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Courtney was
starting to believe that not only didn't she care about anything
any more, but that there was no reason to have ever cared about
anything in the first place. College was beyond her means, and she
hated school anyway. But that left her stuck in a dead end job
working in an empty building on the midnight shift answering and
redirecting the very occasional phone call from overseas for a
Japanese importer.

That was
fucking up her social life, but what did that matter? Her friends
were shallow, superficial assholes, and all the guys she dated
wanted was to fuck her and leave. Life was pointless and then you
died. Big fucking deal. Why care about anything beyond that?

At twenty,
Courtney hadn't lived an awful lot of life, nor seen much of it to
cause her state of jaded depression. But what she had seen and
heard of it didn't give her much cause for hope. As far as she
could see, you met guys, you fucked them, sometimes you had a brat,
then you divorced or split up and hated each other ever after. You
worked at one shitty, fucking, dead-end job after another and dealt
with miserable fucking bosses that always wanted to shit on you
just so you could pay the rent on some crappy little box-like
apartment.

No, there was
no reason to care about much of anything.

She took
another toke and handed it on to Sarah, on her left.

There were
eight or nine of them sauntering along through the park which
divided their mostly middle class suburb – and what a shitty dump
it was – from the tonier neighborhood of Sutcliffe Heights with its
much bigger houses, big back yard swimming pools and expensive
sports cars. Tony, on her right, handed her a bottle of vodka and
she took a swig, and passed that on too.

Angela and Dave
were arguing about some movie they'd seen, and its cultural
references. Paul and Denise were walking along hand in hand,
kissing occasionally. Larry was kicking a can along while
occasionally picking up a rock and sending it snapping up through
the branches of nearby trees, and Nick was sauntering along behind
them, probably staring at her ass even now.

It was a hot,
sweaty night, and she was dressed for it in short shorts and a
midriff baring tank top. She'd recently hacked her waist length
blonde hair off at the shoulders and then dyed it black. She was
wearing too much black eyeliner – deliberately – and black
lipstick. And her surly attitude and acid tongue weren't making her
very popular.

Not that she
cared. She was through caring about what people thought of her.

Tony's hand
came down on her ass and gave it a nice comfortable squeeze. She
curled her lip in disdain that he thought he was hot stuff and that
he could in any way hope she would be impressed by him. On the
other hand, who gave a shit if he groped her ass? Not her. Let him
think he impressed her. What did she care?

Unfortunately
he took her lack of resistance as encouragement, and sidled in
closer. She didn't need his hot, sweaty body pressing against her
and gave him a rough shove that sent him stumbling back.

“Hey, baby,
just trying to be nice,” he said.

“Be nice by not
sweating on me,” she said, grabbing the bottle from him again.

He handed it
over easily enough and she took another swig. Asshole probably
thought if she got drunk she'd let him do her, she thought.

They were
wandering through Sutcliffe Heights now, gazing at the big houses
with avarice in their eyes even while pretending to be completely
unimpressed. Courtney wondered what it would be like living in a
place like that, living the life of ease. They probably had
servants to look after them, too. She liked the idea of snapping
her fingers and having some bitch maid bring her a nice drink by
the pool.

They found the
empty house Dave had discovered last week and hoped over the six
foot fence around it. The place was your typical five thousand
square foot mini mansion with a five car garage and a huge swimming
pool. No one lived there, though, and the for sale sign on the lawn
was probably why they kept the swimming pool filled.

Several people
jumped into the water, the guys after stripping off their t-shirts.
Angela and Denise stripped down to their underwear, and there was a
lot of laughing and joking and splashing around as she sat on the
diving board and took another toke. Tony sat next to her, no doubt
eager to hand her the little bottle of vodka again; fucking
pervert.

It was fucking
hot, and she considered jumping in the pool, but couldn't bring
herself to bother. So what if it was hot? She didn't care.

“Hey Courtney,
get in the water!” Larry called.

She gave him a
jaundiced gaze. He just wanted to see her half naked like those
other dumb bitches.

“It's too
fucking hot,” she said.

“That doesn't
make any sense, dumbass,” Dave said.

It didn't, and
she realized it. Okay, so she was a little high and a little drunk.
So what? Fuck `em.

She gave Dave
the finger and he wagged his tongue at her obscenely.

Then Nick
appeared out of the semi darkness, scooped her up in his arms, and
before she could do more than curse and flail her legs, threw her
into the pool amid much laughter and approval.

She popped to
the surface, sputtering and cursing, her eyeliner running darkly.
Tony laughed at her from the diving board and she splashed water up
at him angrily so he cursed and dodged back. She swam to the low
end of the pool where there were broad, rounded stairs, climbed up
the first one or two, turned and sat down.

They were such
children, so fucking immature, so boring!

She sat
sullenly on the second step, in about an inch of pool water, and
slouched back against the top step, glowering at them. She resented
them, resented the heat, resented this big, fancy house which was
so far beyond her means it wasn't even funny, and she resented
Tony, who came swaggering over with the bottle in hand. Fucking
asshole was determined to get her drunk.

“What the fuck
do you want?” she demanded.

“Hey, baby, I'm
just being nice,” he said, sitting down next to her and handing her
the bottle.

“Bullshit. You
just want to get me drunk so you can fuck me.”

“Why would you
mind that, baby?” he said with a leer.

She took a
swig. She wasn't willing or unwilling. Fuck him. Fuck them all. She
didn't give a shit any more anyway, she reminded herself.

“At least the
water's cool,” he said.

She made a
face.

“You should
strip down, baby.”

“Yeah, you'd
like that,” she sniffed.

“Hey, your top
is pretty much invisible anyway, you know.”

She shrugged
and looked down to see the truth of that. Her white tank top was
pretty much see-through, and her thin lacy bra wasn't much better.
Well so what? She wasn't some shy schoolgirl. So what if everyone
saw her tits. They were just tits. What was the big deal about tits
anyway?

She reached
down and peeled her tank top up and off, then wrung it out in her
hands, letting the water pour down over her chest and cool her
further.

She reached for
the bottle and Tony pulled it out of reach.

“Give me a
fucking drink, man,” she protested in irritation.

“Nuh uh. Not
unless you ask nicely.”

“Fuck you.”

He snickered.
“You want a drink? Here, I'll give you a drink.”

He took a swig
and then his hand was behind her head, jerking her head back a
little as he crushed his lips against hers. Vodka poured into her
mouth from his and she felt it trickling over her tongue and down
to the back of her mouth, swallowing reflexively and finding, to
her surprise, that this was in fact, an interesting way to get a
drink.

Not that she
was impressed, and not that she'd admit it if she was.

“Asshat,” she
muttered.

He lit another
toke and, as with the vodka, took a deep breath, held it, then
pressed his lips to hers and exhaled into her mouth. She held it in
her lungs for a long few seconds, then exhaled slowly.

Things sort of
went downhill from there.

She couldn't
remember exactly when his hand had first slid into her wet shorts,
or when they'd come off, or when his fingers pushed down into her
panties and found that magic spot at the top of her pussy, but she
really stopped caring about much of anything after that except for
wanting him to keep rubbing her there.

But when things
really got confusing was when Nick turned up on her other side,
biting and chewing and sucking and licking along the nape of her
neck, or taking turns with Tony kissing her. Nick's hands found
their way into her bra and then that was off and she was being bent
back across the lip of the pool, groaning dazedly as his mouth
encircled her nipple and sucked headily.

A part of her
thought she ought to put a stop to this but then she remembered
that she didn't care about anything any more.

It felt good.
So why the fuck not? It was nice not to care, not to have to do
anything, to just lay there and let whatever happened happened. She
had no responsibilities, no need to act, no need to pretend, no
need to do a single fucking thing.

She felt the
waistband of her panties sliding down over her hips, and again knew
a fleeting thought that she ought to do something, but didn't. They
slid under her buttocks and down her legs and then off.

Man, I'm
wasted, she thought uncaringly.

Tony's fingers
were rubbing steadily at her clit, though, and that was making her
breathing grow harsher and more ragged. She wriggled helplessly,
grunting and gasping as Nick bit into her nipple and sucked, then
bit and sucked, sending alternating waves of pain and pleasure
through her system.

She felt her
legs spread and raised, pushed back so wide the tendons in her
thighs ached. Her glassy eyes looked down at Tony there, his head
between her legs, and she tried to sneer at his efforts. What the
fuck was he trying to do, show what a hot stud he was?

Then she felt
his tongue stroke across her clit and gasped helplessly, head
jerking back as he tongued her again. She felt his finger slid
inside her as he licked, and grunted helplessly, feet shifting and
jerking as her ankles lay on the edge of the pool.

Go on, fuck me,
you little asshole, she thought weakly.

They'd do
anything to fuck her, put up with anything to fuck her. They all
wanted so badly to get their little cocks into her body. Every one
of them. They were pathetic.

But right now
she wanted that cock in her for some reason.

She gasped
again and Tony looked up at her and sneered. “Yeah, bitch wants it,
don't you. Don't you, bitch?”

Fuck you, she
thought in surly indignation.

But she
did.

“Beg for it,
slut!” he taunted.

She drew her
leg back and kicked him in the stomach, sending him falling,
splashing back into the pool.

“Asswhore,” she
said raggedly, voice slurred.

She pushed Nick
back and sat up, then tried to stand up, but fell right back down.
Nick put his arm around her, snuggling in tight, his hand between
her legs now, rubbing at her clit. She pulled against him but not
hard. Then a dripping Tony stood next to her, jerking his cock out
of his short and pushing it against her mouth. She turned her head
away and then gasped as he seized her by the hair and jerked her
head back around.

“Suck my cock,
baby,” he panted.

His cock was
already in her mouth, and Courtney felt another flutter of interest
as she automatically folded her lips around it and started sucking.
He tightened his grip on her hair, jerking her in closer and she
winced a bit. She was hemmed in by him on one side and Nick sitting
on her other side, arm around her and found that she liked it, that
some part of her was enjoying almost being forced.

Assholes, she
thought, ruled by their little cocks, always so desperate for sex
they'd do anything for it.

Including
putting up with her. She was acting like a bitch, knew it, and
liked it. I can act like a bitch all I want, she thought. As long
as I've got a pussy they'll put up with it.

She felt her
hand drawn down, pulled back by a hand on her wrist, felt her limp
hand rubbing against the bulge of Nick's crotch. He was so
pathetic, she thought.

She dug her
nails into it just for fun and he gasped and cursed, slapping her
hand away. She laughed even around Tony's cock.

“Fucking
bitch!” Nick snapped.

She laughed
again and then Tony thrust his cock deep into her mouth, almost
choking her. She gagged, and her arms tried to raise up, to push
him back. Nick wrapped his arms around them, pinning them to her
sides, and she gurgled weakly as Tony pulled her forward by the
hair and then drove his cock right down into her throat.

That woke her
up somewhat, and she jerked and spasmed against their grip, but was
helpless to escape. Having Tony's big cock in her throat was
uncomfortable, to say the least, and she jerked again and again,
but was held tight. She'd deep throated before, but didn't do it
much. Why should she? Guys were pretty pathetically easy to please
without her going out of her way to do something difficult.

“Swallow that
cock, bitch!” Tony breathed.

Well it wasn't
like she had much choice. They were practically raping her. She
wondered where the others were, not that they'd care about her, the
bastards. Nobody cared about her except the guys who wanted to fuck
her.

She gurgled
weakly, chest burning, head pounding from lack of oxygen as Tony
forced his cock right into her to the hilt and held her there,
jammed to the balls in her mouth and throat.

“You like that,
slut? You like all that cock?” Nick taunted.

A part of her
did, actually. A big part of her.

Tony eased back
and she was able to breath, gasping and coughing, saliva pouring
out over her lower lip as she gulped in air.

She grunted as
Nick forced a finger inside her, then a second, then a third, all
while holding her tight against him. Tony pressed his cock against
her mouth but she closed her lips, still gulping in air as best she
could.

“Suck that
cock, slut,” he demanded in a harsh whisper.

Suddenly
fingers were on her nipples, both of them, pinching and twisting.
The heat mounted, the stinging burning sensation as her nipples
were squeezed and twisted, and she cried out weakly, her mouth
forced open so Tony could slide his spit-wet cock through her lips
and over her tongue.

His slick cock
slid across her lips and tongue and she gurgled weakly as she felt
Nick's three fingers push deep into her pussy. A part of her flared
angrily but another part felt a sudden rush of heat at the
nastiness of what was happening. It wasn't like she was a virgin by
any means, but she'd kept her sexual habits pretty mainstream, for
the most part out of concern for her reputation.

On the other
hand, she reminded herself, she didn't care what anyone thought of
her any more, so she should do whatever the fuck she wanted.

She angled her
head up and bobbed her lips on Tony's cock a little as she sucked.
He bunched up her wet hair above her head and then pulled her
forward, and she drew in a shaky breath before his cock pushed into
her throat again. Fuck this was nasty and hot!

They were
whispering something to each other, their voices hash, excited. She
hardly paid any attention. Then she gasped as Tony pulled on her
hair, forcing her to twist around. Nick let her, and they rolled
her over as Tony pulled her forward by the hair.

Gasping, she
found herself on her hands and knees as Tony knelt before her,
guiding her mouth back onto his cock. She gasped in pain as a hand
slapped against her bare bottom, and felt her legs forced apart.
Her heat and excitement mounted as she sucked Tony's cock, and felt
Nick's fingers pushing into her again, roughly now, thrusting in
and out painfully. Still, heat rolled over her and she moaned
around Tony's cock.

In the shadows
under a tree, Nick mounted her, his cock pushing down the tight,
wet tunnel of her pussy as Tony thrust deep into her throat.
Courtney gurgled weakly, her skin flaring with heat and excitement.
Two guys doing her at once!? That was so wild! So slutty! So kinky!
She felt alive for the first time all day and dug her fingers into
the soft grass as she rolled her hips up and back at Tony.

Yeah! Yeah! Do
me! Fuck me!” she thought excitedly.

Tony was
fucking into her mouth, and holding her hair steadily. She pushed a
hand up to ease his stroke and he slapped it away. Then her mind
was rolled by a sudden wave of heat as Nick jammed himself into her
to the balls and started to thrust. God! He was fucking her hard!
He was fucking her good!

She winced and
gasped as Tony yanked on her hair, then Nick seized her wrists and
pulled them down along her sides, then up behind her back. Heat
flared even hotter within her as the two controlled her, as they
used her roughly. She moaned around Tony's cock and he pulled it
out, rubbing it over her face as she gulped in breaths.

“You like that,
slut? You like that cock?” he purred.

Courtney
grunted and gasped as Nick's hips slapped against her upraised
buttocks. Her head thrashed weakly and her hair pulled out of
Tony's grasp but he seized it again, forcefully forcing her head up
and back as his cock pushed into her mouth.

He thrust
himself deep into her throat and then using both hands on her head,
held her in place as he fucked her just as fast and hard as Nick
was fucking her from behind. Courtney's gurgled and grunted and
gasped helplessly, her mind rolling and eyes glazing over until
suddenly he pulled out completely. She stared through glassy eyes,
not really seeing or understanding, dazed, as his come sprayed over
her face.

Then, laughing,
he released her hair and her head fell low. She groaned weakly,
face on the grass now as Nick continued to ride her. Her wrists
were pinned together up beneath her shoulder blades as Nick's cock
thrust into her again and again.

She shuddered,
knees spread wide on the cool grass, bottom raised high, Nick's
cock punching deep down the length of her spasming, burning tube
again and again and again until with a sudden wild spasming sense
of going over a cliff her world turned and spun about, orgasm
tearing apart what was left of her mind.

Nick finished
and released her and she slid down on the grass, groaning, falling
to her belly, face in the grass as he and Tony laughed to each
other. Woozy, she groaned and rolled over onto her side, then her
back. She knew, vaguely, she shouldn't be laying there naked like
that, but didn't care. Fuck em. Who cares what they think of me,
she thought, staring up at the sky.

They were
leaving, it looked like. Or at least, she saw Denise climbing over
the wall on the far side of the pool, and then Angela and Paul and
Sarah. Fuckers. Leaving without even asking her.

She sat up
slowly, groggy and combed her tangled hair out of her face.

Fucking Tony
came in her fucking face, she thought with a mixture of disgust,
contempt and dark excitement. No one had ever dared do that before.
She turned around and lay at the edge of the pool, scooping water
up into her face and rinsing it off.

She turned
around, on all fours, looking for her clothes. She couldn't find
her bra, but her fingers found her tank top and she lifted it up
and tried to find which was the back and which was the front.

“Hey baby.”

She gasped at
the words, jerking her tank top over her breasts instinctively. An
instant later she recognized Larry and felt herself flare
irritably. Another asshole who wanted to fuck her.

“What the fuck
do you want?” she asked, voice slurred.

He knelt beside
her and yanked the tank top out of her hands, then pushed her so
she fell back on her back. She looked up at him, eyes blinking, and
then grunted as he settled atop her. Fucking nerve of the bastard,
she thought, pushing feebly at him with her hands.

He snorted in
amusement and pinned her wrists to the grass above her head before
kissing her. It wasn't a bad kiss and she grunted in pleasure as
his other hand began to knead her sensitive breast. His hand
coasted up and down her pale, bare body and she groaned as he
forced her thighs apart.

God, he was
going to do her right here, just like the other two, she thought
with some excitement and outrage. Was she everyone's whore now? Was
that what she was? A cunt for everyone to use?

The sound of
his zipper was loud, and then she felt his hard hot cock pressing
against her thigh.

Resentment
flared even through the heat. Who the fuck was he to be fucking her
anyway? Pissy little Larry.

“Get off me,”
she demanded, her voice slurred and weak.

“Spread your
legs,” he said.

“F-Fuck you,”
she gasped.

She fumbled a
hand free and punched at his head, landing a weak blow, and he
cursed in pain and pinned her wrists again. She almost laughed. Did
he think he was tough or something? Did he think she was weak?

“Pussy,” she
sneered.

He glared down
at her and undid his belt, yanking it free of the loops of his
jeans, then wrapped it around her wrists. She sneered up at him,
not resisting, interested again. What the fuck was he doing, the
kinky fucker?

She grunted as
the belt tightened around both wrists, and he fumbled at it above
her head on the grass before releasing her. Courtney tried to jerk
her hands free and couldn't, and arched her back, her head going
far back as she peered at her wrists to find the rope snagged
around what looked like a lawn sprinkler or something.

He spread her
legs and bent to suck and lick at her breast and Courtney gasped
and writhed beneath him. She pulled at the belt again, and then
again, but oddly, didn't feel the least frightened or worried. In
fact, she felt a sudden jolt of heat roll through her as she stared
up at him, helpless and bound.

“Asshole,” she
panted, “Pussy. Faggot!”

She wasn't sure
why she was insulting him. She was bating him, but why, she didn't
know.

“Slut,” he
sneered.

He gripped both
her nipples and pinched hard and she cried out, twisting, kicking
at him. He snickered and bent to suck on her breast again, letting
his teeth bite into the soft, throbbing flesh of her excited
nipple.

