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Chapter One

 


 


 


I don't know how people looked for
apartments before there was an internet. Honestly. Imagine having
to go somewhere and look at something based just on a few words in
a newspaper ad! I spent hours and days and weeks surfing the
internet trying to find a place that looked like somewhere I'd feel
really glad to come home to.

Especially since it would be my first home
away from home.

I had just graduated from UCLA, and since
staying at home with my family meant a big savings on the cost of
dorms or rooms I had let them persuade me to do so. That meant I'd
missed the life-experience of being away from my family and getting
out on my own.

I had graduated from its digital media
school and had selected from several job offers before agreeing to
one in San Francisco. I have to admit, it being away from LA was a
major reason I'd agreed. It was a smaller shop and I'd have more
room for experimentation, but it would also give me a chance to
spread my wings, to to speak.

Finding a place had not been easy. I mean, I
was going to be paid a really nice salary, but even so, prices in
SF were not cheap, especially if you wanted something – nice.
Something homey. Something with atmosphere, but not something
old-fashioned.

I had mentioned my difficulties to Malcolm
Ross, the guy who had hired me, and the next thing I knew I got an
email with a link to a web site which had a number of gorgeous loft
conversions, including one in the Bernal Heights area that
literally dropped my jaw.

The rents were high, but not outrageously
so. I mean, it was affordable, if just barely! So I arranged to
view it, and rented it on the spot.

It was an attic in an older house. The walls
are vertical to about my hips, then angle in, but not super
sharply. This isn't a place where roofs have to be steeply angled
to keep snow from accumulating, after all. In fact, the angled
walls didn't meet, for they join a flat, horizontal roof above,
which is about half the width of the floor below.

The bedroom has two double windows carved
into opposite walls, vertical, not angled, which left deep window
wells. It had french glass doors. The wall at the far end is all
cupboards and closets, and the room is painted a sort of very light
lavender, or perhaps lilac is a better term.

The really neat thing is there are thick
beams running up at an angle on both sides of the walls, then
crossing overhead. They're also braced by a criss-cross pair of
beams running between the two walls just below that. And they're
covered in gray leather. I thought it was uber cool!

Past the cupboards is small hall with a
small closet on either side. Past that is another glass paned door
leading to a wooden balcony which overlooks the nearby houses, and
then downhill to the bay. Amazing, right?

On the other side of the bedroom is another
narrow hall with a bathroom on one side, and a small kitchen on the
other. And I mean small! It has a built in fridge on one side, a
built in stove and microwave on the other, and a sink with counter
on the third. There isn't much room in there for putting together
banquets!

Past that is a living room which is a mirror
of the bedroom, except for the absence of cupboards. Instead
there's another french door leading to a second balcony, and stairs
leading down.

That is a bit of a drawback. I'm on the
third floor, basically, and the only way up or down is along a
narrow wooden staircase. Fortunately, my new queen sized bed came
in pieces, and the living room furniture was lightweight.
Lightweight enough for big healthy men to carry up three flights of
stairs anyway.

What, you think I was gonna do it? I'm a
girl. Or hadn't I mentioned that yet? The lilac room might have
clued you in. Then again, it is San Francisco.

I celebrated my first night in my own
apartment by basically walking around naked. Well, not entirely. I
wore a thong. Why? Because of the sense of freedom I had and which
I was embracing with glee. I couldn't do that at home! There was
always someone calling my name or knocking on my door – a door
which never had a lock because my parents didn't believe in
locks.

I did my yoga exercises in the middle of the
living room floor in just a thong. I ate dinner in just a thong
while watching TV, and I almost went out onto the balcony in just a
thong. Almost. I wanted to but chickened out. Yes it was dark. No,
it wasn't likely anyone would see me. But I still chickened out and
slipped on a gray cotton jersey.

But to compensate for my silliness in
wearing it, I left the buttons open. It was a crew neck, but it had
buttons down from the center. Leaving them undone showed a very
generous amount of cleavage if anyone was looking, especially from
above. Of course, no one was above so...

I wandered out and sighed as I leaned on the
railing and looked out on the bay and the city lights around. My
own place! I felt very grown up, and also a little nervous. My
parents were so omnipresent in my life! Not to mention my brothers!
I'd never been alone before!

There was a lot of greenery around, but most
of it was below me, and if I moved to one side of the balcony I
could see the towers of the financial district! What a place! I
marveled that I'd found it and that it was affordable!

The only drawback was the landlady.
Christine seemed to be a humorless diesel dyke. You know, one of
those women with the crewcuts and an attitude? Never wears makeup
or jewelry? Sneers at 'breeders'? Hates men, even though she seems
to be trying to imitate one?

Okay, well, I wasn't going to spend much
time around her. So that shouldn't really matter. Of course, she
lived in the house below, so I couldn't avoid her entirely.

When we had met she'd made it clear she
wouldn't have even considered renting to a man, even a gay man. She
didn't seem to like them much more than she did straight ones. She
also made it very clear I had better not make noise or cause any
damage. In fact, the way she put it was that if I did she'd 'tan my
butt', which I thought a bit weird.

I mean, granted my parents and babysitters
had talked like that over the years, but she was neither. Nor was
she old enough to be one. She was probably in her early thirties
while I was twenty two. And while she had frowned a lot and acted
grumpy when she showed me around I'd caught a certain look at
times.

It's the look of someone enjoying my
looks.

I had been wearing cuttoffs and a t-shirt at
the time. The cutoffs didn't do much to hide that I have a nice
butt and nice legs. The t-shirt did even less to hide the fact I
have a slim waist, flat stomach and nice sized chest.

In fact, she'd done less than most men to
hide that she was looking at those particular areas with interest,
and that had made me a bit nervous. It wasn't that I didn't have a
lot of experience in turning people down who were interested in me.
I did. But mostly they're men. I've had women sort of making
exploratory conversations, but none had ever come on to me, not
directly, not like men do.

Maybe if I'd lived at school and in a dorm
I'd have had one of those cliche'd 'explorations' with my roommate
or something, you know, away from home, caution to the wind, that
sort of thing? But no such luck. It wasn't that the idea of doing
it with a girl was totally out of my considerations should the
opportunity arise. But the kind of girl I'd be thinking of would be
more like me, you know, feminine, with long hair, and closer to my
age?

Her living below was one of the reasons I'd
worn the jersey. Mind you, it was night, and even if she was out in
the back yard, well, I was three stories up and on the balcony.
Still, I didn't want her to get any ideas.

Which was a bit of a pity. The thought of
being out on the balcony completely naked was kind of kinky
cool.

But oh well.

Kinky is a pretty broad term for me. It
encompasses almost everything about sex which isn't strictly
generic, ordinary and vanilla. I'd never been naked out of doors,
so the idea was kinky to me. My sex life had been infrequent to
that point in my life, and not terribly impressive. I'd looked at
videos on the internet with varying degrees of awe, delight and
disgust, tried to figure out what I ought to do by reading material
about what made a good lover. I was, from what guys said, really
good at blow jobs, for example.

Blow jobs aren't kinky, though. They're very
ordinary.

None of the guys I'd made out with to that
point in time seemed to have put the research and practice I had
into becoming good lovers. Their kisses were often so rough they
bruised or even cut my lip. Their hands tended to maul my breasts
so they hurt. And none had much patience for foreplay. They wanted
to stick it in and be done.

Nor had the reviews I'd heard from my
girlfriends been very impressive either.

That didn't mean I was ready to give up on
guys and try girls, mind you. I just figured I'd wait a bit or try
older men, the ones who had some experience and a sense of
restraint, who knew how to please a girl.

In the meantime, I had a dildo with a
vibrator base, and that served me much better in obtaining orgasms
than any guy I'd met.

I went back inside and peeled off the
jersey. It skimmed up my body across my bare breasts in an
unfamiliar way, since I rarely wore anything without a bra
underneath. My nipples tingled at the contact, and hardened almost
instantly.

My nipples and I have a love hate
relationship. They're very sensitive, more sensitive than most
girls, as far as I've been determined without asking girls I know
(and I have no intention of doing so!) about how sensitive their
nipples are. It doesn't take much to make them hard, and rolling,
stroking and plucking them send hot little quivers of excitement
through my body.

The right kind of suction on them, which I
only ever occasionally get, can make my eyes roll up in my
head!

But they can be embarrassing when they get
all erect in a public place, or where other people might notice! My
nipples are small and pink, but when they harden they push out
fairly obviously if I'm wearing something lightweight. Which, in
California, is most of the time.

I rubbed them almost absently as I walked
into the bedroom. The curtains were drawn on both sides, so there
was no one to see me, and I was aware – yet again – that I was
alone and need not fear being interrupted or disturbed.

At home, there was only two ways to
masturbate, in the dark of my room at night, or in the bathroom
with the shower on. Maybe that's why I got the idea to do it in the
living room. I turned on the TV, hooked it to my laptop, found a
video, then put a towel down to cover the soft fabric of the
sofa.

I went to the night table beside the bed and
smiled as I opened the drawer and took it out. Putting it in there,
so obviously, had been a symbolic gesture. I didn't have to hide it
here! I didn't have to find a clever spot no one would ever come
across it!

I peeled off my thong, feeling a little wave
of sensuality as I did so, my nipples prickling as I bent to pick
it up and tossed it in the clothes hamper. Then I took out my
little squeeze bottle of lube and squeezed a bit onto the head and
along the shaft.

I padded naked out into the living room, sat
down, drew my legs up and apart, and turned on the video, keeping
the sound low. Then I examined the dildo.

As I usually did, I knew a sense of doubt
about whether I was dooming myself to an unsatisfactory sex life by
using it. No man could ever stay hard as long, and no man had a
vibrator function on his balls. And it was... thick and long.

Yes, yes, I know size doesn't matter. Except
it matters as far as my sense of the erotic went. For whatever
reason, I was more turned on by long and thick than short and slim.
Not a lot of men were going to match the size of “Harvey” as I had
named my little toy.

Harvey looked very real, complete with
helmet head, and thick veins along the shaft. It was made of some
sort of soft silicone that imitated human flesh. And when I began
to rub the slippery head up and down along the naked line of my sex
I felt a sudden sharp rush of sexual energy spreading up my
body.

It wouldn't go in easily. That was part of
the thing that excited me about it. I had to prod and twist and dip
and pull back and push, and only slowly force the lips of my sex in
and back wide enough for it to start to slide inside.

That always excited me, the moment when it
started to push into me. I raised my eyes to the video on the TV,
my breathing already increasing as I slouched down and let my legs
spread wider.

I cupped and kneaded my breast as I twisted
and turned and slowly pushed the dildo into my body, while my eyes
flicked up to the video – one of my favorites.

It was a Chinese girl, slim and pretty,
though her face looked pretty fucked up as a big Black man rode her
from behind. She was going out of her mind, in fact, as he used
her. Her body dropped to the bed, then he'd yank it up and slap her
bottom. She'd cry out again and again, cursing dazedly, and he'd
grip her hair and yank it back as he rode her hard.

It was her reactions as much as the sight of
him which aroused me. But both were important. Because he was
acting like a boss. A boss! You know what I mean? A big, strong guy
who didn't take any shit, and who did what he wanted and did it
well! And he was doing her really well!

He was riding her like a bull, jerking back
on her hips, slapping her ass, jerking on her hair, even wrapping
his hand around her neck at one point to pull her head up and back
so he could kiss her roughly.

But he clearly knew what he was doing in the
way he was altering his strokes and rolling his hips and the way
his hand would dive under her hip and rub her clitoris, which
always made her cry out.

She was going out of her mind as he fucked
her. And as I watched I imagined that was me! I imagined some big,
powerfully built guy was riding me like a bitch in heat and driving
me out of my mind as he pounded against my ass!

I fed the dildo deeper and deeper, my
breathing becoming ragged as I pumped in and out. My other hand
alternated between rubbing my clitoris and squeezing my breasts. I
sank down until I was basically laying on my back on the sofa, with
my head propped forward by the backrest and my knees dawn back so
wide the tendons in my thighs ached.

I got the dildo deeper and deeper, though
that ached too. And then it was deep enough, and my trembling
fingers flipped on the vibrator thing! I pushed in and shuddered as
the vibrator began to grind over my clitoris, and I moaned low in
my throat, imagining I was the Chinese girl!

My hips began to buck up as the sexual heat
grew in intensity.

The video was a long one, and real, not one
of those fake ones with actors. You could tell that just from the
look on her face, the sweat on her skin, and her cries and words.
If she was an actress she was a super good one!

I'd never had sex like that, and that made
me feel resentful. All those guys pestering me for sex, and so few
seemed to know much about it beyond where to stick their dicks!
Shit, maybe I did need a woman. At least she'd know what to do.
Then again, I'd never have that kind of wild, savage sex with a
woman!

I pulled the dildo all the way out of me,
gasping, and then licked it, sliding it into my mouth as I fingered
my clitoris, then sliding it deep, even into my throat! I gurgled
and gagged a bit as I brought my head up and back, and moaned,
plunging two, then three fingers into the moist, slick opening to
my sex, pumping them in and out as I drew the dildo back up my
throat and out of my mouth.

Then I thrust it into myself again, moaning
as I forced it in all the way, until the vibrator was pressing
against my clitoris. I ground it against myself there as I squeezed
my breasts, and the orgasm took me into that delicious part of the
universe where the pleasure was all that existed!

Almost.

I might be in my own place but I wasn't in a
separate house. There were people downstairs. The awareness of
people being nearby had always been a part of my sex, and so my
orgasm was quiet, consisting of gurgles and gasps and whimpers and
moans as my hips jerked and spasmed against the dildo/vibrator.

I sighed and slumped there, chest heaving,
filled with the delicious languor of afterglow. I slid the sex toy
of of me and turned it off, then slowly sat up with a groan. I
turned off the porn video, then pulled on the jersey again, though
I didn't bother with the thong. The jersey was soft and covered my
butt – if only just.

It was comfy warm in the apartment but not
that warm. I had the window open and San Francisco had some nasty
breezes and chilly winds sometimes, even in summer. Anyway, the
jersey was quite thin, sort of halfway between a t-shirt and
sweatshirt.

Plus it kept my breasts from moving around
too much as I moved. I mean, I'm not huge, but no one has ever
called me flat-chested either. And as much as I exercise my chest
muscles the girls do respond to gravity.

And I was feeling restless. I mean, I'd been
working all day to set up the apartment, and when I wasn't doing
that I was on the phone with people about other details. I felt
there was still more to be done. I wandered through the small
apartment tidying, examining, adding things here or there.

I went to the door and slid it back,
intending to go out on the balcony again, when I was startled by a
figure that moved forward from the shadows. I don't mean they were
there peeping, for they were clearly just climbing the last
stair.

It was a woman, a blonde, perhaps thirty,
with a short, sort-of pixie cut that sent heavy bangs across her
forehead. I'd have called it long hair on a guy. She seemed a bit
startled to have me open the door before she even reached it, but
reacted quickly with a smile.

“Haley?” she said, though not looking in
much doubt. “I'm Jessica.”

I looked at her blankly.

“Christina's friend?” she said. “We live
downstairs.”

“Oh!” I said, stepping forward as she held
her hand out and taking it.

“She didn't actually say she lived with
anyone,” I explained. “I mean, she said 'we' a few times but didn't
go beyond that.”

I was suddenly very much aware of how little
I was wearing. I mean, the cleavage wasn't... indecent, if you
will, but it was certainly immodest, and not what I usually wore to
greet strangers! And the jersey was fairly tight and certainly
short!

“So I could've been her cat,” she said with
a grin.

“Well, to tell you the truth today has been
so frantic I didn't really stop to think about it.”

“No, of course not. I just wanted to say
welcome, since I'm sure Chris didn't.”

“Uhm, well, I haven't seen her.”

“She's not an extroverted type and isn't
comfortable with new people as easily as some,” she said, not so
much apologizing as explaining.

“Oh that's okay. I'm fine,” I said. “It's a
gorgeous apartment!”

“Thank you. I had a lot to do with designing
it.”

I was a bit self-conscious about how I was
dressed – or undressed – but I didn't see much alternative but to
invite her in. I didn't have a lot of experiences with lesbians.
But she was a girl – well, a woman – so it wasn't like she was a
big threat, despite how I was dressed.

“Won't you come in?”

“For a bit. I'm sure you're busy.”

There wasn't enough room to do anything but
turn around and pad back into the bedroom if she was going to
follow me.

“Oh I love what you've done here!” she
exclaimed, looking around. “You have excellent taste!”

“Well, thanks, but the room doesn't need a
lot of help.”

“I like the lighting. It's soft and comfy,
and that sofa is cute!”

The sofa was very white and very... furry. I
mean it was made of some kind of artificial fabric that made it
deliciously soft. And I had found pillows to match the walls.

“You can thank me for the lilac and the
leather by the way,” she said, pointing at the thick beams. “Chris
wanted to give the place a more rustic look, with bare wooden
beams.”

“This is really neat and unique!” I said. “I
really like it!”

“This looks very nice and homey.” she said,
pleased.

She turned her eyes back to me, and I caught
them flicker down to my chest, which made me flush a little.

“I do apologize for the one design flaw,
however.”

“What's that?”

“The best views would be out the sides, but
because of the angled ceiling we couldn't put big picture windows
there.”

“Oh that's fine. The double windows are very
nice,” I said.

“Well, you're only three stories up and if
the window was large and modern you'd have simply had to keep the
blinds or curtains drawn much of the time anyway,” she said,
pointing to the closed curtains.

“Well, yeah, kind of,” I said.

“There are a lot of dykes around here,
Haley,” she said with a grin. “And the sight of someone like you in
a window – especially wearing something like that – would have led
to booming business in the local telescope and binocular
stores.”

I flushed and grinned self-consciously.

“I wasn't expecting visitors,” I said.

I tried to tug the jersey down a bit, but
that, of course, just gave it more cleavage! And since she was
taller than me I was sure she was getting a real eyeful.

“Clearly. I'm glad I didn't call up to warn
you then,” she said, still smiling. “Of course, one of the reasons
I came up was to get your new phone number since we'll need to have
it.”

“Oh sure!” I said.

There was a sofa desk table behind the love
seat. It was long and narrow and had a pull out tray to put a
keyboard on, and a couple of drawers where I kept handy items. I
walked to the table and bent over to open one of the drawers, then
quickly straightened, remembering how short the jersey was.

I flushed a bit more, then tore off a small
piece of paper from my notebook and wrote the new phone number on
it. I was very aware of her looking at me, and looking at me as a
lesbian. That made me feel funny. I mean, I was used to it from
guys but much less so from girls, and even less from women.

I didn't have a lot of experience with
people her age, you see. I had thus far spent all my time with
people my age, aside from occasional 'grownups' like parents,
coaches, aunts and uncles, teachers, and the like; people a
generation older than me. She wasn't that old, but nor was she my
age.

I turned and gave her the note, but she was
looking at the sofa. She turned back to take it, and her grin was
even wider.

“You haven't finished putting everything
away, Haley,” she said in amusement.

I turned to look and gasped in
embarrassment! Rather than putting the dildo vibrator away I'd just
left it on the sofa, meaning to put it away later!

I went over and grabbed it, jerked open the
drawer of the coffee table, and tossed it in, then closed it
quickly and turned around, face very red.

“My dear girl,” she said. “No need to be
embarrassed. Chris and I have a whole collection.”

That didn't ease my embarrassment.

“Besides, you put it away without cleaning
it,” she said with a frown, then wagged her finger at me.

I felt even more embarrassed! And anyway,
how would she know!?

“Looked like it still had some lube on it,”
she said.

God! My face was flaming hot!

“I-I have... things to do!” I gulped in a
strangled voice.

“I'm sorry I embarrassed you, honey. Believe
me there's nothing strange to me about such things.”

She moved back towards the door.

“Maybe I'll show you some of mine some
time,” she said with a wink.

I felt like almost shouting out “I'm
straight!”

I didn't, but she must have read it in my
eyes.

“Chris doesn't much like penetration,” she
said as she slid the door open.

