
        
            
                
            
        

    
 


 


The Geek Girl

 


 


 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2017

 


Smashwords edition

 


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

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen.

 


 





Chapter One

 


 


 


 


I had a happy childhood, up until I hit my
teens. I was like any other girl, pretty enough, liking pretty much
the same things, with a perfectly normal body and blonde, shoulder
length hair. The only thing which marked me as a little different
were the geeky glasses I had to wear because of my bad eyes.

That started to make a difference as I
approached my teens, as other girls began to care more and more
about their looks and how boy saw them. The better looking you
were, the cooler you were. Glasses were not cool. What was worse, I
was poor, or rather, my parents were, which meant getting the cool
brand name fashions was out of the question.

So as I entered high school I was made
perfectly well aware of my inferiority as a person. I was a geek,
not merely because of my glasses, but because I was a ravenous
reader, and loved numbers. I didn't go much on social media because
other girls were always going cool places, being invited to great
parties or taking vacations far away. I couldn't compete.

I had a boring life. I was boring. I became
somewhat withdrawn and shy, and after a couple of embarrassing
experiences with boys – I was flat chested and they made sure to
inform everyone they knew about everything we did – I became even
worse. I largely ignored boys, convinced they just wanted to find a
way to humiliate me.

I wore drab, shapeless clothes so no one
could see how flat chested I was, and ignored teasing and taunts,
pretending they didn't exist. That I began to develop, and was no
longer flat chested really made no difference to me. I was, by
then, embarrassed about my body, and no more inclined to show off
my new breasts than the old, smaller ones.

I was glad when high school was done. I
didn't bother to attend any of the celebrations. No prom for me. I
was busy looking for work to get on with life, and hopefully make a
little money. I wound up getting a job as a clerk, a purchasing
clerk in a large insurance company.

I was delighted. I had my own cubicle, with
high walls, higher than I was! My desk was against the wall right
by the entrance though, which meant everyone passing by in the
aisle could see me. I mean, it's not like it was super busy, but a
number of people, mostly middle aged men, did pass by, and they all
looked at me when they did.

There weren't a lot of girls on our floor. It
was mostly middle aged people, and that might have been why the men
looked at me with interest. I was almost the only girl they saw all
day. I did not encourage them to linger. Instead I ignored them as
I had the boys and girls who had teased me in high school.

The job paid well enough to buy some clothes,
but not really nice ones. I settled on basic office clothing. I
wore a knee length dark blue or black skirt most of the time or
else gray or black business trousers, a white blouse, and sometimes
a sweater if it was chilly. I kept my hair pulled back out of my
face most of the time, and tied behind me, and tried to do my best
to impress my bosses.

The only people I really had a reason to talk
to were my fellow clerks. Most were middle aged, but one, Sierra,
was twenty two, which, while still four years older, was still a
lot closer to my age. She was everything I wasn't.

She was taller, gorgeous, self-confident,
athletic, with glossy brown hair curving around her face and
dancing on the shoulders of her fashionable blouses and sweaters.
She also liked to come and chat, which I found annoying at first
since I was trying to impress our manager. I couldn't be rude,
though. I mean, she was being friendly.

But it was kind of an eye opening thing,
because after a bit she started talking about things she'd done,
especially on Monday, when she'd talk about the clubs she'd been to
on the weekend, and the boys she'd 'dated' by which I mean, took
home and had wild sex with.

I was, of course, incredibly jealous of her.
My sex life was entirely with myself. Though I wasn't about to tell
her that! I wasn't sure why she was telling me this stuff if it
wasn't to brag. I kind of told her a number of times that she
shouldn't talk about things like that at work, that it was
improper, but she didn't seem to care.

She made it clear she thought I was prudish,
so I wondered if she was just making stuff up to outrage me. I
wasn't outraged, though, just embarrassed. I wasn't used to talking
about sex with other people, or even listening to them talk about
it. And she asked the most outrageous questions! Like she talked
about having anal sex with a guy and then asked me if I'd had anal
sex! Imagine! As if I'd answer a question like that!

She often wore tight jeans or trousers, and
if she leaned over you could sometimes see her thong peeking out.
She wore tight tops, as well, and the men were always hanging
around her, joking with her, smiling at her and being friendly with
her.

“Men are pigs,” I said once.

She just grinned. “Yeah, but if you've got a
ring you can lead them around by the nose. And I got a ring,
Amanda.”

She pointed down between her legs and I
blushed, as I did a lot when she talked.

“That's just wrong,” I said in
disapproval.

I was at my desk, as usual. She was leaning
against the panel at the opening of the cubicle, chatting,
gossiping mostly.

“Sexual power,” she said. “It's good to have
it. You don't have it when you're older so you might as well enjoy
it now.”

“I prefer to just do my job,” I said in a
frosty voice.

“I do my job,” she said. “But I'm also
fishing for promotion.”

“You can't get them to promote you just
because of your looks!” I said, aghast.

“Why not? I can do the work. People are often
hired because of their looks, you know. Not my fault the world is
like that.”

“You shouldn't play up to them,” I said.
“They're all old enough to be your father anyway!”

She shrugged. “Yeah, but they think I'm
hot.”

“Which is why they keep coming around here
all the time,” I said with a scowl. “This is a quiet corner of the
floor. All these men walking by are just passing by to see what
you're wearing!”

She laughed, rather than being insulted.

“And you,” she said.

“Me!? I dress properly for work!”

She smirked down at me. “You dress like a
librarian, Amanda.”

I stared at her in confusion. “So?”

“A sexy librarian,” she said.

“Don't be ridiculous!” I sputtered.

Though being called sexy was so novel I could
hardly help but be flattered.

“Men like sexy librarians,” she said. “You
don't see them looking at you when they walk by?”

“They'd look at any girl in here!” I
protested.

“I see the way they look at you when you walk
down the hall,” she teased. “They want to see what's under those
librarian outfits you wear!”

“I'm not a librarian!” I snapped.

She laughed and went back to her cubicle. But
I was feeling self-conscious now whenever men walked by and looked
at me. I persuaded my new boss, Mr. Lineham, to put a 'privacy'
panel there. This was a panel which ran alongside my desk at the
entrance, so that those passing by couldn't see me.

When Sierra saw it she just laughed, and came
inside.

“Now you can do anything you want in here and
nobody will see you,” she teased.

“The only thing I want to do is my work,” I
said crossly, ignoring her and looking at my computer screen.

“But now you and some man can go at it right
on your desk,” she said in a breathy, teasing voice as she leaned
over my chair.

“I don't know any men here I want to do
anything with,” I growled.

“In fact, they could stand right here like
this.”

She stood just next to me, facing me, right
at the end of the privacy panel.

“They could take out their dicks, and you
could blow them, and nobody coming by would even know!”

“You really are a pervert!” I said,
exasperated.

She came in, snickering, and bent over the
back of my chair, her hands on my shoulders as she rubbed her cheek
against the side of my head.

“You're only young once, Amanda! You should
enjoy it before you got old and fat and wrinkled like most of the
women here.”

“Go away,” I said in startled annoyance,
pushing her back.

She laughed, then kissed me on the cheek and
left.

I was startled because she'd never gotten so
physically close before, rubbing her skin against mine, kissing me,
even if it was teasing, and rubbing my shoulders. I had come to
envy her, like I said, and kind of see her as this very sexual
creature, one I was terribly jealous of.

And now this very sexual, beautiful girl was,
well... it started giving me ideas, fantasies. I had an active
imagination and I read a lot. I had fantasized about sex many, many
times, like every time I masturbated, which was every day.

Mostly the fantasies involved big, cave-man
type guys having their rough way with me. Sometimes it was gentler
sex with sophisticated, rich guys, like, in front of a fireplace or
some other sexy place. But occasionally I thought about sex with
another girl, as something that might be less, well, threatening or
embarrassing.

Sierra was kind of a slutty girl, who, if she
could be believed, and I believed her, had lots of sexual
experiences. I wondered if she'd done anything with girls before.
Probably! Did she think I was a sexy librarian too!?

No, the idea was silly. She was a jock, very
into sports, which was one of the reasons she preferred to hang
around guys. She had no interest in a nerdy girl like me. She
certainly wasn't gay!

But I had a sexual fantasy about her and me
that night in bed as I masturbated, and I had a tremendous orgasm.
And I was hyper alert for any signals after that, that she might
be, you know, interested.

Not, to be honest, that I really knew what to
look for...

But a few days later she was sitting next to
me at my desk, her chair pulled up to where it was touching mine as
she demonstrated some things on the software about how to pay
bills. I leaned forward to reach for something on the desk just as
she raised her arm to do the same. That meant my right breast
pushed heavily into her left arm before I drew back.

“Oh, sorry,” I said.

“Don't be sorry. Do it again,” she said with
a smirk.

“Sierra, really,” I said, blushing a bit and
rolling my eyes.

She laughed. “You have a lot more boob under
that blouse than I thought,” she said.

That just made me blush more.

“What are you, thirty four? Thirty-four
B?”

“None of your business!”

She pressed her hand flat against my upper
stomach a few inches under my breasts. Not touching anything, in
other words, but pressing the fabric of my blouse in more.

“Hmm, maybe a thirty-four-B,” she said,
before I shoved her hand back.

“I'm a thirty-four-C,” I said in
annoyance.

Well, partly in annoyance, partly because I
was proud that I wasn't flat chested any more. In a way, Sierra
represented the cool girls who had mocked my being flat. I didn't
want her thinking I was smaller than I was because... well just
because!

It was stupid. I mean, what did I care what
she thought about my breast size! I had no reason to want to
impress her! Except that I was kind of starved for, something.
Certainly I wasn't a girl who got a lot of compliments.

“Oooo. I'm jealous,” she said, staring at my
chest. “I'm only a thirty-two-C

“I don't care!” I said, giving her a stern
look.

“You should wear tighter tops.”

“I don't want men staring at my boobs.”

“Why not? They stare at your butt.”

“They do not!” I said, half scandalized.

“Oh yes they do. I've seen them in the hall,
in the cafeteria, and when you walk down the aisles delivering
mail.”

I scowled. “Well, men are pigs,” I said.

But again, I wasn't really displeased, just
startled, and wary she was just teasing me, just making that stuff
up. I had never seen myself as attractive, after all. I mean, okay,
there was nothing wrong with my face, and without the glasses I
suppose I'd be pretty enough. I'd tried contact lenses once, but
putting stuff into my eyeball was too freaky!

“Now let's get back to work,” I said
firmly.

“Okay. Can I touch your boobs?”

“No!”

She snickered, but I wasn't taking the query
seriously. I mean, I knew she was just teasing me and I knew she
wasn't gay.

But I did have more fantasies about her, some
of them quite depraved.

A few days later she came into my cubicle,
grinning broadly.

“Want to see a video?” she asked in a teasing
voice

“No,” I said abruptly, tapping at my
computer.

“But it's of you!”

I turned towards her suspiciously as she took
out her Iphone and held it up in front of me. It was taken in the
main aisle between cubicles. And there I was walking past carrying
some papers. I walked past two men standing in the opening of
another cubicle and then one of the papers blew off. I bent over to
pick it up, and the two men stared.

It was really quick. I mean, it wasn't some
long, lingering thing, though I had to pick up a couple of papers,
then I simply walked on. The two men watched me walk away, then
turned back and grinned at each other. One of them made pursed his
lips and the other laughed.

I blushed as I looked at it, because it was
obvious they'd been looking at my ass when I walked past, and then
when I bent over. The gray trousers I was wearing weren't super
tight but they were, well, they fit, and the got a lot tighter when
I bent over.

“They're pigs,” I said. “And old men.”

She laughed softly. “They just appreciate a
nice looking butt. Haven't you ever looked admiringly at a man's
butt?”

“No!” I exclaimed.

“A woman's butt?”

She turned and pushed her butt out at me, and
it was certainly a nice butt and in tight jeans. I tsked in
irritation and slapped it and she squealed in delight and jerked
away.

“Oooo,” she said. “Imagine getting spanked by
the librarian!”

“I am not a fucking librarian!” I
snapped.

She laughed in delight. “Such language!”

“Honestly,” I said. “Some guy should
spank you! Should have done it long ago in fact!”

“What makes you think they haven't?” she said
with a grin. “And often! I like being tied up!”

I rolled my eyes, though the idea was
suddenly incredibly hot and wicked in my mind. I had had those
kinds of fantasies often enough, though it was always me tied
up.

She leaned over me and lowered her voice
further.

“Never been tied spreadeagled to the bed
naked?” she purred. “Candle wax on the nipples, hmm?”

“Go away!” I ordered, face red.

She went, but now I had even more fodder for
a wicked series of sexual fantasies! Most involved Sierra tied down
with some hunky guy doing outrageous things to her. But some
involved me and her, sometimes with her tied down and more often
with me tied down!

We had a team meeting the next day. Sierra
sat next to me, which was okay and natural. I mean, aside from the
sex talk she was fun to chat with. And we were the youngest people
in the room. I was noticing the men more now, though, because of
her, and how they looked at us. I was watching them out of the
corners of my eyes.

I noticed how often their eyes rolled over
towards me and Sierra. I mean, everyone should have just been
facing down towards the head of the table where our manager was
speaking, but they often moved their heads around the room, looking
at other things.

Including me and Sierra.

Sierra was wearing a thin red ribbed
turtleneck sweater, which looked great with her glossy dark brown
hair. Beneath that she wore dark black trousers, very tight ones.
Anyway, the meeting wasn't exactly stressful. It was kind of
boring, and everyone was kind of restless after a while.

She got bored easily. I knew that by now, but
when she yawned and arched her back, putting her hands behind her
neck, I knew that wasn't just instinct. Sure enough, out of the
corner of my eyes, I saw several of the men looking
appreciatively.

She waited a few seconds after she had
stopped, then rolled her eyes at me and I scowled
disapprovingly.

She snickered softly, then a little later I
felt her left hand on my thigh, rubbing it lightly.

I ignored her except to push her hand off.
Mr. Lineham was talking about policies on the credit cards we were
issued and while it was boring I didn't want to miss it.

A minute later her fingers were back, the
tips of them walking down my leg to the hem of my skirt, which,
since I was sitting down, was several inches above the knee. She
let her fingers stroke my skin there, and I felt a jolt, a kind of
tightness in my skin – even though I was sure she was teasing.

I frowned at her and she smiled pleasantly,
as if not doing a thing.

I'm not entirely sure why I didn't shove her
hand back again. Partly, I wanted to call her bluff. At least,
that's what I told myself. Besides, how much would even Sierra dare
in a small meeting room at work?

Her fingers rubbed my leg then tugged the
skirt slowly higher, just an inch, then another inch. I pretended
to ignore it completely, but my heart was beating louder and my
pulse quickening as she eased the skirt up. I rolled my eyes to the
sides to make sure no one could see, as her fingers slid it higher
still, her hand now sliding along my inner thigh, rubbing up and
down.

She was still well out of danger area,
understand, about halfway between my knee and my crotch, but
slowly, her stroking hand moved up. And I have to admit, the feel
of her soft fingers caressing my thigh was starting to turn me
on!

As her hand slid higher I began to feel the
tension within me rising, along with the fear she was just teasing
and hoping to 'catch' me. As soon as she could say I liked it she'd
laugh and call me a dyke and say she was just pretending.

So I continued to pretend to ignore her, but
as her hand got uncomfortably close I reached down and caught it
and pushed it off, then smoothed down my skirt.

She gave me a slightly pouty look and a
smirk, then turned away.

After the meeting we went back to our
cubicles, and she followed me into mine. I turned and gave her a
hard look, an impatient look, a look which would give her no
ammunition if she was trying to get me to admit I had any interest
in girls.

“You are going to get us in trouble,” I
hissed in a low voice.

She grinned lazily. “I was bored.”

“You were being a brat!”

“Want to spank me?” she asked lightly,
turning and pushing her butt out.

I snorted, then I picked up my long wooden
ruler and smacked it down across her bottom.

She yelped and leapt forward with a laugh,
grabbing her butt as she turned around.

“Shhh!” I hissed.

She grinned and looked around but while she
was tall enough to see over the cubicle I couldn't see a thing.

“Nobody near,” she said softly.

I was on the end of the aisle and the guy who
was on my left had been absent all week.

She came closer again, and I backed up until
my thighs were pressed against the desk. Not the desk with the
computer on it but the other side. I had an L-shaped desk, see.

“Did you see those guys looking at me when I
yawned?” she asked.

“You're such a … cock tease,” I said in
exasperation.

She smirked. “Most girls like it when people
think they're hot,” she said.

Then she stopped smirking. “Why don't
you?”

“Because this is a place of business!”

She came closer, uncomfortably close and I
put my hands up on her shoulders, frowning warningly.

“But I have lots of fun other times,” she
said. “I've never heard you mention having fun anywhere with
anyone.”

“My idea of fun is not as... sexual as
yours,” I said primly.

“You've never mentioned dates or guys or
parties or clubs or anything.”

“I've only worked here three and a half
weeks!” I exclaimed.

“So? A girl as cute as you at your age should
be going out every weekend and having fun,” she said.

“I'm not... cute,” I said, frowning.

“Oh yes you are. You think glasses and
pulling your hair back hides that? It's not hiding it from the guys
here.”

“Those are old men,” I said dismissively.

“Huh, you think younger ones would be any
different?”

I tsked and tried to push her back.

“Let me try an experiment,” she said.

“What?” I demanded warily.

She reached up and took my glasses off before
I could stop her.

“Sierra!” I gasped, trying to grab them
back.

“Just wait one second,” she said, turning
away and keeping them away from me.

I glared.

“Undo your hair.”

“Oh please. I know I look okay without
glasses and with my hair down.”

“Just do it. And I'll give you your glasses
back.”

I grumbled but the truth was I was feeling
both flattered and kind of breathless. I undid my hair and combed
it out casually with my fingers.

“Now let me try something,” she said.

She reached onto my desk to one of the desk
organizer where I had things like paper clips, post-it notes, pens,
and binding clips. Now a binding clip, if you haven't worked in an
office, are these, well, clips. They're black and come in different
sizes and they're meant to hold together batches of papers which
are too thick for paperclips.

She grabbed my arm and turned me away from
her, then I felt her gripping my blouse from behind and pulling the
loose material tight. I gasped as she pulled two sides together and
then fastened them with a binding clip before turning me around
again.

The affect on the front of the blouse was
obviously to tug the fabric in tight against my body, particularly
against my breasts.

Then before I knew it she'd raised her phone
and took a picture!

“Sierra!” I gasped.

She grinned and showed me the picture.
Certainly I looked, well, way more sexual than usual. The picture
was even flattering, and it made my breasts look, well,
obvious.

I reached behind me and undid the binding
clip.

“That is hardly the way to dress for the
office,” I said crossly.

But I wasn't displeased because the picture
made me look hot, and Sierra was saying I was hot and I'd never
really thought of myself as hot.

I reached up and back to tie my hair back
again with an elastic and she moved forward once more, too
closely.

“Sierra,” I said, frowning.

“You know, you have very soft skin,” she said
with a grin.

Her arms went around me before I could pull
mine down! I gasped and leaned back but I was already pressed
against the desk.

“You really need a little fun in your life,
girl,” she said softly.

“I-I get... lots of fun!” I gulped
anxiously.

