
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Contractually Bound

Lesbian BDSM Erotica

Kelly
Sanders

Copyright
2013 by Kelly Sanders

All
rights reserved.


Smashwords Edition

No part
of this publication may be copied or reproduced in any format, by
any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the
copyright owner and publisher of this book.

This is a
work of fiction. All characters, names, places, and events are the
product of the author's imagination or used
fictitiously.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction
are 18 years of age or older.

Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return
to Smashwords.com and purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.






****

Contractually Bound

Candace
was a notoriously diligent and hard working litigator with an
exemplary reputation in the courtroom. As a result, she was highly
sought after by a huge number of clients, so it was with a great
amount of appreciation and respect that I accepted an internship at
her private law practice in the centre of town. I had been studying
Law for a few years at university and the time had come to gain
some real world experience, but despite my own excellent record in
my academic studies, I found the workload she heaped onto me to be
almost impossible to handle. From the offset, she took me under her
wing and I followed her everywhere, acting almost like a second
secretary as I frantically tried to keep up with the wealth of
paper work she landed on my desk. I had my own little office, if
you could call it that. I was pretty sure they had simply emptied
out a cupboard and jammed a small desk through the narrow doorway
to accommodate me. Still, I loved the fact that I had been given
such responsibility. However, after just a couple of months serving
under her, she started to give me actual cases to carry through the
discovery process – a pre-trial phase of a lawsuit during which
either side could gain evidence from the other. It was a
nerve-racking experience and I’m sure it was plainly evident to her
that I was struggling to keep up.

What
made it even more difficult was the fact that I had developed quite
a crush on my boss and every time I did something wrong and
incurred her wrath, I felt like I was in the middle of a heated
break-up with my girlfriend. It wasn’t hard to see where my
attraction stemmed from, as despite her somewhat advanced years,
Candace still possessed the kind of figure that even a teenager
would envy. Some days she looked rather slender, but then other
days her attire would emphasise her sensuous wide hips and heaving
bust, leaving her male clients practically bent over as they walked
from her office. She had impeccable fashion sense, although her
outfits were never less than absolutely professional and she rarely
showed much skin around the office. She didn’t need to, though. Her
glorious golden hair was enough to entrance any man, and probably a
few women as well - I definitely counted myself among them.
Burdened by the solemnity of her cases, she wasn’t one to smile
very often, but when she did it felt like the sun had finally shone
through a gap in the dark clouds. Maybe I was falling for her; I
couldn’t tell as I’d never been in love before. However, if that
was the explanation for my feelings, I guess it could have
explained why I accepted the particularly unusual proposal with
which she came to me one evening after work.

“Alicia, could you see me in my office for a moment, please?”
she called out though her doorway to my adjacent office/cupboard.
My heart sank instantly as a million thoughts raced through my
mind. What did I do wrong this
time, I wondered. I stepped around my desk
and cautiously walked through the doors to join her, only to find
her relaxing in her chair. In fact, her demeanour was far removed
from her usual appearance. She had even let her hair down from the
tight bob that she usually sported and was gnawing gently on the
tip of her glasses, waving to the seat on the opposite side of the
desk for me to join her.

“What’s
the matter?” I said, feeling a nervous shiver spreading through my
body as the butterflies in my stomach took flight.

“Please,
take a seat.” she insisted, noticing my anxious state as I leaned
against the back of the chair. I sat down and listened as she
explained the situation.

“I’ve
been noticing that you haven’t found your internship as... let say,
manageable as you might like.” she said, “Your work rate has been
lacking sometimes and to be honest, I really need someone who can
cope no matter what I throw at them.”

I could
feel the tears welling up in the ducts beneath my eyelids as she
continued, expecting her to fire me at any moment. I probably
deserved it, too, which only made my despair even worse. I could
have handled being unfairly sacked, but the knowledge that I wasn’t
meeting my potential was almost as frustrating as the struggle I
had faced with my overwhelming workload. However, I could tell from
the curious glimmer of a smile at the corner of her lips that there
was more to the meeting than a mere firing.


“Basically, this is all going towards your final report and
quite frankly I don’t see how I’ll be able to pass you if you
continue the way you have been going.” she said, shaking her head
as she pulled out a brown document file from her top desk drawer.
She held it up and looked at me with a cruel, scheming
smile.