He dropped his
body fully atop her and she felt the head of his cock probing at
her, searching for the angle. She twisted and then shuddered as he
found it and slid into her, deep. The rush of heat and wild, animal
excitement easily eclipsed the pain of his sudden entry and she
groaned as he grabbed her hair, forcing her head back so he could
crush his mouth against hers.

Her legs
flopped wide to either side and she groaned as he began to grind
against her, his cock pumping now, first with slow, deep strokes,
then faster and longer.

Fuck, fuck
fuck! He was fucking her! He was fucking her like... like she was a
whore, like she was his whore.

“Bastard!” she
gasped.

“Slut!”

Then his lips
were crushed against hers again and she felt her tongue rise up to
duel his as it thrust into her mouth.

His cock was
thrusting in and out of her at a steep angle, grinding against the
top of her sex, his pubic mound jamming down against her as well.
Courtney felt the heat within her bubbling and churning, her dazed
mind battered and rolled by the strength of the sensations
crackling through her nervous system.

“Well Larry's
having fun.”

Larry froze for
a moment, then glared over his shoulder as Nick and Tony sauntered
up, smirking.

“Fuck off and
leave us alone, would ya?”

They both
laughed. Nick knelt by Courtney's head and Tony leaned against the
tree next to them.

“You have to
tie the slut up? Don't you know she'd be all over you if you just
let her?”

“Maybe she
likes it,” Larry said.

Then he thrust
into her to make her gasp.

“That your
best, man? Fuck her!”

“Yeah, give it
to her, man!”

Larry resumed
thrusting, now doing her harder, and Courtney gasped and moaned,
knowing he was doing it for his audience, that he was showing them
what a tough guy he was. Something about that turned her on, too,
and having an audience made her feel a strange, squirmy kind of
heat in her groin.

Her legs were
spread wide on the grass, and she slowly drew her knees up a
little, moaning as Larry's cock punched deep and hard into her
pussy. He didn't try to kiss her any more, just fucked her –
hard.

Her breathing
became ragged as his cock stroked in and out of her with hard, deep
thrusts.

“Yeah. Give it
to her man. The bitch loves cock,” Nick said.

“Hurry up. I
want a turn at her,” Tony said.

Courtney
groaned weakly, then cried out in sudden shock as an orgasm tore
through her body. Her head jerked back and she strained against the
belt around her wrists, her back arching as her legs rose up and
wrapped helplessly around Larry's rocking hips.

“Yeah! Fucking
slut loves it!” Tony said.

And she did,
God help her!

God it was
good! Soooo goood!

She groaned
helplessly and went limp on the grass, panting, chest heaving as
Larry continued thrusting into her for another thirty seconds, then
grunted as he came inside her.

Then Tony
climbed atop her.

She looked up
through glassy eyes as he leered at her. He spread her legs
roughly, then thrust into her.

Courtney's mind
rolled slowly, dazedly. She groaned in confusion as they shifted
her, pulled her, She found her back arching as her head was forced
up and back – and back, and back. Her legs were lifted up and held
wide in mid-air as Tony stroked into her from his knees now. And
then Nick's cock slid into her mouth as he knelt just above her
head, straddling her bound arms. He pushed himself down her open
throat and she stared into his scrotum as she felt Tony thrusting
into her harder and harder.

This is fucking
wild, she thought dazedly.

It was hard to
breath, though, and her chest burned, her head pounding as black
dots danced before her eyes. She almost lost consciousness, but
Nick pulled out and she coughed violently, gulping in air, grunting
as Nick forced her legs back further. She heard male laughter, the
murmur of their voices as her ankles were lifted up and forced back
behind her shoulders. Her feet were actually touching the grass
above her shoulders, her bottom elevated as Tony lay poised above
her, all his weight on his hands, which were on her ankles, and his
hips worked in and out, in and out, faster and harder, spiking
himself deep into her burning pussy again and again.

It – hurt. It
hurt sooooo good.
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The words the
other girls had for her the next day were cruel, and she spat back,
spiteful, resentful, and defensive. Bitches, that was all they
were. Jealous bitches, probably. Probably never came in their
lives, fucking cunts.

She was
uneasily aware she'd crossed a line that she'd never even really
thought about, one which had always been there at the back of her
mind, one girls just didn't cross, at least, not where others could
find out about.

She'd been
stoned, she thought defensively, not that anyone really took that
as much of an excuse. It wasn't like anyone held her down and made
her drink, or smoke. It didn't even occur to her to protest that
they'd forced her. She knew she could have resisted, and knew she
hadn't cared enough to. She also knew that her body had burned with
heat at what they'd done to her, and that even remembering it made
her feel like a dark, erotic temptress, made her feel wickedly
sophisticated compared to the other girls who were, let's face it,
just dumb, naïve girls.

She felt more
mature somehow, superior. And what the fuck did she care if they
didn't like it? Stupid little bitches. She felt oddly sleek and
sexual for the first time in a long time, though she wasn't at all
sure why.

Maybe it was
because she'd come with a guy where she never had before. Well, not
really. She could remember a few small near climaxes, or maybe,
mini climaxes a few times. But mostly, she only came when she was
pleasuring herself. Guys were too quick, too clumsy, and by the
time she was heated up they were done and congratulating themselves
on how good they were.

They'd got
their piece of ass, she thought cynically, and that was all they
cared about.

But last night
had been different. It had gone on longer, and been so... out of
control. She liked that. Always before she'd been a part of a
dance, always anxious about what she was doing, and how he would
think of her afterward, wanting her reactions, her movements, to be
ones which wouldn't show her as a lousy lay. In a way, fucking was
like dancing. But she hadn't really been fucking them last night.
They'd been fucking her. And so she'd just had to lay there and let
them dance while she enjoyed the experience without any cares about
what she had to do.

It had been a
curiously freeing experience.

But she knew
she couldn't explain it to these bitches, even if she wanted to,
and she didn't want to. She didn't need to justify herself, didn't
need to care what they thought of her. If they didn't like it they
could go fuck themselves. She didn't care. Catty little
bitches.

The next night
she had work anyway. Since she usually got up at noon and went to
sleep around two or three or four in the morning – even when not
working – staying awake all night was no great trial. Not that she
did, of course. There weren't that many calls, and it was easy
enough to nod off for an hour or two until the next one woke her
up.

She hadn't
gotten to that point, though, when someone rang the bell. It was
rare, indeed for anyone to ring the bell here during her shift, and
she pursed her lips for a moment, then got up and walked down the
hall to the front door.

The building
was two stories, old, with a slow old elevator off the main doors,
and a wide, curving staircase with metal banister. It was located
just off a major roadway only a dozen blocks from where she lived,
which was one of the reasons she didn't try to find better. It
spared her a long ride on the bus to get downtown.

The lights in
the main hall never went out, and there pressed against the glass,
flat against it, arms and legs spread, kind of grinding himself
against the door, was Nick. Courtney hesitated, a sudden wild flare
of anxiety mixed with heat, embarrassment, irritation and a lot of
other confusing emotions freezing her in place with her hand on the
light switch.

“Shit,” she
said.

It wasn't like
they didn't know where she worked, and it wasn't like some of her
friends hadn't stopped by on previous occasions to hang around, but
having Nick here, now, right after... well, after what had
happened, when she hadn't even sorted out her own feelings, and
when people were talking about her, well, it made her anxious.

“What the fuck
are you doing here?” she asked, going into the outer hall and
glaring at him through the locked door.

He pressed his
tongue against the door and licked it slowly. She wasn't sure if he
was trying to be amusing or to turn her on but she only wrinkled
her nose in faint contempt. God, guys were so fucking childish!

“Just came by
to see you,” he said with a grin, “Wondered if you were okay.”

“I'm fine,” she
said warily. “I'm working.”

As if that
weren't obvious, in her white button-down blouse, knee length blue
skirt, and black pumps.

She though it
silly she had to dress for the office when the only people she saw
were the ones who came in very early in the morning but that was
what her employer wanted.

“Let me in,” he
said with a cheeky grin.

“You know
non-employees aren't allowed inside.”

“Like anyone is
gonna fuckin' notice,” he snorted, pulling a joint out of his
pocket and lighting it. “Well come out on the porch and talk
then.”

She hesitated
again, but the night was likely to be a long one, and if she
propped the door open she would hear the phone. It had a repeater
overhead so that when it rang she would hear it anywhere in the
building, even the bathroom.

She nodded,
turned off the alarm, and then unlocked the door and stepped out
into the early morning darkness.

It was about
one thirty. The door gave onto a narrow porch only a step above the
darkened parking lot which spread out before them. There was a
similar two floor building on its other side, and the road off to
the right, nearly as empty as the parking lot. She could hear the
sound of crickets chirping somewhere out behind the building as she
leaned against the wall and took the proffered joint, inhaling
deeply.

“You're not
feeling pissed off since we gang banged you?”

She snorted and
handed the joint back. “You didn't fucking gang-bang me,” she
sniffed. “It was only like, you and Tony, and then Dave after.”

“And then me
and Tony again.”

“So? It was no
big deal,” she said, shrugging it off.

“So how many
guys does there need to be for it to be a gang bang?” he asked with
a leer.

Courtney felt a
hot little throbbing between her legs at the thought, at the word,
at all the emotional ideas that went with them. “I don't know,” she
said. “Can't say I ever thought about it.”

He handed the
joint back. “Four? Five? Ten?”

She inhaled and
passed it back, shrugging, refusing to commit herself in case he
took it as an invitation to go and invite a bunch of guys. But she
let herself imagine herself at the center of a whole bunch of hot,
sweaty guys, their dicks all sticking out, all of them wanting her,
groping her, grabbing her, using her. It was a hot, nasty, exciting
fantasy, but not one any kind of a “good girl” would tolerate.

“Maybe if you
guys knew how to fuck a girl you wouldn't need so much help,” she
said.

He snickered
and leaned in closer to her. His hand pushed in between her legs,
rubbing her there before she could push it off.

“I bet I can do
you so you scream,” he said.

“Yeah, sure,”
she replied, taking the joint again.

“You afraid of
what those bitches aid this morning?”

“Like I fucking
care what they think” she said with a sneer. “I do whatever I want.
I don't need anyone's approval.”

“So you could,
like, suck my cock right here, right now, on this porch if you
wanted to.”

She took the
joint again. “If I wanted to,” she said with a smirk.

The idea had
some appeal, actually. Imagine blowing him right here out in the
open like that! Right at work on the front veranda!

“Or you could
pull up this skirt and I could eat you out right here,” he
said.

She laughed.
“Yeah, right!”

“What? You
think I wouldn't do it?”

She looked around, feeling her nipples stiffening, picturing
herself up against the brown bricks, her skirt up around her waist,
him eating her right there. That was fucking hot!

She slouched
and let him slide his hand onto her breast, kneading it gently
through her white blouse.

“I dare you,”
he taunted.

Like children,
she thought. But the idea was exciting. She wasn't about to say
yes, though. Then again, she wasn't going to say no.

He let his hand
slide slowly down her belly, his fingers slipping into the
waistband of her skirt, sliding in and out, sliding along the
waistband to pop the button there. Courtney felt her heart
beginning to beat faster, and snorted, as if ignoring him, playing
hard to get. His fingers slowly tugged the zipper down, though, and
she felt her belly starting to thrum, felt the thrumming sinking
lower.

She was leaning
back against the wall and tugged down on the skirt, moving around
in front of her, his eyes hot as he tugged it down over her hips.
Courtney felt her sex pulsing with sudden excitement, and looked
around into the dark parking lot, then up at the night sky as her
skirt pooled around her ankles.

He lifted her
left leg and she cooperated, blushing, heart thumping as he pulled
the skirt out from under her. Her blouse hung over her groin and he
slid the bottom up to reveal her small white panties, slipped his
thumbs into the waistband, and peeled them down. Swallowing
anxiously, nervously, she stepped out of them, her breathing
becoming ragged now as he knelt before her and licked along her
inner thigh.

She leaned back
against the bricks, telling herself this was insane, that she was
just going to get an even worse reputation, that everyone would
think she was just a slut, but then she told herself she didn't
care, that they could all go fuck off, that all that mattered was a
little excitement in her dull, boring life.

His tongue slid
up along her slit and she shuddered and dug her fingernails into
the palms of her hands as they rested against the wall behind her.
She closed her eyes, shuddering, shifting her legs further apart as
he began to lick at her. He wasn't very good, but then again, she
didn't have an awful lot of experience with this, and she was
already hot and excited by the situation itself.

This was
fucking crazy! This was fucking insane! This was – . “Ohhh!” she
gasped as his tongue rolled over her clit.

He pressed his
mouth in tighter and she shifted her feet wider as his cheeks slid
between her thighs and his tongue slid up and down her slit, again
and again. His hands slid up her body to grope her breasts, then
down again, cupping her buttocks, squeezing them as he licked and
licked. His lips found her clit and he kind of kissed her, mashing
himself against her there, then he sucked and she let out a
helpless little cry, her hips bucking forward.

Heat was
flooding her system, sexual electricity crackling along her skin as
she arched back against the wall, eyes staring up into the night
sky. His tongue lapped at her clit again and again, and she felt
her hips grinding against him in response.

Then he was
standing before her, kissing her, and she melted against him, hands
sliding up over his shoulders as he ground himself against her,
crushing her against the bricks.

His fingers
nimbly unbuttoned the front of her dress shirt, pushing it open,
and the catch between her bra cups parted with hardly a notice. He
pushed the shirt back over her shoulders, bending, catching the
center of her left breast in his mouth, sucking, chewing hard
enough that small pain sounds left her trembling lips.

But this was
more exposed than she had imagined being out here on the porch! And
when she tried to draw the shirt back, tried to push him off a big
he reacted quickly, startling her. He spun her around, and she
wasn't ready for it, and yanked the shirt back off her
shoulders.

“W-wait!” she
gasped, trying to hang onto it.

“Fuck you,
wait,” he panted. “I'm gonna fuck your tight pussy.”

Which was not
something she didn't want too, but – .

But instead of
removing her shirt he sort of pulled her sleeves halfway off, then
tied them together back between her shoulder blades, binding her
arms tightly in a mass of cloth which included her bra.

“Wha-what –
.”

“Now you can
return the favor, baby,” he said, spinning her back.

She stumbled,
almost falling, and he he both held her and urged her down. Naked,
save for her shirt and bra, which were wrapped around her arms
behind her, she grunted as she went down heavily onto the tiled
porch.

“Niiiick!” she
whined.

His fingers
combed her hair up into a mass and held it in his fist as he
unzipped his jeans and drew his throbbing cock out, rubbing the
head along her face.

“Suck my cock,
bitch,” he said in a taunting voice.

This is fucking
wild, Courtney thought dazedly, his cock sliding through her open
lips.

She gurgled
around it, loving the warm, slick sensation as it caressed her lips
and slid across her tongue. She was exquisitely aware of the broad
open air around her, the sound of crickets, nearby traffic, the
emptiness of the dark parking lot as she bobbed slowly up and down
on his stiff cock.

She braced
herself as he tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her
forward, and managed well enough as he plunged into her throat. She
gagged a little, but handled it as he filled her throat with its
presence and ad her throat groan in over-filled pain.

She choked as
it slid deep, then felt a dark sense of excitement as her face was
pressed against his groin, his cock deep inside her throat. Her
arms were still tightly locked behind her, and somehow that aroused
her even further. A gust of cool wind blew across them and she
gurgled around the thick shaft filling her throat, trying to draw
back, but he tightened his grip on her hair and slid his other hand
behind her head, jamming her even even tighter, grinding her face
into his groin.

Her head was
pounding, her chest burning, before he slowly slid his cock back
out of her, and she could gulp in deep, ragged breaths of air.
Saliva trickled over her lower lip and down her chest as she gasped
helplessly, chest heaving. He reached down, chuckling, groping her
breast, and she felt very much used, but in a way which made her
feel like a shimmering curtain of sexual heat was enveloping her
body.

“C'mon, bitch,
suck my cock,” he said, rubbing his spit-wet prick back and forth
over her lips and along her cheeks.

He fed it
through her open, gasping mouth, and she filled her lungs in
preparation, but he didn't immediately push himself into her
throat. Instead, as she closed her lips around him, he pumped in
and out, using her head, pulling her forward and pushing her back
in tandem as he thrust. His cockhead drove into the back of her
mouth again and again before finally sliding into her throat as he
pulled her all the way down the length of his shaft and again
jammed her face into his groin.

A car drove
past on the road, and she knew that they could be seen from the
street – if the driver was looking. It's true that it was dark out,
but the porch was well-lit, and so their perverse tableau was as
lit up as though it were on a stage in a darkened theater, with the
two of them casting shadows on the wall behind.

“Hmm, yeah!
Suck it, bitch! Swallow it. Yeah!” he groaned, still jamming her
face against him.

He began to
pump in and out, slowly, making her gurgle and gag as his throbbing
shaft slid up and down within her spasming throat. She struggled
weakly, but he only tightened his grip on her hair, then jammed
himself into her to the balls, grinding her face into him once
again.

He slid back
out and again she coughed violently, gasping as saliva spattered
onto the porch under her, swaying weakly, a little
light-headed.

“Unggh!” she
cried as she felt the fierce pressure against her scalp forcing her
rubbery legs to straighten, forcing her to her feet.

He turned her
around, using her hair, chuckling cockily as he pressed her against
the cool bricks. She shuddered as her swollen breasts were crushed
against the hard stone, then gasped as his hand slid between her
trembling thighs, cupping and squeezing her moist pussy.

“Push your ass
back,” he growled.

His hand slid
around her and pushed on her belly, and Courtney's feet shifted,
still in her low heeled pumps, slid back a few inches, then a few
more.

“You should
wear higher heels,” he said as his cock rubbed against her thighs.
“You're too fuckin' short.”

He slapped her
bottom and she yelped at the sting. Then he laughed and she felt
his cock prodding, not at her pussy, but at her anus.

“Wh – wait!”
she gasped. “No! Don't!”

He just snickered, jamming his cock in against her as she wriggled
and twisted helplessly.

“N-Nick!” she
gasped urgently.

“You want it up
the ass, baby. I can tell.”

“I
d-don't!”

But she felt
his cock, slick with her saliva, slowly squeezing through her
sphincter muscles. He slapped her bottom again, then his hands
jerked her hips back.

“Nooo!”

He slapped her
bottom again and jerked back on her hair, forcing her head back.
She groaned as she felt his cock slowly pushing up into her ass,
panting for breath, and with a slow, dawning realization that it
wasn't hurting nearly as much as she had feared it would.

“Oooooh!
Doooon't!” she whined as he jabbed his cock against her.

“Take it,
bitch. You know you want it,” he sneered.

She tried to
twist aside but he threw his weight against her, crushing her
against the bricks, his heavier body grinding against her as his
cock drove deeper and higher into her aching belly. His hot breath
was in her ear, on her cheek as he panted and grunted and reached
around her to force her legs farther apart.

“S-stop it!”
she gasped.

“Fuck you!” he
panted. “Do what you're told, bitch.”

She cried out
again as he jammed himself even higher, feeling a cramping ache
deep in her belly as the head of his cock seemed to punch up into
her very bowels.

