted their gaze as my eyes reached theirs. Were they watching because it seemed strange for one woman to be joined at dinner by four men, or did they know what I had been doing under the table? I couldn’t tell.






After dinner, we packed into the Benz; once again, I was crammed into the middle seat, this time between Frank and Hunter. They put their arms around me and kissed opposite cheeks as Vincent drove and Sam watched. Each snaked a hand up my dress and penetrated my dripping orifice. I moaned as the flood of stimulation infused every cell in my body.






“You couldn’t wait until we got back to the office?” asked Vincent, who was clearly annoyed at missing out on the fun.






“If it pleases you sir,” I said, “I will service you first when we get there.”






Frank placed his hand over my chin and turned my head to look into his eyes. “You will do as your masters say.”






“Yes, master,” I replied.






“However, your offer is fair,” said Vincent. He winked at me in the rearview mirror, and I smiled…






I was so wrapped up in composing my fantasy that I didn’t react at first when the guys returned from lunch.






“Look who’s awake,” joked Sam.






I laughed politely and asked, “How was lunch?”






“Fine,” said Vincent. “Guys, was it me or did she seem pretty busy just now? I hope we’re not giving you so much to do that you’re working on your lunch break.”






“Oh no, sir.” I never thought I’d have to find an excuse for why I seemed to be working too hard. “It was nothing important, just some e-mail. I couldn’t think of the word that means… you know…” I couldn’t think of anything but the warm smiles aimed at me while I struggled to concentrate. “When you let someone tell you what to do…” What? What was I saying?






“Submissive,” the four men said in unison.






My cheeks flushed red as a ripe apple. “That’s the one, thank you.”






“All right, back to work,” said Frank, sparing me from further embarrassment. Once they disappeared into the office, I pulled my legs up into my body and rested my feet on the end of my chair. I pulled on the desk hard enough to swing the chair, and thus my body, around in circles. Head tucked into my lap, I kept it there until the room stopped spinning.






What the hell was going on with me? Why did I feel so compelled to keep fantasizing about my bosses, and why did I have to do it right at work? Would they fire me if they knew what I was doing? They seemed to care so little about my strange behavior, who’s to say they’d care about this? I wasn’t hurting anybody, or stealing company secrets. I was just having a little bit of fun. Yeah, I know. I’ve said that already.






So I pledged not to think about my bosses in a sexual way again until the end of the day and I was safely back in my apartment. Then I could spend the evening tapping away at my keyboard and… well… whatever else I wanted to do.






Good plan, right? It worked for about ten minutes, a span of time in which I checked the clock at least six times. No new e-mail to read. No social media updates in need of comment. Nothing to do, but feel my intoxication grow; I could never stand to be denied when I needed pleasure.






Admitting defeat, I gave in and opened my document. I typed,
 Chapter 2.






I looked around once and listened for the four-keyboard clickety-clack white noise of our company lobby. The bosses sounded hard at work, so I got back to mine.






Eventually, I felt the car slow to a stop.






“We’re here,” said Hunter.






“Can I remove my blindfold now, sir?”






“No. I will take it off when it is time. Don’t ask again, whore.”






I felt a tear wet the silk fabric of my blindfold. I should be insulted by being called such a name, but instead it delighted my submissive tendencies. I wasn’t a whore, but some part of me wanted to be treated like one.






Hunter helped me out of the car, holding my hand and guiding me. I heard pavement underneath my heels, followed by the bass beat of loud music coming from somewhere close. The see-through platform heels, the neon pink micro-skirt and the mesh top I wore now made a lot more sense.






Sure enough, Hunter led me into what had to be a strip club. I saw the flashes of disco lighting through my blindfold, and the smell of horny men and cheap perfume overwhelmed my senses.






At last, Hunter untied the cloth from around my eyes; waiting there in front of me were the rest of the guys, who sat around a private table in the VIP section of the club. A metal pole ran up through the center of the table. “Ever danced around one of these?” asked Vincent.






“No, sir.” I couldn’t believe how degraded I felt. Were they expecting me to strip? Probably. Everyone in the club would be able to see me! And yet, I felt more aroused than terrified. I sighed and let Sam and Frank lift me up by my back and thighs. They set me down atop the table.






“Show us your stuff,” said Sam.






I kept on working, occasionally pausing; seemingly every few minutes, raucous laughter would erupt from the inner office. All four of the guys were enjoying something.






Or maybe they had a few too many beers at lunch.






Still, I couldn’t begrudge them their good time, considering I was really getting into my own.






By the time I finished my dance, the entire club was looking my way and cheering. I don’t know where my clothes landed; they were undoubtedly long gone. Still, I bowed and waved to the audience, far more proud of myself than I would have expected. Seize the moment, right?






“Thank you, sirs. That was a lot of fun.” One thing I loved about being subservient to the will of my bosses: my own inhibitions seemed to disappear. I felt compelled to do as they asked, and yet they never had to force me to do anything. My rewards for following their command were twofold: I enjoyed obeying, and every order I successfully followed would result in a special treat, typically a series of staggeringly powerful orgasms.






I hopped off the table, but as soon as I landed Frank and Vincent grabbed my shoulders and started shuffling me out the door of the club.






“Wait, my clothes!” I shouted, provoking some laughter from the crowd.






“Nobody told you to toss them away,” said Sam as he held the door open for us.






“You have no one to blame but yourself for that,” added Frank.






Before I could respond we were out the door, and I felt the chill evening breeze in places it had never been. I stared at the pavement for those tense seconds while Frank unlocked the car, convinced that he was intentionally fumbling with the keys to find the right one. It has a fob, it shouldn’t take this long! An eternity condensed into just a few seconds, then Frank opened the door and I hopped in.






I moved to my usual spot in the middle seat, but Vincent nudged me to the window seat. “Guys, how about we cruise around for a while?” he asked.






The heat of sheer humiliation spread from my core to the rest of my body as I looked out the window. My arms started to move to cover my chest, but I caught myself in time. The guys would have spanked me for sure for doing that…






That’s what opened the floodgates, wasn’t it? Writing about being dominated; it was my point of no return. As soon as I did it, I knew I couldn’t get enough. I had to keep writing more and more.






Chapter 7






When I woke up, I was still handcuffed to the bed, aching all over my body…






I couldn’t stop. I’d pleasured myself more times than I could count throughout the course of the day, ever mindful of the time. It was Friday that day, and I didn’t want to have to continue writing the fantasy from home. It just wouldn’t be the same.






Chapter 16






When Hunter opened the door to the cage, I didn’t move at first. “You can come out now,” he said. Part of me wanted to stay inside…






I glared at the clock, wondering if I could finish just one more chapter before the end of business hours.






Chapter 20






I don’t know how many hours passed while I waited in bed, but my tender backside still stung…






What happened next… Well, my job would never be the same.





—





I never finished that last chapter. Even now I think about going back and typing up a little more, but what would be the point?






Normally on a Friday the guys would be so amped for the weekend that if the last one out the door took too long to shut the lights, the others might leave him behind.






However, on that day, Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent calmly stepped out of their production room at half past four. They stood at my desk and waited for a moment until I noticed them.






“Uh, hi. Are you guys leaving early?” I asked.






“No, I think we’re going to stay late,” said Sam.






“On a Friday?”






“We might even come in tomorrow,” added Hunter.






“Do you need me to come in too, sir?”






Vincent leaned on my desk with both hands. “If we’re here, you’ll be here too.”






I felt my face light up involuntarily. There was nothing I wanted more than to come in and keep developing my fantasy. Though that’s not the way things turned out.