And then she leaned in and kissed me! On the
lips!
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Even as I was coping with her kissing me, her
hands slid down onto my butt! I was so startled by both things
happening I was frozen for a couple of long seconds while her lips
continued to be pressed against mine. And they weren't still during
that time, sliding over mine in a way which took my breath
away!

I dropped my hands onto her shoulders, and
pushed, but she resisted for another couple of seconds before
pulling back. I gasped, wide eyed, and she grinned.

“Life is for having fun,” she said
softly.

She looked around, above the cubicle walls,
then leaned in and kissed me again, harder this time, with her
tongue sliding lightly past my lips and stroking them.

I was... floundering in what to do! Because I
wanted to push her back but only, to be honest, because I still
wasn't sure she wasn't just pretending, that she wasn't trying to
lure me out into the open so she could laugh at me!

But the feel of her lips on mine was...
amazing! I'd never been kissed like that! I hadn't been kissed at
all for the previous couple of years, actually, but even before
that I'd never been kissed so... good! She was way better than the
guys who had kissed me!

You read about kissing, but until you
actually feel someone's lips against your own you don't really
grasp the intimacy and heat that can result, and that was without
their hands squeezing and kneading my ass!

I was determined to push her away, though...
any... any second now... I was going to do it... soon... very
soon.

The kiss went on for... I don't know, ten
seconds? Longer? And then her right hand was suddenly on my breast,
squeezing it! And it was squeezing it softly, not like the boys who
had squeezed my barely there breasts years back. Her hand was
caressing the underside of my left breast and her thumb was
stretched wide and up so that it could rub at my nipple.

And my nipple was hard. They both were. They
were tingling! My breasts felt hot and swollen, and I gasped as she
drew her lips back from mine, then grinned, leaned in, and kissed
me again, even longer!

I was leaned back as far as I could, and she
was leaning forward, and I was still pushing against her shoulders
but... not very hard. I was feeling kind of dazed, to be honest.
And the heat was flaring up within me, a kind of roaring pressure
that made me feel light-headed.

Her left hand slid up off my bottom and into
my hair, and she grasped a thick handful. I gasped as she jerked my
head up and back, and then I felt her lips moving down along the
nape of my neck as her right hand dropped from my breast onto my
hip.

It slid around to the front and gripped the
fabric of my skirt, pulling it up, tugging the hem so it slid up my
thigh, bunching it together higher and higher until as she jerked
my head forward again and kissed me on the lips once more, her hand
slid under it.

I shuddered as her hand caressed my inner
thigh up high! High! And then it was cupping my sex through my
panties and I felt this incredible pulse of emotion and sensation
as she rubbed me, her middle fingers pushing in as she caressed my
sex.

I was feeling completely flustered by then,
like things were spinning out of control. I was gulping in air,
trying to keep as quiet as possible. I mean, we were in an office,
after all! I was telling her to stop, but very softly, quietly, and
moaning a bit between pleas. I didn't want anyone nearby to hear,
after all!

And... to be honest, this was so darkly
thrilling, so wildly exciting! And my life had not had an awful lot
of thrilling or exciting moments up to that point! Lately, none at
all!

Her fingers rose up and found the waistband
of my panties, then slid down the inside.

My hips bucked as her fingers found my naked
sex, as they slid across my clitoris, which, by then, felt hot and
sweaty and slick.

I was not new to sex. I'd had lots of fingers
rubbing me there, almost every day, in fact. But they'd been mine.
I rubbed myself to fantasies, and pictures I'd seen on the
internet, while imagining myself doing … stuff.

My fingers had never felt like this! Her
fingers were like... it was like the sensitivity of my nerve
endings had doubled, tripled. I was flushed and overheated and
feeling very trembly, but still, very aware we were in an office. I
struggled... weakly, admittedly.

She jerked back sharply on my hair again.

“Behave,” she growled in a low voice. “Slave
girl.”

Slave girl!? What!?

Her fingers were rubbing me there, and the
intensity of the sensations rolling through my body was
overwhelming me. My mind was already drunk on the dark heat and
wildly unaccustomed passion as powerful sensations flooded up
through my body.

She jerked my face forward and kissed me on
the lips again, hard, demanding, passionate, and I felt myself
melting into her mouth! I shuddered and moaned as her fingers
stroked my sex, and then, within seconds, an orgasm tore through
me!

I was having an orgasm at work! In my fucking
cubicle! I tried desperately to repress the noise as my hips bucked
against her stroking fingers, my fingers clutching her arms just
below the shoulders for support as my legs wobbled and went
rubbery.

She had very strong arms! I noted that
despite the way my mind was swimming in feverish sexual heat and
pleasure. I staggered back, gasping, as she eased away, half
sitting on the desk, clutching the overhanging shelf that was
attached as I gulped in air.

Sierra smirked, then jerked my panties down
all the way before I could even react. She bent and snatched them
off, and I almost fell over before lifting first one leg, then the
other. She rose with my panties in hand and looked at them
derisively.

“You won't be wearing panties any more, slave
girl,” she said.

Then she shoved them into my mouth!

I gasped in surprise, grabbing at her hand –
too late, and then she spun me around so I was facing the desk and
bent me over! I felt her foot on my ankle, yanking it to the side,
then her hand pushed in between my thighs again as she yanked up my
skirt.

A moment later I felt her finger pushing
inside me! The tip rolled and circled the mouth of my sex, then
slid up into my body as her other hand clamped over my mouth, where
I was moving to spit out the panties. Her finger pumped in and out,
then was joined by a second, then a third, as she held her hand
clamped over my mouth.

I was still filled with this sense of...
wild, raw, carnal energy and shocked excitement, and feeling her
fingers moving inside me sent it billowing up again, spreading out
through my body. When she got a finger on my clitoris and began to
rub it at the same time as she pumped her fingers inside me I felt
my hips spasming and bucking back at her.

I felt her body pressing against me as she
leaned over.

“Are you going to be my little office slut,
Amanda?” she whispered into my ear.

I could only moan helplessly as her fingers
thrust into me hard and fast.

“We're going to have fun together,” she
whispered, chewing on my ear.

Another orgasm rolled through me, and I cried
out, though tried to repress it. Fortunately, not a lot of noise
escaped the panties stuffed into my mouth and her hand over it, as
my hips bucked violently against her fingers.

She tugged my skirt down and pulled her hand
off my mouth, and I straightened, but almost fell down. She caught
me as I turned around and when I pulled my panties out of my mouth
she yanked them away from me, smirking again.

I was... flushed, to say the least,
embarrassed, uncomfortable, confused, and still breathless and
gulping in air in wide eyed dismay. I had no idea how to react to
this girl! I didn't know what to say or do! I mean, this was all so
well-beyond anything I had ever experienced!

Which was why I gave in to someone who did know what to do –
her.

“Slave girl,” she taunted.

Then she turned and walked away!

I was left clutching the edge of the desk,
wide-eyed, and trying to figure out what had just happened! I had
let some girl I had only known a few weeks at the office come in
and... and fuck me with her fingers! And I had had an orgasm when
she'd done it!

She must think I was some kind of pathetic
slut! I had certainly acted like one! What was I going to do now!?
My mind spun from it all. Should I quit immediately so I didn't
have to face her again!? How could I explain that to my boss, or my
family!?

And where would I get another job so suited
to me!?

What if she told people!?

Of course there were also other concerns.
Like... that had been so incredible! Was I a lesbian!? Was she!?
Because I'd never felt so wild with a guy before! And did I want
more of that!? Should I?! I mean... I mean, a sexual relationship
with a girl!? I had never even seriously considered such a
thing!

I noticed my clock. It was almost three. I
gasped, for I had some things I had to get done before I went home
at four! I sat down at my chair and started in on it, trying to
focus my mind and forget about Sierra. She had worked here for
several years but I was on probation!

That took my mind off her for a while, and I
managed to scramble to get my things done just in time to leave on
time. Her cubicle was around the corner and up about twenty yards
from mine. I went in the other direction, took the elevator down to
the main lobby, and hurried out to wait at the bus stop as I always
did.

And then a sleek looking red sports car
pulled up to the curb and the passenger side window slid down.
Sierra looked out at me.

“Amanda. Get in,” she called.

I felt my heart stop briefly, and licked my
lips anxiously as my chest got super tight. I didn't want to get
in! On the other hand, I couldn't say no. All these people were at
the bus stop and they'd all wonder what was going on! And it would
be rude! And Sierra might get mad at me!

I hesitantly stepped forward and then opened
the car and got inside. Sierra accelerated rapidly, throwing me
back against the seat, and I gasped and scrambled to do up the seat
belt as the window closed beside me.

Sierra laughed as she turned the corner.

“Where do you live?” she asked.

Well, of course I had to tell her.

“My place is closer,” she said.

I gulped and my chest tightened again. I
didn't want to go to her place! I had no idea how to handle this
situation, or her! I didn't know what I wanted!

Instead I seized on something normal.

“How can you afford a sports car?” I
gulped.

She shrugged. “It's ten years old. It's not
that expensive.”

“I can't afford a car at all.”

“Sure you can. You just get a cheaper, older
one and put the insurance on your parents.”

“I just started working. I'm putting money
away so I have a cushion in case something happens and I lose my
job.”

She snorted disdainfully.

“Yolo,” she said.

I stared at her uncomprehendingly.

“You only live once,” she said as if it
should have been obvious.

“Oh. Uhm, look, Sierra, I'm...”

“Not a lesbian?”

I hesitated. “Well...”

“I look like a dyke to you?”

“Well...”

“Doesn't mean I can't play around,” she
said.

“I-I'm not the kind of girl who... plays
around,” I gulped.

“Well, now you are.”

I stared at her in confusion.

“After all, you're my sex slave, so that
means I get to make the decisions, and I say you are.”

I blushed and felt a jolt of dark heat and
excitement – and embarrassment.

“I'm not your sex slave!” I exclaimed.

She often went over the speed limit, and
started and stopped sharply, making me nervous as the little car
sped along.

“Maybe you're my play toy, then.”

“I'm not a play toy!” I gulped.

She grinned slyly at me. “Maybe I could be
your play toy.”

“I... I don't... fool around with girls!” I
said.

“You don't fool around with anyone from what
I can tell.”

“Well that's not necessary for life!”

“It's necessary for living, though.”

And then the car swerved into a parking
garage. It was one of those parkade things, open to the wind and
air from the sides. She drove up to the second floor and parked,
then got out. What was I suppose to do? I got out, still uncertain
about how to handle this, or even what this was!

“Come on. I'll show you my place,” she
said.

And then she put her arm around my waist to
guide me there. I started to pull away but she tightened her arm,
and I didn't want to, well, be rude or confrontational or, well,
reject her... exactly. I mean, I didn't know what I wanted!

So we walked across the parkade, with her arm
around me (which I kind of thought felt nice since it had been an
awful long time since anyone had put there arm around me). She
swept a little key fob across a square and it beeped and the door
clicked.

She opened it and ushered me inside.

We went down a half flight of stairs and she
opened the door and we went down a dimly lit hallway until stopping
at a door. She unlocked it and led me inside.

It was a standard sort of one bedroom,
shotgun style apartment, with the little kitchen on the left, the
bathroom on the right, and past that the living room and to the
right, the bedroom. She headed to the right, and I felt a jolt of
anxiety, but then instead of going past the bathroom and into the
bedroom she led me into the bathroom!

That confused me!

But then she was grinning at me and as I
watched, she undid her jeans and then slid them down. That jolted
me again and made me feel breathless.

“I like to have a quick shower after work,”
she said.

I just stared at her, at a loss for words
again! What was I supposed to do!?

She peeled her sweater up and off, and I felt
a sense of... jealousy, and also appreciation. Sierra was a very
fit, and beautiful girl. She was sexy, too, wearing a sexy little
green thong bikini with thin strings angled up across her hips, and
a matching half bra.

She looked really hot, and I... was just,
well, me.

She started unbuttoning my blouse and I
gasped and grabbed her wrists.

“Sierra!”

“Don't disobey what your mistress wants, sex
slave,” she said.

“I'm not your sex slave!” I protested,
feeling my chest tight.

She had already half unbuttoned my blouse,
and when I grabbed it she unbuttoned my skirt at the side and
unzipped it before I could interfere. I squealed as she tugged it
off, since I had no panties now, and she let me grab it so she
could finish unbuttoning my shirt.

She peeled it off with a laugh, then bent me
over the counter and slapped my bare bottom.

“Do as you're told, slave girl,” she
ordered.

“Ow! I'm not your slave girl!” I gasped.

“Ha. You will be.”

I felt her hands at my bra strap. I was
wearing an ugly white bra, in comparison to hers, which made me
feel oddly more self-conscious than my being naked below the waist!
But I still grabbed at it before she yanked it away.

She stripped off her bra and panties, letting
me go, and I straightened up, turning to stare at her.

I was naked in a small room with a naked
girl!

She moved towards me and I backed up – right
to the shower! Then she was backing me into the shower, until I
gasped to feel the cold plastic of the wall against my back and
buttocks! She turned on the water on the shower – which was a hand
shower, then turned it on me as I stood anxiously and helplessly
against the wall.

The water poured over my head and down over
my arms, which were stupidly clutching my sex and crossing my
breasts.

I know, I was being ridiculous given what
she'd already seen, what we'd already done... but I just was not
used to showing my body off! I mean, nobody had seen me naked like
this... ever! My experiences with boys had been in the dark back
seat of a car, and in a darkened basement! And they were years
ago!

She put the hand faucet up on its hook so it
was spraying me then stepped in against me. I gasped to feel her
bare breasts against the backs of my arms, and gasped again as she
gripped my arms and pulled them away from my body.

Then her lips were on mine again, and this
time her breasts, so warm and soft and now wet, were pressing
against mine. Her belly, her whole body was pressed against mine,
and I felt a long shudder of sensation and a desperate kind of
delicious tactile pleasure wash over me.

She kissed me like she had at the office, and
it was just as good, and.. and I had done nothing to that point,
nor had I back at the office. I had this sudden fear that she would
think I was some kind of pathetic virgin who knew nothing, and so I
started to kiss her back.

At first I was very determined, very anxious,
trying to kiss her in a way which demonstrated I wasn't a complete
loser at his. But there was so much... sensation and raw wild,
shocked pleasure in finding myself naked and pressed against a
naked girl!

And her hands were not still! Mine were on
her shoulders, but hers had slid around me and were caressing my
back, and then sliding down to caress and squeeze my bare buttocks!
The feel of our breasts moving together was the most amazing thing!
My nipples felt incredibly hard!

And the kiss just went on and on and on and I
felt... it was like I was hypnotized or something. I fell into the
kiss, feeling more and more focus as I kissed her the way she
kissed me, as her tongue slid into my mouth and mine started to
move against it.
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My heart was thumping in my chest and my
pulse was racing, and then... Sierra pulled back at last, leaving
me gasping and kind of dazed, and bent and took the center of my
left breast into her mouth! I let out a helpless gasp as her teeth
closed on my soft flesh, just this side of painful, and then she
sucked on my flesh, and her tongue licked at my nipple and I felt
an incredible throbbing sense of pleasure and wonder!

She dropped to her knees, then, in front of
me, and I gasped again, my eyes widening as she grasped my thighs
and pulled them apart. She looked up at me and then started to
lick.

Every lick sent this wave of dark,
glittering, crackling sexual electricity up my spine and warm,
thrumming heat up through my belly. I cried out, grasping at her
head for support, pressing myself back against the plastic
wall.

She licked fast and hard, the air sobbed out
of my lungs in dazed gasps and moans as the sexual pleasure took
hold of my body and became this incredible pressure! I was
trembling and gasping and feeling like I was totally losing control
of myself!

When she started sucking I lost it and cried
out as the orgasm howled through my body and mind! My head snapped
back hard against the plastic wall and my back arched and my hips
ground helplessly against her mouth as she clutched my thighs in
strong hands!

My body seemed to undulate against her as the
orgasm rose in intensity and then peaked, holding at that peak as
my buttocks slapped and ground against the wall behind me

She laughed good naturedly as she stood up,
and then she turned off the water and picked up soap and began to
soap up my body as I leaned against the wall, chest heaving, face
flushed. She ran her soapy hands up and down over my body, over my
breasts, kneading and squeezing them with interest, then down my
arms and down my belly and in between my legs.

I moaned as she turned me to face the wall
and her soapy hands moved up and down my back and shoulders, then
down over my buttocks and down my thighs and legs. She turned me
around and pressed her body against mine again, kissing me once
more, and I moaned into her mouth.

She didn't have to soap herself up. She did
it by rubbing her body against mine! And then she lifted up my left
leg and slid her right leg between. She was taller than me, with
the top of my head maybe reaching her chin, and shifted her left
leg wider to lower herself, then kind of raised her right and
angled her sex in against mine!

THAT was a wild feeling! To feel her naked
sex pressing against mine, rubbing against it, grinding against it
as we kissed, as our soapy bodies rubbed together! It was all so
incredibly erotic, and I felt myself quickly becoming breathless
and filled with a sense of wonder and heat once more.

It was all so intense! And now she was
breathing harder and I was gasping and moaning and then her
movements became much more rapid as she ground herself into me with
really quick, frantic motions as she began to gasp in pleasure!

She was coming! And that shocked me then made
me come too! I was lost in this wild, sexual world of heat and
passion and hunger which was battering down my inhibitions and
fears and washing away that incredible shyness.

Well, partly.

My previous sexual encounters had ended when
the boy came. Not this time. Sierra rinsed us off, grinning at me
and I grinned bashfully back. Then we came, dripping, out of the
shower enclosure. She dried her hair off, then toweled off as I
wrung the water out of my hair.

“You look good like that,” she said. “You
should do it more often.”

I looked at her uncertainly, then realized
she meant with my arms back behind me, because it arched my back. I
blushed, but wasn't displeased.

She got me another towel, and insisted on
helping me towel off. But she said there was no point in doing our
hair. It would just get mussed. I tried to grab my glasses but she
took my hand and led me out of the bathroom and into the bedroom,
which had me blushing again as I looked at the bed.

This was all so fast! I hardly knew her! And
I didn't have sex with girls!

“Get on the bed.”

I gulped but did as she said. It was made
nicely, at least.

“Spread your arms and legs.”

I blushed but did as she ordered. She grinned
at me and got something out of the bedside table. I looked up and
saw it was a coil of rope. I gasped and started to draw back my arm
but she shook her head and put her left knee on it as she tied the
rope around my wrist.

It was soft feeling rope, at least, black.
She wrapped about six loops around my wrist, then fed the rope
around the bedpost. Then she climbed onto the bed, fed the rope
across to the other post, then around it and tied my other wrist
there.

I felt my heart pounding again as she got off
and got another coil of the same soft rope. She tied my ankles to
the lower bedposts, and then, grinning, climbed onto the bed and
knelt between my legs.

She started by licking her way up and down my
legs, avoiding my sex, which was now pulsing, and licked and
lightly chewed her way up my abdomen and stomach, easing forward
until she was licking and sucking on the center of my breasts.

She took each nipple into her mouth, chewing
softly on it, then sucking and licking as I moaned and felt my body
tensing and pulling against the restraints. Then she lay atop me,
her hands in my damp, tangled hair as she and I kissed again for
long minutes.

She pulled back and reached for the night
table again, then pulled out a … dildo! I gulped, eyes widening as
she slid her hand behind my head and lifted my head up a bit, then
shoved the dildo into my open mouth!

