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Chapter 1

Jenny could not believe what she had just done. While her boss, Mr. Emerson, had been on a video call with a client, she had kneeled under his desk and had given him a blowjob to completion. She could still taste the salty cum she had gobbled down so willingly after he had shot his load deep into her mouth.

It was only the second week working at Mr. Emerson’s law firm and the day before he had offered her the position as her personal assistant. She had agreed, feeling the deep urge to please the mature, successful man, without knowing what she had signed up for.

Sure, the new position came with a significant pay increase, which she liked, since she wanted to earn as much money as possible before going off to college after the summer break. But she had not expected it to turn into something sexual - and so quickly! Just moments after she had signed on the dotted line, he had bent her over the desk and spanked her silly.

And yet, she had to admit to herself that she liked being used by Mr. Emerson like that. Jenny had never felt so wanted before in her life and she enjoyed the attention she got from a real man like him, compared to the wimpy boys she had dated in high school.

Mr. Emerson finished his video call with the client, who thankfully had not noticed what had been going on outside the view of the webcam. Rolling back with his chair, Mr. Emerson took Jenny’s hand and helped her up. She pulled her pink bodycon dress, which had lifted itself over her hips as she had knelt before him, back down.

He smiled at her and Jenny felt that now familiar buzzing in her stomach again that appeared whenever she knew she had done something that satisfied him.

“Very well done, you are a natural young slut. You are doing that tag justice, I must say”, he said, pointing to the choker with the word “SLUT” embroidered on it. “But I don’t think it is necessary for you to pull that dress back down just yet, we are not done here…”

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.

He lowered the tempo at which he was fucking her. The hand that had previously held her hair back reached over to her face and with his thumb, Mr. Emerson took up some of the saliva that was dripping down from her gagged mouth.

Apparently satisfied with the amount of lubrication this supplied, her master led his hand towards her butt and spread the saliva over her pink exposed hole.

Jenny was trembling with anticipation. She was still a virgin back there, untouched by anything, not even a finger. But she would not protest or resist, she was here to please Mr. Emerson, and if this was a part of it, she knew she would be able to do it.

Finally, with his cock balls deep in her pussy, he pressed with his thumb against her asshole and slowly entered her. If she had been able to, Jenny would have let out a scream, as it hurt when he put his thumb in, but as it was, she only let out a small whimper.

“You like that, slut?”, asked Mr. Emerson, but Jenny only moaned again, leading to him smacking her hard on her ass with his free hand.

His finger remained in place while Mr. Emerson began to thrust in and out of her once again. He had been fucking her for more than half an hour now and was beginning to breathe heavily.

He buried his other hand in her hair and, while keeping his thumb lodged in her ass, started pounding her hard yet again. Jenny tried to gasp for air as the sensation grew inside of her. It was a completely new feeling for her, being entered in both of her holes, but the pain had subsided and was replaced once more by the pleasure of being fucked by Mr. Emerson’s hard throbbing dick.

After another three minutes of merciless fucking, Mr. Emerson removed his finger from her ass, dragged her up by her hair and held her tightly. “Do you want my load inside of you, bitch?”, he whispered in her ear. She nodded quickly, saliva dripping from her gagged mouth as she did so.

He loosened the gag to allow it to fall out of her mouth and said: “I want to hear you say it, whore. Tell me what you want me to do!”

“Please come inside of me, master”, exhaled Jenny, who was using the chance to take some much needed breaths. 

Mr. Emerson did not need to be asked twice. Grabbing her hip on both sides, he thrust into her a couple more times and then let out a big gasp as he came deep inside her soaking pussy.

As he pulled out, much of his load started dripping out of her beleaguered hole onto the wooden office floor. Not giving her much time to gather her thoughts, Mr. Emerson grabbed Jenny by the hair and pressed her head down.

“Look at what a mess you made, slut!”, he exclaimed, pointing her at the white puddle on the ground. “Get on all fours and lick it up!”

Jenny’s legs were shaking. Even though she had not come, Mr. Emerson’s long and hard fuck had brought her close several times and she could really feel it in her body. But she did not complain. Slowly, supporting herself on the edge of the desk, she lowered herself down onto the floor, got on all fours and moved towards the sperm. She opened her mouth, stuck her tongue out and started taking up everything there was. Some drops evaded her and in the end, she had to resort to slurping them off the floor with her lips in order to get everything clean.

Once she had finished, Jenny eagerly looked up at Mr. Emerson. He had dressed himself again and was towering over her, an imposing figure in his perfectly tailored suit and with those piercing eyes mustering her.

“You’ve done very well, slut”, he commented and Jenny’s insides warmed again at hearing his praise. “I think you might soon be ready for more demanding tasks as my personal assistant.”

“For now though”, he continued, “I want you to get dressed again, our time for today is over, but we will have more work to do tomorrow.”

Jenny straightened her hair and pulled her dress back down over her hips. Her eyes then scanned the room for her panties, but could not find them.