“What’s going on?” I asked. “Why all the extra time?”






The guys looked at each other then, like some kind of telepathic conference to which I wasn’t invited. Finally, Frank answered me: “It’s because of you, actually.”






“Me?”
 What?






“Have you ever heard of a keylogger?” asked Hunter.






I shook my head.






“It’s a piece of software that keeps track of everything a person types,” he explained.






My stomach felt as if it had been dropped on the floor and flattened by a herd of buffalo.






“It’s typically used in cyber security to prevent the dissemination of company secrets.”






I nodded, cheeks flushed.






“Normally we never check up on your activity, but the software alerted us to several red flags…”






I wanted to bolt for the door, jump into my car and drive and drive and drive until I ran out of gas, but I couldn’t bring myself to move.






“I’m sorry, sir,” I squeaked. “I shouldn’t have…”






“Quiet,” said Hunter. “What were you planning on doing after work tonight? Did you have any plans?”






“No, sir,” I said. Sad but honest truth. I had been invited out to the movies with a few friends, but I declined; all I’d wanted to do that night was stay in and enjoy my fantasy.






“Good. We think it would be best if you stayed here and accepted your punishment for what you did,” explained Sam.






My heart started to pound, and a warm wetness spread through my thin, white panties. I’d written pages and pages about being punished, never once imagining that it could happen for real. But is that what I really wanted?






“Sirs, what you read was really just my imagination getting silly after being bored the other night. I didn’t mean to insult any of you…”






The guys chuckled. “We’re not insulted,” said Hunter. “We’re flattered. But the fact is, this is a gross violation of professional conduct and…”






“I understand,” I said, a tear rolling down my cheek. What choice did I give them? Frankly, I was surprised they’d let me go on and on all day; at any other job I would have been fired hours ago.






“Actually, we’re not terminating your employment,” said Vincent. “We feel that a suitable punishment will suffice. What do you think?”






If they’d read even a fraction of my fantasy, they had to know that I’d enjoy being punished; or at least I thought I would. I knew they were decent guys, and wouldn’t force me to do something I didn’t want to do. But wouldn’t this make a weird situation even weirder? Somebody else might have worried about that; I decided to take the plunge.






“What would my punishment be?” I asked at last, hoping I’d at least get some hint.






The men inched closer, closing in like the walls in an old adventure movie. “Why don’t you let us worry about that,” said Hunter. “But we will be expecting your complete and total obedience.”






I bit my lower lip and nodded. Between my thighs my skin grew slick with my fluids. The way he said
 obedience
 electrified me. “Yes, sir.” I craved to give them exactly what they wanted: me.






Before I knew what was happening, Frank and Sam grabbed my arms and wrapped something cool and light around my wrists. One pulled on something while the other held me, and then I felt the object around my wrists grow incredibly tight. Hunter took a pair of scissors from my desk and then I heard a snip.






“What was that, sir?”






“A zip tie. Great for keeping loose wires together, but they have many uses,” Vincent replied.






I sighed and swung my arms around, testing the strength of my binding. The zip tie was deceptively strong; there was no way I could get out of it on my own. I was now helpless, in the control of the four men for whatever purpose they desired.






They smiled as they watched me try to break out of the tie, and when I gave up, Frank and Sam again grabbed my arms, this time to march me away from my desk and into the production room.






Though I was not barred completely from entering their workspace, they generally preferred not to be disturbed, so I had only set foot inside a few times. Each time I did, the layout of the desks and equipment seemed to have changed. That night was no different: the guys had apparently gone to some effort in preparing for my punishment. The computers had been disconnected, cleared from the desks and stashed against the far wall. When I saw the table by the door I shivered in excitement: more zip ties has been set out for use, as well as a roll of duct tape.






The men dragged me into the center of the room. Well,
 dragged
 is a strong word. At this point they could have brought me to the lip of a live volcano and I wouldn’t have cared. Being manhandled was ringing all sorts of bells in my mind. I absolutely loved it. When they pressed down on my shoulders to force me onto my knees, I gasped, dropping my jaw in a mixture of shock and excitement. Between being on the floor, looking up at the four men, and having my hands bound, I had never felt more submissive. To make the situation even hotter, the others grabbed a few more zip ties and bound my legs together, starting with my ankles, and then above and below my knees.






Sam unzipped his pants first. Grinning, he let them fall around his ankles while he took off his jacket and handed it to Hunter. I saw in his boxers a tent that could only have been made by a massive cock. I breathed in heavily and squirmed in my bonds; if his rod was a large as it seemed, it would be the biggest I’d ever had. I looked around to the others and thought,
 Good lord, what if they’re all just like him?






But isn’t that what I deserved? For them to be as big as I’d portrayed them in my stories? The old saying “be careful what you wish for” never seemed truer.






“First you will service me,” said Sam. “Then the rest of us. Any objections, whore?”






“None, sir,” I said, my cheeks burning. I guess they read that part, huh?






With that, Sam pulled out his majestic staff and pressed it against my face. Feeling its heat through my cheek, I opened my mouth and waited for him to do as he pleased.






“No, that’s not how this works,” he said. “You’re the one being punished, so it’s on you to show some initiative.”






I nodded, then inched my way forward until I was close enough to put my lips around the tip of his cock. My tongue licked and curled around it, tasting the salt of the fluids already being emitted.






I looked around quickly and noticed that all the others were eagerly watching. Maybe they were wondering how I’d perform in that moment, or maybe they wanted to see how he stacked up. Though they worked as a team every day, surely they had a little internal competition, didn’t they? Was I about to become the subject of that competition? I certainly hoped so.






Once I’d given his tip enough of a warm up, I opened wide and leaned forward, taking his shaft in a little at a time. He moaned as my lips sealed and the full length of my tongue wrapped around his manhood. My head moved rhythmically back and forth, and soon I could feel his body shaking from the intense pleasure. Encouraged by the response, I upped my game, moving faster and sucking harder. When he was on the verge of climaxing, he grabbed a fistful of my long, silky hair and held my head against his hard, flat stomach, forcing his way deep into my throat. I started to gag but held my breath, and after a moment I felt his load burst within me. Most of it shot out at once, but he withdrew from my mouth so that a few spurts of his sticky seed could land on my face.






I gasped and coughed, trying to catch my breath. The warm juice on my face tingled like a soft slap; not unpleasant, but extremely humiliating. Still, I’d never felt so erotically charged.






Hunter didn’t give me much time to regain my composure before he was there, cock standing at the full tumescence. While I inhaled deeply, he rubbed his thick pole against my face, getting Sam’s juice on it so I could get a taste of both men at the same time. I took Hunter in deep, resuming the motion that had worked so well on Sam.






The men continued to use me this way until all four of them had a turn. When I finished with one, he would step back, put his cock away and pull his pants back on. They hung up their jackets and ties, but didn’t tuck in their shirts. I started to suspect there was a reason nobody was getting fully undressed — including myself.






When I finished sucking off the four of them, they gave me a few minutes to simply breathe. Traces of their seed remained on my face until Frank came by with a washcloth and cleaned me up.






“Thank you, sir,” I said. It seemed like the thing to do, though in truth I didn’t mind the way it felt: like a badge for services well-rendered. “Can I offer anyone a second turn?”






The men laughed, amused by my enthusiasm. “No,” said Vincent as he lifted me to my feet. “There will be time for that later. We have something else in mind next.” He gripped my arm tightly as he led me to the production room’s black, leather couch. With my legs bound, I had to hop along, causing the men to snicker.






Vincent sat down on the supple cushion, then took me by the waist and lowered me onto his knees, face down. I had no trouble recognizing where this was going.