I tried to twist away but she held my
hair.

“Suck,” she ordered firmly.

I moaned and stared at her, but closed my
lips and stopped resisting. It was a big dildo, flesh like, with a
head, and certainly much thicker than any of the boys I had held in
my hands or mouth or inside my body to that point!

She pumped the dildo slowly in and out of my
mouth as I sucked on it, and several times she pushed it deep
enough that I gagged.

She pulled it out, much to my relief, and
then slid down my body. I moaned as I raised my head and stared at
her rubbing the thing up and down the line of my sex! I groaned
again as it penetrated me, stretching me out wider than her fingers
had at work!

“Oh! Oh! Slowly!” I moaned.

“You don't give orders, slave girl,” she
said.

She twisted and turned it, pumping it slowly
in and out, bending to lick at my clitoris as she did, and soon I
couldn't get it deep enough! I shuddered and strained at the ropes
again, feeling a swirling cloud of sexual haze enveloping my body
as she pushed it deeper and then deeper still!

She shoved it deep, then straightened and
crawled forward, straddling my body, straddling my hips, then my
chest, then I felt another emotional jolt as she was half sitting
on my upper chest, half kneeling, her knees spread wide to either
side of my head.

And I was looking up her body, with her
smoothly shaven sex right over my mouth.

“It's time for you to please your mistress,
slave girl,” she said.

I shuddered in excitement at the words, but
was gripped by anxiety, too, because I had little idea what to do.
Then I did know. I'd do what she'd just done to me. And it wasn't
like I had a lot of choice either! She slid lower and then her sex
was pressed against my lips!

My pulse was racing as I began to lick at
her, very anxious and uncertain. I mean, would she think my efforts
were pathetic!?

She leaned forward over me and gathered in my
hair at the top of my head, then began to move her hips slowly.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl!” she
growled. “Please your mistress or she'll punish you for being a
naughty girl.”

I moaned as I licked, trying to lick her as
she'd licked me, swirling my tongue around her clitoris, then
sweeping it back and forth, then kind catching it against my lips
and sucking as best I could while she ground herself against
me.

At the same time, I was very... aware,
constantly aware, of the pressure of the ropes around my wrists and
ankles, of my body stretched tautly between the bedposts, of the
fullness, the delicious, exciting fullness of having that fake cock
jammed deep inside me!

It all produced a pulsing sense of excitement
and heat that leant energy to my licking. I was fixated on doing it
right, especially as she tugged on my hair whenever she wasn't
pleased.

“Higher, slave girl,” she purred. “Faster or
your mistress will spank your slutty ass.”

I found her words kinky and thrilling. I'd
never been involved in sex which wasn't just, well, bare bones
vanilla sex. You know? This sort of thing was stuff I'd only ever
read or heard about, and I felt really wild at being involved in
it!

She eased her sex back, jamming my head back
by pulling on my hair as she looked down at me.

“Are you grateful to be allowed to lick your
mistress's pussy, slave girl?” she purred.

I just panted and stared up at her, and she
slapped my face! I mean, it wasn't a hard slap, by any means, just
a light slap on the cheek, but it was startling, and it did sting a
bit.

“Are you, slave?” she growled.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

She slapped my cheek again.

“That's yes mistress, slave girl.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

She slid her sex forward over my mouth again
and I resumed licking and sucking as she ground herself down
against me.

The slapping, though, had reminded me of just
how completely helpless I was! She could do literally anything to
me she wanted! And that made me anxious, but also added to the
wild, kinky sense of excitement.

“Lick faster, slut!” she gasped, grinding
herself faster against my mouth.

I licked as fast as I could, though my tongue
was getting tired and my jaw was aching. Fortunately, she jammed
herself against me as she climaxed, and basically ground her sex
roughly and quickly against my mouth until the orgasm passed.

She rolled off me and then sat on the edge of
the bed. She reached over and pushed at the dildo, grinding the
head against the back wall of my sex and rubbing her thumb across
my clitoris.

“Slave girl,” she taunted me. “What shall I
do with you? Torture you? Maybe invite in my friends to use your
slutty body?”

She got up and went to the closet, then took
down a small ball. I thought at first it was one of those stress
balls they gave out at the office, but then she shoved it against
my mouth, forcing my jaw wide so she could get it inside!

It had a little cord through it and she
pulled that around behind my head and fastened it, leaving me
gagged and my jaws forced apart. She smirked and tweaked my
nipples.

“Now you can't scream too loudly when I
torture you,” she said in a menacing tone.

I gulped anxiously as she got up and left the
room. I didn't think she was serious, but I did pull at the ropes
to see if I could get free. They were altogether too tight,
though.

She returned with a small plastic cup, then
sat between my legs and put on.. a pair of leather gloves of all
things. I was confused about that, until she took an ice cube out
of the cup and then put it in her mouth. She sucked on it, then
bent and closed her mouth over my nipple!

I squealed and twisted and bucked as her cold
mouth and the ice inside it froze my nipple and the flesh around
it! I pulled against the ropes as she shifted to my other breast,
sucking and licking at my other nipple as she let the ice slide
around and over it.

She smiled at me as she straightened and took
the cube out of her mouth, but then held it over my left breast and
let icy droplets of water slowly drop onto my overheated breast to
trickle slowly down onto my ribs and belly!

I pulled and thrashed against the ropes but
she only smirked, then pressed the ice cube directly against my
left nipple! She rubbed it back and forth over my nipple until it
was half frozen, easily shifting her hand up and down as my back
arched and my hips jerked and rolled.

She began to circle my nipple with it, the
cube making wider and wider circles as it moved across my breast,
then onto my chest, and over to my other breast! I couldn't even
demand she stop because of the ball in my mouth! All I could do was
squeal and yell and thrash in place!

She popped the mostly melted ice cube into
her mouth and took out two more, holding one in each hand, then put
them against my ribs just under my shoulders, and slid them slowly
down my sides! God, how I thrashed and twisted! But to no
avail!

She chuckled, clearly enjoying herself, and
let the cubes circle my abdomen and belly.

I was a lot less aroused by then! And I sure
didn't like the feel of the cubes! But I have to admit I still felt
really excited.

She shifted herself back a little and then
gripped the base of the dildo and began to pump it in and out. Then
she bent over and licked at my clitoris with an icy tongue! That
wasn't arousing at all! Again, my hips bucked and jerked and I
squealed against the cold!

She laughed and straightened.

“Are you cold, slave girl? Maybe I should
warm you up.”

She took a lighter and a candle out of the
bedside drawer and lit the candle. Then she waved it over me as I
stared anxiously. She tilted it, and a drop of hot wax fell onto my
right breast! That wasn't bad, because my breast was cold, but
another followed, and then several more, onto my nipple, which
began to heat rapidly and uncomfortably!

“You haven't lived until you've had hot wax
on the nipples, slave girl,” she teased.

She let the wax drip slowly down onto my
breasts and nipples, then down onto my lower chest and belly as I
squirmed and moaned and squealed helplessly.

But the next thing she drew out of the
bedside drawer made up for it. It was a vibrator. It was purple. It
had a wide handle, but narrowed into a small rounded tip no wider
than a marble. She pressed that against my clitoris, then began to
grind it against me as she pumped the dildo.

At first I didn't feel a lot of reaction. But
soon my body began to respond, my swollen clitoris heated up, and I
began to feel a rising tide of churning sexual heat spreading
through my body. Soon my hips were grinding and rolling again, only
this time in desperate pleasure as she ground the vibrator against
me.

With her thrusting the dildo in at the same
time my head began to swim with the wild intensity of the
sensations flowing through me, and the orgasm was not long in
coming, tearing through me with even more intensity than the others
had!

I cried out again and again, and... the gag
in my mouth gave me this sort of sense of freedom to make as much
noise as I wanted because it muffled me. The weird thing is that
the less restrained I was in crying out, the more intensely I felt
the orgasm!

And given how I was tied up and gagged I
could give free reign to my body to writhe and twist and arch and
cry out all it wanted, uninhibited and unrestrained, as the orgasm
went on and on and on!

It wasn't, I think, one orgasm. It was a
string of orgasms! I'd never experienced such a thing before in my
life! It was like a roller coaster, soaring upwards, then sinking
down, gasping, panting, moaning, then soaring up again, sometimes
higher, sometimes not as high, then falling again!

My insides spasmed till they ached, and I was
getting light-headed for screaming out all the air in my lungs! I
was dazed and gasping and glassy eyed from the multiple orgasms but
I couldn't even ask her to stop!

“Well, well, well,” said a voice.

I was too dazed to grasp that the voice
wasn't hers at first as she pulled the vibrator away at last.

“Who the fuck invited you in, bitch?” she
said.

“I have a key, remember?” said the other
voice. “And you invited me for dinner.”

A woman came into the room, and I started to
jerk against the ropes, feeling a sudden rush of heat come over me
that had nothing to do with arousal! I was laying naked and
spreadeagled on a bed with a dildo sticking out of me!

I couldn't see her very clearly. She was in
the doorway, and without my glasses anything beyond about three
feet got blurry. But she came forward to stand alongside the bed,
looking down at me and smirking.

“Who's this slut?”

I was no longer embarrassed now. I was
mortified! I jerked my head to one side, because I could do nothing
to hide my body so the most I could accomplish was to not look at
her!

“This is Amanda,” Sierra said. “She's from
work.”

“The geek girl you talked about?”

“Yeah.”

“Ha. I knew you wanted her!”

“I want fun, Kara. You should know that by
now.”

The other woman sat on the edge of the bed,
and I gasped as she leaned forward and fondled one of my breasts! I
jerked my head over to stare, then jerked my eyes away again, still
too horribly embarrassed to meet her eyes!

I got a glimpse of a girl about Sierra's age
with too-short brown hair. I mean, it was sort of in a pixie cut,
but too short – lesbian short, if you catch my meaning!

“Nice tits,” she said.

“Nice everything,” Sierra said. “She's a very
responsive little slave girl.”

I cringed even more to hear myself described
in such a kinky way! I mean, it was one thing when she and I were
playing this kinky game but not in front of a stranger!

Kara let hand slide down to my sex and
gripped the dildo, pulling it out and examining it, then thrusting
it back into me. She pushed it in hard, and I squealed in pain, my
back arching.

“Is she a cock lover?”

“I think she's mostly straight, yeah.”

“Slut,” Kara said.

“And you aren't?”

“But I'm a dyke slut. That's different.”

“Yeah, you have fewer options,” Sierra said
with a grin.

“And I'm better at this than you are. Get out
of the way and let me show her.”

Sierra snorted and got off the bed and to my
shock this Kara woman climbed between my thighs and knelt, then
dropped low, folding up with her face between my thighs. I still
couldn't bring myself to look at her but I felt her pulling the
dildo out, then I felt her lips on me!

I pulled against the ropes again, wildly
embarrassed and flustered and anxious, and yet as she began to lick
I started to feel this strange sort of, uhm, comfort, kind of. I
mean, it was like now that she was part of this kinky little sex
game it wasn't as embarrassing as if some 'outsider' was seeing me
like this!

Somehow! Don't ask me to explain why!

I was still horribly self-conscious and
embarrassed, though, but that slowly began to fade as her hands
moved over my body and her mouth worked hungrily at my sex. The
vibrator had... I don't know, done something to my nerve endings! I
mean, it was like they were raw and bare and hyperactive now!

But also, the vibrator gave them a different
sort of feel. And her mouth, her tongue, was so much softer and
warmer and more... for want of a better term, erotic as they
stroked and caressed and sucked on me.

So as the embarrassment faded the dark,
bubbling heat began to rise once again.

“Do you have your cock toys?” Kara called
over her shoulder.

“Yeah, what do you want?”

“That big strap-on.”

“I think it's in the closet. I don't use it
much.”

“That's because you're a slut too and have
lots of guys to fuck, and because I won't let you use it on
me.”

“Whatever.”

Kara's hands were sliding up and down my
body, kneading my breasts, then sliding down to caress my thighs
and under to cup and squeeze my buttocks.

She stopped and rose on her knees, peeling
her t-shirt up and off, then peeling off her bra. I gulped, still
terribly embarrassed, still looking away, as she undid her belt and
pulled down her black pants and panties.

Now naked, she bent over and resumed licking
me, and I was hard-pressed not to respond! My body was starting to
pulse and thrum with heat again, and a churning sense of kinky,
exotic, erotic excitement was spreading through my lower belly!

She pulled off and sat up, then stood up.

“Untie her legs,” she said as she stepped
into something.

Sierra untied my right ankle, then moved to
the other side and untied my left as Kara got back onto the bed and
gripped my thighs.

I stared now, as I saw she was wearing a pair
of, well, sort of black leather panties. Only they had this big
black cock sticking out of them! It was even thicker than the dildo
Sierra had used on me, and longer! It was very realistic looking,
except for being black – and I mean black black, you know? And it
didn't poke straight out either, but upward at an angle, like a
real erection.

She bent my legs back so my knees were back
and wide, then rubbed the head up and down my very wet opening.

“Gonna fuck you, slut,” she growled. “Gonna
fuck your brains out!”

I cringed, but the feel of it was darkly
exciting, and then the pressure began to make me ache as it pushed
down harder and harder. The lips of my sex slowly, slowly stretched
wide and the thick head pushed into my body, making me groan.

She gripped my legs behind the knees, forcing
my legs back and making my bottom rise, as she leaned into me, and
the dildo sank slowly down into my pussy, inch after inch of
it!

“Tight little slut,” she said.

“Here,” Sierra said.

Kara eased back and Sierra leaned in and
squirted a sort of gel onto the thing, then as Kara pulled it out
of me, she squirted it into my opening. Kara pressed it against me
again and I could feel the slipperiness now as it slid into me much
easier.

And much deeper! I shuddered and cried out as
she leaned into me, letting her weight force it down as her hands
forced my knees back next to my shoulders!

“You're gonna love my cock, baby,” she said
as she began to move her hips in and out.

How had I ever gotten myself into this, I
thought wildly! And yet, despite how kinky and perverted it was,
and despite how uneasy and self-conscious and even embarrassed I
still was, the feel of it pushing into me, the sight of it pushing
into me, was incredibly thrilling!

Oh my God! I felt so stretched, so full! I
cried out as she jammed the head against what surely must be the
back wall of my sex, then began to pump in and out with slow,
determined movements.

“Ever been fucked by a girl, bitch?” she
taunted. “I bet I can stay hard longer than any of your
boyfriends!”

“Don't call her bitch. Call her slave girl,”
Sierra said. “She's gonna be my little slave girl.”

Kara laughed. “Slave bitch.”

She drew back and thrust down, and every deep
thrust was like a punch deep inside, but still the wild heat began
to build and build. Sierra sat down on the edge of the bed and
reached in her hand, rubbing my clitoris with her fingers and I
sobbed dazedly as Kara pumped faster.

She let her hands shift up to my ankles,
forcing them back over my head, folding me in two as she let her
body come down atop me, her hips undulating, pumping in and out
with the dildo, and then, somehow, incredibly, it pushed
deeper!

I felt her hips press firmly against my
buttocks and grind against me.

“You got it all in!” Sierra cried.

“I knew I would. Blondes are all natural cock
sheaths. They were made to take big ones.”

She was right atop me now, laying atop me as
she kept my ankles pinned back above my head, her face just above
mine so there was no way I could avoid her eyes as her hips rose
and fell faster and faster! Now she bent and began to kiss and suck
and chew on my throat and ear as she fucked me.

And my body began to absolutely quiver and
shake with the sexual pressure building up inside me! My
embarrassment faded and my inhibitions began to as well, as my mind
sort of went limp, and then I just gasped and grunted and groaned
and cried out as the big cock drove into me!

Until the orgasm came. I couldn't even try to
hide it. My mind wasn't functioning well enough to care by that
point. I cried out again and again, trembling and shaking as Kara
fucked me, as she rammed the big dildo into my aching belly again
and again while Sierra rubbed my clitoris!

She laughed, and so did Sierra. I was too
dazed to care as Kara slid back onto her heels. She did something
which unclipped the big dildo from the leather panties, though, and
then pushed it so it was almost buried inside me again, ignoring my
cry of pain as she pressed her palm against the base.

“Whore. You know you love a big cock inside
you,” she said.

She reached up and undid the string holding
the gag in place, then straddled my face.

“Lick me, bitch.”

Dazed, I didn't do a thing. I was exhausted,
but she yanked roughly on my hair, more roughly than Sierra had,
and I cried out, then dazedly began to lick.

It wasn't like I had a lot of choice!

Fortunately, she had gotten excited fucking
me, I guess, because it didn't take very long for her to come.
Sierra even teased her about it.
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Kara untied my wrists, then, but then rolled
me over and tied them together again behind my back.

“Do you have the base for this?” she
asked.

Sierra handed her something, and she fastened
it to the base of the dildo she'd shoved inside me, then she
gripped my hair and pulled my head back sharply. As I cried out she
shoved that ball thing back into my mouth and fastened the thin
little cord behind my head.

She got out of bed and pulled her pants and
t-shirt on. I saw that Sierra had pulled on a pair of sweatpants
and a t-shirt.

Kara slapped my bottom sharply and I yelped,
then cried out as she grasped my hair and forced me out of bed and
onto my feet.

“On your feet, sex slave,” she ordered.

I cringed again, but had little choice but to
do as they wanted as she pushed me ahead of her out of the bedroom
and made me follow Sierra into the kitchen.

Right at the edge of the kitchen she pulled
down on my hair.

“On your knees, sex slave,” Kara ordered.

I gasped, forced onto my knees, then
lower.

“Sit on your heels,” she ordered.

She squatted and gripped the shaft of the
dildo, pulling it halfway out of me, then jamming it down hard
against the floor.

“Spread your legs,” she barked in a harsh
voice that made me instantly comply.

I admit I'm not really a very brave
person...

She stood up, and gripped my hair, tilting it
back.

“Shoulders back, chest out. Legs spread.
Don't move,” she ordered.

Then she went over to join Sierra, giving her
ass a squeeze as Sierra opened something she'd taken out of the
fridge.

Now what was I supposed to do!?

I looked down and saw the glistening black
cock protruding from the straining lips of my sex. It was attached
to a suction cup which was apparently now locked to the floor. God,
it looked so thick! And I felt impaled on it even though it wasn't
nearly as deep inside me as it had been!

But the real psychic blow was that I was
naked and on my knees and tied up while Sierra and Kara were just,
like, dressed normally and talking to each other about dinner. I
mean, clearly they were friends, and probably had been lovers from
the sound of it. What was I?!

Sex slave!

What a wicked, kinky, outrageous idea!

But I felt desperately self-conscious
kneeling like that, sitting on the dildo now that the other two
were just, like, dressed and talking about other things.

They were making dinner, and talking about
mutual people, gossiping about people they knew, and about a movie
they'd both seen. I felt left out... distant, apart. Which wasn't
really much of a shocker since I'd felt that way much of my life
anyway.

Have you ever knelt on the floor before? Sure
you have. And so had I. But not for long. And the longer I knelt
there the more my knees began to ache. Worse, the more my feet
began to ache. I was literally sitting on my heels, with my feet to
the floor, which meant my feet were sort of bent back, only the
balls of my feet actually on the floor.

