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Chapter 1

Jenny was a beautiful young latina girl. She had just turned 18 a couple of weeks ago. She was 5 ft 4 in, had a slender figure, but good firm breasts for her age. Her hair was fairly long and dark, and she had striking brown eyes. In the past years, she had had some boyfriends, but only her relationship with Zack had been somewhat serious. They dated for about six months and she had lost her virginity to him, but somehow, he had not really excited her. He was a very sweet guy, and the sex had been ok, but something had been lacking for her and she could not quite put her finger on what it was. Frustrated, she had eventually broken up with him a while back.

As she was getting ready to graduate from high school, she had started working part-time in a law firm downtown, doing secretary duties. Jenny had only been in the position for a week, but she already picked up plenty of office rumours. The managing partner, Mr. Emerson, was leading a fairly big firm, with around 20 other lawyers, as well as law clerks, secretaries and so on. However, there was a lot of talk between the employees about Mr. Emerson’s wealth. It was well known that he owned several expensive sports cars, he was always extremely well dressed and apparently he owned a vacation home in the Hamptons on top of the town house he lived in when he was in town. It did not quite make sense to everybody how he afforded all of that. Sure, a law firm of this size made good money, but that amount of money? It did not add up.

From the very first day, Jenny had been excited by Mr. Emerson. He was about 50 years old, had dark hair with grey streaks, which made him look very mature and wise. He was well built for his age and had piercing blue eyes that she could get lost in. Whenever he entered a room, his presence demanded immediate attention. Somehow, Mr. Emerson was stirring something in Jenny that Zack, with all his sweetness and teenage inexperience, was unable to provide.

She was just finishing her last task of the day that Monday of her second week, copying some files for one of the junior associates, when Daisy came into the filing room. She was one of the more experienced secretaries of the firm, and Jenny had relied on her a lot during the first week. “Hey, Jenny, dear, I was asked to tell you that the boss wants to see you in his office once you're done here”, she said. “Mr. Wickham?”, Jenny asked, expecting Daisy to mean the associate responsible for the secretaries. “No, honey, Mr. Emerson asked for you! I have no idea what it’s about…”.

Jenny flushed a bit and hoped that Daisy would not notice. Mr. Emerson wanted to meet with her? What could it be about? She had only been here a week and as far as she was aware, she had not made any big mistakes or drawn attention to herself in any way.

It was no use wondering though. She copied the final pages, filed them properly, and then made her way to Mr. Emerson’s office, which lay on the upper floor of the building. His was the only office on that floor, sealed off by a large wooden door, with only his personal secretaries’ desk in front of it. As she got up the stairs and approached Mrs. Harris, his secretary, she could not help thinking about how she looked. She was wearing a blue blazer and a white box-pleats skirt that ended just above her knees. Since it was a nice summer day, she did not wear any pantyhose, just a pair of black stiletto pumps with a sharp tip. Initially, she had worn sneakers to work, but she soon noticed that all the other women in the office were wearing high shoes, so she adapted. She did not mind, since she had noticed that the added height and the different posture the heels gave her made her feel sexy. Several of the male clerks and associates had stared at her as she walked by, as she could not help noticing, and she enjoyed their looks.

As she reached Mrs. Harris’ desk, she was quite nervous with anticipation. “I am here to see Mr. Emerson”, she said timidly. “You are Ms. Cantillo?”, asked Mrs. Harris. Jenny nodded. “Okay, boss is waiting for you inside, you can knock and go in when he asks you to.” Jenny’s heart was racing now. She made her way to the heavy wooden doors, took a deep breath, and knocked.

Chapter 2

“Come in”, came Mr. Emerson’s deep voice from inside. Jenny’s hands were shaking a bit when she turned the knob. She opened the door and stepped in. Mr. Emerson was sitting behind his desk, wearing a dark-blue suit with a white shirt. He was apparently also winding down the day, as he had already removed his tie. Which was lying to the side on his desk.

“Hello, Ms. Cantillo, how are you today?” He did not wait for an answer, but continued: “Please, sit down!” Jenny walked up towards his desk and took a seat in front of it. “Now, tell me, how was your first week in our little firm?” She gave her best effort to look relaxed and smiled as she answered: “Oh, it’s been great, everybody is very kind to me and is helping me get to know how everything works. I am really glad to have gotten this opportunity to work here and earn a little money over the summer before I go off to college.”

