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We had a nice little gig going. I’ll be the
first to admit it. We were well-paid, had great benefits, and very
loose supervision. The work wasn’t the most exciting, admittedly,
but there’s a lot worse than being a clerk in the State
Department’s New York office. We were in a corner of the floor
together, six or seven clerks doing administration.

The corner office was empty, and used for
occasional summer students or interns, so the nearest manager was
some distance up the aisle. Our own manager was one of those drones
nearing retirement who didn’t care about anything so long as no one
caused him trouble. In fact, he was “in charge” only in the sense
administration was under him, but he paid us little mind. He had
other duties.

When I was first hired I was the youngest guy
there, by far. Most of the others were old women. In fact, most of
the floor is made up of kind of overweight, middle-aged people
doing mid-level bureaucratic jobs for the State Department. I
didn’t even really know what they did, and to be honest, didn’t
really care a whole lot. I had my thing and they had theirs.
Granted, theirs paid a whole lot better, but I was making enough to
get by.

Anyway, not long after I was hired the
manager quit and they brought in a new guy determined to improve
our efficiency. He was kind of a dick, and he made life unpleasant
for everyone. Half the group left, and then his contract didn’t get
picked up. The guy who took over was Called Barry. He was about
forty, and very obviously a player. And he and I would talk, in his
office, about girls, and some of the things he’d done.

I wasn’t surprised when he started hiring new
people. That was a necessity given the ones who’d left. But the
first two he hired really caught my eyes. One was Tammy, a
twenty-one year old streaked-blonde bombshell with big boobs she
didn’t mind showing off. The other was Kara, a couple of years
older, a sleek redhead with long, wavy hair that tumbled down her
back. I knew Barry had the hots for Kara because he’d told me about
his redhead fantasies. I, of course, set my sights on the
blonde.

Tammy, I quickly came to understand, was
smart, in her own way, but shallow as a creek. She was fun, but you
couldn’t talk to her about much more than herself, and the typical
girl shit; fashion, makeup, Hollywood and reality TV. She was a
real self-promoter, and she was the only woman in the building I
knew who would make sure that her tops were always tight, and
always showed a little cleavage.

It was hard to tell, though, how much she was
doing on purpose. She always put on the act, you know, like she
didn’t want people staring at her chest, but this girl was 38D cup
and she wore tight tops almost every day. You couldn’t miss them,
especially with cleavage. And when she was sitting, and you were
looking down at her, well, it was hard to keep your eyes from
zooming into that cleavage - which expanded whenever she leaned
forward a little.

The girls have always liked me. I kind of get
them, and know how to talk to them without bullshit. Plus I’m six
feet tall and have kind of a pretty face. That used to piss me off
when the guys would make fun of me, but you know, the girls are
more what I care about, and Tammy was no different from the rest,
flirty and coy right from the beginning.

We used to play games on each other, tossing
paperclips and rubber bands across the tops of our cubicles,
stealing and relocating stuff from each others office, even sending
confusing emails to people on each others computers if we forgot to
lock them.

Yeah, it was a strange office, but we were
our own separate little group and nobody much cared what we did. We
took long lunches, sometimes at a nearby bar, and had lots of time
to wander back and forth to each others cubicles and chat.

Tammy was a playful girl, and she liked to
play jokes on me; everything from stealing my chair to pinching me
in meetings. So anyway, one day I was in a narrow hall grabbing
some files from a cabinet, and she asks me what I’m doing, then
thrust her hand in against my chest, grabs my nipple and pinches it
as she leaps away. “Nipple twist!” she cried gleefully.

Knowing her by then I had been semi-ready for
something, though, and lashed out with my open hand, cracking it
across her jeans-clad ass before she could get out of reach. She
yelped and leapt forward, and she was rubbing her butt when she
came down.

“Oww!” she said, giving me a look which was
half amused, half outraged.

“It’s not like I can pinch your nipples,” I
said with a grin. “Or can I?”

She snorted and pranced away. But I knew that
physical touch moves a relationship closer, and like I said, Tammy
was the playful, high-spirited type.. So later, I wander over to
her desk.

Now I should mention the layout . It’s all
cubicles. Some of the cubicles have low walls, and some have high
walls. Mine has high walls, and a little angled panel at the
doorway so that you can’t really see me at the desk until you step
inside. Tammy was in a smaller cubicle with a low wall, and her
desk faced it. Needless to say, Barry had made sure of this. So if
you went to the cubicle wall and leaned on it, you’d be leaning
over her desk looking down her shirt.

It was becoming a popular place to hang
out.

So later I wandered over there, and leaned
over, and Tammy is wearing a scoop neck shirt which, because of the
weight of her breasts, pulled down somewhat as she leaned forward
over her desk. She looked up as I leaned o the top of the
cubicle.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey, beautiful,” I said. “Working hard?”

And as I asked it I tossed a paperclip at
her. Now we’d one that a lot before, but I had too good an angle
this time, and dropped it neatly into her cleavage.

“Jon!” she gasped, eyes sparkling while she
tried to pretend she was outraged.

She turned away, fishing the paperclip out of
her cleavage and I grinned at her. When she turned around I had a
handful and tossed them at it again.

‘Jon!’ she said, more loudly, half laughing,
half exasperated.

She turned and had to kind of bend over to
scoop them out, and I shook my head at the sight of her thong
sliding into view out the top of her jeans.

“Purple is a very nice choice,” I said.

She turned around and I grinned “Nice thong,
Blondie,” I taunted her.

Then I wandered away - knowing she would feel
the need to do something bratty to even things out.. I kept watch,
and even wandered away from my office so she could see. I waited,
and she scurried across and into it, and I grinned and quietly
followed her in. She was already sitting at my desk, typing an
email on my computer - supposedly from me - to Barry.

“I think that’s enough of that,” I said,
startling her.

I grabbed he by the hair - firmly but not
roughly, and slowly pulled her up from my chair.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Jon~” she gasped.

“Maybe I should report you to security for
breaking into my computer,” I purred.

“Oh right, like you don’t do it all the time.
Let me goo!” she complained.

But she wasn’t exactly struggling. Her hands
had shot up behind her neck where I had hold of her hair and were
trying to pry my fingers off her, but she wasn’t having much luck.
In fact, I quickly grabbed her wrist, pinned them together there
with one hand, and then got her hair in against it so I could half
turn her and still hold her head back.

‘Jooooon!” she complained a little
breathlessly.

“Or maybe I should punish you myself,” I
teased. “Hmmm.”

She rolled her eyes up at me and I could tell
she was excited and feeling mischievous. The way her arms were up
and back had raised her shirt up enough to bare some belly, and I
took advantage, sliding my hand in there to caress her soft
skin.

“Maybe I should give you a pink belly,” I
said.

“Don’t you dare!” she gasped.

I pulled a little harder and she winced, her
back arching a little more.

“Now isn’t this a nice sight,” I said. “I
hope the buttons on this shirt don’t break, Tammy.”

“Bastard,” she whispered breathlessly.

I was stroking her belly, just above her belt
line, but now I began to stroke higher - still nowhere near her
chest, of course, just rubbing the smooth, soft, warm skin of her
stomach.

“Jon! Someone will come!” she gasped.

I put my lips next to her ear. “I’m nowhere
near ready to come yet. Are you?”

She let out a bark of laughter and then
winced again as I used my grip on hair and wrists to pull upwards,
forcing her to rise onto the balls of her feet and balance there
awkwardly. “Jon!” she whined.

“So how should I punish you? You are a bad
girl, after all. Bad girls should be punished.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” she gasped.

“Oh wouldn’t I? What wouldn’t I dare,
Tammy?”

I let my lips trace along the exposed nape of
her neck, then kind of softly bit her while growling. I could see
her nipples poking out against the fabric of her top.

“Are you willing to apologize?” I asked
reasonably.

“I’m sorry!” she panted.

“On your knees?”

“What!?”

I grinned and then used my grip on her hair
and wrists to force her down to her knees.

My desk faces the south wall of the cubicle.
The doorway is on the south just to the right of my desk. Because
of the cross panel, no one walking by can actually see what’s going
on there unless they actually step into the cubicle. So even if
someone walked by they’d have no reason to suspect anything was
going on. I was holding Tammy on her knees, her back arched, her
head back, and now moved to stand right in front of her so that as
I eased her face forward my crotch was directly in front of it.

My cubicle was very well positioned. The wall
of the LAN room was on one side, and the back wall of one of the
managers offices was at the rear. On the third side was an empty
office, and on the fourth was the corridor. No one was nearby to
hear anything as long as we kept our voices low. The nearest
cubicle was hers, and she, of course, wasn’t in it.

“Now apologize, bad girl,” I said.

“You’re a tiny dicked loser!” she gasped
instead.

“Are you sure of that?” I asked in a slow
drawl.

As I spoke I drew her face slowly closer and
closer, until there was barely an inch between her nose and my
crotch.

“A tiny, limp dicked gayboy!” she gasped.

“It sounds like a certain bratty little girl
is looking for trouble,” I replied.

“You put that any closer and I’ll bite it,”
she warned.

I laughed, then jammed her face into my
crotch. “I can think of more interesting things for you to do,” I
said.

“Someone will see us!” she hissed.

“I’m looking. No one is around,” I said with
a grin as I drew my zipper down.

“You’re crazy! We could both get fired!”

“No one gets fired from the government,
Tammy,” I laughed.

Her face was flushed and I judged she would
go for it if I pushed her. I decided to push her. I reached in and
pulled my prick out. It was semi-hard, but sprang up and out as
soon as I brought it into view. She gasped, staring at it in
amazement, like she could hardly believe I had actually dared to do
it. And then I rubbed it across her face and she squealed and
closed her lips tight, then closed her eyes as I laughingly rubbed
my cock all over her face.

“Do your job, bad girl,” I said.

She opened her eyes and mouth and I slid it
in. She licked at it, and then moaned as she wrapped her lips
around it and slid forward.

I knew I had her.

She sucked and licked, bobbing further and
further down the length of my throbbing shaft, taking me deeper
into her mouth as I stood over her.

“Yeah! Suck that cock, slut!” I said in a
kind of sotto-voice whisper that her rolling her eyes up at me.

I pulled her forward and she gagged a little,
twisting and pulling against my grip. But I held her firm. You need
a firm hand with girls like Tammy. They don’t really know their
mind so you have to make the decisions for them.

The cubicle walls were about five and a half
feet high, so I could see over them easily enough. It was weird,
seeing people walking up and down the aisles while I was getting a
blow job right there at the office. Tammy’s soft lips stroked up
and down along my shaft as I held her hair tightly in my fist. I
was thrusting into her slowly, letting her take it down her throat
without too much gagging. And I was keeping up a running commentary
in a oft voice, seeing how she reacted

She was clearly getting off on my words,
though she was also indignant and maybe a little amused by
them.

“Swallow that cock, ho,” I whispered. “Yeah.
Suck it down, you nasty slut. You know you love cock, baby. You’re
a cock loving beeatch! Down the throat, baby. Down that throat all
the way. You’re gonna be my beatch, ain’t you. Jon’s office
slut!”

She was rolling her brown eyes up at me like
she would have objected, but with my tight grip on her wrists and
hair she wasn’t in any position to take her mouth off my cock.
Every now and then I forced myself deep, pulling her forward as I
thrust, then grinding her mouth and nose into my groin as I held
her there for a bit. Only whens he started to struggle did I ease
back and let my cock pop free so she could breath.

I pulled free entirely and she gasped
raggedly, gulping in air as saliva drooled over her lower lip. Nice
picture, hot, erotic, helpless. My cock was dripping wet and I
rubbed it over her face as she panted for breath, then forced it
back into her mouth and let her suck and lick some more.

Tammy was a pretty girl, with the proverbial
playboy bunny body. She was used to being fawned over and treated
with respect. So she was a bit outraged at the way I was treating
her, but at the same time, you know, most women get turned on by
guys with a dark edge, by sex with a sharp edge, by passion and
heat and the thrill of being bad, of being nasty.

“Nasty girl!” I taunted her. “Suck that cock,
you ho! Lick it, beeatch! You know you love the taste.!”

I pulled my cock out, fisting it, rubbing it
along her lips.

“Lick it, slut! Lick that cock!” I
whispered.

She moaned softly as she obeyed, her tongue
flicking out, licking and lapping at my cock as I rubbed it back
and forth across her mouth, along her cheeks, over her face. I fed
it to her again, and it slid along her tongue, through her closed
lips.

“All the way, slut! Swallow that cock.
Swallow it to the balls!” I urged, thrusting steadily forward as I
pulled on her hair.

I felt the head entering her throat and she
gurgled only briefly as the shaft followed and I slid down her
gullet. I pulled her forward until her face was jammed against my
groin and held her like that for a bit, grinding myself against
her, then eased back slowly. I slid almost all the way out of her
throat, then pushed forcefully back forward, pulling her into me
until I was jammed in against her once more. I ground myself into
her then pulled out so she could breath, gasping around my cock
which I left I her mouth.

Looking over the cubicle, along the aisle it
occurred to me that I could pull her to her feet, bend her over,
and fuck her right now. I didn’t think she’d resist. But then
again, I wanted to do her harder, heavier, and I wanted her naked
when I did it. If she was willing to submit to me like this now I’d
be in her panties in no time. I could show a little patience.

I slid in and out, in and out, just in her
mouth, letting her suck and work her tongue on me. I was building
to a climax and considered blowing myself over her face, but
decided she might not be ready for that just yet. I didn’t think
she was used to anything much but pure vanilla sex, and I had a lot
more in mind for her than that. But start slowly, build a base, and
then plunge deeper is my motto.

I pulled out though.

“Keep that mouth open, slut. Open wide!” I
growled. “Open those beautiful lips you, dirty girl.”

She obeyed and I pumped my slick shaft and
came, spitting wads of come into her open mouth, filling her up as
she moaned on her knees before me, back arched, tits straining
against her top, face slick and shiny and mouth open wide.

“Swallow it, slut. Swallow that come!” I
ordered, and again she did.

I caught my breath as my climax eased, then
pulled her forcefully to he feet so she let out a startled cry of
pain. I held her hair back, keeping her back arched, and leaned in,
kissing and licking passionately along the nape of her neck and up
under her ear as my other hand first stroked, caressed, then
squeezed and kneaded her breast through her top. She moaned against
me, still panting, shuddering slightly as I sort of pinned her back
against the side of the desk.

Her butt half slid across it and that raised
her left leg, parting it. I slid my leg in between so I could bring
pressure against her pussy through her jeans, and ground my leg
into her pussy as I sucked, licked, chewed and kissed up and down
her throat, bit and sucked on her earlobe, then finally kissed her.
I kissed her softly, and gently, but then let my kiss strengthen
rapidly, crushing her lips, my tongue darting in and meeting
hers.

She was grinding her pussy against my leg now
as I popped a couple of buttons on her blouse, slid my hand inside,
and tugged down one of the cups of her bra to get at bare tit. Her
nipple was a hard little pebble inside and I rolled and pinched it
between my thumb and forefinger. She was moaning into my mouth when
I saw a movement out of the corner of my eye. I jerked my head up
and saw Barry headed our way so I quickly pulled away from her.

“Do up your top, quick,” I said urgently.

I stuffed myself back into my pants, zipped
up, and left the cubicle, going out front to meet him where he
asked me about a report. I promised to have it to him in ten
minutes and he returned to his office. I turned and went back into
my cubicle where a flush-faced Tammy was looking a little
shell-shocked.

I grinned at her. “Do you feel punished,
beeatch?” I asked.

“You bastard!” she panted.

I grinned and she laughed and shook her head.
“I can’t believe I did that!”

“Slut!” I teased.

She sniffed and tossed her hair. “It was only
a blowjob. It’s not like it was real sex or anything.”

“But now I owe you,” I said. “I need to
return the favor.”

She sniffed and moved past me to the entrance
way. “In your dreams,” she said.

I slapped her ass and she yelped and leapt
forward. “You bet,” I said.

She gave me the finger and I winked at her,
then sat down and started to produce the financial report Barry had
asked for.
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When I was done I stopped by Tammy's desk and
leaned on her cubicle. She looked up at me warily, face a bit
red.

“The only problem is,” I said thoughtfully.
“I can’t have you howling and screaming in pleasure here at the
office. I might have to bring in some kind of gag to keep you
quiet.”

“Riiiiiight,” she sniffed. “More like
something to keep me from falling asleep.”

I grinned. “Girls tell me I have a magic
tongue, Tammy,” I said, wiggling it at her, thrusting it out of my
mouth.

I can make my tongue push out a good
distance, and I saw her eyes widen momentarily before she caught
herself. Then I winked and moved on.

Leave them intrigued. Leave them wanting
more. Leave them thinking about you.”

Then I dropped by Barry’s office to make sure
the report had been everything he’d been hoping and dreaming of. He
motioned me to close the door and I did and slumped in the chair in
front of his desk.

“Maria is leaving,” he said.

Maria was an older, very Catholic woman who
worked on our team.

“Okay,” I said. “Gonna interview more
potential clerks?”

He shook his head. “Margaret has a niece who
is looking to get on with the government. I’m going to do her a
favor?”

“You suckup,” I said.

Margaret was the assistant to the director
two floors up. Both of them were loud, obnoxious,
never-to-be-satisfied bitches.

“Yeah, yeah, but she’s just a student so she
probably won’t be around past the summer.”

“A young one, huh?” I said with a smirk.

“He said from his twenty four years of aged
experience,” he snorted.

“So what’s the niece like? And is she going
to report back to her aunt on all the non-regulation shit we do?
Including your long lunches at the bar?”

“You’re with me on a lot of those long
lunches,” he said. “And I doubt it. The girl is from out of town
and twenty years younger so I doubt they’re big buddies. Still,
watch what you say and do around her.”

The niece, Miranda, showed up two days later.
She was, believe me, nothing like her aunt. She was incredibly hot,
and all of nineteen. She was tall, slender brunette, and very,
very…. Very firm. Turned out she was kind of as ports freak and tom
girl, but there was something in her eyes and attitude which said
she was a girl who liked to party.

Since I knew Tammy was also something of a
party girl I wasn’t surprised those two hit it off, and there was
much giggling and whispering whenever I walked by.