The way to adjust to that is to let your feet
straighten out, let the backs of your feet press against the floor,
and then sit on your heels, or at least partly on your heels. I
tried to do that, almost instinctively, but of course, that lowered
my body by quite a few inches!

I grunted and gasped and moaned as the dildo
slid deeper into my pussy, deeper and achingly deeper! But the pain
in my feet was growing so I didn't feel I had a lot of choice, and
I knew Kara had gotten it all inside me earlier so it would fit –
somehow.

“Look at this slut riding cock,” Kara said,
turning.

I flushed hotly. That wasn't what I was
doing! I mean, yes, I was easing down, pulling up, and easing down
again, but just to work it in deeper so I could kneel properly!

But I couldn't speak.

“You said blondes love cock,” Sierra
said.

I had no choice but to sink down almost all
the way before I could adjust myself on my knees. Then the thing
was way up inside! Ugh! I felt so stuffed!

Kara slapped my head and I yelped in
pain.

“Head back, chest out, slut!”

I hastened to obey! That slap had hurt!

And I couldn't even protest!

“We should like, pimp her out,” Kara said. “I
mean, lots of Black guys love to stick it to pretty blondes, and
she loves black cock.”

“How much you think we'd get for her?” Sierra
asked.

“I don't know. She's got nice tits. But she
doesn't have a very big ass. Black guys love big asses.”

“She's got a cute bubble butt,” Sierra
said.

“Lots of guys would like to fuck her,” Kara
replied. “I'm sure we could make a lot of money.”

“What's this we? I own her, not you.”

“Hey, I'm helping train her!”

“I can train my own sex slave, thanks.”

“Bullshit. You're too soft-hearted. You need
to be mean to these bitches to get them into a cooperative
mood.”

She left the room and I rolled my eyes
beseechingly at Sierra, but her back was turned as she cut
something on the counter. Then Kara returned with the other dildo.
She pulled over a chair, and then undid the cord and pulled the
ball out of my mouth.

“Let's see how you do at sucking cock, slave
girl,” she said.

She gathered in my hair again and then pushed
the dildo against my mouth.

Like I said, I'm not really very brave. I
reluctantly let it slide into my mouth then sucked on it.

“Lick, you dumb cunt.”

I flushed. I knew that! But it wasn't real!
Why should I lick!

But I did as she ordered while she pumped it
slowly in and out, taking it out to rub it over my face a few
times. She shoved it back into my mouth and used her grip on my
hair to tilt my head way back so I was sort of looking up at the
ceiling.

“Good sex slaves can deep throat,” she
said.

I felt a jolt of anxiety just before she
pushed down on the dildo, and then gurgled as it slid into my
throat! I tried to twist away but she had a firm hold and I had no
leverage. She was pushing it almost straight down as she held my
head way back, and I felt it sliding deep into my throat as I
trembled and shook and twisted wildly.

“Just swallow it, slave girl,” she
ordered.

My throat was spasming and I was gagging
helplessly, tears coming to my eyes. I also couldn't breath so my
head was pounding and my chest was burning.

Sierra came over and pulled it out, tsking,
then got some tissues and wiped my eyes and let me blow my
nose.

“She can learn that later,” she said.

“What kind of a blonde doesn't deep throat
anyway?” Kara demanded.

“A nerdy little geek girl.”

“I've met geek girls who deep throat.”

My insides ached as I sat on that big dildo,
and it felt as if it was throbbing inside me. I suppose I should
have demanded they untie me and let me go, but... to be honest, the
thought didn't seriously occur to me.

Even when they had finished making dinner and
put it on the table. Sierra pulled on the suction cup and then had
me kneel right next to the table, then sink down again as she
pushed the suction cup against the floor. Then I was impaled right
next to the little table between the two of them as they ate.

I wondered when I was going to eat, because
it had been a long day and the smell of the food was awfully good.
Then Sierra reached out her hand with a piece of something in it.
It looked like a meatball. I gulped, then licked it out of her
hand.

“Good girl,” she said.

You know how pathetic I am? Her saying that
in a warm voice made me feel gratified.

She fed me pieces of meat balls, or small
meat balls as she ate herself, and then Kara did the same. I was
reluctant to take them but afraid not to, so I had to lick them out
of the palm of her hand, or take them from her fingertips just as I
was doing to Sierra.

It was weird, of course, but psychologically,
it just reinforced how different I was from them, how much... lower
I was. We ate dinner that way, with me leaning in one way or the
other to accept food from their hands. They chatted with each
other, but I didn't talk. Mostly they talked about stuff I didn't
care about or didn't know about anyway.

“Do you want something to drink, slave girl?”
Sierra asked. “Water? Milk?”

“I flushed. Milk please,” I said in a low
voice.

She shook her head and then gave me a nipple
twist that made me yelp.

“Mistress,” she said. “You have to say
mistress.”

I flushed again. “Yes, please Mistress,” I
gulped.

You know what she did? She filled up a baby
bottle with milk, then pulled her chair back so it was right next
to me and pressed it against my mouth. Flushing, I closed my lips
on the nipple and sucked, and she sort of put her other hand
against the side of my head and stroked it as she pulled my cheek
other cheek against her chest.

It was so weird! Like she was feeding a
baby!

She was seriously kinky!

But what did that make me?

Afterward they moved to the living room, and
moved me there, too, pushing the suction cup in again so I could
kneel, sitting on my feet, while they slouched on the sofa.

“Who do you think I should get to fuck her?”
Sierra said.

“Me.”

“I mean guys, dyke.”

“You mean who'll pay to fuck her?”

“No, just who should I let fuck her?”

“Why let them do it for free?”

“I want to train her as a sex slave, right?
So she needs experience.”

“She's a girl's sex slave. She doesn't need
experience with guys.”

“A proper sex slave has to be ready to take
on all comers.”

They were talking about me like I was a …
thing, an object. I looked at them anxiously, the gag back in my
mouth by then, so I was unable to say a word. I couldn't even see
them clearly. They were kind of blurred as they slouched there
about eight feet away.

“A blonde is a natural fuck toy anyway,” Kara
said.

“Still needs experience. Tony has a big cock
and some staying power.”

“She likes black cock.”

“She likes all cock,” Sierra countered.

How did they know what I liked!?

“Why don't you invite in a bunch of guys and
have her gang banged?”

I felt a jolt at that. I mean, I was all tied
up and naked and helpless!

“She's not ready for that yet.”

That was a relief, except for the 'yet'
part!

“She has a nice ass. Hey, slave girl, have
you ever been fucked in the ass?” Kara demanded.

I flushed and shook my head.

“She's practically a virgin,” Kara said.

“S'wat I said.”

“We need to get a guy to fuck her ass.”

I felt another dark, roiling rush of anxiety
at the words – and some kinky thrill too. I mean, I didn't believe
they meant half of what they were saying. It was just to freak me
out.

Kara came over to me and undid the cord, then
pulled the ball out of my mouth.

“Say after me,” she said. “I'm a blonde fuck
toy and I love to lick pussy and suck cock.”

I felt another emotional jolt at the words,
and looked anxiously at Sierra, who just raised her eyebrows.

“Are you being disobedient, you little slut?”
Kara demanded. “Because if you're being disobedient you'll have to
be punished.”

She slapped my cheek several times. Again, it
wasn't a full-out slap, but it did sting!

“Oh! Ow! Don't!” I yelped.

“Say it! Say you're a blonde fuck toy.”

She slapped my other cheek and I gasped and
yelped and tried to pull my head away. But she grasped my hair and
held my head steady, then slapped one cheek, then the other.

“Ow! Don't! All right. I'm a blonde fuck
toy!” I exclaimed.

“See, it's always easiest to just do as
you're told,” Kara said.

She combed her fingers through my hair
now.

“Say you're a blonde fuck toy.”

I flushed. “I'm a blonde fuck-toy,” I said
uncomfortably.

“And that you love to lick pussy and suck
cock.”

I felt another jolt but I gulped and said
it.

“Now all together.”

“I'm a blonde fuck toy and I love to lick
pussy and suck cock,” I said, flushed.

“Now say I'm Sierra's sex slave,” Sierra said
with a grin.

I flushed again. “I'm Sierra's sex slave,” I
gulped.

“Say I love being fucked in the ass by big
cocks,” Kara taunted.

I had already told her I had never had anal
sex, and I hesitated. She jerked back on my hair again and then
slapped my swollen breasts several times! That was a shock and I
yelped and gasped helplessly.

“Say it, slut,” she growled harshly.

“I love being fucked in the ass by big
cocks!” I exclaimed.

She squatted in front of me and squeezed my
left breast – hard.

“Oh! Please!” I moaned.

“Say I love licking Mistress Kara's
pussy.”

“I love licking Mistress Kara's pussy!” I
cried.

She snickered and released my breast, but her
hand traveled down so she could finger and stroke my clitoris.

“Dirty little slut,” she said.

She pulled back my hair again and I was
staring at the ceiling as I felt her mouth on my breast, on my
nipple, sucking and chewing as her fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Don't wear out my sex slave, Kara,” Sierra
said from the couch.

“Ha. Blondes can't wear out on sex.”

She got up and released me and went into the
bedroom, then returned with the vibrator and squatted next to me
again. I flushed, my wrists tugging against the rope as she turned
it on and began to run it up and down across my clitoris.

“Let me see you ride that black cock, sex
slave,” she said.

She reached up and pulled at my hair and I
gasped, rising up off the dildo, or at least, up half a foot or so.
Then she pulled it back down and I moaned as I sank all the way
down again.

The feel of it sliding into me was...
delicious! I mean, it was a deeply erotic feeling physically, but
also emotionally. It just felt incredibly thrilling as I sank down
on it, even when it jammed deep and I ached inside. And the way
Kara was following me with the vibrator sent churning waves of more
sensation through my body.

“Ride that cock, slut,” Kara ordered, tugging
up on my hair again.

I moaned, pushing myself up again, then
sinking back, pushing myself up and sinking back onto my heals,
gasping and moaning each time the rounded helmet head of the dildo
jammed painfully deep into my belly.

But even when she stopped pulling on my hair
I continued to ride up and down as she rubbed the vibrator against
my clitoris, and ran her free hand up and down over my breasts.
Then she rose onto her knees, gripping my hair again, kissing me
passionately even as I rode up and down, and even while she
continued to grind the vibrator against me!

It was so wild, so perverted, so kinky, so
exciting, so shameful but so... I don't know! I should be at home
watching TV now or reading a book! And instead I was stuffed
achingly full with this immense cock as I rode up and down and this
girl I didn't even know kissed me!

She laughed and pulled back, but I kept
riding, the sexual heat churning more and more intensely within me
as I gulped in air and shuddered in dark pleasure. She pulled the
vibrator away and sat back to watch me, and my face flushed even
more than it already was.

The two of them – watching me, staring at me!
And there I was all alone and naked, riding up and down on a
dildo.

“Tell me you love black cock,” Kara
ordered.

I moaned and she reached out and slapped my
breast.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I love black cock!” I cried.

“Say it ten times.”

I started chanting it, moaning in time to
riding up and down on the dildo, and then turned my head to Sierra
to see her holding up her smartphone. I stared at it, my eyes
glassy, gasping and moaning as I rode the dildo, heading towards
the peak.

I felt another psychic jolt of ear, alarm
and... some kind of wildly thrilled sense of... I don't know, of
being hot and sexy and being able to show it off, like... like I
never had before! It's hard to describe but I felt like a porn
star, knowing she was taking a picture, and instead of being
ashamed of myself I felt this fierce sense of something like
pride!

And the orgasm hit and I threw back my head,
riding faster and harder, crying out louder and louder as I impaled
myself on the dildo again and again, my body and mind overcome by
wild, flaring eruptions of intense pleasure that was so powerful it
was intoxicating.

I sank down, gasping, dropping my chin to my
chest, gulping in air, groaning, ignoring the two, though I knew
Sierra had gotten up and was doing something over on the coffee
table.

“You got me so hot I think you're going to
have to lick me again, slut,” Kara said, taking off her pants.

She roughly gripped my hair and jammed my
face in against her sex, and I moaned weakly, licking at her. By
the time she came, Sierra had finished what she'd been doing, and
brought the laptop over in front of me, then set it on the
floor.

And I had to watch myself. It wasn't a
picture, she'd taken but a video, with sound! I gasped, my face
heating as I looked at myself riding the dildo, as I saw my face,
my back arching, heard my voice crying out in pleasure.

“What a slut!” Kara said, as she watched.

“What a sexy slave girl!” Sierra said,
squeezing my butt.

And then they both started kissing me
together, one on one side and the other on the other side, their
hands kneading my breasts and stroking up and down my body,
including rubbing my clitoris. First Sierra would kiss me hard on
the lips, then Kara would while Sierra bent to suck and chew on one
of my breasts, then Sierra would kiss me on the lips and Kara would
bend to suck and chew on the other breast!

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” Sierra
demanded between kisses.

“I-I'm your sex slave,” I moaned.

A pinched nipple made me repeat it
properly.

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress Sierra!” I
moaned.

“Tell me you're a blonde fuck toy,” Kara
demanded.

“I'm a blonde fuck toy....”

I didn't know how to end it and she pinched
my other nipple.

“Call me... Miss Kara.”

Sierra laughed.

“I'm a blonde fuck toy, Miss Kara!” I
gasped.
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I slept at Sierra's that night, in her bed
beside her – with my hands still tied behind my back!

She took the big dildo out of me, at last,
but then she pushed – embarrassingly – what she called a butt-plug
into my ass, and made me sleep like that!

Fortunately, I got used to it surprisingly
quickly. It was more difficult sleeping while laying on my bound
arms, so I had to roll onto my side, which I'm not really used to.
And it was hard to sleep anyway. I was in a strange apartment, in a
strange bed, laying naked (and tied up!) next to a girl!

And a lot had happened! More sex than I'd had
in my life! And all kinky lesbian sex! It took me hours, even
though I was kind of emotionally exhausted, to even approach sleep,
to the point she finally got up, wordlessly gripped my hair to lift
me to a sitting position, and then made me stand up, and pulled me
out of the bedroom and into the living room, then pushed me onto
the sofa.

She went back, tossed me a pillow, and then a
blanket she'd pulled out of a closet, then went back into her
bedroom alone.

I pouted a little. It wasn't my fault I
couldn't sleep with all that had happened! But at least now I
didn't have to worry about keeping still – though I apparently
hadn't done a very good job at that anyway.

I settled the pillow at the end of the sofa,
then awkwardly lay down, on my side, trying to use the hands tied
behind my back to pull the blanket over myself. It took some doing
but I mostly managed it.

I still didn't get a lot of sleep. At one
point I got up and kind of walked around the silent apartment –
what there was of it if you left out the bedroom. I looked out the
window at the darkened balcony and the buildings beyond, and then
walked into the kitchen. I turned my back to the fridge to open it,
but I couldn't see any way I could get the jug of milk out and pour
it with my hands tied.

I closed it and then had an idea. I pulled
open a drawer to find the knives, took out a sharp one, and then
tried to cut the rope around my wrists. People do that all the time
in movies and stuff, but believe me, it's not easy! Especially if
you're trying to be very careful not to cut your own skin!

It's very hard to work up the pressure as you
saw back and forth on the rope to make them cut quickly. But I was
determined now and couldn't sleep anyway. I went into the bathroom
and turned on the light, then turned my back to the mirror, kind of
half propping my butt on the counter, and craned my head back to
stare at my hands.

It still wasn't easy, because of the whole
backward thing, but I was making progress – until the door to the
bedroom opened and Sierra came out.

“What on earth are you doing?!” she demanded
as she saw me there.

I looked at her guiltily, then felt stupid
for feeling guilty! I shouldn't feel guilty trying to untie myself!
It was ridiculous!

“I uh...”

She jerked me forward, taking the knife out
of my hands and then marched me into the living room.

“Well... I uh, I wanted a drink,” I said
anxiously as she jerked me forward, “And I couldn't get the milk
down to pour it and … oh! Wait! Sierra! Come on! I'm not
playing!”

She sat down and then jerked me across her
lap, belly down.

Crack!

“Ow! Sierra!” I cried.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hand was slapping down on my bare bottom
with stinging blows! Spanking me!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” I squealed, twisting and
kicking my legs feebly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Sierra! Oh! Don't!”

My butt was really starting to heat up! And
every blow was producing a sharp, stinging jolt of pain!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sierra! Ow! Stop! Ow! You're hurting
me!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I was getting incredibly... frustrated! I
mean, my bottom was on fire! And I couldn't do anything to stop the
steady rain of blows!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ow! Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I started to feel really... anguished, my
mind getting wild and frantic as the sharp stinging blows continued
and Sierra ignored my pleas!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I felt my eyes starting to tear up, and then
I sobbed helplessly as she continued to spank me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave girl?”
she demanded finally.

I sniffled helplessly. “I was just trying to
– .”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave girl?”
she demanded.

“But I was – .”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Don't! Please!” I sobbed.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave
girl?”

“Yes! I'm sorry!” I cried.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad slave girl!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You forgot to say mistress.”

My bottom was on fire!

“I'm sorry for being a bad slave girl,
Mistress!” I cried, my voice breaking.

She tumbled me off her lap and then gripped
my hair, making me cry out as she tugged sharply, forcing me to
scramble to my knees, then to sort of knee-walk across to the
corner.

“Kneel in the corner,” she ordered.

This was so unfair! It was so... ! But I
didn't have any choice! My bottom was flaming hot and I didn't want
more spanking!

So I had to kneel in the corner sniffling and
whimpering like... some kind of pathetic child! Except I was naked,
of course, with my wrists tied behind my back.

She went back into the bedroom, and I
wondered at first if she'd gone back to bed and expected me to
kneel facing the corner for the rest of the night! When she came
out again she was wearing that leather shorts thing Kara had worn
earlier, the one with the big dildo!

I gulped, feeling a psychic jolt. She also
had more rope, and also a little squeeze bottle. She knelt behind
me, saying nothing, but then a hand with tissue came around me and
dabbed at my teary eyes. Then it pressed against my nose.

“Blow.”

Embarrassed, I did, and she moved back.

A moment later I felt her hand on my bottom.
She caressed my overheated flesh, her hand slippery with some kind
of cream, spreading it over my sore bottom gently as her hand moved
up and down in a circular motion.

Then her hand pushed between my thighs.

“Spread your legs and lean forward, Slave,”
she ordered.

I gulped, eyes widening, but obeyed, leaning
forward so my face was actually touching the corner of the wall, my
breasts too. I felt her slippery hand cupping my sex, then rubbing
it. Then a finger squirmed up inside me, circling and twisting,
then pushing deeper.

“Slave girls have to always behave,” she said
in a low voice. “Otherwise they get punished. No excuses.”

Her finger pumped in and out, and a second
and a third pushed into me as I moaned helplessly. Her other hand
slid down my abdomen and her fingers began to rub my clitoris as
she leaned in against me, her breasts feeling deliciously soft and
warm against my arm and the side of my own breast as she kissed me
lightly up and down the nape of my neck.

The kisses, I admit, made me feel a lot
better. I... don't have many friends, and I was upset that Sierra
was mad at me. Her kissing me was a relief. So was the cream on my
bottom, which began to glow a little less fiercely.

Her fingers on my clitoris had felt
incredible the first time I'd felt them. Now, coated in some kind
of slippery cream, they felt even more incredible. And as she took
my earlobe between her teeth and nibbled playfully, I felt a rising
sense of heat, despite the recent psychic blow of the hard
spanking.