Mr. Emerson smiled back at her. “I am very glad to hear that, Jenny. Is it alright if I call you Jenny?” She was taken aback, but swiftly nodded. “I have heard good things about your work ethic, you seem to be very motivated, a quick learner, and willing to take on harder tasks as well. I like that in an employee, so I am very satisfied with you so far.” Jenny got a warm feeling in her stomach. It was incredible how good Mr. Emerson’s praise made her feel, even though she knew that he probably was not really aware of her exact work. Still, she could feel the urge not to disappoint him and get praise from him again.

He continued: “As a matter of fact, I think you could be the perfect fit for another position I have to fill here in the company.” Jenny was confused. What other position could she possibly be good for, considering that she had no degree or other qualification. Mr. Emerson noticed her puzzled look. “I know, it might seem a bit unorthodox, but I believe that with your obvious talent, you would be very good at it. You are probably wondering what the position is. Well, I am in need of a personal assistant. Sure, Mrs. Harris is doing the secretary work for me, but there are other parts of my job that I need help with, especially when I am dealing with some of the more demanding clients of mine. You could really help me there. Obviously, that would mean that you would not have to do secretary work anymore. And a nice pay rise would come along with it as well.”

Jenny did not know what to say. What exactly was this new position? Mr. Emerson had been very vague, but she did not want to seem stupid or ungrateful in front of him, so she did not ask. Instead, she said: “How much more money?” It was the only sensible question that came to mind. Mr. Emerson laughed. “Very goal oriented, I like it. So, I would immediately double your current salary, and there might be some hefty bonus payments available as well if I am satisfied with your work.” Satisfied - there was that word again that made her insides tingle. She really wanted Mr. Emerson to be satisfied with her. Sure, the money sounded nice as well, but her mind was mainly focused on how she could make him happy with her.

“Now, in terms of working hours, it would not be more than before, but I might need you at different times of the day and sometimes in the evenings as well. Would that be okay?” Jenny pondered this for a second, then answered: “I think so… but I still have school of course.” Mr. Emerson nodded. “Right, I almost forgot about that. How long until summer break is it?” “Four more weeks”, answered Jenny. “Okay, that will not be a problem”, said Mr. Emerson. “In fact, if it is alright with you, I would like for you to start your new position right away and stay a bit longer tonight.”

Jenny did not have any other plans this evening, so she quickly agreed and signed the paper he put in front of her, which detailed the more flexible work hours, the higher payment and some legal terms she did not quite comprehend. She was eager to find out what her new job would entail and more than that, she did not want to say no to Mr. Emerson after he had been so kind to pick her. As if he could read her mind, he got up, walked around the desk next to her, and said: “I have to make one thing clear, Jenny. Being my personal assistant is a very important position. You are working directly underneath me, nobody else will give you tasks, you answer only to me. Understood?” Jenny nodded. “And I expect of a personal assistant that they do everything I ask of them, without hesitation. There will be no ‘no, sirs’, only ‘yes, sirs’. Is that also understood?” Jenny gulped. His tone had become a lot harder, very demanding. But again, she did not want to say no to him. She craved his approval. So she nodded again.

It all happened so suddenly. Before she even knew what was happening, Mr. Emerson slapped her hard across her cheek. She could feel the blood flowing there, it hurt. His gaze was now unforgiving, he looked down on her with disgust. “I just told you that I expect a ‘yes, sir’ from you, what part of that did you not understand?” Jenny looked at him, horrified. Where did this come from? But again, she could not overcome her urge to please him, so she stammered: “Ye… yes, sir, I understand.”

“That’s better! Do not forget it again, or else you know what awaits you. In fact, I think we should begin today with some discipline work, since it seems that is what you still lack.” He pushed a button on his phone and spoke into it: “Mrs. Harris, you can go home now, I won’t need you anymore today.” Her voice sounded out the other end, simply saying “Ok!”

Mr. Emerson turned back towards her, Jenny was glued into her chair, not knowing what awaited her next. “I want you to stand up and bend over the desk for me”, he commanded. Jenny’s insides turned. He was going to have sex with her! Her head was spinning so much, she could not think straight. On the one hand, she regretted what she had gotten herself into, on the other hand, there was also a distinct feeling of excitement in her that she could not deny. Jenny did not have much time to think and so, after a short hesitation, she bent herself over his large desk. Her firm butt was sticking out at the back while she placed her hands on the desktop. Before she knew it was happening, Mr. Emerson had taken handcuffs out of his drawer and fastened them around her wrists, tying her tightly to the desk. She was thus unable to resist as he did the same with her ankles, fixating her legs at the feet of the desk.