She turned around, still grinning. “But then
she's a dyke. I'm just bi, and I've always liked the feel of a nice
hard cock – or something similar.”

She winked and then went back down the
stairs, leaving me with my burning face.
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I had chosen my outfit carefully for the
first day of work. I wanted to seem cool and fashionable, but laid
back and relaxed. This wasn't the kind of place where you dressed
formally. There were no suits and ties or dresses. They had beanbag
chairs and a pool table in the lobby.

I settled on a joke sweatshirt my friend
Mallory had bought me for my birthday the previous year. It was
yellow. I have a pretty fair complexion and brown hair, and darker
colors could make me look more washed out. Yellow, at least this
shade, looked great on me! It had a big 'O' in the front, with a
duck in the middle.

It was from the Oregon Ducks, the football
team for the university of Oregon. Why they chose such a goofy name
is beyond me. I hadn't looked into it. It just seemed silly, which
was amusing. The duck looked silly, and the color looked nice on
me, and it fit.

The sweatshirt was long enough for me to
wear my comfy gray yoga pants, then I had tennis shoes with yellow
laces to go with it. I thought I looked cute in it, and definitely
not sexy. I did not want to look sexy at work! I was anticipating
that I would be outnumbered by men by approximately eight zillion
to one there and wanted to be low profile till I got the lay of the
land.

I walked down the street, then up a couple
of blocks to catch a bus. It would have been super cool if I was on
one of the streetcar lines but I wasn't. I took one of the rapid
buses, and then walked a few more blocks. It was a nice morning, if
a bit cool, and I got there easily enough.

I met with Mr. Ross “Call me Malcolm” and he
introduced me to Doug Hill, who was in charge of my group, and then
Hill introduced me to the group, which was six nerdy looking guys
not a lot older than me. They seemed extremely happy to see me and
tell me all about what they were working on.

With nerds you get one of two reactions to
girls they think are attractive; resentment of a 'girl' intruding
on their space, or frantic, adolescent attempts at impressing you.
They seemed to be in the latter category, which was better than the
former but had its own drawbacks.

There were no separate offices, nor even
cubicles. We were all together in one space, which meant every time
I moved someone was watching me. Good thing I hadn't worn the
jersey from the previous night!

That little thing with Jessica had left my
face flushed for a while after she left, especially thinking about
her going back downstairs and telling Christine what she'd found
and how I was dressed! I started worrying Christine would get
jealous! Then I started worrying they'd try to seduce me!

In fact, even if she'd been kind of grinning
about it, when Jessica suggested she might show me her collection,
she'd kind of looked like she might want to do just that! And
frankly, the thought of doing something with her wasn't exactly
horrible. I mean, she was cute, seemed nice and friendly, but was
older and probably knew a lot!

She was bisexual too. That was interesting.
I wondered why she told me. Was it to suggest a girl could like
boys but also girls? I knew that – intellectually. But she was
living with a woman. So she must have been just teasing, and maybe
flirting a little, but not serious. Probably.

But the thought of exploring that sort of
thing with her was – not horrible.

But in the meantime these guys were being
super helpful with every question I asked or even if I looked
mildly uncertain. I hoped they'd still be as friendly when they
started making suggestions about maybe going out and I shot them
down.

Because no way was I going out with anyone I
worked with, especially in the same room with. That would be sooo
messy! Not to mention none of them were really the type of guy I
was attracted to on a physical level.

Christine would have kicked their asses
easily.

Anyway, first day was mostly familiarizing
myself with how they worked, and then what they were currently
working on. That was a video animation sequence that was meant to
be melded with a user picture so the animation would look like the
user – or whoever the user wanted them to look like.

That involved taking their picture with a
360 degree camera, turning it into a computer image, and then
melding it with created images. The idea was that users could use
themselves as the avatar in games. Although, of course, they could
tweak it as they desired.

I had to go and see the head of the company
(it's a small company) just after noon, because the place was small
enough he wanted to meet everyone.

He was... not what I had expected.

First, he wasn't very old. I mean, he was
another of those thirtiesh people, like Jessica. He was tall and
really handsome. I mean, he was handsome almost to the point of
being too cute! Maybe because of that he had an unshaven look to
him. It didn't make him look like a dangerous biker, though. It
just seemed to add to his cuteness!

He had a thick, unruly mop of dreamy looking
brown hair that I just longed to slide my fingers through for some
reason! He was no football player but he had strong arms and
shoulders in the green T-shirt he was wearing, and he had beautiful
brown eyes!

“Haley,” he said, taking my hand.

“Uhm, hi!” I squeaked.

“I'm Scott Walker. Welcome to Graphic
Maneuvers. I hear good things about you.”

“Th-thanks,” I said, my insides squirming a
little.

Boy, he was cute!

“So what do you think of what we're doing?
At least what you'll be doing.”

“Well, it sounds really... neat!” I
gulped.

“It has so many possibilities,” he said.
“Ultimately it might replace actors and actresses. And it will
enable entertainment mediums to have CGI characters do things real
people could never do – at least, not and survive.”

He grinned disarmingly.

“Here, let me show you our latest.”

He led me to a spot on the floor with two
footprints painted and had me stand in them. There was a slender
metal rod on a track which encircled it.

“Stand up straight and smile and look
straight ahead. Try not to move.”

“Uhm, okay,” I gulped.

The rod moved, circling me slowly, then
circled back. It only took about thirty seconds.

“Now come and see.”

He sat down behind a table in front of a
computer. His fingers danced on the keys, and then he reached out
and snapped a button to shut the lights in his office. A moment
later there was a shimmering in a glass box next to the monitor and
a figure stood there!

It was me! The image grew until just the
head was there, my head! It wasn't completely realistic, of course.
There had to be a lot of work done on the software, but it was
recognizably me. It turned slowly from side to side, rotating.

“That's pretty wild!” I said.

“There are implications for security
software, too,” he replied. “And a variety of other things.”

He flicked a switch and there was a naked
person standing in the box, with no head!

“Oops,” he said.

The naked body now had a bikini on, and a
moment later my head was added. I flushed a bit, seeing myself
walking around in a bikini. And it was a really nice body, as you
might expect.

“I guess you can do a lot of stuff with
this,” I said.

“The trick is to get it as realistic as
possible,” he replied. “Which takes talented people, powerful
computing, and money. Lots and lots of money.”

“Do you have lots and lots of money?”

He grinned faintly. “Not that much. But I
have a variety of investors. From the Defense Department to a
pornographic video company.”

“Uh, porn?”

“You can imagine the possibilities,” he said
with a grin, waving at the image of myself.

I flushed a bit.

“I'm not sure I like the idea of someone
putting my head on a porn star's body or something,” I said with a
frown.

“Get used to it.”

I looked at him in surprise, having expected
assurances that wouldn't happen.

“It will happen. It's already happening.
Every noteworthy female celebrity has scads of porn images of
themselves on the internet, all of them faked. Well, most of them
faked. And now the software available on open source has allowed
people to start doing video versions too. What we and others are
working on will make it inevitable that the images of beautiful
people, both men and women, will wind up being uhm, compromised in
this way.”

“I don't think I like that idea,” I
said.

“Of course not. You're one of those
beautiful people. So am I, all modesty aside. But that's the way
technology is headed. It's one of those challenges we'll have to
overcome. It won't really be your body, and people will come to
understand that.”

He flicked a button and the bikini
disappeared from 'me'. I felt my face heat.

“You and I both know that's not your body,”
he said. “It's not anyone's body. It's a CGI body, and of course,
drawn to be the perfect representation of the female form. So if
your body actually looks like that – well, you should be proud of
yourself,” he said with a grin.

“Would you mind uhm – .”

I waved my fingers at my naked holographic
self and he grinned and then touched some keys. Now the body had a
sleek gown on it. It was still very sexy and tight, but at least
not naked!

“Another use will be buying clothes. You can
have your exact measurements taken with our system, then when you
wonder how clothes might work on you, rather than trying them on
you simply put the clothes on your computerized image to see how
they look.”

“That sounds really cool!” I said.

“It can also lead to much easy tailoring –
by computers of course, so that ordering a shirt or dress will get
you one that fits you precisely.”

Now I was in a bikini again, a very tiny
one!

“Of course, you'd have to have the scan
taken with you naked for this to be accurate,” he said.

He turned from the image and grinned at
me.

“Want to try?”

“No thanks!”

He grinned.

*

I twas a fairly busy day, and while the boys
fell all over themselves to be helpful and impress me none of them
came onto me. Which was good. But it was a long day. By the time I
got home, after eight, it was almost sunset.

The stairs were in the back of the house, of
course. I opened the gate, walked along the side, and almost ran
into Jessica. I gulped as she looked at me and grinned again.

“Hi,” she said cheerfully.

“Uhm, hi,” I said, still embarrassed.

She looked down at my chest. “O? For
orgasm?” she asked with a cheeky smile.

I flushed and then scowled. Although it felt
more like she was teasing me (good naturedly) as opposed to
taunting me (meanly) it was still kind of embarrassing and she knew
it.

“It's for the Oregon Ducks,” I said in
annoyance.

She looked positively blank. “The what? The
which?”

I snorted. “It's a football team.”

“In Oregon?”

She seemed fascinated.

“I thought you were from LA.”

“I am.”

“So why not wear a shirt from UCLA?”

“Because I was afraid that might be
bragging.”

“So maybe the Dodgers? Rams? Raiders?”

“Their colors are too dark.”

She looked blank again.

I bit my lip, wanting to just end this since
it was embarrassing being around her. On the other hand, I'd have
to just suck it up and get used to it. It's not like she'd come in
while I was using the damn dildo. God help me if she had! I hadn't
even locked the door!

“I have a uhm, fair complexion.”

“You're the whitest white girl I've seen,”
she said with a grin.

“And dark colors don't look as good on me as
lighter ones.”

“Ah, gotcha.”

“Anyway, it was a joke gift from a
friend.”

“Because of the big O?”

I flushed. “No, because it's a stupid name
for a football team.”

“True,” she said. “The Oregon Orgasms would
have been much better. Ducks are okay in their place, but everyone
loves orgasms.”

I flushed again and she laughed.

“I'm sorry, honey. You're just so easy,” she
said.

“Am not,” I grumbled.

“Well, I wasn't talking about whether you
were slutty or not, but just that you blush easily.”

“Uhm.”

“You're not slutty are you?”

“No!”

“Oh, too bad.”

She grinned again and I blushed again.

“You are supposed to be living with
someone,” I said accusingly.

“Of course,” she said with exaggeratedly
wide eyes. “So?”

“So... you shouldn't be uhm... teasing
me.”

“But I love teasing girls, sweetheart,” she
said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “In fact,
there's nothing better than teasing a girl until she's ready to
explode, and then making her beg for the explosion.”

She winked and went back inside and I and my
blushing face, took a shuddering breath and climbed the stairs to
my apartment.

She was definitely flirting! But I had no
idea how seriously.

And she made me feel like a silly girl! I
was a grown woman, dammit!

Of course, there was no hiding that she was
a lot more sophisticated and mature. When she'd graduated from
university I'd just been graduating from playing with dolls!

I let myself into my apartment and turned on
the lights, then closed the curtains and peeled my sweatshirt up
and over my head as I walked through the living room/dining room. I
opened the closet door and tossed it into the hamper, then skinned
out of my yoga pants and underwear and tossed them in too.

Naked, I turned and went into the bathroom
to take a quick shower.

I looked at myself in the mirror, comparing
my body to the perfect computerized CGI image in that little box on
Scott's desk. I pulled my shoulders back and turned a little,
assessing my form. The thought of someone creating a porn video
featuring a fake me didn't sit well, but on the other hand, I was
flattered he said I was beautiful.

I wondered what I'd look like in a porn
video. And what I'd be doing! I thought of the video I'd watched
the other evening. It hadn't exactly been crystal clear and sharp
imaged. The lighting was lower than that, and the view was from a
single camera.

I imagined that looking like me, and being
perfectly sharp and bright and clear, shown from multiple angles.
The idea, frankly, was hot! I mean, only if I was the one looking
at it, of course! The thought of the nerds at work making a video
like that was way more uncomfortable!

But the thought of my making such a video,
and watching it, oh yeah, that was hot! And it was making me feel
hot in a way which had me sliding my hands up and down my body as I
imagined it. I remembered my dildo/vibrator, then, still in the
drawer of the coffee table. And I wanted it!

I grabbed my robe off the hook on the back
of the door and pulled it on. It was partly force of habit – since
I had only just started living on my own – and partly, well, the
curtains in the living room weren't thick or heavy. They were lacy.
I mean, it wasn't a room I would be naked in so...

I opened the door and strode out into the
little hall, then crossed the dining room to the living room and
opened the drawer.

Which was when someone knocked on the
door.

I gasped, shoved it closed, and straightened
up, turning to stare at the door! It was entirely made up of panes
of glass, as I said. I had a lace curtain in over it, but anyone
who was standing there at the door would be able to see me, though
not clearly. They'd know I was here though!

That, I resolved, was something I hadn't
really thought about. I would have to change that to a curtain
people couldn't see through at all!

But it couldn't be many people. I mean, it's
not like there were door to door salesman who were going to come
around back and walk up three flights. In fact, it almost had to be
Christine or Jessica.

I hesitated, because this was too much like
yesterday! The robe I was wearing was the one I'd worn in LA. It
was quite short, if not so short as the jersey I'd worn yesterday,
just a thin cotton summer robe which folded together across my body
and was tied in place with a cloth belt.

To go away when they knew I was here would
seem really rude, which wasn't a good way to start off a
relationship with your landlord. So I went to the door and
hesitantly tugged the lace back.

It was Jessica. That was a relief in a way,
but also made me wonder if she really was trying to seduce me! Also
it made me even more self-conscious given what I was wearing! But
she was grinning at me and waving and I really couldn't do anything
but open the door.

I felt a strange little flutter inside me as
I did. The dressing gown was just intended to let me dash from my
room to the bathroom back home without flashing anyone. I hadn't
really been worried about modesty.

“Hey, gorgeous,” she said with a lazy smile.
“Sorry to bother you but me and Christine work during the day too,
so we have to get stuff done in the evening.”

“Oh, uh, no problem,” I said hesitantly. “I
mean, I was just about to have a shower.”

“Want company?”

I stared at her in surprise, startled, and
she laughed.

“Just kidding. I came about your damage
deposit. You gave us checks for your first and last month rent but
didn't include the damage deposit.”

“Oh, I'm sorry!” I said.

“It's not a big issue but we're putting
together end of month books so...”

“Uhm, sure,” I said.

That meant I had to back up and let her in
again, which once again made me a bit nervous. I kept telling
myself she wasn't a guy, even if she did seem to have an uhm,
appreciation for my body like a guy would. I mean, she had breasts
too! Even if they weren't as big as mine...

I walked across the living room, around the
love seat and opened one of the drawers from the sofa table and
fished out a checkbook and a pen as she strolled casually
behind.

“I'm not really used to writing checks,” I
said.

“Yeah, I know what you mean. But we have to
keep financial documents for the IRS, and there's no way to
post-date an electronic deposit – not from the receiver end anyway.
That's why we wanted them in paper. We'd rather put the damage
deposit with them.”

“Sure,” I said.

I leaned over the table to write, aware as I
did that my breasts, unclad, were pushing down heavily against the
thin cotton of the dressing gown, and that the short hem was rising
up my thighs. I wasn't 100% sure she even cared, or if her flirting
was just playful or for forms sake. But the thought of her looking,
maybe being interested gave me strange, swirly sensations.

I mean, that was partly embarrassment and
self-consciousness, partly a kind of, well, pride or ego thing
about my body, and partly a kind of breathless sense of
anticipation or curiosity about whether she would try anything,
whether I could possibly let her, and what it would be like.

“You work out a lot?” she asked
curiously.

I felt another little swirl to the mix of
emotions in me.

“Not that much,” I said without looking up.
“I mean, I do yoga or sometimes pilates and I used to be swim and
surf a lot in L.A.”

“Well, this looks nice and firm,” she
said.

And with that I felt her hand on the back of
my thigh and felt it slide up under the short, loose hem of the
dressing gown and onto my bare bottom!

I gasped and jerked upright, whirling
around, only to find her standing right there before me, inches
away, practically breast to breast, grinning playfully!

“Jessica!” I said reprovingly.

“Haley!” she exclaimed in a similar
tone.

And then she grabbed me by the front of the
dressing gown and jerked me forward and kissed me! On the lips!
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I was so startled I didn't react for a
moment, then I stiffened and made to pull back. Only I was sort of
backed against the table. And then I was startled as her hands
gripped my buttocks very firmly and lifted me up to set me on the
table!

That at least, made us about the same height
as her hands slid up and wrapped around me, pulling my chest in
tight as she continued to kiss me!

I was more than a little lost in what to do
because things had run away and my mind hadn't caught up with them!
Should I resist her!? Should I cooperate!? Should I put up a sort
of halfhearted resistance the way I would with a guy? A guy I
actually wanted to fool around with, that is...

And did I really want to fool around with
her anyway!?

I leaned back and turned my head aside to
break her lips free of mine.

“Jessica! You're living with a girl!”

“Chris doesn't mind. She knows I'm a slut.
Anyway, she's not home,” she said with a grin.

Then her hand slid up into my hair and
jerked it back as she leaned in to chew and lick and kiss her way
down along the side of my throat and under my ear!

“J-Jessica!” I gasped in protest.

My hands jerked up and back automatically to
grab at the hand which was pulling on my hair and she pulled her
lips off my neck, but then grabbed both my wrists and, still
grinning at me, crossed them together there behind my head and then
held them there in one hand!

“Wha – !?”

That hand was also holding a clump of hair
and when she pulled down my head jerked back and my back arched.
And just as I was about to protest, confused and all, I felt her
pull open the belt around my waist! I was just starting to gasp and
try to jerk free when she casually opened the robe completely to
bare my body.

“Oh niiiice,” she said in appreciation.

I gasped as I felt her hand cupping my left
breast, then squeezing it softly and repeatedly.

“Lucky girl. Such fun toys you have to play
with,” she said in a low, purring voice.

She shifted aside a little, but pulled down
even more on my hair. I cried out, but my head was forced back
more, my back arching more, and then I felt her mouth closing on my
nipple!

At first, it was just her lips, pursed, as
sucking lightly, then more heavily. Then I felt her lips sucking
harder, her lips spreading out wider to take in more of my breast,
then her teeth starting to close against my flesh, chewing lightly,
teasingly as she sucked and licked at my nipple!

She straightened up suddenly, releasing both
my hair and my wrists and jerking my dressing gown down my arms,
then jerking me forward off the table in almost the same
motion.

I stumbled, off balance, even as she pulled
the dressing gown off and let it fall to the floor.

Not all of it, though. She actually threw it
to the floor, which I thought odd until I realized she'd hung onto
the belt. The force of throwing the dressing gown down pulled the
belt out of the loops even as she spun me around to face the
table.

Still more than a little bewildered and off
balance, I didn't even understand what the heck she was doing as
she pulled my right wrist up and back behind me. Then I felt her
wrapping the belt around it even as she grabbed my left and pulled
that up and back too!

I was stunned as I came to the conclusion
that Jessica was actually trying to tie my hands together behind
me! That brought a sudden rush of alarm and fear, and I tried to
jerk my wrists apart, but it was too late!

“Jessica! What are you doing!?” I
exclaimed.

“Setting the table for fun, little
mouse.”

She tied the belt quickly around my wrists
to hold them together, then looped it around my wrists multiple
times really fast and tied it off again before turning me
around!

I gasped as she lifted me onto the table
again, only this time she shifted her hands from my bottom down my
legs to just behind my knees, then jerked my legs up and apart!
That dropped me back onto my back on the table!

Except the table was only about a foot and a
half wide so actually it dropped my head, shoulders and chest over
the edge of that, onto the back of the sofa, then over the back of
the sofa so my head was hanging upside down!

“I ate earlier, but I'm always hungry for a
tasty treat,” she said.

Holy shit! I was gaping, upside down, at the
window across the coffee table, as I felt her lips kissing their
way along my abdomen, then along my inner thighs, then right onto
my sex!