He began pulling on my knee-length, stretch-knit black polka-dot skirt. Lifting it up around my waist exposed my white thong panties, which were now thoroughly soaked. “On a scale of one to ten, I want you to tell me how much this hurts,” he said.






I only had a moment to process his words before I felt a harsh smack on my backside. I yelped and hissed as the stinging pain radiated outward. “Three, sir,” I said. As much as it hurt, I knew I could take far more than that.






Vincent obliged, landing another slap. This one was harder, and it targeted the same location as the first. My skin burned, but I sighed as the pain subsided into a surprisingly pleasurable soreness. “Five, sir.”






“You hear that guys? That’s five. We’re going to keep it there for now, work you up higher as the night goes on.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






Taking care not to hit my hands, he began peppering my cheeks with a series of fives. Using his bare hand, he spanked every inch of my rear, the rap of flesh on flesh ringing out at regular intervals. I screamed and writhed as the torment surged through me. When Vincent finally stopped I was panting and tears were flowing freely. I remembered that this is how punishment was supposed to feel.






Yet, I couldn’t help but notice that the hunger raging in my core had only grown stronger. I yearned for release far more than I did before the spanking. Additionally, like the first couple slaps, the rest resolved into a single sensation of raw pain, one that grew more enjoyable by the second.






Hunter picked me up off of Vincent’s lap, then pressed down on my back, prompting me to bend over. Getting spanked while lying down was tough, but standing up was a different challenge. The first time he made contact with my bottom I lost my balance and started to fall forward. He had to grab me to prevent a spill.






“Stand still,” he spit.






I dug my heels into the carpet, but what did he expect? I’d never been tied like this before, or had to stay upright while being bent over and spanked. I felt like a human Jenga tower being prodded and flicked, teetering and swaying, constantly on the verge of falling apart.






Hunter may have been spanking my cheeks with the same intensity as Vincent — and indeed they sounded exactly the same — but now they were landing on flesh already made tender. My cries and shouts rang out through the office; I couldn’t imagine how I would feel after Frank and Sam took their turns.






After Vincent finished, Frank bent me over his desk, letting my body rest on its freshly cleaned but hard cocobolo surface. Though I was glad I no longer had to worry about toppling over, my cheeks felt raw from the continued spankings. I could only imagine how red they were. When Frank finished his round, he caressed my backside before turning me over to Sam. Sparks may as well have been shooting out his fingers; every touch sent tendrils of agony racing through me.






When Sam came up behind me at last I shut my eyes. I wasn’t dreading the final spanking: for all I’d suffered, I knew I could take it. No, my agitation stemmed from the furious arousal ravaging my mind. I wanted release, but I began to worry they might never grant it; that they knew I could handle the spankings, but the real punishment would be not relieving the tension in my core. Could they be that cruel? I honestly didn’t know.






Throughout servicing the men and then being spanked, I had built up in my mind the idea that they were either just like I imagined them in my fantasy, or that they had read my writing and were now playing the roles I’d created. For now I couldn’t tell which it was, but in my fantasy they obviously gave me the orgasms I wanted. At the very least, I would soon have the satisfaction of an answer.






As it turned out, Sam had an idea that never occurred to me, but of course made perfect sense. With one hand he poked two fingers around my thong and penetrated my eager crevice, while with the other hand he began spanking, landing smacks up and down my ass. The excruciating torment coupled with the exhilaration of his touch exceeded the erotic thrill of anything I had written down. Whilst wondering whether the men were accurate to my fantasy or just being guided by it, I never considered that their scope might not be limited by my imagination. Either they were more creative than I gave them credit for, or this was not their first experience in sexual domination.






The movement of Sam’s fingers caused me to shake and scream; every time they slid inside another wave of pleasure passed through me. At the same time, his slaps seemed to explode on my skin. I was seconds away from having an orgasm the like none I’d ever experienced.






Sam could tell. “Don’t come without permission,” he said.






I made a sound I couldn’t identify: something between a moan and a whine. Gasping for breath, I choked, “Please… sir.”






“Not yet.” He stopped spanking me so he could concentrate on working his fingers; instantly their speed doubled. As I fought to defy my own body, bucking and writhing on the desk, one of the other men came by and pulled up on my thong. I heard a snip, and then the sodden garment came loose; another snip, and it was pulled away completely.






A moment later it was stuffed into my mouth, saturated with my juices. My eyes rolled back in disgust, but I shuddered blissfully at the pure humiliation. To add further insult, the next thing I felt was a long strip of duct tape being pressed against my mouth. Several more pieces were added, covering the lower half of my face completely, ensuring I couldn’t spit out my loathsome panties.






“Now you can come, whore,” said Sam.






I let go of all the pressure I’d been keeping locked down. The eruption shook my entire body, and my juices ran all over Sam’s hand and upper arm as he continued to stimulate me. I couldn’t seem to connect the wailing I heard with the fact that I was the one producing it. I’d never come so hard, or yelled so loudly.






I wanted to thank them for the way I felt, but with the gag over my mouth all I could do was make noises that conveyed my gratitude. I think they got the message, because they all came over and one-by-one kissed me on the cheek.






“You’re welcome,” said Vincent. “But you can save your appreciation for the end.”





—





The end?
 I thought.
 We’re not done?






The punishment had been harsh but fair, the orgasm had blown my mind; what else was there to do? Weren’t the guys eager to go home for the weekend?






Reading my confusion from the look in my eyes, Sam lifted me up off the desk and said, “Baby, we’ve just gotten started.”






I moaned as he righted my skirt, letting it fall over the zip tie above my knees, concealing it. The sight sent shivers through me as I thought about how easy it would be to have my legs surreptitiously tied together on any given workday. How hot would that be, right?






Once my legs stopped wobbling, Hunter put his arms below my back and thighs and lifted me up in the air, carrying me like like some kind of twisted prize. His arms were so thick and strong that I could tell the effort posed him no challenge. The guys then proceeded to march out of the building, bearing me with them to their car. In my fantasy I liked being driven around by all the guys, but I never imagined being bound and gagged at the time. They were continuing to go off-script in wonderful ways.






You know what the most underrated feature is in a luxury automobile? Heated seats. In this case, air-conditioned seats. Being forced to sit on my punished bottom was an exquisite new form of torture, but the cool leather seats did their best to counteract the heat of my scorched cheeks.






Squeezed between Frank and Vincent, I stared at myself in the rearview mirror. I looked like a kidnapping victim: besides the tape on my face and the bindings around my arms, my hair was a complete mess, my clothes were damp from a variety of fluids and my eyes gave witness to the pain I was in every time the car turned, changed speed or drove over a seam in the road. Was I enjoying the ride? Yes, but you sure couldn’t tell.






Hunter drove the speed limit very cautiously, knowing how it might look if we were to be pulled over. They didn’t have to tell me that in such a scenario, I would tell the police the second the gag came out that I was here of my own free will, one hundred percent. Surely they had seen a kinky sex game before, hadn’t they? And it could have been worse: I could swear I heard a joke about putting me in the trunk instead.






I was in too much of a state to pay attention to where the guys were taking me; I didn’t even think about it at first. The sensations were too overwhelming to think that far ahead. They could have driven around for hours before I’d have made a peep, as that’s how long I expected my rear to sting.






Before we got out of the car, Frank pulled my gag off. He offered no warning: one second we were turning into a parking lot, the next the tape slipped off in one mercifully fast motion.






“Thank you, sir,” I said as Vincent took the panties out from between my teeth. The taste lingered on my tongue, however. “Where are we going?”