I had been giving Tammy a bit of time, not
exactly playing hard to get, but taking my time, and ignoring some
broad hints of hers that we might go out, or do something together.
She thought too much of herself to actually come out and ask a guy
out, and I knew she was starting to get frustrated at my not
“getting” her hints. She was also starting to react when I flirted
with Miranda, and I smiled inwardly, knowing that could have the
kind of affect I wanted, too.

I don’t want to make it sound like I was this
cynical, manipulative bastard only out to get into girls pants and
use them for sex, by the way. I really and truly love women, almost
everything about women, and I kind of get them, you know,
understand them.

Most of the girls I’ve slept with are still
friends today and hopefully always will be. I don’t bang them and
dump them. I try very hard to let them know almost from the start
that being a friend - the fuck-buddy type - is all I’m really
intending. I have no intention of limiting myself to one girl -
being their “boyfriend”. There are just too many beautiful women
out there for me to ever be faithful to one.

Especially one like Tammy. I could see Tammy
being a hell of a fuck, and I could see her being a great model for
my camera - I’m an am enthusiastic amateur photographer - but no
way could I see myself settling down with her as my
“girlfriend”.

Now Miranda on the other hand, was a lot more
sly, more cynical, and more interesting. And I was betting that
tight body of hers was capable of all sorts of gymnastics in bed. I
was, in between talking sports with her, flirting with her, and she
was flirting right back. Oh there were possibilities there, all
right.

In the meantime, Tammy was doing her best to
interest me in taking things further, while at the same time,
playing hard to get. If you don’t know how that’s possible you
don’t know women, especially young women. She was speaking
mockingly to me, teasing me in front of others, and at the same
time brushing against me when we passed, or arching her back to
“yawn” and stretch when she knew I was looking.

Now there was, on our floor, two stockrooms.
One was the front room where office supplies were kept. The other
was in the back, a lot bigger, stuffed with boxes full of junk from
people who were off on long term leave, holiday decorations, old
furniture and computer monitors, and crap like that. Both rooms had
dual locks on the doors. The main lock opened to the passkeys all
the clerks had access to. But there was a dead bolt, as well, for
added security, which no one ever used. The key wasn’t even in our
box - because I’d taken it.

I leaned on Tammy’s cubicle wall and looked
down at her with a smug grin.

“What do you want?” she asked snottily.

“I was hoping you might give me a - hand,”
said.

Her eyes narrowed but her lips quirked up a
bit in a semi smile. “You want me to teach you how to tie your
shoelaces?”

“I need to find something in the back
stockroom, and I was hoping you could help.”

I grinned and she pursed her lips, looked
back warily, and then shrugged. “As long as it doesn’t take too
long,” she said airily.

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“On how long it takes you..”

She snorted. “You better not have anything in
mind other than finding … what is you’re looking for anyway?” she
asked suspiciously.

“Some office junk one of the employees who’s
been away needs now that he’s coming back.”

We went down the main aisle, Tammy acting
completely businesslike, hardly appearing to even notice I was
there, putting on a nose-in-the-air attitude I knew would disappear
as soon as the door closed.

There was a board room next to the stock
room. It was long and had doors at either end. We took a short cut
through there emerging in the small back aisle where the stockroom
was. The cubicles here were undesirable, and at the moment,
unoccupied, so no one saw us as I unlocked the door and ushered her
in. She was playing it innocent as I closed the door behind her and
turned the deadbolt, still pretending nothing was going on but
business.

“So who is this employee?” she asked, face
blank.

I stepped closer, getting in her face,
grinning. “Her name is Screamer, Tammy Screamer,” I said.

She sniffed disdainfully. “I don’t think
you’re likely to find such a person,” she said.

I stepped closer, and she was forced to cock
her head back, and backed up a bit. But she was baked against boxes
piled three high, and raised her hands to put them against my
chest.

“I didn’t say you could put your hands on my
chest, Miss,” I said. “You don’t see me putting my hands on your
chest, do you?”

And then I did, and kissed her at the same
time. She pushed against me at first, but it was just an act, and
her hands softened and then slid up over my shoulders as her mouth
melted against mine. My hands slid around her back an caressed her
for a long minute as our tongues and lips slid moistly together,
then my hands slid down to squeeze her ass through her dress.

She was wearing a light summer dress, loose
everywhere but her chest, and after kneading her butt for a few
seconds I let my fingers start to gather up the fabric until I
could get my hands underneath.

She didn’t object, and we kept kissing as I
lifted the hem of her skirt up high enough to slide my hands onto
her warm buttocks and cup and squeeze them. Her hands were on my
ass, now, as our lips moved and slid and teased each other, and
then they tugged my shirt out my pants and slid up my bare
back.

I smiled inwardly as I let my hands slid
upwards, off her thong covered ass, up along her back - of course,
gathering the thin dress with it, lifting the whole thing up above
her waist now. It was a simple, quick motion which took her by
surprise that yanked the dress up the rest of the way, and right
over her head before she could object or resist.

“Jon!” she gasped,, hands both trying to grab
at it and cover herself as her eyes shot to the door behind me.

“It’s locked, I said, tossing the dress
behind me and gathering her into my arms.

“What if someone comes with the key!” she
gasped.

“The only one with the key to the deadbolt is
me, and I intend on coming,” I said, kissing her again and running
my hands up and down her back. She was anxious and hesitant but her
resistance eased, and she didn’t really fight me as I undid her bra
and pulled it forward over her shoulders, but again she anxiously
stared towards the door.

I pushed her back and her hands went to my
chest. I gripped her wrists, turned her, and pushed her back
against one of the big metal shelving units which lined the walls.
She gasped as her bare back hit the cold metal, but I used my
weight to hold her there, lifting her wrists up and pressing them
back against the shelve above her head. I whipped a length of thin,
soft bondage rope out from where I’d placed it above her head and
while pining her wrists with one hand, wrapped it carefully around
them.

“Wh-what are you doing!” she gasped, cocking
her head back, trying to see above her head.

I didn’t answer her. I got one loop around
her crossed wrists and quickly tightened it, then wrapped the rope
around the shelf post.

“Jon!” she gasped anxiously.

It was easy now to loop the rope several more
times around her wrists and then tie it off, then I grinned at her.
“You’re my beatch!” I said.

“If someone comes in … “

I kissed her to silence her words, my hands
running up and down her body slowly easing her anxieties and
putting her mind in other places, on other things. She was
breathing hard by the time I began to ease my mouth and lips down
along the nape of her neck, pulling her hair firmly, forcefully,
just giving her a little pain, making her gasp and wince. I traced
my lips down onto her big left breast, sucking and chewing at the
erect nipple as my fingers needed her sensitive flesh.

“Oh God!” she moaned.

“You can worship me if you want,” I said.

She let out a choked laugh and then gasped
again as my hand slid down into her thong and discovered she was
shaved. I let my fingers stroked up and down her already moist
furrow as I sucked and mouthed her breasts and nipples, then slid
down, my lips tracing along her belly as I dropped to my knees.

I tugged her thong down and she shuddered and
rolled her head back. She lifted her feet one by one as I pulled
the thong away, and I pulled off her shoes at the same time so she
was truly naked there. Then I began to lick and kiss her along the
inner thighs, forcing her legs farther and farther apart. I licked
a line up and down on either side of her slit, then teasingly
licked my way down along her inner thigh again as she moaned in
need.

By the time my tongue slid along her slit she
was pushing her hips forward against me, moaning softly, gasping
and whimpering, and I hadn’t even touched her clit yet.

“Oh fuck!” she cried when I did.

I stood up and reached behind her to where
I’d placed the ball gag.

“We can’t have people hearing you screaming
in pleasure,” I said, squeezing my fingers in against her jaw to
force her mouth open.

Her eyes widened as she saw the ball gag, but
she opened her mouth willingly as I slowly wedged it through her
teeth and stuffed it inside. It filled her mouth and kept her jaws
apart as I pulled the slim leather cord behind her head and
fastened it together. I stepped back then, grinning at the image of
her standing there, tied, hands crossed above her head, mouth
gagged.

“Beautiful,” I said. “Hot and gorgeous. You
ought to see yourself. You look like a sex slave about to be
ravished.”

She moaned, her thighs grinding together,
then her eyes widened as I took my cell phone out of its pouch,
flipped it open and sited on her. She shook her head frantically
but there wasn’t a lot she could do to stop me as I snapped her
picture a few times. She tried to turn her head away but I gripped
her hair, pulling it up and back, and getting a few more
pictures.

Incidentally, pressing send to send them to
my home computer.

Her eyes were hot and pissed-off, but I put
the phone away, grinned, said “We can look at them later, before I
delete them,” then dropped to my knees.

Her anger faded quickly, and she was soon
grinding her hips frantically into my mouth and making whimpering
gasping, moaning sounds through the gag.. Her head started rolling
and her back arching and her hips grinding and spasming, and I had
to grip her ass and hold it tight when her first orgasm hit.

I thought she might bring the shelving unit
down as she bucked and jerked and shook and twisted in the throes
of orgasm, her head rolling and her hips bucking violently. I
licked her solidly through it until she sagged and moaned, chest
heaving, then I eased off and stood up. I slid my fingers through
her hair, kissed her cheeks and neck, and held her body pressed
against me as I caressed her back and buttocks.

Then I knelt, pulled the other two short
lengths of rope from where I’d pre-placed them, and tied her ankles
to the lower shelves, well apart. She was staring at me as I
straightened, grinning at her.

“Now it’s time to punish you, “ I teased her.
“Yes, little sex slave, you must be tortured for being such a nasty
little slut!”

I had placed a couple of other objects on the
shelf above her head and pulled one out now. It was a small candle.
I lit it and she moaned anxiously and shook her head. I just
grinned harder.

“Delicious pain for my nasty little sex
slave!” I said in a mock evil hiss.

I upended the little candle and let a few
drops of hot wax drop onto one of her still erect nipples, and she
yelped into the gag, twisting violently for a few seconds. Of
course, she couldn’t really do much to evade it, and I gave her
another mock evil chuckle and outrageous face, trickling more hot
wax onto her other nipple and breast.

“Are you sorry for being such a nasty little
slut?” I taunted her.

She yelped and moaned every time I let a few
drops of wax fall onto her big breasts but she wasn’t getting upset
or angry - she was getting hot, and I don’t mean just where the wax
fell.

“Oh, look what else I found,” I said.

It was a small, powerful vibrator. I turned
it on and began to rub it back and forth over her clit, then broke
the hardened wax away from her nipples, and started dribbling more
onto them. She started twisting and writhing, gasping and shaking
her head and moaning.

I caught her hair and forced her head up and
back. “Do you want my cock inside you, slut?”

She tried to nod her head but I wouldn’t let her. “Say yes, sir,” I
growled.

She tried to through the gag and I smirked.
“I can’t hear you. Say I want your cock, sir.”

She moaned the words through the gag but I
just kept teasing her with the wax and the vibrator, making her
repeat the words again and again and again until she was almost
crying with the need. Only then did I blow out the candle, put down
the vibrator, and untie her ankles. I gripped her hips and roughly
spun her around so she was facing the shelving unit, then pulled
her hips out and back, slapping her bottom sharply.

“Spread those legs, slut,” I growled.

I dropped to my knees behind her, gripping
her thighs, forcing them up and apart, pulling on her hips so she
was bent forward at the waist, on the balls of her feet, and I
licked and sucked at her dripping pussy from behind while she
moaned and whimpered and rolled her hips back at me. I pumped a
single finger inside her, and found her to be extremely hot and
extremely wet.

I rose behind her, slapped her ass again, and
gripped her hair, pulling her head back sharply. “Say it, slut. Say
you want my cock.”

She cried out the words through the gag,
again and again, gasping breathlessly as I rubbed my cock up and
down along her dripping cleft. She was straining back, trying to
push her pussy onto me but I was leaning back to taunt her some
more. Then I pushed forward, piercing her, penetrating her, forcing
her soft, pudgy lips in and back, jamming the fat helmeted head of
my cock into the mouth of her sex so I could grab her hips and
thrust home.

She screamed into the gag as I pushed myself
into her. I didn’t punch myself deep, but did thrust in forcefully,
in one smooth, powerful stroke that brought her into climax in an
instant. I could feel her pussy spasming wildly around my prick as
I jammed myself into her to the root. My right hand immediately
shot down between her thighs and I began to rub at her clit, which
made her movements even more frantic and her cries more
passionate.

I started to thrust, and she slowly sank free
of her orgasm and was almost hanging by her wrists there. I kept it
slow at first, but used the full length of my ten inch cock,
keeping just the head inside the tight, snug clenches of her warm
pussy, then sliding firmly up deep into her belly until I could
grind my pelvis into her butt and twist my cock around inside her
belly. Then I slowly drew back again and repeated while running my
hands up and down her sides, cupping and kneading her breasts, and
occasionally tugging her hair up and back to raise her head and
kiss her neck.

Her breathing started to grow harsher again,
and I thrust faster, pulling back on her hips and hair as I thrust
still harder, my hips slapping against her buttocks and rocking her
hips forward.

“Tell me you love that cock, slut,” I growled
into her ear. “Tell me you love my cock. Say it!”

She said it, muffled, but recognizable. I
tugged on her hair, twisting it, making her gasp.

“Keep saying it. Tell me you love my cock,
slut!” I taunted.

And she did, as her muffled voice got more
passionate, and her hips started to thrust back against me on their
own and my cock drilled her faster and faster.

Then I stopped, held still. I gripped her
hips, holding her in place, my cock nestling just inside her.

“Do you want it, slut?” I taunted in a low
purr. “Do you want that cock?

She tried to jam herself back against me and
I tightened my grip on her waist, then eased back and slapped her
bottom sharply so that she yelped into the gag.

“Beg for it, slutty girl. Beg me to fuck
you,” I ordered. “Go on, beg me to fuck you.”

I slapped her butt a second time and again
she yelped.

I gripped her hair and slowly forced her head
up and back sharply, way back, so I could lean in and lick land
kiss along her cheek. “Beg for cock,” I whispered, “Whooooore.
Yeah, you know you love being a whore. Beg for cock, whore!”

She moaned and I slapped her ass again, and
she yelped. Her words were muffled but I understood them.

“Again, slut,” I said, slapping her butt
again.

She repeated it “Please fuck me! Although it
sounded more like a very soft, muffled “eeez uuukk mmmoeeii!”

“Louder, slut,” I said, slapping her ass again.

She begged again, and again, and again, and I
started thrusting, but every time she stopped - I stopped, and so
she started chatting it again and again without end until it looked
like she was about to flip over the edge into a climax.

I slid a hand around her hip, down her
abdomen, and fingered her clit, driving her into another intense
orgasm, and her words degenerated into a warbling wail of pleasure
as the orgasm spilled through her veins.
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I don’t want to make it sound like Tammy had
been a virgin before I fucked her. She certainly wasn’t, having
lived with a guy and had a number of boyfriends. But sex to her had
only been physical before, with emotional lubricant often provided
by alcohol. She was a vain girl, but self-conscious at the same
time. She liked to have guys looking at her - which wasn’t unusual
for a pretty young woman, but she seemed to feel that good girls
didn’t ever want guys to look at you in “that way”, which was
idiotic.

This explained why she dressed in tight
clothes then got indignant when anyone seemed to notice, well,
unless she knew them and liked them. She had kind of absorbed an
ultra feminist message that said it was wrong to like being
attractive, to like having guys look at you, and especially wrong
to dress in order to attract that attention to your body. Since I
was in opposition to all of that I did my best to convince her of
her errors.

“You are fucking hot,” I said one day while
we were chatting. “And men appreciate looking at a fucking hot
woman. You could say that dressing like a fucking hot woman is a
service to all mankind, making every man who sees you just a little
bit happier.”

She blushed. Tammy loved flattery.

“In fact, you should go around in just a
thong bikini at work,” I said.

She let out a bark of laughter. “Oh right,
management would love that!”

“Probably not because it would distract all
the men and nobody could work.”

She rolled her eyes but was still amused,
flattered and not unhappy with my words.

She came back to my place one evening and I
made her give me a lap dance. She was quite enthusiastic and
unrestrained, flaunting her body, grinding her butt against me and
her breasts against my face.

“Do you like your job?” I asked.

She shrugged. “It’s a job.”

“Because you could make a fucking fortune as
a stripper.”

“Oh right!” she laughed.

“I’m serious. With that body, with these
tits, you’d be a natural. I’ve read you can pull in a grand a night
for a four hour shift in the better clubs.”

“I couldn’t get up in front of all those
people naked!”

“Why not? You’re gorgeous. You have a great
body. What’s to be embarrassed about? Didn’t you tell me you went
topless on your last vacation to the Dominican Republic?”

“Yeah but that’s different. Everyone does
that there.”

“And all the girls are naked at strip clubs,’
I said with a grin.

Because my attitude was so open about sex I
was able to pry hers open little by little. I got her fantasies
from her, her fears, her sexual history. Not unlike a lot of women
she had fantasies about having sex with multiple guys at once.
Also, not unlike a lot of white women, she had fantasies about
having sex with a black man - a large, powerful black man.

“You mean like Sayed,” I said.

She blushed. “Nooo!” she denied quickly.

Sayed was one of the security guards in the
lobby. He was from North Africa, a very, very black guy, six and a
half feet tall with broad shoulders and a trim body.

“I bet you’d like him to take you and make
you his bitch!” I taunted her.

“I thought I was your bitch,” she said with a
snort.

“Maybe you could be everyone’s bitch,” I
said, waggling my eyebrows. “Maybe Sayed could take you from one
side while I took you from the other.”

I knew from the look which flickered through
her eyes that I’d hit a jackpot, and that her next masturbation
session would feature just that sort of scene.

*

Tammy went to the gym every day at lunch.
Miranda didn’t need to. She was already a lot more fit than Tammy
would ever be, and all the sports she played kept her that way. She
was prettier than Tammy, slender, her hips narrower, her breasts
smaller - but I was betting very, very firm. Her hair was longer,
glossier and she was a much more interesting girl all around.
Despite her obsession with sports she could talk intelligently on
almost any subject, and seemed to enjoy verbal sparring of a
playful nature.

This being the government, our lunches tended
to last an hour or more, even though, officially, we got 30 minutes
and no more. Since Miranda was a bit hyperactive, and bored with
life in a cubicle pushing papers and tapping on computer keys, she
wanted to get out and about during her lunch break. And we wound up
either walking in the nearby park or driving out to a restaurant or
shopping mall. She had an older mustang and was enthusiastic about
fixing it up.