My wrists jerked against the cloth belt
tying them together under me as I felt her tongue trace up and down
along the line of my sex. Then I felt her fingers against me, felt
them spreading me open, and felt her tongue slide in along the
furrow between!

My mind hadn't even yet caught up to the
idea that she most definitely WAS coming onto me, and hadn't even
made a decision yet about whether to welcome that or what to do
or... or anything!

And yet here I was half bent back across the
table and the back of the sofa, the blood rushing to my head as
Jessica's tongue found my clitoris!

I mean... my God!

“You have a gorgeous pussy, baby,” she said.
“So neat and clean and tight and baby fresh!”

Then started licking me. There wasn't
anything slow and delicate in what she was doing. Her tongue was
licking my clitoris hard and fast as her hands and forearms kept my
thighs spread apart, and all I could do was gasp and stare at the
window across from me!

I mean, what was I supposed to say!?

And since I was tied up what was I supposed
to do!?

Oh, okay, I could demand she stop. I mean,
really hard. I didn't think there was much I could do if she
ignored me, though, and the truth was I was hesitant to do so. I
mean, first, and I know this sounds crazy, I didn't want to offend
her. I mean, I didn't want to make her mad at me. But I would have
if I was sure that I wanted no part of any uhm, experimentation
with her. And I simply wasn't!

But I had never thought that would be so...
so... you know! So fast! I thought, maybe a little kissing, a
little light petting, you know, work our way up to maybe something
a little more... But no, this was like, bam, right there with her
tongue on my clitoris and me naked right practically at the
start!

I felt her finger slide into me, and was
embarrassed at how warm and wet I already was. It would be hard to
tell her no given how wet I was! Not to mention I could feel my
nipples tingling hotly!

I gasped as her finger pushed really deep,
twisting and turning, pumping in and out as she licked. Then it
drew back and pushed in again, much thicker, so she had probably
added a finger! God! This had all happened so fast!

I felt her other hand sliding up my body and
over my breast, fingers spread wide, squeezing and kneading, and
felt a wild swirling, churning confusion as a dark heat rose and
grew and spread out to overpower all the other emotions and
anxieties gripping me.

This was so kinky and wild and … and out
there! God!

I moaned helplessly, my head twisting from
side to side, as if searching for something... anything. My head
was pounding from being upside down, and the sensations her tongue
was starting to rouse were growing in power.

She would sort of, lick hard and fast, then
swirl her tongue from side to side while her mouth sucked at me
around it in a rhythmic fashion that made my clitoris throb and
pulse! All while her fingers, maybe three now, were thrusting into
me!

And frankly, while I wasn't a virgin, I
wasn't super sexually active. And the guys I'd slept with to date
had not exactly been experts at oral sex, nor terribly interested
in it, except from the receiving end, of course.

And on top of that I was just starting to
feel this sense of something like awe! I mean, I was naked, bowed
back across the table and the top of the sofa with my wrists tied
up under me and she was licking and finger fucking me!

I mean, seriously! The sex I'd had with guys
so far had been nothing like this! I had thought sex with a girl
would be, I dunno, soft, gentle, slow... this was wild and frantic!
Worse than with guys!

On the other hand, her hands were gentle. I
mean, the hand kneading and stroking my breast didn't squeeze hard
like guys had a tendency to, and the fingers kept sliding in to
roll and pluck at my nipple, but not in a way that hurt. The
fingers pushing into me were not painful either. Guys didn't seem
to realize just how sensitive that particular part of a girl was,
but she certainly did.

And that tongue of hers! God!

I could feel the muscles in my abdomen and
thighs starting to spasm, my hips jerking up against her fingers
and mouth as I moaned low in my throat and gulped in air.

Then she stopped suddenly and straightened,
gripped my arms and pulled me upright into a seated, well, slumped
position on the table. I gasped as the blood started to drain from
my skull all of a sudden, making me light-headed.

Then her mouth was on mine, hard, demanding,
but weirdly, soft and sensual too. Her left hand shifted to my
hair, grabbing a thick bunch behind my neck, and her fingers slid
into me once more; one, two, three, pumping in and out as she
brought her thumb up against my clitoris.

I shuddered and gasped helplessly, a wild
stew of emotions and sensations churning wildly in my body and
mind.

“Hot, sexy little girl,” she growled.
“You're gonna come for Jessica, aren't you. Aren't you!”

I whimpered and moaned, because... well, I
thought I probably was!

And then I did!

God! Her thumb was rubbing me hard and fast
as her long fingers thrust up and down inside me, and I was gripped
by this incredible wild rush of something like incredulous
excitement at it all! And then the orgasm hit and it hid hard! I
cried out into her mouth, then even louder as she pulled her mouth
back and jerked back hard on my hair!

I felt her mouth on my breast, sucking and
licking at my nipple, chewing on the flesh even as my hips started
to buck violently against her plunging fingers and stroking
thumb!

“Come for me, you hot little slut!” she
growled. “Come on my fingers!”

I did just that, the air sobbing out of my
lungs as I twisted and bucked and then helplessly cried out at the
wild intensity of the sensations flaring wildly inside me!

There are orgasms and then there are
ORGASMS, you know. And this was definitely one of the latter!

I squirmed and twisted and bucked, gasping
and gulping in air and crying it out as she continued to thrust her
fingers into me and chew on my breast!

Then as the orgasm faded she pulled back and
abruptly jerked back on my hair and let it go so that I fell back
onto the table, across the back of the chair, and arched back down,
my head and shoulders falling over the edge once more.

I heard the chair dragged in and then her
lips were kissing their way up and down my inner thighs, gently,
teasingly, working their way up and in. She started kissing my
labia, licking delicately, then mouthing my entire sex and sucking
lightly!

I just hung upside down, slack jawed and
gulping in air as I felt her fingers spreading me open once more
and her tongue push startlingly deep.

“Mmmm, tasty,” she said.

I should put in here that I hadn't ever had
an orgasm with a guy before.

Of course,that might have been because none
of them had touched me – or licked me – like Jessica was doing!

I felt... relaxed, sort of. You know you
feel in the afterglow of an orgasm? A really big orgasm? I groaned
weakly, laying on my arms, head and shoulders upside down, unable
to even see what Jessica was doing. I could only feel.

But I felt a new sort of emotion when I
thought about her. No, it wasn't romance or anything, but a kind of
sense of... awe. I mean, she was so... strong! That was the sense I
was feeling. Strong, confident, in charge, skilled, sophisticated,
knowledgeable. Even expert!

And I was, well, let's face it, none of
that.

But fortunately, I wasn't expected to do
anything or know anything or say anything. What a relief! Because
there was no way I could compete with her here! And certainly there
was no sense in me that I was in any way her equal!

Which was funny because in those moments
when I had considered having sex with a girl I had thought it would
be a kind of gentle and mutual exploration of equals, with neither
being in charge (unlike with guys). And that sure wasn't the case
here! Nor did I feel it should be!

Despite the orgasm I was starting to feel a
sense of building heat again.

Jessica pulled her fingers out of me and
then both her hands were kneading my breasts as she licked and
sucked at my clitoris! My legs jerked and bounced a little as I
moaned and trembled, and I felt the heat building up in intensity
once more, building up more and more so that it felt as if there
was too much sexual pressure inside me and I must surely
explode!

And so I did! My hips started jerking and
bucking up more and more desperately and then the orgasm swept
around me and I cried out in wild, dazed, even feverish heat as my
clitoris burned and my body flamed and my mind was swept by
towering waves of passion and pleasure!

I heard a low chuckle from above, as I
groaned dazedly.

“Responsive little breeder,” she said in
amusement.

I groaned as felt her hands on my arms
pulling me upright on the desk.

She was naked. That was the first thing I
noticed. She'd taken her clothes off at some point, and now she
kissed me again, pulling my body in against hers, our breasts
pillowing together as her tongue dipped into my mouth.

The kiss was a long one, and a passionate
one, and then her hands pulled me forward off the table, and
downward onto my knees on the floor.

I found myself looking into her sex as she
combed her fingers through my hair. And believe me, I'd never been
so up close and personal with another girl's pussy before! Nor ever
had much ambition to be!

“Now little girl, let's see if you learned
anything. I hope you were paying attention.”

Being on my knees before her seemed to
reinforce that sense of... awe... and in turn provoked something
you might call submission to her. I certainly knew I couldn't
refuse, after what she'd done, and only felt anxious that I
wouldn't do it right as she guided my mouth in against her.

I know, in retrospect, it might seem a
little strange for me to think I had to do this. I mean, I hadn't
asked her to come in and perform oral sex on me! She'd practically
forced herself on me! It was true that I hadn't put up much of a
fight, but still, I hadn't asked her to! So why did I feel that I
had to reciprocate!?

I don't know, but I did. And I admit to
feeling a dark rush of heat at the thought, because it was, to me,
something wildly new and sexual and... and edgy! Hey, I wasn't from
San Francisco! I didn't consider lesbian sex to be all that
ordinary a thing!

I licked hesitantly along the line of her
sex, and rolled my eyes up to see her looking down at me. I blushed
and dropped my eyes, licking at the top of her sex. I thought this
was kind of unfair since she had used her hands and mine were tied
up behind me, yet I didn't seriously consider protesting.

In fact, I was starting to now feel a
strange sense of... heat... sensuality... excitement... thrill
about being tied up like I was! When she'd done it I hadn't really
given it much thought except to realize that with my hands tied
together I couldn't really do anything to stop her.

But now... now I was starting to feel this
wild prickling sense of... like, breathless wonder at being tied
up. This was like... like bondage! Like, it was kinky and wild and
something I'd never had any part in! Being tied up was very, very
sexual, in a strange, wicked way, and it contributed to that partly
subconscious understanding that I had to do as she wanted.

But even consciously I was becoming more and
more aware of her stern eyes on me, of her hands tightly gripping
my hair, of my very degrading position on my knees, helpless before
her, with my wrists tied together behind me! And of how, well,
deliciously perverted that was!

All my sexual experiences had been very
plain, just straight kissing, groping, petting, and sex. There were
no weird, kinky games involved! No one had ever even suggested they
tie me up!

“Put your mouth right up against me and
suck, little slave girl,” she said in that dark purring voice.

Slave girl!? Whoa! That was so wild and
nasty! I felt another rush of dark, delicious heat sweeping over me
as I obeyed not just her voice but the hands in my hair, forcing my
mouth in harder.

My breasts were hot and felt heavier,
swollen, the nipples like hard little pinpricks as I sucked at her
and licked harder, as she ground my face against her. My chest was
getting tighter, my breathing tighter as I licked and sucked.

I remember thinking 'wow, I'm really doing
this!' as I licked and sucked, and then gasping as she jerked on my
hair.

“Use your lower lip under your tongue to
help you lick harder, slave girl,” she ordered.

There was that word again! I felt another
ripple of dark heat and wonder as I obeyed her, a pulsing sense of
heat and sexual pressure building up within me. Tugging my wrists
against the belt around them reinforced in my mind how helpless I
was, that I was tied up and powerless. And under the circumstances
that was hot!

Then she pulled me back, and I gasped as she
jerked on my hair to force me to stumble to my feet. She kissed me
hard again as her other hand kneaded my swollen breasts, then
jerked back on my hair.

“Where is your little cock, slave?” she
growled. “Where did you put it? Still in the coffee table?”

I flushed self-consciously.

“Y-Yes,” I squeaked.

She snorted and then moved and slapped my
bottom stingingly enough that I yelped and jumped. Then she jerked
back on my hair.

“Say yes... mistress,” she ordered.

God! So nasty and kinky! I gaped at her
breathlessly and she slapped my bottom again.

“Oww!”

“Say yes mistress.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Using my hair as a handle she guided me
around the sofa and then pushed me against it, making me kneel on
it and bend forward so my shoulders were on the back. She moved
away, opened the drawer and pulled out the vibrator/dildo, then
came back behind me.

“Cock loving little slut,” she said.

Crack! She slapped my bottom
again!

“Ow!” I gasped breathlessly.

“Bad little girl,” she purred.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” I moaned.

I felt the dildo rubbing up and down against
my sopping opening, and then slowly pushing into me!

Crack!

“Did you forget to say mistress again,
slut?”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“Mistress!” I gasped.

The dildo was turning from side to side as
it pushed deeper and deeper. I shuddered as she pumped it inside
me, her other hand sliding in under my hip and rubbing my clitoris
as she pumped the dildo.

God it felt good as it filled me up! It
pushed deeper and achingly deeper, and believe me, that felt way
more intense when someone else was doing it than when I did it!

“Do you like it, slut?” she demanded.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Answer me, slut.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned. “Oh!” I gasped
immediately after, as she jammed it even deeper.

“Yeah, you love that big cock, don't you,
little girl?” she taunted. “You love having a big cock inside
you.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Don't you!?”

'Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Say it. Say please fuck me mistress.”

God, this was so fucking wild and... and
intense!

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned.

She shoved it all the way in and then turned
on the vibrator function and ground that against my clitoris as my
body began to overload with the wild explosion of sensation!

“Nasty little slave girl,” she said.

Crack!

“Dirty little breeder.”

Crack!

“Come for me, slut. Come for mistress.”

I did, and certainly couldn't hide it as the
explosive surge of sensation flooded my mind and practically
drowned me!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

She slapped my bottom quick and sharp as I
came, as my hips jerked and rutted back against the vibrator,
grinding it relentlessly against me at the same time!

Fuck! The orgasm was the most overwhelming
thing I'd ever felt! It was so intense that it was like it swamped
all my thinking, so that none of it mattered, nothing mattered
except the wild screaming pleasure ripping through my body and
mind!
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It was hot the next day, and the sun was
shining brightly without a cloud in the sky. So I just wore a
t-shirt and jeans to work. Lots of other people at work had worn
the same, so I felt that would help me fit in. Of course, I forgot
that almost all those people were guys and that I tended to look
different in a t-shirt than guys did.

It wasn't that it completely escaped me. I
mean, I did change shirts several times, looking for the one whose
color worked best with my skin and hair, and also wasn't too tight.
Still, there's no disguising that I'm a girl, not in a t-shirt.

Underneath I wore my black bra and panties.
They were lacy, sexy, and kind of... small. The bra was a half bra,
which, were it not for the t-shirt, would show a lot of creamy
flesh. The thong had a small crotch which was very low on my
abdomen. I mean, if I'd had any hair it certainly would have shown.
Two thin strings climbed up diagonally along my hips and over
them.

I wore these because I felt sexy, I felt
sexual, I felt like I'd been through this tremendously important
sexual event! Sort of like I'd lost my virginity, but not quite. It
had been the first time I'd done something other than just make out
with a guy and let him go all the way, an the first time I'd felt
such incredible heights of excitement and pleasure.

Slave girl! That was so deliciously sexy! I
mean, the whole bit about being tied up and her playing that sexy
bondage game stuff turned what had happened into a wild, wicked
thrill! The kind of thing that I had never experienced before!

I had had kinky lesbian bondage sex! Me!
Wow! But did that mean I was gay? I didn't think so. I had always
found guys very... nice to look at. But it bothered me that I'd had
such an exciting, thrilling time with such powerful orgasms with
Jessica and never with a guy. Of course, she was older and more
sophisticated and knew what she was doing.

I felt kind of cocky and confident as I
strolled into work. Like I was now this sophisticated sexy woman.
And of course, the guys all welcomed me and tried not to stare at
my chest, while I tried not to notice them failing.

They were guys, after all. I was used to
guys staring at my chest.

And if they knew there was a very faint
little bite mark around my left nipple they'd all have huge
erections! Especially if they knew it was a girl who put it there!
Ha!

I had more reading in store for me, and more
explanations of the plans, and demonstrations of various bits of
code and video. I met with one of the other teams, this one led by
a woman named Alex Berry who was very nerdish in both her look and
behavior, right down to the glasses and bad hair.

She was kind of cute, though, but it didn't
take me long to realize she was sort of clueless in terms of social
interactions, almost a cliche'd nerd,oblivious to how to talk to
people and what not to say.

“You know what, you're really cute,” she
said.

It was clearly not so much a compliment as
an observation. I mean, not for a second did I suspect she might be
coming onto me.

“Uh... thanks.”

“You would make an excellent model for our
Gemini character!”

“For who?”

“It's a character in a video game we're
working on, a kind of really cute tomboy who knows martial arts. I
don't meant the final character would look exactly like you but if
we have a baseline we can much more easily make small alterations,
like a slightly smaller nose, say, and more bangs across the
forehead.”

She practically dragged me into the next
room, where there was a machine like the one Scott Walker had
demonstrated.

“Mr. Walker already had one of these things
take pictures of me,” I said.

“He did!? Excellent!”

So she let me go, but then came back for me
an hour later and dragged me back.

“The one he took was just to demonstrate,”
she said. “It had a much lower shutter speed and pixel rate than we
need to actually work with.”

I shrugged and moved into position.

She gave me this assessing look which did
not miss my breasts.

“Could you take your top off?”

I stared at her in surprise.

“Why?!”

“Because then the measurements will be much
more precise.”

“I don't want everyone around here seeing
pictures of me in my underwear,” I said.

She laughed. “I don't blame you! But I'm not
going to take a picture. I'm going to take an image.”

I looked at her in confusion.

“Think of it as more of a diagram showing
shape, as opposed to an actual picture. In fact, at the depth I'm
using it won't even show your hair.”

She went to the computer and pulled up an
image. It was a blue diagram of a woman, but while it had breasts
they were just blue on black shapes with no nipples. And it most
definitely was not the least bit sexual. It looked like it could be
in a medical program.

“I'd do me, in fact, I have done me, but I'm
not as young, cute or built as you are.”

So, though I was a bit self-conscious, I let
her persuade me to remove my T-shirt. I didn't want one of the
managers to be mad at me, and she acted like it was so routine and
all that I felt like I would be seen as some kind of religious
prude if I refused. And from there it was a short step to removing
my jeans.

“Oh, they're cute,” she said, eyeing my bra
and panties. “Where did you get them?”

“A place called La Senza in LA,” I said.

She fiddled with the controls.

“Stand very still.”

The long bar began to circle me as I stood
still, with my shoulders back and chest out. It only took a couple
of minutes, then I gratefully dressed again and she showed me the
image of the naked me, except it was, as before, more like a
diagram of a bald female. The face was sort of recognizably me,
though. I mean, if you put skin and hair on it...

I went back to work, trying to focus on
learning all about my new job while wild images of the previous
evening kept rising to distract me. But then I got called away
again to another area, where Scott Walker was waiting.

“Hey, Haley,” he said with a smile. “I've
seen your body diagram.”

That made me feel a little squirmy!

“It's really good! And Alex is right that
you're a great model to rest out character on. Could you give us
some more help?”

“Sure,” I said.

So the next thing I knew I was stripping
again and putting on a skintight bodysuit of some sort of elastic
blue fabric that even covered my head! Then Alex and a guy named
Denver put all these little sensors around the thing and had me
walk in front of a blue screen while various cameras and other
measuring devices watched.

I ran, jumped, bent, turned, reached up,
stretched, pretended to shoot a gun, climbed a ladder, crawled on
my hands and knees, and turned my body in various ways while they
recorded the measurements.

Scott Walker was there, too, watching, and
that made me feel a little self-conscious because, well, he was
really cute, and the skintight outfit I wore was like... really
tight! It was like tighter than yoga pants! And I'd had to actually
remove my underwear because the straps showed! That meant there was
nothing hiding the shape of my body (which was the point) and my
breasts moved as I moved.

Fortunately, the fabric was a very dark
blue, otherwise I'd have been even more self-conscious walking and
moving around while he watched!

“Thanks for helping us out, Haley,” he said
when I'd dressed again.

“Oh, well, it wasn't very hard,” I said,
flushing a bit under his eyes.

“No, but it will save us time and money in
not having to make many alterations. You have a really great
body.”

I flushed a bit at that too.