“Searching for these?”, asked Mr. Emerson teasingly, spinning them casually on his index finger. “Yes, sir”, she answered and moved towards him, only for Mr. Emerson to gesture her to stop. “These are confiscated, I think you have proven to me today that you are not really in need of them”, he explained.

Jenny blushed. She did not have any other pairs of panties with her, meaning that she would need to get home without wearing any. This made her even more acutely aware of the fact that there was still some of his cum dripping down from her pussy, starting to run down the insides of her legs.

“However”, added Mr. Emerson, “I do again have a gift for you to take.” He grabbed a small paper bag from inside of his desk drawer and handed it to Jenny. She took a look inside and saw a small metallic butt plug with a pink crystal at the bottom grip part.

Mr. Emerson could tell that Jenny was looking at the toy both apprehensive and puzzled. He explained: “What I did for you today was only a first taste. I expect my personal assistant to be able to serve me with all her capacities and you are to train yourself to make sure that you will be able to do so to my satisfaction.”

To my satisfaction… That was what she craved, to satisfy him. Even though the anal play was new for her and admittedly scared her a little, she knew she would comply with his wishes.

“You are going to wear this to school tomorrow and keep it in until you reach the office after, understood?”, he asked. “I also expect you not to be wearing any panties tomorrow, just as you are now.”

Jenny gulped. That was a lot to ask of her, going to school with nothing underneath a skirt or a dress and wearing a butt plug. However, her desire to satisfy every demand he put to her was too strong by now. “Yes, sir”, was all she replied.


Chapter 2

Walking back out through the office towards the car park was an experience in itself. On the one hand, Jenny was on cloud nine about what had just happened. Just as she had imagined, Mr. Emerson had taken her and was satisfied with her. On the other hand, she was forced to walk in between the tiny cubicles on the ground floor with a short dress, without any panties and with cum visibly running down her legs.

All she could do was hope nobody would notice, even though understandably due to her outfit, everyone’s eyes were following her as she attempted to stride as confidently as possible through the rows towards the exit.

When she finally arrived home, she felt exhausted. It was not even that late yet, she had returned a lot earlier than she would have in her old position, but the action from before had taken a lot of energy out of her.

She rushed upstairs and went into the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror. Her hair was ruffled from all the pulling and her lipstick had not survived the treatment with the ball gag. Yet, she still felt very sexy in the tight pink dress, the stockings and the high heels that gave her such a nice posture.

As she thought about that, her hand wandered in between her legs, feeling the warm cum that had made its way down. Jenny moved her hands across her skin, taking up much of the sticky white semen. Then she entered first one, then two of her fingers into her pussy, trying to get out more of Mr. Emerson’s spunk.

When she had gathered a fair bit of it, she slowly took her fingers up to her mouth and watched herself lick the cum off her hand. It tasted salty, but yet delicious, knowing where it had come from.

Jenny felt herself getting horny yet again, but she also needed a break, so she decided to take a shower. Once she was done, she walked back over to her room and fell on her bed. What a day this had been.

She wondered about what Mr. Emerson might have in store for her tomorrow. Was he going to fuck her again? She really wished that to be true, today had been an amazing experience. At the same time, she was aware that he would probably also switch things up and introduce her to more things he wanted to do with her - or rather, to her.

Jenny was still young and inexperienced and as much as the adventures of the past two days excited her, there was still some anxiety inside of her if she would be able to comply with everything Mr. Emerson would demand of her to his satisfaction.

She felt particularly uneasy about the prospect of going to school tomorrow. Sure, being there today in the short dress and stockings had made her feel very sexy, but going without any panties was an entirely different thing. What if anybody caught a glimpse? She would be labelled a slut by the entire school!

Then again, she thought, the school year was almost over. She would graduate in a couple of weeks and once she got off to college, it was highly unlikely that she would see many of her classmates ever again.

And also, was she not a slut now? She had willingly given herself into the hands of a man to please him in whatever ways he wanted. Did that make her a slut? A whore even, since she received such a lofty compensation for it?

Jenny’s head was spinning from all of these questions. The one thing she felt certain about was that she would not stop. Her urge to get praised by Mr. Emerson had fully taken over her being, and she knew that she would go long ways in order to achieve it time and time again.

Thinking of her master brought another swell of horniness over her. She was lying on her bed in just her bathroom towel and now quickly threw it to the side, unveiling her slender body. She mustered herself in her bedroom mirror, her long legs, her nicely tanned skin.

She was worth being desired, she decided, looking at herself. And Mr. Emerson gave her exactly that feeling of being wanted, not just by some guy her age, but a real man.

She moved her hand in between her legs and started moving her fingers up and down her pussy lips. They were slowly getting moist from the thoughts she was having and it was not long until she began to gently circle her middle finger over her clitoris.

As she was imagining what Mr. Emerson might do to her tomorrow, she remembered the gift he had given her before she left. The plug! It was probably wise to try it out before having to wear it all day tomorrow.