Now his cock
began to slide in and out in short, jerky motions, and Courtney's
initial fears began to subside as she realized it had gotten about
as painful as it was going to. It didn't really hurt, she decided,
not really. It ached somewhat, and stung a little, but even the
stinging was fading as her anal muscles relaxed, and now she could
stand there and revel in the dirty, nasty anal sex, and marvel that
she was being fucked in the ass, and that it was being done right
here on the porch at work.

“You love it,
whore!” he panted, kissing her roughly on the nape of the neck,
biting and chewing and sucking on the side of her throat.

His right hand
pushed between her chest and the wall to grope her breasts, while
his left slid down her hip and around in front as he searched for
her clit.

God, she
thought, this was so fucking nasty, so fucking dirty, so fucking
wicked and exciting!

She shuddered
and ground herself back helplessly as his fingers rubbed roughly
down across her burning clit. She gasped in pain as his cock jammed
into something deep inside her, but somehow even the ache
contributed to the wild, swirling sexual storm enveloping her
mind.

His cock began
moving now, stroking in and out, using longer and longer strokes
that sent his hips slamming against her buttocks with bruising
force. Courtney felt skewered by his thick shaft, shuddering in
open-mouthed amazement at the sensations she'd never felt before
“back there”, groaning and gasping as he drove his cock up into her
again and again with harder strokes.

“Fucking
bitch!” he gasped. “Fuck! Fuck! Yeah! Ungh! Take it! Fuck!”

He stopped
rubbing her clit, grasping her hair again, yanking her head back.
He slapped her bottom.

“Push your ass
back, bitch. Come on. Do it! Spread your legs!”

He forced her
head back down painfully, forcing her to bend forward at the same
time, and this forced her bottom out from the wall as her feet slid
apart on the tiled porch.

“Yeah! Fuck!
Love it! Ungh! Ungh! Fucking bitch! You like it up the ass!?
Ungh!”

His cock
stabbed up into her and Courtney was helpless, her arms still up
behind her back, her hair an irresistible leash forcing her body
into the position he wanted, a position where he could use her as
roughly and thoroughly as he wanted.

Her jaw was
pushed against the wall, her breasts grinding against the rough
brick as her bottom was thrust out against the impact of his heavy,
pounding hips. She ached inside, but her mind reveled in the
sensation of his cock sliding up and down through her pulsing anal
flesh.

“Fuck! Fuck!
I”m gonna come in your ass!” he groaned.

He jammed
himself deep inside her, his powerful body squeezing her painfully
against the wall, thrusting up hard so that she was forced onto her
toes as he pumped his hot seed into her bottom.

Then he sagged,
and his hold on her loosened as he eased back, panting heavily.

“B-bastard!”
she gasped weakly.

“Fuck you,
bitch!” he said, almost as breathless.

Then he yanked
back on her hair and she cried out as she was pulled away from the
wall. He forced her head up and back harshly so she was staring up
into the lights overhead, into the bugs flittering around them. She
felt his hand between her legs, fingers roughly stroking against
her clitoris, and such was the inner heat filling her she could not
have resisted the sensations they roused even if she had tried.

She cried out
as the orgasm swept through her, staggering, dazed, grinding
herself against his fingers as he laughed at her and jeered at her
and forced her to come powerfully.
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Courtney was
uneasy, and resentful about the way Nick had used her. He was an
asshole, a bastard, and she was sure he would brag about it to his
friends, too. Her reputation, already in shreds due to the events
at the pool, would only get worse.

But then again,
why should she care about that? Fuck them. They didn't like her
getting screwed? Well too bad for them. They were all assholes
anyway. It wasn't like she was coming on to them or anything. It
wasn't like she was wearing a short skirt and waving her ass at
everybody like Cindy Roper or showing cleavage every time she
dressed like Amanda Forsythe. They were all children, immature
children.

So that was
what it was like to be fucked in the ass. Well, well, well. That
hadn't been bad. It wasn't as good as being fucked in the pussy,
but it hadn't been nearly as dirty as she'd thought, and hadn't
really hurt much. It had been a wicked, nasty experience, though,
one that made her feel even more sensual, more sexual, more alive
and sophisticated and mature.

Nevertheless,
she lied to the girls who called her the next day.

“You know guys
lie like fucking rugs,” she said “You can't fucking believe
anything they say. They exaggerate everything.”

She resented
having to lie because it showed that she did, in fact, care what
people thought of her, at least a little. And she didn't think they
really believed her anyway, even though they knew very well that
guys would turn a brief case into a six hour orgy to make
themselves seem like studs. Guys were so fucking immature!

If Nick came
back the next night she was not even going to open the fucking
door, she told herself fiercely.

But she did
wear higher heels. They weren't exactly stilettos or anything, just
three inch heels, and she told herself they made her legs look
better, not that you could see a lot of them under her dress skirt.
Anyway, looking at the pumps made her remember about how Nick had
sodomized her and she told herself she didn't need that kind of
memory.

At least, not
when she was working.

It was almost
two in the morning when the doorbell rang. She froze, staring
towards it, feeling her heart beginning to beat faster as her pulse
picked up. She licked her lips anxiously, then got to her feet. It
was possible, however unlikely, that it could be an employee. They
rarely came in late, but it had happened. So she had to check it
out.

She eased up to
the corner and peered carefully around, hoping to see whoever it
was before they saw her. The bell rang again, startling her, and
she eased further out. I twas not Nick. It was Tony.

Fuck, she
thought, angry, resentful, indignant. What were they going to do,
send a different guy each night to fuck her ass? Well, he was in
for a surprise!

She walked out
into the front hall and glared at him, then walked through the
inner doors to stand in the foyer. “What the fuck are you doing
here?” she demanded through the door.

“Hey, that's
not nice. I just came to see how you were doing.”

“Oh right. Sure
you did.”

“It's hot as
hell out here. Want to let me in?”

“No!”

“Oh, c'mon,
Courtney. I just want to chat. Hey, I have that new Zaphod album on
my ipod,” he said, holding it up.

“You're not
allowed in.”

“You're always
bitching about how boring your job is and how hardly anyone
calls.”

Which was
undeniably true, but still, she couldn't have them coming by every
night to fuck her.

Why not, a
voice inside her asked. It would sure make the night go by
faster.

Grudgingly, she
let him in, warning him that if the bell rang he'd have to hide,
and if anyone called he had to keep his mouth shut.

They went
around the corner to her little receptionist area and sat down. He
pulled a chair over next to hers and they talked briefly about her
job, and the company before she put the headpiece o and started
listening.

She wasn't
surprised when he started caressing her leg, or when his roving
hands moved into more dangerous territory. She kept showing his
hands off, though, glaring at him as she listened to the music, and
after a few minutes he gave up and wandered out into the hall to
get a drink. He didn't come back quickly, though, and Courtney
pulled the headpiece off and warily peaked out into the hall. There
was no sign of him, and her worry grew. What was the idiot doing?
Looking for stuff to steal? He'd get her in trouble!

She found him
in the manager's office, slouching back in the big leather chair,
his feet up on the desk. He was just hanging up the phone when she
walked in.

“What the fuck
are you doing? You trying to get me in trouble?” she demanded.

“Relax, baby. I
was just making a call. Hey, this is a nice desk. You ever do it on
this desk?”

“No!” she said,
rolling her eyes.

“No? Your boss
never bend you over the desk and give it to you?” he taunted,
leering.

“I hardly even
see him.”

“Maybe I should
bend you over the desk and give it to you,” he said with a grin,
rubbing his groin.

“Forget it. Get
out of his chair.”

“You think he
ever sits here, thinking about that hot receptionist out front and
jerks off?”

“You're
disgusting,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I bet he does.
I bet he's some fat old bald guy, and he thinks about that hot
little receptionist and what he'd like to do to her!” he
teased.

“I'm not a
receptionist. I'm a switchboard operator,” she said in irritation.
“What are you doing!?

What he was doing was unzipping his fly, and taking his
semi-flaccid cock out as he sat there.

“I'm gonna jerk
off all over his desk,” he said.

“Are you
insane!? Put that away, you pervert! You freak!”

“You weren't
saying that the other day,” he said, squeezing himself. “You were
saying fuck me, Tony! Fuck me harder!”

“I was not! And
anyway I was drunk!”

He grinned and
peeled his t-shirt up and off.

“What are you
doing!?”

“It's hot in
here.”

“It is
not!”

“You want to
rub yourself against me, don't you, baby.”

“If you don't
get your sick ass out of here I'm going to call a cop.”

“No you won't,”
he said confidently. “Come here. I want you to lick me.”

“Fuck you,” she
said.

She turned away
and went back to her little office area, her pulse racing a little.
She had just sat down and put the headpiece on again when he
appeared around the corner, stark naked now. She cursed and jumped
back as he walked towards her, his cock sticking up straight and
hungry.

“I said no,
Tony!” she snapped with a certainty she didn't feel.

“You want this
body,” he said.

“Fuck off!”

She tried to
fend him off as he came towards her but he grabbed her wrists and
then forced them back against the wall behind her as he pinned her
there. He grinned at her, crossing her wrists above her head,
holding them with one hand, and then bringing the other down to
gently knead her breast.

“Let go of me
right now!”

“Beg me to fuck
you.”

“You wish!”

“You want my
cock inside you, don't you, slut.”

He was kneading
her breast and she jerked her head away as he leaned in to kiss
her. He chuckled, unbuttoning her blouse, then popping the catch of
her bra.

“Tony! I'm
supposed to be working!” she said in desperation.

“You can do
that after I fuck your brains out,” he said quite casually.

She twisted
against his grip, and tried to knee him, but he only tightened his
grip, laughing, undoing her skirt and pushing it down over her
hips. He turned and pulled her blouse and bra off her arms and she
managed to twist free with a curse, but stumbled and fell against
the visitors chairs on one side. He dove at her, grabbing her by
the legs, and she fell, but pulled free, though she popped her
shoes off as she did.

That left her
entirely naked, as was he. He laughed and she ran up the hall, with
him running after her. There really wasn't anywhere to run, though.
And, in fact, her sense of sexual heat rose as she ran naked
through the halls. And when he caught her, pinning her, his naked
flesh pressed against hers, she felt her pussy throbbing hungrily
with anticipation.

He caught her
just inside one of the storerooms where boxes and pallets of goods
came in, and quickly twisted her arms behind her back, then pinned
them together with one hand as he looked around the room.

“What do they
make here?” he asked.

She twisted
futilely. “Nothing,” she panted. “They ship stuff in and ship it
out. They import it.”

“Any
computers?”

“You're not
stealing anything!”

“Didn't say I
was, beeatch.”

Then he
snatched something off a work table with a laugh, and swung her
around, pinning her against a rack of boxes. It was a tie-down, and
he wrapped it around her arms behind, just at her elbows, then
slipped the thing through a buckle and yanked back, cinching it
tight around her arms.

Courtney cursed
and struggled, but the feel of the tight nylon strap around her
arms made her pussy burn and her nipples crackle with heat. She was
helpless now, and becoming breathless as he led her back up the
hall, bare feet slapping on the cold linoleum, chest heaving, back
to the manager's office. He sat down and then let her go. She
turned to back away, but there was really no point. It wasn't like
she could do much, run anywhere, with her arms tied.

“If you run
away I'll just leave,” he said with a smirk. “You might be able to
get out of that but I wouldn't count on it.”

She glared at
him.

He spread his
legs and pumped his cock. “Come suck me off, receptionist
girl.”

“I'm not a
fucking receptionist,” she grumbled.

“Want me to
take a belt to your bare ass?”

She looked at
him, open-mouthed, about to say he wouldn't dare, but then
reconsidered. He might well dare.

She moved
forward resentfully, then eased down to her knees before him.

“Oww!” she
cried as he seized her hair to bend her forward.

“Quit
complaining and suck,” he ordered.

She took him
into her mouth and started to, sucking and licking, bobbing her
mouth up and down as she knelt on the cool, rough, industrial
carpeting. He was in no hurry, pulling her off several times to
wipe his spit-wet cock across her face, guiding her down, ordering
her to lick his balls and take them into her mouth, to lick up and
down the underside of his shaft. He even pulled her, by the hair,
up higher, ordering her to lick and suck at his nipples and
chest.

It was all
very, very.... hot. And Courtney did her best not to show her
arousal even as her body flushed with heat and her pulse raced
excitedly.

It was so
fucking wild to be like this at work, naked, forced to suck him,
all tied up!

Her hands were
free, but with the tie-down pinning her arms together, they were
helpless, each hand hanging stiffly above the opposite buttock or
hip as she filled her mouth with his cock and he pushed her lower.
She was so excited that she needed no urging, though, and gurgled
with heat as the head of his cock pushed into the back of her
throat and her lips slid all the way down his shaft.

He groaned in
pleasure, his fingers spreading wide over her head, pushing down,
grinding her face into him a little, but he didn't resist as she
slid slowly back up, nor stopped her as she paused and slid all the
way back down again.

She bobbed up
and down slowly, then slid free, sucking on the head of his cock as
she drew air in through her nose. He jerked her head back by the
hair, though, and then stood up, positioning her in front of him on
her knees.

He fisted his
cock and thrust it into her mouth, then did it again, then again,
and Courtney closed her lips, though not her teeth, letting him
force his cock into her repeatedly.

“Yeah! Fuck!”
he said hoarsely. “You love to suck, don't you, baby? You love
sucking cock!”

She moaned
around his prick and then groaned as he pulled it free and forced
her head back, arching her back so he could squeeze her breast
roughly.

He pulled her
to her feet, then and bent her over the big desk.

“Spread your
legs, slut,” he taunted, slapping her bottom.

“Oww!” she
gasped, shifting her feet apart on the floor.

“Keep that ass
high, slut.”

He slapped her
ass again and again she yelped. “Don't!”

“I can do
anything I want,” he said with a leer, slapping her yet again.

She groaned as
she felt his cock nudging the swollen lips of her sex. He raised
her hips and thrust into her sharply and she almost came as she
felt his slick cock driving up through the tight, elastic folds of
flesh.

“UnggghhH!” she
groaned.

“Fucking bitch.
You love it!” he panted, yanking back on her hair and slapping her
ass again.

He thrust hard
and fast right from the start, slapping her buttocks repeatedly,
yanking on her hair to get a reaction, calling her his whore, his
bitch. It was deliciously filthy and nasty and wildly erotic, and
Courtney shuddered and moaned in the grip of a powerful lust as she
grunted to the hard thrusting of his cock.

He forced her
legs further apart, so that she had to rise on her toes to keep
contact with the floor, and jammed himself into her with hard, deep
strokes that caused her body to roll back and forth atop her
breasts as they were mashed against the desk top.

When he reached
between her thighs and began to rub her clit she came helplessly,
unable to even pretend she was doing anything else, crying out in
pleasure as he pounded her with furious strokes that had her voice
warbling helplessly in the throes of her orgasm.

And then the
door bell rang.

Tony cursed and
quickly pulled on his t-shirt, then stepped into his jeans and
stuffed his feet into his tennis shoes as Courtney slowly pulled
her feet together and straightened with a dazed groan.

“Don't worry,
baby, it's just someone else to come fuck you,” he said with a
leer.

“U-Untie me,”
she said, panting.

“Nu uh,” he
said.

He went out
into the hall and she called after him. “Wait! You can't answer the
door! What if it's an employee!?”

“Then you can
convince him not to tell anyone by sucking his cock,” he called
back.

It was not
another employee, though, it was Nick, and Courtney's face flushed
as the two walked back in, both of them leering at her and looking
her up and down.

“Now there's a
pretty sight,” he said, taking his cell phone out of its
holster.

“What are you
doing?” she demanded wearily.

He held the
cell phone up and she squealed and turned away. “Don't! No
pictures!”

“Pictures hell,
I want videos,” he said with a laugh.

Tony seized her
hair and forced her to turn around, then held her in position as
Nick took several pictures. They forced her to her knees and Tony
pulled his cock out as Nick held his camera ready, but Courtney
refused to cooperate, keeping her mouth closed and jerking her head
away as much as she could.

“Suck cock,
Courtney, you fucking whore!” Tony jeered.

“No!”

“Bitch needs to
learn her place,” Nick said.

“Yeah, you be
our beatch!” he drawled.

He pulled her
upright by the hair and bent her over the desk, then Nick pulled
his belt out of the loops of his jeans and doubled it in his
hands.

“You wouldn't
dare!” she gasped.

He snapped it
across her buttocks with a stinging blow and she squealed in
pain.

“Now let me
hear you say you love to suck cock,” he said as the two
laughed.

“No!”

Another blow
made her squeal and twist in Tony's grasp. Then another and another
made her bottom sting and burn.

“Let me hear
you say you're a cock-sucking whore!” Tony taunted.

“No!”

He put more
weight into the blows, more power, and the belt slashed across her
buttocks with a painful, tearing sting that soon had her rear
flaming hot and aching. Courtney cursed them, twisting and writhing
in Tony's grasp, but could do little as the belt descended again
and again.

The guys took
turns, and she sobbed helplessly as her bottom burned, as Tony
whipped the belt down enthusiastically, and the two taunted her,
demanding she surrender.

And finally,
sobbing, she did.

“I'm a
c-cock-sucking wh-whore!” she sobbed, voice breaking.

The belt
cracked down again and she cried out in pain.

“Louder,
whore!”

\“I'm a
cock-sucking whore!” she cried.

“And you love
to suck cock!”

“I love to suck
cock!” she whimpered.

She found
herself on her knees again, Tony's cock hovering before her, her
face red.

“I'm a
cock-sucking whore slut and I love to swallow cock,” she said
dully.

His cock slid
into her mouth and she sucked, rolling her eyes at the camera phone
as he pumped in and out.

In truth, she
was a cock sucking slut, she thought, and didn't at all mind
sucking his cock, except that she didn't want him to be able to
show proof around to everyone about what a cock sucking slut she
was. Then again, hadn't she told herself she didn't give a shit
what people thought of her any more?

Anyway, it
wasn't like she had a choice. Her bottom was flaming hot as Tony
pushed his cock deep into her throat, and all she could do was
kneel before him as he pulled her head forward and jammed her face
against his groin.

Then Nick moved
in side by side with him, and she got both cocks into her mouth at
once, gurgling weakly as they both snapped pictures with their
camera phones, laughing down at her. They took turns, plunging into
her mouth and throat, in no hurry, and her pussy soon began to
throb and burn with the dark, nasty heat of what was going on.

They were both
rotten, miserable bastards, but that wasn't anything new.

They pulled her
to her feet and bent her over the desk, over the corner, then
spread her legs. Tony thrust into her from behind while Nick took
pictures, then he stood at the side of the desk, feeding her his
cock, and took video.

Courtney felt
wild, overheated, and light-headed, groaning and gasping as Nick's
cock drove into her throat, grunting and gasping as Tony's cock
drove into her pussy.

The two
switched positions several times, and then put her back on her
knees as they had her suck them together, and came together,
spewing a fountain of hot wet white semen over her face.
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The next night
Dave came to see her, and had a pair of handcuffs. She had a phone
call, and had to answer it with him running a vibrator over her
clit, barely able to formulate words, much less write anything
down.