“What are you doing?”, she finally asked in a frightened voice. Mr. Emerson did not immediately answer, but instead put a blindfold over her eyes. “I told you, you lack discipline, and I am going to teach you some now, this is the first step of your new job.” As she took a breath to protest, he took the opportunity and stuffed a ball gag into her mouth and tightened it around her head. She was now completely helplessly at his mercy, not able to see or speak or move.

Chapter 3

Jenny waited in dread what was going to happen next. She was sure that Mr. Emerson would want to have sex with her and there was nothing she could do about it. This was really not what she had bargained for when she had been so eager to please him, but somehow, without being able to explain why, she did not struggle or try to escape. Instead, a slight arousal spread through her body. It was a feeling she had never had in her life, not with Zack or any other boy. As Mr. Emerson stood behind her, she could feel a bulge in his pants and the thought that he was horny for her excited her beyond her wildest dreams. He wanted her - her! A successful, handsome, mature man like him, not some inexperienced high school douchebag like she had dated previously.

But it came differently as she had expected.

First, Mr. Emerson lifted up her skirt and took a while to muster her perky little behind. He seemed to like what he saw, since he made approving grunts. However, instead of undressing her or himself, he then went over to his cupboard and she could hear him taking something out. Not being able to see only heightened her sense of anticipation.

Finally, he walked back over behind her and without so much as a warning, he smacked down his bare hand on her right butt cheek. It hurt badly, but Jenny did not have much time to think about it, since just a moment later, another slap hit her left cheek. She moaned through the ball gag. “Hmm, so you seem to like this?”, asked Mr. Emerson. Jenny shook her head, spit was beginning to drool out of her mouth.

“Really? You don’t? Well, maybe what I am about to do to you will show you at least that you should not cross me - ever. Understood, slut?” She trembled when he first called her that word. Was that what he had hired her for? To be his slut? A whore that he paid handsomely with the money he had offered her. Between all her excitement, she could not help but to also feel a huge amount of shame. Why did she let him do that to her?

Lost in her thoughts, she forgot to answer his question and was promptly punished for it. It became clear now what he had taken out of his cupboard, as her ass was hit by a sharp whip, or rather a riding crop, as you usually would use on a horse. She tried to yell out in pain, but could not. As she recovered, she said with a muffled voice through the gag: “Yes, sir!” She was not rewarded for her obedience though, as the whip hit her buttocks again, even harder this time. “It seems you need some more pain to help you understand how this is going to go from now on”, said Mr. Emerson, as he hit her ass over and over again, until dark red stripes appeared all over it.

This treatment continued for several minutes, before he finally let up. Jenny was breathing heavily, her butt was hurting like she had never felt before. Tears were running down her cheeks and hit her mouth, where they fused with the continued stream of saliva escaping her because of the gag. An ugly puddle had built up on the floor underneath her already.

Mr. Emerson put away the whip and grabbed her by the ass, much more gentle this time, yet his touch still hurt as her skin was sensitive from the beating it had received. He slowly moved his hand around her hips, grabbed the sides of her black, lacy panties and pulled them halfway down her legs. He took a step back and looked at her exposed backside. Her shaven teenage pussy and pink asshole lay bare in front of him. “I really like what I see, my little bitch. Now let’s see if you hated your whipping as much as you pretended that you did”, said Mr. Emerson.

He stepped closer to her, she could feel his bulge against her skin again. His hand wandered from her ass cheek down the side of her legs, then up in between them until he reached her pussy. There was no betraying it, she had gotten wet as he had abused her with the whip, she could feel it - and so could he.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?”, he asked tauntingly. “I knew you would be able to see the advantages of the new position I have put you in. I could see it in your eyes, your desire to please me.” He deliberately moved his hard cock, wrapped in his suit pants, along the side of her hip and teased her: “Is this what you would like? To feel me? To ultimately please me? I won’t deny, that is exactly what you are paid to do in your new position, but I don’t think you have deserved my cock just yet…”

Jenny’s head was spinning. How could she be so horrified by what he was doing to her and yet so aroused at the same time? He was right, she knew she wanted him. For him to take her right there, as she was unable to resist him. Equally though, she despised what he was doing to her, how he humiliated her.