Miranda didn’t wear skirts or high heels. She
wore pants, preferably jeans, and sweaters - sweaters which fit her
body almost as well as Tammy's tight tops. She wasn’t noted for
them, though, because her breasts weren’t as obvious, as
pronounced, and she never, ever showed even a hint of cleavage. Not
at work, anyway. She was a playful girl, like Tammy, but smarter
and more mature in some ways. Like Tammy, she was cocky,
though.

We went to a pool hall one day for lunch, and
I wasn’t the only guy there surreptitiously admiring the view every
tie she bent over to make a shot. Miranda had one fabulous fucking
ass. She knew I was checking out her ass, too, and smirked at me
when she caught me. I just grinned back at her. Then she checked
out my ass next time I leaned over the pool table.

Anyway, the only reason I mention the pool
table is because the next day we were in one of the larger board
rooms, putting things away after some big meeting. Miranda was
leaning forward across the board room table gathering up the
equipment from the teleconference system, and I was admiring her
gorgeous ass.

“You know, it doesn’t matter what kind of
table it is, you look great bending over it,” I said.

She turned and gave me a mocking look. “Are
you sexually harassing me, Mister Morgan?”

“If you don’t mind,” I said.

She straightened up and smirked. “I don’t
mind.”

There were a number of long cords which went
with the computer equipment, and I had gathered them up and rolled
them into a coil. As she passed me I gripped the coil at either end
and swung it up and over her head, letting it fall to her stomach
before pulling her back against me.

“Ever done any bondage?” I asked
teasingly.

She looked over her shoulder, still
smirking.

“I dated a boy scout once,” she said. “He was
really good with knots.”

I eased up on the cord and she turned around,
her face inches from mine. I let the cord slide down under her butt
then pulled it in tight, pressing her body against mine.

“I’m better,” I said before kissing her.

She wasn’t reluctant, wasn’t hesitant. She
threw herself into the kiss, her mouth hot, passionate - and
talented. I let the cords fall and slipped my hands onto her
perfect ass, stroking and caressing and kneading it through the
tight, thin gray slacks she was wearing as our tongues slid back
and forth and our lips moved sensuously together.

She eased back a bit, smiling. “I thought you
and Tammy were doing something.”

“Doing something?”

“Fucking.”

“Tammy is … a friend,” I said.

“But not a girlfriend?”

“Tammy and I aren’t the same type of
people.”

“I didn’t think you were.”

She kissed me again and I let a hand slide
off her ass, up her hip, up her side and then ease up in front to
cup and lightly squeeze a firm breast.

She eased back with a gasp. “I don’t think
the doors are locked,” she said.

“That’s not good. You might be able to get
away,” I replied. “I mean, if you’re not tied up you should at
least be locked in.”

I went for one door and she went for the
other. When I turned around she was already popping the catch on
her dress pants and peeling her sweater up and over her head.

That was what I liked about Miranda. You
didn’t have to persuade her, didn’t have to explain the odds, the
dangers, the safety margins. She was as eager as I was and thought
about the same things I did. More importantly, she was willing to
take chances, and as I was to discover, loved the thrill of the
forbidden, the heat of sex with the danger of discovery.

She’d been hiding a lacy little black bra and
a tiny black thong under her clothes, and I grinned at her as she
reached behind her.

“Girly undies,” I said mockingly.

“Fuck you,” she replied, releasing her bra
and tossing it onto the table.

Miranda had the best body of any woman I had
ever met. It could have been carved out of alabaster by
Michelangelo. Her breasts were neither large nor small. They were
perfectly shaped, incredibly firm, topped by tiny pink nipples with
only slightly larger areolas and sat high on her slender chest. Her
nipples were both pierced with silver studs, and she had a flat
stomach, with an underlying layer of muscle tone you didn’t see
unless she moved in a certain way. Her waist was narrow, her hips
flaring but also narrow. Her legs long and gorgeous, and as I said,
with a gorgeous ass.

Even her pussy was beautiful. The lips were
small and tight, and she was perfectly shaved - as if she had never
seen a hair. My hand slid between her legs and a moment later I
knew I had to get my mouth on it. I paid my respects to those cute
pink nipples on the way down, then mouthed her pussy and did my
best to devour it.

I gripped her ass and lifted her up onto the
table, and she fell back on her back, spreading her legs wide as I
attacked her, my tongue and mouth licking, stroking, sucking and
teasing her pussy and bringing very quick results.

Miranda was a very responsive girl, even if
she controlled it better than Tammy. I didn’t need to gag her to
keep her quiet. But she was soon writhing and twisting, her body
undulating on the table as she gasped and moaned and sighed and
groaned at the sensations I was rousing in her body. Her soft gasps
and groans were more exciting to me than Tammy’s wild yelps, and
the way her body moved, the way it… slowly… writhed on the table
made my cock throb like it would explode.

I shot up, my pants shot down, and I plunged
into her, leaning forward over her body, crushing her lips with
mine as I started to give it to her hard and heavy. She threw her
long legs around me, grinding right back, as both of us came to a
panting, gasping, moaning climax almost simultaneously.

I lay atop her, panting, running my hands
slowly over her torso. She had incredibly soft skin and I was
enjoying the tactile pleasure of it against my fingers.

“Y-You finished too soon,” she gasped.

“You finished the same time,” I replied.

“I never finish,” she said, chest heaving. “I
can go for hours and hours.”

“I think they’d miss us if we were gone that
long.”

Her eyes gleamed. “I want more cock.”

“Slut.”

“Man slut.”

I pushed myself erect, or rather, I pushed
myself up off her, for my cock definitely wasn’t yet erect.

“Maybe you could encourage me,” I said as she
sat up too.

She grinned in response and slipped off the
table.

“Wait, I said as she started to lower herself
to her knees. “Turn around… slut.”

She gave me a suspicious, but interested
look, but as I was to come to realize, Miranda was always up to try
just about anything - the nastier the better.

I picked up one of the cords, dropped it, and
picked up another shorter one, pined her wrists together, and then
began to loop it around her.

“You’re tying me up!?” she exclaimed, half
amused, half excited.

It didn’t take long, and I grabbed her soft
hair and yanked her head back. She let out a gasp, but her eyes
were hot as I roughly squeezed one of her breasts.

“You’re gonna suck my cock, bitch,” I growled
low in my throat.

I twisted her hair for added measure and she
gasped again.

‘Yes, sir!” she said breathlessly.

“On your knees, whore!”

She sank to her knees as I pushed on her and
moaned as I rubbed my cock, already half erect, over her face.

“Do you swallow cock, slut?”

“No,” she panted, “You’ll have to force
me!”

She twisted deliberately pulling herself
against my grip and gasped at the pain. Miranda was one of those
girls who got off on having their hair pulled during sex, got off
on the wildness of rough, anything goes sex.

I shoved my cock into her mouth, holding it
in one hand like a weapon, thrusting it into her mouth repeatedly,
and pulling it out against, jamming it in at an angle so my head
pushed heavily against the insides of her cheeks, then finally
sliding it straight in and lettering her suck and lick it. Her
tongue was like a wild little wet snake, sliding back and forth
along the underside of my shaft as I pushed deeper, and when I
tilted her head back and thrust straight in she swallowed like a
trooper.

I pulled her face in against my groin and
held her there as she rolled her eyes up at me, held her there, and
held her there, waiting for her to struggle. Her eyes started to
flutter and go glassy, but her body only shifted a little, and I
pulled back quickly.

She gulped in air frantically, gasping for
breath.

“Dumb slut. Did you forget to breath?”

I rubbed myself over her face, then shoved myself back into her
mouth again. She pulled back, surprising me, twisting and turning
in my grip, gasping and arching her back, wrists pulling against
the rope. “Make me!” she gasped.

I tightened my grip on her hair and then
slapped her face with my wet cock.

“Suck my cock, whore,” I hissed.

“No!” she gasped, turning and twisting
against me.

I forced her back down and she stared up at
me, face full of gleeful heat.

“Slap my face!” she gasped, eyes wild. “Make
me!”

I slapped her face hard enough to sting, not
enough to make a bruise or anything, and shoved my cock into her
mouth. I bunched up her hair in my fist at the top of her head and
slid my other hand behind her neck, then rammed myself deep and
started thrusting, fucking her throat, fucking her face. She
gurgled and gagged weakly, but couldn’t resist or pull away, and I
kept thrusting long after I would have stopped with someone like
Tammy. Tammy would have been scared - Miranda was only excited.

I pulled out and she sucked in air dazedly,
swaying and reeling from oxygen deprivation. I pulled on her hair,
dragging her up to her feet, then pulled her backwards by the hair
onto her back on the table. I held my arm wide and circled the
table, then dragged her across it bodily by the hair until her head
hung over the other side. I thrust my cock into her open mouth,
then, and right down her throat.

I bent over her body, spreading her knees
wider as I started to thrust into her face and throat. My tongue
lapped at her clit and she shuddered and bucked beneath me. I
fucked her upside down face with slow, deep strokes that gagged her
as I licked and rubbed at her clit and thrust my fingers into her
hot, wet pussy, pulling my prick out of her throat every now and
then so she could breath.

I didn’t do it for long. That kind of
repeated oxygen deprivation dazes you, and she was dazed as I
dragged her the rest of the way across the table by the hair and
off the other side. I lifted her up and bent her over the table,
slapping her butt and spreading her legs, then fisted my spit-wet
prick and jammed it against her anal opening.

I’d been watching that gorgeous tight ass
moving around since she’d arrived, and had promised myself I would
jam my cock up inside it at the first opportunity.

Miranda shuddered and moaned, but she was
still trying to gulp in air and didn’t have a lot left for
complaining. Her eyes were glassy and she groaned as I thrust
deeper, then deeper still, slapping her butt several times and
spreading her legs wide open. I grabbed her hair and yanked it back
roughly and she cried out and mumbled something about wanting me to
pound her harder.

“You're a whore, Miranda,” I growled into her
ear. “A two bit slut who’ll spread her legs for anyone who’s got a
nickel to toss at her!”

I pressed my body down atop hers, one hand
still embedded in her hair, yanking it up and back, the other
jammed under her belly, fingers stroking at her clit.

“You like this, slut? You like it up the
ass!? Fucking whore!? Nasty little fuck toy! I’m gonna pound you
any time I want, you bitch!”

I thrust deeper and she shuddered. “Take that
cock, slut! Take it up the ass! Filthy little fuck toy! I’m gonna
ride you and then give you to my friends to gang bang! I bet you’ll
love it too!”

I was almost fully inside her now and ground
myself against her sweet ass, biting at the nape of her neck in
between saying nasty things to her.

I pulled at her hair and every time I did she
shuddered and I felt her anal muscles squeezing down around me. My
hips were grinding and pumping now, in and out, faster and faster
as I worked her open, and she came with a shuddering, grinding
motion of her own, jamming her pelvis down against my fingers.

She had half climbed atop the table, her body
angled, her right knee on the table while her left foot was still
on the floor. I was thrusting and pumping as I bent over her,
licking and chewing at her throat, pulling at her hair and rubbing
her clit.

“Whore!” I kept whispering, “Slut meat! Fuck
toy! I’m gonna take you home and put you in a cage! I’m going to
hang you by your wrists and whip you! I’m going to sell you to a
pimp who’ll put you on the street, you filthy slut!”

My cock rammed into her faster and faster and
she twisted and writhed and arched and shuddered beneath me, then
gurgled wildly as she came again, less than a minute later.

“Come on my fingers, slut!” I hissed, biting
into her throat, “Come with my cock up your whore ass! Dirty bitch!
You love being pounded! You love being ass fucked!”

She was writhing and half sobbing with
pleasure, grunting and gasping and twisting under me as I rode her
to a third climax, then her spasming sphincter was too much for me
and I came, spewing what felt like a heavy load deep into the
beautiful brunette’s bowels.

*

Tammy wasn’t adverse to a little risk
herself, though she was nothing like as wild as Miranda. And while
Miranda would do some nasty, kinky shit just because she wanted to,
Tammy was more the easily persuadable, suggestible sort. She just
needed be convinced, sometimes reluctantly, to try doing things
she’d never thought of but thought was kinky and daring. I never
had to persuade Miranda into anything. In fact, she was often the
one trying to goad me into harsher, nastier sex. Tammy was kind of
a submissive. Miranda was just wild and hot.

So I had to talk fast to persuade Tammy to a
kinky idea a few days later, but Miranda only grinned excitedly at
the thought. There was a large handicapped washroom on each floor,
and Tammy and I snuck into it, then she stripped - naked, except
for her boots, and I put all her clothes into a backpack I was
going to carry. The idea was she was going to put on a poncho and
we’d go for a walk in the rain with her practically naked.

I, of course, had other ideas.

“Not so fast,” I said as she started to pull
on the poncho.

“What?”

“I have a better idea. Turn around.”

I had her clasp her hands together behind her
back, then quickly pulled a length of bondage rope out of the
pocket of my own raincoat and tied them together.

“What are you doing!?” she gasped, struggling
a little.

“Don’t worry. It’ll be hot and kinky and no
one will know.”

I fed the rope up and tied it around her arms
just above the elbows, forcing her shoulders back to the point she
gasped and hissed at the pain, then I brought the rope around her
chest on both sides, under her big breasts, up and around them into
loops that I slowly tightened. I didn’t tighten them too much.

I didn’t want her breasts getting all ugly
purple and red or anything like that. But I tightened the loops so
her breasts were squeezed firmly and stuck out tautly, then tied
off the knots at her arms and pulled them down to feed back between
her legs.

I bent her over the sink and took out a
dildo, slowly working it up her ass, then a vibrator which had a
clit tickler. I forced that one up her pussy, naturally, with the
clit tickler jammed against the top of her pussy. I then pulled the
ropes over them and fed them up her abdomen, pulling her straight
and then tying the ropes over her hips tightly.

Then just for an added sensation treat, I put
a pair of loops on either end of a small, thin cord, and tightened
them around her nipples. Then I tied another cord to the middle of
that one and pulled it down to tie to the rope around her
belly.

Only then did I put the poncho over her head.
It fell to mid thigh, and was dark and loose enough no one would
note that her tits stuck out even more than usual.

Through all this she had gasped, winced,
moaned, and offered up hesitant complaints and whines, but hadn’t
really resisted.

“Now let’s go for a walk,” I said.

I opened the door first to make sure no one
was around, then led her out. Her face was flushed but that would
be the only way someone might wonder at anything different around
her. We walked - slowly - out into the main hall, and there were a
number of people there, most of whom knew Tammy, of course. One of
them asked Tammy about an order she had put in, and Tammy was
answering with admirable calmness when I reached into my pocket for
the remote control and flicked on the vibrator.

She jerked in surprise, gave me a look, but
then managed to finish the conversation. We got into the crowded
elevator and I turned the thing off in case its noise could be
heard. We got out in the lobby and I turned it on again.

My own cock was almost hard, to be honest,
knowing Tammy was naked and tied up under her poncho, walking
amidst a crowd of government workers in the lobby, many of whom
knew us. We walked to the entrance and out it, and just as we
opened the door, Miranda joined us, also wearing a raincoat.

“Hey, where are you guys going?” she
asked.

“Just for a walk,” I said.

“Oh can I join you?”

“Sure,” I said before Tammy could think of
anything to say.
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We went through the doors, and I could tell
Tammy was tense and anxious as we walked out onto the courtyard.
There was a long, low pond with a fountain in it and some benches
around it off to the side, and we walked that way as I flicked the
vibrator on. The noise from the fountain and the nearby streets was
more than enough to cover it so I just left it on as we walked
slowly.

I started flirting with both girls. Miranda,
of course, replied in kind, while Tammy remained anxious and didn't
talk that much except for an occasional self-conscious laugh.

“This fountain would be a great backdrop,” I
said. “I wish I'd brought my camera.”

“You just want to get pictures of pretty
girls,” Tammy said.

“I want to get pictures of pretty girls
naked,” I said with a leer. “I'm waiting for you to agree to pose
for me.”

“Forget it.”

“How about you, Miranda?”

“I'm not embarrassed about my body,” Miranda
said with a grin.

“I'm not embarrassed,” Tammy said. “I just
don't know what will happen to the pictures.”

“Straight to the internet, of course!” I
said.

“Yeah, that's what I'm afraid of.”

“I've already got one or two on the
internet,” Miranda said.

We turned to her with interest.”

“Some old boyfriend. They're only topless
shots,” she said, shrugging.

“Can I see them?”

“If you can find them,” she said with a lazy
grin.

Of course, I worked the conversation around
to bondage. Tammy probably felt I did it just to taunt her, for she
still didn't know Miranda had any idea what was going on.

“I'd like to get pictures of a beautiful
woman tied tightly,” I said, “you know, bondage.”

“You're a pervert,” Tammy said nervously.

“I thought we'd already established that all
men are perverts,” I said.

“You're even worse than most.”

“No, I'm just more honest than most.”

“You want to tie up Miranda?” she asked,
probably hoping to embarrass me.

“Sure! Miranda's hot. I'd get great
pictures.”

“And that's all you want to do?” Miranda
asked, still smirking.

“Of course not. I want to fuck your brains
out.”

“There's a sweet image,” Tammy snorted.

“I want to fuck your brains out too.”

“You want to live in a world full of
brainless women?” Miranda asked.

“He just wants to live in a world where all
the women are naked,” Tammy said.

“Not all of them,” I said with a shudder,
“Just the hot ones like you two.”

“I'm not hot,” Tammy said with false
modesty.

“Miranda, don't you think this blonde with
the big tits is hot?”

Tammy snorted in amused indignation and
Miranda grinned.

“Of course she is. I'd like to grab those big
tits myself, just to see what they feel like.”

Tammy snorted again.

“Go ahead,” I said. “I give you my
permission.”

“Oh you'd love that,” Tammy said.

“Especially if I could get pictures.”

“I've done girls before,” Miranda said with a
grin.

“You have?!” Tammy stared.

“Sure. Why not? It's like having
fuck-buddies. I don't, like, get romantic, but you can have fun
with a girl. You've never made out with a girl?”

“Well, not for real, just to tease the
guys.”

We had walked past the fountain and into a
parking lot. I swept my arm around the two girls – I was walking
between them of course – and pulled them in together. “Tease me!” I
said with a grin.