Again the
following night Dave came, stripped her, handcuffed her, then took
her for a walk out through the parking lot. She winced and gasped
as her bare feet made their tentative way over the gritty pebble
strewn pavement. When they reached his parked SUV, she didn't
hesitate when he opened the rear door and told her to get in. And
when he slid atop her and entered her, she groaned and wrapped her
legs around him, coming twice before he unloaded inside her.

Security had
never really crossed Courtney's mind. She knew there was an alarm
on the doors, and that she had to turn it off every time she opened
them. But there were no visible cameras and she hadn't even
considered the possibility.

So it was with
some trepidation that she found herself on the bus the next
morning, heading for a downtown office where her manager had
directed her. He had sounded odd, in the message she had found on
her phone. And he had said there had been “security incidents” at
the building the past week and that she had to go and see the
owner. She was anxious, thinking that either the guys had stolen
some things when they'd been with her, or that the owner wondered
at why the alarm had been turned off and on a number of times.

If it was the
latter she would plead that she'd gone outside to smoke. If stuff
was missing all she could do was plead ignorance.

The office was
nothing like the place she worked. This was a tall, first class
building with marble floors in the lobby and security at the door.
She rode up in a gleaming, glass-walled elevator, walked down a
wide hall with a deep carpet her heels sunk into, and wound up in a
large office with a middle aged woman sitting behind a desk.

The woman
looked up at her over her glasses. “Yes?”

“Uhm, I'm
Courtney Stevens,” she said hesitantly.

The woman
continued to look at her and Courtney flushed.

“And?” she
said.

“I uhm, my
manager told me to come and see a Mr... Masters?”

“Is that a
question?”

“Huh?”

The woman made
a face and stood up, then went to an inner door, knocked, and
opened it enough to lean inside. “A Courtney Stevens,” she
said.

Courtney didn't
hear the reply but the woman opened the door wider and turned to
her, motioning her forward. Courtney licked her lips nervously then
walked past her into the inner office.

She had thought
the managers office at work was nice, but this was in another
league altogether. Everything was so rich and beautiful! The carpet
was even thicker, and the walls were oak paneled when not covered
in large bookcases. Smith's desk was an enormous, gleaming antique.
There was a bar in one corner, and a leather sofa with chairs and
coffee table next to it. It was a corner office, and two entire
walls were glass, giving an incredible view of the city forty
stories below.

She was
impressed, and frightened. What in Gods name would a man like this
want with her?!

The man behind
the desk was wearing a dark blue suit, a “fancy” one if Courtney
was any judge of things, not that she really was, she acknowledged.
He was perhaps in his late forties, but trimly built, with broad
shoulders. He had was a good looking man, for someone his age, with
a short, neatly trimmed goatee and mustache. His hair was brown and
combed neatly back, and his eyes were deep-set and dark as he
examined her.

“Stand
straight,” he said, his voice soft but very very … firm.

Courtney
swallowed and almost reflexively obeyed, for it was a voice which
carried the tone of command with it. Almost at once she felt a
sense of resentment, though. Who the fuck was this guy to talk to
her like that?

He got up and
came around the desk. He was of medium height, but moved easily as
he walked over to stand before her. She looked up at him, starting
to let her annoyance appear on her face.

“There are two
things we have to talk about, you and I,” he said, “Or maybe
three.”

He gestured and
the woman withdrew, closing the door. Masters moved to the
bookcase, where there was a large screen TV and turned it on. He
picked up a remote control unit and turned back to her.

“First, we're
missing a number of chips from the northeast office.”

“Chips? “she
asked wonderingly.

“Computer
chips. Central Processing Units, the tiny chips which form the
nucleus of computers. Quite a few went missing from the northeast
office three days ago, then again yesterday.”

Courtney felt a
slow flush creeping up her her collar and began to sweat.

Those bastards,
probably Nick! He'd stolen shit and she was going to get
fired!

“We haven't called the police yet,” he said. “What we did, of
course, was to examine security logs and footage.”

Security..
.what, she wondered with a sudden chill.

On screen she
saw the view of the lobby from a camera mounted in the roof pointed
at the door and through it to the porch. She felt the breath leave
her as she saw a video of herself naked, sucking Nick's cock. She
began to tremble as Masters fast forwarded to the point she was
being sodomized against the wall. Her face was burning red and she
actually felt faint. For there was sound, as well, though faint,
coming to the microphone through the door. Still, she could hear
herself gasping and moaning and crying out in pleasure.

She couldn't
speak, couldn't think, couldn't move, and Masters pressed a button,
and the scene shifted to the warehouse, another camera high up,
showing her run into the room naked, Tony catch her, kissing and
groping her, strapping her arms behind her back.

She turned and
ran for the door, grasping the handle and tugging frantically. But
it wouldn't move, and after a moment, Masters turned off the TV and
went back behind his desk, sitting down.

She turned at
bay, back to the door, staring at him with wide eyes, ready to
burst into tears of humiliation.

“I have a
proposition to make,” he said. “Come back here and stand in front
of the desk.”

She didn't
move, trembling, still trying to turn the handle.

“Now,” he
barked, his open hand slapping heavily against the desk.

Startled, she
jumped, and then, mortified, she moved back to stand in front of
the desk, head bowed low, eyes blinking back tears.

“I could call
the police,” he said. “Show them the videos, and have them
interrogate you to find out who stole thousands of dollars worth of
our chips, then fire you and press charges.”

“But I didn't –
!”

His hand hit
the desk again with a sound that made her jump.

“Be silent,” he
said coldly.

He sat back in
his chair and looked at her, and she dropped her eyes again.

“Humility.
That's good. You have much to be ashamed of.”

She flushed
again, this time with resentment.

“You are an
indifferent employee who has called in sick enough times you are
the edge of being terminated regardless of this incident. You have
no education to speak of, no real skill set and no evident desire
to learn. On the other hand, you are quite attractive, and clearly
a whore. That combination can be of some use to me.”

Her resentment
stirred higher and she raised her head enough to glower at him
sullenly, then dropped it again quickly.

“You currently
earn $532 per week, gross. That's about $400 net. Which, frankly,
is a lot more than you're worth. I have an interest in placing you
in another position, however.”

He smiled
lightly. “Which would require some training. During the training
period you would net $1000 per week, and thereafter your pay would
double.”

Courtney was,
to say the least, confused. He wanted to double her salary? No, he
wanted to more than double it, and then double it again?!

She raised her
eyes a little, eying him warily. She was not stupid. There was no
reason for him to pay her that much money based on her
qualifications, especially given what she'd done. Other than sex,
of course, and he'd made that somewhat clear calling her a whore
and saying she was attractive.

She could buy a
car with that kind of money! She could even get a nice
apartment!

Could she fuck
the old guy for that much? Shit, why not!? She'd fucked those three
bastards for nothing!

And she
wouldn't even have to stay up all night!

“Are you
interested?”

“I uhm, I guess
so,” she said, her voice feeble, still horribly embarrassed.

“Take off your
clothes.”

Her head came
up and she gaped at him.

“One of the
most important things for you to learn during training is
obedience,” he said, “instant obedience.”

“But...” She
looked behind her at the closed door, and then out at the huge
expanse of glass walls.

“If you accept
this position it will require immediate obedience to orders, any
orders whatsoever, given to you by me or anyone else I direct. Are
you interested?”

“Well... yeah
but – .”

His hand
cracked against the desk again, making her jump.

“Then remove
your clothing and stand straight.”

Her mind spun.
She didn't know what to do. On the other hand, a rich guy like
this, he could pay her a lot and never miss it, and she'd already
humiliated herself in front of him with the videos. And what if he
called the cops on her!?

Blushing
furiously, she removed her top, then undid her skirt and pushed it
down. Standing in her high heels and lingerie, she felt a sudden
surprising sense of heat in her lower belly, and an accompanying
breathlessness she knew too well. She undid her bra, face still
hot, then stepped out of her shoes and slid her thong down and
off.

At first she
held her hand over her groin and her arm over her breasts, but
Masters stood up and ordered her to clasp her hands together behind
her back, then walked over to examine her.

“Chest out,” he
ordered.

She obeyed,
flushed from her chest up, and he walked slowly around her.

“You have an
excellent young body,” he said, “And quite a pretty face. Your hair
is nice, as well, though cheaply cut.”

He fingered it
and let it drop and she felt another surge of anger.

“Bend over and
grasp your ankles,” he ordered.

She gasped, and
hesitated and saw the ice come into his eyes.

“Instant
obedience,” he snapped.

Gulping, she
did as he ordered, and her embarrassment became much worse as he
the moved around behind her. She cringed as she saw him standing
there examining her from behind.

“Keep your legs
straight, slut,” he ordered.

She bridled at
the word but did her best to obey as he walked back around her.

“Straighten
up.”

She obeyed,
standing straight, shoulders back, as before.

“In all of the
instances of sex witnessed your wrists were bound or cuffed,” he
said. “And while there is no camera in the office where your two
young friends made use of you, it was clear from the sounds being
made that you were spanked or strapped in some way. Was it a
strap?”

She cringed
again, dropping her eyes low.

“Answer when
you're posed a question,” he said, his voice hard.

“Yes,” she
whispered.

“The word you
will use is yes, master.”

She jerked her
head up at that, jaw dropping. Was he serious?!

“Answer the
question.”

“Uhm, yes...
master,” she said, blushing.

“His belt, I
suppose.”

“Yes...
master,” she gulped.

Her pussy began
to throb anew for some reason.

“And from the
sounds you made thereafter I can assume that bondage and punishment
are enjoyable to you.”

“I don't... I
mean... it's not like I liked him hitting me with the belt,” she
said in a soft voice.

“Sometimes pain
is how you teach a child how to behave,” he said.

He bent and
examined her shoe for some reason, then walked to the door and
opened it enough to lean out. She cringed, fearing the woman would
come in, but he closed the door and returned to her after a
moment.

“Your body is a
very valuable commodity which you are at present neglecting. You
are young and so your body is in reasonable shape, but it's soft
and as you get a little older will probably go to fat, given your
lack of discipline. Further, you're giving away the only thing
you've got of value to those squalid little boys who stole from my
warehouse, and all you're getting back from them is laughter and
mockery. Tell me if I'm wrong.”

She shrugged
helplessly.

There was a
knock at the door and she gasped, trying to cover herself with her
arms.

“Stand
straight,” he growled.

“But...”

She resumed her
former position anxiously, and he walked back to the door, opening
it enough to take a large box, then closing it again behind him. He
carried the box over to the desk and set it down, then opened it
and took a pair of black leather shoes out and handed them to
her.

“Put these
on.”

The shoes were
sexy looking, but had very high, stiletto heels. She slipped her
feet into them, surprised at how easily they fit, and slipped the
straps around her ankles before standing up uneasily. She was a
little wobbly on them, for she'd never worn heels this high before.
With her being naked she would have thought that would have been
embarrassing enough, but now she was embarrassed anew by her
clumsiness and lack of sophistication. Masters was clearly a rich,
and thus to her mind, sophisticated older man.

“You walk with
all the grace of a cow,” he said.

She flushed.
“You try walking on these!”

He looked at
her, and she dropped her eyes. “If the carpet wasn't so thick I
could – .”

He took
something out of the box and walked over to her.

“Open your
mouth,” he ordered.

“What?”

He held up a
round black ball with straps on either side, and pressed it against
her mouth.

“Wha-!”

“Open your
mouth,” he barked coldly.

She dropped her
hands and opened her mouth and the ball, which was a little spongy,
squeezed in through her teeth to fill her mouth and press her
tongue down. The straps cut into the sides of her mouth and went
behind her head, then fastened together some way.

“The first
lesson a slave girl learns,” he said. “Is to not speak unless
spoken to, or unless given permission. No one wants to hear your
brainless prattle, nor your endless whining and sniveling.”

She glared at
him indignantly, or rather, at the back of his head as he walked
back to the desk. He motioned her over and she walked slowly and
carefully to stand before him.

“Hold out your
hands.”

What had he
said? Slave girl? She was startled by the words, and yet her pussy
thrummed with sudden interest. Slave girl? What the hell kind of
kinky weirdo was he anyway?

She held out
her hands though, and he wrapped softly padded leather bands around
each of them. They locked together, and were unadorned save for
stainless steel rings set into the sides.

“Sit,” he said,
pointing at the chair.

She sat down
gratefully, and he knelt before her, taking each of her feet in
turn and wrapping matching leather bands around her ankles just
above where the shoes were strapped.

He stood up and
nodded, then motioned her to stand. She did so awkwardly, and he
took out another leather band, this one a lot bigger. She stared at
it and her heart skipped a beat, then she felt a sudden sense of
breathlessness as he slipped it around her throat and fastened it
behind her.

A collar!

Ohmygod this is
kinky, she thought dazedly.

Her lower belly
felt moist and heavy and she suddenly wanted something stiff and
hard inside her.

Courtney found
that her chest was rising and falling all-too quickly, and had
trouble controlling her breathing as the heat within her grew. She
was unaccountably nervous and anxious, as well. Then again, she was
naked, completely naked in a large, open office in front of a
stranger whose first name she didn’t even know! Why on earth was
she here!? Why hadn’t she just run out - aside from the door being
locked, of course, she thought.

Every time she
thought about protesting, though, she thought of the money he had
promised, and thought of her alternatives, which was unemployment
and a humiliating visit from the police. And why shouldn’t she let
this old guy fuck her for money anyway? He wasn’t bad looking, and
she’d already let herself be fucked pretty hard, pretty roughly, by
three guys she really didn’t even like all that much. Why not make
something out of it?

Because that
would make her a whore? Well, people were already calling her a
whore, so what the fuck did that matter?
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Masters skimmed
his fingers along the sides of her head, brushing her bangs out,
and then turned and walked towards a door in one wall.

“Come here,
slave,” he said.

Slave?! God!
Was he crazy?

But she
followed him, carefully walking on the deep carpet. She was
relieved in fact, when he opened the door of what looked like some
kind of walk-in closet and she saw there was no carpet there, just
hardwood.

It was a
closet, and one that had been made into a walk-in clothes closet,
with shelves on either side. At the rear was a full length mirror,
and he had her stand before it and look at herself.

She looked --
awesome! The thick leather collar around her throat, the matching
wrist bands, the high sexy heels, the lewd ball gag protruding from
her mouth,, she looked amazingly sexy! She stared at herself and
felt her pussy thrumming, felt a sense of hot, squirming lust
seeping through her veins. I am so hot, she thought delightedly,
smugly.

“Put your hands
behind your head, slave” he ordered.

She drew her
arms up and back behind her head, arching her back, posing for
herself, and gasped a bit as he gripped her slender wrists and drew
them back harder, down towards the back of her neck. There he
clipped the restraints to the ring set into the back of her collar
to lock her arms in place, then gripped her hair almost delicately,
pulling back, forcing her to arch more.

He slid his
other hand up and down her body, over her breasts, caressing her
soft flesh, rolling and lightly pinching her stiff, hard nipples.
She moaned as his hand slid down her fluttering belly and between
her legs, her hips jerking backward at first due to the intensity
of the sensations his touch brought her. But then she pressed
herself forward, moaning breathlessly as he rubbed his fingers
lightly along her slit and over her clit.

“You need
something hard inside you, don’t you, slave girl,” he
whispered.

Oh God, did
she!

She moaned,
squirming against him, her nipples tingling with excitement, her
pussy burning around his fingers as he rubbed softly, gently - too
gently.

But when she
would grind harder against him he drew his hand back.

“No, sex slave,
I decide how much pleasure you get, not you. I also decide how much
pain you receive as punishment for your failings.”

The word
“punishment” had an ominous tinge to it but she didn’t care,
gasping excitedly as he cupped one of her taut breasts and rubbed
the nipple.

He gripped her
upper arm and led her, awkwardly, back along the narrow closet and
out into the big outer office. She moaned again, her pussy burning,
sopping wet, wanting him inside her, but he simply led her back
into the center of the room again and then released her arm as she
stood, trembling, before his desk.

He smiled
thinly, then pulled something from the box that widened Courtney’s
eyes. It was -- a dildo. It wasn’t one of those realistic ones,
though. This one was not perfectly round. It was a bit more oval.
It was black, with a latex surface, and it was covered with oddly
shaped little bumps, some tiny, like pimples, some like little
marbles. It was quite thick, and quite long.

“I want you to
bend over against the desk until your elbows lay just atop it,” he
said. “Spread your legs wide and keep them straight.”

Courtney
hesitated, and he slapped her bottom sharply. “Obey your master,
slave.”

She winced,
then bent forward, her head starting to reel again as she exposed
herself even more lewdly. She bent over at the waist, long legs
spread, until her elbows rested on the top of the desk. Her breasts
hung down below her and her pussy pulsed with need. She could feel
the cool air of the vent brushing against her soaking wet pussy
mouth as she panted helplessly.

“What a soaking
wet cunt you have,” he said casually. “You must be a horny little
slut to have such a wet pussy.”

Her face
flushed with embarrassment, but she soon forgot it as he pressed
the thing against her there, then slowly rubbed it up and down
against her burning pussy. She shuddered at the sensations, her
hips grinding back unconsciously.

“The sex slave
wants a cock inside her,” he said, making her mind twist and
roll.

Then she felt
the increased pressure against her, felt the thing slowly forcing
the swollen lips of her sex in and back - and back - and back wider
and wider, and then she groaned in pleasure as the thing began to
penetrate her.

Oh God! Oh God!
Oh God, she thought. Ohmygod!

She felt the
mouth of her sex stretched achingly wide as the thing slowly pushed
into her body, gasped as he twisted it around, eased it back, then
thrust it deeper. Her pussy felt as though it were melting under
the scalding heat as he slowly sank the thing deeper and deeper
into her belly. The deeper it pushed the more incredible she felt,
and even when it was so deep it ached, when the head of the thing
was jammed against what felt like the deepest part of her pussy,
she still longed for more, wanted him to jam it deeper.

She felt her
entire pussy squeezing down around it, felt the solidity of the
thing so deep within her lower belly, and shuddered as his fingers
brushed lightly across her pussy lips but avoided touching her
clit.

He gripped her
collar and stood her upright, and she swayed weakly, groaning, wide
eyed, sweating despite the air conditioning. She tried to look
down, to see just how much of it was inside her and how much was
still to go, but he yanked back on her collar.

“No, slave. You
keep your back arched, your head back. It’s time for your
punishment, you see.”

Courtney’s eyes
fluttered breathlessly. What? What had he said? Punishment?

“After all, it
would hardly do to simply reward you with a better paying position
after you abused the trust my company put in you to let those
thieving young men come in and rob us,” he said. “Not to mention
fucking on the job - before fucking was your job. Oh no, slave
girls need to be properly disciplined so that their training might
progress.”

He produced a
very thin flexible rod of some kind, black, leatherish. It was
very, very thin and light, and about a foot and a half in
length.

“Into the
corner, slave,” he said.

She looked
around uncertainly, and he pointed towards the far corner, where
the two glass walls met. She turned to look at him and he scowled.
“Never look your mater in the eye, slave. Always keep your eyes
down. Humility is your watchword.”