Jenny reached over into her purse and took the plug from the little paper bag. It was about 1 inch in diameter at its thickest point and the grey steel was shimmering in the dimmed lights of her bedroom. The pink diamond at the bottom sparkled as she turned it around.

There was still some lube left that she had used with Zack when her arousal had not wanted to come, which had happened several times. She understood better now why that had been the case.

She applied some of it on the plug, then spread a bit more over her butt hole. In order to prepare herself, she gently placed one of her fingers on her opening and, after taking a deep breath, pushed it inside.

It was not a bad sensation for sure, Jenny thought. She slowly pushed a little deeper with her finger, then retreated it.

Feeling comfortable enough to do so, she pressed the plug against her opening and slowly inserted it into her butt. The metal combined with the lube gave a cold sensation and made her shudder momentarily, but it went in well. After just a few seconds, the thickest part had gone inside of her and the plug was resting tightly inside her ass.

This was a new experience for Jenny, but to her surprise, she realised that she did not mind the feeling of something in her butt. In fact, it was yet another pleasantly exciting sensation. Almost without thinking about it, her hand found her clit again and she started rubbing on it, while at the same time gently playing with the plug.

She pulled the plug out just enough for it to widen her hole, then let it slide in again. This she repeated over and over again while she played with herself. Juice was soon streaming down from her pussy into her butt crack, making it easier to pull the plug out and push it back in again.

After just a couple of minutes, Jenny reached a wonderful climax. It was a fantastic feeling and she was able to really let it sweep over her. The orgasm felt like a fitting end to this exciting day.

Satisfied, she cleaned the plug off with a tissue and hid it in her night drawer. She felt very tired now and soon drifted off to sleep, lying still naked in her bed.


Chapter 3

The next morning, Jenny got ready for school. She chose her outfit carefully again, this time opting for a nice light-blue summer dress with a flower pattern and matching stiletto heels.

As per Mr. Emerson’s instruction, she was not wearing any panties. In fact, she decided to forgo all underwear today and opted not to put on a bra either. The dress held her perky breasts in place beautifully as it was.

After she showered and got dressed, Jenny took the plug out of her drawer, fetched the lube and stood in front of her mirror. With her back to it, she bent down, lifted up her dress and spread her ass cheeks apart.

It was astonishing what a rush she felt, doing something so naughty. She lubed up the plug and slowly inserted it back into her ass. Eventually, only the handle with the pink crystal was still visible between her perfect apple cheeks.

Jenny wondered how it would be to wear it all day, but soon realised it was not that hard. As she arrived at the school, all that was left was a mild pleasant feeling of weight around her butt hole, but otherwise, she hardly noticed the plug at all.

The first lessons passed without much incident. During fourth period, she was again sitting in history class with Mr. Hecker, who, obviously enticed by her little display the day before, kept staring in her direction when he thought she was not noticing.

Jenny did not give him a full display this time, considering that she was not wearing any panties today. She really hoped with all his staring, he would not notice her predicament.

The lesson rambled on, as usual it was very boring. When the bell finally rang, Jenny could not wait to get out of the classroom.

Mr. Hecker seemed to have other ideas though. As everybody was getting up from their seats, he said loudly: “Oh, and Ms. Cantillo, could I see you at my desk before you leave, please?”

Jenny’s friend Erica gave her a pitiful look as all other students left the room. Eventually, it was just her and Mr. Hecker left.

The old teacher mustered her from top to bottom, not even trying to hide his lust for her. Jenny suddenly felt quite uncomfortable. What had been such an exciting tease the day before might turn into something else entirely now.

“Say, Ms. Cantillo, I could not help but notice the very open attitude you showed in class yesterday”, Mr. Hecker began. “Obviously, that type of behaviour is not really something a young, beautiful woman such as yourself should engage in. As a matter of fact, I think it is suited to reflect badly upon the image of the school and should therefore be discouraged!”

Jenny flushed. “I am very sorry Mr. Hecker, I promise, it was an accident and it will never happen again!”

Mr. Hecker smiled and pretended to contemplate her words. “You know, Jenny”, casually slipping into using her first name, “I might have believed that story yesterday, but do you want to tell me that today you are behaving better?”

Jenny was flustered. Had he really noticed how she was walking around today? Or was he just playing with her? She could hardly admit to his allegation, so she said: “I don’t know what you are talking about, Mr. Hecker.”

“So, you are telling me, that if somebody…”, putting quite a ridiculous emphasis on that word, “were to check underneath that pretty dress of yours, they would not find you without any proper undergarment?”

The use of that old-fashioned term would have been comical, had Jenny not been in such a precarious situation. All that was left for her was to stand her ground, so she reiterated: “Of course not, that is not true!”

Mr. Hecker smiled again. “Well, well, I guess I will need to take you up to the principal’s office then, I am sure she will be able to sort out this matter… and take the necessary measures if I were to be right, of course”, he added.