“A very feminine body. I mean, let's face
it, the avatars in our games tend to be physical ideals, sometimes
even exaggeratedly so. Think of Tomb Raider's Lara Croft. Or any
number of male avatars who've got the shoulders and muscles of body
builders. People have come to expect it.”

“There are no flat chested girls in videos,”
I said with a grin.

“Not really, no. And they all have great
butts,” he said with a grin. “I don't think we'll have to change
your butt even a little.”

I flushed again.

“Let me take you to lunch,” he said.

I hesitated and he grinned again.

“Nothing to do with your great butt. I do it
with every new employee. It's not like we hire tons of people,
especially since no one quits.”

“Well, uh, okay sure,” I said.

So we went to lunch. It wasn't a fancy
restaurant because neither of us would have been seated given how
we were dressed, but it was a nice place. He asked me about myself,
and told me more about himself and how he'd started the company and
what he intended to do with it.

“It must be nice being the boss,” I
said.

“It has its advantages,” he said. “And
disadvantages. There's no one to pass the buck to. If there's a
problem, I'm the one who has to solve it. And I spend way too much
time worrying about money and sponsors and funding and employee
issues when I want to work on more technical issues.”

He took a sip from his glass of wine.

“And frankly, I would much, much rather deal
with technical issues than employee issues. A lot of my employees
are not what you might call socially well-adjusted.”

“You mean they're nerds?” I said,
smiling.

“I mean they're not used to resolving
conflicts so much as conducting flame wars. And they're somewhat
confused about what to do when the target of their disagreement is
sitting in front of them rather than safely anonymous somewhere far
away behind the computer screen.”

He shook his head. “Makes me long for the
days of corporal punishment. Nothing like a good flogging to keep
the crew in line.”

I laughed. “Yo, ho ho,” I said.

“No, that was pirates. I was thinking of the
British navy. They didn't say yo, ho ho. They said aye, aye sir, or
your lordship, or milord or something similar.”

“You don't even have your employees call you
sir,” I said.

“Yes, well, maybe I should start. With you,
perhaps?”

“If that's what you want, sir,” I said in
amusement.

“Come to think of it, that's not even good
enough. What I need are slaves who will obey my will and never
question my orders. Am I not a great man worthy of obsequious
behavior?”

“Well, is anyone behaving obsequiously
towards you?”

“Not so I've noticed.”

“Then apparently not.”

He gave me the evil eye.

“Based solely on your testimony regarding
evidence based findings,” I added.

I couldn't help thinking, though, about how
Jessica had called me a slave girl, which was a deliciously kinky
little thought for a sexual game!

Being Scott Walker's sex slave, now that
would be... interesting!

“You can be flogged, you know.”

“Yes, Master,” I said lightly.

It sent a little pulse of heat through me to
say that!

“Well, perhaps not legally. Spanked,
though,” he said.

The look he gave me when he said that was
thoughtful as well as amused, and I swallowed as my chest
tightened.

“That's legal?” I asked lightly.

“Parents spank their children legally, to
maintain discipline.”

“But I am not a child,” I said.

“No, you certainly are not,” he replied,
eyes flicking down briefly.

I flushed a little.

“But on the other hand you're quite young
and I could be sort of a mentor which is a kind of substitute
teaching figure which is – .”

“You're reaching,” I said.

“Yes, well, that's what you do when you're
on the cutting edge of things,” he replied with a grin. “You see
how far you can push things.”

“That sounds kind of like what guys do with
girls,” I said dryly.

He grinned broadly. “That too.”

He raised his eyebrows. “How far do you
think I could push you, Haley?”

I gulped and smiled as if it was a joke, but
knew it only half was! I could feel a rising sense of sexual
tension as the waiter arrived with the food. Fortunately, or
unfortunately, we settled down to eat for a time.

“I imagine there are benefits to being a
slave,” he said after a time.

I felt a little jarring at the statement,
mostly because of what had happened the other night.

“Uhm, frequent beatings?” I joked.

“An excellent benefit if one is a
masochist.”

“Few are,” I replied.

“Free food and board.”

“I like where I am, thanks,” I said.

“An absence of stress.”

“How do you figure?”

“Nothing to worry about since all decisions
are made for you.”

“Ahh, suppose you don't like the
decisions?

“Slaves, like children, don't really know
what's best for them.”

“Known a lot of slaves?”

“Not so much. But I'm very smart so I feel I
know what's best for everyone.”

“Ah, it must be nice to be so smart. And
confident.”

“Thank you,” he said modestly.

I snorted in amusement.

“But the slave wouldn't have to worry about
what to wear during the day, since she'd wear, well, nothing.”

“That sounds drafty. And possibly
unsanitary.”

“Well, I wouldn't let her on the furniture,
so that that would take care of the sanitary part. Drafts... I can
turn the heat up.”

“How kind of you.”

“Are you mocking me, employee?”

“Of course not, sir. I mean, master.”

He paid the bill and we headed back out onto
the street, stopping just outside.

“Waiting for your coach and driver?” I asked
teasingly.

He snorted and then slapped by bottom!

“Be respectful towards your betters,
employee,” he said as he headed up the street.

I joined him, giving him a reproving look,
but feeling my chest tighten further. I mean, all this talk about
slaves had been kind of kinky flirting but slapping my bottom had
been the first time he'd actually done anything physical!

“I was raised to think no one was better
than me,” I said. “Everyone has their strengths and
weaknesses.”

“You mean your parents were the kind who
felt kids should get ribbons, medals and trophies just to
participate?

“Well, no. But they certainly didn't want me
looking down on anyone.”

“I'm a judgmental bastard,” he said.
“Literally and figuratively, given my parents weren't married when
they had me. You can't be a boss and not be able to quickly assess
the merits and deficiencies of one applicants over another.”

“And did you assess my application?” I
asked.

“You forgot to say master,” he said.

I snorted.

“Yes, of course. Malcolm Ross does most of
the work on applicants, sifting through them and then presents me
with the final few gems to choose from.”

“So why did you choose me?”

“Every candidate has pluses and minus, as
you say,” he replied. “You had the most pluses and the fewest
minuses.”

“What was my chief plus?” I asked
curiously.

“Well, you were super hot,” he replied with
a grin.

I blushed. “You didn't even know what I
looked like.”

“Your gender was, in fact, the deciding
factor. Not that you weren't qualified in all other respects. In
fact, all our applicants were extremely well-qualified in terms of
academic abilities. But diversity of views is important in a small
company, and male nerds tend to all think alike.”

“Thus the Lara Croft games?”

“Thus Lara Croft and her highly unlikely
chest to waist ratio.”

I laughed.

“Plus we need to connect with females, in
all things, in all products. We need to keep their views and
desires in mind and not defer always to, well, as you say, male
nerds.”

“But I'm a sort of a female nerd.”

“Impossible.”

“Why?”

“You have no glasses.”

I smirked.

“And you're far too sexy.”

“Is a boss supposed to say that about a
junior employee?”

“Probably not but I'm not your ordinary
boss. And my assessment of you is you're not the sort of rigid
feminist type who would be affronted by such a statement.”

“Depends on the context.”

And, of course, who says it, I thought.

We were close to the building when he put
his arm across my shoulder and leaned in, lowering his voice.

“Now as we're back at work, Miss Cooper, I
want you to resist the urge to look at me longingly and call me
master,” he said. “Bad for rumors.”

I eased back, rolling my eyes at him.

“I think I can manage that,” I said.

“Good girl. Wouldn't want to have to spank
you, after all.”

I felt that hot little rush of energy again
as we walked through the doors.
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I was a bit nervous as I got home, wondering
if Jessica would come over again, and a bit worried about what
would happen if Christine found out what we'd done. I mean, hadn't
Jessica sort of cheated on her with me!?

And I was kind of keyed up. I had worked
late again. There was so much to learn before I could begin to
contribute! And Scott had turned up several times and given me this
strange look that made my insides thrum with energy. Once we'd
passed in the hall and he'd slapped by bottom again!

Yes, it was playful, and not a hard slap,
but it was also very certainly sexual and flirty!

Scott Walker wanted me! What was I supposed
to do about that!? He was the boss! On the other hand, he was
really hot! And the thought of having sex with him was... hmmmm,
very, very interesting! Maybe since he was older and more
sophisticated he'd be way better at it than the lovers I'd had up
to that point.

It was also a bit of a relief that I found
myself so strongly attracted to him in return. It meant that I
clearly wasn't a lesbian! Not that there was anything wrong with
being a lesbian...

Because I'd stayed late I'd also eaten at my
desk again, so all I had to do was get undressed, have a shower,
and relax for a bit before bed. Maybe I'd watch TV or read a book
or something.

There was an envelope taped to the glass
door when I got upstairs, an envelope with my name on it. I took it
with some trepidation, then let myself in and closed the door
behind me. It was sealed, so I tore it open and found a length of
black silk, and single small sheet of paper with a handwritten
message.

Take off your clothes. Go to your bedroom.
Put on the blindfold. Kneel on the foot of the bed with your face
down, bottom raised, arms stretched out before you and knees apart.
Wait for me. If you disobey I will punish you severely.

I felt my stomach starting to churn, and my
pulse rate kick up as I read it. I know my jaw dropped as I stared
at it, and at the length of black silk in my hand! Was she
crazy!?

At the same time I could already feel my
skin prickling, to say nothing of my nipples! I felt as if the
nerve endings all over my body were starting to get hyper
sensitive! My chest tightened and my lower belly began to thrum
with anxiety and anticipation!

I certainly felt some indignation too. I
mean, who did she think she was anyway? It was all very well to
call me a slave girl but I wasn't one. I felt myself scowling and
felt a rising sense of rebelliousness. I would just ignore this and
when she came, why... I would, uhm, set her straight on how I was
an equal and she needed to treat me with respect and...

Except, of course, I wasn't an equal, not by
a long shot. The very idea was silly. And I felt the memory of the
wild, erotic heat which had gripped me the previous evening, along
with those incredible orgasms, and compared that to reading a book
or watching The Bachelor.

But anxiety roiled my stomach anyway! Should
I!? No, this was crazy! I wasn't a lesbian! And she had a
girlfriend! A scary looking girlfriend! But on the other hand, that
had been the most incredible, wild, exciting sexual experience of
my life! How could I refuse another!

I did go to my bedroom because, well, I
always did. And I got undressed because that was something I always
did too! Or so I told myself. But then I had finally reached the
point of making some sort of decision! Should I put on something
or... or do what she told me to do!?

But that was so outrageous! Kneel naked on
the bed and wait for her!? Blindfolded!

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest!
And my nipples were incredibly hard and sensitive! I let my hand
slide down between my legs and gasped at how sensitive my clitoris
was, the lips of my sex swollen, and inside – very moist!

I couldn't do this! But on the other hand, I
couldn't not!

I knelt on the edge of the bed, naked! My
hands literally trembled as I doubled up the silk scarf and tied it
around my head. Then I dropped forward onto all fours and then,
pulse racing, lowered my chest to the bed and stretched my arms
awkwardly out before me. I shifted my knees apart on the bed,
flushing at what a... helpless and vulnerable and... obscene
position this was for anyone coming into the room!

And several times I almost decided to take
the blindfold off and get dressed, but I didn't... quite.

How long was I supposed to wait, I thought
anxiously. My breasts felt swollen below me as my chest squeezed
them into the mattress.

My sex felt... wet... and hot.. and...
empty...

My eyes widened behind the blindfold. Had
that been a sound!? Was someone here!? Looking at me!?

And then, suddenly, strong hands gripped my
wrists.

I let out a yelp and jerked in alarm.

“Did I tell you to move, slave girl?” her
cool voice demanded.

I gulped and stopped moving. A moment later
she crossed my wrists, and then I felt something going around them,
something that felt like the silk scarf around my eyes! They tied
my wrists firmly together before me!

Then I felt her hands on my buttocks,
stroking and caressing them.

Crack! She slapped me!

“What a lovely bottom,” she said.

Her fingers slid slowly down from my
buttocks, over my hips, and along my back to the back of my neck,
then back up my body once more and over my buttocks. They continued
down along the backs of my thighs, then slid back up along the
insides, parting my knees further. A moment later I moaned as I
felt her palm my sex, squeezing lightly.

It withdrew, but only to return, this time
the fingers rubbing up and down against me, especially in the
middle, especially over my clitoris! I trembled as I felt the
intensity of the sensations my already overheated body began to
send up through my nervous system!

“What a hot, sexy little slave girl,” she
said.

Crack!

I gasped at the slap.

“But she seems to be better prepared for a
man to come and mount her like a bitch in heat, than for her
mistress.”

That was awfully unfair given I had put
myself into the exact position she told me to!

A few moments later I felt her mouth against
me! OhmGod! Her mouth began to suck and lick and tongue me so that
my entire body began to feel with a wild, pulsating energy! I
couldn't keep still, and my hips kept grinding and jerking and
spasming against her.

“Stop moving, slut,” she ordered.

Crack!

I gasped, and halted, but couldn't stay
still.

“Nasty slut.”

Crack!

I moaned as I felt the sexual heat
deepen.

“I bet you want a hard cock inside you,
don't you, het girl,” she said.

Crack!

“Don't you, slut?”

Crack!

I moaned, gulping in air.

“Beg for it. Beg me to fuck you with my hard
cock.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

“Please?”

Crack!

“Do you mean please mistress, slut?”

“Please, Mistress!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you with my hard cock.”

“Please fuck me with your hard cock,
Mistress!” I moaned.

This was so sick and depraved, but so wild
and hot and thrilling too!

“Whore.”

Crack!

“Slut.”

Crack!

“Sex slave!”

Crack!

I shuddered as I felt something pushing
against the entrance to my sex, something thick and hard! It worked
its way in carefully, grinding and shifting and then slowly forcing
aside the lips of my sex. It was thick! I moaned as it slowly
penetrated me, sliding deeper in short little thrusts.

“I knew you would want a big cock, slave
girl,” she said.

Crack!

“Nasty little het girl.”

Crack!

“Ughh!”

“Breeder girl.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

It was moving in deeper and then still
deeper, filling me deliciously! I felt something like a sexual
fever building within me and knew I was close to orgasm!

And then it started to pump in and out, much
like a man would have! I felt her hands sliding along my back, up
and down, then onto my shoulders, and felt a sense of confusion
about how she was working the thing in and out of me. But then I
realized she must be wearing one of those... things... those
strap-on things!

The picture of that blew my mind! I came
immediately,crying out in helpless pleasure, jerking and shaking
and grunting and gasping as the overload of sexual pleasure swamped
my mind!

In the midst of it I felt her gathering in
my hair and jerking it back sharply! Then I felt one of her arms
curl around my waist, the hand reaching down so her fingers could
stroke my clitoris, and the orgasm redoubled as I cried out
again!

It was such a wild, raw animal thing, to be
fucked like this! And the orgasm just literally blew my mind as she
thrust into me hard and fast! It ached, for she was pushing deeper,
faster, and then I felt her hips beginning to strike my buttocks,
and knew another incredible wave of astonished heat and excitement
as my thoughts were confirmed!

She was fucking me like a man with one of
those thing you could strap on!

She halted as I lay there in dazed
exhaustion, moaning, slack jawed, spent.

“Such a hot, sexy, responsive little sex
slave,” she said.

Crack!

I moaned dully.

The thing slid slowly out of me, but after a
few moments her fingers began to caress me again. The felt very
slippery, as if they had been dipped into something like butter
or... something.

They slid up and down over my sex and
between my buttocks, even rubbing at my exposed little back
opening! That made me uneasy, but I was still gripped by the lazy
afterglow of that mind blowing orgasm and didn't protest.

“You certainly look like a well-fucked
little slave girl,” she said.

Her fingers stroked up and down, caressing
and massaging my sex, my labia, dipping inside me, then up and
around my clitoris, in no evident hurry. They pushed deep inside me
once again, one, two, three, twisting and turning, pumping and
stroking as she rubbed and massaged my clitoris.

The orgasm had been intense, but the sexual
heat hadn't gone away, and now she was building it up once
more!

“Of course, the position you're in isn't
just one for a bitch to submit to her stud,” she said. “One might
simply call it a position of submission.”

I groaned as her fingers twisted inside me,
pulled out, then penetrated me again – repeatedly.

I gasped in pain as she gripped my hair,
pulling forcefully, forcing me up onto my hands and knees.

“Keep your legs spread wide, little sex
slave,” she ordered.

Her fingers were pumping slowly inside me,
but now her other hand began to knead my left breast, and it was as
oily and slippery as the other. I felt her fingers massaging my
breast as it hung below me, felt the pulsing heat in my chest and
the way my nipple tingled as she rolled and stroked and squeezed
it, and groaned helplessly, my head falling low.

“Slutty little slave girl,” she said. “She
always wants it, the hot little nymph.”

Crack!

“Crawl forward on the bed, slut.”

Panting, I obeyed, and her fingers followed
me.

“Now lay down on your back.”

Her hands pulled free and I obeyed, laying
down and rolling over. I felt her hands at my wrists, then they
abandoned them and I felt them on my breasts. Yet my wrists were
held in place somehow! As if she'd tied the scarf up to my
headboard!

I felt another hot little rush of heat at
that thought!

Her hands spent a couple of minutes just
massaging my breasts, turning them into hot, throbbing, swollen
sources of sensual and sensory pleasure! Then her hands slid down
my chest, down my belly and abdomen. She spread my legs wide, so
wide the tendons in my thighs ached.

“Learn to spread your legs wider, slut,” she
growled. “Slave girls open their legs wide to anyone their mistress
gives their bodies to.”

What a nasty, wicked thought!

Her fingers began to massage me again,
penetrating me, sliding deep, pumping in and out. Then they paused,
leaving me gasping. A moment later I felt a scarf, or something
similar, tied around my right ankle, then my left, and both were
locked in place!

This was so incredible and hot and
thrilling!

Her hands moved up and down my legs, up and
down my thighs, then her mouth was over my sex again, licking and
sucking and driving me over the edge into another intense
orgasm!

“Nasty little sex slave,” she said, her
fingers stroking me and thrusting into me.

Crack!

That one hurt! I yelped at the hard slap to
my breast!

Then the dildo penetrated me again and I
groaned as it sank deep. I felt her body settle over me, her soft
flesh against mine, her breasts pillowing against my own, then her
hand in my hair, jerking tight as her lips moved along the nape of
my neck.

“Sex slave,” she purred into my ear.

Her hips began to grind slowly, rolling to
twist the thick cock inside me. She pumped in and out in slow
motions as her lips found mine and kissed me savagely! Whenever she
jammed the thing deep – achingly deep – she ground her hips against
me and something on the harness ground deliciously against my
clitoris!

The heat began to rise within me again! I
moaned dazedly as it deepened and spread its tendrils through my
body and mind, and as she began to thrust harder the pleasure
rolled through me in waves!

She pulled out, and a moment later there was
movement on the bed. I felt her thighs against my hips, then my
ribs, then her skin slid up over my breasts and I felt pressure on
my upper chest as her fingers tugged on my hair.

“Start licking, sex slave,” she ordered from
above me.

I felt something soft and moist pressing
against my mouth, and moaned into it as I pushed my tongue out and
started to lick. I couldn't actually see what I was licking,
though, which made it difficult!

Perhaps sensing that, she slipped the
blindfold off and I was looking at her glistening sex, then her
smooth, trim abdomen, then rolled my eyes upwards along her body to
where she looked down at me.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl,” she
ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, licking excitedly at
her as she ground herself against my face.

I gasped as I felt the dildo sliding back
into me, but thought nothing of it as she jerked her fingers in my
hair and ground herself against my mouth. This was so wicked and
thrilling! And my body was suffused with heat and filled with a raw
animal hunger!

The dildo pumped in and out, and in and out,
and fingers began to stroke my clitoris so that the waves of
pleasure swept up through my belly! Then she began to lick me, hard
and fast, and that pleasure spiraled higher and higher as I licked
her clitoris!

There was some confusion in that, but I paid
it little heed. I licked and gasped and my hips rolled and the
dildo thrust into me as she licked me and I licked her. Yet I could
see her up above me, staring down at me, and knew something was
strange. And then I realized that someone else must be there,
someone kneeling on the bed licking me.