“We didn’t have much to work with in the office,” explained Sam. “So we decided to get some supplies.”






Supplies?
 My eyes went wide as Sam grabbed my shoulders and started pulling me out of the vehicle. I couldn’t believe it: how could they take me out in public while I was still tied up?






The answer became clear when Sam set me down and turned me around. They had driven me to a little sex toy shop in a nearly empty strip mall in one of the seedier neighborhoods in town. As soon as I’d collected myself and understood, they helped me hop into the store. A few patrons and a clerk were inside; they turned to look at us as we entered, but then went back to their business. Aside from the striking good looks of my companions, we were nothing out of the ordinary, apparently.






“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Vincent told me. “You’re going to pick something out to buy, then we’re going to pick something. Price is no object; everything is on us. Get stuff that looks like fun.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






“However,” he continued. “If you select cutesy little things like fuzzy handcuffs or pinky-sized vibrators, we’re going to pick the meanest manacles or the largest dildo we can find. So make your selections accordingly.”






I looked around the store. Sitting on a top shelf was a black, rubber dildo roughly the size of my arm. “Yes, sir,” I said. “Understood.”






Only Frank stayed with me in the shop. Saying nothing, he held one of my arms at all times to keep me from falling. Some of the patrons giggled when I hopped from one aisle to the next. Every time they did, my cheeks burned as hot as my ass felt.






I decided to make my first stop at a shelf full of gags. I’d endured having my own panties in my mouth for long enough; I thought, maybe if I got something nice they’d use that instead. Plus, I was drawn to the selection of ball gags. Something about them seemed so forbidden. So many things can be used to gag a person: cloth… tape… even rope. But those things all have other purposes. A ball gag only has one function: kinky sex. It goes in a slave’s mouth and it keeps her quiet, and that’s all. I wanted one.






The store offered quite a variety: they came in many colors, and several sizes. It provided me with a good opportunity to prove I understood the guys’ terms: I could have picked out the tiniest white plastic gag, the kind with holes in it like a Wiffle ball’s. Instead, I selected the largest, black rubber ball gag. It was guaranteed to make my jaw ache, but the men would love to see me wear it.






I told Frank which one I wanted, and he took it and held it up for Hunter. As he swung by, he showed me what they had picked out: a blindfold. It looked plain and lightweight; comfortable to wear, like the kind a person might wear to bed if they had trouble sleeping. The only sign that this one belonged in a sex shop and not an airport convenience store was the word “WHORE” stenciled into the fabric in white thread.






“Isn’t it perfect?” asked Hunter.






“Yes, sir,” I said.






Frank then directed me to an aisle full of restraints. Like the gags, the rolls of tape came in a variety of colors and styles. I steered myself away from the cutesy, fur-covered handcuffs that Vincent warned me about. I was surprised to see sets of what looked like leather belts, connected to each other: a harness. The store had several, and they looked incredible. I asked Vincent to take one, as well as a set of standard, police-issue handcuffs.






The others seemed pleased by my choices, nodding with wicked grins. Sam showed me what they had chosen: a black, rubber plug of some kind. It was wider at the center, and tapered off on both ends, with one end flaring back out into a round base.






“Know what this is?” asked Sam.






“No, sir.”






“You’ll find out very soon. Now, go find one more thing.”






One more
, I thought. Frank brought me to a different aisle, one where all the toys shared one theme: pain. It boasted dozens of whips, paddles and canes, as well as other toys whose purpose I’d yet to discover. This was one area where I felt hopelessly out of my depth: up until then I’d only imagined being spanked with a bare hand or some kind of paddle. I didn’t want to fall for the trap of assuming something hurt more or less based on the way it looked.






I must have scanned the options a dozen times, eventually settling on a short, black flogger with long, thin, fettuccine-like nylon tendrils. Would the guys know any better than me how easy or challenging this thing would be? I had no idea, and they didn’t give me any indication either. They simply took the flogger, then Hunter showed me what he picked out: some kind of short, thin chain with clips on the ends.






“I don’t suppose you know what these are either?”






“No, sir.”






He had nothing to add, so simply held onto me while the other men paid for everything. I noticed as the cashier rung up each item that they had picked out several additional items they didn’t show me. I suppose they wanted to have some surprises up their sleeves. I scanned the shelves, making a checklist of the ones I’d visited or skipped. It seemed like we were buying half the store already; what else would they need?






By that point, most of the patrons in the store were watching us. I tried to look down at my feet to avoid their gaze, but Hunter lifted my chin.






“Keep your head up. Let everyone see the naughty secretary. You’ve been a bad girl, you know that?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Are you sorry for what you did?”






“No.”






No! Did I really say that? I did. In fact, I snorted when I said it. I don’t know what it was, but somehow my inner truth teller overrode my submissive tendencies and said exactly what I was thinking. I wasn’t sorry.






“Excuse me, what?”






“I’m not sorry, sir.” Why change my tune now? What were they going to do? Punish me? Maybe I was feeling cocky, or just reckless, but at that point I figured, I could take anything they could dish out. Like a teenager who just got his drivers license and wanted to fly down the freeway at one-hundred miles per hour, I felt a sense of invincibility. The pain from my backside was fading to a dull throb that would no doubt be renewed by that flogger, but I felt ready. If they were going to make me regret it, they had their work cut out for them.






Hunter dragged me outside and took something out of his pocket. In the darkness of the barely lit strip mall it took me a second to recognize the small object as a Swiss Army knife.






To this day I’m proud to say that I didn’t flinch, or panic or scream. Even when he drew the blade, I didn’t think he was about to hurt me. Far from it: with a few deft motions he cut through the zip ties that had bound my wrist and legs for what seemed like days.






Relief flooded through my body as I was able to flex. Stretching my arms and legs had never brought so much satisfaction.






“Guys, guess what she just told me? She said she’s not sorry for what she did,” Hunter said as the guys exited the store. “Explain yourself, whore.”






I told them how I felt: I was just having a little fun. It wasn’t meant to hurt anybody. “I’m not sorry,” I said again in summation. “But I accept your punishment, sir. Whatever you see fit.”






Frank came up to me and slapped the handcuffs around my wrists; mercifully, he secured them in front of me this time. We piled into the car, the guys getting excited for whatever they had planned next. Sam drove this time, and I sat between Frank and Hunter. Together, they unpacked all of the toys we bought and started putting each one on me.






They started with the ball gag, which Frank had me lick all over before wedging it between my teeth. At first I was worried the one I’d chosen was too big, and wouldn’t go in, but my spit’s slight lubrication helped, and the rubber ball slipped into my mouth. It tasted dry and chemical, but I loved how it made me feel like a toy myself. Its flavor was a part of me. I had thought of a ball gag as only having one purpose; now I had been reduced to the exact same. I was here to serve my bosses, that was all.






“How’s that gag feel?” asked Vincent from the passenger seat. I gave an affirmative
 mmm
 and nodded. The guys chuckled, enjoying my enthusiasm.






Hunter took the knife back out of his pocket and grinned at me malevolently. “I want you to hold very still, whore,” he said. “I’m going to be very, very careful, but you really don’t want me to make a mistake.”






This time I feared for what he had planned, but I did as instructed, and kept very still. Frank helped, steadying me by my shoulders. Holding the knife between his teeth, Hunter stuck his hands into my blouse, then pulled outward, tearing the garment apart. I squealed in shock, but didn’t move. I really liked that blouse.






Using the knife, he cut through the bridge of my bra, then sliced the straps, releasing my breasts to the air-conditioned cabin of the vehicle. My nipples had already hardened to pebbles, but the coolness and sudden exposure kept them firm and erect.