“What’s
this?” I asked, fearing that she had already failed my final
internship report and was holding it up to gloat.

“This is
a contract.” she said, allowing it to swing from the grip of her
finger and thumb as she held it above the desk.

“But I
already have a contract...” I said, immediately fearing that she
would force me to sign up even more hours, or less pay, or
something else that would make my life a misery. I had no idea just
how much pain it would lead to, though.

“Not
like this.” she said, placing the file down on the table and
spinning it around to push over to me. I pulled it closer and
leaned over the desk to read its contents, finding a single piece
of A4 paper inside. It read “TPE Contract” at the top in bold type
and detailed both of our full names with several paragraphs in
which it detailed the nature of the agreement. It took me a minute
or so and a couple of re-reads to realise that it was not like any
of the contracts we had dealt with before. It explained that,
should I decide to sign the agreement, I would be giving up all
control of my body to Candace. She would have absolute dominion
over me and I would have to obey her every will, no matter what she
asked, when or where. It would require me to serve at her beck and
call until the end of my original work contract, after which she
would provide me with an excellent final report regardless of my
actual performance. My heart began to pound inside my chest as I
pored over the words, noticing just how loud the silence was in the
room. My cheeks became red with embarrassment and I dared not look
up at her. Part of me was appalled that she would present me with
such a thing, but deep down my curiosity and my attraction to her
as a woman was slowly enveloping any apprehension that I
felt.

“I would
be like a slave?” I finally asked, clearing my throat before and
after I spoke. She curled her bottom lip down and
shrugged.

“If you
want to think of it that way.” she replied passively, as if the
contract was no big deal.

“Is this
my punishment?” I persisted, feeling the weight of a thousand
questions pressing against my tongue. Her cheeks rose up as a
tremendous grin spread across her lips. Something about my
suggestion had enlivened her somehow and as I peered down at the
paper I could sense her becoming impatient with me.

“I would
think of it more as a bonus.” she said, leaning over and passing me
a pen to pressure me into signing the dotted line at the bottom.
She had thoughtfully already signed her part.

“And
what if I don’t sign it?” I asked, feeling the heat of her glare
intensifying on my skin.

“I don’t
see why you should put yourself through that.” she replied,
insinuating that the results would a lot less agreeable than if I
gave in to her demands. I took another minute to glance over the
paper, convincing myself that it was a good idea even though
everything about it was setting off sirens in my head. I placed the
tip of the pen down on the paper and she immediately inched forward
to watch as I scribbled my name down. I had to pause half way
through as my hand was trembling so violently, and U had barely
lifted the pen from the paper before she swipe the contract out
from under my wrist and slipped it into her safe on the wall, which
was lying open and ready for her. She closed the door and spun the
dial to lock it, sealing the right to my own life
inside.

 

“Now
what?” I asked with a whimper. The signing of the document alone
had shaken me to my very core and I immediately began to regret
what I had done, even though nothing had happened yet. I wondered
if it was all just some sort of elaborate test and even considered
calling the police to say that I had been forced to sign it against
my will.

“Stand
up.” she commanded, nodding her head upwards as if to conjure my
body in the direction she desired. I rose to my feet and waited for
her to continue, but she simply reclined in her chair and looked me
up and down, like a car she’d just bought.

“Now what?” she repeated; “Now... you belong to me!”

She
snapped her fingers and pointed the carpet beside her executive
leather chair, and without even thinking I stepped around the side
of her desk and knelt in front of her. She patted my head like an
obedient little dog and then caressed my cheek with her thumb while
her fingers brushing under my earlobe.

“It
means...” she whispered in an unnervingly soft manner, moving her
thumb down to my lips, “That these belong to me.”

She
pushed her thumb into my mouth, forcing me to suck on
it.

“This
tongue belongs to me.” she continued, staring dead into my eyes as
my tongue lashed around her thumb. She retracted it and moved both
of her hands down to my chest, flicking the buttons of my blouse
with her nails. She worked her fingers inside the gaps between the
buttons and gripped the shimmering purple silk tightly.