Jenny’s face was a dark shade of red by now. How could she possibly get out of this spot of bother?

The teacher seemed to have read her mind: “Of course, that might not be necessary at all, if you were to allow me to conduct a bit of investigation myself. As I recall, yesterday you seemed quite eager to have your old teacher have a little look…”

It always had to come down to this, Jenny realised. She decided to get whatever was going to happen over with quickly. “How can I…”, she chose her words carefully, “erase your doubts over my attitude, Mr. Hecker?”

His grin turned into a broad smile. “Oh, I will just need to make a very small inspection, dear”, he said. “Why don’t you bend over the table here so that I can take a closer look?”

While Jenny moved towards the desk, Mr. Hecker made a few quick steps towards the classroom door and locked the door. When he returned, she had bent over the teacher’s table, her butt facing in his direction.

“Now now, what do we have here?”, said Mr. Hecker in an excited voice. His hand ran first over her back, then up the outside of her legs, before he lifted her dress up, revealing her naked and shaven pussy and the sparkling plug sticking out of her ass.

“Oh my!”, exclaimed the teacher. “I did notice you were not wearing any underwear, but this I did not expect!” Jenny felt ashamed that she had brought herself into this situation. She had no idea what Mr. Hecker planned to do next.

He moved his hand over her butt, caressing her cheeks for a couple of minutes. This seemed to satisfy him already, much to Jenny’s surprise. However, when he finally told her to stand up, he blocked the path between herself and the door.

“I think, sweetheart, there is a bit of recess left”, he said. “If you do not want me to make your sinful behaviour on campus public knowledge, I would advise you to do me a little favour. You know, an old man like me, I am easily pleased these days…”

With these words, he opened the fly of his jeans and took out his cock. It was not very big, but definitely fully erect. He placed his hand forcefully on the top of her head, clearly signalling her to get onto her knees.

Jenny had no choice but to do as he wanted. No way would she risk her graduation so shortly before the end of term.

Mr. Hecker pushed her head down on her cock and after a short hesitation, Jenny took it into her mouth. Compared to Mr. Emerson, her teacher’s dick was fairly easy for her to deal with and so she did not struggle too much as Mr. Hecker shoved himself deep into her mouth.

She did not have to do much, as he seemed contend with just fucking her throat by pushing her head down onto him over and over again.

This continued for several minutes, just barely before the bell rang to indicate the beginning of the next lesson. Finally, Mr. Hecker grabbed her forcefully by the hair, took his cock out of her mouth and aimed it at her. Instinctively, Jenny opened her mouth and just in time. He shot a gigantic load onto her tongue, with some of his cum hitting her chin and cheeks.

Having concluded his business, Mr. Hecker looked down on her, smiling gently. “Why don’t you clean yourself up and hurry along to your next class, sweetie?”

With nowhere else for it to go, Jenny swallowed his load down, then pushed the leftovers from her face into her mouth as well.

She felt incredibly degraded by the experience and as she rushed out of the room to make it to her next class in time, another thought entered her mind: should she tell Mr. Emerson about what had happened?

While their arrangement did not include any clause on if she should be exclusive with him, she was sure that he would want to know if she was sexually active with another man.

But how would he react to the news? Would he be understanding? Or would he be mad that she allowed somebody else to take advantage of her?

She would need to find that out later…


Chapter 4

When Jenny arrived at the law offices after school, views followed her yet again as she strode through the ground floor and then up the stairs to Mr. Emerson’s office.

Mrs. Harris, the secretary, gave her a smile and a nod as Jenny passed her desk. “Mr. Emerson is already expecting you”, she said and Jenny immediately knocked on the heavy wooden doors.

“Come in”, she heard Mr. Emerson say from inside and entered his office.

He was seated behind his desk, his elbows resting on the table and his hands touching at his fingertips. Mr. Emerson looked up and down her beautiful body as she entered, clearly approving of her choice of dress.

“Please, sit down, slut”, he told her, indicating towards the chair opposite of him. Jenny did as she was told and took a seat.

“Now, I hope you have followed my instructions from yesterday?”, he inquired. Jenny blushed slightly and said: “Yes, sir, I did as I was told and did not wear any underwear today to school.”

Mr. Emerson raised an eyebrow. “No underwear at all, you say?” She nodded again, followed by a quick “Yes, sir.” There was no need to make him angrier than necessary, considering the news she would need to break to him in just a moment.

“I would very much like to see that”, he added. “Why don’t you get up and take off that pretty little dress of yours?”

Jenny got up and pulled the dress over her head, then placed it neatly on the chair next to her.

Mr. Emerson nodded approvingly and she was standing naked in front of him, her perfectly proportioned breasts and shaven pussy laid bare for her master.

“Well, there was one more thing I asked of you”, he continued. “I want you to sit on your knees on the chair and present your ass to me.”

Without hesitation, Jenny turned around, climbed on the leather chair and bent her upper body over the back of it, presenting her pussy and butt to Mr. Emerson. The pink crystal at the end of the plug was clearly visible and sparkling in the sunlight.