After pulling away the tattered remnants of my bra and top, Hunter moved on to my skirt. Frank lifted my hands out of the way and held them firmly against the roof of the car while Hunter made a small incision in the skirt. He put the knife away, then rent my skirt in the same fashion as my blouse. The unforgettable tearing sound burned into my mind, as did the sudden realization that I had just been stripped, by knife, in a moving vehicle. What if another driver had plowed into us at the wrong moment?






“Up,” Hunter ordered, holding the bits of skirt by my crotch. I held myself aloft for a moment so Hunter could slip the fabric underneath me like a seat cover. “What?” he said, noticing the guys were all watching. “She’s dripping all over.”






He wasn’t wrong: the combination of bondage and danger was making me hotter than a nuclear meltdown.






“Good,” said Vincent. “Let’s keep her that way.”






Frank turned me toward him and began fondling my breasts. I moaned as he massaged them. Then I saw Hunter hand him that toy with the metal chain.






“Deep breath,” said Frank. I did as asked, then exhaled it slowly as torment took hold of my sensitive nipples. The clips at the end were actually clamps, and they bit down cruelly. I twisted in my seat, slipping around on the slick leather.






“They hurt?” Frank asked.






I nodded, looking down at the clamps. My thoughts turned backward, to when I heard the guys roaring with laughter from their office. Then I remembered the innuendos they made to me, all stemming from when I started writing out my fantasy. They’d known the whole time! Yet they let me continue for more than a day. I wasn’t sure if I was mad or glad.






Soon the car arrived at our destination, which I discovered was not our office: it was a convenience store, and we were parked right up along the curb, instead of in a spot. “One quick stop, baby,” said Sam. “Then we’ll be on our way.” He got out, leaving the rest of us. I squirmed, trying to get used to the pain of the clamps, but the throbbing sensation they created wouldn’t ebb; it was a constant source of agony.






Fortunately, Sam didn’t take long; after barely more than a minute, he got back in and handed Vincent a bag full of ice. Then we were on our way, and in a few minutes I saw the office up ahead.






Getting back only granted so much relief, mind you. Realizing they would almost certainly march me back into the office sans clothing, my eyes darted back and forth, searching the area for anyone who might be watching. Thankfully, it was late enough that nobody was in sight. When they got out and it was my turn to follow, they noticed I was still wearing my heels.






“You didn’t take those off of her?” asked Sam.






“It’s hotter to leave ’em on,” replied Hunter.






Sam thought about it for a moment. “Yeah, you’re right.” He reached in and grabbed the skirt underneath me, then pulled it toward him, taking me with it. When my feet touched asphalt, I looked around again, hoping no one could see me. Frank took his time unlocking the front door, but then we were inside.






We paused in the lobby just long enough for Hunter to visit the break room; when he came back he held the bottle of bourbon kept in the refrigerator. Reserved for special occasions, I rarely saw drink from it. At least now I knew why we stopped for ice.






They took me back into the production room; Vincent opened one of the supply cabinets and retrieved a long, thin Ethernet cable. “I wish I’d thought of this before,” he said.






Sam held my hands aloft, and Vincent fed the cable through my handcuffs while standing on a chair. He flung the other end over one of the many long, heavy pipes that ran above our heads. I wasn’t sure if the pipe was functional or just decoration, but now it gave the guys a way to keep my hands bound over my head. Once Vincent tied the cable into a tight knot well out of my reach, I was once again effectively helpless.






I whimpered as the men enjoyed their handiwork, which Hunter altered in one significant way: he took the blindfold from the treasure trove acquired at the sex shop and fitted it over my eyes. Despite its light and flimsy make, its opaque material cut off my vision completely. Robbed of sight, speech and movement, all I could do was listen as the men decided what to do next.






Whatever it was. They seemed unsure. I heard whispers, as though the men were gathered in a huddle, keeping their strategy secret from outsiders. In this case: me.






Then I heard something that made me absolutely livid. Of all the dirty, painful things they’d done so far, none of it bothered me as much as this.





—





“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” said two voices in unison. Over and over again.






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” They kept playing it, and all I could do was listen and try to tell from the voices who was winning. But what the goddamn hell where they playing for?”






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” I tugged on my handcuffs and growled. I kept on mumbling angry curses until I felt a sharp slap on my backside.






“Almost done,” Frank said in his deep, earthy voice.






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” they continued.






“All right,” Sam said at last. “Vincent you’re first, then Hunter and Frank. I get last licks.”






I gleaned that they were establishing some kind of order, but for what? Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my breasts and howled, shaking and whimpering. The nipple clamps had been removed, which was a relief, but I had no idea how much taking them off would hurt!






However, before the anguish could fade completely, a fresh pain blossomed across my chest. I thrashed around, processing the new source of suffering. “Guess you never been flogged before,” said Vincent. He spoke slowly, with a very slight Southern drawl. I shook my head. This was indeed my first time.






“Don’t you worry. You’re going to be real acquainted with it by the time we’re done.”






I moaned, then screamed as the flogger connected again and again. Most of the swings were aimed at a single breast and came from straight ahead, but every so often he’d change position, coming from the side and connecting with my entire chest. Soon my skin felt tender and hot, much like my ass had been earlier. Throughout the flogging, I heard the crunch of ice being chopped up, followed by a miniature avalanche as it was poured into a bucket. Soon there was the tinkling of the cubes falling into glasses, the pouring of bourbon and the ringing of tumblers against one another in toast to a night to remember.






When he stopped, all I could do was breathe. In and out. In and out. However, I barely had a minute to recover before the next round of punishment began. If I remembered correctly, it was Hunter’s turn, and he continued to flog me, only his target was much lower.






I screamed like a banshee when I felt the flogger’s first kiss on my sensitive lower lips. Instinctively I squeezed my legs shut and twisted around, but that instantly resulted in two sets of hands grasping my legs and prying them apart. Their firm grip held my legs in an inverted V so that two more quick swings could punish my exposed pussy.






“If you want me to stop, I will,” said Hunter.






There was no hesitation on my part: I shook my head urgently. I had no intention of stopping. My arousal had rocketed into the stratosphere like space shuttle destined for orbit.






“You want to be punished more?”






I nodded vigorously, and sighed as I felt the next smack.






“All right, whore. Just checking. Too much of a good thing, you know?”






Appreciative of his concern, I nodded again. I could tell you the pain was unbearable, but that’s not literally true. I could bear it. In fact, I had never tested the upper limits of my pain threshold. We certainly hadn’t gotten there yet.






As Hunter continued to flog my pussy, I wondered about why I was responding to suffering in such a positive way. Maybe my months and months of boredom at the job had instilled in me a need for something different, even if it hurt.






When Hunter finished, I didn’t feel exhausted and broken; I purred, ready for more.






Frank didn’t disappoint. Without a word he shifted to my ass, flogging it weakly to tease me. I whined, bringing out my inner brat who wasn’t getting what she wanted. Frank took the bait, and the series of soft slaps abruptly turned into one solid swing that sent me reeling forward. I swayed from my handcuffed wrists for a minute as I tried to regain my footing, while also suffering from the acute torment.






“That a ten?” he asked.






I shook my head. I could handle more, I knew, but probably not much. He swung the flogger again with the same speed and force. I squealed from the hit, but was ready for it that time.






“Nine?”






This time I nodded.






“Want a ten?”






I indicated I did.