He gripped her
collar and started her towards the corner and Courtney walked
carefully over there, anxious because of how exposed she was to
anyone looking. True, they were up high and no other tall buildings
were near. But if someone in one of the nearby buildings had, say,
binoculars, or say a telescope, he’d be able to see her pretty darn
clearly!

She kin of
forgot that, though, as she moved. The dildo thing was sticking out
of her, and it was rubbing against her pussy lips and her thighs as
she walked in a most - delicious - way.

“Further,” he
said, pushing her until she was right in the corner, blinking in
the bright sunlight.

“Keep that back
arched, those breasts thrust out firmly,” he ordered.

She pulled her
arms back a little, becoming aware now of a problem with the ball
gag. Her mouth was filling with saliva and while she could swallow
some of it she felt as though it was going to leak out around the
ball.

Then she forgot
that as his hand cupped the dildo, as it pressed against his palm,
and the rest of his hand came up against her. She shuddered, her
bottom grinding back against him with no conscious thought from
her, then yelped in pain as he gave the dildo a hard little shove.
It was already as deep as it could get, and so this simply jammed
the nose against the bottom of her pussy.

“Legs apart,
but not far apart,” he said, and push that lovely bottom of yours
out for its punishment.”

She moaned
around the gag, but obeyed, her pussy spasming weakly around the
dildo.

He moved to
stand to one side, though still behind her, and raised the thin
rod. Courtney braced herself, swallowing repeatedly, then yelped
into the gag as it whipped down across her bottom.

She felt a
surge of relief, though. It was so light and thin it only stung a
little.

She held her
position, feeling the sex heat flaring around her at how nasty and
wicked this was, wincing at the next blow, and the next, and the
next. The blows came carefully, slowly, and stung more than the
first few, but she was easily able to bear it. Her buttocks began
to redden, though, becoming more and more sensitive to the fresh
blows so that the pain began to mount.

He was using
his right hand to hit her. Now his left came up and slid between
her legs. His fingers deftly stroked across her clitoris and
Courtney grunted as it punched, her head whipping back, her hips
grinding forward. His fingers slid down and gripped the dildo, kind
of jamming it up a little, forcing the nose against he back wall of
her pussy in steady, repetitive little grinding motions that made
her legs go rubbery.

He continued to
bring the thing, whatever it was, down onto her hot, and getting
hotter bottom, though, but while the pain grew worse her mind was
saturated by sexual heat and her body enveloped in lust and want.
She moaned dazedly into the gag as he forced pleasure and pain to
twist and roil within her. Yet it was the pleasure which easily won
out.

She stared out
at the city, at the other buildings, at the cars and trucks going
by below, and shuddered as the blows made her bottom flare with
pain.

He paused and
slowly slid the dildo down out of her - halfway - before sliding it
back up inside. She cried out weakly, forced up onto her toes by
the raging heat within her, sinking slowly down to her heels only
as he slid the dildo back down out of her.

“Sex slave,” he
whispered into her ear.

She groaned as
the dildo jammed up deep within her.

Then the quirt
snapped across her out-thrust buttocks.

“What are you?”
he demanded, his voice a low growl. “What are you?”

“A sex slave!”
she moaned breathlessly into the gag.

The words were
heavily muffled and distorted, but seemed to satisfy him as he
ground the dildo into her once more, softly, insistently, then let
his thumb gently brush across her quivering, swollen clit.

The quirt
snapped across her bottom again.

“What are
you?”

“A sex slave!”
she moaned.

Again he ground
the dildo into the back wall of her sex, then let his thumb gently
stroke across her clitoris.

Then the quirt
snapped across her burning bottom.

“What are
you?”

“A sex slave!”
she cried.

He eased the
dildo slowly down out of her tunnel, down, down, down, and she
shuddered as it slipped out of her, as the pressure eased on her
taut sex lips . He brought the dildo up before her eyes and she
could see how it glistened wetly with her juices. He rubbed it
across her left cheek, then her right, then brought id won to rub
it across her stiff nipples before sliding it between her legs once
again.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh
God!” she gasped into the gag as she felt herself penetrated again,
as the thick dildo slid up into her, up, up, up, UP!

She quivered
like a plucked guitar string, her breath coming in harsh, ragged
little gasps, then the quirt slashed across her buttocks.

“What are
you?”

Her mind spun
and twisted, and he snapped the quirt down again, harder.

“What are
you?”

“A sex slave!”
she moaned.

The quirt bit
into her again.

“Louder,
whore.”

“A sex slave!”
she cried.

He slid the
quirt between her trembling thighs, and she shuddered as it made
contact with the dildo. He angled it upwards and stroked it slowly
in and out so that it sawed and rubbed lightly along her sex just
to the side of the dildo.

“Turn around,
whore.”

She almost
fell, but his hand steadied her. Her skin glowed, her eyes wide as
he turned her to face the room.

“On your knees
before your master, slave,” he ordered.

Courtney
all-but dropped to her knees, her rubbery legs giving way beneath
her, and stared up at him.

He reached
behind her head and undid the strap there, then eased the ball gag
out of her mouth. She winced and worked her mouth gently, gulping
in air, then gasping in pain as he seized her hair and jerked her
head back.

“Keep your back
arched, slave,” he ordered calmly.

He slapped her
cheek lightly. “Say yes, master,” he chided her.

“Y-Y-Yes,
ma-master!’ she gasped.

God! Why was
she so fucking hot!? She couldn’t remember feeling this aroused -
ever!

But she’d never
been involved in such a twisted, perverse sexual game either.

“Your name is
Slave. It is the only name you require. It is the only name you
will use. Do you understand, slave?”

“Ye-yes,
master!” she gasped breathlessly.

He unzipped,
the sound loud in the otherwise quiet office. He was only semi
hard, but her eyes widened at the sight of him. He was thick and
long, and when he held her hair and rubbed himself back and forth
across her face he stiffened and thickened.

“What are
you?”

“I’m a sex
slave,” she moaned.

He bent her
back farther, then still farther, using her hair, and suddenly
brought he quirt down onto one of her taut breasts. She cried out
weakly even as he eased up on his grip and let her head come
forward once again.

“You forgot to
say master,” he said. “Repeat your answer, whore.”

“I-I’m a sex
slave, master!” she panted.

He chuckled low
in his throat. “You will be, before I’m done with you.”

That had an
ominous sound to it, but she didn’t get a chance to consider it as
pushed his cock into her mouth and she gratefully folded her lips
around it and began to run her tongue along the underside.

“Knees apart,
whore,” he ordered.

Courtney
shifted her knees, then again at his command. This served to lower
her so that she had to look up at his cock. He moved closer, and
she gurgled as he thrust down into her open mouth, the head of his
cock pushing into the back of her throat.

He pulled back,
and she sucked frantically at his cock, moving her cock as much as
she could up and down along the underside.

“Get to know
this cock, slave. It is the focus of your life. Pleasing this cock
is your job, your duty, your calling. I will instruct you in all
the little ways to make it happy, and you will learn rapidly.”

He bunched up
her hair behind her head and pulled back, his cock coming free,
then, holding the base of his cock in his hand, he thrust it into
her mouth again, withdrew, and thrust it in again, jamming the head
against the insides of her cheeks, against the roof of her mouth,
against the back of her throat, stabbing her with his hard shaft
again and again.

“You will learn
to love my cock, slave. You will love it like you’ve never loved
anything before. You will dedicate all your existence to making my
cock happy. You will worship my cock as though it were a god to
you.. Right now, you are unworthy of it. Your skills are that of a
cheap little tart. But you’ll learn, little slave. You’ll learn to
be a proper seductress, to use every part of your body like a
skilled courtesan, all to please this cock.”

He was
straddling her, bending her back as she knelt there, her own knees
wide. Now he pulled her head forward as he thrust down, and his
cock slid neatly into her throat and down it all the way. She
moaned weakly, coughing, gagging, but he held her face tightly
pressed against him, her lips wrapped around the base of his
cock.

He held her
there as the breath left her, as her chest burned and her head
pounded and she began to squirm and twist and jerk in ever growing
desperation. Then, when it seemed she must black out, he pulled
free, and she gasped for breath, gulping in air as he threw her
forward.

He jerked up on
her hips, slapping her bottom and spreading her legs, then pulled
the dildo out of her. A moment later, his spit wet cock pushed into
her and drove deep.

At first she
didn’t even care. All Courtney was concerned with was filling her
lungs again and again. But as her frantic breaths finally eased she
felt the steady thrusting of his cock into her belly, the steady
thumping of his hips against her upraised buttocks, and began to
gasp and moan in rising heat and pleasure. Her breasts were crushed
below her against the carpet, and his movements were grinding her
chest back and forth as his cock stabbed into her faster and harder
and deeper.

The spiraling
sexual storm grew in intensity, and then shattered around her. She
cried out breathlessly, gurgling and sobbing in breathless wonder
as the orgasm consumed her, tearing her consciousness to pieces,
turning her into little more than shattered nerve endings, a
twisting, writhing, squealing animal reacting to the animal
passions within her.

It was a
glorious, all-consuming orgasm, and Courtney felt as though the top
of her head was going to explode as she endured howling waves of
pleasure so powerful she forgot to breath, and almost fainted
again. She collapsed to the floor, drooling insensibly, eyes
glassy, as he finished, and she hardly paid him or anything else
any attention as she lay there, moaning in languorous aftermath,
exhausted.

She didn’t see
him go to the door, nor see it open. He returned, rolling something
before him on the carpet, then stopping.

He knelt beside
her, and she moaned weakly as he lifted her head up by the hair.
Then he stuffed the ball gag back into her mouth and drew the strap
around behind her head again.

He unclipped
her wrists from her collar, then drew them forward and then back
around behind her to snap together at the small of her back.
Courtney hardly cared. She moaned weakly, gulping in air, trying to
fit her shattered mind back together.

She felt the
touch of the dildo against her soaking, slippery sex, and moaned as
it pushed into her. But she was looser now, her muscles relaxed,
and it slid deep, almost fully into her before it hit the back wall
of her pussy.

He then woke
her up fully by putting a pair of very painful nipple clamps on her
nipples. Her eyes shot wide and she squealed, twisting and writhing
on the floor as he drew back. He ignored her protests, and there
was nothing Courtney could do about the clips as they bit into her
tender, swollen nipples. He ignored her resistance, snapping a pair
of short, elastic cords to the clips, and then fastening them to
the center ring of her collar.

“All right,
slave, let’s go,” he said.

She gasped as
he pulled her to her knees. She bent over, though, for she quickly
discovered that straightening up pulled the cords tauter and yanked
on her sore nipples.

Sitting before
her was a large metal box on wheels. The sides were unpainted gray
metal, rather like a shipping container. The box was about two feet
high, two feet wide, and perhaps a few inches longer, and as she
looked at it Masters bent and gripped one side. It slid smoothly up
and disappeared into the roof, revealing inch wide bars. He slid
the other three sides up as well. Each of them disappeared into the
roof, leaving a cage before her.

He opened one
side and motioned for her to get inside. She looked up at him in
disbelief and uncertainty.

“Get in, sex
slave,” he ordered, “Or are you looking for further
punishment?”

Her bottom still throbbed hotly, so she certainly wasn’t looking
for that. Yet still she hesitated as she stared a the open ended
cage.

“Inside, sex
slave!”

She moaned
helplessly, then bent forward, shuffling on her knees, she ducked
her head into the cage, then awkwardly, shifting her weight from
side to side, crawled inside.

She barely fit,
with only a few inches between her shoulders and the side bars, and
her face almost up against the far end when he closed the cage door
behind her.

She winced, for
bending over had eased the pull of the elastic cords against her
throbbing nipples, but now she had to pull her head back and that
was tugging on her nipples fiercely.

He slid the
side walls down and locked them in place, then the wall over the
cage door, then the back wall so she was in a black box. There were
small round holes in the floor, and now, she discovered, there were
narrow slits running along the middle of the metal sides. they were
air slots, angled downwards so that no one could see into them
without peering up from below, but even so they were so narrow all
she could see was a bit of the carpet.

And then she
heard voices, and her heart skipped a beat. The secretary came in,
along with two more men, and the cage started moving! She moaned,
wide eyed, as stared through the little slit and saw feet and lower
legs in front of her. Then the box went out the door, and out into
the main hall.
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Courtney stared
at the legs and feet of people passing by as the box was pushed
along the hall and over to the elevators. She heard bits and pieces
of conversation around her as she stared in disbelief at the shiny
shoes and lower legs of people waiting at the elevator. Then the
box was rolled into the elevator.

She was in a
thin metal box, tied up naked with a dildo in her pussy, right out
in public among God knows how many people!

“Hey, you wanna
get lunch?” a male voice said.

“What do you
want?” another said.

“KFC?”

“We always go
there. How about a nice salad bar?”

There was male
laughter behind her and the elevator stopped, then her box started
moving, pushed out into the lobby. Then they were through and out
onto the sidewalk. The roughness of the concrete hurt her knees as
the box rattled along. Then it went off the curb and she yelped at
the impact, falling onto her side.

She heard a
machine-like whining sound, then the box rolled forward onto
something, and the whining started again. The box began to rise, as
though it were on an elevator. It reached the level of the truck
and was pushed forward inside. Then the door slid shut behind
it.

Her fear of
discovery had eased, now that she was safely in he back of the
delivery truck. Courtney didn’t try to regain her knees, which were
quite sore now, but instead squirmed over onto her back. That left
her laying on her bound arms, but at the same time, she could prop
the back of her head on the cage bars behind her to ease the pull
of the elastic cords on her nipples.

The truck
started moving and she stared up at the inside of the cage with a
sense of amazement. What on earth had happened to her? She’d gone
to see the big boss and come out - in a cage - naked - wrists
bound, and with a big dildo inside her. She didn’t even know where
she was going! She presumed it was to the big boss’s home, no doubt
some sort of fabulous mansion - which interested her quite a bit,
but the gall of the man to force her into a cage like this -
naked!

This whole
thing was so fucking bizarre she could hardly believe it wasn’t
some sort of dark fantasy. Was this really happening to her? Was
this her dull, boring, nothing-ever-happens life?!

And what was
the pervert going to do to her once she got to his place? Slave
girl, he called her. Sex slave. Did he have a harem somewhere. Was
she going to lay around by a pool, in some sort of Arabian nights
outfit? Just think of the money, Courtney, she told herself. Then
again, it wasn’t like her life was so incredibly exciting it
couldn’t stand some major changes. Almost anything would be
better.

And this was
such a hot, incredible, sexy experience that she told herself she
needed to just… just live it, just enjoy it, embrace it. How often
did wild things like this happen to a girl? She’d have an amazing
story to tell people one day.

Besides, after
what those guys had done to her the last week what more could
Masters do? At least he was clean and mature and intelligent, and
maybe he had a really fancy house she could stay at for a
while.

She squirmed a
little, trying to get as comfortable as she could. She could still
hear the two delivery guy talking up in the front of the truck,
though faintly. That too was bizarre. If she made noises they’d
come back and see what was in the delivery case, and then… and
then… ? God knows but she didn’t want to see it.

She had very
little room in the cramped container. Her knees were up and back a
little, spread as wide as they could, which wasn’t very. Her
stiletto heels were pressed against her buttocks, and whenever she
moved they glanced against the dildo sticking out of her, giving
her a hot little shudder that, with the deeply erotic nature of
what was happening to her, began to set her pussy to bubbling and
her lower belly to thrumming once again.

She found
herself pressing the sides of her heels against the dildo in a
rhythmic fashion, pressing the nose against the deepest part of her
pussy with a continuous off and on kind of pressure. She squirmed
and moaned into the gag, rolling her head back. That, of course,
pulled the cords more sharply against her throbbing, swollen,
aching nipples.

That stung, but
not like it used to. The spirally sexual heat within her began to
consume all other sensations, twisting and adapting them, like a
hurricane, sucking them in and using them to increase its own
force. Without conscious thought, she began to nod her head back
continually, tugging on her nipples in the same way as she pressed
against the base of the dildo. She also closed her thighs as much
as she could, tightening her pussy around the thing. Her pussy
throbbed, her nipples ached, and the intensity of the desire within
her grew.

With no direct
contact with her clitoris, however, the heat turned into a fever
which made her with and moan and twist in passion for much longer
than would normally have been the case given her excitement. When
she finally did climax she stiffened, then bucked uncontrollably,
her head thrashing as she gurgled helplessly, her pussy spasming
wildly around the dildo as the orgasm churned her mind to a dazed
froth.

The orgasm left
her weary, gasping for breath, eyes slitted. Yet it did not sate
her, not completely, and she felt her hunger beginning to build
once again soon after.

She began to
grind and wriggle again, and was soon breathless and overheated
once more. Another orgasm followed, almost as explosive as the
first.

“Did you hear
something?” one of the men asked.

“Just the
traffic,” the other replied, bored.

Courtney moaned
and began to rub herself again, to work her throbbing pussy up into
another state of ferocious hunger. But before she could climax the
truck stopped and the two men got out. She blinked as the back door
of the truck slid up, and then she was being rolled out and brought
down onto the street.

There was a
hole near her eye and she peered through at the feet and lower legs
of the people they passed as the box was rolled across a sidewalk,
then in through a glass door.

No mansion,
evidently.

The floor
looked marble however as they rolled over it. She was rolled into
an elevator, and then up and up, and up higher still before the
elevator dinged and the doors opened.

She saw another
marble floor, then a wide door of some dark wood. They waited a
moment, then a woman came to the door.

“Yes?” A woman
said.

She wore very
stylish looking black high heels.

“Sign here,” a
male voice said.

Then she was
rolled forward through the door.

“This way,” the
woman’s voice said.

They rolled
along a marble floor, her heels clicking on the stone, then into a
large room with a sun washed, heavily polished hardwood floor of
some blonde wood.

And then they
left her there.

Because of the
way the slit angled down she couldn’t see how big the room was, but
she couldn’t see any walls or furniture, just floor.

Then she heard
the high heels behind her, and her heart pounded as her fear
mounted. A moment later she thought she’d have a heart attack as
the front of the cage slid up into the roof, and a woman peered in
at her.

Her face
flushed beet red as the woman examined her, then slid up the other
sides of the cage.

“Well, well,
well,” she said in a soft, very British sounding accent.

The woman had
short hair and a long, aristocratic face with high, arched brows.
She wore high heeled leather boots, leather pants, and a black silk
blouse. She was about ten years or so older than Courtney, and she
was Black.

She
straightened and walked away, leaving Courtney laying there naked
in the cage. She shifted quickly onto her knees, closing her legs,
covering up more, and a minute or so later the woman returned.

She opened the
cage and straightened.

“Out,” she
said.

Blushing
furiously, Courtney eased slowly forward out of the cage, grunting
as her knees hit the floor.

She was in a
large open room with a very highly polished floor. There were
large, floor to ceiling windows running along one side, and
antique, gold framed mirrors on the one across from them. At the
far end of the room were various exercise machines, and there were
a pile of mats in a corner. The room looked like a gym, a home gym,
about twenty five feet square.

The woman bent
as Courtney came free, gripping the back of her collar and helping
to drag her forward out of the cage. Once standing, Courtney saw
the woman had the same sort of thin quirt masters had had at the
office, and her stomach fluttered anxiously.