She should not have spanked me so hard, I
told myself. I would tell her that later, point out to her that it
hurt more than she probably thought. But just then, the feel of her
fingers plunging into me and rubbing me was starting to make my
mind lose focus on that, and revel in the new source of sensations
assaulting my nervous system.

These were much more pleasant!

Then she pulled her fingers out of my sex,
re-positioned herself, and I felt the nose of the big dildo
pressing against me. It was slippery too, and moved slowly into me.
I still ached, but it was a darkly delicious ache now as I pushed
into me in a slow, steady thrust that half buried it.

I moaned helplessly, and she tugged on my
hips to pull them out further as she started to thrust in and
out.

Before long she had the thing buried inside
me! God it felt incredible! I gasped and moaned as she pumped
smoothly, her right hand coming around my hip and down my belly so
she could finger my clitoris, her left kneading my breast as she
chewed and kissed the nape of my neck.

I was starting to get close to orgasm when
she pulled her left hand off my breast, and I felt her fingers
digging at the flat little base of the butt-plug thing. She tugged
it back and I felt the pressure against my sphincter as the fat
little plug thing pushed out. Then when it was out she pushed it
back in again – and then pulled it out.

The sensations were bizarrely erotic when
combined with the big dildo pumping in my sex! I gasped and moaned,
reeling from the intensity of the sensations assaulting my mind,
sweltering in the heat of my own body as Sierra rode me into a
massive orgasm that tore apart my mind!

She took off the shorts and then pulled me
around so I was facing into her sex. I didn't need instructions as
she pulled on my hair, and started to lick dazedly, still quivering
and trembling in the afterglow of that massive orgasm!

After that she led me back to the sofa, put
me on my belly, and then tied the fresh rope around my ankles,
binding them together. Then she pulled the rope up and tied it
around my wrists, hog-tying me! She set me on my side, tucked the
blanket around me, and went back to bed.

I groaned dazedly, and, shockingly, fell
asleep a little after.

*

I woke up stiff and sore, of course, blinking
my eyes in the light coming trough the window. I groaned, confused,
trying to move and not being able to, and not recognizing where I
was. Then it all came back with a crash, and I felt a sense of
shock, embarrassment and... excitement.

I lay there for about half an hour thinking
about things, and about what I was going to do about them. It was
absolutely outrageous that she had tied me up like this. But then
almost everything she had done to me had been outrageous.

And the most incredible sexual experience of
my life by far!

And I wanted more of it. Well, more pleasure
anyway, more hot, exciting, thrilling sex, and more of Sierra. I
could do with less spanking and being tied up in uncomfortable
positions!

Sierra got up, fortunately, before too long.
We were both used to being at work for the same time every day.

“Good morning, slave girl,” she said.

“Good morning.... Mistress,” I said, blushing
at the word.

She smiled, and I had to admit she looked
pretty sexy in her bed hair, wearing nothing but a half open green
shirt.

She untied my ankles, but kept my wrists tied
behind me. She spread my legs wide there on the sofa and then
started to lick me down there! I gulped and watched, almost
immediately feeling a rush of dark energy as her tongue licked at
my clitoris.

I also paid a lot of attention to how she
licked so I'd do her better, or at least I tried to until the
sexual heat started to bake my mind. Then I was just moaning and
gasping and staring at the ceiling as my hips rolled up against her
mouth and fingers.

She was cheating, I thought amid the swirling
heat. No fair that she got to use her fingers. I never did!

Then she climbed atop me, gripping my hair
and kissing me passionately, sliding her right leg between my
thighs, bringing her pussy in against mine as she started to grind
herself against me.

I kissed back eagerly, hungrily,
passionately, moaning into her mouth as out bodies ground together,
my sex thrumming with energy as I ground myself back at her! I
wished my hands were untied so I could slide my fingers through her
hair and up and down her back!

I came first, trembling and shaking, grinding
frantically against her. She came soon after, gasping and panting
and grinding for all she was worth.

After that we went into the shower and she
soaped me up just as she had after work. Then she massaged shampoo
into my hair, and then into hers. She rinsed us both off, then
dried herself, then me before brushing out her hair, then mine.

She blow dried her hair as I stood patiently,
finding this just more of the same weirdness I'd experienced since
yesterday, but strangely comforting and intimate.

She dried my hair, then pulled it back into a
pony tail, drawing my hair back from my face the way I usually did.
She didn't untie my hands, though, or dress me, or even let me have
my glasses, which were still on the sink.

Instead she made breakfast, and made me kneel
in front of her. It wasn't much of a breakfast, mostly just cereal
and bagels, but she fed it to me, then fed me milk on top of
it.

More embarrassingly, she stood there and
watched when I had to go to the bathroom! She said my body belonged
to her now so I had no privacy!

She dressed, then sorted through her closet
and dresser looking for something for me to wear. I was more than
willing to wear what I'd worn the previous day. My outfits didn't
vary very much anyway, and few would recognize one white blouse
from another, especially under my cardigans.

But Sierra had me wear one of her black
skirts. It was shorter than I usually wore, so must have been way
shorter on Sierra! Then she found a white shirt for me to wear. It
had longer sleeves, but the cuffs could be rolled up under my
cardigan. It was also way tighter across the chest because I had
bigger boobs.

Worse, she had me wear one of her bras.
Again, it was of course, too small. It was a tiny black lace bra –
and you don't wear black under white. I pointed that out but she
ignored me. It was also really only about a half cup, which on my
bigger boobs didn't even cover my nipples!

“It will keep your girls from bouncing around
too much,” she said. “And you'll be wearing that cardigan
anyway.”

“Yes but – .”

“No buts or I'll smack your butt.”

She wouldn't let me wear any panties! And she
made me wear the butt-plug to work!

The black bra wasn't really very visible
except as a shadow under the white blouse. But the blouse was tight
against my breasts, and my nipples showed as little poky
indentations in the white fabric!

“Everyone will see my nipples!” I cried.

“They will not. All they can see is you have
hard little nipples,” she said with a smirk, rubbing one.

“And you'll have that cardigan.”

So we went to work like that, with me nervous
and anxious, but also feeling this strange wild sense of sexual
thrill at not wearing panties, and having this butt plug inside me,
and wearing such a short skirt (for me) and then my nipples being
bare beneath the blouse!

And that was a bit of an issue in another
way. See, breasts move when you do, if they're real and any kind of
size. Even if you're wearing a bra they move a little unless you
move really slowly. And my nipples weren't covered by the bra. They
poked out over the edge, which meant that every time my breasts
moved a little my nipples rubbed against the fabric of the
blouse.

It was... disconcerting. It was distracting,
and what was worse, it was making my nipples hard!

Which of course, made them more sensitive,
and made them rub even more against the fabric of the blouse – and
made them more obvious against the fabric.

At least she let me wear my glasses! But then
again, I wouldn't have been able to work without them.

We parked down the street because it was
cheaper to park at a service station which rented spaces than in
the building's underground garage. That meant a three block walk at
a quick pace, with my nipples rubbing steadily against the blouse
as I moved.

I almost felt like everyone would be looking
at me, but no one seemed to be paying me any sort of special
attention. I did have the cardigan on, after all, and besides,
Sierra was much more likely to attract male attention.

We crowded into the elevator, among the first
in because the men let us go in ahead, then turned around with our
backs to the elevator as it filled up and then started to rise. I
gulped as I felt Sierra's hand on my bottom, squeezing and
caressing it through the skirt. I felt her fingers slide down
between my buttocks, pressing against the base of the
butt-plug.

Then I felt her tugging the skirt up! I felt
my pulse speed up , eyes going wider still as she slid her hand
under it, baring my bottom to … well, the wall behind me, rubbing
and squeezing it some more. She only let the skirt down when we
reached our floor.

We got out and walked up the main aisle, then
down the side aisle, past our manager, to let her know we were in,
and then continued down the side aisle. I turned into my cubicle,
and she continued on to hers, with me breathing a sigh of
relief.

My nipples felt very, very hard, though, even
sore. And I was aware of the butt-plug inside me as I turned on the
computer and checked my mail.

I could not lose myself in my work as I
usually did. I could not forget I'd spent about fourteen hours
naked and tied up and having kinky lesbian sex. I ached inside,
from the hard fucking she and Kara had given me with that big
dildo, and I was stiff from being hog tied for hours. My wrists
were also red, but fortunately, that didn't show under the sleeves
of the blouse and cardigan.

I didn't see much of Sierra till coffee
break. I did not drink coffee, of course. I usually used that time
to surf the newspaper on the internet, as we were allowed to do on
our own time. Sierra did get a coffee, though, and held it in her
hand when she wandered into my cubicle.

I felt a rush of anxiety/heat almost at
once.

“Working hard?” she asked.

“Y-Yes...” I said, barely stopping myself
from saying “Yes, Mistress!”. Then I was anxious she'd punish me
for not saying it.

“Do you still love cock?” she asked
softly.

I flushed at the words, even though they were
said in a low voice.

She raised her eyebrows and leaned in to
slide her fingers through my hair.

“Say it,” she said.

“I-I love cock,” I said softly.

“And do you still love to lick pussy?”

“I... I love to lick pussy,” I gulped.

She jerked back sharply on my hair and I
gasped in pain.

“Mistress, slut,” she growled.

“M-Mistress!” I gasped.

She bent my head back across the back of the
chair, which made my back arch, of course, and let her other hand
caress my breasts. I was extremely nervous about someone showing
up, even though mostly no one came in here except her and my
manager – and the latter not very often.

“Oh, don't!” I gasped as she opened the first
button, well, the second button.

“It's my blouse,” she said, opening the
second button, then the third.

“What pretty little nipples,” she said,
fingering my right nipple. “Although not so little. Hard, stiff,
swollen nipples.”

I blushed hotly, for the rubbing against the
shirt and the whole dark sexuality of it all had kept me in a state
of low, simmering sexuality all morning. Now she was stroking my
sensitive nipples and that was sending sharp little rushes of
sensation through my breasts and chest.

She bent and licked at my left nipple, then
tugged the bra down under my breasts and sucked and licked at the
center of my breast as I shuddered and my mind was flooded by more
anxiety and nervousness – and a dark sense of excited outrage. This
was so perverted and kinky! To be doing this at the office!
God!

“I brought you a present, sex slave,” she
said.

I felt her hand between my legs, pushing in
under the skirt.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I moaned but obeyed, breathless as her
fingers caressed me. Her fingers pulled away, then she jerked my
hair forward and pushed two fingers into my mouth! I was startled
but closed my lips around them automatically.

“Lick,” she breathed.

Heart beating loudly, I licked at her
fingers, and sucked them, and she smiled, then took them out and
rubbed my clitoris with them as she jerked back on my hair
again.

“Nasty little sex slave,” she purred.

She pulled me up out of the chair and bent me
over the desk, then lifted the skirt up to bare my bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I obeyed, trembling anxiously, and felt her
slick fingers stroke and caress me and push into my sex. They
pumped softly in and out as I thought about what kind of a shock it
would be if someone walked in and found us like this!

Her fingers pulled back and I felt something
thicker pushing against me. I moaned even as I felt a shock of
recognition! It was a dildo! It wasn't the huge thick one, but
probably the other one she'd used. It slid into me slowly as she
pumped in and out, deeper and deeper.

Crack! She slapped my bottom and
pulled the skirt down.

“Sit down, slave.”

She pulled me back and I stumbled against the
chair, grabbing the armrests to keep from going down to fast. I was
able to almost sit down before the base of the dildo pressed
against the cushion below, then sank down slowly, wincing a bit as
it pushed deeper, until I could sit down completely.

“A hot little slut like you should always
have a cock inside her,” she said, caressing my hair.

She leaned over and kissed me again, then
pulled back a bit and glared at me.

“That better still be in there when I come
back to check or you're going to get severely punished,” she
growled.

Then she picked up her coffee and left!

Chest heaving, I quickly tugged up my bra,
well, her bra, as much as I could, and buttoned up my, well, her
blouse!

It was a little difficult to concentrate on
work after that! The dildo was an ever present sensation inside me,
not altogether uncomfortable, not like that big black one had been,
but very noticeable at all times.

It wasn't as long, but it was still lodged up
deep, and the base was between the lips of my sex, holding them
apart. That meant, as I leaned forward to type, as I had a habit of
doing, It would shift a little within me, and my clitoris, swollen
and very sensitive, would rub against the fabric of the chair.

The simmering sense of sexuality I'd felt all
morning rose quite a bit!

I even reached down, very furtively, sliding
my hand under the skirt and rubbed my clitoris a few times, gasping
at the rush of sensation.

This was so dirty! But dirty in a wickedly
exciting way!
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I had touched myself a lot of times before
lunch arrived! Sometimes it was all I could do to pull my fingers
away! I was afraid, not only of someone walking in and catching me
masturbating, but afraid I might have an orgasm and make the kinds
of noises I had at Sierra's apartment!

I was just about ready to risk it, except we
were getting close to lunch, and I was hoping and expecting Sierra
would do something... nasty... to relieve the sexual tension
then!

Sure enough, she showed up at noon, grinning
at me.

“Ready for lunch, slave girl?”

“Y-Yes!” I gulped.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said softly.

She jerked her head and I got up, gingerly,
the dildo clasped between the lips of my sex. I followed her out
into the aisle, then into the main aisle, then to the elevator. If
anyone noticed my face was kind of flushed they didn't remark on
it.

I didn't ask where we were going. I guess I
had assumed we were going to the cafeteria on the main floor. We
did get off there, but instead she pulled on my arm and we headed
for the door to the street.

“Where are we going?”

“A place I know.”

That meant nothing, of course, but I was a
little distracted, paying very, very close attention to the feel of
the dildo inside me. I was... uhm, quite wet now and afraid it
would somehow slip out of me and fall on the floor! God, how
humiliating that would be! I would die of embarrassment!

We walked three blocks down and then around
the corner and turned into a retro used clothing store. I didn't
shop at small clothing stores because the staff made me nervous and
anxious. I felt almost obligated to buy something for fear they
would be disappointed if I walked out again without doing so. I
preferred the department stores.

She went over to where skirts were and began
to look at them.

“This looks nice,” she said.

It was a gray pencil skirt, certainly an
office skirt. She held it up against me. It was a little shorter
than the one I had on now, but not exactly, well, slutty or
anything. Still, I wouldn't have bought it myself.

“Try this on.”

“This is not my size,” I said. It's too
small.”

“I'm a good judge of these things. Try it
on.”

I didn't argue further. I just shrugged and
went to the fitting room. I removed her skirt and pulled the other
one on. It was, as I had suspected, too tight. It it hadn't been
for it being shorter than I usually wore it would be hard to even
walk in it!

Then she opened the curtain and pushed a
blouse at me..

“This too.”

I tsked, but looked at it. It was white, with
lace around the high neck. The arms were entirely made of lace. It
was kind of old fashioned looking, but not awful. I pursed my lips,
but took off her blouse and pulled the new one on.

Not easily. It too was very tight, especially
across my breasts.

I was absolutely not used to wearing anything
tight!

I looked at myself in the mirror and made a
face. The skirt was... all right, I suppose, though too tight, but
the blouse was too tight, and too thin.

She stepped inside and looked me
overhanging

“Not bad,” she said.

“They're both too small!” I said,
exasperated.

“Tight is the style now.”

“Well I'm not very stylish!”

“Too bad you're a slave girl and don't get to
make those decisions, huh?”

I glowered sulkily. “Are you going to pay for
them?”

“Maybe I will, and then maybe I'll make you
work off the cost... sucking men's cock!”

I flushed and licked my lips nervously, then
unbuttoned the blouse and pulled it off.

I put it on the hanger and unzipped the skirt
as she stood watching, nervous, anxious and more than slightly
aroused as I stripped in front of her.

“Your bra is a bit small.”

I snorted. “It's yours.”

“Take it off. I'll get you another.”

I frowned but she left before I could say
more. I felt uneasy in just the bra. It wasn't even much coverage
since my nipples poked out. So I stripped off the bra. She returned
with, not a bra, but a pair of tall leather boots!

“What on earth!?”

“Try these on.”

“What about the bra?”

“I'll get it. I saw these and thought you'd
look cute in them.”

“I'm naked!”

I reached for the skirt at least and she
pulled it away.

“Try these on,” she said imperiously.

Glaring, I sat down and pulled on the boots.
They had tall stiletto heels and went well past my knees.

“These are ridiculous,” I said.

She pulled me up and I stared at myself in
the mirror, feeling another hot little rush of energy and sexual
heat. I was naked, remember, and still had the dildo inside me!

“Can I take this out?” I pleaded, touching
it.

“Oh no, little slave. I'm going to use it on
you soon,” she said with a smirk.

I flushed and felt another rush of heat.

“Sir down,” she said.

I nervously – and carefully, obeyed, sitting
on the wooden bench.

“Slump down more and bring your feet up onto
the bench. Spread them wide.”

“Sierra!” I hissed.

“Do it, slave.”

Heart beating faster, I obeyed, feeling
incredibly slutty and nervous as she looked down at me like that,
but my insides were starting to thrum with an almost violently
charged sexual anticipation, my chest tight and nipples
tingling.

“Reach down and slide the dildo halfway out,”
she said.

Blushing hotly, I obeyed.

“Now push it back in.”

I gulped and obeyed.

“Now out.”

Heart beating faster, I pulled the dildo
out.

“And in.”

“Sierra!” I moaned.

She grinned. “Rub your clitoris with the
fingers of your other hand, and keep pumping.

Moaning softly, the sexual heat skyrocketing
because mainly of how outrageous and wicked this was, I obeyed,
leaning back against the wall, my legs spread very, very wide, the
high heeled boots on the edge of the bench as I pumped the dildo in
and out and rubbed my clitoris.

And she watched, grinning.

It was so outrageous and wicked and daring!
That was what was getting me so incredibly high on sexual heat! I
felt my breathing growing ragged as I pumped the dildo in and out,
and rubbed my clitoris faster and faster!

Then she took out her phone and started to
record me!

I halted, gasping, face flushed, body
flushed, body on fire, staring at her.

“Keep going.”

I whimpered helplessly, then obeyed, the heat
too great to resist as I thrust the dildo in faster and harder, my
head rolling to the side as my back arched and my fingers stroked
rapidly across my clitoris.

The orgasm slammed into me like a hurricane!
I arched back violently, ramming the dildo so deep inside me I
could hardly even grip the base with my fingers any more! The air
sobbed out of me as my head jerked and my back arched and my hips
rolled desperately up against the dildo and my stroking
fingers!

I was such a slut! I was such a wild, daring,
shocking slut!

And then the curtain was yanked aside and a
woman came through.

“What the hell is going on in here!?” she
demanded.

She was a tall woman, taller than Sierra,
even, and maybe thirty! She had flaming red hair, and was wearing a
black t-shirt with a name tag on it, and a short, pleated beige
skirt.

I squealed in shock and jerked my legs up and
back, trying to hide myself behind my knees, mortified!

“I'm going to call the police!” the woman
said.

“Oh don't do that,” Sierra said.

“This is a respectable store!” the woman
snapped.

Then she marched forward and grabbed me by
the hair. What was it with people grabbing my hair all of a sudden
now!? I'd been wearing it the same way for some time, pulled back
tightly from my forehead, and then done in a tight braid behind me.
Now everyone was using the braid like it was a handle!