Mr. Emerson got up and rounded his desk to take a closer look. He smiled as Jenny looked back over her shoulder at him and started to caress her butt cheeks. Eventually, he grabbed the plug and pulled it out a bit. Jenny gasped as the plug was spreading her hole open. Having pulled it out to its biggest diameter, he then pushed it back into her.

“Very nice, I am happy that you seem comfortable with some anal play, my little whore”, he complimented her. Once more, a warm feeling spread through Jenny’s stomach, brought on by his praise.

“Did anyone at school notice that you were without panties or with the butt plug”, he then asked. The warm feeling quickly made way to a whole other sensation. Jenny felt her stomach sink as she realised that she would need to tell Mr. Emerson what had happened.

“I… there was…” , she stammered as he was moving to stand in front of her. She looked up frightened at her master, who stood imposingly above her, looking down with a grim face.

He smacked her hard across the face, leaving a bright red mark on her cheek. “Spit it out, slut, what happened?”, he said, without emotion.

Jenny took all of her courage and then started to explain: “My history teacher… Mr. Hecker. He noticed that I was not wearing any underwear…”. She looked up to see Mr. Emerson’s reaction, but so far, none was forthcoming.

“And…?”, he asked. “I am sure you would not be telling me this if that was all that happened.”

She nodded. “He confronted me about it and threatened to go to the principal… and then…”, she swallowed before saying it, “...then he had me give him a blowjob in order to keep quiet.”

Mr. Emerson stood motionless in front of her, his face did not give away what he was thinking. In some way, his silence was even worse than had he slapped her or done anything else to punish her instantly.

Jenny looked up at him, her brown eyes begging him to react, to somehow show her what he was thinking.

Finally, he moved. He placed his hand over her throat and squeezed. Jenny gulped for air as he was choking her. Slowly, he pulled her up with his hand until his face was right in front of hers.

“Listen to me, you little bitch”, he bellowed finally. “I appreciate your willingness to show that you are ready and able to serve others but me, which is something that I will need to use you for very shortly. But obviously, it is absolutely unacceptable for you to do so without getting my permission, first, do you understand?”

Jenny was taken aback. This was not the reaction she had expected. Mr. Emerson wanted her to have sex with other men as well? She was okay with him using her, but would she be willing to serve others on his bidding? Was she really going to let him pimp her out like a common whore?

Lost in her thoughts, she had not reacted to his question and the punishment came instantly. He slapped her twice, hard, on each cheek.

“I asked you a question, slut”, he yelled, “do you understand me?”

Jenny was forced to make a quick decision. If there was a time to voice her protest, now would be it. But the desire to please Mr. Emerson proved stronger than her objections yet again. “Yes, sir”, she whispered, as tears started streaming down her face. “I am very sorry for disappointing you, master”, she added, “it will never happen again, I promise!”

Mr. Emerson wiped the tears off her face with his thumb and looked her in the eyes. “I very much hope so, for your own good. Now, while I am willing to let this sort of behaviour slide once, you will of course need to be punished for your insolence.”

He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her all the way up. She was standing shakily on her four-and-a-half inch heels, still fighting off the tears. Mr. Emerson led Jenny towards his wardrobe. She wondered what he would be doing with her there.

As they reached the cupboard, he opened the door and grabbed her wrists. From the top shelf, he took some rope and tied her hands onto the rail that usually held the hangers for his suit jackets. The wardrobe was high, so her hands were lifted way above her head.

In another quick motion, Mr. Emerson took out the ball gag he had used the day before and shoved it into her mouth, the dildo again gagging her throat. Finally, he put a blindfold over her eyes.

“And now, let’s let your punishment commence…”


Chapter 5

Jenny stood apprehensively in the door of the wardrobe, supporting herself on the ropes that tied her hands on the clothes rail. She was able to bend her legs a little bit, but not much. It was overall a very uncomfortable position to be in, but that was the sense of it after all.

She wondered what Mr. Emerson would do to punish her. It was not long until she found out.

“Stick out that ass, whore”, his voice shouted from behind her. Jenny bent her knees as much as she could and stuck her behind out towards him as best as possible.

Just one second later, she felt the hot pain of being struck by the riding whip. It burned badly on her right ass cheek, but before she could get used to it, the whip came down again on her other cheek.

Over and over again, Mr. Emerson let the whip come down on her bare ass until it was dark red and hurting beyond belief. All that was left for Jenny was to silently whimper into her ball gag, trying hard not to cry out from the pain inflicted on her.

Eventually, the whipping stopped. Jenny breathed heavily as she tried to recover from the bruising she had received, but Mr. Emerson did not grant her much reprieve.

Instead, he took out a little chain with a clamp on each end. He reached around her and attached the clamps to her nipples. Not seeing what he was doing, Jenny gave a muffled scream into the gag as they bit down into her perky flesh.