I felt a sense of wonder and confusion, but
the tongue on me was too delicious to care and I was very close to
orgasm. And then it hit, and I cried out in dazed wonder, my body
twisting and straining against the restraints, my hips bucking
against the plunging dildo as I was licked hard and fast!

“Lick me, slut,” Jessica growled, tugging on
my hair.

I shuddered and trembled, hardly in
condition to do anything, as she ground her sex against my mouth.
The orgasm had left me shattered and slack jawed. But her continual
tugs on my hair got me dazedly complying after some seconds and I
resumed licking her.

I had to, after all.

But as my mind began to clear I recalled
again that someone was licking me, and felt a growing sense of
embarrassment and anxiety, of outrage and uncertainty and
confusion!

“Make me come, you hot little fuck toy,”
Jessica said, grinding her sex into my mouth.

I gasped and obeyed, licking hard and fast
at her even as the dildo continued to pump into me with long
strokes and lips sucked on my clitoris.

I was afraid I knew very well who it had to
be! It had to be Christine!

I couldn't see anything for Jessica knelt,
her legs apart on either side of my head, her bottom half pressed
against my upper chest as she ground herself into me. That was most
of my vision, and the sharp little tugs against my hair made my
scalp sting and drove me to hurriedly obey and lick her.

That Christine would be in the room and
licking me and... and doing stuff was shocking and made my mind
squirm, but in a weird sense, I had to accept it because clearly
she was and had already seen me and touched me and licked me right
through an orgasm!

I would have been horrified and refused if
Jessica had proposed it in advance. But now... now it didn't seem
so bad. It was like, well, it had already happened and it wasn't
like it had been so awful, right? And this was some sort of
delightfully exciting, sick little bondage game with me as the sex
slave so it almost seemed natural.

Jessica was grinding harder and faster and
her breath was becoming more ragged, and then she came, gasping and
shuddering and gurgling in pleasure as she ground her sex against
my face!

Then she eased off and back and got off the
bed, leaving me to stare down at Christine, who was now wearing the
strap on thing! She actually didn't have a bad body, now that she
was naked. She was more flat chested than me, of course, but so was
Jessica, and she had wider shoulders and hips.

She undid my ankles and then lifted them up
onto her shoulders as she leaned into me, and I shuddered as she
buried the dildo in my sopping, aching belly and leaned forward
over me!

What... I mean what was I supposed to say!?
Or do!?

I was horribly embarrassed to see her and
turned my face away as she began to work her hips in and out. I
felt very... powerless, but in a sexual way. She forced my legs
back against my body, leaning over me more, letting the weight of
her chest force my legs back hard.

And then her hand gripped me by the
throat!

I had to pay attention to her then!

I gasped and stared up at her to see her
hungry smile looking down at me.

“You're my slave girl too, slut!” she
growled.

I felt something very strange and dark rush
through me! I mean, first there was a wave of fear and anxiety and
alarm! Her hand was choking me! It wasn't squeezing really hard,
but it was making it almost impossible to breath! The threat was
obvious! She had the power of life and death over me!

I didn't really fear that she would kill me
or anything, though. Instead what followed the initial emotional
waves was a kind of sense of... submission and helplessness, of an
almost docile acceptance that she was right and I had to obey her.
And I didn't even feel any sense of outrage or resentment to it! It
was like, well, that was just the way it was.

She removed her hand and I gulped in air as
she gripped my ankles and forced them down hard over my head, her
hips rising and falling harder now, pounding against my buttocks as
she bent me in two and rammed the dildo into me hard and fast!

I could only gasp and cry out, moaning and
whimpering as she used the thing on me. Even as I felt fingers
rubbing at my clitoris – which had to be Jessica. Yes, she was
sitting on the edge of the bed now...

Christine used her grip on my ankles and her
straight arms to lift her upper body above me, while keeping the
dildo still halfway inside me.

“What's my name, slut?” she demanded.

I just gulped in air, gasping.

She snorted and rammed the dildo in
hard!

I cried out and she drew back.

“What's my name, slut?” she demanded
again.

Again she rammed it into me and I cried
out.

“What's my name, slut?”

“C-Christine,” I gasped breathlessly.

She rammed it into me again and I cried
out.

“My name is mistress. Say it.”

“M-Mistress!” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please... please fuck me... mistress,” I
moaned.

She did, riding me hard, hammering down. And
unlike a man she didn't get soft. She pulled out, allowed my aching
body to unfurl, then roll onto my belly. Back in position with my
bottom high she rode me from behind, gripping my hair and yanking
it back as Jessica played a vibrator over my clitoris.

And as the shock of her began to fade and
the dark thrill of sexual heat woke once more, I began to not care,
began to submit, not physically, for in that I had no choice, but
emotionally. And then the orgasms started again.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


I was bewildered, but also strangely giddy
afterward. I mean, that had been astonishing! I could hardly
believe Jessica's wicked little game had gotten so kinky so fast!
But I had had more orgasms in one evening than I had imagined it
was even possible for a body to have!

That evening was redefining what sex and
sexuality meant to me! It was elevating it from a thing for mild
sport and fun, with the possibility of future romance, to an
incredibly thrilling and sensual game of passion and
excitement!

I had never seen myself as any sort of,
well, rebel or wild child. I had always seen myself as boringly
ordinary and straight laced. And while I had mused to myself about
doing certain thrilling things someday, or at least, fantasized
about them, I hadn't actually ever had the courage to even try to
do anything.

Now I had had this wild, nasty sex life, and
I was feeling kind of proud of myself over it! True, it was with
lesbians, and more a sport than anything else. But hey, it wasn't
like I was ready to settle down to a serious romance yet anyway. I
had only just graduated and only just moved here and only just
started my new job!

Of course, I would have been horrified if
any of my friends or family found out what I had done! But there
was no way that was going to happen, which made me feel kind of
cocky and smug about it. Especially so at work, around the nerd
guys who I knew would give anything just to watch a scene like I
had been involved in the previous evening!

And then there was Scott Walker.

I was called to his office again, and felt a
hot little rush of energy as I read the email. I felt unaccountably
nervous but also felt my nipples prickling and felt a thrumming in
my lower belly. Yesterday's lunch and his playful talk about
slavery was just way too close to home! Especially with those
little slaps to my butt!

Now imagine being HIS sex slave, I thought
breathlessly!

“Come on in, hot stuff,” he said.

I flushed but did so, closing the door
behind me as he turned to his computer. He waved me over and he
brought up a video. And I saw that it was me! Well, not exactly me
because the girl on the screen was a blonde with a pony tail. She
was wearing, basically, the Lara Croft outfit of short shorts and
tight t-shirt.

“How do you like seeing yourself as Lara
Croft?” he asked in amusement.

“Neat!” I said. “Lara isn't a blonde,
though.”

He hit a few keys and suddenly she was a
brunette. That made her look even more like me!

He moved her around. She was in a cave, and
pulled a gun from a holster and shot it at a guy, who fell down
dead. Then she jumped up onto the edge of a cliff and climbed up
it. I have to say her butt looked pretty nice in the tight
short-shorts, especially as it kind of wiggled for the camera while
she climbed.

And knowing it was my butt made me blush a
bit.

Then she was on top and running through some
woods. I noted her breasts were wobbling, though not that much. It
was realistic, I suppose, but also made me a bit self-conscious.
Then she came to a river, and suddenly stripped off her top and
shorts. Now she was in a bikini.

She dove into the water and began to swim,
and the camera moved around her.

“I can do just about anything with her now,”
he said.

He turned and grinned at me. “If only that
was true with the real world model.”

I blushed a little more, feeling that little
thrum in my belly deepen.

“Guys are all perverts,” I said.

“If that were true I'd do really perverted
tings with this beauty,” he said, grinning at me and waggling his
eyebrows.

“Don't you dare,” I gulped.

He grinned. “Why? It's just a graphic
character.”

Which was certainly true, but on the other
hand it was sort of, well, it looked a lot like me!

He tapped the keys and the screen changed.
Now there was a guy on it, wearing only a speedo. He was a very
attractive guy, and nicely muscled too. And if he had a day's
growth of beard I'd think he was Walker's double!

“You see, I went through the machine too,”
he said.

Well, did that mean I was looking at his
body, and his chest and belly looked exactly like that? That was...
interesting!

“Maybe you should put him in a thong,” I
said teasingly.

“Guys don't look sexy in thongs, they just
look sad.”

Which I didn't really disagree with.

“Maybe he should be naked then,” I said
lightly.

“That might scare you.”

He did something with the keys and suddenly
the bulge in the guy's little bathing suit grew much bigger.

“You wish,” I said with a smirk.

“You doubt me?”

The character was now naked! And he had a
ridiculously big cock! I mean, it wasn't hard or anything, but it
hung halfway down his thigh!

“Is this about male fantasies?” I asked,
feeling that sense of sexual electricity growing again. “Guys with
tiny dicks can pretend they're hung like a horse?”

“I have no idea what you're talking about,”
he said aloofly.

“Riiight. You know that thing wouldn't even
fit in a woman if it got hard.”

“Nonsense.”

And it did get hard! I flushed as it sprang
up, like, as thick as a coke can, but as long as two of them end to
end.

“What woman wouldn't welcome a man built
like this?”

“No human one!”

“I'm sure you're wrong.”

And then the girl character was there with
the guy, and I felt my face heating as she lost her clothes,
remembering that those were my breasts and my buttocks!

And then she was laying back with her knees
raised and apart and he was kneeling and thrusting into her. The
thickness of his cock as it moved into her made a bulge appear
along her abdomen and lower belly as it moved in and out.

“Okayyy, I think I'll get back to work and
leave you with your porny little cartoons,” I said.

“Cartoons? Don't be insulting,” he said,
turning it off. “These are computer graphics. Our aim is to make
them as realistic as possible.”

“You think that's realistic?”

“Well, realistic with a little bit of
exaggeration.”

“Like about a foot longer than the real
thing?”

“Now you're just being insulting,” he
said.

He reached out and slapped my bottom and I
gasped, feeling a jolt of sexual energy and breathlessness. I had
gotten slapped a number of times on the ass by Jessica and
Christine last night, after all!

“The real thing is probably an inch long,” I
taunted, feeling a dark rush of heat, excitement and
anticipation.

“Not hardly.”

“And half an inch wide – in circumference –
when hard,” I teased.

“Mocking your boss can get you into trouble,
Haley,” he said.

I stuck my tongue out at him, and he reached
out to slap my bottom again, but I twisted away! But then he
grabbed my wrist and jerked me forward! I stumbled and he laughed
and then the next thing I knew I was being pulled forward to fall
sprawling across his lap!

Crack!

“I think you need to learn to show more
respect for your betters,” he said.

I gasped, feeling my body suddenly charged
up with sexual energy and electricity, and almost breathless with
it!

“I don't see any around!”

Crack!

“You're not paying attention, slave
girl.”

God! There was that phrase again! Was
everyone in San Francisco a pervert or was I just giving off
messages to him that I'd learned from Jessica!?

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it! You... weirdo!”

Crack!

“The name is... master.”

“That'll be the day!” I gasped as I squirmed
and tried to twist away.

He held me easily, and then slapped his hand
down on my bottom again.

“You know, now that I study it up close like
this, I have to remark on how shapely your ass is, Haley.”

I flushed again as his hand caressed my
bottom!

“Stop molesting the employees!” I
gasped.

“But it's so enjoyable,” he replied.

Crack!

“Don't you think so?”

“Ow! No!”

“Well, you should see things from where I
sit.”

Crack!

“Ow! You're hurting where I sit!”

“Just disciplining the hired help.”

“I'll complain to HR!” I gasped.

“I own HR.”

Crack!

“Ow! Hey!”

“Of course, the proper way to discipline
rude young girls is to give them a bare bottom spanking,” he
said.

And as he said it his fingers slipped into
the waistband of my yoga pants, and into the waistband of my thong
at the same time, and peeled them right down to my thighs!

I felt another huge jolt of emotion hit me!
Partly it was shocked embarrassment, but partly it was another rush
of sexual energy!

“Lovely,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it! Pervert!”

Crack! Crack!

“Don't worry. I won't harm such a beautiful
ass.”

Crack!

“Just punish it a little.

“Ow! Oh! That hurts!” I moaned, squirming
and twisting to get free.

“Are you going to be properly respectful to
your master?”

“Y-Yes!” I gulped breathlessly.

“Say yes master.”

I shuddered and felt a rush of energy and
heat as his fingers slid down over my sex and began to rub me!

“Y-Yes, Master!” I moaned.

His fingers began to push into me, and I was
already wet! They thrust in and out as his other hand raced over my
body while I lay there panting across his lap. He tugged my t-shirt
up under my arms, then off, and undid my bra, ignoring my feeble
protests and half-hearted physical resistance!

Then I was naked, and then my hands were
tied behind my back!

I felt almost disoriented by how much this
resembled the dark, thrilling sex I'd had with Jessica! But then he
pushed me off onto the floor, jerked his own pants down and what
lay between his thighs was quite different from Jessica. He wasn't
as thick as a coke can but he was certainly thicker than any guy
I'd ever had!

He guided my mouth to him and I began to
suck and lick with breathless excitement as his fingers combed
through my hair and moved down to knead my breasts.

Was I really on my knees naked at work with
my hands tied behind my back giving the boss a blow job!?
Seriously!?

This was so impossible and incredible and
astonishing!

But there was a real cock in my mouth, and I
hadn't had one of those in long months. I bobbed up and down,
licking and sucking as he tightened his grip in my hair and rolled
and plucked at my hard nipples.

He guided me to his balls by the simple
expedient of jerking on my hair, and I sucked and licked and
mouthed them, then he jerked on my hair again, guiding me back onto
his cock, and I sucked and bobbed up and down.

He had hardly even touched me sexually in
several minutes, except to grope my breasts, but I was absolutely
throbbing with sexual energy and desire! He stood up, peeling off
his t-shirt so he was naked too, and his fingers tightened in my
hair to reinforce to me that he was the boss, he was in charge, I
was... the slave girl!

I shuddered and felt myself sinking into a
role I had barely begun to understand with Jessica, but relished as
wild, thrilling, outrageous and forbidden. He started to pump his
hips in and out while controlling my head with a firm grip on my
hair.

This was totally unlike every blow job I'd
ever given, where I controlled how fast and how deep, but it didn't
seem to matter to me. I felt dazed by the heat and desire. I
gurgled as the head of his cock pushed deeper and deeper, and then
suddenly he was in my throat!

I instinctively recoiled, or tried to, but
he wasn't allowing it. He pulled me forward as his hips drove
forward, and his thick cock slid, stunning me, right down my throat
until my lips were wrapped around the base!

My lips stayed there, too, even as my lower
body twisted a little and jerked. But he had my hair in both hands
and those hands were pressed firmly against the back of my head! I
felt myself becoming light-headed, but strangely, not at all
fearful or worried.

He pulled back, inch after inch of
glistening cock pulling into view, then out, allowing me to gulp in
deep, ragged breaths of air. I still felt dazed, but also oddly
victorious. So that was what it felt like to deep throat someone, I
thought.

It was a sort of feverish, drunken thought,
by a mind incapable of thinking straight.

He pushed himself back into my mouth and
deep into my throat again, before starting to pump in and out with
long, slow strokes. And after a few seconds I didn't even struggle.
I felt a sense of surrender. It wasn't a gloomy or helpless sense,
but one of almost relaxation.

He tilted my head back and pumped his cock
up and down in my throat as held me in place, and I felt no real
urge to gag. Instead my body continued to quiver and churn with a
ferocious sexual hunger.

He pulled back, and then I was on the floor,
my bottom raised, just as I had been the other night. I shuddered
as his spit-wet cock rubbed up and down against my opening, and
then climaxed then and there, crying out in dazed, wondering
pleasure before his hand clamped over my mouth!

He thrust himself into me and I cried out
even louder! Well, I would have if it weren't for the hand over my
mouth! His cock felt incredible inside me, way better, more
natural, more sensual than those dildos Jessica had used! And the
knowledge it was REAL had a tremendous impact on my roiling
mind!

I came, sobbing and crying out, even before
he started to thrust, and then came again, and then again as he
rode me. He rode me hard and fast, and got harder and faster by the
second as his hand remained clamped over my mouth!

He was bent over me and I could feel his
hot, panting breath on my neck as he thrust into me hard and deep!
My body shuddered and trembled and the feverish heat eased then
grew, then eased again before growing and exploding int another
orgasm!

And all through them he just rode me hard,
not saying a word, his hips pummeling my buttocks, his cock
spearing deep into my burning, spasming sex as the world dissolved
around me into a glittering universe of pleasure!
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There was a waist high cabinet on the wall
directly across from Walker's desk. There had been a picture on the
wall above it, but he'd taken that down. Then he'd tied my wrists
together in front of me instead of behind me while I was still
gasping and stunned from the intensity of a final orgasm.

And now I was standing with my butt pressed
against the shelving unit. He'd pulled my bound wrists up above my
head, then down behind my back, and then attached them to whatever
was on the wall behind me that had held the picture up.

I had been too fucked up, in both senses of
the word, to even protest until he'd already stood back. Then I
just blinked at him in confusion, like, what the fuck, you know? I
tugged against the hold the ropes had on my wrists but they held
firm, pulled down behind my neck in back.

Of course, that pulled my shoulders back and
kind of made my back arch since my hips were held a good eighteen
or twenty inches or so forward from the wall.

He just sat back in his desk, and looked at
me, as if in fascination.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I finally
gulped.

“Just admiring the view.”

I was still flushed, my chest still rising
and falling fairly rapidly, the echo of the pleasure which had
stomped through my mind still there behind my eyes.

“You have gorgeous breasts,” he said
admiringly.

He wasn't the first to say that, and I have
to admit I didn't mind hearing it, but still... why was I tied up?
More importantly, what was he going to do!? And we were at the
office! What if someone came in!?

“What if someone needs to see you?” I
asked.

“I won't answer the door.”

There was silence for a minute or so while I
regained my breath and he looked me up and down admiringly.

“How long are you going to keep me tied up?”
I asked.

“I don't know. Forever? I can't imagine
anything else would look better there than you.”

“I'm not a... an wall ornament,” I gulped,
trying to sound firm.

“You have amazing nipples.”

My nipples were still very hard, very
swollen. The areolas were puffed out around them too, and my
breasts stood up and out, throbbing faintly, the skin stretched
taut across my flesh because of the way my body was positioned. No
doubt that was why he had positioned it like this.

“Do you... do you often tie girls up?” I
gulped.

“Rarely.”

I tugged against the ropes again. I was
feeling weird now. His unabashed admiration was … nice, of course,
but I was a bit anxious about what actions would follow. It was
also a bit unnerving.

“It's rude to stare, you know,” I said.

“I don't care.”

I tugged at the rope again, then tried to
turn, but couldn't. Besides, it wouldn't leave me in any better
position, really. He'd probably just admire my ass then.

“I have work to do, you know,” I said.

“I decide that. I'm the owner,
remember?”

He got up and came around the desk, and I
felt my anxiety – and anticipation – suddenly rise as he came to
stand before me. His hand ran lightly over my breasts, caressing
them, following the contours of my body. He squeezed each breast a
little, then raised his other hand so he could take both nipples
between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, rolling and rubbing
them.

“A feast for the eyes,” he said.

And then not just the eyes, for he lowered
his mouth to my left breast, and took the center between his lips –
and teeth! I gasped as his lips closed tightly and he began to suck
rhythmically. His tongue licked at my tingling nipple, and then his
teeth began to dig into my soft flesh too!

“Oh! D-Don't!” I gasped, wriggling as his
teeth chewed on my flesh!

His right hand suddenly came up between my
thighs, and his fingers began to stroke and caress me there. I
gasped as they parted the lips of my sex and found me, of course,
still quite wet. A finger slipped inside, then a second, pumping up
and down as his thumb rubbed against my clitoris.

He shifted to my right breast, sucking and
licking and chewing on it as his long fingers moved inside me and
his thumb stroked my clitoris.