“Now stand up,”
the woman said, grasping her upper arm to help.

“Stand
straight,” the woman said. “Shoulders back, legs together, chest
out.”

A moment later
Courtney felt the sting of the quirt across her bottom.

Strong black
fingers gripped her jaw and forced her head back.

“Head straight,
eyes forward.”

Courtney was
still flushing hotly. Her eyes rolled towards the woman and the
quirt snapped out and stung her left breast so that she yelped in
pain.

“Do not look
into my face, slave,” the woman said. “Never look into the face of
any man or woman.”

She moved to
the side, glaring.

“Eyes front,”
the woman said.

And the quirt
stung her belly.

The woman
examined her, then laid a hand under her right breast. She cupped
and squeezed it, then let her fingers examine the clip biting into
her nipple. She sniffed and then removed it, then quickly did the
same to the other.

Courtney felt a
moment of relief, then cried out in pain, shifting her weight from
foot to foot, dancing in pain as her nipples burned hotly with
returning sensation.

“Oh don’t be
such a baby,” the woman said. “Your little nipples will get a lot
worse than that before we’re done.”

Her hand
dropped between Courtney’s legs and she gripped the base of the
dildo, then thrust up sharply. Courtney grunted in pain,
instinctively trying to twist away, but the woman took her arm and
held it as she shifted the thing inside, her, changing the angle,
angling the head in towards her spine, then twisting the thing and
pushing up again. Courtney’s eyes went wide as the dildo somehow
slid even deeper.

“Legs apart,”
the woman ordered.

She shifted her
feet apart almost instinctively, without thinking about it, yet her
face was flaming with the woman’s presence, with the woman touching
her in so intimate and familiar a fashion. It was bad enough when
the guys did it, or when Masters did it, but this was a woman! And
she was a complete stranger, to boot!

Yet with her
wrists confined behind her what choice did Courtney actually have
in anything? She could not even protest because of the gag.

“Legs straight,
shoulders back,” the woman said.

Courtney felt
the nasty little sting on her bottom and gasped, but obeyed,
straightening her legs, head going back.

The woman
placed her thumb along the bottom of the dildo, twisting it from
side to side, pushing, trying to edge it even deeper, and Courtney
groaned in pain as the head jammed into some hitherto unfelt depths
of her pussy tunnel.

“Handy to get
the depth,” the woman said.

Her thumb
rested along the base of the dildo, uncomfortably, pressed right
against Courtney’s sweating, swollen clit. Courtney anxiously
stared ahead, not wanting to look at the woman, too embarrassed to
want to meet her eyes.

The woman
tugged the dildo slowly down the length of her pussy tunnel, and
out, and Courtney’s legs flinched, going a little rubbery as the
thing came loose. It was sopping wet, and to her absolute horror
she felt what must be a buildup of cream behind it, of her own
cream! With her legs spread, and her pussy lips not yet too tightly
closed after the long penetration, her pussy cream slowly trickled
out between the lips of her sex. She tried to snap her legs
together but the woman snapped the quirt down across her hip, not
once, but twice.

“Feet apart,”
the woman barked.

Another
stinging snap of the quirt across her bottom forced her to spread
her feet again, and her face burned as she felt her juices slowly
trickling down the inside of her thighs.

The black woman
wasn’t looking, but instead had a measuring tape and was measuring
the length of the dildo to where it had been clutched by her pussy
lips.

“Eleven inches?
I think you can do better than that,” she said, “once you get a
little more use in you.”

“Not that you
don’t already seem somewhat ready for use,” she observed dryly.

She pressed the
dildo against the moist, swollen mouth of Courtney’s pussy again,
rubbing it lightly up and down, and Courtney took a half step back
and the woman brought the quirt snapping down onto her left
breast.

“Do not move
without permission,” the woman snapped.

She thrust her
hand down and curled two fingers up into Courtney’s pussy, then
pulled her forward once again.

“I can touch
any part of you I want in any way, shape or form I wish to,” the
woman said. “Your body is a slave’s body, and a slave’s body is for
anyone to use however they desire to. A slave does not say no. A
slave does not even consider a request. Requests are not made to
slaves. Orders are put to slaves, and slaves obey them.”

She pulled her
fingers out. They were wet, and she wiped them on Courtney’s
breast, giving her another little burst of embarrassment. As if she
couldn’t get any more flustered, the woman then went behind her
back and unlinked her wrists, but the instant her hands began to
come around in front of her to instinctively hide her body she got
another stinging blow to her bottom.

“Hands behind
your back, fingers interlaced. Shoulders back,” the woman said.

Courtney
obeyed, eyes wide, moaning weakly into the gag.

“Put your arms
straight out at your sides,” the woman ordered.

Blinking,
Courtney obeyed, and the woman gripped her bicep and squeezed, then
poked a finger at it.

“Soft, hardly a
muscle to be seen,” she said in contempt. “We’ll have to get your
body into shape. All right. Arms at your sides. Walk for me. Walk
to the window and back.”

Blushing
furiously, Courtney obeyed, conscious of the woman’s eyes on her
body as she moved, and of Masters statement that she walked like a
cow.

“Tsk, tsk,
tsk,” the woman said. “Graceful, you are not. But we shall make you
so. Now go and get one of the mats in the corner and put it on the
floor”

Courtney did as
she was told and dropped the mat on the floor.

“Now, stand.
And when I say stand I mean stand straight, head and shoulders
back, chest out, hands behind your back. You will remember that in
future.”

Courtney stood
as she was bade, nervous and still embarrassed, but starting to
loose the worst of her humiliation.

“When I say
stand for inspection, you will spread your feet two feet apart, and
put your hands behind your neck, interlacing your fingers. Stand
for inspection.”

Courtney
shifted her feet apart on the floor and stood as the woman slowly
circled her.

“Good. “Now
stand.”

She hesitated,
then stood as she had before.

“Stand for
inspection.”

Again she
shifted positions, and they repeated this a dozen times.

The woman slid
the quirt between her legs and then brought the shaft up against
her pussy, angling it upwards as she slowly rubbed it back and
forth.

“Make sure, at
all times, to keep your back straight and your shoulders back. Now,
stand for inspection. Now bend and grasp your ankles.”

Embarrassed
anew, Courtney obeyed, and the woman had her hold her position
while she slowly walked around her, examining her.


“Straighten.”

She stood
upright gratefully, hands behind her back.

“Now I want you
to touch your toes. You will do this ten times. Then you will touch
your opposite toes, using first your right hand, then your left,
and do this twenty times. Now start.”

There was
nothing for it but for Courtney to obey, and so she did, though she
was somewhat out of breath by the time she finished. The woman then
led her through stretching exercises which involved stretching her
arms up and out wide to either side, turning at the hip, arching
her back, and repeating. Then there were pushups, which didn’t last
long since she could only do one, then sit-ups, which only lasted a
little longer.

During it all,
the woman didn’t hesitate to snap the quirt across any convenient
part of her anatomy for any reason whatsoever. And even when she
wasn’t striking her with the thing, she would often prod her
nipples, or rub it against her clit or her anal opening, making it
difficult for Courtney to maintain her concentration.

The woman tried
to get her to do a chin-up on a bar but Courtney wasn’t able to.
She hung from the bar, gasping, straining, and then wincing and
yelping as the quirt snapped stingingly across her back once,
twice, three times, before she dropped back to her feet.

“You are
disgustingly out of shape,” the woman said crossly.

Courtney was
embarrassed. No one had ever complained about her shape before. She
did, after all, have a slim figure with high, firm breasts and a
nice ass. Wasn’t that all that mattered?

The woman had
her start using one of the exercise machines, which involved
putting a bar along her shoulders, grasping its ends with her arms,
and then pushing it up and pulling it back down again. It took very
little of this before she was gasping for breath - especially since
she still had the ball gag in her mouth -- and sweating heavily.
Stinging blows from the quirt struck her hip, inner thighs and
belly whenever she slowed.

When her arms
could no longer be persuaded to lift the bar there were more
stretching exercises, then the woman put her on a treadmill - in
the stilettos - and made her walk, slowly turning up the speed
until she was almost jogging.

Sweating, out
of breath, exhausted, she was allowed, finally, to lay on the mat,
but not allowed to lay still for long.

“Kneel,” the
woman ordered. “Hands behind your back.”

Moaning
tiredly, Courtney got to her knees, then gasped as the woman seized
a bit of her hair and raised her to her legs - though bent at the
knees, of course - were otherwise straight, as was her back. It was
a very hard position to maintain, surprisingly.

“Kneel low,”
the woman said, pushing on her shoulders to force her back onto her
heels.

“The word
`present’ in any context, means spread your legs,” she said. “Now,
present.”

Courtney
shifted her knees apart on the mat, ensuring her back remained
straight, her shoulders back, hands behind her neck..

“Dog,” the
woman said. “The command Dog will put you on your hands and
knees.”

Blinking,
Courtney fell forward onto her hands, gasping as the quirt bit into
her bottom.

“Head back,
knees together, arms straight,” she ordered.

She walked
around the kneeling girl slowly.

“Low Dog drops
you onto your elbows,” she said.

Courtney
lowered herself then winced at another sting to her bottom.

“I did not give
the command.”

She pushed
herself back up, and waited, and then dropped to her elbows at the
woman’s command.

“Present.”

Flushing,
Courtney shifted her knees apart on the mat, spreading her legs and
displaying herself from behind.

“The next
position is prostrate. You will remain on your knees, your bottom
high. Your torso will be as flat on the mat as you can make it,
head up, facing forward, arms at your sides. “Your knees should be
spread, and then brought forward while keeping your upper legs
perfectly vertical.”

Courtney slid
down at the command, her breasts pillowing out against the mat. A
blow to her back forced her to reposition her knees, inching them
forward a little further. The quirt snapped down against her inner
thighs, and she spread them wider, then caressed her pussy, rubbing
back and forth along her sit and over her clitoris.

“We need to
make you more limber,” the woman said. “You’ll be able to assume
such positions more easily after practice and exercise.”

It was an
obscenely graphic pose, one which she knew would make her feel very
submissive to any man who would choose to mount her. Even with the
Black woman she felt very submissive and helpless, on the floor
like this.

She maintained
her pose as the woman walked around her, then moved over to a
distant cupboard and drew from it a large object. She walked over
and stood about ten feet in front of where Courtney knelt, so that
the girl could not fail to observe her.

The object was
a very large black dildo, and it was attached to a harness which
the woman drew up her legs and strapped in place over her
groin.

Courtney
blinked and felt a sudden shock ripple through her body. The woman
had already taken more intimacies with her than any other woman,
but it was evident she intended far more. Part of her was
horrified. She didn’t want anything to do with women, and most
certainly not THIS horrible woman! Yet what could she do? She was
still gagged, and jumping up and trying to run would seem absurd,
not to mention that the woman looked easily able to overpower her
if she wanted to.

Perhaps just as
importantly, despite her not being attracted to women, despite her
not particularly appreciating the exercises and posing the woman
had forced upon her, her mind was enveloped in a hot, hazy sexual
desire which had only grown as she had been ordered about, as the
quirt had snapped against her or caressed her, as the woman had put
her into obscene positions and sneered down at her. Courtney was
even more dripping wet than she had been when the woman had removed
the dildo from her, and that desire was overwhelming her sense of
modesty, her sense of proprieties, and her sense of self.

She might not
want to have sex with a woman, and especially not this one, but her
body wanted something big and hard inside it, and she felt her
insides squirming as the woman smirked at her and then walked
casually towards her, the big, thick dildo sticking out from her
groin.

“I’m going to
show you what it means to be a slave,” the woman said. “Don’t
consider this to be in any way sexual. Think of it as merely a
businesslike training session.”
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Courtney's mind
spun as the Black woman knelt behind her on the mat, and she
couldn’t repress a groan as she felt the fat head of the dildo push
against her moist, swollen, quivering sex. She was kneeling,
laying, in the most submissive, most obscenely open and vulnerable
position she could imagine, and now the woman was slowly forcing an
immensely thick, long dildo down into the quivering moist heat of
her sex.

She moaned
again, her mind rebelling against her submitting to such a sexual
attack from a woman, and her hands moved as though to push herself
upright. But she suddenly felt a harsh grip on the back of her
neck, her collar yanked down even as pressure forced her chin back
onto the floor.

“Don't move,
slave,” the woman said harshly.

Courtney moaned
louder, her body squirming helplessly as the thick dildo pushed
remorselessly up the tight, elastic tube of her sex, sliding deeper
and deeper into the hot, wet furnace of her lower belly. Her eyes
were wide and wild, and that a woman was, in effect, mounting her,
continued to jolt her mind with terrible discomfort and
embarrassment.

Yet the feel of
the dildo sliding deeper inside her could not have been more
incredible, the sensations more intensely delicious. Her pussy had
been craving something hard in it for some time now, and finally,
finally it was getting what it wanted. Her body was awash in a raw,
animal hunger as the woman gripped her hair, yanking it back and
down, then slapped her bottom sharply.

“Hold your
position, slave,” she barked.

Courtney almost
unconsciously reinforced her position, pushing her bottom a little
higher, drawing her knees slightly wider and further forward as the
dildo jammed now achingly deep inside her.

“You're going
to take all twelve inches, slave-bitch,” the woman said firmly.

Courtney
shuddered at the words, partly appalled, partly aroused. She
understood she was to be Masters' playtoy, and that in this game
she was to play the role of a sort of sex slave. That was wild and
kinky and weird and hot, but didn't really bother her, especially
given the money Masters had offered. But the weird seriousness in
which first Masters and now this Black woman were treating the game
was making her stomach twist uncertainly.

Another slap to
her bottom made her moan as the woman jerked on her hair again,
driving the dildo deeper. Courtney felt one of the woman's hands
slide up and down along her ribs, along her side, then push under
her to knead her breast. She felt a strange sense of submission in
a way she had never expected to feel with another woman. It was
almost as though the woman were actually a man, dominating her
utterly, and parts of Courtney's consciousness were starting to
think of her in that way, not as masculine but... in somewhat the
same terms.

The woman
ground her hips slowly, and the big dildo twisted around inside
Courtney's lower belly. She shuddered and drove herself back a
little, wincing at the ache within her but gasping at the pleasure
as the dildo slid slightly deeper.

It ground
against something painful within her, but then eased back, eased
back further, then pushed forward again. Now it began to pump in
and out, with small strokes, at first. The strokes began to grow in
length, however, and her eyes began to narrow into slits as the
sexual heat rolled through her, sapping her mind of its ability to
think with any degree of clarity.

She grunted and
moaned into the gag with every stroke, her breasts now grinding
back and forth beneath her a little on the mat as the black woman
used her.

Fucked her.

Fucked her as
though Courtney were her bitch.

Dominated and
used her.

And Courtney
felt her sense of submission growing deeper as the heat mounted,
felt herself falling into the same mental box as she had with the
guys, with Masters, as a mere receptacle of sexual attention, able
to simply lay back and enjoy what others did to her with hardly a
conscious thought.

The woman
yanked her hair up and back and she groaned as her chin was lifted
off the floor. She gasped as her bottom was slapped again, and then
moaned as a hand roughly kneaded her breast. Then the woman
released her, her hands sliding up and down Courtney's body,
stroking and caressing her back and sides, her hips and bottom as
the dildo stroked in and out with a steady rhythm.

“You like that,
Slave-bitch? You do, don't you. I can feel how wet your pussy is.
Nasty little sex slave,” the woman said in a sneering voice that
accompanied s a stinging slap to her bottom.

Courtney's
pussy burned hotter, and her moisture grew to the point that she
felt as though her insides were a steaming swamp. The dildo churned
away at it in a hot, aching way, the nose punching against the
deep, back wall of her pussy again and again and again as her eyes
became glassy and the sexual hunger rolled her mind.

“Whore,” the
woman said. “You love cock, whore. Admit it. Tell me you love
cock.”

She slapped her
bottom sharply and Courtney gasped.

“Say it,
whore.”

“I-I love
cock!” Courtney moaned into the gag.

“Louder,
whore.”

Another
stinging slap to her bottom made Courtney yelp.

“I love cock!”
she cried into the gag.

The strokes
became faster, and she grunted and gasped at each deep thrust,
holding her body in the position she'd been given as the Black
woman fucked her hard and deep. She didn't want to get away, didn't
want to fight. In fact, all she wanted to do was reach back between
her legs and rub her clit, for she was sure it would throw her into
a monster orgasm. Yet she held her position as ordered, knowing
without a thought that she would be punished if she reached back to
touch herself.

Her breaths
were coming in ragged gasps so that it was difficult to breath
through the ball gag. She moaned and gasped and whimpered,
light-headed, as the aching pounding in her belly grew worse. God,
she thought, I'm being fucked soooooo goooood!

I”m such a
whore, she thought dazedly.

“Slave bitch!
Take that cock, slave-bitch! Take it deep, you slut!”

She suddenly
felt hot breath on the back of her neck, and, startled, rolled her
eyes back, her head turning before a sharp yank on her hair forced
it back forward. The woman riding her had now bent forward over her
body, bringing her own torso down against Courtney's back, elbows
on the mat to either side of her. Courtney squirmed as the woman
bit and licked at her shoulder and the nape of her neck. But then
one of the woman's hands pushed in under her belly, her finger
finding Courtney's clit.

Courtney knew a
moment of denial, of distaste for the woman touching her there, but
it faded under the spiraling howl of pleasure that began to scream
through her body. The orgasm exploded within her, and she screamed
into the gag at the storm wave of intense pleasure that swept
through her.

The dildo
jammed even deeper into her, the ache sucked into the wild
stormwave of orgasmic sensations and disappearing as she cried out
again and again, heedless of all but the pleasure tearing apart her
mind.

It was such a
shattering orgasm that it almost blew her into unconsciousness.
Even as it was she knelt there dazed, her eyes slitted, her mind
drifting on a languorous sea of sexual high for a long minute
before she started to realize who and what she was again.

The dildo was
punching her in the belly again and again, and the Black woman's
hips were now striking her upraised buttocks with firm, repeated
blows A part of her realized that meant the woman had gotten every
inch of the dildo inside her, a foot, but she couldn't find it in
herself to care. Yes, it ached, but it ached so wonderfully!

She groaned
dazedly, her mind and body both limp, and only repeated slaps on
the buttocks tore her far enough out of her heat to get her to
grudgingly stiffen up her position, raising her bottom once again
and spreading her legs as she ought to.

She gasped and
grunted mindlessly as the dildo continued to thrust into her, as
the woman's hips struck her buttocks harder and faster. The dildo
was pounding into her now, the ache deep within her, yet the orgasm
had not dissipated the lingering haze of sexual passion, hunger and
arousal, and she felt her body beginning to burn and throb and
pulse with pleasure once more under the hard, steady, forceful
pounding.

She moaned as
her hair was yanked back, gasped as her bottom was struck
stingingly, yet did not even consider, not even for a moment,
resisting the orders barked at her, moaning and gasping and
whimpering as the dildo continued to spear into her. Her body
flared hotly and another massive orgasm tore through her, centered
on the hot spear of power and pain ramming into her from
behind.