“These
belong to me!” she sneered and then suddenly yanked her hands in
opposite directions to rip my blouse open. A hail of buttons flew
across the carpet at my sides as she ripped my top apart to reveal
my juicy, supple cleavage jiggling wildly beneath the constraints
of my tight bra. I gasped in horror; although given the nature of
the contract I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. It was more
the shock of being physically jerked around in her hands that
scared me. Still, as terrified as I was in that moment, part of me
secretly liked the submissive role she wanted me to play. It was a
perverse sort of thrill, but I had always like the idea of being
told off and even as far back as when I was in high school I would
fantasise about my teachers spanking me for being a naughty girl.
That would have been child’s play compared to what she had planned
for me, though.

“And
this is mine, too!” she growled, reaching even further down over my
exposed midriff and slipping her hand inside my skirt. I felt her
spindly fingers grinding against the front of my black g-string,
instantly sending the juices seeping to my pussy lips. If the
sudden jolt of her spreading my blouse apart hadn’t turned me on,
the touch of her hand circling around my clitoris certainly did it
and as I knelt there I couldn’t help myself from letting out a
brief whimper of excitement. She pulled her hand back out and
raised her fingers to her nose, sniffing the scent of my pussy with
a few deep breaths, like a connoisseur admiring the scent of a
vintage wine. I opened my eyes to see her reclining once again in
her chair, only now her legs were spread apart as far as her skirt
would allow. I fought the urge to avert my eyes and stared directly
up between them, allowing the sight of her stockings and suspenders
to savour in my mind as my clit grew firmer. She rolled the zip of
her skirt down the side of her thigh and opened it up to reveal her
stockings in all their glory with the suspenders reaching up to the
belt around her hips. Even more astonishingly, she wasn’t wearing
any panties. Her bare pussy practically winked back at me as she
spread her thighs wide enough apart to accommodate me.

Without
saying a word, she grabbed the hair at the back of my head and
pushed my head closer to her crotch, giving me nowhere to move
other than to plant my mouth around her clitoris. I tried to
resist, fearing that I had made a grave mistake in signing the
contract, but she was too powerful for me. I had no choice but to
extend my tongue and begin licking at her exposed little pink nub
as it peeked out from beneath its fleshy hood. She moaned softly as
I massaged my tongue around it, gently flicking it in every
direction as I smothered my saliva all around it. It was weird just
how much I liked pleasing her and every gratified sigh that she
breathed made me want to please her in other ways as well. In a
way, my fantasies about her were coming true, although not in any
way that I had envisaged. I became more eager and began to lap at
her clitoris, even moving down to lick around her vulva as I worked
my tongue around the tight opening of her vagina. I licked up every
drop of her warm, sticky juices, and after a while I realised that
she was no longer holding on to my head. Instead, she held in her
hand something very different. I was so hungry for her pussy that I
completely failed to notice that she had picked up a long leather
whip from somewhere, most likely the desk drawer that was now wide
open behind her as she faced me.

Even
though I could see what she was holding, I didn’t even consider
that she would actually use it. I guess I was so innocent in my
ideas of sexuality that I’d always assumed that bondage and whips
and chains were just for show and that it was an aesthetic touch
that spiced up the real sex. Then, as the tassels at the end of the
massive leather strand struck down over my back, I howled out in
agony. I couldn’t believe that she had really done it and felt so
ashamed of myself. I could feel the mocking glare of my family and
friends telepathically shaking their heads at what I had become;
what I had agreed to do in return for my report. Still, despite my
terrible shame, I found that once that first stab of intense,
burning pain subsided, the tingling sensation that it left in its
wake was oddly arousing. In fact, as she raised the whip up again,
I even felt a surge of excited anticipation flooding my system. She
whipped me again, reaching slightly further forward so that it
could reach all the way down to my ass. I shuddered again, but
knowing what was coming was half the battle and in the space of a
minute I had realised that not only was it not for show, it was a
real turn on!


“Please!” I begged, and I’m sure for a moment she thought I
was hoping she would stop and let me go, but then as I continued I
saw her smile widen considerably, “Please, again!”