He pulled his lips off my right breast and
returned to the left, rubbing his face, his cheeks over my skin,
then taking bites up and down along the round curve of my breast!
They weren't hard bites, but his teeth were squeezing uncomfortably
hard on each one as he sucked and tongued me!

He shifted to my other breast again, then
back again, focusing on the nipple again, sucking and licking and
chewing around it, then back once more, then biting his way along
the soft flesh as I gasped and moaned and yelped a little!

And all the while his fingers were pumping
up and down inside me and sort of... pulling against me so that my
hips might push forward a bit. Or at least, that was what I thought
at first, but then it just seemed that he was rubbing against the
wall of my sex there as his thumb stroked on the outside of it.

Then his fingers stopped stroking and
instead it was like... he was trying to repeatedly push against me
in short repeated little motions, his fingers moving from side to
side within my tight little sleeve.

And I felt... something!

I wasn't sure quite what it was but I gasped
at the sensation! I felt flushed, and my hips jerked as his fingers
tapped at the inside of me again and again even as his thumb
stroked my clitoris, even as his mouth sucked and chewed hungrily
at my breasts!

The heat was spiraling rapidly up through my
body, becoming a sweltering, debilitating thing which suffocated my
mind! I could hardly think as he fondled and touched and chewed at
me! I could only tremble and moan and gasp and whimper as waves of
heat and pleasure rolled through my body.

Then the orgasm hit, and tore though me with
explosive force! I cried out, only to have him quickly slap his
hand over my mouth! I cried out again and again, cried out all the
air in my lungs as my hips bucked violently against his
fingers!

“Noisy girl,” he said as the orgasm
faded.

I gulped in air, shuddering, as he moved
back, moved away. He went to a closet and then sorted through it,
returning with some sort of ball. I thought it was one of those
stress balls which littered the office, but this was black instead
of purple, and he quickly gripped my hair behind my neck, jerking
back sharply.

My mouth opened in a gasp, and he pushed the
ball into it! Or at least, he tried to. The ball seemed a bit big,
but it was malleable enough he could squeeze it a bit to get it
through my teeth. It expanded again on the other side, filling my
mouth completely, pressing my tongue down and preventing me from
even closing my lips!

It had straps, thin ones, which went around
my cheeks to fasten in behind. He stood back with a grin, admiring
the look of me, I guess, then dropped to his knees.

His tongue and lips began to work on my
clitoris as his fingers slid back inside me. They rubbed up and
down the inside of my sex, then began to tap at that same place
again as his tongue licked my clitoris and he sucked
rhythmically.

Like I said, I hadn't had much experience on
the receiving end of oral sex, not until Jessica and then her
roommate last night. The experience had been an eye opener! And you
would think lesbians would be better at it than a man. But... it
didn't seem like that was the case here!

I felt my bones dissolving in the heat as
Walker licked, sucked and fingered me to orgasm after orgasm! My
hips jerked and bucked and spasmed and I sobbed in breathless
pleasure as my body was wracked by convulsions! Instead of one
orgasm and then a slow sinking down, it was more like a roller
coaster with many rises and falls.

A fast roller coaster!

The kind that left you breathless from
screaming!

I was slack jawed – or would have been if
the ball-gag wasn't filling my mouth, and glassy eyed, by the time
he rose up before me. He reached behind and without untying my
wrists, somehow freed them from whatever held them there, but only
to raise them up higher on the wall as he turned me to face it.

I moaned, my head falling against my arms as
he reached up and attached the ropes somewhere.

I looked up slowly, along the length of my
arms, to where they were bound together by loops of the black rope.
Then to a ring set in the wall. Now the edge of the cabinet was
jabbed into my abdomen, forcing my hips out. Out further now
because my arms were lifted higher.

His hands began to knead and caress my
buttocks now as I stood on the balls of my feet, panting and
moaning into the ball-gag.

“Now, about this slave girl business,” he
said, his voice soft in my ear.

Crack!

I gasped a little as his hand slapped my
bottom.

“I kind of like the idea of having a slave
girl like you,” he said.

Crack!

I moaned again as his hand slapped me then
kneaded my bottom.

He drew back and went back to the closet,
but I paid little heed. I was still trying to catch my breath and
fit my mind back together! I couldn't even count how many orgasms I
had had!

Walker returned with a … a stick. I didn't
pay it much attention. I rested my cheek on my arms and thought how
wild and incredible the last few days were with a sort of stunned
amazement.

Then he swept it back and forth, swishing it
through the air with a thin hissing sound. He moved to the side and
brought the thing in against my buttocks, pressing it in lightly
along both buttocks.

He drew his arm back and swung it in
quickly, and the 'stick' made the same swishing sound, then a thin,
low, meaty sound as it struck my buttocks.

It was neither thick nor heavy. But I felt
the sharp sting across my bottom as it struck, and jerked in
startlement, my hips seeking to push against the cabinet as my head
twisted around, eyes widening.

“Slave girls have to be disciplined,” he
said. “And a riding crop is the best tool for that.”

A.. a what? Was he serious!? Was that really
a – ?

Hiss – thwick!

It hissed through the air and then cut
across my bare bottom a second time, and again I felt that sting as
I yelped into the gag.

“Slave girls have to be trained to
obedience,” he said.

Hiss – thwick!

I gasped, hips jerking at the sharp
sting!

“Slave girls have to learn to respect their
master.”

Hiss – thwick!

“Slave girls have to learn to please their
master.”

I moaned a protest into the gag, my hips
rolling from side to side, but with my wrists tied to the wall
above and before me there was nothing I could really do!

Hiss – thwick!

Hiss – thwick!

Hiss – thwick!

Hiss – thwick!

I yelped and twisted as the thing bit into
my buttocks again and again! The stings themselves weren't so very
terrible, but my bottom was starting to heat up, and become more
sensitive so each successive blow seemed to sting more!

Hiss – thwick!

“A slave girl has to submit to her master,”
he said.

Hiss – thwick!

“A slave girl has to surrender herself to
her master.”

Hiss – thwick!

“A slave girl has to abandon her
inhibitions.”

Hiss – thwick!

“A slave girl has to abandon her false
pride.”

My bottom was soon throbbing with heat and
pain, and I was being pulled out of that soft, shimmering sense of
sexual heat and hunger which had suffused me earlier. I was
becoming anxious and frustrated and almost desperate for him to
stop!

So when he said, the words very firm.

“Spread your legs!”

I obeyed, because, well, I hoped that meant
something different!

It did.

His hand thrust between my thighs and cupped
my sex, then two, then three, then four of them pushed up into my
sex!

I moaned as I was stretched open, but wasn't
complaining! It was way better than him using the riding crop on
me! But then his thumb pressed against my back passage and pushed
into me there!

I moaned and trembled there against the
cabinet.

His fingers drew back. There was a pause,
then they began to massage my buttocks, and were now very slippery,
as if he'd dipped them in some kind of gel or oil. He spread it
over my buttocks, then in between my thighs and over my pussy. His
fingers slid into me again, stretching me out, and pumping slowly
in and out.

His thumb pushed into my ass to the knuckle,
then pulled out, then penetrated me again, pushed in to the
knuckle, then pulled out and did it again. His other hand,
meanwhile, had slipped over my left hip and down my abdomen so his
fingers could rub my clitoris.

This was all so crazy and kinky and wild and
darkly thrilling! My bottom still throbbed but not badly, and the
tide of heat began to rise within me again, despite my earlier
orgasms! I moaned and my hips began to roll back against his
fingers as they drove high inside me again and again.

They drew back and I felt what had to be his
erection against my buttocks, between my buttocks, slick and
slippery as it slid up and down, grinding himself against me for
long seconds!

He drew back a bit and then I felt him
pushing into my ass!

I moaned around the gag. I thought for a
moment to refuse, or at least, try to signal my refusal, but that
collapsed as I instead felt myself surrendering to the idea with a
sense of dark excitement. Why not? I was experiencing all kinds of
new things, so why not this!?

He moved into me fairly easily, without
pain. I felt stretched, but as he moved slowly in and back, in and
back, my body seemed to get used to the feel, and he slid deeper
and deeper. It was an unfamiliar sensation, but given the heat of
my body that sensation began to play upon the hunger filling my
mind!

His strong hands gripped the front of my
thighs, forcing them back and apart so the balls of my feet could
barely keep contact with the floor! I felt... possessed...
controlled... helpless... as I had with Jessica. And as with her,
it was a delicious feeling, an erotic feeling, not one that
threatened or caused anxiety – at least not much.

I groaned as his cock drove even deeper,
shockingly, wickedly, deliciously, thrillingly deeper, so that the
head made me feel cramps way inside! He started moving in and out
more smoothly, using longer strokes, and then his hips began to
strike my buttocks as he buried the final inch in my ass!

So sick and wild and nasty! I was spiraling
up that dark whirling current of overheated sensations once more,
gasping every time he thrust into me, feeling my body pulsating
with heat and arousal! Then his slippery right hand slid further in
from where it gripped the front of my thigh, leaving his forearm
for that as his fingers found my clitoris.

Rapture! I sobbed breathlessly as the orgasm
came, as my body flared wildly and the sexual pressure tore out
through every pore! He was thrusting into me hard and fast, so that
it felt as if the head of his cock was kind of … punching me, deep
inside! But the state of my mind thrilled to it as the orgasm
consumed me!

I shook and trembled through a violent
series of muscle spasms, hardly even aware of them,as his hips
slapped against my buttocks with bruising force! His big cock was
spearing deep into my belly with every stroke, and I felt as if my
mind was coming apart, dissolving under the howl of sensation!

The only reason I didn't collapse into a
limp heap on the floor was because my wrists were tied to the wall
and his hands were in front of me. But when the orgasm finally
faded and he halted his thrusts, panting into my ear and grinding
his pelvis into my buttocks, I felt barely conscious.

And he still wasn't finished with me!

Without untying my wrists he undid the rope
from the ring in the wall and then actually carried me over to the
sofa in the corner. It had a big, padded ottoman before it and he
lay me on the ottoman, knelt before it, spread my knees wide, and
started to lick my pussy once more!

I dazedly pushed at his head, as if to say
“No moooore!” but his response to that was to push my hands up and
back behind my head, then take the trailing rope which had attached
it to the ring in the wall and wrap it around my neck, tying it
off. That kept my wrists down behind my neck as his tongue went to
work on me again.

His fingers pushed into me – deep, and found
that spot on the inside of the wall of my sex, and I was soon
writhing and sobbing breathlessly again, and almost begging him to
stop! Could you die from too much pleasure!? Could you go insane
from too many orgasms!? The muscles of my abdomen ached from
repeated orgasms! I wanted to crawl into a dark place and
sleep!

But then he scooped my legs up and back,
drove himself into my ass, and pounded me again until he came
himself. I was barely conscious at the time, and drooling around
the ball gag, dazed and uncaring.
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Thank God Jessica and Christine seemed to be
out that evening! At least, the lower part of the house was dark
when I got home. I was exhausted! I felt as if I'd been in a
marathon! All those muscles spasms had left me aching!

Walker was crazy! I mean, holy God! I felt
as if I'd been ravished by a wild beast!

Although, of course, aside from the biting,
and that riding crop thing, it had all been reasonably gentle. It
was my body's reaction which was violent.

Not my body alone, of course. My mind had
played a big part. That was what confused me. Why had it been so
incredibly thrilling!? Okay, he was good with his tongue and
fingers. I had to give him that. But the heat that had enveloped me
wasn't because of that.

It seemed that I liked being … well...
manhandled and tied up! That kind of went against my upbringing and
my thought of myself (and every one of my girlfriends) about female
equality and how abhorrent male violence and domination was.

But that was what had thrilled me. And it
was far too closely related to what had thrilled me when Jessica
and I had sex, too. Yet, it was exciting to explore lesbianism, but
there was so much more to it than that! It was the way she bossed
me around, the way she manhandled me and tied me up and, basically
decided herself what to do to me without my having any say in the
matter.

That should have made me indignant, and it
sort of, kind of did. But my instinctive reaction was a flood of
heat, both for her and for Scott Walker. And again, she was
beautiful on her own, and so was Scott. But it was that sense of...
dominance, which made me burn.

It was like it gave me a freedom to explore
and experience my sexuality without fear or inhibition or
guilt.

And so far that exploration had led to such
incredible excitement and pleasure that it was like a narcotic, one
which had already addicted me so that I wanted, craved more of the
same! So I was relieved Jessica and Christine weren't home, and yet
at the same time, oddly disappointed.

But I needed the rest! Trust me on that.
Walker had worn me out!

I stared at my bare breasts and shook my
head at the faint signs of bite marks across them. Wow! I mean,
this was so wildly unlike me! It made me feel alternatively ashamed
and giddy! But I was really and truly worn out so I showered
without masturbating – though I certainly felt a new awareness of
my body.

I hung around in my jammies, just feeling –
normal, for a while, watching TV, and then went to bed. I didn't
get naked and didn't masturbate.

Though I was tempted. Because all evening I
thought about what had happened, the incredible things I'd done
with both Scott and Jessica, marveling at them. I had never really
seen myself as some sort of sexual creature. I mean, sure I had
always recognized that others found me attractive, but this idea of
me as this... nymphet, this slutty, wild creature of sex, was
really weird!

But... not unwelcome.

*

The email was seemingly routine, and
entirely professional. But it was from Walker. That had my stomach
fluttering the moment I saw his name! I opened it and read it with
a sense of anxiety and anticipation. He wanted me to do a re-shoot
of the body image mapping for him.

In his office.

That almost certainly meant he wanted sex!
Didn't it!? And I didn't know how I felt about that! I mean, this
was still a new job and I hadn't intended to start it by sleeping
with the boss! On the other hand, he was the boss, and it
was his company, and he was incredibly hot and sexy and... very
good with his hands and mouth!

My heart was beating faster and my pulse
rate quickened the closer I got to his office. I knocked and he
said to come in and I did.

“Ah, Miss Cooper,” he said, coming out from
behind the desk.

“Step over to the machine please.”

I hesitated, but then agreed, blushing a
bit. He might want to pretend things were very official and all
between us but it had only been yesterday afternoon he had
introduced me to sodomy!

And he locked the door behind me.

“Take off your clothes, please,” he
said.

I gulped, my pulse quickening rapidly.

“Uh...”

“When you did this for Alex you had to do it
in your underwear,” he said. “That is imperfect but she could
hardly ask you to be naked, now could she?”

I looked at him uncertainly.

“I can,” he said.

“But uhm, I don't really want my naked
pictures getting around,” I protested.

My voice sounded whiny even to me.

“They won't. You have my assurance of that.
And besides, it won't be yours. It will be A female body.”

“Put together with MY head,” I said
waspishly.

“No, with a face which is somewhat similar
to yours, but not entirely. You are beautiful, but not absolutely
perfect, Miss Cooper,” he said with a smile. “Even your face could
stand a few minor alterations.”

He dropped his eyes.

“Your body, on the other hand, is pretty
fucking perfect.”

I blushed.

“And we want those lovely nipples to be
properly recorded, especially when they're aroused.”

He reached for my blouse and began to
unbutton it!

“Now let's get you ready,” he said.

I grabbed his wrists instinctively but I
couldn't really think of a good way to say no! I mean, well, just
saying “no” in a loud voice would have done it but that didn't seem
reasonable! And besides, a part of me wanted to be naked in front
of him!

As soon as I was his fingers kneaded my
breasts and plucked at my nipples, rubbing and stroking them until
they were incredibly hard. Then he stood me in the middle of the
device and it slowly moved around me taking 'measurements' as
opposed to photographs, mapping my body.

But after that he wanted me to do it again,
this time wearing a pair of ridiculous high heels!

“But why?” I asked.

“Because as long as you're here, why not?
Some of our CGI female characters have occasion to wear high heels,
and it ah, changes the shape of the female body somewhat.

“You mean it makes my ass stick out
more.”

I flushed to say it since, like I said, he
had sodomized me yesterday.

I was feeling a little grumpy because so far
this had been all business, and he hadn't done more than fondle my
breasts and compliment them.

And apparently buy me a pair of fuck-me
boots. They were thigh high black leather stilettos with five inch
heels. I shrugged and put them on and stood, feeling intrigued. I'd
never worn anything like them before. The leather hugged my thighs
all the way up to just below my crotch, and elevated my bottom
quite high!

I stood in the circle as the bar moved
slowly around me, feeling very, very sexual!

“Now another,” he said.

I looked at him doubtfully as he put a stool
in front of me.

“Lean forward and put your hands on it.”

Confused, I obeyed.

“The machine won't take the stool. It will
only map your body.”

I looked at him as he went back to it. How
was this... ? All it did was show my body bent forward at the
waist. He had to extend the track of the device so it moved wider
around me and the stool, but it was apparently set up to do
that.

“Now on all fours,” he said.

“Why?!” I demanded.

“Because I said so,” he replied, eyebrows
rising.

I flushed.

“But – .”

“Because some of our more realistic CGI
characters could be used for erotica,” he said.

“You mean porn videos!” I said
accusingly.

“Erotica. Call it what you like.”

“I'm not doing porn!”

“Of course not! But the mapped references
can be used to create a CGI character which does. And let's face
facts, Miss Cooper. The internet was created and spread because of
porn. Amazon and all the other on-line outfits only exist now
because porn made it all economic. Holographic imaging and virtual
reality are already being driven by a lot of money from
erotica.”

“Stop calling me Miss Cooper as if I'm just
an employee!” I said crossly.

“Are you being impertinent, Miss Cooper?
Because I don't tolerate impertinence,” he said. “Impertinence
brings punishment in order to teach discipline.”

He gripped my hair behind my neck and I
gasped as he jerked it back to force my back to arch. My hands went
instinctively up and back against his wrist as his other hand slid
in between my thighs. I moaned as his fingers rubbed me, and
quickly fond that I was wet.

I felt a rush of sensation and heat as his
fingers stroked me, but then he forced me down onto my knees,
drawing his hand back, and pushing me down onto all fours.

“Head back, back straight, knees slightly
apart,” he ordered.

I... well... obeyed, and he stepped back. I
was feeling a growing sense of dark hunger and arousal as he set
the machine to moving around me, wondering where he was taking
this, and wondering what he was going to do with these images.

And then he came back and squatted beside
me.

“I love how your breasts hang,” he said,
gazing in at them.

I flushed, and then flushed more as he
reached down and kneaded my breast, while his other hand fingered
my sex. His fingers pushed into me, pumping in and out as my
breathing became harsher, and then he showed me a dildo, a big
one!

“Of course, the machine mapped out what your
beautiful pussy looks like normally,” he said. “But in erotica, as
you know, the shape will be distorted once the CGI image is
penetrated. So it will be handy for us to map it out in that
position.”

I moaned as the dildo rubbed up and down
against me, then slowly pushed into my body. He pumped it in and
out, twisting and turning it and pushing it deeper and deeper,
until most of it was buried inside me!

“Now don't move.”

He had the machine travel around me
again!

“Now the other end,” he said. “We want this
image to be perfect and adaptable to all possible views.”

He knelt in front of me and gripped my hair,
then unzipped his trousers and pulled his erection out! I gasped as
he thrust it into my open mouth, and instinctively began to suck
and lick at it as the machine started to move around us.

He never pushed it deep, but left it halfway
inside me as the machine moved back and forth, recording the
'mapped image'.

Until it was done. Then he shoved himself
right down my throat!

I gurgled and gagged and instinctively
twisted back, reaching up to push against him, and he drew
back.

“Miss Cooper,” he said. “I can see you still
require more training and discipline.”

He stood up and I scrambled to my feet too,
the dildo slipping out of me and falling to the floor. But then he
turned away and readjusted the track the bar moved along, narrowing
it.

“Good, stand there, but with your legs
apart.”

Confused, I obeyed.

“Now raise your arms up and apart.”

He moved behind me as, my heart thumping, I
obeyed, and I looked up as he did something. I saw that the upper
part of the framework which held the track and the moving bar had
rings, and he'd attached straps to them. Now he wrapped one around
my right wrist.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped, trying to
jerk it back – too late!