The resulting swing landed like a meteor, sending a storm of excruciating agony through my whole body. I once again lost my footing and flailed at the ground for a panicked moment, but then I righted myself and concentrated on the signals jolting my senses. I shuddered in relief as the stinging subsided. Tears ran down my face, leaving trails of dark mascara. I’d taken the hardest punishment I could fathom and came out on the other side intact.






After all this they gave me a few minutes to regain my composure while they sipped their bourbon and commiserated. Yet I knew Sam had yet to take his turn with the flogger, and I wondered what he planned to do. The others had flogged all my best spots. What was left?






The final flogging began with soft slaps against my stomach. I giggled, tickled by the nylon tendrils. I felt them again against my back; the flogging was getting harder, but also more satisfying. After a few more on my back, Sam began flogging my breasts. I grunted in surprise as the soreness in my chest was inflamed anew. He didn’t stop there either: after several smacks up high, he swung down low to revisit my still aching pussy, and then back around to my bottom. I wailed and writhed as he rotated between the locations, and soon he began flogging me at random, focusing on no one location for any set amount of time. Not knowing what punishment was next stripped me of my ability to anticipate the pain; I had to steel my entire body, spreading thin my will to prevail against the onslaught.






When I heard the flogger fall to the floor, dropped like a mic at the end of a show, I wept in relief. As much as I had enjoyed it, the flogging had been a test unlike any in my life.






The men waited for few minutes while I softly cried. They complimented me on my resilience, patted my shoulders in support and applied soothing creams to every inch of my burning skin. They removed the blindfold, but left the monstrous gag in place; I couldn’t voice my thanks in words, but the sounds I made conveyed the message clearly.






“Guys, I think our little whore has endured a great amount of punishment, and a reward is in order,” said Sam.






“Agreed,” they responded.






After a moment I felt something cool and smooth press against my hungry orifice. I opened my eyes to see a long, white device being held up to my pussy. It vibrated with tremendous energy, lighting up all of the thousands of nerve endings in my clit, catapulting me from a state of extreme arousal to one of inexpressible bliss. My scream could have shattered the office windows as an orgasm welled up inside me.






Remembering the rules, I tried to ask if I could come. The gag mangled my words, but the subject of my mumblings was obvious: “Not yet,” said Sam.






I whined in disbelief as I held the surge at bay. “You’ll thank me soon,” he added. I fought the rising tide as wave after wave broke upon the shores. Overwhelmed by euphoria, I repeated my plea over and over until Sam at last granted me permission.






The orgasm that I unleashed exceeded the one I’d enjoyed earlier that night, which I wouldn’t have thought possible at the time. That was when I realized just how powerful submission was as a turn on for me. Getting fingered had been wonderful, and the vibrator felt even more incredible. I wondered,
 How much better could it get?






With my fluids soaking into the carpet below me, I twitched and moaned as the orgasm exhausted its all-encompassing ecstasy. Another started to build, but Sam took the vibrator away before it could get very far.






“No more for now,” he admonished. “We’re not done punishing you.”






“No we aren’t,” Vincent added. I felt him apply something cool and slippery between my ass cheeks. I inhaled sharply and disobediently turned away, earning a sharp slap. “Behave, whore,” he chided. “If you want to come again, you’ll accept what comes next.”






Chastised, I nodded solemnly. I wanted both: climax and punishment.






Using his fingers, Vincent rubbed the oily substance around, pressing it into my tight little bud until it seemed thoroughly lubricated. A second later, I felt something hard being nudging at my back entrance with steady, unyielding force.






“Relax,” said Frank, whose clean, strong hands could hold the black, rubber toy much more steadily. “Don’t clench.”






It was good advice, but hard to follow in the moment. I gritted my teeth and spread my legs, but opening up back there took more mental readiness than I could muster right away.






Frank worked the plug in a little at a time, not going too quickly, but he didn’t stop. The sensation was new and not wholly unpleasant, though painful. Past boyfriends had slid a finger in there in the past, and I had enjoyed it, but this plug was considerably wider and longer than a finger, and I could feel my orifice spread wider than it had ever been.






After enough time, the widest part of the plug finally penetrated, allowing the rest to slide in. The sudden sense of fullness made me gasp, but I was relieved to have the insertion finished.






“You can come as much as you want, as long as you don’t let this fall out,” said Sam. I nodded, and as I did, he approached me and began unzipping his pants. All I could think was,
 Oh.






My pussy was more than ready to accept his fully engorged cock. When he plunged into me I clamped down gleefully, enraptured by the feeling of having both my holes stuffed. From the way he groaned, I think he had the same reaction. He stayed inside for a moment before starting to thrust, but soon his rhythm flooded my consciousness with a river of bliss. His cock drove into me hard and fast; maybe subspace was affecting my perception of time, but I could have sworn Sam was moving in fast-forward.






How I managed to keep the buttplug lodged in my backside, I don’t know. Luck? Instinct? Sheer desire to maintain the open invitation to come at will? Take your pick.






When Sam reached his peak, I felt his hot load burst inside me, prompting him to withdraw and step aside. When he did, Frank was ready to take his place, giving me not one second to lose focus. To his credit, Frank mimicked Sam’s speed brilliantly, and soon I screamed as I reached yet another orgasm. As soon as I did, Frank transitioned into his own preferred technique, opting for less frequent but deeper, fuller thrusts. He groaned and gasped as his own pleasure brought him to climax, seed spraying inside me from the tip of his massive cock.






When Hunter took over he did something I never saw coming: instead of going straight for my pussy, he pressed his lips against mine and drove his tongue into my mouth. I tasted the bourbon and swooned. Did he have an actual crush on me? It seemed hard to believe; these guys could land any woman they wanted. I wasn’t expecting to be kissed during this exchange, but Hunter’s surprising tenderness only further fed my desire. My moans rose into a scream as our faces separated and his thick shaft separated my folds, delving into my drenched chasm. I came hard, the orgasm flavored by the surprising touch of affection.






Hunter winked at me after coming, then got out of Vincent’s way. It was a good thing, because Vincent stuffed himself inside without any hesitation and went from zero to sixty faster than a supercharged Aston Martin. I wailed as his rock hard cock drilled into me like a jackhammer. I’d long since lost count of the orgasms I’d enjoyed, and when I rose into subspace, they all blended into one sustained euphoric state.






Vincent fought his climax for what felt like hours; it was probably just a few minutes, but I couldn’t tell. All I know is that at some point he finished, and when he did they opened the cuffs around my wrists. I remember a moment of weightlessness before I was in somebody’s arms. They were ready for my jelly legs to give out and caught me, thankfully. I’m not sure if I passed out, or if I was just so exhausted that I didn’t descend from subspace right away.






The sound of friendly conversation eventually brought me round. I shook off my wooziness and turned toward the sound of the chatter. When I got my bearings I assessed the situation. First thing I discovered is that I had been placed on the couch so I could rest more or less comfortably. Emphasis on the
 less
, however, as the buttplug was still present between my cheeks. My opening ached from its continued presence, and the toy felt as though it had somehow grown larger. Though the gigantic ball gag was gone, my jaw still ached terribly from being held open so widely. Lastly, I couldn’t help notice that I was very, very bound. Looking down at my body I saw several leather straps running from neck to toe.






While I’d been spaced out, they’d bound me in the bondage harness. I tried moving my arms, but they had been completely secured behind my back. My legs had similarly been strapped together. A series of belts ran vertically down my body, starting at the collar around my neck. The lowest section of the harness was pulled very tightly between my legs, and I felt something pressing against my pussy: the magic wand vibrator. The handle of the device was fed between belts that formed the crotch of the harness; not only did they hold the wand firmly in place, they ran back through my cheeks, ensuring the plug in my ass would not come out either. Metal rings formed the intersection of vertical and horizontal straps, allowing for some flexibility, but all I could really do was wriggle around. I couldn’t move in any other meaningful way, and was rendered fully helpless.