And she wasn't gentle! And I couldn't resist
the yank on my hair as she pulled me forward off the bench and onto
my hands and knees, then pulled further, hard, keeping her hand low
so I had to scramble after her on hands and knees as she pulled me
out of the changing room and into the store!

I was horrified!

Fortunately, there were no other customers,
but she was headed for the door! What if she threw me naked outside
onto the sidewalk!

Sierra stepped in her way to block her.

“She's a very bad girl,” she said in a
soothing voice. “But I'm sure we can punish her some other way than
calling the police or throwing her naked onto the street.”

“What did you have in mind?” the woman
demanded angrily.

“Well... you have a lot of belts here,”
Sierra said, looking around. “Maybe a sound strapping on her bare
bottom would be good enough.”

The woman glared down at me, then yanked me
away from the door, and my mind was spinning so fast I didn't even
have time to think about anything but feel a sense of relief she
wasn't throwing me naked onto the street!

“Get up, you slut!” she ordered, jerking up
on my hair.

I squealed and stood – though not very well
balanced on the unfamiliar stiletto heels.

“Bend over!”

She jerked on my hair and bent me forward
over a low display table.

“We don't allow masturbation in the changing
rooms!” she exclaimed.

God, I was so mortified!

She picked up a belt, doubled it and then
snapped it down across my bottom with a sharp, stinging blow!

I gasped, but didn't cry out, didn't
complain! I was too stunned and too afraid of the alternatives!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt cut across my bottom again and
again, each time delivering a sharp, painful sting, and my bottom
began to throb hotly, then even more hotly as she continued to
swing the strap!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ungh! Please!” I moaned as the pain
mounted.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I whimpered and wriggled and moaned as my
bottom burned with pain, and the belt kept lashing it!

“Enough of your resisting your proper
punishment, slut!” she barked.

She halted and grabbed at my wrists, for I
had been starting to feebly protect my bottom with my hands. She
jerked my wrists together, and used a sort of clothe belt to tie
them together behind my back, then stepped back and swung the belt
again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” I cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
blonde slut?” the woman demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I'm sorry for... for being a filthy little
blonde slut!” I cried.

There was something about the words that
suddenly jerked on my wildly sputtering, shocked mind, something
all-too familiar.

Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to masturbate in my fitting
room again, slut?”

“N-N-Nooo!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say it. Promise not to masturbate in my
fitting room again.”

The words were cringe-inspiring! And yet,
again, something was familiar, and for the first time I began to
smell a rat.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I squealed. “I promise not to
masturbate in your fitting room again!”

“Maybe she could make it up to you in some
other way now that she's promised not to masturbate in your fitting
rooms again,” Sierra said.

In an all too-casual voice.

I was more than smelling a rat now, I was
seeing one! But rather than make me angry the thought sent a wave
of deep relief through me! Because if this was not the case of some
ordinary store clerk catching me doing something humiliating but
instead of a friend of Sierra in on this, knowing what was going to
happen then...somehow it was way less embarrassing.

She pulled up and back on my hair and turned
me around, then pushed me hard so I fell across the display table.
It was piled with clothing so I sort of fell across them, my
overheated buttocks coming down on some t-shirts at the edge of the
table.

“Spread your legs, whore!” the woman
barked.

Still cringing, my mind spinning, trying to
puzzle out whether I was right – for sure – that this was a setup,
I obeyed, spreading my legs way far apart as I lay sort of half
propped on the clothing.

The clothes were highest in the middle and
lowest at the edges, so laying back as I was meant I was sort of
arched back across the middle with my head lower than my chest.

“She has nice tits,” the woman said as her
hand slid up and down over my breasts.

She had to be in on it!

“Very nice,” Sierra agreed.

I gasped as the woman's hand slid down my
belly and rubbed at my sex.

“She's very wet, the slut.”

“Well, she has been masturbating in your
fitting room,” Sierra said.

Bitch! I knew it! They were in on it!

I felt some anger and outrage now, but also
another wave of relief.

I was still horribly embarrassed but not
nearly, not nearly as embarrassed as I had been!

I gasped as she pulled the base of the dildo
out and examined it, then slid it back in with her thumb going
across my clitoris.

“Dirty little blonde slut,” she said, her
other hand squeezing my breast.

She bent and started licking me!

I moaned, dazed, laying my head back so I
couldn't even see her any more as I felt her pumping the dildo and
licking my clitoris. I went limp with relief at how I hadn't been
caught by a stranger after all. Then I saw Sierra coming around the
other side of the table, where my head was.

She smirked at me, then gripped my hair and
jerked it down so I arched back more, gasping. She bent and began
to kiss me as her other hand massaged one of my breasts, and the
other woman massaged and squeezed the other.

“Sex toy,” she whispered. “You're mine to
play with.”

I moaned into her mouth as she kissed me
again, and then I felt myself sort of go limp – not physically but
emotionally. The thought of having been caught like that had been
so mortifying, and so scary. What if she called the police! Now she
was just a friend of Sierra's, like Kara, and I was safe.

And a sex slave.

That meant she could do what she wanted and …
it wasn't my fault. I moaned as I lay back on my bound arms, her
tongue in my mouth, my mind woozy from the aftershock of the
original discovery, dazed even.

“She tastes delicious,” I heard the woman
say.

She brought both hands up under my buttocks,
then onto my thighs, forcing them back wider, until the tendons in
my inner thighs ached. At the same time she licked hard and fast,
causing hot little spasms of energy to ripple through my
abdomen.

With Sierra's reassuring mouth on mine, and
her hand caressing my breasts I began to feel a bubbling heat
surging up within me again. And for the same reasons. This was so
wild and outrageous and daring and wicked and kinky and shocking
and nasty and... and hot!

My body began to undulate as the woman licked
me, the heat rising, the pressure building, and then with a cry of
dazed ecstasy, my back arched violently and my hips bucked against
her mouth as the orgasm consumed the last intelligent thoughts from
my mind and turned it into that of a mindless sexual animal!

Then of course, it was her turn, and I found
myself on my knees, licking her pussy as she lifted up her short,
pleated skirt. When she came, she led me and Sierra into a small
back-room where they ate lunch – while I knelt on the floor eating
from their fingers, still naked and still bound.
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“You're going to drive me insane,” I
protested

“No, just turn you into a raving
nymphomaniac,” Sierra said with her telltale smirk.

We were back at work. I was wearing the tight
gray skirt, the tight white blouse, and a bra under it which had no
cups! Or rather, it had hollow cups which lifted and cupped my
breasts, but left them completely bare otherwise.

The white fabric of the lacy dress was
stretched tight across them, and my nipples were all too obvious,
not just pencil erasers pressed into the white fabric, but telltale
round dark shadows underneath – and pencil erasers pressed
into the thin fabric.

At least I had my cardigan! I was nervous,
though, as we walked through the lobby and then through the aisles.
I mean, the skirt was kind of short – for me. But no one seemed to
notice. We got to my cubicle and then Sierra slid her hand up
behind my neck to guide me in – before pulling the cardigan back
sharply.

I squealed in alarm but reacted too slowly
and she was way stronger than me. She grinned as she walked off
with it, leaving me in the thin tight shirt!

I didn't seem to have a lot of choice but to
sit down and get to work. Fortunately, I didn't get a lot of
visitors, like I said. I still had that dildo inside me, as well as
the butt-plug. And now my nipples were as hard as pebbles against a
too-tight, too-thin blouse!

Given all that, and given that my mind was
still rattled by that wild lunch hour sex – with a woman I didn't
even know - it was pretty hard to focus on my work! At least my
butt no longer hurt. It was a little tender, but hardly
noticeable.

God, what was I becoming!? I mean, to let her
strip me naked like that – okay it was in a dressing room – but
then to let some woman strap my bare bottom! In the middle of a
store! They had obviously closed it for lunch, but my God!

And now I was dressed like a slut right at
the office! With my nipples poking out against my blouse so hard
that every time I moved they rubbed against the fabric – way harder
than they had this morning, too!

I squirmed in my seat, trying to get
comfortable, but that dildo was deep inside me and pressing against
what felt like the very back of my tight little sheath.

Still, I had a sense of responsibility, and
didn't want to get into trouble, so I set to work as best I could,
wondering if Sierra would do something nasty at coffee break again,
and keeping my eyes anxiously on the clock.

It was approaching coffee break time and I
was feeling that sharp, bubbling heat more and more, and wondering
what Sierra would do to me, when I got an email from Mr. Lineham,
my manager, I felt a wild jolt of anxiety, because it asked me to
come to his office!

I looked around wildly, but couldn't see
anything I could cover myself with. I picked up some file folders
and put them against my chest, then hurried to Sierra's cubicle,
but she wasn't there, and I didn't see my sweater. I hurriedly
checked her drawers but they were locked.

Damn her!

I turned and hurried up the aisle, around the
corner, past my cubicle and then to Mr. Lineham's office which was
four cubicles along the row. It, of course, was a closed office,
and I knocked at the closed door.

It was opened and I stepped inside, seeing
him sitting behind his desk.

“You wanted to see me, Mr. Lineham?” I asked
brightly.

“Come in, Amanda,” he said.

It was only just then I was realizing the
person who opened the door was Sierra. Well, that explained why she
wasn't in her cubicle. I stepped in and she closed the door behind
me.

“Come closer, Amanda,” he said.

I gulped but obeyed.

Mr. Lineham was a big man with broad
shoulders. He was in his late thirties, I guess, with short dark
hair and a square-jawed look. He wore a dark suit, but at the
moment his jacket was on the back of his chair.

“Amanda, Sierra has made a complaint,” he
said sternly.

I felt my eyes widen, and turned my eyes,
staring at Sierra in disbelief.

“Sierra feels that your outfit today does not
meet the company's dress code, and could be distracting for male
employees,” Mr. Lineham said.

I gaped at him then at her.

“Would you lower those file folders please,
Amanda,” he said.

“But... but... !”

I was gaping at him when Sierra tugged them
sharply, and I gasped as they were pulled away. I jerked my arms
across my chest, face red.

“Amanda. I think I need to see if your outfit
is unsuitable for the office,” he said. “If you won't show me I'll
have to bring you down to Human Resources for them to judge.”

I gulped, my heart suddenly beating wildly.
The thought of being dragged down to HR to have them stare at my
chest was even worse! Blushing furiously, I lowered my arms.

“I see,” he said. “That outfit is quite
unsuitable, Amanda. I can see your nipples.”

I was mortified! Again!

“If I involve HR I'm afraid that as a
probationary employee you could be terminated,” he said. “And it
would be highly embarrassing for you. I could handle your
discipline myself, if you feel that would be better.”

I was... dazed. But I was also starting to
suspect that this was another setup like the store at lunch. But
this was with our boss! Would Sierra really have set this up with
him!? Or was this just her way to embarrass me!?

He stood up and came around the desk, and I
gaped up at him.

“Well, would you like me to handle your
discipline?” he asked.

I felt my head nodding dumbly, my chest too
tight to speak.

He nodded benignly. “Sierra will stay as a
witness so you know nothing improper will happen.”

He pulled me towards a visitor chair, sat
down, and then pulled me across his lap, belly down!

This was a simple, hard-backed chair, which
meant that with my bottom across his lap my head and shoulders were
hanging down the other side! I felt my skirt pulled up to reveal my
bare bottom, though, and another rush of embarrassment swept
through me!

Yet this had to be another setup! No way he
was going to spank me if it wasn't! It was still humiliating
though!

“Hmm,” he said as his fingers began to caress
my bottom. “What have we here?”

He rubbed his finger across the base of the
butt-plug and I cringed. Then his fingers slid lower and he rubbed
my sex, and the base of the dildo.

“I don't think you're doing your best work,
Amanda, if you're playing sex games with yourself in your cubicle,”
he said sternly.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped.

“We want our employees to be focused on their
work,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And I'm not sure it's even good for you to
have a sex toy inside you all the time.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I wiggled and moaned, my mind sputtering and
filled with anxiety and embarrassment, and tried to keep my voice
low, gasping and moaning as his fingers kneaded my buttocks. I felt
the dildo sliding back out of me, and then two fingers pushing
inside.

“I'll just inspect this to make sure there's
nothing else in here,” he said.

I yelped as his fingers, big fingers, pushed
deep, twisting and turning, pumping in and out. Then a third pushed
inside me. Male fingers! This wasn't another girl, but a guy, a
man, a much older man!

“You're very wet,” he said. “I had no idea
you were so obsessed with sex, Amanda,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom started to burn as his big hand
slapped down on it, but it didn't hurt that much – at first. I
mean, he wasn't slapping me that hard. But as my bottom started to
warm, the slaps got sharper and heavier, and began to sting
more!

My body jerked and my legs kicked feebly and
I gasped and yelped and moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He paused and thrust three fingers into me,
twisting and turning them. I shuddered, gasping for breath, my head
pounding, the blood having rushed to it. I felt like everything was
out of control, and I had no firm footing, that everything
predictable no longer was and I was completely helpless!

His thumb started to stroke my clitoris and I
gasped again.

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

His left hand spanked me as his right
fingered my sex. And then he stood up, picking me up as I was, then
putting me belly-down across his desk. I stared, gaping, at Sierra,
who was standing against the door smirking at me, and then felt my
legs spread.

I felt something soft and yet hard, warm and
firm pressing against my sex, pressing harder and harder, and then
slowly sinking into my body!

Sierra strolled forward and gripped my hair,
jerking up and back so that I gasped in pain.

“Remember how you said you loved cock?” she
said.

I cringed again at her saying that in front
of Mr. Lineham!

She slapped my face lightly.

“Say it.”

“Oh! Please! Oh!” I gasped as I felt a very
thick cock pushing deeper into my body.

“Say it, bad girl,” she said, slapping my
cheek several times.

They were light slaps, but still stung. Well,
a bit!

“I-I... Oh please!

“Say it.”

“I-I love cock!” I gulped.

“Such a dirty girl,” she purred.

I felt Mr. Lineham undoing the skirt, which
was a wraparound, and pulling it off. Then Sierra peeled the blouse
upward and over my head and off. Mr. Lineham undid my bra and then
gripped my hair, yanking it up and back so that I yelped in pain
and pushed my upper body up off the desk!

“Hot little slutty blonde girl,” he growled,
thrusting in and out of me now.

“She's such a naughty girl!” Sierra said in
mock outrageous.

“Blondes,” Mr. Lineham said. “You know what
blondes are like, Sierra. They're all tramps.”

I squealed as his cock thrust even deeper, so
that his hips were now pressed firmly against my buttocks.

“They certainly are, Mr. Lineham,” Sierra
said.

“You can go now, Sierra. I'll take care of
this bad girl.”

Sierra smiled and opened the door, then
closed it behind her.

I shuddered helplessly. She'd left me alone
with him! That seemed to change the tone somehow! I mean, before it
was just Sierra and her nasty sex games! But now... now I was alone
with a man! And he was treating me like Sierra had!

He shoved down on my hair, so that my torso
was pressed against the desk again, then reached for my wrists and
pulled them back behind me, crossing them.

“Keep your hands like that, slave girl,” he
ordered.

Slave girl! I felt a wild jolt ripple through
my psyche! It was a silly and kinky thing when Sierra said it!
Sierra was just a girl. Mr. Lineham was a man!

Yet I felt rope wound around my wrists and
tied tightly as he pumped slowly in and out. Then I felt him grip
the base of the butt plug, pulling that out, then pushing it in as
he continued to thrust into me.

This was all so... stunning! I had no idea
what to do or how to react other than... to do nothing.

But as the initial shock faded I began to
feel a sense of wonderment. His cock felt so big inside me! And
so... well, so good! I mean, compared to the dildo. It felt softer,
warmer, better! And it moved all on its own, and the slapping of
his hips against my buttocks send while echoes of sensation through
my body.

Was I really tied up naked and bent over my
bosses desk!?

“What a tight little pussy you have, blonde
girl,” he said.

He slapped my bottom and I gasped.

“You obviously have been holding out on the
men of the world,” he said.

Crack!

“That's so selfish of you!”

Crack!

“This hot, sexy body of yours was meant to
make men happy.”

Crack!

“Hiding it and not letting men use it is
practically a crime.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

His cock was thrusting into me steadily,
twisting and grinding and pumping, and a dark scalding heat was
starting to spread through my body. This was so dirty, so kinky, so
wild and shocking! And it was with a man this time!

I was starting to cry out with every thrust,
too dazed to remember to keep it down. He paused, pulled out, then
rubbed himself up and down against my sex. I felt my hips rolling
up to meet his cock as it rubbed against my clitoris, and gurgled
in dazed pleasure.

Then something slid over my head. It was...
his belt, which he had looped. Now he pulled it tight and I felt my
eyes bulge as it choked off my breathing! My head was lifted up and
back, my torso raised off the desk as he pumped harder and
faster!

“Hot, sexy little blonde slut!” he growled,
reaching around me with his other hand to roughly grope my breast.
“You were made for this!”

I gasped dazedly as he dropped his hand
downward and his fingers began to stroke my clitoris. The hot
sexual churning within me grew more powerful, more intense. I
slumped lower as he loosened his pull on the belt, gulping in air
as he ground himself against my upraised buttocks.

But then he tightened it again, making my
eyes bulge as he thrust hard and fast. I sobbed breathlessly as the
intensity of the sexual heat rocketed upwards, then the pressure
exploded and I screamed – or tried to, as the pleasure soared
within me!

My eyes went glassy and I lost almost all
sense of everything in the world other than the orgasm tearing
through my mind and body, and his big cock driving furiously up
into my burning belly!

I felt like a limp rag doll as the orgasm
faded, boneless, my body jerking in time to his hard thrusting. He
eased his pull on the belt and lowered my torso to the desk, which
allowed me to gulp in deep, shuddering breaths of air again.

Then his upper body came down on mine, and I
felt his hot breath against my eat. He began to chew and suck on my
neck as his hands pushed under me to fill themselves with my
breasts.

I groaned dazedly, uncaring, my body still
jerking in time to his hard thrusts and eager movements.

He rose up and back again and I moaned as my
hair was pulled and he thrust faster and harder. My body shuddered
to the rapid pounding of his hips against my buttocks. And then,
with a gasp, he stopped, burying every last inch. He gave a final
few hard thrust, then halted, panting for breath.

“So tight,” he groaned.

He pulled back, and then sat down on his
office chair.

“I knew I chose right when I hired you,” he
said.

I was still laying on his desk, panting, my
arms tied.

“Turn around... slave girl.”

I grunted at the words, my mind starting to
pull free of the dark miasma of swirling pleasure which had gripped
it, and then the glowing aftermath. I grunted with effort as I
pushed myself upright again, turning to face him, blushing.

“On your knees in front of me, slave girl,”
he said.

I flinched but got down on my knees. I mean,
what else could I do? Refuse?

He snapped his fingers and I moved
closer.

“Do you have any concept of how hot you look
there?”

I looked at him uncertainly.

He reached for the belt and grabbed it, then
tugged, pulling me closer still, right up against his chair,
holding the belt firmly so my head was tilted up towards him.

“Are you going to be good slave girl?” he
demanded.

I stared at him anxiously, and he reached
forward and caught one of my nipples, twisting it.

“Oh!”

“Answer the question, slave girl.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I squeaked.