She did not get much time to contemplate her conflicting feelings though as now Mr. Emerson had turned his attention from giving her pain to giving her pleasure. He had taken a small vibrator out of his pocket and placed it over her clitoris. Her body tensed up immediately, as the pleasant feeling of arousal flooded through her body. She could not fight it, it felt good. He took out some duct tape and fixated the vibrator over her pussy so that it stayed in place without him holding it.

With that, he took a step back again. Jenny could feel a bit of disappointment as she was no longer able to feel his erect cock pressing against her through his pants. But the vibration more than made up for it. She started moaning, slightly at first, but growing in volume as the vibrator did his job on her now soaking clitoris.

She could not help herself, the vibrations got her closer and closer to an orgasm and finally, after around five minutes, she came hard, squirting her juices all down the insides of her legs.

Finally, Mr. Emerson removed her blindfold. She looked up at him and saw him smile. Again, that warm feeling of pride appeared in her, she had done well, he was satisfied with her. He released her hand and feet and told her to kneel down in front of him. She did not even think twice about obliging him this time. Eventually, he removed the gag from her mouth. Jenny breathed in and out heavily several times, catching some much needed air after the physical strain she had endured.

“Look at that, you seemed to even have enjoyed yourself, isn’t that right, whore?”, Mr. Emerson asked. Jenny still shuddered a bit at the term she used on her but she swallowed her pride and simply answered: “Yes, sir, I did.” He smiled at her. “Good, I want you to enjoy working with me, and I am sure we can do great things together.” He moved his thumb over her chin, then moved up his hand and pushed his index finger against her lips. She instinctively knew what to do and opened her mouth. His finger entered her and she closed her lips and sucked down on it. He added a second finger and pushed a little deeper into her throat. Jenny struggled for a bit to take them in that deep, but finally relaxed and was able to hold them in. Mr. Emerson looked very pleased with her. “You will do just fine, slut”, he said, “but for today, we are done. Go home and get rested, tomorrow we will continue.”

She got up, pulled her panties back up and turned around to leave his office. As she was about to go, he called her back: “Oh, I almost forgot. I have a little present for you.” He got out a small paper bag, she could see the name of a famous lingerie company on it. “Take these with you and make sure to wear them tomorrow. From now on, you will always wear sexy lingerie when you come into the office unless I tell you otherwise. Also, you are always to wear either dresses or skirts, I think that will make things a lot easier for both of us. Understood?”

“Yes, sir”, she said.

Chapter 4

When she got home to her parent’s house, Jenny rushed into the shower. Even though Mr. Emerson excited her, she still felt ashamed by what had happened, degraded and used. She took a long hot shower and when she finally emerged, she put a towel around her and went into her room. “Am I really going to go into work again tomorrow? What else is he going to do to me?”, she thought to herself and her doubts were mounting. Maybe she was not cut out for this and should put an end to it before it got too far.

When she got into her room, she saw the little lingerie bag sitting on top of her bed. There it was again. That tingling feeling in her body. The excitement about what Mr. Emerson could do to her. Her conflicting emotions were tearing her apart. She sat down on the edge of the bed and took off her towel, revealing her beautiful slim body. Jenny opened the bag and looked inside. What she found was a set of pink lingerie. A nice lacy bra, a fitting pair of panties, as well as a set of pink stockings and a matching garter belt. There was also a pair of pink stiletto pumps with a strap which complimented the outfit well.

Jenny got up and put the lingerie on, then she stepped in front of her full body mirror and took a look at herself. She had to admit, the outfit looked gorgeous on her. And she knew just the dress she could compliment it with. It was a tight bodycon dress, that bound around her body so that the seam at the bottom had a cheeky opening, giving the hint of a look up her legs.

Suddenly, she felt the excitement rising in her again. She had never felt this desired in her life before. Without thinking about it, she laid down on her bed and spread her legs. Pushing the pink panties aside, she started rubbing her clit, which was still sensitive from the massive orgasm she had had earlier, but she did not care. The thought of Mr. Emerson doing unspeakable things to her tomorrow ignited a fire in her she had not thought possible.