“Look who’s up,” said Hunter. “Feeling good, babe?






“Yes, sir,” I said, my voice dry and throaty. The guys were sitting in their padded, executive-style office chairs. They were fully dressed, and their hair seemed wet and freshly washed.






Hunter walked over to me with a plastic cup from the water cooler. He held it up to my lips and tipped it just enough for me to drink a little at a time. “Thank you, sir,” I said when I’d finished the cup.






I heard a buzzing sound and flinched, half expecting it to have arisen from inside me somehow. Instead, Sam took his phone from his pocket. “Ride’s almost here,”






A ride? We were going somewhere? And they weren’t driving? I didn’t understand.






Hunter stood me up, then moved me toward the center of the room, back to where I’d been standing before.






Vincent held something in his hands I couldn’t identify.






“It’s a bike lock,” he explained as he reached behind me. He fed it through the back of my harness, then picked me up off the ground. I cackled in glee, enjoying being carried, but it was only momentary. Frank pulled his desk across the office so Vincent could set me down on top of it. Standing on their chairs, the guys lifted me up and held me steady so Vincent could connect the bike lock to the same pipe used earlier. When they let go of me, I found I could stand on the desk, and my juices began to run again thinking about how I was locked in that spot.






Then I realized it didn’t make sense. “But sir, I thought we were going out?”






The guys laughed sympathetically. “No, babe,” said Hunter. “Not you, Just us. But we’ll be back later.”






“You’ll be back?” They were leaving me like this? Blood rushed to my cheeks as I imagined the ramifications of the scenario: they would be somewhere else and I would be here, but they would know my condition. Whatever they planned on doing, they’d have me in the back of their minds — or maybe the front. I shivered as the cocktail of terror and exaltation rushed through my veins.






“We’ll just be gone a few hours,” Hunter reassured me. He tapped on the handle of the vibrator. “We’ve left you this, though, so you’re not bored.”






Oh god
, I thought.






Vincent’s phone buzzed again. “It’s here,” he said.






Hunter flipped the control on the wand and said, “Gotta go. Have a good time!”






“You too, sirs,” I said, unable to prevent my voice from wavering.






They laughed as they shut the door behind them. I didn’t hear it click shut. I was already headed back to subspace, an orgasm ripping through my body. Moments later I was lost to the world, floating off into another realm. I can’t say much more about it; in a way, I wasn’t there. All I can say is, it lasted a long, long time.





—





It seems ungrateful of me to complain that the vibrator ran out of battery power long before the guys returned. Sure, I experienced countless orgasms. To reiterate,
 the batteries ran out of power
. It was either a testament to how powerful that device was, or how long the guys stayed out, or both. Still, having to stand on the desk in the dark for hours made me grow impatient.






Come on guys
, I thought.
 Let me out already! Or at least dig up some fresh batteries!






Eventually I heard the sound of my bosses in the lobby, loud and raucous as I’d expect them to be after a night of partying.






When they reached me, I whined and thrashed furiously.






“The battery ran out, guys!” said Hunter. “What the hell?”






“Don’t look at me,” said Vincent. “Guy at the store said this thing would last a lot longer.”






“Son of a bitch,” Sam spat. “Oh well.” He got up on a chair and disconnected the bike lock. “But you had fun while it lasted?”






“Yes, sir. Very much. Did you guys have fun?”






“Not really,” said Frank, as my feet settled on the floor. Working as a team, the guys began unstrapping the harness. Little by little, I felt the belts loosening.






“We hit up a few clubs, but we were like, ’What are we doing here?’” Hunter explained. “What were we going to do? Just hang out and dance? It’s not like we wanted to hit on other chicks when we knew we had you waiting here.”






“I see, sir. But, you were gone a long time…”






“We couldn’t come back right away,” Vincent cut in. “We were supposed to get back to find you half out of your mind.”






When the harness fell away, I stretched my limbs, enjoying the freedom. I wasn’t sure how long it would last this time.






“Take a deep breath,” said Hunter. I inhaled until my chest couldn’t expand any further, then let it out in a scream as Hunter pulled the plug out of my ass. I was so sore back there, I wondered how long it would be before I wanted to sit down. I rubbed my cheeks, trying to massage the pain out of them; I winced, but kept going.






Sam retrieved the ice bucket from the freezer and began rubbing a few cubes all over my body. The cold felt wonderful against my skin, and I nearly came again from the frozen massage. I bowed my head and watched melt water drip off of my body into the carpet.






“Sit on that desk,” Vincent commanded when they were done. As I obeyed his instruction, Sam and Frank carried over another desk and set it beside the first. “Lay down.”






Hunter brought over a roll of duct tape. “You know we didn’t come back here for nothing.”






“Yes, sir,” I replied as Vincent slipped a couch cushion under my head.






“Good.” Hunter pulled my wrists together in his hands, then wound the tape around and around, binding me once again. “You ready to serve your masters completely?”






“Yes, sir,” I said, though I wasn’t sure how he meant it. In one quick move, he turned me on my side and lifted my leg high into the air. The position was uncomfortable, up against the hard surface of the desks, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it for very long. I heard the sound of zippers opening, followed by pants being dropped.






Oh
, I thought before all hell broke loose.






I wish I could say who did what, and in what order. I’d like to know myself. First I felt a lubed-up cock being placed in my bound hands, so I started stroking it. Then a hand pulled my head down between my arms, and you might guess what I saw waiting in front of my face. I opened my mouth and began sucking on it. I didn’t stop using my hands on the other guy, I just kept going. Moments later I felt a heat and presence by my crotch, followed by cock digging deep into my pussy. As I then expected, the fourth rod drove into my backside, and soon all of them were in motion.






A cacophony of groaning, gasping, grunting and gushing echoed throughout the office. I became a machine, responding to each thrust and thinking of nothing but each sensation as they queued up in my brain for processing. Every few minutes, the men changed positions, sometimes dropping out for a little while for some necessary refraction. However, as soon as they were ready they jumped right back in.






My screaming was muffled by the cocks in my mouth, but it reported the rise of each orgasm before it burst and my fluids released, leaving an expanding puddle on the desk. By the time all four men ran out of gas, I’d been reduced to a babbling mess. I watched through barely open eyes as the guys slumped onto the couch or their office chairs and passed out. After a few minutes of enjoying the afterglow, I joined them.





—





When I woke I found I was no longer on the desks, but was seated in my own chair in the lobby. Of course, I wasn’t simply seated: my arms and legs were zip tied to the chair, and a strip of duct tape covered my mouth.






I thought about making some noise to get the guys attention, but I was content to simply enjoy being in bondage for a while longer. My stomach growled and cars passed by from time to time on a sleepy Saturday morning.






Sam woke first, stumbling out of the office wearily. He nodded to me and headed for the break room. After a minute he came out with glasses and the carton of orange juice. Soon the others woke, and after a few minutes all had a glass of fresh squeezed in hand. They talked softly, occasionally glancing at me. I tried not to stare at them, I tried seeming unconcerned with my state, but I found myself watching them intently. How is a person supposed to act after what we did? Had they ever ganged up on a woman like that before? But more importantly, did they want to do it again? I know I did.






Eventually Frank removed the tape from my mouth. “Breakfast?”






“Yes please, sir,” I said. Hunter came by with his knife and severed all the zip ties, freeing me from the seat. When I got up I gasped, shocked by how sore I felt all over. My backside still throbbed, and my breasts burned.