“Just setting up for the next images, Miss
Cooper,” he said calmly.

“What kind of images!?” I gulped

He pulled my left wrist up, easily
overcoming my resistance, and then strapped it in place above me.
Then he spread my legs further and strapped my ankles in place!

The bar moved slowly around me as I watched
it, and him, nervously.

He moved behind me and gathered my hair in
behind me, then pulled something over my head!

“What is this?!” I gasped.

“A mask. You were afraid your identity might
be compromised. You should welcome this.”

A mask!? It was more of a hood! It slipped
fully down over my face and then over my mouth and underneath to
fasten around my neck. It had eye holes, though, and an opening for
the mouth, as well as slits under the nose.

Then he got a ball-gag, only it was a
different sort of ball gag. The ball was more malleable, so he was
able to squeeze it all into my mouth, filling my mouth with this
sort of foam thing. But it was attached to a curved leather back
which he pressed over the outside of my mouth like his hand had
been the other day. This then strapped around behind my head to
completely silence me!

And then came the leather blindfold!

“Perfect,” I heard him say.

I moaned as I felt his hands start to move
over my body. There was pressure against my back passage, and
something pushed into it, something I thought was another dildo at
first, but it turned out to be too short, only a few inches in
length, and it all disappeared into my ass – except for a small
bit, a base of some kind pressing against the outside!

A dildo, or something like it, slid up
inside me, and then a vibrator began to move against me! I was
already pulsing with heat and excitement – albeit with anxiety too
– and these had the predictable effect, suffusing my body with heat
once more and making my hips grind helplessly against them.

They drew back, and I felt his hands and
then his mouth on my breasts and nipples, kneading, stroking,
caressing, sucking, licking and biting again for a long minute!

“Now you look like a proper slave girl,” he
said.

I shuddered, body flushed with heat, mind
dripping with hunger and panting desire!

“Of course, slave girls have to be punished,
at times. And the Japanese seem particularly interested in this
form of CGI use.”

I wasn't sure what he meant, until something
hit me in the back! Or rather, a bunch of things hit me in the
back! It was like he'd held a handful, or maybe a double handful of
shoelaces and swung them all at me together! They were lightweight,
of course, but they all struck together, spread out, and
stinging!

I cried out into the gag, more startled than
anything else, but the blow succeeded, I guess, in giving him what
he wanted, for my back arched violently at the blow!

I knew, sort of, what it was, and it wasn't
shoelaces! It was some sort of bondage thing, some kind of whip!
And the fact it hadn't really hurt allowed the awe and outrage I
felt at the thought, at the mental image, to send a rush of
delicious sexual heat and dark delight through my mind!

I mean, wow!

“Slave girl,” he said in a teasing
voice.

The 'whip' hit my back again, lower, and a
little harder. I yelped into the gag, and arched again at the rain
of little stings across my back!

“Perfect,” he said.

Another blow followed and another and
another and another, as I heard the bar humming while it moved
slowly around me, recording my movements!

The blows were falling harder, and stinging
more, and my flesh was starting to throb hotly, but it was
throbbing even more hotly on the inside and lower down, because
this was so nasty and kinky it was making me almost burn with
awestruck excitement!

And then the whip fell across my
breasts!

It wasn't a hard blow but it startled me,
and I reacted instinctively – which was probably the point. My body
jerked back away from the sudden blow, but couldn't move much at
all! More blows came down across my breasts, little sparkles of
lightly stinging impacts that made me shudder and burn as my
breasts became hot and swollen!

He paused and I felt his fingers at my sex,
stroking and rubbing me, then penetrating me and pumping in and
out. A moment later I felt penetrated by something much thicker! It
was the dildo, I think, as it slid deep into my body! But then slim
straps went diagonally up my abdomen and over my my hips. Another
went up between my buttocks and they joined together to hold the
thing deep inside me.

I felt something against my right ear, then
my left, and then... voices! A woman's voice! It wasn't mine, but
some woman moaning and gasping in apparent pleasure, and begging
someone, grovelling, acting like... a slave girl!

“Please fuck me, master!” she moaned. “Oh!
I'm so hot! I want it so bad! Please use my body, Master! Please
whip me! I need you inside me, master! Please whip me again! I'm
such a bad slave girl, Master! Please torture me! Please make me
yours, master!”

On and on her moaning, gasping voice went as
the whip fell across my back, harder than before, then there was a
pause while a vibrator ground against my clitoris before more blows
fell across my breasts! These too were more painful, stinging
harder as they landed, and my body jerked and twisted as I cried
out under the blows!

When fingers rubbed my clitoris I came,
powerfully!

And the heavy gag both filling and covering
my mouth allowed my mind a total release! I didn't have to even
keep sufficient control over myself to not scream! Just like the
straps around my wrists and ankles meant I didn't have to control
my body. I cried out, my voice unrestrained, and that seemed to
actually make the orgasm even more intense as my hips jerked
violently against his fingers!

After that his hands kneaded my breasts and
he sucked and licked at my nipples. Then there was a pause and the
blows landed across my back again! And in my ears, the woman's
passion-filled voice continued to moan and cry out and beg to be
fucked, to be whipped, to be his slave girl, to be his sex
slave!

I shuddered and twisted in the straps,
gasping and moaning into the gag as the thin strips of whatever
they were snapped across my shoulders and back and then my
buttocks. Then the vibrator started again and I lost it, screaming
and bucking wildly as the orgasm lashed my mind with pleasure!

He paused, and unstrapped my left wrist. I
groaned dazedly, thinking he was done with this, but instead I felt
something slipping over my fingers and hand, felt it being pulled
up my arm. It felt leathery, like.. a tight leather sleeve of some
kind. It went up past my elbow, then almost as high as my shoulder
before my fingers slid into what was an obvious leather glove.

He raised my arm again and I felt the strap
going around my gloved wrist. Then he did the same to my right
wrist. I was... confused, and still panting.

“I'm a bad slave girl, Master!” the girl's
voice moaned into my ear. “Please whip me, master!”

I wanted to moan in denial, but then the
whip started to land again and I yelped and twisted and gasped and
cried out as they bit into my back, then into my breasts! My skin
was starting to feel raw and hot and sore, but I very much felt
like... like that woman in my ears!

The vibrator played against my clitoris again, and drove me into
another massive orgasm!

And then... there was peace. I stood there,
panting and trembling for long minutes, my heart steadying, my
heaving chest slowing. In my ears, instead of the moaning and gasps
of pleasure there was soft classical music.

It was a very weird experience, now that my
mind began to function again, to be largely robbed of all my
senses. Well, I could hear, but not what was going on around me. I
couldn't see. If there was anything to smell I didn't scent it. And
I certainly couldn't taste anything beyond the slightly plastic
taste of the thing in my mouth.

So I was in isolation from the world around
me. I had no idea where Walker was or what he was doing, and
certainly not what he was planning! I tugged experimentally at the
straps around my wrists and ankles, but they had no give to
them.

And then... there were hands on my buttocks!
I gasped into the gag, waiting what he would do next. But then I
began to slowly realize that they weren't his hands! They were too
small and too soft! I jerked harder against the straps, but without
budging them!

I felt my anxiety shooting upward, and it
was impossible not to remember the previous night, when Jessica had
used the blindfold to allow Christine to join us! Was there another
man here!? Yet, almost at once I discounted that. The hands felt...
female. Not only in their size and the soft way they caressed my
buttocks but just... I don't know. That was my impression.

I felt soft lips along my shoulder, then on
my breasts, then on my nipples. And again, they felt distinctly
feminine as they sucked and licked at my nipples. Certainly they
were different from Walker's voracious mouthings!

I felt her lips trace downward and knew she
was dropping to her knees before me. I moaned and pulled against
the straps, but her lips moved down my belly and abdomen and then
over my sex.

I shuddered as she gently mouthed my
sex.

I had come to discover that the vibrator did
something wild to me, but afterward, it also left me much more
sensitized to a softer, warmer touch. I had no idea who it was, but
I thought that Walker was probably watching as some woman licked
me, and given what I had gone through the last few days that
shocked me less than it should have.

Partly that was because I was still
helplessly aroused by the whole nasty situation, by the hurricane
of sexual energy which had blown through me, and the throbbing echo
of those monster orgasms that had exploded within me!

And now a woman was performing oral sex on
me as I stood helpless and bound while Walker watched!

The dark hunger began to rouse once again,
to uncoil and spread out within me, tightening my chest and making
my lower body thrum!
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I felt the dildo which was sort of strapped
into me sliding out as the straps were undone. Then, of course, it
slid up once again! The woman was sucking on my clitoris as the
dildo pumped in and out using long, deep strokes!

The fat bulb thing which had been pushed
into my bottom now pulled out and was replaced by another dildo. It
slid up deep inside me and began to pump in time to the one in my
pussy. The one in my pussy, meanwhile, was being pulled inward by
whoever held it, by which I mean towards the front of my body.

I felt the delicious caress of its slightly
rough surface against the inside of my sex as her tongue licked at
my clitoris.

Then hands began to knead my breasts. Both
of them.

My mind was swimming in sexual heat by then,
but I felt a jarring shock at that because as dazed as I was, I
could count! The woman wasn't using her hands to pump both dildos.
I could feel one of her hands on my abdomen. Whoever was pumping
the dildo in my ass was stroking my buttocks with their other hand.
I had thought it must be Walker.

But now two hands were kneading my breasts,
squeezing and lifting and mashing them together, their fingers
stroking and rolling my nipples! And even as I felt the shock of
understanding, a mouth came down onto my right breast to suck and
lick at me there!

A wave of disorienting confusion rolled over
me.

“Slave girl!” the recorded woman's voice
moaned into my ears. “I'm a sex slave!”

She said in a dreamy voice of pleasure and
passion, and then said it again, and again, as she began to gasp
and whimper and moan and issue soft cries of pleasure.

“Fuck your sex slave, Master!” she moaned.
“Fuck your sex slave, Mistress!”

I shuddered as the two dildos pumped faster
inside of me, and the mouths on my clitoris and breasts sucked and
licked harder! Another mouth came down on my left breast, and I
whimpered and moaned, overwhelmed by both emotions and sensations!
A sense of wild unreality, of having fallen into a dreamy fantasy,
began to fill my mind as the dark pleasure rose higher!

“Use me as your pleasure slave, Master!” the
woman's voice moaned.

My body was trembling and shaking, my hips
jerking as the two dildos thrust up into my pulsing abdomen! I had
never even imagined something like this, let alone myself being the
center of it! I was stunned and appalled but also horrifically
aroused!

A sense of seething, burning excitement and
passion gripped me as my body throbbed with heat, an I knew I was
close to orgasm!

Then the hands and mouths all withdrew,
though they sheathed the dildos in my body first. There was a long
moment of... absence. It was a confusing sense of absence from so
much touching!

The whip cut across my back and I cried out,
my back arching.

“Will you obey your master, pleasure slave?”
a stern voice asked in my ears.

It was coming from the earbuds, or whatever
it was Walker had put there, but it was hard to really consider
that important.

Crack!

The whip cut across my back a second time,
and I cried out, arching and twisting helplessly.

“Say yes master,” the voice commanded.

Crack!

“Say yes master,” the voice ordered.

“Yes, master!” I cried.

Yes, I was heavily gagged. I don't think
anyone could really hear me beyond a foot or so, and it would have
been hard for them to actually decipher what I was saying if they
didn't already know.

But it seemed to satisfy the voice, as
fingers began to stroke my clitoris again.

“Are you my pleasure slave, girl?” the voice
demanded a few seconds later.

I moaned and then the whip cut stingingly
across my breasts! I cried out, jerking against the restraints!

“Are you my pleasure slave, girl?” it asked
again.

“Yes, Master!” I cried, my voice heavily
muffled.

The fingers resumed stroking my clitoris,
and then the two dildos began to pump inside me again, slowly but
deeply.

“Are you a pleasure slave, girl?” the voice
asked.

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Are you a slave girl?” the female voice
asked.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned around the
gag.

The dildo in my sex pulled out and was
replaced by several fingers, thrusting up and down, then pulling
inward, the tips tapping and rubbing against the inside wall of my
sex. And out of nowhere came a memory of a conversation from a year
or more ago, and a dawning, muzzled, dazed thought.

That was where my G-spot was supposed to be.
I had searched for it once but hadn't found it.

Was that what it felt like!?

I moaned helplessly as lips sucked on my
clitoris, then began to lick hard and fast. I felt my body soaring
upward and then exploded in orgasm! The strength of it was
shattering, and my hips bucked frantically against the tongue
licking me as I cried out again and again, dazed and mind-blasted
by the force of the sensory storm screaming through my body and
mind!

I was literally hanging from my wrists by
the time the orgasm faded, and I moaned, barely conscious as I hung
there, trembling and twitching. Strong hands gripped my arms and
then the straps came loose from my wrists as they lowered me to my
knees.

But then my wrists were drawn back behind me
and I felt straps going around them to bind my hands together, palm
to palm. A moment later another something went around my arms
higher up, just below the elbows and I groaned as I felt my arms
drawn tighter together at the elbow. A third something went around
them above the elbow, and my shoulders ached even more as they
tried to force my elbows even tighter together!

A moment later I felt a sharp pain in both
nipples! I cried out, jerking against arms holding me, and the pain
seemed to waken me from something like a trance! My nipples
throbbed hotly, as if being pinched! And the pinching didn't relent
despite how I twisted and pulled against the hands holding me!

But the sharpness of the pain diminished
into a dull throbbing. And I realized that something was actually
hanging from my nipples! That was another astonishing thought! I
certainly had never imagined such a thing!

Two hands on each upper arm pulled me into
an upright position on my knees, then fingers behind my head undid
the straps holding the gag against me. I gasped as the fat thing
was worked slowly and gently out of my mouth, and then gulped in
several breaths of air even as a pair of hands gripped my head from
either side.

A cock pushed through my open mouth and
along my tongue.

“Please your master, pleasure slave,” I
heard Walker say above the now silent earbuds.

I moaned around what I hoped was his cock. I
mean, I had no idea who was with me any more!

But my mind wasn't exactly working at full capacity yet, so I
simply did what I usually did with a cock in my mouth and began to
suck and lick at it. A moment later the hard pinching thing on my
nipples was removed. I groaned in relief, though at first they
stung sharply.

But soon they began to throb and tingle with
returning sensation. That sensation grew greater as hands kneaded
both breasts and then mouths took my nipples into them and began to
suck.

The dildos pumped in and out of my ass and
sex once again, and I felt myself sinking back into that sense of
confusion and unreality, where I didn't know what was
happening.

That got worse as the thick cock in my mouth
pushed forward and the head slipped into my throat! I gurgled
dazedly around it as the hands pulled my head forward until my lips
were pressed against his groin and his cock throbbed all along my
tongue and down my throat.

The voices in my ears started again.

“Dirty girl,” they whispered in amusement.
“Sexy girl. Naughty girl. Slutty girl. Wild girl. Pleasure slave.
Sex slave!”

I did feel a bit indignant, but the heat
overrode it, and as the cock started to pump up and down in my
throat, breathing became more of a concern than anything else. At
least until it pulled back. Then I could gulp in deep, ragged
breaths of air to try and steady myself.

The cock pushed deep into my throat again,
pumping slowly up and down along its length as those strong hands
held my head in place. Then again and again, leaving me
light-headed and dazed.

“Beg your master to fuck you, pleasure
slave,” Walker ordered as he pulled out.

I just gasped and gulped in air, moaning
dazedly.

I felt fingers pinching my nipples, tugging
and twisting them, and gasped in pain.

“Beg your master to fuck you, pleasure
slave,” he repeated.

“Please fuck me, Master,” I moaned.

I felt fingers at my aching arms, and then
the straps binding them together began to fall away until my arms
at last were free. Sort of. Two hands gripped each arm, though, as
they drew me forward and down onto my hands and knees, then down
further, onto my forearms and elbows and knees.

“Raise that bottom high, slave girl,” he
ordered, “And spread your legs wide.”

The hands on my body helped position me as I
gasped for breath, trembling weakly. I felt fingers under me
rubbing my clitoris as a hand kneaded my breast.

“Beg your master to fuck you, pleasure
slave,” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, Master,” I moaned.

Hiss – thwick!

I gasped and jerked at the blow across my
bottom! It was from that stick! The riding crop I'd felt the other
day, I realized!

“Beg harder.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped.

It did not really... occur to me, to
protest.

“Say please fuck your slave girl,” a soft,
female voice ordered from beside me.

“Please fuck your slave girl, Master!” I
moaned.

That voice... I... thought it was
familiar.

“Say please fuck your pleasure slave
master,” a harsher female voice said from my other side.

Hiss – thwick!

I cried out and my body jerked against their
grasp.

“Please fuck your pleasure slave, Master!” I
cried.

I felt the dildo pulling out of my sex and
then something softer and warmer rubbing against the sopping front
of my overheated opening. I moaned as it sank deep into my body and
I felt his hands on my hips.

Then the dildo was pushed into my mouth and
I instinctively began to suck as fingers rubbed my clitoris and
kneaded my breasts while holding me in position. The cock throbbed
inside me, drew back, and then started to pump hard and fast. This
time, unlike with the dildos, I felt his hips slapping against my
buttocks, harder and harder, rocking my body forward with each
thrust.

Again, it was all so disorienting! There was
no room for inhibitions, only a rising sense of sexual heat and
hunger. In my mind, I was the sexual creature they described me,
the pleasure slave, the slave girl, the helpless sex slave! And
that was a dark, wild, kinky, thrilling place to be!

I did not think I could come again. A part
of my mind didn't want to come again! The muscles in my abdomen
ached from spasming through orgasm after orgasm! But the orgasm
came anyway, and I sobbed and cried out, quickly silenced as the
dildo was pushed deep into my throat.

I jerked and shook and bucked back against
him as he went into overdrive, riding me with hard, fast, powerful
thrusts that made my body shake and jerk in time to his strokes.
The orgasm tore apart my already dazed mind and left me as little
more than a spasming, gurgling, moaning creature without any
conscious thought beyond pleasure!

I don't think it actually knocked me
unconscious, but I had little awareness after that as I slumped to
the floor.

The dildo slid out of my throat. I knew
that, anyway, as I gasped for breath. Then I felt the gag going
back into my mouth and being strapped around my head.

Things got a little... confusing after
that.

Hands pulled me to my feet and let me,
stumbling and staggering... somewhere. I had no idea where. We
walked for several minutes, with me, of course, still bind and
deaf. Then I was sat down on the floor and then... then I felt my
legs rising into the air, then my body following, until I was
hanging upside down, my ankles well apart.

What the fuck!?

And I hung like that for hours. Or at least,
it felt like hours. No one said anything. No one did anything. It
was hard to mark the passage of time. And I was so drained, so
exhausted from what had happened, that I might have even dozed off
here and there for undetermined periods of time.

It was very confusing and disorienting.

But what my mind was able to figure out, a
little ways after I regained some ability to think, was that those
two female voices were clearly Jessica and Christine. I was...
well, almost completely sure.

That brought me a deep sense of relief, in a
way, because I knew them and I had already had kinky sex with them
just two days earlier, so it was far less of a shock. Plus I sort
of trusted them, well, I trusted Jessica anyway. On the other hand,
how in the hell did they know Walker?!

And how long were they going to leave me
hanging upside down like this!?

I was spreadeagled, exactly as I had been
earlier, only upside down, with my wrists stretching down and out
to either side. My body started to feel stiff and aching from being
unable to move. And that, in a way, was more of a torment than the
whip had been. I was starting to grow frustrated and unhappy and
the anxiety level within me was rising. What were they going to do
to me!?

And then, out of nowhere, a hand landed on
my bottom! I yelped and jerked in surprise, but it was a soft hand,
caressing my buttocks, following the line of my body as it curved
up and down over my buttocks, then along my thighs, and over my
sex, rubbing gently, stroking and caressing.

It felt like a woman, I thought. I hoped she
was going to let me down!