Miranda laughed, and then kissed Tammy.
Tammy, of course, had her arms tied behind her back and couldn't do
a whole lot about it, especially with my arm behind her.

Miranda did a great job of kissing, and Tammy
got into it – more to tease me, I think than any actual interest in
sex with a girl. On the other hand, she was hot because of being
tied up and outside like she was, and because of the vibrator
purring away, so she got a lot out of the kiss than she would have
otherwise, and when Miranda pulled back the blonde girl's face was
flushed.

We walked on, with my arms draped across
their shoulders.

“I could tie Tammy to a bed, if you like, and
then you could teach her all about lesbian sex,” I said in a
teasing voice.

“Sounds good,” Miranda said.

“I don't think so,” Tammy snorted.

“You know you'd love it – slut,” I
taunted.

“You'd love it,” she said.

“You bet I would!”

We walked between a pair of cars, actually,
between a minivan on one side and an SUV on the other, and I used
the opportunity to turn and press Tammy back against the minivan.
Again, with her arms tied behind her she couldn't exactly do
much.

“Kiss her again,” I said.

“Miranda!” Tammy protested.

But Miranda kissed her enthusiastically, arms
going around her, lips mashing together, her hands sliding through
Tammy's hair. But then she pulled back a little, grinning at the
flush-faced blonde.

“Maybe you could tie me up and Tammy could
see if she could drive me crazy,” she said.

“Don't encourage him,” Tammy said.

I leaned in and kissed Tammy in much the way
Miranda did, open mouthed, my tongue thrusting into her. She tried
to twist her head away but I tightened my fingers in her hair to
hold her in place and pressed my body against her, locking her
against the side of the minivan.

I eased back only to have Miranda slide in
next to me, and then we both tried to kiss Tammy, our lips fighting
for possession of her mouth.

“Y-You guys!” she gasped, as I slid my lips
down along the nape of her neck.

“We think you're hot,” Miranda said with a
broad grin.

“Stop it!”

“What's that buzzing sound?” Miranda
asked.

Tammy froze, and I grinned and reached down,
pulling up the bottom of the poncho to reveal she was naked, and
show the vibrator sticking out of her. Tammy's flushed face burned
red now as Miranda examined it.

“That's a nice thick one,” she said. “Has she
got one in her ass too?”

I turned Tammy around. The blonde was stunned
into silence by this turn of events, and showed her the other one,
then abruptly pulled the whole poncho up over her head.

“Jon!” Tammy gasped in horror.

“Very nice,” Miranda said, sliding her hands
onto Tammy's breasts.

Tammy stared at her, rigid, humiliated, but
Miranda was grinning, and then leaned in and kissed her as she had
before, but more gently. Her hands moved slowly along Tammy's body,
caressing her skin, and Tammy's humiliation seemed to ease, though
she started squirming uncomfortably.

“Miranda...” she panted. “I-I … oh!”

Miranda had slid her hand down between
Tammy's legs and her thumb stroke against her clit, and Tammy's
hips jerked convulsively.

“You're all hot and wet, nasty girl,” Miranda
teased, her thumb stroking back and forth.

“D-Don't!” Tammy gasped breathlessly.

“I can do as I want,” Miranda said with a
grin. “How are you gonna stop me?”

She slid the palm of her hand under the base
of the vibrator and shoved up and Tammy cried out in pain.

“Oohww! That hurts! It's too deep!” she
exclaimed.

“Are you gonna be an obedient little sex
slave?” Miranda purred.

“Yes! Yes! Please!”

Miranda eased up and stroked her thumb across
Tammy's clit again.

“I'm gonna make you come right here,” Miranda
said.

“Someone might see us!” Tammy moaned, he head
jerking anxiously from side to side.

“Then you better come fast.”

But then someone did come and we had to
hurriedly sneak around to the side where I jammed the poncho over
Tammy's head so we could scurry away.

We made our way out to the street and then
crossed it the park. Tammy was gulping in air and her face was
still flushed as Miranda and I surrounded her, calling her out
bitch and our slut. Tammy was hot but still very clearly
uncomfortable with this. Still, she didn't try to fight us or
demand she be untied.

It was far from a nice day, as I've said, and
was raining, off and on. It had been just off, but now as we
entered the park it started to rain. No one else had chosen to come
for a walk in the park on a rainy day, so we walked alone on the
path through the trees, and when I grinned at Miranda she nodded,
and we both lifted Tammy's poncho up and off.

“You guys! No!” she squealed. “My hair is
gonna get soaked!”

“We don't care,” I said.

And Tammy was naked with the rain splattering
off her face and droplets trickling down her breasts and belly. I
held her from behind, hands massaging her breasts, while Miranda
began to work her thumb across her clit again. Tammy moaned and
protested ineffectually, but her hips began to grind against
Miranda's fingers more and more frantically.

Her entire body shuddered and bucked when the
orgasm flared within her, and she ground her hips desperately
against Miranda as her head rolled back and she gurgled in helpless
pleasure.

She sagged weakly against me and I grinned
and led her, with Miranda's help, over to one of the wooden
benches. We sat her down on one near the end, and she groaned and
gulped in air, rain still spattering off her face as she laid her
head back.

“You guys are going to make me insane,” she
panted.

“We're going to drive you crazy with sex,”
Miranda said with a laugh.

She eased down onto her knees in front of
Tammy and shoved her legs apart.

“Miranda!” Tammy gasped, trying to sit
up.

I pushed her back and reached into my
raincoat, unzipping and pulling my cock out between two of the
clips that held the front of the raincoat together. I thrust it
into Tammy's mouth, holding her wet hair in my fist as she moaned,
her eyes rolling up at me.

“Suck cock, slut,” I said.

She moaned around my cock as I pushed deeper,
and Miranda pulled aside the rope and began to pump the vibrator in
and out as she tongued Tammy's clit. She still had her hood on, but
I could see that she was both energetic and talented as her tongue
stroked expertly across Tammy's clit.

I bent Tammy's head back further, almost back
across the backrest of the bench, though her face was turned
sideways. That forced her to spread her legs more and rolled her
back on her butt to expose her pussy more to Miranda's tender
care.

Miranda was not tender, of course. She was
pumping the vibrator in harder and faster as she licked and sucked
on Tammy's clit, and I was not particularly gentle, thrusting my
prick deeper into her mouth, and then, finally, down her
throat.

Tammy came wildly, twisting and bucking as
Miranda sucked her clit, and I came into her face then let go of
her hair as her head fell back.

“Oh my God!” she moaned breathlessly. “You
guys!”

Miranda climbed up her body and kissed her,
then began to lick the come off her face, rolling her eyes back at
me.

“Slut,” I said.

Miranda giggled, then rolled off Tammy while
gripping her hair. She forced the blonde girl to twist around, to
follow her so Tammy was on top, so to speak. But Tammy's arm were
tied behind her so she couldn't hold her position and slid down
between Miranda's legs. Miranda pushed her head back by the hair
and then pulled her own raincoat up her legs. She had a skirt
underneath, and she lifted it with the raincoat.

She had nothing beneath, and guided the bound
girl's mouth in between her legs.

“I don't ...”

“You do what you're told, slut bunny,”
Miranda said sternly, yanking on Tammy's hair.

“But I don't know how!” Tammy whined.

“Better learn or I'll whip your ass,” Miranda
said, pulling her friend's face into her pussy and rubbing it
there.

Tammy began to lick and I watched her thereon
her knees, tied tightly, breasts swollen as she bent between
Miranda's legs and applied her tongue and mouth. The rain eased up,
and I took my phone out and clicked pictures. Tammy was so intent
she didn't even notice.

Miranda was so limber she slumped back on the
bench and drew her legs up and well apart, one foot on each side of
the bench, jammed in against the armrests. She was almost doing the
splits there, both hands in Tammy's soaking hair, rolling her pussy
at the girl's licking, sucking mouth.

“Wow,” I said.

Miranda rolled her eyes up at me lazily, then
back down at Tammy. “She's pretty good for an amateur,” she said.
“But I'll teach her how to be better.”

Miranda's eyes turned inward then as she
focused on the pleasure. I snapped picture after picture from
different angles. The camera on the phone was one of the better
ones they made. I'd bought the phone for that reason, but I still
wished I had one of my cameras as Miranda writhed and moaned and
tugged on Tammy's hair to jam her in against her pussy.

When she came she arched her back powerfully,
and I got a great shot of her breasts sticking out so gorgeous and
perfect and taut. Then she released Tammy's hair and groaned
wearily as she slumped tiredly on the bench.

“I'm soaking wet,” Tammy complained.

“You've been soaking wet since I stuck that
vibrator up your pussy,” I replied.

“You know what I mean,” she protested, her
hair matted against her skull.

“You still look hot.”

She rolled her eyes wearily. “Miranda!” she
complained.

“Yeah, yeah,” Miranda said, starting to sit
up.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” Tammy said.
“We should get back.”

“You can go out here,” I said.

“No way.”

'No one is around.”

“I can't exactly go like this,” she said,
indicating her bound arms and the vibrator stuffed up her
pussy.

“Sure you can.”

She rolled her eyes, then turned to Miranda.
“Miranda!”

Evidently Tammy thought she had better
chances of appealing to Miranda's female nature. But Miranda's
sexual nature was almost as bad as mine, maybe worse, and she just
grinned at her.

“He's right. You can go here. But sure, we'll
untie you.”

I didn't object as she untied Tammy's arms.
Then she unwound the rope from Tammy's breasts and out from between
her legs. But she gripped the girl's hair and pointed her finger at
her.

“You have to keep the vibrator and dildo
inside,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because we say so!”

She turned and looked at me. “Jon, let me have your belt.”

I blinked in surprise but shrugged and opened
my raincoat, then unbuckled my belt and slid it out of its loops.
She took it and slipped the tongue into the buckle, drawing it into
a loop, then slipped the loop over Tammy's head, settling it down
around her neck.

“What are you doing!?” Tammy moaned.

“You can go to the bathroom just like any
other bitch,” Miranda said, closing the belt around her neck.

Tammy grabbed at it and Miranda shook her
head firmly. “No! Don't touch it!” she growled.

Tammy whined but dropped her hands, and
Miranda stood up, holding the end of the belt, then tugged on it.
“On all fours, bitch,” she taunted.

She pulled to ensure her order was obeyed,
and Tammy knelt there on all fours, suddenly panting again, eyes
wide, the dildo and vibrator sticking out of her as Miranda led her
out into the soaking grass on all fours.

“Come on, bitch. We'll find a bush you can
piss on just like any other bitch dog,” Miranda said.

My cock was getting hard again, even though
I'd just come in Tammy's face, and I snapped pictures with the
camera phone as Miranda “walked” Tammy through the grass and over
to a tree.

“Now piss for us like a good little
bitch.”

“I can't!”

“Yes you can and you better!”

Tammy moaned. “Jonnnn!”

“Don't look at me. Miranda is in charge,” I
said.

So Tammy, face flushed, spread her knees
there next to a tree, and began to urinate. Her face got even more
red as she pissed, and Miranda and I watched her. Her breathing got
more ragged, too.

“Now wipe yourself on the grass, slut dog,”
Miranda taunted, pulling on the “leash” and forcing Tammy to
stumble forward.

The grass here was longer, a good six inches
high, and she led Tammy through it, made her spread her legs and
rub her pussy against it, then made her crawl further into the long
grass and roll around in it like a dog. Of course, the grass was
soaked, and Tammy's wet flesh was soon covered in bits of grass and
twigs as Miranda led her back to me.

“I think Jon wants his cock sucked,” Miranda
said, jerking on the belt, yanking the dazed blonde up forcefully
to her knees.

Of course, pulling sharply on the belt
tightened it around Tammy's throat until her eyes bulged, and so
her hands went automatically to it to loosen it.

“Don't touch the belt. Didn't I tell you
that, slut?” Miranda said, slapping her hands away.

“But I can't breath!” Tammy whined.

“Do what you're told, little slut animal. Now
bend over and put your face in the grass so I can slap your
ass.”

She didn't wait for Tammy to obey but used
the “leash”, yanking her forward and pushing down on the back of
her neck. She pressed Tammy's face into the grass and slapped her
ass, ordering her to raise her bottom high. Then she slapped her
wet bottom several times.

“Ow!” Tammy yelped at the first slap.

“Are you going to do what Miss Miranda tells
you to do, slut?”

“Yes!” Tammy cried at the second blow.

“Say little slut Tammy will do anything you
tell her, Miss Miranda.”

“Little slut Tammy will do anything you tell
her,Miss Miranda!” Tammy cried.

“Fuck me!” I groaned.

“No, fuck her,” Miranda said with a grin.

She pressed her foot down against the back of
Tammy's neck.

“Are you going to do what you're told,
slut?”

“Yes, Miss Miranda!” Tammy cried, cheek
pressed against the wet ground.

“Keep your ass in the air, slut. Jon is going
to fuck you. Go ahead, Jon, fuck her hard,” Miranda said gleefully.
“Pound that bitch!”

Tammy moaned weakly and pressed her face into
the grass, but raised her ass a bit more and shifted her knees
apart. I cursed and dropped to my knees, pulled the vibrator out
and thrust myself home hard and fast. That made her cry out and
jerk her head up and back, and Miranda put her foot on the back of
her neck again to force her face back down.

“Do her, Jon! Do the little whore!” Miranda
said. “Fuck her! Pound her like the nasty little slut animal she
is!”

I was doing my best, thrusting in hard and
fast right from the start. Miranda pulled her foot off Tammy's neck
and pressed it against her face again.

“Show me how much you love me, slut dog.
Clean my shoes with your tongue.”

Gasping, moaning, whimpering, Tammy stared at
her foot, then began to lick at it. The more I fucked her the more
excitedly she licked while Miranda sneered down at her and called
her obscene names.

Tammy stopped licking when the orgasm swept
over her, and I grabbed her hair to hold her in place as my hips
beat a tattoo off her wet backside. She slumped weakly after that,
and licked dazedly at Miranda's foot, but within a minute she was
coming again, and then a third time before I spewed myself into her
spasming, burning pussy.

Miranda dropped to her knees in front of her
and gripped Tammy's hair, dragging her face up off the ground,
lifting her torso up and back until she could look into her eyes
from a few inches off.

“Did you like being ridden like a whore, you
filthy little fuck animal?” Miranda growled.

“Yes, Miss Miranda,” Tammy groaned, eyes
glassy.

Miranda kissed her deeply, passionately,
kneeing one of her breasts as I slipped down out of her pussy.

“We need to take this whore somewhere we can
fuck her all day and night,” Miranda said.

“I think we need to go back to work first,” I
said, glancing at my watch.

I wrapped the rope up and put it in the
pocket of my raincoat. I reclaimed my belt from around Tammy's
throat, and we put her poncho on and went back to work. Tammy
reclaimed her clothes and went into the shower room to shower off
and dry her hair.
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Tammy showed up again at her desk almost an
hour later, looking excited but tired.

“You guys are sick,” she said in an awed but
accusing voice.

“We are, aren't we,” I said with a grin.

“If we'd gotten caught I'd have fucking been
arrested.”

“More like arrested for fucking,” I said with
a grin. “But we weren't.”

I leaned in and copped a feel, squeezing her
breast through her top and she clamped her arms across her chest
indignantly.

“Someone might see!”

“I wouldn't do it if anyone was around...
slut,” I said, lowering my voice at the end.

She jerked her head around nervously.

“You belong to us now. You're our beatch!”I
taunted.

I moved off from Tammy and said hi to a few
people, then spent the next hour or two in my cubicle working. I
went up the aisle a bit and chatted with Tracy, one of the other
clerks. She was young, like Miranda, but an entirely different sort
of girl. Tracy was short and slim, with short dark hair a a pretty,
perky look and outlook. Think of a shorter, younger Courtney Cox
and you'll get the idea.

Despite being skinny and a bit flat-chested,
there was just something about her that made my cock pulse. It
might have been her relative innocence. She was from some burgh in
Pennsylvania and seemed just too naïve and trusting to possibly
have done much beyond kissing and holding hands.

I teased her a little, lightly, testingly, as
I always did, and she blushed a little, as she always did, and held
her own. I know she liked me. And, was, if anything, smarter than
Miranda, and better educated, but she had an almost boyish body.
Well... a boy with a nice ass and flared hips anyway. She didn't
look like she had much on top but I was betting what was there was,
like the rest of her, perky.

And I wanted to fuck her tight ass and make
her cry out in pleasure.

Yeah, I wanted to spoil her, or despoil her,
but hey, in a nice way.

“So, got a boyfriend yet?” I asked, plunking
myself down in the chair next to her.

“Who says I want one?” she asked without
turning away from her computer.

“Every girl wants one. You chicks can't live
without us. You go crazy.”

“Right,” she sniffed, “It's more like you
guys drive us crazy.”

I grinned and thrust myself forward so my
face was inches from hers, startling her.

“Do I drive you craaaazy, Tracy!”

She jerked back with a gasp of surprise, then
rolled her eyes and shoved me back.

“You are enough to drive anyone crazy.”

“Oh reaallly,” I said smugly. “I didn't
realize you thought I was that hot.”

“I didn't say anything about you being hot,
more like you being annoying.”

“So, you can't stop thinking about me,
huh?”

“Not when you're in my office bugging me,”
she said.

“You're being a disrespectful little girl,” I
said haughtily. “Your parents should have taught you to respect the
male gender better, to learn to be an obedient housewife.”

“Uh, yeah, okay,” she said, shaking her
head.

“Some day some man will give your father a
few goats and buy you as his wife and then you'll be sorry you
didn't learn to respect men sooner. He'll probably tan your butt
for mouthing off to him.”

“What are you talking about, you flake?”

“Isn't how they do it out there in the
boonies? Some guy offers your father some goats or a pig or two for
your hand in marriage?”

“Oh ha, ha,” she said. “Sorry, but we're not
quite that primitive. We've had electricity and running water for
at least a year now.”

“Oh you can't fool me,” I said. “You're an
old maid now at 20 so you've run off to escape the nunnery.”

“You really are strange.”

“Definitely true. But strange in an
attractive, mischievous, maybe even … dangerous way, right?

I waggled my eyebrows and tried to look
dangerous and she giggled.

“Maybe I'll offer your father a few
goats.”

“You want to marry me?” she asked
cynically.

“Sure, as long as you'll mow the lawn, shovel
the snow, do the cooking, cleaning, that sort of thing.”