Jenny continued to rub her pussy, then entered it with two fingers. Yes, that felt good. She imagined that instead it was Mr. Emerson’s cock entering her, the one she had felt rubbing on her today but did not get the pleasure of feeling inside of her. She knew now that she wanted it, she wanted it badly. As she came, her body twitching under the intense pleasure of her fantasy, she realised that all the time she had felt bored by the boys from her school, it had all led to this. A man like Mr. Emerson was what she had always craved. She would do everything he asked of her. She needed his approval. She needed his guidance. She needed his punishment.

She had never felt so alive.

Chapter 5

She woke up the next morning still in the lingerie Mr. Emerson had given her. Apparently, she had fallen asleep right after masturbating, so much was the exhaustion from the previous day’s adventure. That was what she saw it as now: an incredibly exciting adventure. She was going to be Mr. Emerson’s one and only, she would do everything she could for him. He would be proud of her and praise her for her efforts.

Before she could go to work, there was the small matter of school to contend with. She reluctantly got up and got ready, all the while still in her sexy pink underwear. Finally, she put on the dress and the shoes and took another look in the mirror. Usually, she would not go to school like this, but she decided today she would. For one, the outfit heightened her excitement for what was coming later, but also she was not sure if Mr. Emerson expected her to appear in the office already dressed. She did not want to disappoint him by having to change in the office bathroom.

So, she got going to school, driving her crappy little car the 15 minutes it took to get there. A new car that was not always on the brink of breaking down was one of the things she hoped to be able to afford after the summer job and with Mr. Emerson paying her so much more now, it was very much within reach.

When she stepped from the parking lot into the school hall, she immediately felt plenty of stares on her. Jenny knew she was incredibly overdressed for school, but she enjoyed the attention she received. The first couple of lessons passed without much incident, but when she sat in history in fourth period, she noticed after a while that her teacher, Mr. Hecker, kept staring in her direction. You could tell that maybe in his younger years, Mr. Hecker might have been a sweet looking man, but by now, he was old and pretty saggy. And yet, for whatever reason, his looks triggered Jenny’s excitement again. She loved feeling wanted, especially by older men. As the lesson progressed, she noticed how Mr. Hecker lost his train of thought on several occasions, being distracted by the sight of her.

She decided that she would play a little trick on him. As he sat down while the class was supposed to read some boring chapter about the Battle of Little Bighorn, Jenny deliberately opened her legs just enough for him to be able to take a peak underneath her dress and onto her lacy pink thong. It did not take long for him to notice and the length of time he stared directly at her was almost embarrassing. That pathetic old geezer! But it turned her on how much power she had over him just by showing off her body.

Finally, the bell rang after her last class of the day. She could not wait to get to work and hurried to her car. Twenty minutes later, she was downtown and parked in the office garage and made her way up.

Chapter 6

As she walked through the office downstairs, the now familiar looks followed her all the time. Jenny could hear two of the male junior associates whispering to each other as she passed by. It was funny to imagine what they were saying about her, but she could pretty much guess the gist of it.

Jenny made her way up to Mrs. Harris’ desk. As she approached, the secretary pulled her glasses down her nose and mustered her from top to bottom. She must have wondered why Jenny arrived in this attire. This made Jenny slightly uncomfortable after all. What if people in the firm started to notice what was happening behind closed doors? Would they not wonder anyway what exactly she was doing as Mr. Emerson’s personal assistant?

But there was no time to ponder these options now. Mr. Emerson opened the door and waved her inside. She followed him into the office and stood in the middle of the room. He sat back down behind his desk as Jenny eagerly awaited his instructions.

Mr. Emerson flipped through some files, typed some emails and overall ignored Jenny for a good couple of minutes, while she was standing there, in her high heels, in anticipation of what lay ahead.

Finally, he turned to face her. “Ok, I see you did as I asked and wore a dress. Let me see if you also complied with my other clothing choices. Lift up your dress a bit so that I can see.” She did as she was told and pulled her dress up enough for him to see the thong and the bra, then pulled it down again along her slim body.

Mr. Emerson nodded approvingly and another surge of warm feeling appeared in Jenny’s stomach. He evidently approved of her choice of outfit. “However”, he then said, and she tightened up, afraid of how she might have disappointed him, “there is something that might make this outfit even more complete”. He opened another one of his desk drawers and took out something pink and rubbery. At first, Jenny could not tell what it was until Mr. Emerson pulled it apart and presented it to her. It was a choker and written on it in white letters was the word: “SLUT”.

Her heart began to pound harder. Mr. Emerson walked around her, gently put her hair to the side, then put the collar around her neck and closed it at the back. It was fitted tightly, so that it choked her just a tiny bit, but not enough to cause her any real problems.