“No, slave girl. That's not how you answer
me. You say yes master.”

I felt another of those psychic jolts!

He pinched my nipple.

“Say it.”

“M-Master!” I squeaked.

“I like the sound of that.”

He pulled down on the belt.

“Get me hard again. I want to fuck that tight
blonde ass.”

Another psychic jolt hit me!

He rubbed my face against his soft cock, then
gripped my hair.

“Start with my balls. Suck.”

I licked at his balls, then, under his
guidance, sucked them into my mouth and massaged them with my
tongue against the insides of my cheeks, sucking rhythmically.

I had performed oral sex before a number of
times, of course, but none lately, and Mr. Lineham was considerably
more... demanding. He acted much as he had when he'd originally
taught me how to use the software on my computer, patiently guiding
me through each phase of the task.

By the time he was hard and I was bobbing my
head up and down on his shaft he was combing his fingers through my
hair and telling me what a good little sex slave I was. But when he
pushed down so that his head pushed into my throat I gagged and
jerked back – or tried to.

He snorted and pulled me up and back, then
lifted me to my feet and lifted me up so I was sitting on the edge
of the desk. He gripped my legs and jerked them up so my upper body
fell back onto my arms, then spread my legs wide.

He sat down again, pulling his chair into
place, and started to lick me!

This was so fucking crazy! We were at the
office!

He picked up the dildo and thrust it into me
again, pumping it in and out as he licked and sucked, and as I lay
there I felt the difference between his oral sex and Sierra's.

Sierra was better, I thought, but there was
something a little more exciting about Mr. Lineham's oral sex. It
was more... demanding, more determined, less playful, more like a
lion eating its dinner!

I began to feel myself squirming as my body
heated up again. I guess my inhibitions had just about melted away
because all I cared about was the heat and sexual pressure now!

He got up and then, to my surprise, moved
around to the other side of the desk. I looked up as he gripped my
shoulders and pulled me further onto the desk, far enough that my
head fell back across the other side and I was looking up at him
upside down.

And his cock.

“Sex slaves need to know how to please a man
properly,” he said. “They need to please their master so they
aren't beaten.”

He pushed his big cock into my open mouth and
I gurgled as I realized his intent! There wasn't much I could do
about it, though! And then he bent over the desk, bent over between
my legs. I felt his hands gripping them and spreading them wide
again, then his tongue on my clitoris!

I sucked on his cock, which so far hadn't
tried to push deeper into my throat, while he licked and sucked on
my clitoris. I was feeling dazed again, filled with sexual heat and
sexual pressure, and as before, having my head hanging over the
edge had made the blood rush to it, making it throb.

That intensified the sexual pressure, and I
felt my hips rolling against his tongue and lips as he started to
pump his hips in and out.

I knew what was going to happen, and felt
anxious about it, but also fatalistic, and, in a weird sort of way,
hopeful. It would be really neat if I could deep throat a guy! I
mean, most girls couldn't, right? Only the most... uhm, sexy and
sophisticated ones!

It would be startling to think of myself as a
sexy and sophisticated girl!

And then the head of his cock plunged into my
throat. There was an initially hesitation as it hit the back wall
of my throat, then it sank slowly but firmly down, deep, deep deep
until his balls were pressed against my face.

I gurgled and gagged weakly, twisting and
arching beneath him, but I couldn't do anything, really, as his
heavy body pinned me in place with my arms tied beneath me.

His hips drew up and back, and about five
inches of cock slid out of my open mouth, then he thrust back in
again, burying the whole thing as I gurgled wetly! He pulled
halfway out, then thrust deep once more, grinding himself against
me.

My head was pounding and my chest burning for
I couldn't breath! But then he pulled out all the way,
straightening as I coughed and gasped for breath.

“Hot little blonde slave girl,” he said, his
fingers kneading my breasts, then sliding down my body to finger my
clitoris. “We'll make you into a proper sex slave in no time.”

He pushed himself into my mouth again, this
time grasping my head to hold it firmly in place, then pushed
forward, driving himself fully into my throat.

I jerked and arched, but again, could do
nothing, as he pumped slowly in and out, and... it was easier this
time. I think partly that was because I wasn't panicking as much. I
knew I could do it. I mean, he'd already pushed it down my throat
and I had survived, right?

He pushed it down my throat and pumped in and
out several times, slow and even, and I began to get used to even
more. He pumped faster, and I just lay there, gurgling, eyes
glassy. Then he pulled back, squeezing his cock and his semen
splashed over my face!

There sure was a lot of it!

Fortunately I still had my glasses on so it
didn't go right into my eyes.

“Damn,” he said. “Your throat is as beautiful
as your pussy. I guess I'll have to save your ass for another time,
slave girl.”
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I returned to my desk in a daze, sitting down
heavily, then wincing, for the dildo was still inside me. My face
was covered in semen, though Mr. Lineham had rubbed it in with his
cock, and then, after untying me, and had me rub it in more with my
fingers so it couldn't be seen.

I was... shell-shocked! I sat there, staring
at the computer screen but not doing much of anything for the
longest time.

A part of me wanted to grab my purse and run
away and never come back! That would end all this stuff, and nobody
else anywhere else would know of the shameful, wicked, nasty,
kinky, slutty things I had done!

But... as shocking and embarrassing as all
this was it was still... I don't know exactly... thrilling. I felt
more alive than I had in months, years!

The number of amazing, shocking things which
had happened to me in just a couple of days was almost
unbelievable! All of them, of course, were due to Sierra, and all
of them were highly charged and very, very sexual.

That made me feel very guilty and anxious. I
knew I was doing stuff I shouldn't be doing, that almost everyone
would believe was awful. But none of it had really been my idea! I
had been... rushed into everything, and placed into situations
where I couldn't really say no!

I wondered if I had taken on a permanently
startled look as my mind kept trying to cope with the latest
outrage and what I should do about it!

What had happened with Mr. Lineham in his
office was the most shocking, simply because it was with a man! And
not even a boyfriend or even someone I was seeing! It was with my
boss! And at work!

I was finding myself bound up in this dark,
thrilling sexual environment in which almost anything goes, forced
by my nature of 'going along' with people not to resist. But the
thing was, it wasn't really all being bullied into stuff. The wild,
scalding heat which Sierra's little games had roused within me was
so breathtaking and delicious that it was like a drug! I wanted
more of it!

Even if it did cause me a certain amount of
guilt and humiliation. Not to mention a sore butt!

What was with all the spanking and strapping
stuff!? That hurt! That it was followed up by intense sexual
pleasure was beside the point!

But all this 'slave girl' nonsense was
starting to affect me in dark ways, too. I mean, I wasn't a slave
girl but the idea of being treated like one now was... starting to
seem pretty darn hot! Even the thought of being tied up tightened
my chest!

Sierra came into my office and I gulped, eyes
widening.

“Open your blouse, sex slave,” she
ordered.

I felt another of those jolts.

“Open it.”

My fingers trembled as I undid the buttons
and pulled the blouse open wide to expose my breasts. Sierra had
something in her hand, and I realized it was a couple of band-aids.
She peeled off the paper backing of one, and then put the band-aid
across the center of my right breast so the pad was pressing down
firmly on my nipple. Then she did the same with my other
nipple.

“Mr. Lineham doesn't want you showing off
your nipples to everyone,” she said. “He doesn't want you getting a
reputation as a slut.”

I certainly wasn't going to argue with
that!

She smirked as I buttoned up my blouse.

“Because if you do people might be suspicious
when he's alone with you in his office from time to time,” she
said.

She leaned over and lowered her voice.

“Fucking you in your tight little blonde
ass,” she said in a soft purring voice.

I flushed darkly.

She combed her fingers through my hair,
straightening up, then tightened them.

“Fortunately, no one will be suspicious of
you and I,” she said, pulling me forward.

She lifted her pleated skirt and guided my
mouth to her sex, and, well, of course I did as she wanted. I
didn't even consider refusing.

“We'll go to your place tonight to pick up a
few of your things so you can stay with me for a while, slave
girl,” she said. “Then I can teach you how to be a better sex
slave.”

I moaned as I licked her. The words excited
me and also made me nervous and anxious. Life was so unpredictable
with Sierra! I never knew where I stood or what would happen!

*

Of course, as soon as we were in her car I
had to take the band-aids off. Then she decided that after picking
up some stuff at my place, we were going to have dinner at a bar
and grille she knew, called Broadways.

“Can I change first!?” I gulped, my voice
sounding a bit whiny even to me.

“Why? You look fine.”

I was still wearing the white blouse, but she
had found an old kilt from high school in the back of my closet – I
rarely threw things out in case they might be useful. She rolled
the kilt up at the waist so it was much shorter than I was ever
used to wearing, way above the knees!

She had, at least, let me change out of the
boots, and I now wore white knee-socks and black flat shoes.

“Anyway, it's a nice day. We'll sit out on
the patio.”

We parked, and then she reached into her
purse.

“I don't think you should sit through dinner
with a dildo inside you, slave girl,” she said. “Take it out.”

I was grateful to! I hesitated, then slumped
low in the seat, spread my legs, drawing my knees apart, and
reached down to tug the dildo slowly out of my body. It came free,
and I felt empty, after having it in me for so long.

“Put this in instead.”

I stared at what she showed me. It looked
sort of like a thick magic marker. It wasn't nearly as long or
thick as the dildo, though. But it had this... thing at the end,
like a clip you use to hold a pen in a jacket pocket or
something.

I looked at it doubtfully, then slid it into
my sex. It went in easily, of course, but then Sierra reached down
to grip the end, and pried the little clip thing back so instead of
going into me it pressed up along the outside of my sex.

The clip wasn't super tight, but it still
pressed right against my clitoris, making me ache a bit.

“What is it?” I gulped.

She smirked and showed me a small black box.
Then she pushed a button and the thing began to buzz, to vibrate!
Not all of it, just the little clip!

“All right, let's go,” she said, turning it
off.

The patio at Broadway was long and narrow,
facing a quiet street. It had a brown wooden fence around it topped
by flower planters, and was, on the whole, quite pleasant. If I
hadn't been so nervous about my nipples I'd have been more
comfortable.

Fortunately, there weren't a lot of people on
the patio, and the server led us to the last table on the end.
Unfortunately, Kara was there waiting for us!

I gulped, feeling another flare of alarm,
anxiety and nervousness as we sat down, and they greeted each
other.

“Isn't this nice, slave girl?” she said to
me. “You get to sit on a chair like people do!”

I flushed and dropped my eyes.

“Nice shirt,” she said. “Lovely pink
nipples.”

I flushed more.

The server came, a smiling man in a beard who
introduced himself as Kevin. And as he talked to us I felt a foot
pressing against my left ankle, pushing it to the side. I felt a
jolt of anxiety, opening my legs a bit. Well, I was facing them and
not the people behind so it didn't really matter. And anyway, they
couldn't even see me under the table. No one could since the solid
fence was behind them.

The server left and I felt another foot on my
other ankle. I felt another jolt, too, for it was Sierra.

“Spread your legs wide, slave girl,” she
said.

My chest was getting tighter as my anxiety
rose, but my nipples were hardening too. I spread my legs as they
ordered, then gulped as Sierra reached under the table and tugged
the already short skirt up high, like right up past my crotch!

I felt her fingers rubbing me there – rubbing
at where the base of the clip was lodged inside me. Then a moment
later Kara reached over and started kneading my breast through the
thin white blouse.

“Love these tits of hers,” she said.

It didn't occur to me to wonder why they were
sitting on either side of me until someone else showed up.

“Hey,” said a guy as he went behind Kara and
then took his place on the other side of the table.

I had tried to jerk my legs closed
instinctively, only to find Sierra's left leg pressing my right
back, and Kara's right leg holding my left wide. I felt my anxiety
grow more intense! He was sitting directly across from me! He
couldn't see under the table but he could sure see my chest! Plus
God only knew what Kara and Sierra had planned for me!

“Brad, this is Amanda,” Sierra said. “She
works with me.”

“Hey, Amanda,” Brad said, smiling.

I smiled hesitantly back, trying not to blush
too much. He didn't seem to be staring at my breasts, but I'm sure
he could see how much they pressed against the blouse, and the pink
dots of my nipples pressing against the fabric!

Brad was about mid twenties. He was slender
but athletic, with longish brown hair, nice blue eyes, and a
sensuous mouth. He looked... cute. But I was extremely anxious. Was
Sierra going to make me fuck him!? Then the little vibrator thing
turned on and I gasped, flinching, as it began to vibrate right
against my clitoris!

The server came back with our drinks, and
took Brad's order for a drink while we all looked at the menus. I
could hear the vibrator, but I didn't think Brad could! I could
certainly feel it! And its vibrations – and the memory of wild
pleasure they brought – were already making me feel breathless and
making my lower belly quiver and churn!

“Amanda is a blonde,” Kara said as she folded
her menu.

I flushed.

“I see that,” Brad said.

“Blondes are highly sexual girls, you know,”
Kara said, munching on a bread stick.

“Is that a fact?” Brad asked.

“Very highly sexual,” Kara said.

“Oh very,” Sierra said, folding her menu
too.

I pretended to continue to study mine as my
face got hotter and my anxiety rose.

“Very responsive, too,” Sierra said.
“Sometimes you have to gag them to keep them from screaming the
house down when they have multiple orgasms.”

“That would be a nice problem to have,” Brad
replied.

My head was swirling with sexual memories of
the last couple of days, even as Brad looked at me, at my chest,
and the vibrator buzzed against me.

“Well, you actually have a house. I just live
in a crummy apartment,” Sierra said. “Much closer neighbors and
thinner walls.”

“True. That's because I'm a genius and you're
not.”

Kara snorted.

“You're not a genius. Your father bought you
a house, you prick,” she said.

“I'm a genius to have a rich dad,” he said
smugly.

The server returned and we ordered, and when
he departed with the menus Sierra said “I suppose you're a genius
to have an enormous cock, too.”

“Yup. It was quite smart of me. The girls
love it.”

“I bet Amanda loves enormous cocks,” Kara
said.

I didn't have a menu to pretend to stare at
any more, but rolled my eyes away from Brad's as I fought not to
show the rising feeling of sexual energy within me.

Sierra leaned in towards me.

“Tell Brad you love big cocks,” she said.

I gulped, blushing hotly as her fingers
rubbed my pussy.

“I do not,” I said softly, embarrassed.

“Are you lying to me?” Sierra said. “Because
girls who lie are bad girls and we know what happens to bad
girls.”

I blushed even more, my mind squirming, not
really noticing, as I tried to look away, that she was taking out
her phone. She did something with it and then handed it to Brad. A
moment later I heard my own voice coming from it! My voice wasn't
saying anything intelligible, just moaning and crying out in
pleasure!

I jerked my eyes around and stared at the
screen. From I could see upside down it was the video she'd taken
of me sitting on the edge of the bench in the fitting room
thrusting that dildo into myself!

“Sierra!” I squealed, grabbing at the
phone.

She and Kara laughed and pushed me back into
my seat.

“See how big that cock is?” Sierra said. “And
you can tell she loves it.”

“Well of course she does. She's blonde,” Kara
said. “I myself prefer cocks that don't have me walking like I've
been riding a horse for hours afterward.”

Sierra laughed.

“Very nice video,” Brad said, smirking at me.
“But mine is way bigger than this one.”

I dropped my eyes, stricken, my face
burning.

“And this one is bigger,” Kara said, doing
something with Sierra's phone and, I realized, playing him another
video.

“Hmm, that's a nice one,” Brad said. “Black,
huh?”

I heard my voice crying “I love black cock”
over and over again. I was mortified! Again!

Kara and Sierra were still holding my ankles
apart with their own ankles, and Sierra was rubbing my pussy idly.
Now she reached up and fondled my right breast. An instant later
Kara fondled my left – as Brad watched.

I felt a building tension along with the
humiliation. I had little doubt now I was going to be having sex
with Brad.

Sex toy! Sex slave! The dark, shocking,
wicked, kinky idea was becoming more real!

Kara started to unbutton my blouse and I
gasped, grasping at her hand. She grabbed my wrist and pulled it
down to my side, while Sierra grabbed my other wrist and pulled it
down. Then Kara unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it wide open.

“Very nice!” Brad said admiringly.

I felt both terribly embarrassed and... oddly
proud and gratified. I mean, everyone seemed to be saying really
admiring things about my breasts and body all the time now. That
was... something, at least! And I felt a building sense of
excitement, of anticipation within me as he stared hungrily at my
breasts.

“See how hard her nipples are?” Kara said,
plucking my left nipple.

“Very pink,” he said.

The server returned with our food and I felt
another wild jolt of shock as he set down several dishes in front
of us!

He glanced at my bare breasts, smiled
appreciatively, but didn't say anything. Instead he said. “The
lasagna will be a minute.”

“Do you think she has nice breasts, Kevin?”
Kara asked.

“Gorgeous,” he replied.

And he reached down to cup and squeeze my
left breast.

“Very nice,” he said, then turned to
leave.

This was so insane!

Then Brad reached across the table to give me
a fondle, before turning to his food.

Sierra leaned in against me. “Do not touch
your blouse or try to cover your breasts or I'll make you take it
off completely,” she growled.

She started eating. I stared at my food,
heart pounding. Kara, who was waiting for hers, reached under the
table to fondle my clitoris.

“Our blonde sex slave is gonna party
tonight,” she said, taunting me.

Kevin returned with her lasagna, and gave my
breast another fondle, before going away.

“Do you know him!?” I gulped.

“Who? The waiter? Never met him in my life,”
Kara said, shrugging.

Sierra only smiled.

“Eat your food, slave girl.”

I gulped and started to eat, but to be
honest, I was too gripped by emotional turmoil to really eat much,
or care! And the vibrator was still buzzing, still vibrating. Its
vibrations weakened, then suddenly strengthened, then weakened,
then strengthened as a haze of steamy heat seemed to form around
me.

The vibrator turned off, and I felt a drop in
the tension within me, gasping breathlessly. But the sexual haze
was still there, the tight chest and pounding heart and racing
pulse were still there, the churning stomach and sexual pressure
were still there, the sense of being... helpless, on a roller
coaster ride of dark, sexual thrills was still there.

And then the vibrator started up again with a
jolt of high power and I jerked, dropping my fork.

“Something wrong, sex slave?” Kara asked, not
keeping her words low.

I stuttered something, trying to deny it as
Brad looked on.

“Sex slave? That sounds interesting,” he
said.

“Oh yes, Amanda is Sierra's sex slave,” Kara
said blithely.

I gurgled weakly.

“Really? Do you ever loan your sex slave out,
Sierra?” Brad asked.

“Sometimes,” Sierra said. “Would you like to
use her?”

“Oh sure. Why wouldn't I?”

“Okay. Later. Why don't we go to your place
after dinner. It's hot and we could enjoy the pool.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

I was having a hard time keeping from
trembling. I felt light-headed, my skull pulsing with energy and
sexual pressure. I was embarrassed, yes, but in some odd way that
was actually increasing my sense of the erotic, of being aroused.
It was as if being talked about like this reinforced the absurd
idea I was a sex slave, and made the pantomime seem more real.

And thus hotter and more thrilling!

“She seems very flushed,” Kara said.

“I wonder why,” Sierra said.

“Probably the thought of riding Brad's big
cock later. You know how blondes are.”