“I think you want a maid.”

“Did I forget to mention the sex part?”

She blushed and rolled her eyes in
exasperation.

“Don't be embarrassed. We'll be married and
everything!”

“Uh huh.”

“And I have a house with a big yard, so we
can raise chickens and pigs! It'll be just like back home!”

“My father owns a garage.”

“We can put some old car up on blocks in the
front yard so it'll be just like home!”

She laughed again.

“Get out. I have work to do.”

“Okay, but remember, once I get the goats
together you're mine.”

“Yeah, yeah. You go buy some goats.”

I started to leave but turned back. “Don't
worry. I'll be gentle with you. I know how nervous you virgin
brides are.”

She pointed at the door and I left.

I'd get her, eventually. Sometimes it just
took time.

*

Sometimes it just clicks, you know, between
you and someone else. Me and Miranda were like that. We were both
kinky perverts, but it was more than that. We just seemed to get
along great, shared opinions on most things, liked the same movies,
TV shows, books and music, and found ourselves really liking each
others' company, even when sex wasn't involved.

Although sex was OFTEN involved.

She never officially moved into my place. She
just stayed over and never really left. I wasn't despoiling
Miranda. She was despoiling me!

“You're such a kinky slut,” I said admiringly
as I adjusted the ropes around her ankles.

She looked back over her shoulder and
grinned. She was standing in the middle of the floor in my
apartment, tied that way, in fact, arms up and apart, legs apart on
the floor. She was naked, of course, her lithe, firm body just
gorgeous as she stood there. I'd taken a number of pictures of her
in all manner of graphic positions already. She seemed to relish
being a nude model. She posed in every imaginable position, clearly
turned on every time the camera clicked.

We were, given our mutual interest, doing
bondage pics now. I'd started with her on her knees, wrists behind
her back, looking submissive, then sad, then frightened. She was a
good little model. We'd done several of her hog-tied, and now were
getting more creative. I was using black bondage rope. She had a
pair of black dildos, one of which I worked slowly up into her
tight ass. The other went up her pussy, of course. Both of them
were thick, and both were long enough to stick out so the camera
could see them.

A black ball-gag went into her mouth, and she
was wearing black acrylic nipple rings. These are different from
the usual kind in that there is no ball to lock them together.
They're perfect rings which snap together. I added some black cord
tied to the nipple rings which pulled her chest up and out, arching
her back, and moved slowly around her snapping pictures from every
angle.

Needless to say I was taking my time about
it, and using that time to run my hands over her body every now and
then, to stroke her clit and roll her stiff nipples between my
fingers. This was just the warm-up, though. We spent some time on
it, and I spent more time as I got my pictures in, teasing her
responsive body until she was rolling her hips and moaning into the
gag.

She started trying to say something through
the gag, though, very insistently, so I eventually stopped and
pulled it free.

She gulped in air a bit raggedly. “Call me
names!” she said. “Like before, like we did with Tammy. Talk dirty!
Talk nasty to me!”

“Shut up, slut,” I said, shoving the gag back
into her mouth.

She moaned and I put down the camera.

“Are you ready to be whipped?”

She nodded her head excitedly.

I had never actually gone that far into
kinkyland. I mean, yeah I'd tied girls up a lot. I guess I like
them helpless, even though no girl has ever tried to run away from
me or anything. But I hadn't really done much in the way of pain
except for a little pretend spanking. Miranda, however, liked some
pain play, and I was intrigued by the idea while still a bit
nervous about hurting her. Still, she'd insulted me and taunted me
the other day into giving her a spanking that had left both her ass
and my hand flaming red.

And I knew how wild she'd gotten at the
spanking, especially since I was fingering her off and on at the
same time. And it was her whip.

Not a real whip, really. I mean, a whip was a
long, thin thing, right? This was like a short handle with a bunch
of leather laces attached, a flog. She actually had two of them.
They were nearly identical except the second one had knots at the
end of the laces, which, she said, stung quite a bit more. Here's
the deal.

Since I didn't know how hard to hit or how
long, she would signal me with her fingers. Holding up one finger
from her right hand meant hit harder. Holding up one from her left
meant don't hit as hard. Holding both up meant stop and untie her,
or at least, remove her gag because she wanted to say
something.

“This is gonna be fun,” I said. “I'll teach
you, you snotty bitch, for not respecting me properly,” I growled.
“Before I'm done you'll be on your knees begging to suck my cock.
You got that, you whore!?”

I started on her back because I guess that's
like traditional, right? And I have to admit, when the laces hit
her smooth, bare back, I felt a hot little jolt of excitement. This
was kinky! And hot! And God damn but she was gorgeous standing
there like that all helpless!

She immediately stuck her right finger up –
you can guess which one, the smart ass.

“Keep it up, slut. You'll learn to be sorry
that you dissed your master,” I said. “When I”m done some of my
friends will be over. I've told them they can do anything they want
to you. I told them what a filthy whore you are and how you'd
spread your legs for anyone who wanted you.”

I swung again, harder, and felt another
little jolt of excitement, then again. She just stood there with
her up-yours finger raised challengingly, and I started to swing
harder. And harder. She was a tough bitch, though, and even though
the skin of her back was starting to turn pink that finger didn't
come down until I swung so hard she cried out and her body kind of
jerked forward in pain as if she could arch away from the blow.

“What's the matter, slut? Did that hurt? Did
that hurt, you fucking whore?” I taunted.

I swung again, putting my shoulder into it,
and that flog laced her back stingingly, drawing another cry of
pain as she was thrown forward against the ropes.

“Starting to realize how helpless you are,
slut? I can do anything I want to you. And I like hurting
girls!”

I swung again, and got the same response,
then again, a little harder. My cock was so fucking hard it was
threatening to tear free of my jeans. I swung lower, so the laces
sliced into the soft, perfect flesh of her ass, and her hips jerked
forward as she cried out in pain.

“Gonna teach you some respect, you cheap
whore,” I said. “I'm gonna turn you into a nice, obedient little
slut toy who'll suck cock any time she's ordered to. I'm gonna keep
you barefoot and naked from now on, bitch!”

I swung again, and then again, and her body
writhed and jerked and flinched as she cried out in pain, but that
other finger never came up.

I moved up behind her, gripped her hair and
yanked her head back hard. She cried out in pain, both from having
her hair pulled and from the way the movement jerked her back
against the cord pulling on her nipple rings. I stroked the
underside of her breasts, my face in against her ear. “Fucking
slut!” I spat. “I”m just getting started!”

I released her and moved around in front,
then sliced the flog across her smooth, flat belly. She squealed
and jerked helplessly, and I grinned and swung again, higher, then
higher still. I started flogging her breasts and she twisted and
writhed and then started to come. I'd fucked her enough – and she
was responsive enough – for me to be able to tell when she was
coming. I leapt forward, gripped her hair, jerked her head back
again and started rubbing her clit.

“Come on my fingers, you whore! You filthy
fucking slut! Come for me, you bitch! You fuck slut! Come on my
fingers, you fucking cunt! Let me feel your cream bubbling out
around this big black cock!”

Her hips started bucking violently and I
shifted my hand, gripping the dildo, but keeping my thumb extended
up onto her clit, then I started pumping the dildo hard and fast,
using short strokes so that my thumb could stroke repeatedly across
her clit.

I rammed it up into her in a pumping blur as
she screamed into the gag, twisting and writhing, eyes rolling back
in her head as the orgasm shook her from top to bottom. It was a
long fucking come too! I kept pumping, kept snarling the nastiest
insults I could, until she finally sagged, practically hanging by
by her wrists.

Then we continued.

I let her recover a little as I caressed her
body and hair, then dropped and started licking lightly on her
clit. I pumped the dildo slowly in and out, using long, deep
strokes as I licked her, then shoved the dildo deep and picked up
the flog again. I started swinging, moving slowly around her,
hitting her breasts and belly, her back and bottom, and then she
raised that finger again. I was already hitting her pretty hard but
she jerked her chin over to the side, indicating the other one
laying on the chair, the one with the knots.

I grabbed it instead, and as before, started
out lightly. She cried out right from the beginning. Those knots
made it sting a LOT worse. But she was high on sex and endorphins
by now, and after a few blows she stuck up that finger to get me to
hit harder.

It was amazing how much pain this chick could
take! I was whipping almost full force, bringing the whip slicing
down across her back and bottom, and even when I shifted out front
she was totally into it, eyes glassy, moaning and twisting and
writhing as I whipped her breasts and chest. She was sweating and
panting raggedly, but I brought her off at least a half dozen
times. Fuck! My arm got tired of it before she did!

I finally jammed myself deep into her ass,
taking no care for her, just ramming it up there. I used her
ruthlessly, even cruelly, hammering up into her full force while
she shuddered and moaned and cried out before me. I yanked on her
hair, bit into her throat, called her a slut and a whore and
everything else I could think of, and squeezed her breasts hard,
pulling against the nipple rings to make it hurt more.

And all she did was come – again.
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With Tracy, Tammy, Kara, and Miranda in the
group some of the more cynical employees started to call our
section Barry's Angels.

As for Tammy, she was dressing even more revealingly than she had
been from the start. In fact, she was dressing a lot different now.
She had started out in casual slacks, often wearing jeans, and
scoop necked cotton tops, even t-shirts.

They were tight, and because she had so much
on top, real nice to look at, but this new look was something else
again. She'd worn dresses before, occasionally, and sometimes a
denim skirt. Now she was wearing dresses every day. Short dresses.
Tight dresses. Dresses with cleavage, and she was wearing high
heels, very high heels.

They were smart dresses, nice looking
dresses, but the skirts, while not exactly minis, were short enough
to draw every male eye in this place, and the tops now had cleavage
on display, not needing to wait for her to lean over or anything.
It was right out there. She flushed a bit when people looked at
her, but didn't stop wearing them. I thought, at first, she was
dressing like that to get my attention, but I was quite
mistaken.

I sat down on the edge of her desk after a
few days of this and glanced into her cleavage, looked around, then
leaned in and ran may hand gently over that portion of her breasts
which was displayed to the world.

“Nice dress, slut,” I said low in my throat.
“Why don't you just take your tits out and show them to
everyone?”

She blushed and her breathing got a bit
harder but she didn't answer, just went on looking at her monitor
and tapping at the keyboard.

“I asked you a question, whore?” I whispered,
sliding my fingers down to pinch her nipple and give it a little
twist.

She didn't move to pull away, as I'd expected
she would, and didn't answer.

“Maybe I should bend you over your desk and
fuck you right here,” I said.

Why wasn't she answering back? She always had
something snotty or sarcastic or teasing to say.

I leaned out to check the aisle. No one was
around so I slid forward, gripped her hair, and pulled her face
into my crotch, rubbing it against me.

“Maybe you want to suck my cock?” I said.

She didn't resist, just looked at her
monitor, and I felt my cock twitch and pulse. This was intriguing.
Being able to do anything I wanted, as if she was a mindless fuck
toy was pretty hot.

I grinned, leaned back to glance up and down
the aisle and then leaned in again. I gripped the front of her
dress, the cleavage, and tugged it down and aside, catching her bra
as well. The material yanked down under her big breasts, baring
them both completely, and when I let go it stayed that way, her
tits hanging out, squeezed up and in from the bottom and sides.

“Now that looks nice,” I said, leaning
back.

Her face was red now, but she was still
trying to type, looking at the screen, pretending I wasn't
there.

“Now that's the way to dress for promotion,”
I said. “In fact, I think you should wear all your tops like that.
I'm sure everyone else in the office, well, the men anyway, will
really like it.”

Someone turned the corner and started walking
towards us and I leaned in and yanked her top and bra back into
place – more or less, then eased back. They walked past us and
continued on.

“Is there a reason you're pretending I”m not
here, slut?”

She didn't seem angry at all. In fact, she
seemed excited, aroused, breathless, and I was willing to bet her
pulse was racing, her heart throbbing. So what was up with this
act?

I leaned in again, gripped her hair and
pulled her head up and back, father and farther, until she was
gasping and making little pain sounds. But her arms stayed at her
side as I bent her head and upper shoulders back across the top of
her chair.

I slid my hand up her leg, up under the skirt
and cupped her pussy. And that was when I felt the vibrator. It was
stuffed so deep into her snatch that the base was flat with her
opening. And as my hand rubbed back and forth over it I felt
something similar, maybe a butt-plug in her ass.

I grinned and slipped my fingers into the
crotch of her thong, rubbing at her clit, and she whimpered
again.

“What are you doing with a vibrator buzzing
away inside your slutty pussy, Tammy?” I purred.

I pulled my fingers back and they glistened
wetly. I eased her head up and forward and slid them into her open
mouth, and she closed her lips and sucked, eyes a bit glassy.

Someone was coming and I jerked back just
before they came around the corner. It was Miranda, and I grinned
to see her.

“Hey, baby,” I said.

“Hey, handsome,” she said.

Her eyes made sure we were alone, then she
cupped my ass and gave me a passionate kiss.

She looked down at Tammy and her teeth
gleamed. “Is our little fuck toy behaving herself?”

“Yes, Miss Miranda,” Tammy said
breathlessly.

“She won't talk to me.”

“I told her not to,” Miranda said with a
grin.

“You did? Did you tell her to stick a
vibrator up her pussy too?”

“No, I did that, and the butt-plug. I've also
been dressing her lately. I hope you appreciate my efforts.”

“Oh I do. I think all the men here do. I
didn't realize you had adopted our little fuck toy as your
pet.”

“You don't know everything I do, Mister
Morgan.”

She bent over and ran her fingers through
Tammy's blonde hair. “Tammy and I have been spending some time
together. Haven't we, slut?”

“Yes, Miss Miranda,” Tammy said
breathlessly.

“Kinky and hot,” I said. “And have you taught
her how to enjoy a female fuck-buddy?”

“I've taught her a lot of things. Including
what a filthy, cock hungry whore she is. Isn't that right,
Tammy?”

“Yes, Miss Miranda.”

“Tell Jon what you are, slut.”

“I'm a filthy, cock-sucking fuck toy, Mister
Morgan,” Tammy gulped.

“Would you like to fuck her?” Miranda asked
insouciantly. “You can do her in the ass, if you want. She'll do
anything, in fact, for twenty dollars.”

“Twenty dollars?”

“I want you to give her twenty dollars and
then fuck her. I want her to prostitute herself.”

“Couldn't it be for a nickel or something?” I
asked with a frown.

“No, I think it has to be real money so she
realizes she's a prostitute.”

Tammy flushed more deeply, and breathed a
little heavier.

“Maybe we should have someone else fuck her
for twenty dollars,” I said. “I bet that would be more
effective.”

“You are so cheap,” Miranda snorted.

“Hey, I fuck her for free. Why should I pay
for it?”

“You hear that, slut? Jon thinks you aren't
even worth twenty dollars.”

“I bet there are lots of guys who'd pay
twenty bucks to fuck this bitch in the ass,” I said.

Barry came by just then so we tried to
pretend nothing had happened. Poor Barry. He would have killed to
fuck any of these girls, but all he got to do was stare at them. He
hadn't a clue what was going on.

As for Miranda, the kinky slut, when she
wasn't with me she was playing games with Tammy, who was finding
those kinky, wild, slutty thrills irresistible.

At lunch Miranda grabbed me and said, with a
grin, that she and Tammy were going for a drive and would I like to
come. She stressed the “come” part and needless to say I was game.
Tammy was flushed again, or maybe still, as we walked out. We went
up the street and got Miranda's car.

“You drive,” she said abruptly.

I shrugged, wondering what she was up to but
was willing to go along with it.

“Where are we going?”

“Go up the street and turn on Elmer.”

I shrugged and put the SUV in gear, driving
slowly and trying not to glue my eyes to the rear view mirror.
Miranda started pawing Tammy, of course, and Tammy neither
responded nor protested. Apparently that was the way Miranda had
ordered her to act and she was going along with it. Miranda had her
hand under Tammy's skirt and was rubbing her clit in no time. The
vibrator was gone and so were the panties, and Tammy moaned and
writhed as Miranda kneaded her breasts and fingered her clit for
her.

“Slow down,” Miranda said, watching the
street, one hand still under Tammy's short skirt.

“Pull over to the curb by the black guy,” she
said.

There was a black guy standing by a telephone
pole. He was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt and looked vaguely
familiar. I figured Miranda knew him from the way she was acting,
though, so pulled the SUV over in front of him as she rolled down
her window.

“Hey, mister, you want to fuck this blonde
whore?” Miranda asked.

She had pulled her hand out from under
Tammy's skirt and now had it on her hair behind her neck, yanking
her forward so the wide eyed blonde could stare at the Black guy
standing there.

“Looks like she's built,” the guy said.

“She is. Look at these tits,” Miranda said,
forcing Tammy's head back so her chest thrust out.

Tammy moaned and her breathing became wild
and ragged.

“How much?” the guy asked.

“Twenty bucks and you can fuck her right in
that alley over there. She'll suck your prick too. She loves
cock.”

“Yeah, okay,” he said.

He pulled a twenty out of his pocket and
Miranda pushed the door open. Tammy had huge eyes and looked... I
don't know, wild, terrified, hot, all at the same time. Miranda
slid out of the SUV and pulled a reluctant Tammy out by the hair,
then released her and shoved her at the Black dude.

“Do her hard. She likes it rough,” she
said.

“Fine with me, man,” the guy said with a
grin.

He took Tammy's arm and led her straight into
the alley while Miranda climbed into the front with me.

“What the fuck?” I said.

“That's David Green from the Tenth
floor.”

“Does he know how to keep his mouth
shut?”

“Yeah, don't worry.”

“Does Tammy know him?”

“Nope.”

“She's not really going to let him is
she?”

“She'll do what she's told. Anyway, she's got
these wild, hot fantasies about black guys.”

“Yeah, I kind of knew that.”

The street was empty, and Miranda's SUV
blocked the view of the alley from the street as the Black guy
kissed Tammy harshly, then shoved her down onto her knees just
inside the alley. He unzipped and pulled out what looked like a big
freaking cock, then shoved it into her mouth. Tammy took it,
sucking and licking as he held her hair tight in his fist. He was
saying something to her but I couldn't hear. I was guessing it was
more of that nasty shit Miranda and she liked.