“Alright, are you ready for today’s tasks?”, he asked, standing in front of her. “Yes”, she replied eagerly and a split second later regretted how careless she had been, but it was too late. He slapped her hard across the face, not once, but twice, once with each hand. She teared up a little from the pain, but composed herself quickly and then whispered: “Yes, sir.” He shook his head. “I cannot hear you, slut!”, he demanded. Again, this time louder, she answered: “Yes, sir!”

“Good! I have a video call with a client that is about to start. I’m gonna need your assistance with that.” Jenny wondered how she could possibly assist him during a legal video call, but he soon gave her the answer. He sat back down on his leather chair, rolled back a bit and pointed to the space underneath his desk. “Get on all fours, bitch, and crawl under the desk.”

It was going to happen, she thought, she would finally get his cock. She would have preferred for it to happen in a less risky scenario, but there was no backing out now. Jenny got on the floor on hands and knees and crawled around the desk and took her place underneath it, facing Mr. Emerson’s bulging crotch.

He unzipped his fly and rolled forward, then got to work starting the video call, which started not long after. He took one last expecting look down at her, clearly telling her to start, before turning his attention to his client on the screen.

Jenny had given a couple of blowjobs before, but not many. Still, she was determined to perform well and went to work. She opened the button of his boxers and took out his cock, which was already fairly erect. It was quite big, a lot bigger than Zack's anyway. Not wanting to waste any more time, she took it into her mouth and started sucking. She could feel him getting bigger as she did so and was soon able to taste a bit of precum on her tongue.

Meanwhile, Mr. Emerson did not let on about anything that was going on as he was talking through boring legal arguments with his client, who apparently was involved in some kind of real estate dispute. Jenny tried her best to ignore the conversation and concentrated on her task, which was to satisfy her master. As she was sitting there, squatted underneath his desk, it was the first time that she thought about him that way: he was her master. She was willing to do these degrading things for him, because she craved his approval.

The thought spurred her on. She started sucking faster, more saliva gathered in her mouth and made it easier to take in his 7.5-inch cock. Soon, she was getting it pretty far down her mouth and it was hitting her throat, while at the same time she massaged the lower part with her hand.

It became clear to her that Mr. Emerson had experience with these things as he was able to control his breathing and speech while he was on the call. Whenever she had given Zack a blowjob, he had been so aroused that he could hardly get out anything more articulate than “Oh my god!”...

And Mr. Emerson’s stamina was also astonishing. The video call took a full half an hour and all the while, Jenny was sucking away at his dick. She enjoyed the feeling more and more. It was exhilarating to be involved in such a risky play, doing something nasty while somebody else watching did not know what was going on. Her pussy started to moisten as she pleasured his cock under the desk, hoping that after this, he would give her what she really craved.

Thinking about Mr. Emerson putting his beautiful dick inside her pussy made her go even faster. She took him as far into her mouth as she could, past her palate. Jenny struggled at first, but then pulled herself together, relaxed her throat and continued to take him deeper. Now finally, she could feel him tensing up, his breathing got heavier. She knew she was doing it right. Finally, he took his right hand off the desk, put it on the back of her head and pushed her down. His cock went deep inside her throat as just as it did, he came. His cum shot into her mouth. She gagged, it was so much. But she would not let any of it escape, she knew her master would not accept that. So she kept her mouth closed and kept all of it in as he pulled her by the hair off his dick.

While the client was still talking, Mr. Emerson glanced down at her for a short moment, nodded approvingly and watched her swallow his load down. Then he turned back to the screen.

To be continued…
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A little sneak peak into Part 2 “The Whore Training Begins”

Jenny blushed. What was going to happen next? Was she finally going to feel his thick cock inside of her for real? Her heart started to beat quicker. “Where do you want me, sir?”, she asked, a little timidly.

But Mr. Emerson did not wait for her to move, he just grabbed her under the arms, lifted her up and sat her down at the edge of the desk. He then put his hand firmly around her neck and began to choke her gently. She gasped for air in shock, but relaxed quickly.

Jenny liked it when he handled her roughly and when his hand tightened around her neck to choke her, her arousal grew. Mr. Emerson pushed her down, so that she laid with her back on the table.

With his free hand, he pulled on her lacy pink panties and let them glide along her legs until they were completely removed. By now, her shaven pussy was so wet that it was glistening in the sun that flooded through the windows into the room.