The woman
finally stopped, ground her hips a final time against Courtney's
sweating buttocks, then slowly drew the thick spear of her dildo
back out from the younger woman's swollen, moist pussy. She gave
her bottom another slap, then stood up and gazed down at the
prostrate woman moaning on the mat before her.

A hard push
with her boot knocked Courtney over onto her side, and then
prodding feet spread her legs apart. Courtney looked up at the
woman, groaning weakly as the woman casually removed the straps and
set the dildo aside.

“All right,
slave. Stand,” she ordered.

Groaning,
Courtney slowly sat up, then after a moment to get her head
straight, grunted with effort as she pushed herself erect once
more. She winced as the quirt struck her bottom, then straightened
her back and drew her shoulders back.

“Present.”

Courtney spread
her feet on the floor and brought her hands together behind her
neck.

“Kneel. Kneel
Low. Prostrate. Stand. Present for Inspection.”

The woman spoke
the words firmly, and any slowness on Courtney's brought brought a
sting from the quirt.

After that she
did more toe-touches, more stretches. The woman had her lay on the
mat and draw her legs up across her shoulders one by one, then both
together while she watched. Courtney rolled onto her belly and
pushed her upper torso up and back repeatedly, then worked on the
machine again until she was ready to drop.

“Kneel and
present for inspection,” the woman ordered.

Courtney
dropped to her knees, panting, sweating, weary. She shifted her
knees apart, then brought her hands up together behind her neck as
the woman picked up the strap-on again, and stepped into it.
Courtney eyed her resignedly. She did feel a little aroused, but
she didn't really want another hard fucking.

But the woman
evidently had other ideas. She strapped it on tightly then stepped
in front of her.

“Are you ready
to eat, slave?” the woman asked.

Courtney
blinked in confusion at the sudden question, for she hadn't been
given any questions as yet. She nodded hesitantly.

“And
drink?”

She nodded again.

“I will remove
your gag, and after this you will be permitted to eat and drink. If
you say one word, even start to speak a word, you will be punished
and I will put it back in and you won't eat or drink anything the
rest of the day. Do you understand, slave?”

Courtney felt
another flare of resentment, but nodded, eager to get the gag out
of her mouth. The woman reached behind her and unfastened the
strap, then eased the gag out of her mouth. Courtney worked her
aching jaw and then stared at the latex cock before her.

“That's right,
slave. Let's see what your oral skills are like,” the woman said,
pushing the dildo forward.

Reluctantly,
Courtney allowed the thing into her mouth, sucking and licking at
it as the woman pushed it deeper and deeper. It was so thick,
however, she could barely stretch her lips wide around it, and
thought she considered bringing her hand forward she decided the
woman would want her to keep both of them behind her neck.

The woman
reached down and gripped her hair, then pulled her forward, and
when the thick dildo pushed into her throat she gagged and choked,
her hands instinctively coming forward to push the woman back.

“You are a
bloody useless little whore,” the woman said with a sniff.

“It's too
thick!” Courtney protested, coughing and gulping in air.

That got her
hair pulled and she yelped in protest as she was forced up onto her
feet. Then her wrists restraints were locked together in front of
her and a chain attached which went up through a ring in the
ceiling high overhead. She had not even seen it before, but now the
woman pressed a small button on the wall and the chain pulled
firmly on Courtney's wrists until her arms were straight up above
her.

The woman then
went to the corner cupboard and returned with a large butt-plug,
lubing it as she walked. Courtney stared at her anxiously, and then
gasped as she felt the pressure against her anus.

“Present.”

Courtney gulped
and shifted her legs apart and gasped as she felt the thing slowly
forced into her bottom and then moaned as it spread her opening
wider and wider, then let it slap closed, or almost closed, behind
it.

“What are
you?”

Courtney wasn't
sure what the woman meant for a long moment, then she remembered as
the woman went to the corner cupboard and returned with a whip in
hand. Courtney stared at it anxiously as the woman let the long,
thin laces slip through her fingers.

“Uhm, uhm, a
slave?” she gulped.

“Were you not
told to keep your mouth shut? Were you not warned to say not a
single word?”

“But you asked
me!” she protested.

The woman shook
her head, got the gag, and forced it back into Courtney's
mouth.

“Have you ever
been flogged?” the woman asked.

It was a
redundant question given Courtney's gag.

“I'm sure
you'll enjoy the experience, and learn henceforth, how to obey and
how to remain silent.”

Courtney moaned
into the gag, eyes rolling. The woman couldn't be serious! The
little quirt thing was tiny, but this, this thing looked like,
well, like a real whip! It looked like it would hurt horribly!
There was no way Courtney was going to agree to that kind of thing,
no matter how well the job paid!

Yet even now
the woman was clipping chains to her ankle restraints, and then
pulling her legs wider still, so that her body was stiff and taut
and her heels were barely touching the floor. She locked the chains
in place, and Courtney felt a sudden chill, realizing that in
addition to not being able to protest she could not resist in any
way! She pulled against the chains, starting to grow really afraid,
and then the flog cut down across her back and she screamed, back
arching.

Yet, she
realized almost immediately, it actually didn't hurt very much. She
felt a huge easing of her anxiety as she understood the woman was
only playing with her. That was such a relief! She winced a bit at
the next blow, but the little stings of the thin laces weren't even
as bad as the quirt, though admittedly there were more of them.

“What are
you?”

Courtney rolled
her eyes back. She was gagged, so how did the stupid woman expect
her to respond?

The woman was
suddenly before her, gripping her left nipple and pinching it hard.
Courtney squealed and twisted in pain but could do nothing to
dislodge the woman's cruel fingers.

“What are you?”
the woman demanded.

“A slave! A
slave!” Courtney cried into the gag.

It was heavily
muffled and distorted, but the words seemed to satisfy the woman.
She realized Courtney's sore nipple and moved behind her again.

“You must learn
to obey, slave,” she said.

The flog struck
Courtney's back again and she winced. Another blow landed, and
another, and another, and Courtney's anxiety began to rise again.
The repeated blows were heating up her back and making it
increasingly sensitive to the ones which followed. Just as the
stings grew to the point of actual pain, as she twisted and writhed
with growing desperation, the woman shifted her position forward
and the flog landed with a splat across Courtney's belly and
abdomen.

She squealed
more in surprise than pain, then again as the next blow landed
across her taut breasts. Yet they didn't really hurt – much.

It was
outrageous the woman would flog her on her boobs, though, she
thought indignantly. It was sick, nasty, depraved!

“What are
you?”

“A slave!”
Courtney cried, her mouth twisting around the thick gag.

The next blow
slid down and landed between her legs, and she yelped and twisted
helplessly.

“What are
you?”

“A slave!”
Courtney moaned into the gag.

More blows
landed across her breasts, across her belly, and between her legs,
and she shuddered and moaned, head back against her arms,
whimpering a little at how helpless she was as her front heated in
the same way her back did, and became more sensitive to the fresh
blows.

God, this was
so nasty! This was so fucking depraved and, and, cruel and
wicked!

She shuddered
as the woman paused and her hand thrust in between Courtney's legs.
She cupped the girl's sex and her thumb stroked up across her clit
again and again. Courtney turned her head away, flushed, moaning,
unable to repress the sudden wild heat which spilled through her
nervous system as the woman's thumb stroked her now swollen,
sensitive clit.

The woman moved
behind her and fresh blows struck her back. Courtney moaned, and
shuddered as the pain began to mount again.

“What are you?”
she demanded after every blow.

“A slave!”
Courtney moaned helplessly.

The woman began
flogging her breasts again, her belly and abdomen, and then
swinging the flog up between her legs so that she gurgled and
sobbed in a wild tumult of pain and and growing heat.

The woman
stopped, fingering her again, one, two, then three fingers pushing
up into her hot, swampy pussy as her thumb stroked across her clit.
Courtney's face burned furiously as her hips began to grind against
the woman of their own volition.

“What are you?”
the woman demanded.

“A slave,”
Courtney moaned.

The woman moved
behind her and Courtney felt the sudden pressure of the butt plug
being withdrawn, pushing her sphincter open from the insides,
sliding slowly out of her body – and then pushing right back in
again. It slid out a second time, and then slid back in again, half
sucked up by her internal muscles. Again and again the woman pulled
on it, then let her anal muscles suck it back inside.

“What are you?'
she demanded.

“A slave!”
Courtney moaned.

A hand slid
around her hip and fingers began to stroke her clitoris as the
butt-plug pulled in and was sucked out.

“What are
you?”

“A slave!” she
groaned.

The woman
withdrew, and the flog cut across her back again.

She shuddered
and arched against the pain, a nearly feverish heat taking hold of
her hapless mind now as her pussy throbbed and burned with hunger
and need.

The flog lashed
her bottom and thighs, then her breasts and belly and pussy. The
pain was growing much worse so that her eyes filled with tears and
she writhed and twisted and cried out at each blow. Her skin felt
scoured and burned and she whimpered and then sobbed as blow
followed blow, her voice breaking each time she was required to try
to answer the woman's repeated question.

Yet when the
woman's hand slid between her legs and began to stroke and massage
her, despite the pain in her sensitized pussy, her hips bucked
forward violently and she shuddered and strained at the wild
flaring heat and pleasure.

“Does the slave
want to be fucked?” the woman asked coolly.

Courtney moaned
helplessly and then gasped as her head was yanked back by the
hair.

“Does the slave
want to be fucked?” the woman asked again.

“Yessssss,”
Courtney moaned into the gag.

“The correct
answer is – This slave begs to be fucked, mistress,” she said
coldly.

Courtney's
mouth tried to work, tried to form words, but her hips were
grinding and twisting against the woman's fingers, and it was very
hard to think.

The woman
removed her hand and then slapped Courtney's face hard, throwing
her head to one side.

Courtney
blinked dazedly, then cried out as the woman slapped her face again
in the other direction. She gurgled and whimpered as her hair was
yanked back again.

“Say it,
slave.”

Again, Courtney
tried to form the words, and the woman unstrapped the gag and then
pulled it out of her mouth.

She gripped
Courtney's head and hair in both hands, and brought her own face
right up against the smaller woman. “Say it,” she growled.

“Th-this...
this... slave begs to be f-fucked, Mistress!” Courtney sobbed,
voice cracking repeatedly.

“Again,
slave.”

“This s-slave
begs to be f-f-fucked, Mistress!”

“Again,
slave.”

Courtney stared
into the woman's eyes from inches away. “This slave begs to be
fucked, Mistress,” she whimpered.

The woman
released her head, then a hand gripped her hair, pulling it back,
while the woman's other hand dropped to her pussy, rubbing and
massaging her.

“Again,
slave.”

“This slave
unggh – begs to be uhnngg – f-fucked m – unnggh – mistress!” she
sobbed.

The woman
lowered her arms a little by pressing the button on the wall.

“Bend over,
slut.”

Groaning,
trembling, Courtney let her upper torso fall forward, and felt a
wave of shame as she pushed her bottom back eagerly. She felt the
rounded head of the strap-on pushing up against her, and then cried
out as it slid slowly up into her tight, spasming pussy.

“Oh God! Oh
God! Oh yes!” she sobbed. “Oh yes! Oh my God! Oh God! Oh! Oh!
Ohhhh!”

The climax tore
through her and she screamed in helplessly passion and feverish
need. Her voice rose and fell, rose and fell as the woman began to
pump the dildo, began to drive it up deep, to tear it back and
thrust if forward again. She gripped Courtney's hair, forcing her
head up and back through her arms, then slapped and kneaded her
breasts as she jammed the dildo into her again and again and
again.

Orgasm after
orgasm spilled through the sobbing girl's nervous system, as she
screamed and writhed and cried out in helpless, near mindless
ecstasy, the sexual fever reducing her to the status of mindless
animal.

Finally,
emotionally and physically exhausted, she dropped to the floor as
soon as the woman unchained her wrists and ankles. The woman seized
her collar and forced her up to all fours, making her crawl across
the floor to a large table. A black table cloth hung over the
sides, and when it was raised Courtney saw a large cage underneath.
The woman opened the door and Courtney gratefully crawled
inside.

It had some
kind of foam pad on the bottom, and she sank down on it with a
shuddering groan of exhaustion. The cage closed and the clothe
dropped down, and the woman went away.
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She woke after
what she was sure was a short nap, and stared through the bars of
the cage.

She was gagged
again, her wrists locked together, but in front of her now as she
lay on her side. It was a more comfortable cage than the one she'd
been moved in, yet it was still a cage. And at her young age,
Courtney quite simply did not understand what was happening, what
was being done to her. She knew sex was fucking, and she'd agreed
to it, at least, with Masters, but these perverts seemed to want a
lot more of her than that.

God, they were
sick! She moaned as she examined her breasts, still red, with thin
red lines across them, across her belly and groin to. Her skin felt
sensitive and hot, and nowhere more-so than on her nipples and
between her legs. She fingered her hard, swollen nipples a little,
wincing a bit, but unable to stop because it felt so – good. How
could her nipples ache and feel good at the same time!?

That woman was
such a sick bitch! Courtney felt raw shame at how she'd degraded
herself before her, how she'd begged her to fuck her, and cried out
in pleasure. God! What kind of a whore was she anyway!? Didn't she
have any fucking self-respect!? She didn't even fucking like
women!

And certainly not that one!

She let her
fingers ease down between her legs, wincing again at the sore,
aching feeling. Yet her fingers felt drawn to her there, and she
caressed her clit ever so lightly, gasping in pleasure and pain
simultaneously.

She couldn't
stop herself. She began to rub her fingers against her clit, ever
so gently at first, but with growing speed and pressure, until it
hurt – but hurt so good. Her body writhed and arched, her hips
grinding with growing need against her fingers until the orgasm
spilled through her mind and body and she cried out in dark passion
and pleasure.

She relaxed,
panting, moaning into the gag, squeezing her thighs together as her
eyes fluttered in heat. Slowly, her breathing evened out, and she
opened her eyes, staring around the room, licking her lips,
reminded quickly that she was both hungry and thirsty.

Yet she was
also aroused. It was a low, thrumming sense of erotic hunger and
anticipation, something which made her lower groin throb hotly and
kept drawing her fingers back to her body again and again so that,
in a short time, she masturbated to orgasms several times, fingers
thrust deep into her moist, quivering sex.

God! She was in
a fucking cage! Like some kind of animal!

Sex slave!
Slave bitch! These people were so perverted! So deliciously
nasty!

The woman
entered the room at last, and Courtney's eyes jerked over to the
side, staring at her as her pulse quickened. The Black woman was
wearing heels almost as high as Courtney's, with a short leather
skirt and a black leather jacket open down the middle and drawn
tightly across her swollen chest. Her hair was drawn back and she
had the same look of stern contempt on her face that caused
Courtney to drop her eyes.

She stopped
beside the cage and looked down at her.

“You will learn
to be silent, slave, or you will learn to do without food and
water.

She bent and
opened the cage, and suddenly the quirt was in her hands.

“Out, and
kneel.”

Courtney
crawled unsteadily out of the cage and positioned herself on her
knees as the woman squatted and unhooked her wrist restraints from
one another. She then undid the strap behind her head and removed
the gag.

“Assume dog,”
the woman ordered.

Face flushed,
Courtney knelt on all fours, waiting the woman's next command.

“Heel,” the
woman ordered, pointing at the floor next to her.

“You will crawl
along beside me at my heels,” the woman ordered.

Courtney felt
her face heat, but at least it was fairly easy to obey, and she did
so, crawling slowly along beside the woman as she walked across the
room, then turning and crawling back with her.

“Stay.
Kneel.”

Courtney sat
back on her heels as the woman walked to the door and scooped
something off a tray. She returned with a bowl of something which
smelled like stew, and set it on the floor before her.

“Low dog,” she
ordered.

Courtney's
stomach rumbled and she fairly drooled at the smell of the food.
She obeyed at once, lowering herself to her elbows, her bottom
high.

“Present.”

Courtney
shifted her knees wide apart, feeling the cool air against her
moist sex.

“You may now
eat, but do not use your hands.”

Courtney felt a
little shock ripple through her as she realized what the woman
wanted. She felt a throbbing heat in her pussy at the degrading
nature of it, but her hunger easily carried the day, and despite
the blow to her pride she put her lips to the bowl and began to sip
and lick at the stew.

Like a dog.

Like a bitch
dog? Like a slave bitch? She didn't care.

She ate, glad
of the food. And when the woman put a bowl of water next to the
stew she began to drink that, as well.

The woman
observed her, and whenever Courtney's stance shifted, whenever her
bottom began to ease lower or her legs to pull together, the quirt
stung her bottom and she shifted rapidly into position.

The quirt
didn't always sting, though. As the woman watched she would slide
it down between Courtney's legs and let the soft shaft stroke
lightly back and forth along her slit, sometimes letting it press
more deeply so it sank between the swollen lips of her labia. The
quirt always rubbed directly against her clitoris, however, and the
thrumming sexual heat within her grew.

The food wasn't
quite enough to fill her, but it did push the hunger away, and she
felt a surge of contentment even as the woman knelt behind her and
tugged on the butt-plug. She slid it all the way out, then inserted
it again repeatedly before replacing it with a larger one which
made Courtney's insides feel bloated.

It was back to
more exercise, then, more stretching, more walking on the high
heels, with trying to follow the graceful way the Black woman
moved. Then, panting weakly, she sat back on her heels as the woman
sat before her with a large black dildo in her hand. The dildo was
very realistic looking, even down to the balls hanging below, and
as Courtney looked on, the woman began to make love to it.

She licked
slowly, teasingly, tauntingly, up and down its length. She licked
the underside and circled it with her tongue. She mouthed, sucked
and licked the balls, then hummed on the shaft before slowly taking
the thing into her mouth, inch by slow inch, until it was buried in
her throat.

Then she pulled
it out and held it before Courtney.

“Now you.”

It was easy, at
first, though she almost balked at licking something which had just
come out of the woman's mouth. She had a hard time demonstrating
the deep-throating skill the Black woman seemed to do so
effortlessly, though, and kept gagging and choking at the thick
girth of the fake cock. The woman simply made her do it again and
again and again, until her throat ached. And it didn't really occur
to Courtney to refuse.

She wanted to
learn this, wanted to be as good at it as the Black woman. It was a
challenge, and the thrumming sexual undercurrents within her kept
her sex pulsing and her nipples tingling as she knelt there and
worked on the fake phallus.

She had
succeeded in taking it deep into her throat without gagging, and it
filled her mouth when the door opened and Masters came in.

She felt her
face flush and her hands started to move towards the cock, but
halted in place as he came over to stand over her.

He and the
Black woman exchanged a look, and then the Black woman stood and
snapped her fingers at Courtney.

“Take that
out.”

Courtney
obeyed, her pussy thrumming harder as Masters looked on.

“Dog.”

She knelt, then
went through the positions under Masters' eye, her pussy moistening
still further as she felt a rising sense of anticipation for his
cock.