He pulled her all the way up his long shaft
and jammed her face against his groin, holding her there as he
talked to her, then pulled back and wiped himself across her face.
She let out a little cry I could hear easily as he pulled her to
her feet by the hair. Then he turned her and shoved her face into
the brick wall just inside the alley.

He slapped her ass and yanked back on her
hips, so she was kind of in the police frisking position, then he
pulled her skirt up over her waist and kind of jammed the hem in
against the cloth belt there. He pulled her ass back further so she
was bent over more, kicked her legs farther aside, then pressed his
big cock against the mouth of her sex and thrust slowly up into
her.

She came almost at once, bucking and jerking
and crying out until he clamped a hand over her mouth.

“Shut up, you fucking white whore!” he
snapped.

He started doing her and doing her hard there
in the alley, up against the wall, slapping her ass, calling her a
filthy white slut, yanking on her hair, the whole bit. He yanked
down the top of her dress to bare her tits and then seized her hips
and really went to town, his hips slamming against her buttocks as
he pounded his cock up her tight, hairless pussy.

I was getting fucking hard myself just
watching this, and Miranda reached down and started rubbing my cock
through my pants. I started kneading her breasts, sliding my hand
up under her shirt and undoing her bra as we watched Tammy yelp and
moan and gasp and whimper while the Black dude pounded into her
from behind.

“Oh! Oh Oh God! Oh God! Oh! Oh no! Oh God!”
we heard her voice gasping from inside the alley.

“Take that black cock you whore!” he growled.
“You know you love nigger cock, dirty white slut!”

She came again, and then it looked like Green
came as well, jamming himself into her to the balls, grinding
himself against her, clutching her body tightly against his as he
thrust and thrust in short, frantic motions that I knew was spewing
his juices deep inside her pussy.

I started to slide my hand into Miranda's
pants but she twisted away and popped the door. I stayed where I
was, not sure what she had planned, as she walked over to Green.
Tammy had sunk to her knees in the alleyway, gasping for breath,
chest heaving, face flushed, and Miranda grabbed a fistful of her
hair and yanked her head up and back so she cried out dazedly.

“Did you like that, slut?” she demanded. “Did
you like your first client?”

Then she spit in her face!

Man, Miranda was wild and kinky and
nasty!

“You know, I got some friends wouldn't mind
tearing off a piece of this blonde whore,” Green said.

“Really? You think your friends will be
willing to pay?”

“Some,” he said as Miranda twisted Tammy's
hair more, forcing her chest up and out. “She's got nice big cow
tits, like fuckin' udders.”

“I bet she'd like a little gang bang,”
Miranda said with a feral grin.

“N-No!” Tammy panted, eyes going wide.

Miranda yanked back on her hair again and the
blonde girl cried out as her head was forced almost up side down,
her chest thrust up and out violently.

“You do what you're told, whore,” Miranda
spat.

“My homies are just inside,” Green said in an
exaggerated Black drawl.

“She's yours. Let me just get her ready,”
Miranda said.

She pulled on Tammy's hair, lifting her to
her feet, then yanked her dress completely off. Tammy whimpered and
half-heartedly tried to cover herself, staring at the sidewalk
fearfully, but Miranda spun her around, pulled her wrists together
behind her back, and tied them there.

“Take her and use her like the whore she is,”
she said, shoving the dazed girl into Green's arms.

She leaned in against Tammy and kissed her
roughly, then pulled back a few inches. “You're gonna get bang
banged by black guys, Tammy,” she taunted. “You're gonna get gang
banged!”

Tammy's eyes were huge, and she was gulping
in air so that I thought she would hyperventilate. Green took her
arm and marched her deeper into the alley while I got out of the
car, somewhat concerned.

“Miranda,” I said.

“It's okay. Believe me, I know she's hot for
it.”

“She doesn't look that hot.”

“She is. I know her fantasies. She's just
timid.”

I raised my eyebrow.

“Okay, she's shy or whatever the fuck. But
once all those Black guys get on her she's gonna come like a whore.
You want to see? Let's go.”

We followed along behind as Green took the
clearly hesitant blonde to a door and she struggled briefly as he
opened it and pulled her inside. Miranda paused by the door,
shaking her head at me, giving them time to move on, then opened it
and we followed slowly behind.

“I hope you know what the fuck you're doing,”
I whispered.

We were in the back of some kind of
restaurant, with boxes of supplies piled against the walls. There
was a curtain across a doorway and we went to it, eased it open a
crack, and peered through.

By accident or design, Tammy had been placed
perfectly for us to watch. She was backed against a square cut roof
support beam. Green was on one side of her, and some other black
guy was on the other. Other black guys sat around in a small,
Jamaican cafe of some sort, the windows tinted. Tammy was babbling
anxiously while Green and the other Black guy ran their hands over
her body. The other guy had a big hand between her legs and her
babbling was interspersed with gasps and breathless gulps as his
fingers had an obvious affect.

Her eyes were still huge, her face and upper
chest beet red as she looked around the small restaurant at the men
looking at her, but her words were becoming less and less coherent
and her hips were starting to grind and buck and jerk against the
fingers of the guy next to her even as Green bent and started
sucking and chewing on one of her breasts.

She was abruptly pushed to her knees and she
looked up, jaw gaping, eyes wide, as the guy who had been fingering
her brought out a fat, black cock and shoved it into her mouth. He
gripped her hair, using it like a handle, pumping in and out of her
mouth, at first, then starting to pull her forward along his shaft
to meet each thrust.

Several more men stood up, hands at their
zippers, and then Tammy disappeared behind them. I turned to look
at Miranda and she grinned at me and nodded me back. We went a
little up the hall and into a narrow stairway which had a sign on
the wall pointing to the ladies and mens rooms. We followed them up
to the second floor, and turned there to find a little balcony that
overlooked the main floor. We eased out onto it and looked
down.

Tammy was in the center of maybe seven or
eight Black men, on her knees, sucking cock. All of the men had
their cocks out, and were fisting them as they watched. Tammy was
turned slowly, from one cock to another. She was allowed to suck
each one for maybe ten or fifteen seconds, then was turned a little
– pulled by the hair, and had another cock stuffed into her mouth.
No one seemed to object as she was pulled off their cocks onto the
next guy in line, and she turned full circle, then started
again.

Someone cut her wrists free, and lifted her
hands up and out to either side so that she could pump her hand on
two black cocks while sucking a third. That lasted another full
circle, then someone pulled her to her feet and bent her over a
table.

“W-wait! Wait!” she panted, eyes still wide,
face filled with alarm and uncertainty.

They bent her over, a guy on either side of
the small table grabbing her arms, pulling them down and out as her
ass was raised high. Then the guy behind her thrust in and she
squealed and then shuddered.

“Oh my God!” she gasped breathlessly. “Oh my
God! Oh! Oh Oh! Ungh! Oh God! Oh! OH!”

He started thrusting hard and fast almost at
once, while the two men held her wrists down. Then one grabbed her
hair, twisting her head to the side and thrust into her mouth –
hard. In fact, it looked like he went right down her throat, though
with the noise the men were now making, the jeers, shouts, laughter
and cat-calls, I couldn't hear the gurgling, choking sounds. The
guy behind was hammering himself against her hips, hard and fast,
and that couldn't last long.

It didn't, and he staggered back, gasping, as
another shoved in to take his place. He buried himself in her, and
then went to town. He thrust a finger into her butt as he did her,
slapping her buttocks, and jamming that finger in and out as he
leered and laughed and joked to his friends.

He finished with her and another took his
place, but he yanked back on Tammy's hips and rolled her onto her
back on the table, lifting her legs up and spreading them wide as
he repositioned her. Tammy stared up at the circle of men who
surrounded the table, leering down at her, and shuddered as the big
cock pushed into her. Hands grabbed her wrists, pulling them out to
either side, holding her down, but also putting fat hard cocks into
the palms of her hands.

The guy doing her had big hands and a big
cock. His prick rammed into her hard and fast, and we had no
trouble hearing her squeals and cries as it punched deep into her
womb with every stroke. His hands encircled her legs below the
knees, pinning them down and wide as he rammed his hips
forward.

“Oh fuck that's hot!” Miranda moaned next to
me.

I turned and saw she had a hand down her
pants and was fingering herself excitedly as she watched Tammy's
gang bang.

“Maybe I'll put you down there next,” I
said.

She inhaled sharply, eyes staring excitedly,
not answering.

I cupped one of her breasts, then yanked down
her pants. She peeled her top up and off, clearly wanting to be
completely naked, and she perched, fingers on the edge, staring
down, kneeling on all fours as I mounted her and thrust into a
burning, soaking pussy that was already spasming excitedly.

“Ungh! Ungh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh!” she
whimpered as I pumped into her.

Her eyes, though, like mine, were on Tammy
below. The guy fucking her was finished and had been replaced by
another, but the men were arguing, talking, making various obscene
suggestions.

He pulled out and rolled her onto her belly,
slapped her butt hard, and then pressed his hard, wet cock against
her anus. She squealed anew, twisting and writhing, but they pinned
her wrists and held her, laughing and jeering as he worked his big
cock deep into her tight ass.

He didn't pump for long, though, just enough
to loosen her up. Then another guy sat down on a bench which they
pulled out from the wall. They yanked Tammy upright, turned her,
and made her straddle the guy, then sink down onto his cock. The
guy lay down lengthwise along the bench, as the men gathered
around. Sharp slaps echoed as they struck Tammy's bottom and
shouted at her to move, to fuck him, and she started to do so,
riding slowly, tremblingly up and down.

The guy who had been doing her in the butt
then slid onto the edge of the bench, straddling it, and fed his
cock slowly up into her ass while she squealed and yelped and
moaned and shuddered in disbelief. Then as the two of them worked
in and out, her wrists were pulled out to either side, out and
forward. She was bent over, of course, and as her hands were
wrapped around another pair of cocks, her hair was used to guide
her mouth onto yet another.

Miranda came wildly, thrusting her hips back
to impale herself on my cock, gasping and moaning and whimpering as
the heat rolled over her. Her spasming pussy pulled me into the
orgasm and I shot off inside her sucking, squeezing belly as we
watched the perverted scene below.
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Miranda was still hot, and slid a hand back
between her legs, still staring rapturously at the scene below. I
wished I had a camera, myself, but when I heard footsteps on the
stairs I quickly zipped up and tried to get her attention. She
seemed almost... dazed as she turned her excited eyes on me.

“Someone's coming upstairs!” I hissed.

She stared to rise as one of the Black guys
came off the stairs. He grinned to see her, leering, and her face
reddened.

“Well, lookit this,” he said. “Ain't this our
day.”

I wasn't sure, at first, what to do. I didn't
want to fight a whole bunch of Black guys to protect Miranda,
though I would have if I had to, but then I realized that it
wouldn't be necessary. Looking at Miranda, I knew exactly what she
would want, even if she didn't say it.

“You want this slut to suck you off?” I
asked.

Miranda's eyes were a little glassy, but she
gasped at the words.

“Ain't you a pretty one,” the guy said as he
walked over to where she knelt.

“She sucks like a pro,” I said.

“Yeah, let's see, white girl,” he said.

This was obviously not something Miranda had
planned but I knew how kinky she was, and I didn't interfere as the
Black guy pulled his cock out, gripped her hair, and pulled her
mouth onto his cock.

I had mixed feelings about it, of course. I
mean, Miranda was sort of, if not exactly officially, my
girlfriend. On the other hand, we had a pretty kinky relationship,
and it was hot to see some guy, some black guy, treating her like
this. My cock started to harden again almost at once as his cock
pushed deeper into her mouth.

“Yeah, baby. Suck that cock,” he grunted.
“Suck that black cock.”

“Pull her hair,” I said. “She likes it.”

He grinned and twisted his fingers sharply in
her hair, yanking her head back, making her wince and cry out
softly in pain as he thrust down. “You like that, slut?” he
drawled, picking up on the mood quickly. “You gonna swallow my
prick for me?”

He pulled her along his shaft and drove
himself slowly into her throat. Miranda didn't fight him. Her hands
weren't tied but they stayed limp at her side as her glassy eyes
rolled up at him, and he pumped slowly in and out of her throat as
she knelt on the hard, cold floor.

“I think you should do her up against the
wall,” I said, “Just like you did the blonde.”

I could tell from Miranda's reaction that was
exactly what she wanted, even if she hadn't known she wanted it
until I said so.

The Black guy pulled on her hair, and again
she cried out as she came off his cock, as he forced her, stumbling
and staggering to her feet and shoved her against the wall hard. He
slapped her tight little ass, kicked her ankles apart, slapped her
ass again, and pulled her hips out so she was in the frisk
position, just the same way Green had taken Tammy in the alley.

This guy's cock was thick and wet as he drove
it into Miranda's ass, and she shuddered and gulped in air, half
sobbing, gasping, moaning, then crying out as she came. He wasn't
even halfway up her ass and she was twisting and jerking and coming
wildly as he cursed and gripped her hair tight to pin her in
place.

He was treating her roughly, and that both
provoked my indignation, and my cock. I kept feeling a strange mix
of emotions that veered wildly between punching this guy out and
tossing him off the balcony, and yanking my cock out and pumping it
while I watched. He did her hard and he did her deep.

Miranda was getting reamed! His hips were
slamming against her tight, firm buttocks as she bent forward, and
his hands were roughly kneading those firm breasts – when they
weren't slapping her ass or yanking on her hair.

His thick cock pounded up into her hard,
drawing a gasp or cry or shuddering moan with every deep stroke.
She came again, gurgling and sobbing with wildfire pleasure as he
impaled her with his stiff, black cock, cursing her and shoving in
too hard for her to hold herself in position. He now had her pinned
flat against the wall, her breasts pillowed out against the peeling
plaster, her arms held up and out to either side above her, pinned
by his hands on her wrists.

He thrust up hard, almost lifting her off her
feet with every stroke, and bit into the nape of her neck as he
called her his white slut.

He pulled back then, staggered back, and she
was just about dead weight, jaw slack, head lolling as he sank to
his knees and brought her with him. But he kept his cock jammed up
into her ass. He sat on his heels, Miranda straddling him, sitting
on his cock as her head lolled back against his shoulder.

“Do the bitch,” he said.

I stepped forward eagerly, gripped her hair
in a tight grip, and yanked her face forward as I fed her my cock.
The Black dude was thrusting up into her as I pulled her face all
the way up my shaft until her nose was jammed into my groin. I
gathered her hair up in a mass above her, tightened my fist on it,
and throat fucked her as he drove his cock up into her ass.

I saw now that he had grabbed her wrists and
shoved them up behind her back, pinning them together between her
shoulder blades with one hand. His other hand was in her groin,
rubbing her pussy as he drove his cock up into her ass.

I went to town on her, raping that throat
hard and fast, and when she started writhing and twisting I knew it
wasn't an attempt to escape, but yet another orgasm – a really
powerful and really long one, I thought, as it continued and went
on and on and on.

The Black guy cursed as he came, as he poured
his cream into her ass, and I pulled back because I finally
realized that with the orgasm coursing through her veins and my
cock blocking her throat Miranda was on the verge of blacking out.
The black dude stopped fucking her, gasping and shaking his
head.

“Fuck, she's got a tight little ass,” he
said, panting, giving her breasts a workout.

“Everything about her is tight,” I said, a
little breathless myself.

I eased her off him, and she would have
fallen flat on her face if I hadn't supported her – by the hair. I
lowered her slowly forward and she groaned and lay full length on
the floor, but I hadn't come yet, and I spread her legs and gripped
her hips, lifting them into the air. I slapped her butt several
times sharply, stingingly, until she was less dazed, less
groggy.

Then she assumed the proper position, I
wanted; on her belly, arms outstretched to either side, but her ass
high in the air, knees spread and pulled forward to either side of
her hips. I made her kneel in that position so the Black guy could
get a good look at her – and more importantly, so she could be
fully aware of the Black guy looking down at her in that position.
I could tell from her flushed face and the way her breathing picked
up again that she knew he was looking on appreciatively.

Then I moved forward, fed her my cock, and
started riding her hard and fast, using her pussy as hard as he'd
used her ass.

It took amazingly little time given the come
she'd just had, before she was yelping and moaning and sobbing and
twisting in pleasure. I yanked back on her hair and pounded her
into another furious orgasm while the Black guy stood to the side,
a little in front of her, watching and admiring her sleek body.

The Black guy left, and I looked over the
edge of the balcony as Miranda lay on her side, kind of curled up,
squeezing her pussy. She was on her knees again, sucking and
pumping her fists on their cocks. They kept shifting her from one
to another, and back again in no particular order, it seemed.

Then I realized they were trying to time it
properly so they all came at once. They couldn't, though, but they
did come fairly close together. One after another spat his long
string of silvery white semen onto her face and breasts as they
laughed and high fived each other, and she kept dazedly turning
from cock to cock, sucking, pumping, then gasping as come spattered
against her face and into her hair and down her chest.

Must've been seven or eight guys who came in
her face and on her big round tits, and Tammy – well Tammy was a
mess, let me tell you. They finished with her and she just knelt
there, like she was shell-shocked or something, covered in semen,
blinking her eyes rapidly.

They gave her a shove, then, finished with
her, and made her crawl towards the curtain. I hissed at Miranda
and shook her, getting her to dress and join me on the stairs. We
crouched back as Tammy crawled up the narrow hall, guys
occasionally kicking her in the butt – though not really hard,
getting her to crawl faster.

They opened the door, kicked her out and
then, laughingly went back through the curtain and out into the
front of the restaurant. Me and Miranda hurried down and fallowed
to find her laying, sprawled on her back against a pile of garbage
bags in the alley, absolutely covered in come.

I fetched her dress, and Miranda helped her
into it. I wouldn't touch her. Miranda got used Tammy's own hands
to rub the spattered come all over her face and down her body in a
thick, glistening layer. It looked like she'd put on suntan oil or
something, at first. Then she helped her into her dress and brushed
her hair a bit before helping her to her feet and leading her back
to the car.

We drove back to work. Tammy worked the rest
of the day with her come facial, in a dress with no bra or panties.
She had a lot of come inside her, as well, of course, which stayed
there as she sat on her office chair feebly tapping on her computer
keyboard occasionally as though working.

Her mind wasn't in it though.

Miranda wasn't good for much either, come to
that. Both of them were kind of sated, but still filled with a sort
of sexual heat that made them dreamy and coy.