She held
the whip up and lashed it down over my back again, only this time I
didn’t scream. I simply absorbed the pain and channelled it towards
my clitoris, which was throbbing harder than I’d ever felt before.
I planted my lips back down around her pussy and began to lick
around it again, feeling her crotch rising slightly as she thrust
herself against the pressure of my tongue. Pleasing her felt so
good and the longer it went on, the harder she whipped me. After a
few minutes my ass was reeling and my back felt like somebody had
lit it on fire, but I still wanted more. She pulled my hair to
force my mouth away from her clit, this time struggling to stop me
rather than the other way round. I peered up over the huge mounds
of her heaving breasts, staring at her with my lips glistening with
a coating of her juices as I waited for her next
command.

“Stand
up and walk over there...” she said, nodding at the open space
between her desk and the door, “And take off your
clothes.”

I
climbed to my feet, suddenly realising that my body was trembling
fiercely, so much so that I almost toppled backward onto her as I
walked back around the desk. I stood in the centre of the room and
she simply watched as I stripped my clothes, circling the tips of
her fingers around her clitoris. I peeled away my broken shirt and
unzipped my skirt to reveal my matching bra and g-string. She
licked her lips and peered over the edge of the desk to get a
slightly closer view. She could see my slutty landing strip of
pubic hair through the translucent lace and she already knew how
wet I was from having touched me earlier. I reached back and
unfastened my bra, placing it to one side atop my pile of clothes
before pulling my g-string down and doing the same with it. I stood
before her, completely naked with my eyes closed as I tried to calm
my thundering heart.

“Turn
around.” she said bluntly, so I slowly spun myself on my toes to
face the other way, showing her the damage she had done to my back.
I couldn’t see it myself, but it was surely strewn with red marks
from the impact of the whip, stretching down from my neck as far as
the top of my thighs. She murmured to herself and then started to
clatter around behind me, but I dared not turn back to see what she
was doing. Everything went quiet, but then I felt her fingers
stroking down the sides of my arms. She stood behind me and took my
hands, moving them behind my back. Then, she snapped a pair of
handcuffs around my wrists, binding them together so I couldn’t
resist against whatever came next.

“Let me
see my tongue...” she said, moving around to stand in front of me.
I poked it out for her while she inspected it, flicking it to leave
the tip completely numb. She held up a strange wooden contraption
consisting of two short sticks bound by string on either end, which
she separated with her nails and clamped down over my protruding
tongue. It clung on tightly and the length of the wood prevented me
from retracting my tongue. No matter how hard I pulled back, the
tightness of the little unassuming device was far too strong even
with the abundance of saliva coating my tongue. She chuckled
cruelly in my face and then picked up some more items from the desk
behind me. The first was a pair of metal clamps, which she
proceeded to attach to my erect, tingling nipples. I winced in
agony as each one pressed down and tightly gripped my teats, but
before they could even turn numb she hooked a pair of solid metal
ball weights onto each one. My breasts immediately sagged towards
the floor, causing the jagged teeth of the clamps to dig into my
areolas even harder. I yelped pathetically and tried to tense up
every muscle in my body to measure the pain, but with them clinging
to my tits the pain didn’t dissolve as it had done with the whip. I
had to bear it for as long as she deemed fit.

She
walked around me, observing my flayed skin and admiring her work.
She wasn’t done yet, though. She disappeared behind me again and
moments later I heard an almighty clunk that shuddered through the
floorboards beneath my feet. She dragged something over to me,
grinding it across the carpet with a thick metal chain that I could
hear jangling and approaching inch by inch behind my
back.

“Turn
around.” she commanded, so I swivelled once again to see her
holding up a short chain that reached to roughly the height of my
hips. Connected to the bottom was a huge spherical iron weight
roughly the size of a football and she held in her hand a large
shackle, which at first I thought would be for my leg. However, she
nodded for me to bend over, waving her hand to guide me down to the
metal ring, which she promptly snapped around my neck as soon as I
had bent over far enough. I tried to lift the weight, but it was
far too heavy and I realised I was stuck in the position for as
long as she wanted me bent over.