“Yes, that's probably it.”

The muscles in my hips were starting to
spasm, though I fought down the heat desperately. My instincts
called me to ride up and down, to grind myself furiously against
the seat! I fought them, trying to focus on the food and ignore the
heat.

Not easy with a vibrator going off and my
breasts naked in public!

Thank God the vibrator turned off!

I was sweating, and gulping in air. The
tension very, very slowly began to recede as the three of them
talked about a movie they wanted to see, and the actress who
starred in it.

I was soon able to (almost) breath normally,
though I was still filled with a thrumming sexual tension.

We finished, though, and nobody wanted to
stick around long. Sierra let me button my blouse, and then we got
up and left, going to Sierra's car. Kara got in the front. Brad and
I got in the back, and that sexual tension skyrocketed almost
immediately.

He grinned at me, then reached over and began
to fondle my breast. I put my hand against his arm but didn't
really resist as he leaned in and began to kiss me. I was starting
to feel light headed again, and then the vibrator turned on and I
gasped and jerked in response.

Brad unbuttoned my blouse as I moaned in
helpless heat, then he bent and started to lick and suck and chew
at my exposed breasts and nipples.

He pulled off my blouse, then the cupless
bra, too, before undoing the little kilt and tugging it down my
legs and off, leaving me naked but for the shoes and socks. Then he
found the vibrator, of course, and laughed in amusement.

“Here,” Kara said, handing him what looked
like studded black leather bracelets. He gripped my hair and pulled
me forward over his lap, and I gasped and cried out dazedly.

“Hands behind your back, slave girl!” Sierra
barked from the front seat.

Trembling, I obeyed, and felt the bands going
around my wrists and tightening. Then he pushed me back upright,
and I found my wrists locked together! She handed him a collar
similar to the leather bands, and Brad slipped it around my neck,
then buckled it in place.

Slave girl!

Brad pushed me back onto my back along the
seat, gripping my right leg and pulling it up onto the seat back as
my left fell onto the floor. He leaned over and pulled the vibrator
out of me, then started to lick.

About five seconds later I cried out as the
orgasm hit, my hips bucking up violently as I sobbed in desperate
pleasure, my back arching and head thrashing from side to side!

“Boy, she's loud,” Kara said.

“Well, blondes, you know,” Sierra said.

“Blondes are such sluts!” Kara replied.

“Practically nymphomaniacs,” Sierra said.

My hips were grinding and jerking spastically
even as the orgasm faded, my chest heaving, my breasts throbbing
wildly. Brad remained bent over me, licking and sucking at my
swollen clitoris, his hands sliding up to knead my breasts as I lay
back with my mouth wide.

I felt another strange sense of unreality.
Was this really happening!? To me!? How!? Why!? But it never
occurred to me to try to stop it, never even really occurred to me
that I could stop it.

I shuddered and moaned as Brad continued to
lick me. Now his right hand dropped down and his fingers pushed
into me, pumping in and out as he sucked and licked at me.

I was becoming drunk, intoxicated on the wild
dark thrill of sexual abandon, my inhibitions melting away!

I was literally on a ride headed for I didn't
know where, and my mind was so battered by shocked pleasure and
heat that I didn't care!
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“Oh God!” I cried.

Brad was still licking me, his fingers
pushing in and out, pumping and twisting and stroking as the sexual
energy got more and more intense!

“I bet you'd love to have him fuck you, sex
slave,” Kara growled, leaning over her seat. “Beg him to fuck you,
slut!”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

“Say master, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

Sierra pulled the car over.

“Police,” she said.

Brad eased back while I just lay there for
long seconds, chest heaving, feverish with sexual heat. The words
finally hit me and I struggled to sit up, feeling another shock of
fear and discovery come over me. Was she kidding!?

No! I sat up and looked behind and saw the
police motorcycle stopped, and a cop walking up to the car!

Sierra rolled down her window and the cop
stopped and leaned in.

“Good evening, officer,” she said.

“Miss,” he said. “I couldn't help notice one
of your passengers wasn't properly buckled up with a seat belt as
required by law in this state,” he said, looking at me.

I gaped at him.

“Well, we tried to get her to wear one, but
she refused,” Sierra said calmly.

“Seat belts save lives, Miss,” the cop said
to me.

Was he crazy!?

“She doesn't think much of rules,” Kara
said.

The cop snorted, then pulled back, and then
went around to the passenger side and opened the rear door.

“I'd like to talk to you for a minute, miss,”
he said.

I gaped at him, and he reached in and gripped
my arm in a big hand, pulling forcefully so that I had to struggle
out of the car.

He was wearing a helmet and dark glasses as
he looked at me.

“Seat belts have been proven to save lives,
Miss,” he said. “I saw your leg up across the back of the seat
there, and I want you to know that's a dangerous way to be riding
in a moving vehicle.”

Was he out of his fucking mind!?

“You're not using drugs, are you?” he asked.
“Your eyes seem funny.”

“She often uses drugs, officer,” Kara said,
out of her window.

The cop scowled at me.

“I better just search you,” he said.

I gaped at him then at the car as he shoved
me into it then bent me over! I squeaked as his hands moved over my
ass and then between my legs. Then he drew his baton and rubbed it
against me.

“Oh! Oh! Wha-what are you doing!?” I
squealed.

“Searching for drugs, Miss,” he said.

I felt the thick rounded head of the baton
pushing against my very wet entrance, then sliding inside as he
gripped the back of my neck and bent me over further, my soft,
swollen breasts pillowing against the hood of the car!

The baton pumped in and out and I squirmed
and moaned as I felt his finger rubbing against my clitoris.

“Are you on drugs, Miss?” he asked
sternly.

I was beyond speech, of course.

“Seems to be some excess fluids here,” he
said as he pumped the baton in and out.

“She's always got excess fluids, officer,”
Kara said. “She's a blonde, after all.”

“Well, that is true. Blondes due tend to be
very wet down here,” the cop said.

His fingers rolled my clitoris between
them.

“This seems unusually swollen,” he said.
“Maybe a medical condition?

“Oh yes, officer. It's called helplessly
slutty,” Kara said.

My hips were grinding back helplessly, and I
felt my muscles start spasming, and then as the baton thrust in
harder I cried out again and again and another incredible orgasm
tore through my body, sweeping my mind away into scattered
fragments and turning me into nothing but a mindless animal!

The cop pulled me back off the car by the
hair, and my rubber legs wouldn't support me. I collapsed to my
knees on the grass as he looked down at me sternly, baton in
hand.

“You better clean off my baton, Miss,” he
said.

He brought the tip to my open mouth and slid
it inside.

I shuddered.

“Close your lips,” he ordered.

I obeyed.

“Suck.”

Dazed, eyes blinking in disbelief at what was
happening, I sucked on the baton as he pumped it slowly in and out
of my mouth. He grinned and pulled it out of my mouth, then slipped
it into his belt and unzipped.

We were on a quiet street, with a big tree
overhead, and I knelt there almost not caring anyway as he pulled
out his erection and thrust that into my mouth. I immediately
started to suck and lick as he gathered up my hair and began to
pump.

“Very nice mouth on her,” he said.

“She loves sucking cock.”

I didn't love sucking cock. At that moment I
didn't love anything. I was just.. like an obedient robot,
sweating, panting, moaning, dazed and stunned.

I moaned as he pulled me forward along his
shaft until the head pushed down my throat, then gurgled as he
forced my lips all the way up until they were pressed firmly
against his uniform trousers.

“Nice, warm throat,” he said in
satisfaction.

He was not gentle, pumping slowly only at
first, then thrusting jerking me in and out in time to his thrusts
so that his cock was fucking my throat hard and steadily. I gurgled
wetly, gagged a bit, and felt my head pulsing and throbbing from
lack of oxygen. My chest began to burn, and black dots danced
before my eyes.

He pulled out, finally, leaving me gasping,
saliva drooling over my lower lip as he chuckled and slapped his
wet cock against my face. He dragged me to my feet by the hair
again and pushed me belly-down across the hood of the car, then
thrust into me from behind, his hips pounding against me as I
stared dazedly at the car hood.

“Now remember to do up your seat belt,” he
said sternly as he walked away afterward.

“Well get in the car, you silly slut,” Kara
said.

I moaned, bleary eyed, then straightened up,
almost stumbled, then walked around the open rear door and got back
into the car. Once we started off Brad pulled me down into his lap,
and had me suck his hard cock as Kara turned back to watch.

It was, as he'd said, a very large one! I
barely got my lips around it and had a hard time bobbing up and
down.

“Such a bad girl you are,” she said. “You're
lucky the policeman didn't arrest you and lock you up.”

“Blondes, you know,” Sierra said. “They can't
be trusted. That's why they need to be sex slaves.”

But as I sucked on Brad's cock she handed him
something, and a few moments later there was a buzzing sound. Then
I felt the vibrator pushed up against my sex and sliding inside me,
the one with the clip which slipped up to press directly against my
clitoris.

I moaned helplessly as the buzzing sex toy
played upon my extremely sensitive nerve endings. The dark liquid
heat which had been bubbling within me for some time now began to
boil over once again, and my hips ground and jerked and rutted back
helplessly as the vibrator turned my insides to churning mush.

“Look at her sucking that man's cock,” Kara
said in mock disgust. “What a dirty girl she is!”

“Now, now. You can't hold her to the same
standards as normal girls,” Sierra said. “After all, she's a sex
slave.”

“But still a bad girl,” Brad said.

Crack!

His hand slapped against my buttocks
sharply.

“Suck my cock, you nasty little sex slave,”
he said.

Crack!

I squeaked and moaned, my lips slid up and
down, and then, despite how thick the thing was, my head pushed
lower, with his hand on it, and he pushed up into my throat! It was
again like he barely fit, and I gurgled as it slid deep, my lips
sliding all the way down to his balls!

“That's it, slut. Take every inch,” he
growled.

“We taught her how to deep throat, you know,”
Kara said. “She was too lazy and selfish to learn before.”

“Clearly a bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

Soon my throat was sliding up and down on his
erection as I sucked dazedly. The vibrator buzzed, and someone
fondled my breast and it was just all so impossible and incredible!
The dark heat washed over me and I cried out as an intense orgasm
tore through my nervous system.

“What a slut, having an orgasm in front of
people,” Kara said.

“Again?” Sierra said. “You'd think she'd have
a little dignity.”

Crack!

“Bad girl,” Brad said.

*

Brad's house was a nineteen seventies ranch
style place on a one acre lot, with lots of old trees and shrubs
and bushes around it. We drove off the road, down a circular dirt
road and stopped in front. Sierra and Kara got out the front, and
Kara opened the rear door for me.

Sierra came around back and clipped a chain
to the ring in the front of my collar, and I realized with a rush
of darkly erotic heat that it was a leash! Then the three of them
went up to the front door, talking, while Sierra pulled on the
leash, forcing me to follow.

We went inside, but mostly just to go through
into the back yard, where there was a large swimming pool.

Brad and Kara went inside, and then Sierra
produced that ball-gag thing she had used on me once before,
pushing it carefully into my mouth and doing the cord around behind
my neck. I gulped, staring at her anxiously, but she didn't bother
to explain to me what was going on or why.

“Kneel, slave.”

I knelt on the smooth stone of the patio,
legs spread wide, then she pulled the inactive vibrator thing out
and held that great big black dildo beneath me, making me sink down
onto it. It was just as big and ached just as much as before, and I
moaned into the gag as I sank down inch by inch.

“Now stay,” she said, pointing a finger at
me.

She went back inside and I was left on the
patio, panting, pulse racing, looking around at the large back
yard.

The pool took up much of it. And there were
tall hedges around the borders. There were trees and bushes in
several places, and then the patio, which was made up of very
smooth, square interlocking gray and white flagstones.

The pool looked inviting as I knelt there in
the sun. My skin wasn't used to getting much direct sunshine so I
very quickly started to heat up – and not in a good way.

Sierra and Kara came out in bikinis. I
wondered where they'd gotten them. Had they left them here from the
last time they'd visited, or had they planned this and brought them
with them?

There were several comfortable patio chairs
and loungers there, and they sat down on the two loungers, drinks
on the table between them. Sierra had a large squeeze bottle of
suntan lotion and squeezed some into her hand, then handed the
bottle to Kara, who did likewise. They both spread suntan lotion
over themselves, doing each other's backs, and ignoring me.

Brad came out wearing a red swimsuit, and
carrying a radio, plugging it into an outdoor outlet and turning it
on, then went back in, coming out with his own drink and sitting
down. Then Kara slyly offered to put suntan lotion on him.

I watched as he lay back on the lounger and
the two girls, smirking, put oil over his chest and down his body.
It didn't take long before they had his suit off and were applying
lotion there too!

“Starting the party without me?” a new voice
asked.

I gasped, my face flushing as Kevin, the
server from the bar, showed up, grinning at us all.

“Come on in, the chicks are fine,” Brad
said.

“Don't mind if I do.”

He looked at me with a leer, then went
inside, and I cringed, but also felt a dark wave of excitement.
Also a bit of relief. That, at least, explained why he had acted so
unsurprised when he had seen my breasts naked!

Meanwhile, Brad wasn't really ready to get a
hard-on again so soon after coming in my mouth, without some
considerable work. But having two girls kneeling before him sucking
his cock and balls seemed able to inspire him.

Kevin soon came back with his own drink, and
also wearing a bathing suit. He looked with interest at Brad and
the girls, then at me.

“How is our little sex slave doing?” he
asked.

I blushed hotly.

He put his drink down, then picked up the
suntan lotion and squeezed some out, then looked at me.

“They should have put lotion on you,” he
said.

He knelt in front of me and proceeded to do
just that, his hands sliding silkily over my shoulders and down my
arms, over my chest and then, very slowly rubbing the lotion into
my breasts.

I know I didn't even know him, but then, I
hadn't even known the cop, and I hadn't known Kara, and I hadn't
known that woman at the used clothing store and... and my mind
seemed to have adjusted to the shocking and bizarre idea that
anyone who wanted to make use of my body was free to do so!

I was still blushing as his big hands slid
over my breasts and then down over my ass, rubbing firmly, kneading
my slick buttocks, then sliding downward between my legs to
caressing the lips of my sex where they were wrapped tightly around
the big black dildo.

And his slick fingers made very certain that
lots and lots of lotion was carefully rubbed into my clitoris!

The wild heat was back, and I began to slowly
grind myself against the dildo, moaning into the gag, panting for
breath, gasping as the head pushed painfully deep while I forced
myself down almost to the point where my buttocks were touching the
stone beneath instead of sitting on my heels!

“Freeze! Police!” a voice cried.

I gasped, but no one else seemed very
startled.

It was the motorcycle cop! He glared around
at us.

“I have been given reports of immorality and
fornication going on here!” he cried.

The others just laughed and he grinned and
went back inside.

Kevin bent my body back by pulling on my
hair, and mouthed my right breast, sucking and licking.

“Mmm, nice fucking tits,” he said as he
pulled his mouth back.

“Everyone says that,” Kara said.

“It's true. She does have nice fucking tits,”
Sierra said.

“Slut,” Kara growled.

“That too.”

The cop came out in a bathing suit while
Kevin was working a dildo up into my ass. He sat down, and Sierra
left Brad and went over to sit in his lap and kiss him. She was
naked by then, and his hands slid over her slippery body.

“I can help put suntan lotion on you, Mister
Policeman,” she cooed.

“That sounds like a plan,” he replied.

Kevin undid my hair, combing his fingers
through so it was flushed out more, then took my glasses off, which
made it hard to see everything beyond him clearly.

“You look sexier without the glasses,” he
said.

“Naw, she looks better with them,” the cop
said. “Like a geeky little librarian.”

“That's what I said!” Sierra cried.

“I think she needs a fucking,” Kevin
said.

“She's already had a fucking,” the cop
said.

“Yeah, but that was only a quick fucking,”
Kara said. “A sex slave needs long fucking.”

“She needs to ride my cock and not that black
dildo,” Brad said.

Kara and Sierra got up and then pulled me to
my feet by the hair. I staggered, moaning and panting, the dildo
still mostly buried inside me. One of them pulled it out, though,
and had me straddle the lounge chair – and Brad, and then sit
down.

His cock wasn't quite as big as the dildo,
but it was big as it slid deep inside me. It felt infinitely
more exciting, though, to have a nice warm, real cock inside me
than a dildo! I shuddered as I sank down all the way, to the point
I was sitting on his thighs, moaning, as he rubbed his thumb
against my clitoris.

“I want some of that ass,” Kevin said.

He moved behind me and pushed on my back, so
I almost fell forward onto Brad's chest. Then he moved in behind me
and I felt the dildo pulled out of my ass. He maneuvered himself in
close behind me and I shuddered as his cock slid into my ass!

This, of course, was another new thing for
me. Yes, I'd had dildos in my pussy and my ass at the same time.
But the impact of having real cocks in them at the same time was
immense! I felt a huge shock-wave of heat rolling through me as he
started to pump in and out, and Brad gripped my ass, raising and
lowering me on his big cock at the same time!

A sweltering heat took hold of my mind,
turning into a sexual fever as I rode Brad while Kevin fucked my
ass! Then, a minute later, the cop, who's name I still didn't know,
got up, came around to stand just to one side of the lounge chair
ahead of me, then undid the ball gag and pulled my head down and
forward by the hair.

His cock pushed into my mouth, and I now had
three men fucking me at the same time!

“What a whore,” Sierra said, holding up her
cell phone to video it all.

“What a slut,” Kara did, holding up her own
phone to do the same.

“Clearly she was made to be a sex slave,”
Sierra said.

“Obviously,” Kara agreed.

I didn't really care. I was losing my mind,
drowning in the dark thrill of an overwhelming sexual heat. An
orgasm tore through me as the cop shoved his cock down my throat,
the hands of the men mauling me as their hips moved in and out.

Convulsions ripped through me as they laughed
and roughly used me. The orgasm faded only to rise again, faded and
rose, as I screamed into the cop's cock, then into the air, sobbing
dazedly as they treated me like the sex slave Sierra had named
me.

And maybe I was a sex slave, in a sense, a
slave to the pleasure, an addict to the wild, seething heat and
pleasure that was so intense, so mind-blowing, so incredible that I
didn't really care about anything else. Pride? Dignity? What did
they matter!?

No matter what it meant, however shocking and
degrading, I could not possibly want to do anything that would stop
these incredible, thrilling, mind blowing experiences! And as the
orgasms tore through me in a seemingly endless string, I felt
myself melting, all cares and concerns dissolving into a dark
writhing hunger and passion for the dark thrill of pleasure.

 


End
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
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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.

 


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!

 


Out of Uniform (Jamie McCloud series)

Gorgeous tomgirl Jamie McCloud is a rookie
cop on the NYPD. Jamie is transferred out of uniform into street
clothes to work for the Anti-crime squad in Manhattan. There, amid
the glitz and glitter, amid the hordes of tourists and businessmen,
she hunts down muggers, drug dealers, pickpockets and purse
thieves, along with perverts and gang members. Oh, and the
occasional terrorist. And on her own time, Jamie begins to explore
the dark side of her sexuality as she is introduced to domination
and submission by her hunky new federal agent boyfriend Danny. It's
all just a kinky game, at first, but the mind-blowing excitement
and thrills quickly draws her into a lifestyle that will change her
behavior, her personality, and her life.

 


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.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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