We went back to my place, where the girls had
a shower together. They took long enough that I wandered in there,
camera in hand, and watched, taking some nice pictures of them
going at each other. The picture became video, and then they
returned to my bed and I got some of the hottest lesbian action on
video I'd ever seen. Those two kinky bitches did everything to each
other two girls could do, including using strap-ons.

I tied their wrists together, then, the both
of them, then sat down and had the pleasure of having two gorgeous
chicks on their knees before me, taking turns sucking my cock and
balls. I let that go on as long as possible, getting plenty more
pictures and video.

*

Between the three of us were were pulling in
over a hundred grand. We decided to move in together, to buy a
house. We couldn't afford Manhattan, but we did manage to find a
fixer upper in Queens.

The good part about it was that it was a
separate, detached house. It was on a corner of a quiet area. Our
neighbor behind us was a hardware store. His parking lot was
against the fence, and the previous owners of the house had planted
hedges which were now over ten feet high, giving us lots of privacy
there. The neighbor on our left was a vacant lot because the house
had burned down, apparently.

The bad news, of course, was the place was
kind of a dump. But nothing muscle power couldn't fix. The furnace
was good, the place had already been rewired, the plumbing worked
and the roof was fine. The floors were rotting, though, so that's
what we started in on. My arms got stronger, and Tammy lost a
little of the roundness off her hips as we put in a new floor.

There was a lot of water damage in the
finished basement because of a previous burst pipe – which was why
the plumbing had already been upgraded. We tore out everything, but
had to wait on more money before buying all the drywall and two by
fours to refinish it.

In between working to renovate the house, we
kind of worked on Tammy. Or really Miranda did. Miranda was really
a lot more fixated on the submission and dominance thing than I
was, and she was determined to make Tammy her bitch in every sense
of the word.

Miranda joined me in bed late one evening,
and as usual, we started to make out. We both slept in the nude,
and I was soon inside her, thrusting away. Our lovemaking went on
for the better part of half an hour or so – it being a work day,
and then we collapsed and fell asleep. I remember wondering why
Tammy hadn't joined us, but then Miranda is more than enough woman
for a man so I'd quickly forgotten about it.

I woke in the middle of the night, though, to
take a leak. While I was up I wandered into the kitchen to get a
drink, and in the near dark was startled at the sight of some sort
of flickering light – an orange flickering light which immediately
jerked my head around. It was coming from under the basement door
and I yanked it open quickly.

There was a fire in the basement! I dashed
down, though I didn't really smell much in the way of smoke, and
stopped dead at the foot of the stairs.

There wasn't exactly a fire. What there was,
was candles. There were three thick candles in the center of the
floor. The basement was now unfinished and the bare stone floor and
walls were only lightly lit by the three candles. But the light was
bright enough to see Tammy hanging by her ankles, legs and arms
spread wide.

Her wrists were tied to rings set in the
floor. Thick candles stood on high candle holders, one on either
side of her body. The third candle had been stuffed deep into her
ass.

She was gagged and blindfolded, and little
weights clung to her nipples Her crotch was covered in melted wax,
with neat little tendrils of hard wax having crept down her spine
in back and her abdomen in front.

“Holy fuck!” I said.

I shuffled slowly forward, the stone cold on
my feet. Wires led to her pussy, or to something under the wax, and
looking closer, I realized there was a small, half-egg shaped
vibrator under the wax. There were also wires going to her ears –
and I saw that they led to earbuds which led to an MP3 player
sitting on the floor.

It was four in the morning. We'd gone to bed
about ten thirty. So she'd been hanging there like that for over
five hours.

“Miranda, you are one wacked and kinky
bitch,” I whispered.

There were a lot of thin red lines covering
her exposed flesh, and I figured that while I'd been out buying
nails and screws for drywall repairs Miranda must have put her up
here and then flagged her good and thoroughly. It looked like she'd
worked especially hard on her big breasts, and on her crotch.

Then Miranda touched my shoulder and I
whirled, startled. I gave her a look and she smiled brightly.

“What the fuck, Miranda,” I said.

“Don't worry. She's fine. She can hang like
that for days without harm.”

“She looks unconscious.”

“Look again,” she said.

I looked more closely, and I could see that
she was breathing, and she was kind of – quivering lightly but
continuously. She was spreadeagled and tied tightly but her body,
now that I watched carefully, seemed to almost undulate. Every now
and then her hips would spasm a little.

Miranda, grinning, motioned me down and we
crouched next to Tammy's head. She plucked one of the earbuds out
of the blonde's ear and passed it to me. I put it in my own
ear.

It sounded like – Tammy – actually. No, it
WAS Tammy, it was Tammy coming. It was Tammy gasping and moaning
and crying out in pleasure. Miranda had recorded her coming, had
recorded her noises, probably, from the sounds, from any number of
orgasms. It wasn't just her crying out in pleasure.

It was also her crying out for more.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God! Oh yes! Lick me!
Oh my god! Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Do it! Do it to me! Whip me harder!
Fuck my brains out! Oh yes! Oh God!”

It was all her voice, clearly spliced
together from various times she had been with Miranda, or taken
from the soundtracks of some of the videos I'd taken of her.

Miranda put it back into her ear, then took
the ear-bud out of the other ear. It wasn't the same at all. This
one was made of of both Miranda and Tammy's voices.

Miranda would growl something like “You're a
fucking whore, Tammy.”

And Tammy's voice would say “I'm a fucking
whore, Mistress.”

“You're a cock-sucking slut, Tammy.”

“I'm a cock-sucking slut, mistress,” Tammy
would repeat.

“You're my sex slave, Tammy.”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” Tammy
parroted.

It wasn't all like that. Sometimes it was
just Tammy, almost chanting the same words, again and again, like
“I'm a sex slave,” repeated maybe a hundred times, or “I'm
worthless fuck toy,” again, repeated like a hundred times, over and
over and over.

She put the ear-bud back into Tammy's
ear.

“What is it you're trying to do?” I demanded
as she pulled me away from the blonde.

She grinned and squeezed my cock, which,
given what I'd been looking at and listening to, was hard. She
squeezed it and kind of pulled on it, leading me back upstairs,
then back to our bedroom.

“I'm going to turn her into our slave,” she
said.

“I have a feeling you don't mean that in the
sense of working on the cotton fields,” I said.

She grinned and pressed her sleek, soft body
against me. “By the time I'm done with her that big titted blonde
will be so completely submissive and devoted to us that we'll only
have to hint that we want something and our little sex slave, fuck
toy bimbo will scurry to do it. And she'll worship us as much as a
big old puppy dog.”

“I don't know, Miranda,” I said dubiously. “I
like Tammy.”

“Tammy is an air head,” she said. “She's
nice, don't get me wrong. I like her too. But Tammy is never going
to do anything in her life. It's a miracle she got her present job
but she's not smart enough and doesn't have enough education to
move up. Besides, she's wasted there. She can make a lot more money
dancing.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

She grinned coyly. “She loves to dance, and
she loves to flirt with men. She can double or even triple her
salary easily as a stripper.”

My cock throbbed at that and she grinned
smugly. It wasn't like I could hide my reaction with her fingers
wrapped around my prick.

“She's too self conscious though,” I
said.

“She won't be – after a few more gang
bangs.”

“You are one nasty bitch,” I said
admiringly.

She smirked at me, a glint in her eyes. “I'm
just being practical. She can make a lot of money and...” She
shrugged in an exaggerated fashion. “Then she can give it all to
us.”

I slid my hand up into her hair behind her
neck and pulled gently but firmly back. Miranda made no effort to
resist, gasping a little as her head was forced back and her chest
thrust out.

“And what,” I said, sliding my hand over the
smooth, soft swells of her breasts, “if I decide I want more than
one sex slave?”

Her breaths came faster. “Then you'll have to
train me,” she panted excitedly.

I held her in position as I licked down
across one hard nipple, then raised my eyes to her again.

“Should I see you gang-banged by a bunch of
black guys?” I asked.

“That's not my thing,” she grunted as I
twisted my fingers in her hair a little more.

“And what is your thing? Slut?”

She grinned, despite the physical strain.
“You'll have to figure that out,” she gasped.

I kind of knew what her thing was, of course.
It was pain, being overpowered, being topped, forced. Even now, as
I held her head back by the hair, her hands remained at her sides,
slack, making no effort to ease the force of my pull or to resist
me.

The question was whether I wanted a second
sex slave, or whether I wanted Miranda to be that sex slave. I had
my doubts. I liked her too much, and liked our relationship the way
it was, kinky and unpredictable. I wasn't sure how training Tammy
would turn out but I doubted she'd be unpredictable.

I shoved her toward the bed. “Get into bed so
I can fuck you, you slut.”

She grinned impudently and jumped in, and I
jumped atop her.
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It’s easier getting to know a girl when
you’ve got help. Tracy, in many ways the opposite of Tammy; short,
slim, small chested, but giving every indication of wide-eyed
innocence. I was getting some funny vibes off her, even though I
was getting along great.

Mostly we did a lot of joking around, though
and I could sense her shying off whenever I tried to push the
conversation towards sex. I just wasn’t sure if that was because
she was shy - which she definitely was - or innocent - which I
think she was, as well - or if she didn’t have any interest in me.
Though how that could be I couldn’t figure out.

Needless to say, looking like she looked,
beautiful little miss innocent, she’d been a target of every
predatory guy who’d ever seen her. But with Miranda and Tammy
befriending her and giving me the inside scoop on what she liked
and disliked in men, on her hobbies, her interests, and even, to
some degree, her fantasies, I had a real head start. Well, plus
there was my charming personality and boyish good looks.

Then I happened to catch a glimpse of her one
day without her noticing I was there, and she was watching Miranda
walk away, and paying a lot of attention - in the way most of the
men around here did.

That was when it hit me that the girl might
have a longing for softer skin than mine. The idea startled me
because I hadn’t had a clue she might swing that way, just that she
was shy around men. Unleashing Miranda on her seemed like a cruel
thing to do to a cute little girl with puppy dog eyes, but hey, if
that was what she wanted who was I to stand in her way?

Miranda only smirked when I told her of my
suspicions, and I left Tracy to her.

The next morning I saw the two of them coming
out of the front storage room. Miranda was looking smug and Tracy
was - flushed and breathless. Miranda gave me a wink and passed on
by. Tracy licked her lips nervously and hurried back to her office,
clutching some file folders to her chest.

I wandered over to Miranda and she just
grinned coyly.

“You should invite her to your place for some
hot girl loving,” I said. “She doesn’t know we live together,
right?”

“No one does. But I don’t think she’s really
all that gay. I think she’s just very shy around guys and very
unsure of herself. She doesn’t want to be laughed at for her … lack
of experience.”

“You think a guy would do that? I mean, come
on. We’re too busy panting and thrusting to snicker at a girl’s
lack of experience - till later anyway.”

“Yeah. You guys are too kind.”

“Hey, it’s not like we expect any great feats
of sexual skill from you. When you boil it down to bare minimums,
all we need from you girls is your presence. We can handle the
rest.”

“Yeah, you guys have a lot of experience in
handling stuff.”

“You want a spanking, bitch?” I asked.

She grinned broadly. “Maaaaybeeee.”

“I would but you’d scream like a little
girl,” I said.

“Ha ! I can take more pain than you,
wimp-boy!”

“Really? Cause I’ve got the ball gag if you
want a test.”

“Name a place, bitch!” she drawled.

The thing is, of course, that Miranda could
indeed take more pain than I could. That was because Miranda
actually liked it. And we both knew it.

That wasn’t the real challenge. The real
challenge, unsaid, was that I could make her give in, that is, beg
to stop, and do so in the context of us being at work, where my
tools and behavior, not to mention time, were, of course, severely
limited.

The mail room was, of course, the perfect
place. It was by the loading dock, fairly isolated, and only bad
luck would let people hear unusual noises from inside if the door
was closed. However, the mail room was where Mary Robinson held
sway, all by herself, and had, for twenty five years.

She was a scowling, no-nonsense woman and not
very welcoming towards disrespectful young people. On the other
hand, she was off sick today. Barry had left the spare key to her
office at my desk, and said that someone had to go down once an
hour to check for new mail and then distribute it.

As for outgoing mail, that could wait.

The mail room was, of course, filled with
items like cord and string and tape and various kinds of
fasteners.

We were barely inside the door when I turned,
my face in hers, and said “Get your clothes off, you fucking
whore!’ in biting, nasty - but low pitched voice.

Her face flushed excitedly and she tugged her
sweater up out of her pants and then peeled it up and off.. While
she stripped off I got a big ball of twine and made her bend over
and grip the edge of Mary’s desk. That left her firm, beautiful
breasts hanging down beautifully. I wrapped a long loop of cord
around her breasts at the base, next to her ribs, and then slowly
drew it in tighter and tighter. It cut into her soft flesh and
squeezed in on from the outsides, pulling her breasts together.

I didn’t want them too tightly bound, didn’t
want them turning purple or anything. I just wanted the very firm.
I wrapped loop after loop around them until I had a thumb thick
multiple loop around her boobs, then had her slowly straighten.

Her tits were gorgeous, the nipples wildly
erect. I drew her arms back behind her and had her push her hands
up as close to her shoulders as she could, crossing her wrists
between her shoulder blades, then tied them there with cord, and
slowly worked her elbows closer and closer together.

There were some gasps and hisses of pain, but
she was a pretty limber girl and as I through the cord around her
arms I was able to slowly force them back to the point where they
were almost tightly wedged together at the elbow

“Fuck that hurts!” she groaned

“Do you give?”

“Fuck you.”

The ball gag followed, stuffed into her nasty
little mouth. She knew now the only way to stop me, to surrender,
was to signal me by closing one eye and keeping it closed. That was
our secret signal, and the game would go on until she gave it,
surrendering, or until I gave up.

I led her over next to the work table and
kicked her legs apart, then I bent and wrapped cord around each
ankle, tying them to the bottom of the work table. It was a big,
heavy, built in unit, by the way, and immovable without
disassembling. So Miranda wasn’t going anywhere.

Which was when I produced the binding clips.
Binding clips are exactly what they sound like. They’re for
clipping paper together in bunches, and come in different sizes
because of that. Think of clothes pins and you’re not far wrong,
though these are made of metal, have more pressure, and are usually
a lot wider than a clothes pin at the bottom.

I had a pair of small ones, and Miranda
watched excitedly as I levered the first open and then slid the
jaws over her Right nipple. I let them bracket it, then simply
released the handles and the full crushing weight bit into her
nipple. Her eyes went wide and she screamed into the ball gag,
twisting and writhing in pain, her face a mask of pain and rapidly
turning red as her head rolled and jerked.

“Such a little thing, a nipple,” I said.

She was twisting and pulling against he
cords, but her frantic movements were starting to settle down. I
pulled on her hair, bending her body back, and when she saw the
other clip she tried to twist away, to turn and shake her body so I
couldn’t get it on properly. She succeeded for a bit, but then I
got it in place and let it snap closed.

She went through the twisting and jerking and
straining against her bonds bit again, but while her eyes looked
balefully at me they didn’t close, well, at least they didn’t close
separately. I let her settle down, then slipped string into the
rounded metal clips and tugged them forward, bending her forward
across the table.

I didn’t bend her all the way, but enough so
she was on her toes, then wrapped the strings around a metal
bracket I stuck into the cork wall above the table. That kept her
nicely in position. And what a nice position it was, too. Miranda,
like I said, had a great ass, and it was displayed to near
perfection like this, up on her toes, legs apart, bent over
sharply, oh yeah.

I leaned over her and held another clip in my
hand, a larger one. “Guess where this is going, slut?” I breathed.
“Can you guess? Can you guess where it’s going to crush? What tiny
bit of flesh is going to burn like fire?”

She could, of course, and the muscles in her
legs flinched as she almost instinctively tried to jerk her legs
closed. I grinned.

“Give up, fuck toy. Give up and admit you’re
a weak, simpering little girly girl and I’ll let you off with a
little licking of my shoes. Well? Giving up?”

Not a chance, of course. I grinned and moved
behind her. I took my time. We didn’t have all day but we had a
bit. I squeezed her lovely buttocks apart and began to lick up and
down her neat little slit, pushing my tongue up inside her, sucking
and munching lightly, then whipping my tongue across her erect
clit.

Then I picked up another little office tool.
It was nothing much, just a ruler. You’ve seen them before, made of
metal, with cork on one side so they don’t slide. The metal was
thin, though, so the ruler was quite flexible - up to a point. That
is, it could be bent back. I placed it under Miranda, between her
legs, bent it down, and then released it, letting the flat, smooth
metal part snap up and into her soft, moist, bare little mound.

She screamed into the gag and I looked up.
“Did that hurt?”

The easiest way to do this, I thought, was to
sit, slumped, back against the table, and then repeatedly snap the
ruler up into her pussy. I did so, and it slapped and snapped and
cracked against her tender flesh again and again as she howled and
squealed and twisted helplessly. I turned the whole front of her
pussy red, but you know, the ruler glistened, and the only moisture
was coming from her tight little snatch.

Then I pressed the clip in, opened the jaws,
pressed the metal in against her flesh on either side of her
reddened clit, and let it snap closed.

She screamed, howled really, into the ball
gag, her head twisting and thrashing, her hair flailing wildly as
her ankles jerked spastically against the cords. I tied another
string to the metal ring and fed it down and under the table,
wrapping it firmly around a middle leg. That greatly restricted her
movements, though she trembled violently and moaned into the
gag.

Mary had left a few packets of condiments
from the restaurant in her desk drawer, stuff like salt, sugar,
vinegar and ketchup. There was also a few creams and a butter. I
took out the butter and dropped my pants as I jammed my finger into
it and then worked it into her tight ass.

I can never get enough of Miranda’s ass, the
sight or feel of it, especially wrapped around my prick. I pumped
my finger in and out, added a second, then coated my cock and gave
it to her.

It was a rough, nasty ass-fuck that I
wouldn’t have done with anyone else, not even Tammy, but Miranda is
a wild, kinky slut who needed it rough for maximum pleasure.

With the butter helping I slid into her to
the hilt, despite my size. I spooned my body against hers, bending
over her, gripping her hair and yanking her head back cruelly -
which pulled harder against her nipples, of course. Then I started
to fuck that tight ass for all I was worth.