Instead, she
was led over to a round wooden sculpture. It was large, with a mass
of carved figures and shapes all across the surface. The sculpture
was attached to the wall, but projected out into the room like an
upside down soup bowl five feet wide. Masters pressed her back
against the sculpture, then drew her arms up and back to the top
sides. There were hooks there, not on the sculpture, but on the
wall behind it, and when he had locked her wrists and ankles
tightly in place her body was bowed back, her hips pushed forward,
her head and shoulders and lower legs back.

The woman
looked at her disinterestedly, but then her hand slid down between
her legs, her long, slim fingers stroking idly up and down against
Courtney’s smooth sex, rubbing against her throbbing clit. Courtney
gulped in air, strangely unwilling to show any reaction to her
touch in front of Masters, but the woman continued, her fingers
stroking her, then gently easing up inside her as her other hand
kneaded and caressed her breasts.

Masters fed her
a fat penis gag, and she reluctantly opened her mouth wide as it
slid inside and he pulled the straps around behind her head. He and
the Black woman turned away, and Courtney moaned with
anticipation.

Masters rolled
over a low cart but just as Courtney turned her head to look the
woman pressed her head back. A moment later, a blindfold went over
her eyes, and she moaned anxiously into the gag. She heard a
buzzing sound, and gasped as something pressed against her
clitoris, something which could only be a vibrator - and a strong
one. Her hips jerked as she flinched at the uncomfortable force of
the sensations, moaning into the camera, wanting to protest but
unable to.

The fingers
eased out and she felt the vibrator sliding into her. It was thick
and slickly metallic, and the vibrations were so powerful that even
though it wasn‘t in direct contact with her clit she could feel the
vibrations making it quiver and tremble, could feel the heat
rousing within her, the hunger and passion burning hotter as the
woman pumped it slowly in and out, pushing it ever deeper.

She moaned, her
head rolling from side to side, her hips grinding against the
sensations even though her arms and legs were locked tightly back
in place. Two mouths alighted on her breasts, sucking and chewing
idly, tongues licking at her nipples as hands began to roam slowly
over her trembling body.

This is so
fucking kinky, she thought breathlessly. They‘re such fucking
perverts!

Yet she moaned
as her lower body began to quiver and quake with the strength of
the powerful vibrator the Black woman shoved up inside her. It was
deep now, achingly deep, grinding against her so that it ached, but
ached in a hot, delicious way.

Slick fingers
stroked against her clit and she shuddered and moaned, her hips
trying to grind forward.

Then the flog
hit.

The first blow
was a shock, but the stinging was not really very bad, and after a
momentary shock she felt a hot gush of dark hunger and excitement.
God! God! God, she thought.

The flog landed
again, and again, and again, the blows slow, measured, cutting
across her breasts, her belly, slashing in between her legs to snap
at her pussy and inner thighs.

“Slave,” she
heard Masters whisper in her ear.

“Slave,” the
Black woman whispered in her other ear.

The blows
continued, slowly, each causing her to gasp and moan and writhe
back against the bowl shaped culture. Fingers brushed delicately
over her swollen wet clitoris, and she shuddered and ground her
hips, her body undulating against the tight grip of the
restraints.

Her nipples
were stroked and rolled between cool, slick fingers, pinched and
pulled into rigid , throbbing erection. She felt something coldly
metallic grip one nipple, then the other, squeezing them achingly
hard, pulling them outward, stretching them. Suddenly she felt
sharp pains in both nipples, sharp enough to cause her to cry out
and twist against her bonds. But the pains faded quickly, leaving
behind - a throbbing ache - and - and something else.

Something
metallic pressed against her there, yet didn‘t hurt, as the clips
Masters had put on her had hurt.

“Slave,” he
said in to her ear

“Slave,“ the
woman echoed, at almost the same time.

The fingers
rubbed harder against her clit, and the orgasm exploded within her
so that her hips bucked furiously as she twisted and writhed in
breathless release. The world rolled and tumbled around her and she
moaned and cried out into the gag in glorious pleasure.

Yet they were
far from finished with her. The gentle caress continued, and then
she felt a tongue against her -- down there. She gasped and felt
her mind slowly melting under the intensity of the sensation that
tongue and the lips bracketing it made on her burning hot clit. She
was soon on the edge of another orgasm as hands caressed her
thighs, and she felt a cool liquid against her. The a sudden
intense pain made her scream into the gag, teeth biting into the
gag as her body arched back and jerked frantically against the
bonds.

Yet that pain
faded almost as quickly as the earlier ones, faded into a dull,
unpleasant ache as she felt something rubbing against her there,
something other than fingers, something like wet cloth. She felt a
metallic, pinching sensation, and then the vibrator slid out of her
pussy and pressed directly against her clit. She cried out again
and again as her body thrashed and twisted, orgasm hammering at her
mind and making her knees go rubbery.

They unstrapped
her, gripping her arms firmly, pulling her forward and down until
she was on hands and knees.. She groaned as the vibrator was pushed
deep into her pussy again. Then the butt-plug was pulled out,
slowly, and pushed in once again, pulled out, and pushed in, then
pulled out entirely. A moment later something longer slid up her
ass, something which probed deep enough to ache. She felt a sudden
pull against her collar, and lurched forward on all fours, moaning
into the gag as the pull led her across the floor on all fours,
then turned her and led her back again.

What felt like
the quirt snapped across her bottom and she repositioned herself,
her head going up and back, even though she couldn’t see, crawling
slowly as her collar pulled her forward. As she crawled, Courtney
felt a weight pulling at her nipples and clit, felt their weight
shifting as she moved, as if something were swinging back and forth
below her.

“Kneel,”
Masters ordered.

Courtney felt
the collar pulled up and back and eased back onto her knees. She
felt their hands grasp her wrists and pull her arms up and out to
either side, then the leather restraints were removed. Something
else, however, was placed around her wrists, something harder, more
metallic, and she heard the click as they locked. She frowned
uncertainly, wondering if she ought to be worried about these two
actually harming her, actually imprisoning her. But it was a
fleeting thought.

They dropped
her arms.

“Dog,” Masters
said.

She fell
forward onto her arms, wincing a bit as the weights pulled on her
aching nipples and clit. What the hell had they attached to her
there?

Her feet were
lifted up behind her, and the restrains removed from her ankles,
replaced by the same hard ones as were around her wrists.

“Kneel,”
Masters ordered.

Courtney pulled
herself back onto her knees, not terribly surprised as the collar
was removed and then replaced.

The gag was
pulled free of her mouth, but strong fingers pressed against her
jaw, holding it open, and then another gag replaced it. It felt
just as spongy, but with a hard outer something pressed against the
outside of her lips as the strap pulled back behind her, and her
hair was brushed up and out into pigtails.

Then something
slid into her mouth, rubbery, filling it much as the ball had.

“Crawl,”
Masters ordered.

She felt a pull
at her collar and began to crawl forward again, her knees starting
to get a little sore against the wood.

“Kneel,”
Masters said.

She grunted,
rising up on her knees, and he or the Black woman undid the
blindfold and pulled it free.

She was
kneeling before a mirror, and her eyes went wide as she stared at
herself.

The collars and
restraints looked like bright, shining silver, and were speckled
with rows of large diamonds that caught and reflected the light.
The strap around her holding the gag in place was some kind of
shiny silver fabric, and stuffing her mouth, was a huge diamond -
obviously fake, as diamonds didn‘t grow that big.

Long, narrow
diamonds dangled from her nipples, and from her clit, from rings
piercing her.

They each
seized one of her pigtails and pulled her to her feet, then her
wrists were drawn back behind her and linked together. Courtney
stared at herself in the mirror as their hands roamed freely over
her body, kneading her breasts, squeezing her buttocks, and gently
pushing the silver dildos in her bottom and the silver vibrator in
her pussy in and out.

Her clit stung
and ached, but that didn‘t seem to matter as the powerful vibrator
continued to make her muscles tremble and spasm.

She stared at
herself, at their hands roaming her body. It was the most exotic
and erotic sight she had ever beheld, and she was transfixed by the
sight as the two of them roused her body once more to burning
depths of hunger and passion.

.She moaned and
writhed between them, her hips grinding and her back arching as
their fingers taunted and teased her, as their lips and teeth and
tongues made her breasts swell and her nipples burn, as they bit
into her throat and shoulders and drove her into a feverish passion
where nothing existed in the world but the furnace of her need.

And then they
stepped back.

“On your knees,
slut,” the woman ordered.

They pushed her
to her knees, and then unclipped her wrist restraints. She was
leashed, and crawled again, moaning heatedly, eyes glassy as they
had her kneel and bend and bow and prostrate herself, as the woman
taunted her with the quirt, sliding it back and forth along her
slit, flicking the tip at her clit so that she wined in pain again
and again, until the pain turned to a hot, churning, violent heat
and she actually longed for the touch of the stinging little
stick.

Below her, the
weights hung, pulling on her nipples and clit, swinging and tugging
again and again as she crawled, so that only the sting of the quirt
against her back and buttocks and the sides of her breasts kept her
from grabbing at herself.

And then the
door opened and another man entered.

Courtney gasped
and jerked up and back on her knees, but a harsh command sent her
cringing back onto all fours, and then prostrate.

The man walked
up, sauntered up, smirking. He was a Black man, tall, handsome,
wearing a very fine suit.

He sat down on
a chair at the end of the room as if to watch, and Masters jerked
on her leash, pulling her back onto all fours. He walked her slowly
across the floor towards him, and Courtney’s mind squirmed with a
fierce sense of embarrassment. But it wasn’t enough to push back
the fever enveloping her mind.

“Turn, and
prostrate.”

She moaned and
obeyed, turning her bottom to the nameless man, then lowering her
torso to the floor, drawing her knees out and forwards so he could
see her obscenely displayed, could see the dildo and vibrator
sticking out of her.

“Turn,” Masters
said, tugging on her leash.

She rose and
turned on all fours, and she was led closer to the man, then up
between his legs. He drew out a long, fat cock, semi-hard, as her
wrists were locked together behind her back again. He pulled on the
big glass end of the gag thing in her mouth and the latex ball
popped out , leaving her mouth gaping wide around the metal forcing
it wide. He guided her mouth down onto him, and his cock slid
neatly through her parted lips.

“Present,”
Masters ordered, the quirt hitting her bottom.

She moaned and
shifted her knees apart, and she sensed, more than saw him dropping
to his knees behind her. The woman dropped to her knees next to
her, a hand sliding under to knead her breast, another sliding up
her belly, her finger reaching for Courtney’s clit.

Masters pulled
the vibrator out and thrust himself balls-deep in a single stroke,
and Courtney screamed silently as a massive orgasm tore through her
mind and body. The black man pushed down on her head, and her lips
slid down his thick shaft as his helmet headed cock drove down her
throat. She screamed again, and again, twisting, writhing against
their grip, overwhelmed by the intensity of the heat and pleasure
searing her nervous system.

Masters began
fucking her while the woman continued to knead her breast and
stroke her clit. The orgasm was consuming her. It went on and on
and on, rising and peaking, subsiding, then rising and peaking
again, and again, and again, until she thought she must surely die,
but didn’t care. Her belly ached, her chest burned, and orgasms
hammered through her like the thundering cars of an out-of-control
freight train.

They left her
limp, dazed, gasping, moaning, eyes slitted.
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When she had
recovered, the leash tugged her to all fours, and she was led over
before where the Black man sat. Masters handed him the leash and
Courtney shuddered as his dark eyes bored into her. He pulled on
the leash, drawing her up and into his lap like a fisherman reeling
in a catch. He reached behind her neck and undid the gag, then
pulled on the diamond. It was attached to a black spongy ball which
pulled slowly from her mouth.

“Pleasure me,
slut,” he ordered.

Sick!
Courtney's mind spun with the order, yet when he grasped her wrist
and placed her hand against his bulging groin she began to rub it
at his direction, and when he took his hand away she thought of how
the Black woman had mocked her oral sex skills and felt a dark
sense of determination. She licked at the hardness through his
trousers, mouthed him through the thing fabric, then slowly reached
for his belt.

She undid his
belt, opened his trousers, and tugged his pants down slowly,
inhaling sharply as his thick black cock sprang up hungrily. Her
face reddened as he looked at her, as the others looked at her, but
then she reached for it and ran her fingers lightly across the
surface. She leaned in, breasts pillowed against the chair as she
licked slowly along his inner thighs, as she mouthed and sucked on
his balls, as she traced her tongue around and around the head and
ran it along the bottom of the shaft.

Then she
widened her lips and took him into her mouth, bobbing slowly up and
down, taking him deeper and deeper with each stroke until he was
buried in her throat and her nose was jammed against his groin. He
sighed and pulled on the pigtails, forcing her in deep and holding
her, then he eased up on them, beginning to thrust in and out of
her mouth.

Behind her, she
felt the quirt caressing her sex, stroking up and down against her
hot, swollen flesh. She shuddered as the vibrator was pushed deep
into her pussy once again, and wondered if there were some
numerical limit on how many orgasms a girl could have in a day. The
vibrator pumped slowly in and out, in and out, occasionally
brushing across her clit as whoever worked it pulled it free.

He pulled her
back, finally, and she gasped as he raised his fist, the one which
held the leash. The collar forced her up and forward, and without
words he forced her to straddle him as he sat there. He held his
cock up and she sank slowly down onto it, groaning helplessly as it
pushed deep into her belly.

She should have
resisted, should have said no, should have been more hideously
embarrassed as she fucked a man she didn't know in front of two
more she hardly knew. But none of that really mattered. Courtney
began to ride the Black man's cock, gasping, whimpering, moaning as
he alternatively sucked and chewed on her nipples, squeezed her
breasts, and dug his finger into her buttocks to help her rise and
fall.

She rode
faster, harder, gasping, head pounding with need, body burning with
passion and lust, her slick pussy riding up and down on the bloated
shaft underneath her until, with a long, stuttering sob that turned
into a helpless cry of pleasure, she came.

* * * * * *

“Obey,
slave-bitch.”

“Obey.”

“Obey,
slave.”

“Obey.”

Words she heard
again and again assailed her ears as Courtney went through the
positions again, did her stretching exercises, then exercised to
the point of collapse.

Now it was the
Black an guiding her, ordering her, and at the end of it all he had
her crawl, leashed, to the back of the room, where he opened a door
into a large bathroom. The room had an Asian style toilet, which is
to say, it had a wide slit in the floor instead of the traditional
American sit-down toilet. Courtney had no idea what it was even as
she was led over to it and positioned above.

“Do you need to
go to the bathroom?” he asked.

She did, of
course. In fact, she had been squirming for half an hour, but
afraid to speak.

“Then do so
now. Right there,” he said.

Courtney stared
up at him in disbelief.

“From here,
you'll go back into your cage for several hours of rest. If you
don't go now you won't go for some time.”

Courtney
flushed, and looked down.

“Now,
Slave-bitch! We don't have all day,” he snapped.

Courtney
started, then, face burning, she released her bladder and peeed
into the slit as he looked down at her.

“Good dog,” he
said, afterward, petting her head.

He led her over
to the corner, where a high counter sat.

“Climb up on
here and kneel in the dog position.”

She obeyed. The
table had six inch high sides and a drain in the corner. The Black
man turned on a hand shower and warm water gushed out over
Courtney's head and shoulders.

It felt –
good.

The Black man
soaked her, then soaped her up. His big hands moved over her body,
spreading the soap, scrubbing her as she knelt obediently. Despite
all the orgasms she'd already had the touch of his skin on her
slick, soapy body roused her once again, though perhaps, she
thought, she had never really lost her sense of hunger. It had only
diminished.

She groaned and
arched her back as his soapy fingers worked back and forth over her
pussy, over her clit, but he pulled back, then, shampooing her hair
instead.

He rinsed her
off, and then ordered her to open her mouth as she brushed her
teeth.

She emerged
from the bathroom pleasantly, refreshingly clean, her hair shining,
and he led her to the cage and had her go inside, locked her wrists
together behind her, then locked her in.

Courtney
sighed, settled down and after a bit of time, fell asleep.

* * * * *

She learned to
walk - naked, in the five inch heels, to dance naked, to strip, and
to obey. And she learned it in just two days. She learned to
straddle Masters, or the Black man, or even the Black woman,
straddle them, grind herself against them, let her stiff nipples
stroke ever so lightly up and down across their faces and down
their chests. And she learned to give oral sex to a woman. In fact,
the most uncomfortable part of the two days was when the Black
woman got naked and took her to a real bed, and there, writhing and
twisting on the silk sheets, she spent hours teaching Courtney
things she did not really want to know, but had little choice but
to learn.

The heat bore
her on. The heat never faded completely, so that despite her
distaste for sex with another woman she found herself feverishly
excited regardless. The woman ground her own pussy against
Courtney’s, driving her into gasping, shuddering orgasm, then rode
her face until Courtney could hardly work her jaw or move her
tongue any more. Then she took her, doggy style, with a strap-on,
and again, despite Courtney’s by then active dislike of the woman,
despite her resentment, she forced her into repeated climaxes as
she thrust her big black dildo into the trembling girl’s belly
again and again.

The two days
were filled with sex, degradation, and obedience.

And pleasure,
wild, thrilling, white hot passionate pleasure.

But her
education was far from complete.

The third day
she moved to a luxurious bedroom, one which had her gasping and
running awed fingers across rich fabric and furniture. The closet
was filled with beautiful outfits for business and parties, the
dressers crammed with lingerie.

She went to
work with Masters, in the back seat of a limousine, and took
instructions from the woman there in how to handle incoming calls
and correspondence, how to arrange meetings, the proper way to
prepare Masters coffee, and how to operate the office
equipment.

Each day she
would work for Masters as a sort of receptionist and assistant,
wearing sleek, but beautiful business outfits. Her day might or
might not include hiking up her short skirt and giving him a lap
dance, or performing oral sex on a visiting colleague of his.

Each evening
she returned to his penthouse apartment, stripped, donned the
collar and restraints, and learned to obey, to give pleasure, and
to receive it.

Nothing stopped
her from leaving, but the thought never entered her mind. Exchange
all this luxury and excitement for a drab little apartment and some
crude young men pawing, groping and using her? Why on earth should
she? She didn't enjoy everything she did, especially giving sexual
pleasure to women, but that was only an occasional challenge. For
the most part, she felt herself perfectly comfortable as Masters
slave-bitch, as his playtoy, as a wanton whore.

And after all,
it paid well.
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Molly's
Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy
blonde tech support girl survive 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.

 


Out of
Uniform

Rookie cop
Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into
plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted
into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent
Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis
and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to
the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and
falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New
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!

 


Owned by My
Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father
the cop was so... commanding, in his uniform! I was fascinated with
his handcuffs, and he was fascinated by me! Letting him boss me
around seemed natural – and hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky
nature of what we did was scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her
older brother as his, and moved me into his house, so his whole
family could own me!

 


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.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

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.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's difficult
to describe what being in a 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 temporary, for a story I was doing, but I
just wasn't prepared for 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.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

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.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney is a
poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a
fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But
he's not her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha
male used to getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of
submission and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her
inhibitions before him, his son, and the servants!
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/**
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}

/**
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}

/**
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 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
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	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
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	}
}

/**
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 */

function goForward()
{
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	}
}

/**
 * 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)
	{
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}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */
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{
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