I gave Hunter the keys to my car and told him to look in the trunk; I happened to have some old clothes in a bag I’d not yet gotten around to donating. An old t-shirt and a loose pair of jeans didn’t look flattering, but they sufficed.






We went to a diner and ate hearty breakfasts while discussing the terms of my continued employment at their firm. They wanted to keep having their fun with me, and they wanted me to keep writing new fantasies so that we could play them out on the weekends. I had no problem with any of that, so we shook hands and discussed all of the things we already knew we wanted to try next week. In my first act of real secretarial work in what seemed like months, I took down a list of sex toys to buy, and was tasked with researching new techniques to try.






As you can tell, it was a pretty great night. That was more than a year ago, of course. You may have heard about them selling the company a few months ago? One hundred million dollars, split four ways. I think they’re crazy for not retiring, but no — they’re using it as seed money to start a new company.






Of course, I lost my job due to the sale. The guys gave me a great severance package and we still get together to have a great time, but, unlike me, they don’t want to be tied down. A new company means lots of hot, young secretaries to bed.






So that brings me here, to continue my career. Let me be forward: you’re not bad looking, and I could tell you enjoyed my story a great deal. Yes, I saw the bulge in your pants. Don’t try to hide it. I’m glad. I think this could be a good fit. So, do I have the job or not?
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If you enjoyed this story and have a thing for billionaires and their submissive pets, check out “The Kinky Billionaire”
 series. Read on for a preview! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
.
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3. “Trained by the Kinky Billionaire”
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5. “Tamed by the Kinky Billionaire”





6. “Touched by the Kinky Billionaire”






Under any other circumstances, being chained in a room like this would have been exactly the kind of stimulation Leah craved, but Maxwell’s imminent arrival made her too nervous to enjoy the moment. Fortunately for her, only a couple of minutes passed before the vault’s door opened once more.






“Hello, Leah,” he said.






“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.






He shut the door behind him and paced around Leah, inspecting her body closely. “Do you like what you see, sir?” she asked.






“I do,” he replied. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”






“Thank you, sir.”






“But I…” Maxwell stopped. He looked around the room as if checking over his shoulder for eavesdroppers. “Look, Leah. I want you to drop the ‘sir this,’ ‘sir that’ routine for now, all right?”






“Yes. I mean, okay.”






He came up to her, put his arms around her and pulled her into his body. He looked into her eyes. “I don’t like to act the way people expect me to,” he explained. “It gets boring. They think because of my wealth that I’m just like every other obscenely wealthy person they’ve ever met. Maybe I’m like them in some ways, but not in every way. One of those ways is that I don’t need to constantly be addressed like I’m the boss. I’d rather save that for when I’m actually acting as your master. Right now we’re just two people seeing if we like each other. You understand?”






Leah nodded.






“Great. So let’s talk a bit, play a bit, and we’ll see what happens. All right?”






“Yeah.” Leah had to admit, Maxwell had thrown off her expectations completely. She enjoyed addressing her various masters in a way that befits their position over her. However, she was comforted and intrigued by his relaxed, casual demeanor; she didn’t mind different, as long as it was a good different.






“Since this is going to be a primarily sexual relationship, I think the best way to start is to go through what turns you on,” said Maxwell. He took a step back and browsed the racks of toys and restraints. He picked out a handful of items, starting with a big, red ball gag, which he stuffed into Leah’s mouth. “You like being bound and gagged, I take it?”






Leah nodded, moaning as he caressed her dripping crevice.






“If I take you as my pet, you would live with me in my 60th-floor penthouse. When I’m not at home, or when we’re not playing, I’d keep you in a cage. Sound good?”






The contractions Leah felt inside gave her all the answer she needed. She nodded again.






Maxwell found a set of nipple clamps to his liking and attached them to Leah’s breasts, tightening them until Leah hollered in agony.






“I was extremely impressed by the flogging you took earlier. If you were my pet, you would accept that I would punish you?”






“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled.






“You would accept that sometimes when I punished you it was just because I get off on watching suffering?” He attached another set of clamps, this time to her tender lower lips. She squealed and shook as the clamps cruelly gripped her sensitive flesh, but she nodded.






“You would serve my needs, without expectation of reward, when and where I desire it?” He picked out a buttplug and a tube of lubricant…
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 series. Read on for a preview. These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.






“No. It’s a surprise. First, your up front payment.”






“Fine,” she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.






“Your usual?” he asked.






“I think so,” Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.






“Good. Let’s get started,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She’d taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms.
 If they only knew
, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends.
 How jealous they’d be
. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.






When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.






“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they’d made out for a while.






Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he’d called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.






In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised
 whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short — petite — but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.






She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn’t have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.






Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.






“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They’re cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”






“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you’re asking for Milk Duds.”






“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.






“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”









More Titles By Sasha Rich





“Submissive Professors: Pleasure Bundle”






Two sexy university professors. Two hot college coeds. One low price!






Very proper professors Victoria Lovelace and Penelope Henstridge, and a college senior, Cassandra Crane, have something in common: undiscovered submissive tendencies. All three find their carnal desires awakened, especially when they meet hunky jock Kevin Cross. His intoxicating dominance releases their deep-seated need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Luckily, he’s no stranger to teaching his teachers about finding satisfaction in exciting new ways, blurring the line between pain and pleasure. Presented to the voracious audience at the secretive Club Odalisque, Vikki, Penny and Cassie discover a passion for bondage, discipline and more!
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“Dirty Therapist - Super Bundle”






Three books, now in one place for a bargain price!






Phil Birch’s methods are unconventional, but his results are indisputable. The handsome, young doctor knows how to use pain and pleasure to help his patients conquer their issues. While others talk and talk, Birch uses sexual domination, spankings and bondage to satisfy his patients’ every need. He’s not afraid to delve deep into his patients psyches while exploring their need to be punished.






Come find out how the only therapist in the city with a dungeon in his office manages to help his patients heal while also experiencing untold bliss. This bundle collects three stories: “Dirty Therapist,” “Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt” and “Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket.”






But could I handle all four alpha males until they were fully satisfied? For an erotic story this blisteringly hot, I should start from the beginning…






“Teach My Man To Dominate”






Colin loves his perky, young hotwife, and Maggie adores her handsome, older gentleman husband, but their sex life has grown stale. Unleashing their kinky urges could bring back their passion, but these inexperienced, BDSM newcomers don’t know what to do. Luckily, Colin has a plan: learn from the best. He invites Vincent, a strong, dominant alpha male, into their home to rock his wife to her core.






Pure, carnal lust draws Maggie to Vincent the second they meet: he is buff, cocky and charismatic, an expert in bondage, domination, spanking and more. Maggie’s submissive side responds to his touch immediately. His sexual prowess, his body, his gorgeous accent… everything about him sets her off.






Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he’s the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they’ll never forget!






“Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me”






A long time ago, sweet, innocent Amy Lake messed up: she chose the wrong man. Her ex, the intense and ruggedly handsome Tag Hancock, left town and became a billionaire. Now, rumors have spread that Tag will attend the upcoming reunion party, and Amy sees a chance to correct the biggest mistake of her life.






Amy thinks she wants his forgiveness, but Tag knows the truth: she wants to be punished. She wants to be absolved through torment and humiliation. She wants to be dominated and used, and give in to carnal desires she never knew she had.






Tag has waited for this night to come for years, and is happy to awaken her new, insatiable need for bondage and discipline, but will their pent-up passion turn into something deeper?






Buried feelings and forbidden desires will culminate in an extended steamy encounter in this blazing hot standalone story!
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