Instead the fingers started to dip into my
sex, then push deeper. I was still, even though hours had passed,
wet. For all this time I had been lightly simmering, still caught
in a sense of awed wonder at being the centerpiece of such a kinky,
deliciously erotic scene.

I didn't really want to be licked, though. I
wanted to take a shower and put on some clothes and have something
to eat and act normal while my brain tried to cope with the
astonishing things which had happened to me today!

Despite this, the licking continued, as
fingers pushed much deeper into my sex, and despite my mental
exhaustion my body began to rouse to hunger and heat once
again.

The dildo slid deep into my pussy once more,
and then another into my ass, and I was soon moaning and writhing
upside down under the tonguing and pumping and stroking and licking
and caresses.

Before I could come, however, she pulled
back, and I felt myself being lowered. I felt hands gripping my
hooded head and pulling it back, then my shoulders pressing against
the floor. My upper back followed, then my lower back, and finally,
my ankles were lowered so that I lay there, dazed as the blood
which had settled in my head flooded out again.

Several hands caressed my body as I lay
there, and then after a minute or so, helped me onto my knees. I
felt them pushing my thighs apart, then drawing my arms up and back
so that my hands were behind my neck.

“Elbows back, pleasure slave,” Jessica
said.

“Chest out, slave girl,” Christine
growled.

I moaned around the gag, but of course, did
not resist as they positioned my body.

“Now, little pleasure toy, we're going to
play a game,” Jessica said. “It's called... Simone Says.”

I heard a snort from the other side of
me.

“Simone says is sort of like Simon Says, and
I'm sure you understand how that works. The only real difference is
that if you are slow or fail to obey Simone, you get a little bite
from the riding crop somewhere tender.”

“We'll call this position 1B,” Christine
said.

“Position 1A is exactly the same,” Jessica
said. “Except that it's done while standing.”

“Stand up, pleasure slave,” Christine
said.

I lowered my hands and started to stand,
then felt a stinging as the crop snapped down across my back. I
yelped and stumbled forward on my knees.

“She didn't say Simone Says, pleasure toy,”
Jessica chided me. “So you must resume your former position.”

I sat back on my heels, knees apart, hands
behind my neck, back arched, moaning softly.

“Now, Simone Says to assume position 1A,
pleasure toy,” Jessica ordered.

I stood up awkwardly, keeping my fingers
interlaced behind my neck.

“Feet apart, just like your knees are when
kneeling,” Jessica said.

I obeyed and I felt a hand sliding up and
down my belly and over one breast, then along my spine.

“Keep those elbows back, slave,” Christine
said.

I felt the shaft of the crop placed across
my abdomen, then sliding up my body and up beneath my breasts.

“What a body you have, Pleasure Slave,”
Jessica said.

I felt the tip of the crop rubbing against
one nipple. It was... softer than the crop, and wider and
flatter.

“This is position 1A,” she said. “You must
remember it, Slave girl.”

“Simone says assume position 1B,” Christine
ordered.

I gulped and dropped to my knees, sitting
back on my heels as I spread my knees wide.

“Good slave girl,” Jessica said.

I felt what had to be the tip of the crop
again, only this time rubbing up and down along the line of my
sex.

This was so weird and freaky and strange!
But my body was still thrumming with heat.

“Simone says to assume position 2A,” Jessica
said.

I hesitated. What?

“That means on your hands and knees.”

I gulped and then dropped my hands and
leaned forward on the floor, spreading my hands forward along the
floor until I was on all fours.

Hands positioned me again, knees apart, head
up.

“Remember that position, Slave,” Christine
ordered.

I had to go back to 1B, then 1A, then back
down to 2A again.

“Now, Simone says to assume position 2B,
slave girl,” Jessica said.

“On your forearms, slut,” Christine
said.

I gulped then slid my upper body lower, so I
was on my elbows and forearms.

“Raise that pretty bottom and spread those
lovely legs, slave,” Jessica said, tapping lightly at my buttocks
with the crop.

“Now Simone says to assume position 2C,”
Christine said.

That was lower still, with my breasts
pillowed out against the floor, my arms stretched out straight
before me, and my belly pulled back as tight as possible against my
upright thighs. I knew the position for it was one Walker had used
on me, as well as Jessica with her strap-on.

They ran me through those five positions
repeatedly, sometimes omitting the 'Simone says' part to see if I
would move. When I did the crop snapped down on my bottom or back.
I was flustered, confused, aroused, indignant, resentful, and
excited by this, as well as embarrassed.

But I really didn't have a lot of time for
deep thinking! I mean, they would tell me to do something and I had
to do it quick or get the crop across my butt! Or sometimes across
my breasts!

There was also a umm, well, soft pad of some
kind, on the tip of the crop. I couldn't see it, but I could feel
it as Jessica – I assumed she had the crop – would rub it over my
nipples or down against my clitoris as they spoke to me.

After I had moved around between those
positions a while they started on more positions. These had me on
my back. The first was my feet flat on the floor and knees wide.
The second had me using that position to push my hips up off the
floor and hold my lower body up like that with my hands under my
hips. And the third had me drawing my legs back as far as I could,
apart, of course.

I'm not sure how long I spent shifting
around. It was tiring, and I was overheated, despite being naked.
And again, they kept me moving, with little snaps of the crop for
encouragement!

It was weird how helpless I was, despite
being untied. I mean, my hands and legs were free, but since I
couldn't see anything there wasn't any way for me to refuse or
resist, nor even tell them to stop, nor protest! That did strange
things to my mind, like making me feel I wasn't human like they
were.

Especially since they constantly referred to
me as 'slave girl' and 'sex slave' and 'pleasure toy' and 'pleasure
slave' and 'fuck toy' and stuff like that. And they would often
stop me without warning, like when I was in position 1A, standing
with my legs apart and hands behind my neck.

Someone, I think it was Christine, slipped
her arms in and around mine, jerking my elbows back even more
sharply and pinning my arms that way. Then someone – I thought
Jessica – slid a hard round something against my naked sex and
slowly worked it inside me.

It felt very hard, like metal, and very
slick. It was rounded and curved as it slid about four inches up
inside me. The curve deepened near the top, and there was something
else there that vibrated! I felt them, whoever it was, sliding the
curved thing in and back, which rubbed the vibrating thing back and
forth against my clitoris.

“Nasty little girl,” I heard whispered into
my ear.

“Dirty little girl,” I heard whispered into
my other ear.

“Sex slave!”

“Pleasure toy!”

The tip of the crop rubbed against my right
nipple, then my left as my breathing became more ragged. I had been
simmering during their 'training' and now that thing inside me was
starting to make me come to a boil!

The tip of the crop then drew up and slapped
down, lightly, then again, then again, then faster. It hit my
nipple with very light little taps, just enough to sting a little.
And Jessica used it on one nipple as she took the other into her
mouth and sucked and licked at it. Then she shifted her mouth and
the crop!

And the blows came faster and then a little
harder, so they stung and made my nipples and the center of my
breasts hot and sore and sensitive.

They ground the rounded vibrator thing into
me, and my pulse raced as I squirmed and moaned and then climaxed,
crying out into the gag, my back arching against it as my hips
bucked frantically against the vibrator!
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The grip on me eased and I staggered, but
was caught. They drew my arms back behind me and then strapped them
together again at wrist and elbow, making my shoulders ache. Then
they let me sink down onto my knees.

“Position 2A,” Jessica said.

Well, I couldn't do that with my hands
bound, but she certainly knew that. So she must want me to kneel
sitting on my heels with my knees apart. I did that, and didn't get
punished.

“I think it's time we fed our slave girl,”
Jessica said in amusement. “She must be hungry by now.”

“If you take the gag out she's going to
talk. I don't need to hear what a breeder slave girl has to say,”
Christine growled.

“She'll say only what we tell her to
say.”

I felt the tip of the crop rubbing against
my very set pussy.

“Do you hear me, slave girl?” she said. “You
will not speak one single word except when told to say
something.

The crop slapped lightly and I gasped.

“Understand, pleasure toy?”

I moaned agreement, and felt hands behind my
head undoing the straps that went over the hood and bound the gag
in place. Then the gag was slowly worked out of my mouth. Almost
immediately, two fingers slid into my open mouth.

“Suck,” Jessica ordered.

I moaned as I obeyed, sucking on her two
fingers as they slid slowly back and forth over my tongue. The
fingers pulled back and I gasped a couple of times, then they were
there again, sliding into my mouth. Something was with them,
though, and when the fingers pulled back, they left it behind

“Chew, slave.”

I wasn't keen on eating something I couldn't
even see! But I quickly realized it was just bread. I chewed and
swallowed, grateful, since I had been getting hungry. Another piece
followed, and another. This one was buttered. Then the next. Then
there was a small bite sized piece of a sandwich with ham in it,
then more, then other things.

“When I ask you a question, slave girl, you
must say yes mistress, or no mistress,” Jessica said. “Do you
understand?”

“Yes... mistress,” I gulped.

I wasn't sure how far they were going with
this dark, thrilling game, but was willing to go along if the ride
remained as hot and wicked as it had been so far.

“Would you like a drink, slave?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, blushing a little
under the hood.

Something was pushed against my mouth,
against my lips.

“Suck.”

It was a... big... nipple? I closed my lips
and sucked and found it had milk in it, cold milk. It was a baby's
bottle! I felt my face heat again. This was so kinky and
outrageous! But it was fairly easy to suck milk from the bottle,
and I was thirsty so... well, why not?

More food was slipped into my mouth and I
chewed it obediently. Then something was put around my neck,
something thick and strong, like a collar. I wished I could see
myself and what I looked like! But I didn't even know exactly where
I was!

Afterward they led me, crawling this time,
across the floor. I could feel a strong pull at the front of the
thing around my neck after they put me on all fours, and had little
choice but to crawl in the direction it pulled. I crawled along the
floor, making turns this way and that, then I heard and felt a
difference in the sound around me, and the floor began to sink!

I was in an elevator! Naked! Well, if you
didn't count the hood, the long gloves and long boots...

I assumed we were alone but all my senses
were on edge as I felt a wild rush of anxiety that someone would
see! Of course... they wouldn't know who it was, but still!

The elevator stopped and there was a pull on
the collar, forcing me to crawl forward. Then the air changed and
then changed again as I heard heavy doors open and close. I halted
and then I was picked up and placed onto something carpeted. They
pulled my ankles up and back behind me and attached them to my
wrists.

I heard the slam of a car door or something
like it, and then there was movement under me, like when people get
into a car. The engine started and the car started forward.

I was in the trunk, I realized! No, I could
vaguely hear them talking, whispering to each other. I was in the
back of a hatchback or SUV then.

Where was I going!? Home?!

After a while the car entered a garage, or
at least, it sounded like it, and stopped. They got out of the car
and opened the back, then unhooked my wrists from my ankles. I
groaned in relief as I was able to straighten out. They put me back
on all fours, though, and had me crawl.

I was soon on carpet, then on bare floor,
then crawling up a flight of stairs that felt wood, then on carpet
again, and then was lifted up and put on a bed on my back. My
wrists were raised above my head and locked in place. They put
those earbuds in my ears again.

And I was left alone.

Where was I? At their place? This was kind
of scary! What were they going to do with me!? They didn't really
think I was a sex slave, did they!? I mean, it was kinky hot as a
game but come on!

The woman's voice in my ear was moaning and
sighing and saying stuff about how I was a sex slave, or at least
she was. But she said it over and over and over and I think it mean
men not her.

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a pleasure toy! I'm a
slave girl!” she moaned in a voice of delight and passion and
arousal.

The door opened and closed and then someone
sat on the bed. I gasped as a hand slid over my body, cupping and
squeezing and fondling my breasts. Then their weight shifted on the
bench and they pulled my knees up and spread them wide. It felt
like male hands, and then a male mouth started to lick me.

I moaned helplessly, my mind spinning and
swirling because I realized suddenly I had no way of knowing who it
was! I mean, it was probably Walker, of course! But... but what if
it wasn't!? I mean, OMG, what if it was some complete
stranger!?

The thought was scary! But at the same time
the thought was wildly... horribly... exciting! I know that sounds
strange. But I was really embracing this nasty, wicked, delicious
game! And if it was another guy, a stranger, that made the game
even more kinky and wild!

But I didn't want it to be another guy!
Don't get me wrong! I was almost sure it was Walker! But the mere
thought that it might be a stranger was intensely arousing
because I was pretty sure it wasn't!

Does... that make any sense to you?

Fingers slid into me, rubbing and pumping
and finding my G-spot as his lips and tongue made my hips roll. Was
there no end to the number of times I could become aroused!? This
was a shocking discovery about myself!

And then whoever it was drew back and I felt
them entering me, thrusting deep! Walker had only fucked me once,
not counting him sodomizing me but... I thought... it was about the
same size...

I moaned as he thrust into me, as he scooped
my knees up and pressed them back, leaning in against me and
fondling my breasts. He was rougher than Walker had been, but maybe
he was faking that to throw me off! I had no idea! And that was
again, as I said, scary hot!

I gasped and groaned and grunted as someone
fucked me hard, and then, yes, I exploded into a helpless raging
orgasm yet again!

He left and after a while they returned,
taking, me, this time walking... somewhere. Then my arms were
raised above my head, held together, and my feet were lifted off
the floor so that I hung, suspended by my wrists!

I moaned helplessly into the gag, then cried
out as the whip cut across my back! It was the one with the small,
thin, light laces that spread out a lot. Still, they stung! Well, a
bit. But a dozen bits still adds up!

The whip or flog swept up and down my back
and buttocks, then started on my breasts, turning them a hot,
throbbing red!

*

For several days I lived a life of endless
sexual arousal and heat, inspired by tongues, lips, fingers,
vibrators, dildos, and hard cocks. Blind, I had to be led through
everything. Other people brushed my teeth, for example. They fed
me. They bathed me. And when I had to go to the bathroom, they
stood there and then wiped me! That was humiliating!

But after a while it became routine.

One day they removed the blindfold,
replacing it with these little black plastic things which went over
the eye holes of the hood. They were like dark sunglasses. I could
see through them, though, and could recognize Christine and Jessica
standing before me.

Then they turned me to face a full length
mirror, and I stared at myself. I had kind of tried to picture what
I looked like, but.. seeing it was still astonishing.

With the little black plastic pieces over
the eye holes it was like I had no real features. No mouth or eyes
and just a bit of a nose. I had a studded leather collar around my
neck, and black gloves that went up to my shoulders on my arms,
which were bound behind me by leather restraints.

I had the thigh high leather boots, and a
big dildo stuffed into me, with thin straps going up across my hips
and around them to hold it in.

I was a total sexual creature! A sexual...
thing! A faceless sex bot!

They took the dildo out and sat me down on
a, well, it was sort of like a half moon of a stool, with the round
part up and the flat part down. And it had a dildo sticking out of
it, with a vibrator at its base. They had me kneel, straddling the
thing, taking it deep, then they strapped me into place like
that.

The vibrator began to buzz against the top
of my sex, and then the big wall-screen in front of me came on.

It was a video of me! It was me at work,
naked, hooded, but I knew it was me. And I watched myself fondled
and aroused and watched myself coming and watched Walker fucking me
and watched Christine and Jessica toy with me and watched myself
come and come again and again!

And as I watched, enthralled, I came! Again
and again! I mean, it was incredibly arousing to watch a porn movie
featuring me! What made it so shockingly hot was that I was seeing
what I had never seen in the first place! This was stuff that had
happened to me, and I remembered, but I had never seen it! And now
I was!

And it was an amazing experience!

Especially with a vibrator buzzing against
me and the dildo kind of moving up and down!

I watched myself being whipped! I watched
myself being fucked and sodomized and eaten out and degraded and it
was all just the most incredible experience!

Then something else came on the screen. It
was me... but... but not me. I mean, it looked like me, but it was
a computer me! It was a very realistic computer animation. Oh, it
wasn't real. I mean, it was noticeably not real. But boy, it was
very lifelike!

The computer me was in a dungeon, being
tortured by evil, slavering captors, and made to climax over and
over again! And as the computer me writhed and twisted and arched
and bucked I recognized the same movements as having come from the
real me in the other videos!

I watched the computer me straddling a huge,
rough looking man, and sinking down on his big cock. Then another
man thrust his cock into my ass from behind, and another shoved his
down my throat! The three thrust into me as their hands pawed me,
and I came and came!

Even the cries of pleasure were mine! And
those were real!

Walker came into the room as I sagged,
dazed, exhausted from multiple orgasms, moaning breathlessly. He
turned off the vibrator, for which I was incredibly grateful, then
grinned at me.

“You're a talented young woman,” he said.
“And we'll certainly incorporate that skillset into our business.
All the things I told you about what we're doing and where we're
headed are true. And you'll be a part of that.”

He knelt beside me and ran his hands lightly
over my breasts.

“But all of that takes money. And I don't
want to borrow millions. The porn industry has millions and
millions on offer for good, high quality CGI porn. You see, they
can do things there they can't do with real actors, and they can do
it better, with better camera angles and more realistic sets.
There's a huge market for it, especially in Japan and throughout
Asia.”

He chuckled and slid a finger down to my
exquisitely sensitive clitoris, rubbing lightly as I twitched and
moaned.

“When I realized your potential in that area
I had to go for it,” he said. “Don't worry, you'll get shares of
the company in recognition of this.”

He reached around and undid the gag and
pulled it free, letting me breath easier. Then he undid the hood
and pulled it off for the first time in days.

I groaned and blinked my eyes, though he'd
turned the lights down.

“How... how...”

“We do very high level checks on everyone we
consider employing,” he said. “That includes all their social media
profiles. Everything on them is subjected to psychological
evaluation, and it was that which led me to consider – along with
your picture of course – whether you might be suitable for this
part of the job too.”

He combed his fingers through my hair.

“And when you couldn't find a suitable
place, well, we directed you to the loft. Jessica works for one of
our partners in the industry now, but she used to work for me.
We're old friends. We've even dated. I figured she could bring out
the sexual submissive in you.”

“I'm not...”

“Clearly you are. You're an incredibly
responsive one, too. It's been both amusing and arousing to watch
you climax so violently again and again.”

I flushed.

“You'll still be doing the more mundane job
we hired you for, of course. You've taken the week off because of a
virus, as far as your colleagues are concerned. The erotic videos
were created by Jessica's shop, not mine. So no one there knows a
thing.”

He undid the strap holding wrists
together.

“Now, I think you need a bath. This time one
without the gloves or boots or hood. And I think I'll enjoy taking
it with you.”

He helped me out of the leather and I stood
on wobbly legs until he led me out into the hall and then into a
large bathroom which had a big roman tub. Then he stripped too.

He didn't have to ask what I wanted to do,
and I never even considered that I should have a preference. He ran
the bath, and we both got in. Then he started to kiss me – which
was something I hadn't gotten a lot of the last several days.

It was... nice. I mean, he caressed my body
gently, but not with the intent of really bringing me off or
anything. We hardly said a thing, just kissed and made out. He
soaped and rinsed me off, then shampooed my hair and used the hand
rinse to rinse that off.

We stood up and he rinsed us off with the
hand rinse, then dried us, and then he did my hair and had me put
on... well, it was a soft lacy bustier with no cups. Or rather,
which cupped my breasts while leaving them naked. A lacy white
thong and high lacy white stockings went with it.

I didn't consider asking why he was dressing
me in this sexy lingerie, or even why he was dressing me.

Because, you see, he referred to me at all
times as 'slave girl', and I referred to him as 'master'. It seemed
natural by then. And the attitude that went with it did too.

And with that on he tied my wrists together
behind me with a white silk scarf, and then added a white collar
around my throat.

“Let's feed you, slave girl,” he said with a
grin, leading me from the room.

Why not? I wasn't entirely sure about this
'sexual submissive' business. I had never put a name to how I felt
the last week, but everything was... intriguing, interesting,
exciting, and I felt no reason not to go along with it and see
where it led.

Haley Cooper – sex slave! What a wild and
ludicrous thought! But heat came with it, and I had become addicted
to that heat. I wasn't going to give it up any time soon!

 


END
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