As he was standing behind her, Jenny could hear Mr. Emerson unzipping his pants, which fell to the floor. He slapped her butt several more times with his open hand.

He then grabbed her by the hair with one hand and used the other to slide his now erect cock into her unsuspecting pussy.

Jenny screamed into her gag, not having expected him to enter her so suddenly. His left hand held her firmly by the waist while his right continued to pull her head back by the hair. Again and again he thrust inside of her. There was nothing romantic about the way he was fucking his young harlot, it was pure rage and lust that drove him on.

Even with the pain, Jenny could feel herself getting more and more wet, easing the access for Mr. Emerson as he fucked her hard. His firm grip held her in place, as it was difficult for her to stand, being tied by her wrist and balancing on her slim stiletto heels.

Over and over his hard cock plunged into her tight pussy, her walls clenching around it in ecstasy. After several minutes, she could feel an orgasm rising inside her. Finally, it burst through, sending her body into trembling. She moaned loudly into her gag.

The fact that she had come seemed to have caused Mr. Emerson to change pace. He pulled his cock out of her and said: “You are doing well, my little slut… now are you ready for something new?”

Jenny could hardly hold herself upright, the orgasm had weakened her knees and all she could muster as a reply was nodding and a soft “Uh-hu” through her gag.

Mr. Emerson slapped her several times on her ass with his open hands, then went over to his desk to fetch another item from his drawer. Blindfolded, Jenny did not know what he was preparing for her next.

As he came back up behind her, Mr. Emerson pushed her forward slightly, as far as the ties allowed, and reached between her butt cheeks. He grabbed the hilt of the plug and slowly pulled it out of her butt, making sure to leave it in place for a while at the thickest point to stretch her out.

Jenny let out another pleasured moan. She knew what was coming next - in fact she had known since he handed her the plug the day before…

Mr. Emerson was about to take her anal virginity.

She heard a cap popping and then felt a cold liquid being applied with his fingers on the entrance to her backside. Mr. Emerson was generously spreading the lube and then put some on his massive member as well.

Finally, he grabbed her by the hips, and placed the tip of his dick on her butthole. Slowly, he drew her closer. His cock entered her ass quite easily, thanks to the lube and the work the plug had done earlier.

Still, it was an intense sensation, his forehead being thicker than the plug had been. It stretched her out nicely, but it became easier as he entered her more deeply.

Once he had inserted his cock all the way inside her ass, he removed the gag from her mouth and leaned in close to her ear.

“Where is my cock, whore?”, he whispered.

Jenny breathed heavily. “In my ass, sir”, she replied.

“Oh yeah, that’s right”, he said, before starting to move slowly back and forth inside of her. Jenny was glad that he was being too fast at the beginning, but that pace did not last long.

After only a couple of thrusts, Mr. Emerson picked up the tempo, fucking her ass faster and harder. He put his right arm around her neck, choking her with it, while placing his left hand between her legs, caressing her clitoris.

Once again, Jenny drifted into a different state of mind, one dominated by lust, pain, and total devotion to Mr. Emerson.

The feeling of getting fucked in the ass was even better than she had expected, she loved the way he filled her out. At the same time, she was struggling to breathe in his stranglehold and her nipples were burning with pain from the clamps, but all of it did not matter, as one shockwave of pleasure after another shot through her body.

Her lust had begun to make her moan loudly again, leading Mr. Emerson to reapply the gag to her mouth, muffling her sounds so as not to arouse suspicion in the rest of the office.

Again and again Mr. Emerson ploughed into her young ass, which by now eagerly took him in. It must have been 15 minutes until he finally started to breathe heavily as well, finally groaning as he shot his huge load deep into her bowels.

Jenny could feel his seed filling her ass, it was an amazing sensation as his cock twitched inside her.

Mr. Emerson remained inside of her for a bit, then pulled his dick out. Jenny fully expected him to now untie her, but he did not. Instead, he said in a cold voice: “This was an important step in your training, slut, and you did well. However, you clearly need more time to contemplate on what you did today so carelessly, so I will give you the time to do so.”

And with this, he shoved her inside the cupboard, still tied to the clothes hanger, gagged and nipple clamped, and locked the door.


Chapter 6

Jenny could hear Mr. Emerson pulling his trousers back up, then opening and closing the door. He had left her here alone, tied and locked up in the wardrobe, her eyes blindfolded and her mouth gagged.

There was nothing for her to do but wait. It was an extremely uncomfortable position, in a confined space, only supported by her tied wrist above her head.

She tried to steady her breathing and began to feel her body again more clearly. Spit had yet again started to drip from her gagged mouth. Mr. Emerson’s cum was beginning to ooze out of her butt as well, slowly running down along her pussy and the insides of her legs.

With all the pain he had inflicted on her, Jenny should hate Mr. Emerson, but she did not. Instead, she felt almost thankful for the ordeal he was putting her through. Even in the precarious position she was in now, all she could think about was how pleased he would be by her.