“Good.”
she said, running her fingers over my sore ass for a moment before
reaching for the whip again. I braced myself for the worst,
clutching my fists tightly behind my back as I awaited the powerful
sting of the tassels striking my flesh. A few seconds passed and
nothing happened, so I waited a little more. Still nothing, so I
peered back behind me just in time to see her swiping her arm
through the air. A split-second later, the tassels lashed across
the back of my cuffed arms, making me shudder violently in place
while the nipple clamps swung chaotically beneath my chest. The
pain was so intense and sent the tears gushing over the rim of my
eyelids to splash onto the floor next to the massive ball weight.
She whipped me again and again, unleashing a torrent of strikes; so
many that I lost count and could only let out a series of distorted
squeals through the twisted device clamped around my
tongue.

“You’re
a better slave that I thought.” she said, and as bizarre as it
sounds, it was the best compliment I’d ever received. The knowledge
that I had pleased her sent a rash of goose pimples across my flesh
that made the burning sensation prickle. It felt like the pay off
that all the pain was leading towards, but then as the pimples died
down, I was left with the agonising pain once again. She placed the
whip back down on the table in front of me and I watched as she
collected two more objects from the drawer in her desk. First, she
took out a slender black butt plug and the second was a much larger
strap-on dildo. She carried both over to me and stood behind my
ass, peeling my reeling cheeks apart to smother the plug in my
pussy juice. She coated it all the way around and then prodded the
blunt tip against the rim of my ass hole, pushing it slowly through
the tight ring of flesh no matter how much the muscles resisted. I
felt it gradually inching inside me and filling up my colon until
finally my anus popped shut around the narrow section between the
plug and base. She pulled on it, tugging it partly back out of my
ass before plunging it in once again, fucking my ass with the toy
for a minute or so like a child with a new toy that fascinated her.
Finally, she strapped the dildo around her waist and positioned
herself close behind me.

I felt
the bulbous head pushing against my labia, splitting them apart and
giving me my first real taste of pure pleasure. She rubbed it up
and down between my pussy lips, coating it in my juices before
plunging the thick shaft deep inside me. My pussy opened up around
the realistic, flesh colour cock and her violent thrusting caused
me to nearly bang my head on the desk in front of me. With the ball
and chain forcing my neck to hang low, I was bent over the desk
with my nose balancing just inches above the wooden surface where I
had signed the contract. It was gone from view, though, and was now
sealed away beyond my grasp. As I stood there taking the brutal
fucking she was giving me, I knew that it would only be the first
in a long line of sadistic, even horrific sexual encounters that
would last until my very final day in that office. The constant
pushing motion of her hips against my ass was causing the weights
beneath my breasts to smack against the side of the desk, sending
an endless series of sharp pains through my nipples with every
thrust. I tried to moan but my voice had become hoarse from
screaming so much. My whole body was becoming numb from the pain,
but the fact that her thrusts were getting harder and faster told
me that she was getting very turned on, and I liked that. I wanted
her to cum using my body as a toy almost as much as I wanted to cum
myself.

She
spanked me on the ass repeatedly as she inched closer to an orgasm,
no doubt feeling the pressure of the base of the dildo pressing
against her clitoris as she fucked me. She seemed to be getting off
to the sound of my squealing voice, so I acted even more distressed
than I was. She quickened her pace, brutally pounding me as hard as
she could until finally, with a series of extra rough slaps across
my burning ass cheeks, she started to convulse violently behind me.
The powerful thrusting of her hips sent the dildo rocketing even
deeper into my pussy with such force that I could no longer hold
on. I started to cum as well, and together we writhed bent over the
desk with her hands clutching at my body. She squeezed my breasts,
allowing my sweat to work the clamps free of my teats. They dropped
to the floor, narrowly missing my toes as she pushed me forward and
stood me flat against the side of the desk. The ball weight pulled
hard on my neck, forcing me to plant my cheeks against the wooden
surface while she shuddered and ploughed a final few deep thrusts
into my pussy. The tongue clamp finally snapped free, but I
couldn’t feel anything for several minutes. In fact, my whole body
was numb. I had been through an ordeal beyond any kind of sexual
pleasure I’d ever experienced and I knew that it was only the
beginning.

I
belonged to her for the remainder of my internship, along with my
tongue, my lips, my breasts, my pussy; it was all hers to do with
as she wished, and I couldn’t wait to find out what that might
entail.

THE
END






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Contractually Bound” so
I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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