Mr. Emerson’s cock, still hanging out of his fly, had hardened again. Jenny was glad to see that she could turn him on that quickly, even after he had just come.

He pulled his pants and boxer shorts down and placed his dick with its tip onto Jenny’s soaking labia. Still choking her with one hand, he leaned forward and whispered into her ear: “Are you ready, slut?”

She looked up into his piercing eyes and said: “Yes, sir.” Without another word, he plunged his cock into her wet hole, a bit gentle at first to test the waters. He soon felt how eagerly she was welcoming him and started to thrust deeper.

Jenny was in ecstasy. Feeling her pussy being filled by Mr. Emerson’s hard throbbing cock was an even greater sensation than she had imagined. With every thrust, he got deeper inside of her until she felt his tip hit her cervix.

She started to breathe heavier as Mr. Emerson kept ramming his big dick inside of her moist pussy. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, leaning onto her with the weight of his body. She was completely under his control, and she loved it.

As her master kept fucking her, she could feel her juices starting to flow, dripping from her pussy down the insides of her legs and into her butt crack. It was exhilarating and a feeling she had never had before.

Mr. Emerson stopped grabbing her wrists and stood up straight again, then he pulled his cock out of her pussy. She let out a loud moan as he did so and begged him with her eyes to put it back in.

Her master just smiled at her wickedly. “No, no, my little slut, you seem to be enjoying yourself way too much here…”

He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up, then turned her around and shoved her head first onto the desk. As her butt was sticking out in front of him, he gave her cheeks a couple of hard slaps. Jenny screamed, although not loudly.

Still, Mr. Emerson seemed to have become aware that the noises he got out of her might attract unwanted attention in the office, particularly with Mrs. Harris, who was sitting just outside. Even though the big mahagoni doors were thick, if she were to scream or moan too loudly, the secretary might hear what was going on inside.

He opened up his desk drawer and took out another ball gag. It was a different one from the day before, instead of just a ball in between the straps, it now had a small penis-shaped dildo sticking out of it.

Jenny looked apprehensively at the tool, as Mr. Emerson grabbed her violently by the hair again, pulled her head back, and shoved the gag into her open mouth. For a second, she desperately gasped for air as the dildo part of the gag plunged into her mouth. After a couple of seconds though, she relaxed, as she could feel that it did not go too deep.

Mr. Emerson tightened the straps behind her head and then used his right hand to push her onto the desktop as he entered her pussy, this time from behind.

If the previous round had been exciting, it was nothing compared to what Mr. Emerson subjected Jenny to now. Relentlessly, he was thrusting in and out of her tiny little snatch, stretching it out with his cock.

With one hand he was holding her firm ass tightly as he entered her balls deep over and over again while with the other he switched between pulling her hair and smacking her. All she could do was scream and moan into the dildo-clad ball gag.

Mr. Emerson was showing no mercy as he displayed what Jenny had now become for him: his own little personal fuck doll. Her own personal will, her desires, all were flushed away by the singular new purpose of pleasing him. “This is what you were made for, slut”, he bellowed at her while he fucked her deep and hard. “You will be very valuable as my little whore.”

He pulled her hair again, this time pulling her upper body up, then he laid his other arm around her neck and began to choke her between his elbow, while continuing to fuck her little pussy mercilessly.

Jenny was in complete delirium. Between the gag and his choking suffocating her and his cock sending waves of pleasure through her, her body did not know what to feel anymore. She could sense herself drifting into a state in which it was almost like she was watching what was happening to her from the outside.

Her master’s voice pulled her back into reality. “Your pussy is mine, slut, is that understood?” All Jenny could muster was an approving moan, a sin that Mr. Emerson immediately punished by turning viciously at her hardened nipples. She let out a tiny muffled scream.

“Your body will be at my disposal at all times, whenever and for whatever I need it, is that also understood?”, he asked in a grim voice. This time, Jenny was better prepared and a somewhat audible “Yes, sir” emerged from between her lips and the soaking wet ball gag.

Mr. Emerson pushed her down upon the table again and spread her ass cheeks, taking a good look at his cock as it drifted in and out of her.

“Did you ever have anything in your ass, slut?”, he asked her. Jenny's eyes widened. She shook her head to indicate “No”. She looked back at him and could see that knowing smirk on his face. His eyes were glistening.
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