She knew this relationship was not good for her, and yet, she could not help herself. She had completely fallen into a deep devotion that not even the embarrassment of being locked in a cupboard could break.

Her mind drifted back to what Mr. Emerson had said earlier: “I appreciate your willingness to show that you are ready and able to serve others but me, which is something that I will need to use you for very shortly.”

Jenny wondered how exactly Mr. Emerson intended to make her available to other men. And how shortly was this timeframe? Even with the blowjob she had delivered to Mr. Hecker earlier that day, she was unsure how she felt about being made to be sexually active with others on Mr. Emerson’s command.

Still, through her anxiety, she could also feel a rush of excitement running through her. It would be another opportunity to prove her worth to her master. And she had pleased Mr. Hecker easily enough, so why should she not be able to do the same for others?


Chapter 7

It must have been two hours before Mr. Emerson came back into the office, but Jenny was unable to tell for certain, since she had no access to a watch.

When he finally opened the wardrobe and took her blindfold off, she squeezed her eyes together, since they had to get accustomed to the light again. It was dark outside by now, which helped, but Mr. Emerson had turned on the lighting in the room.

He removed the gag and the nipple clamps, then untied her hands and offered her his hand to help her step out of the wardrobe.

Standing tall in front of her, he locked down on his young naked plaything. Her ass bruised, her nipples red and semen running down her legs, she must have been quite a sight.

“I hope you were able to use your time of contemplation wisely, slut”, he began. “Are you ready and willing to serve me fully from now on and do only as you are told?”

This time, Jenny was able to answer quickly and clearly. “Yes, sir”, she said with a firm and steady voice.

Mr. Emerson looked pleased, which filled her with pride. Then he continued: “Very well, whore. Tomorrow is going to be a big day for your development. There is a potential client living down in Red Bridge, the suburb south of town. He is an important and successful record producer, but has so far not been willing to sign with me for legal representation. I am going to need you to accompany me to a meeting with him tomorrow. Maybe my assistant can balance the scales in my favour, if you will…”

Jenny blushed. She had wondered how quickly it would be, but she had not expected to be called upon to please another as soon as tomorrow. She did, however, not protest, having made up her mind that she would do anything to satisfy her master’s wishes.

Therefore, she answered simply: “Yes, master.”

Mr. Emerson smiled mischievously. “Very good, slave”, he said, emphasising the word, having clearly picked up on her calling him “master” for the first time.

“We are not quite done here for today yet though”, he went on. “That little filthy blowjob you gave to that pervy teacher of yours… should he ever ask for it or something similar again, I grant you permission to do so, under the condition that whenever it happens, you report it to me immediately after, is that understood?”

“Yes, sir”, she said, being taken aback by this. Was Mr. Emerson really going to encourage her whoring around at school with a teacher? Maybe it was designed to make her more open to sexually engage with others?

“Good, slut. Now… before I let you leave, why don’t you go back down on your knees, where you belong?”

Jenny did as she was told, kneeling down in front of him, her face just inches away from his crotch, which she could now tell was again bulging.

“What are you waiting for, slave, get to work”, he bellowed. Jenny opened his fly, reached inside and took out his growing cock. Eagerly, she took it into her mouth and started to suck.

She could feel his dick growing inside her mouth but did her best to blow him as deeply as she could. Before long, Mr. Emerson placed his hand on the back of her head and pushed her down further, forcing the tip past her throat.

Jenny struggled, but just for a little moment, before relaxing her muscles, letting Mr. Emerson facefuck her to his heart’s content.

This time, it did not take him long, and after just a few minutes, he pulled his cock out and ordered her to “open wide”.

She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, looking into his eyes from below and he stroked his dick over her. Finally, he came again, aiming for her mouth and shooting his cum inside it.

When he had finished, he asked: “You know what good whores do, right?” Jenny smiled and with the cum in her mouth answered: “Yes, sir.” She licked the leftover from his dick and then swallowed the entire load down.

Mr. Emerson was visibly pleased with her work, which made her happy. He held out his hand and helped her up. He gestured for her to get dressed again and while she did so, he took out a large paper bag from his lowest desk drawer.

When she had taken her dress back on, he handed the bag over the desk to her. “This is what I want you to wear tomorrow for our meeting with Mr. Dread.” Jenny peaked inside and saw a black, glittery short bodycon dress, matching stiletto pumps, and a black lacy bodysuit negligee.

With that, Mr. Emerson excused her and she headed out. Thankfully, very few people were in the office anymore at this hour, allowing her to get to her care without anyone noticing her ruffled hair and smirched makeup.

When she arrived back home and cleaned herself during a hot shower, she could feel her body aching from the torment she had received. And yet, she was smiling, excited about what tomorrow might bring.

To be continued…


Dear readers,

thank you very much for reading part 2 of my series „Jenny Gets Corrupted“. I hope you enjoyed the adventures Jenny got into this time around and if you have missed it, make sure to check out part 1 (“Whipped Into Shape by Mr. Emerson”), also available on Kindle.