Naturally, my movements jerked her back and
forth against the hard metal clips biting into her nipples and clit
and so caused a great deal of pain. I could see it in her wild eyes
as I cursed her and bit into her throat, as I called her vile,
nasty names, and taunted her with what a weak little girly slut she
was.

I called her my bitch,. My whore, my slut, my
slave, and told her I was going to have the football team gang bang
her, all the while ramming my cock up into her ass like a
piston.

How kinky was Miranda? So fuckin kinky she
started to deliberately jerk her hips in and out to pull and yank
her clitoris against t he jaws of the clip, and then she came,
wildly, violently, screaming into the gag, humping like a maniac,
and then just collapsed, literally, unconscious. Her upper body
fell, yanking her nipples out of the clips, and I finished fucking
her ass, then sighed and slid out.

I felt somewhat victorious. I mean, she
hadn’t surrendered, but on the other hand, I’d fucked her
unconscious. Does that qualify as fucking someone’s brains out -
when their brain shuts down?

I untied her and removed the clip from her
clitoris, and she started coming around, groggy and moaning as I
eased her back onto a chair.

“I guess you win, you kinky slut,” I said
with a grin.

I got her clothes, waiting for her to come
around enough to put them on, but she wasn’t in any hurry. Her clit
was red and swollen, her pussy and breasts red and sore, her
nipples swollen. They all ached, but to Miranda, pain was something
else. She slumped low in the chair, brought shaking fingers down
between her legs, and began to gently stroke them across her
clit.

She came so powerfully I had to clamp my hand
over her mouth, then find the gag, because she couldn’t stop, her
fingers stroking rapturously against her aching, burning, swollen
pussy, and she came again and again and again, not much more than a
minute or two between each come. It was awesome! I just wished I
had my fucking camera.

*

I went to a baseball game that evening with a
couple of buddies. Hey, it's not like sex was the be all and end
all of my entire life. When I got back to the house Miranda was in
the kitchen washing dishes. The first thought I had was of an
absent Tammy.

“Okay, where's Tammy?” I demanded.

She gave me an innocent look.

“Miranda.”

“I've been a little busy,” she said. “I can't
keep track of every blonde bimbo you drag home. I'm sure she's
hanging around here somewhere.”

“Ah jeez,” I said.

She smirked and turned back to the
dishes.

“When are we going to buy a new dishwasher?”
she called as I opened the basement door.

“It's not the buying it's the installing,” I
said. “There's no point in buying it to have it sit around in a
box. We've got to redo the counter so we can put it in, and we
can't do that till we get a bit more money.”

“I'm sure we'll get some money soon,” she
said with a smirk.

I went downstairs, and right at the back of
the basement was a sight that made my prick harden and spring up in
an instant. See, the basement is unfinished now, waiting for wood,
but in the back was an area that had never been finished. It was
all old stone walls and solid stone floor, and Tammy hung there in
a corner. Miranda had placed a semi-circle of candles before her
and their low, yellow, flickering lights made Tammy's full, smooth
body seem breathtakingly beautiful as it hung there.

At first it seemed like all she had was a
body – no head. In the dim light it was easy to overlook her head
because Miranda had put some kind of black hood over her head. It
was soft and smooth, made of some flexible material not unlike
spandex, and completely covered her head.

She was hanging straight by her wrists, which
were encased in thick leather gloves and restraints and they hung
from a hook in the ceiling beam a foot or so out from the walls.
Her ankles were likewise bound in leather restraints, and a chain
pulled down on them to a ring Miranda had bolted into the floor so
that her body was taut and immoveable.

Despite her thighs being pressed together I
could make out the base of a fat black dildo Miranda had stuffed up
inside her, and I didn't need to check to know one was stuffed up
her ass, too.

Wait, no, the one in her pussy wasn't a
dildo. It started to buzz even as I looked at it, and a kind of
shudder seemed to ripple through her otherwise unmoving body. I
bent and looked more closely, and in the dim light cast by the
candles could see a wire attached to the vibrator. It went out
behind her, then down along the floor and wall and out to a timer
plugged into an electrical socket. From what I could see the timer
was set to turn on every fifteen minutes, then turn off again after
five minutes.

Interesting.

The vibrator was one of those ones with a
little clit tickler that stuck up from the base and it was pressed
directly against the blonde's clit, where she would feel it the
most. At first, with the dim light, I almost missed the sight of
the rings in her nipples. They were stainless steel, and thick, and
new, for they hadn't been there yesterday.

I moved around a bit, being careful not to
get my pants caught on fire from the candles examining Tammy. I saw
there were thin wires coming down from the back of the hood,
probably, I figured, leading to... yes, there it was, a little MP3
player. So Tammy was still hearing voices telling her what a fuck
bunny she was.

I slid a finger through one of the rings and
slowly pulled it up and out, stretching her nipple, then let it go.
Tammy had missed work today, having called in sick the other day. I
guessed she was going to miss tomorrow too.

Her body quivered now that the vibrator had
been on for a couple of minutes, a steady sort of trembling as a
low, animal sort of moan came from under the hood.

Miranda wandered over and stood beside
me.

“Kinky slut,” I said.

“Yes, she is,” she said blithely.

“How long has she been like that? You're
aware that hanging from the wrists can be dangerous?”

“I checked her circulation. Feel her hands,
they're not overly cold. And I checked on her breathing, too –
regularly.”

“You didn't answer the question.”

“A while,” she said. “She's about ready to
come down, though, if you want to fuck her.”

“Wait a second. I want pictures.”

I went back upstairs and got my camera, then
took a few dozen pictures of the kinky scene before putting the
camera aside and helping Miranda get her down.

Not that we put her down far.

There was a sawhorse not far away, and with
Miranda holding one arm and me the other, we dragged the dazed
blonde over to it and bent her over. Miranda removed the heavy
gloves and restraints needed to protect her wrists when she was
hanging, and we rubbed them and her hands to make sure they were
okay. Then I held her hands to elbows while Miranda wound soft rope
around them to bind them in place.

Tammy hung over the sawhorse like dead weight
for the most part, but then Miranda spread her legs wide and I
gripped the vibrator, pumping it in and out a bit before pulling it
free. Her pussy was soaking, and Miranda unzipped me, licked and
sucked me for a minute while I pumped the vibrator in Tammy, then
took my cock in her hands and pressed it against Tammy's pussy.

I slid in to the hilt and started pumping,
and it felt strangely as if I was using some kind of inert object,
like a sex toy, not a human being. Maybe it was the lack of a face,
the lack of her ability to speak or hear, the way I felt free to do
anything I wanted to her without asking her or considering any
objection she might have.

Miranda slid the vibrator up underneath and
let the head roll back and forth over Tammy's clit as I fucked her,
and Tammy's hips ground weakly as she moaned under the hood.

It didn't take long at all before I was
coming inside her. Then Miranda stood up and pulled the dildo out
of the blonde girl's ass and we pulled her upright. Miranda and I
eased her leg over the sawhorse, though, so she was straddling it,
and I held her in place while Miranda pulled her ankles out to
either side and chained them in place.

“You are so nasty,” I said admiringly.

“My nipples are still sore and swollen,” she
replied.

“That's the way you like it, slut.”

She grinned as she attached small chains to
Tammy's new nipple rings, then pulled them up and out towards the
wall, locking those in place. Tammy had been slumped weakly on the
sawhorse, but now she was forced to sit upright, leaning forward a
bit, back arched.

Miranda peeled the hood slowly up over
Tammy's mouth to reveal that a big, fat ball gag was stuffed into
it. Or at least, I thought that was what was there at first. But
when Miranda dug her finger into it and managed to squeeze it
slowly out my eyes widened as I realized it was actually attacked
to a long, thick, curving dildo which Miranda slowly pulled up from
Tammy's throat.

“Shiiiit!” I whispered. “Miranda!”

“Don't worry. I checked on her breathing
regularly.”

Tammy gulped in air as the last of the thing
came free, her moans now much more audible. Miranda didn't leave
her mouth open for long, though. She had another gag ready. This
one was a flat leather strap with a pliable ball attached to it.
She stuffed that into Tammy's mouth, wound the strap back behind
her head and locked it in place, then pulled the hood back down
again.

She took a long, thin vibrator – which also
plugged into the wall, and taped it to the top of the sawhorse,
with the narrow nose jammed in against Tammy's clit, then we went
back upstairs.

We fucked like rabbits for the next hour or
so, and then fell asleep.

Next morning we let Tammy down, and the girl,
despite being practically dead weight, twisted and writhed and
cried out in pain when Miranda forced the big vibrator up through
the red, swollen lips of her sex. Then we hog tied her and left her
on the floor before going off to work.

Halfway through the morning Miranda came and
got me, gave me a wicked look, and led me to the back stockroom. We
created a little hiding hole near the rear of the room by shifting
some boxes around, and I climbed into it. Then she left, returning
with Tracy.

The petite girl was giggling and red faced,
and didn't seem to have much more of an idea what Miranda had in
mind than I did. Miranda pulled a dildo, a very realistic looking
one, from a bag, and Tracy giggled even more.

“Watch,” Miranda said.

She then gave the wide-eyed girl a tutorial
in how to suck a dick, finishing with the entire thing in her
mouth, with the base flat against her lips, clutched lightly in her
white teeth. She pulled it slowly out and handed it to Tracy.

“Now you try.”

“Oh I could never do that!” Tracy gasped.

“Of course you can. Some of the dumbest girls
in the world can. Here, this should make it easier for you.”

She grinned and unzipped her pants, then suck
the base just inside so it was sticking out like it was her cock.
Tracy giggled even more wildly, her face flushed, but didn't really
resist when Miranda pushed her down onto her knees.

“Suck my cock, baby,” Miranda said in a soft,
husky, exaggeratedly male voice.

Tracy started licking at it the way Miranda
had, then slid her lips over it and started bobbing up and down,
rolling her eyes up at Miranda.

“Yeah, suck that cock,” Miranda said in a
low, breathy voice. “Suck me, you nasty little slut.”

She did a decent job of it, but whenever
Miranda tried to push into her throat she gagged, her hands came up
to push Miranda back, and she leaned away.

“I just can't!” she gasped after about the
fifth time.

“You want to learn or not?”

“I do but - .”

“Okay then. Strip.”

“Wh-what?”

“It's a lot easier to do this when you're
really hot. I think you'll be a lot hotter naked.”

“But what if someone comes!”

“That'll be you,” Miranda said with a grin,
unconsciously echoing my earlier words.

She got the red-faced girl to strip, then ran
her hands lightly over her body. Tracy looked anxious, reluctant,
but seemed to be growing more aroused. She had a petite frame, with
very slim hips and belly. Her breasts were not quite flat, but they
were not little lumps either. They were like a pair of overturned
bowls on her chest – shallow bowls, to be sure, but they were
topped by tiny, pink nipples which were very stiff, and areolas
barely bigger than the nipples.

“Turn around.”

Tracy turned and Miranda drew her wrists back
together behind her back, then tied them. When the girl realized
her intent she started to jerk her hands away but Miranda held them
until the rope was tight around them, then spun her around. Tracy's
face was even more flushed, her eyes alight with excitement but
also uncertainty.

“On your knees, slut.”

Tracy moaned softly as she sank to her
knees.

Miranda forced her back against a pile of
boxes. There just wasn't anywhere for her to go now with Miranda
standing in front of her.

“Remember, just swallow. Tell your mind it's
just a big piece of meat and swallow.”

She was adjusting a strap on over her pants
while I watched, and now attached the dildo to it. Then she began
to push the dildo into the girl's mouth.

I had been somewhat hard as I watched, but
now I began to feel a real pulse of excitement as Miranda slowly
forced it down Tracy's throat. The girl struggled wildly, at first,
instinct driving her to fight against the thing in her throat. But
Miranda had her well in hand, and soon the girl's face was jammed
into Miranda's groin with the dildo buried in her slim throat.

She pulled out and Tracy coughed violently,
gasping for breath, face bright red.

“Maybe you need to be a little more aroused,”
Miranda said.

She pulled the slightly dazed girl to her
feet and bent her over some boxes, then fed the slippery dildo into
what looked like a very smoothly shaved, very tight little
pussy.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh no!” Tracy whimpered.

“You know you want it, slut!” Miranda
whispered hoarsely.

She pumped slowly, easing it into the girl,
deeper and deeper, and reached around to finger Tracy's hard little
nipples. The dildo pushed deeper and deeper, all but disappearing
into the tiny girl's belly as Miranda put a hand over her mouth and
started to ride her steadily.

Her other hand slid down between her legs,
rubbing her hard little clit, and Tracy began to writhe and moan
and twist and undulate, pushing her hips back against the dildo
each time Miranda thrust.

My cock was rock hard by now and I was
staring at that tight little opening, longing to find a way to ram
my cock up her.

Miranda pulled out and pushed the girl to her
knees, then slid into her mouth and down her throat, whispering
nasty little words “Suck it, whore. Suck that cock, slut! Swallow
my meat, bitch!” in an exaggerated voice which clearly turned the
already excited girl on further.

She seemed to have less difficulty this time,
and Miranda buried the dildo in her throat again and again with
only a little gagging.

Miranda pulled out and pulled the girl to her
feet, then bent her over those boxes again, shoving her far enough
forward that most of her upper body was now on the other side of
the box. She turned and motioned to me, pointing at the door. At
first I thought she was motioning for me to leave, but that eager
smirk on her face said something else. Then I realized what it
was.

I eased out of my little hiding place while
she was leaning over Tracy and calling her her little fuck toy,
slapping her bottom and fingering her pussy.

I reached the door, then snapped the bolt
back noisily, hearing Tracy gasp at the sound. I opened the door
and turned around to face them as if I'd just walked in.

“What the fuck!?” I said.

“Close the door!” Miranda hissed.

I closed the door behind me and locked it as
she pulled Tracy's hair and lifted the girl up and back.

Tracy stared at me in horror, face dark red,
the flush spreading right down her chest.

“I'm not sure this would be considered
acceptable behavior,” I said dryly.

Tracy was so mortified she couldn't speak.
She stared at me like a deer caught in the headlights at first,
then dropped the eyes, unable to face me.

“You know what a kinky slut I am,” Miranda
said. “I brought Tracy in here to fuck her.”

“Uh huh,” I said. “Well it looks like you're
doing a good job of it, even though you aren't properly
equipped.”

She smirked and fisted her strap-on. “Maybe
you'd like to try out your equipment instead.”

I slid my fingers through Tracy's hair and
she gasped and flinched.

“What do you think, Tracy? Want to try a real
one?” I asked, rubbing my groin.

She didn't say anything, one way or the
other, so I slowly unzipped, then reached in and pulled my bulging
prick out into the light. Tracy rolled her eyes to the side,
swallowing anxiously, face getting even more red. But when I
reached out, took her hair, and pushed downward she sank to her
knees and then turned her face to me, or rather, my cock. I rubbed
it back and forth across her lips and she opened her mouth and
closed her eyes.

I shook my head and slid in across her
tongue, and her lips closed around me with a moan and a
whimper.

Miranda knelt and began fingering the girl's
pussy and caressing her breasts as Tracy bobbed up and down on my
cock. I pulled her face in deeper and my cock slid neatly down her
cock with hardly any gagging at all.

I fucked her throat slowly, carefully,
watching her, but while her eyes were wide and a bit wild there
didn't seem to be a lot of distress there. I eased out and she
gulped in air as I pulled over a chair and sat down. Then Miranda
and I eased the girl up, had her straddle me, and sink down on my
hard prick. She groaned and shuddered, and then started trembling
and shaking as she came.

I kissed her hard while Miranda snaked an arm
in and started rubbing her clit, and Tracy began to jerk and ride
wildly on my cock, gasping and gurgling and shuddering as what felt
like one long continuous orgasm shook her from head to toes.

Miranda and I had found someone even more
responsive than her!

What was more, as we were to learn, Tracy
didn't get off on acting like a submissive the way Miranda did. She
really WAS submissive, totally biddable, willing to do anything she
was told. We took her home that night and soon had her in bed with
the three of us, and the only time she hesitated at all was when
she was fingering Tammy and I ordered her to shove her whole hand
up the blonde slut's pussy.

She did it though, and Tammy went nuts with
little Tracy fisting her.

The next day Tracy and Miranda and I went to
a local strip club to watch Tammy's first performance. She was very
popular, with her pretty face and big tits, and she was such an
exhibitionist by now, so obviously turned on and almost exuberant
as she pranced around in her birthday suit on the stage, so filled
with coy, flirty sensuality that it was all I could do to book the
first lap dance. After that she was busy all evening.

She brought home a nice pay check, and gave
it all to me.

She started working there as a regular, two
evenings a week while still holding down her clerk job, but before
too long it became obvious that was her real calling, and she quit
work and went to work stripping full time. The money – and the
sexual atmosphere fascinated Tracy, who was sure she couldn't
possibly do it, but we persuaded her, and she was soon out on a
stage, herself.

Sure, the men attracted to her were of a
completely different kind than those attracted to Tammy, but there
were plenty of them wanting that sweet, innocent, slight young girl
grinding away on their lap.

Within a month she was working full time as a
stripper too, and moved into my place, giving me all her money.

Miranda was too strong-willed to really be
convinced or broken without taking the kinds of measures I didn't
want to take with her. But I did get her on a stage on amateur
night, and she wowed the audience with her unrestrained heat. She
was even more popular than Tammy, but one night of it was enough.
She confessed to me later that she'd climaxed during every lap
dance, and had an awful time trying to hide it.

She was insatiable for weeks afterward,
though, so every now and then she joined Tammy and Tracy on the
stage.

With all that money we were really able to
upgrade the house, and I got promoted at work. There was a new girl
there to replace Miranda, and she had an incredible body. Maybe
next book I'll tell you the kinds of things we got up to at
work.

 


End
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the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.
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Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Out of Uniform (Jamie McCloud series)

Gorgeous tomgirl Jamie McCloud is a rookie
cop on the NYPD. Jamie is transferred out of uniform into street
clothes to work for the Anti-crime squad in Manhattan. There, amid
the glitz and glitter, amid the hordes of tourists and businessmen,
she hunts down muggers, drug dealers, pickpockets and purse
thieves, along with perverts and gang members. Oh, and the
occasional terrorist. And on her own time, Jamie begins to explore
the dark side of her sexuality as she is introduced to domination
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and thrills quickly draws her into a lifestyle that will change her
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Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.
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On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.
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modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
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how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.
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Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