I hope you will stick around for the rest of the series, which I hope will eventually contain around ten volumes overall.

Another plan I have is to create a photo album with more pictures of Jenny in her adventures, including some more revealing than what is allowed for the cover artwork ;) Stay tuned for more information on that, hopefully in part three.

In the next installment, “Whored Out to Seal the Deal”, Jenny and Mr. Emerson will visit Mr. Dread, the prospective client who is supposed to sign with the law firm. Jenny will be shocked to find that he is not just a successful record producer, but also a tall, handsome and muscular black man. She will do her best to convince him of the “benefits” associated with hiring Mr. Emerson as his legal representation.

You can get a little preview of the next part below, I hope you enjoy and stick with me.

If you have any suggestions for the series or even for new titles that I should write, feel free to email me under helenawrightkdp@gmail.com.

So much for now,

xoxo

Your HELENA


Sneak Peak into Part 3 “Whored Out to Seal the Deal”

Mr. Emerson and Jenny arrived at the door of the large townhouse, and he rang the doorbell. It took about 30 seconds, but eventually, the door was opened. 

Jenny could not believe her eyes. She was aware that Mr. Emerson had said that they were meeting a “Mr. Dread”, but this was not some Mr. Dread. It was THE Dread. He was a well-known record producer who lived in town, everybody knew who he was. He was working with some of the most successful Hip Hop and RnB artists. 

“Hello, Nate, glad to see you again”, said Dread to Mr. Emerson. “I gotta tell you though, man, I don’t know how much use it is, I have already told you like a million times, I am happy with my legal representation.” 

“Oh well, I thought I’d make one last vain attempt to convince you to switch”, replied Mr. Emerson. As he said this, he stepped forward into the house, revealing Jenny behind him. 

Dread immediately noticed her. “Oh damn, Nate, who did you bring there? Come on, sweetheart, don’t be shy, come in!” 

But Jenny was shy, frozen in place even. She had never been in the presence of a celebrity before, let alone one so handsome. Dread was tall, around 6′ 4″, had very short hair and a well-trimmed beard. And he was black. He wore a button-down shirt and suit pants with fancy leather shoes. In short, he was a sight to behold. 

“Come on now, Jenny, we’ve got business to attend to”, said Mr. Emerson, snapping her out of her trance. 

She finally moved and stepped into the giant foyer with large window walls. The house only had two floors, but everything was very modern and open, with glass panels allowing you view into almost every other room.

[…]

The negotiations did not seem to go anywhere, not least because Dread was apparently fairly distracted by Jenny’s presence. She looked gorgeous in her black glitter dress and the open stiletto heels. 

Suddenly, Mr. Emerson got up and said: “Say, Dread, would it be okay if I used your restroom for a minute?” 

“Sure”, replied the record producer and gestured down the hall. 

“I am certain that my assistant will keep you perfect company in my absence”, said Mr. Emerson with a smile and as he turned towards the hallway, he winked slightly at her. 

At first, there was an awkward silence between the two of them as they had been left alone. Then Jenny remembered what Mr. Emerson had instilled in her on their way here: “Take initiative.” 

She was not going to let her master down. Cautiously, she moved a bit towards Dread on the couch, making sure that her legs were in just the right angle to provide a good view up and down. 

“You know”, she said, “Mr. Emerson is really an excellent attorney, I can tell from having worked with him so closely. I really think that if you decide to become his client, our firm will be able to give you a much more...”, she made a little pause for dramatic effect, “...personal representation than your current law firm. As a matter of fact, I would personally see to it.” 

She placed her hand on his thigh and smiled at him. Dread looked deep into her eyes, then returned her smile and laughed. “Damn, girl! That is really quite a sales pitch! I gotta admit, you are a mighty fine young woman, and I am tempted. But how do I know if I will be satisfied with your... I mean, Nate’s services, before I sign the contract?” 

“Well”, began Jenny, seductively bashing her eyelashes, “why don’t I give you a little free sample of our fine work?” 

With that, she reached over to his crotch and started to unzip his fly. Jenny reached inside, opened the button of his boxers and went for his cock. She took it out and paused for a moment. 

What she saw was more than she had expected. Dread’s cock was the biggest she had ever seen, and it was not even fully erect yet. Her hand could hardly reach all the way around it and it was long as well. 

She giggled nervously and tried to break the ice by saying: “Oh dear, look what we have here?” 

Dread laughed again. “Fuck, girl, I guess you’ve never seen a man like me before, have you? If I am too much for you, just tell me, but I outta tell you, if you guys want to represent me, you gotta suit my needs, if you know what I’m saying.” 

Jenny pushed back her anxiety about his size. Certainly, it would eventually not be that much different from what she had done so far. 

Slowly, she leaned over and placed herself on all fours across the couch, her face hovering over Dread’s gigantic dick. Then, she wrapped her lips around the tip and started sucking... 
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