

HELENA WRIGHT

JENNY GETS CORRUPTED

PART 4

ON A FREE USE VACATION


Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Dear readers


Chapter 1

When Jenny woke up on Friday morning, her head was still spinning from the week she had had thus far. It was difficult to fathom that it had only been Monday when she was called into the office of Mr. Emerson, the managing partner of the law firm she was interning at. Jenny had started the position only a couple of weeks earlier, in order to earn some money before going off to college after graduating.

It had therefore been of great interest to her when Mr. Emerson had offered her the position as his personal assistant. Most of all, because it came with a huge pay rise. But also, and Jenny had to admit that this was of no little significance, she was had definitely been attracted to the mature, middle-aged Mr. Emerson from the very beginning.

However, there was nothing that could have prepared her for what would commence after she had signed under the dotted line. Just a mere seconds later, Mr. Emerson had bent her over his desk and spanked her, teasing her, using her sexually. While he had made clear that as his personal assistant, she would have to follow his orders, Jenny had not expected that.

At the same time though, the fact that this successful man, who she admired so much, had chosen her to become what turned out to be more of a personal little fuck doll rather than an assistant, was incredibly exciting and arousing to her.

It certainly had not stopped at the spanking she had received that Monday. The very next day, Jenny had first pleasured her new master orally underneath the desk while he was in a video call with a client, before he had fucked her for the first time right after, leading Jenny to several orgasms.

At Mr. Emerson’s behest, Jenny had worn increasingly skimpy outfits to school as well, teasing her history teacher in the process, who had abused the fact to solicit a blowjob from her. Learning of this digression, Mr. Emerson had felt forced to teach Jenny a lesson, spanking her and then taking her in the ass that same Wednesday afternoon before leaving her bruised and covered in cum in his cupboard.

And yet, with all he had put her through, Jenny began to embrace her position more and more. He had chosen her specifically to please him, to be his plaything, above everybody else. Mr. Emerson made her feel special in a way she had never experienced before in her life.

It was therefore with very little hesitation that the day before, on Thursday, she had accompanied him to a visit with a potential client outside the city, planning to seduce him in order to make him sign with Mr. Emerson’s firm. Not only had the ploy worked perfectly, but as it turned out, the client was none other than the famous record producer Dread, a muscular, tall, handsome and above all hung black man. Jenny had thoroughly enjoyed being used by him and later by both men at the same time. As it turned out, she was not just good at being a slut, she practically savoured the opportunity to prove herself in this way.

When they had left Dread’s mansion the previous evening, Mr. Emerson had revealed that the producer had invited both of them to a meeting of powerful people in the music industry the following weekend. Jenny could not have been more excited. Partly because she would be allowed to spend a weekend at the beach and be paid handsomely for it, but also by the prospect of being of use for her master. Maybe, just maybe, she would be able to help sign one or more new wealthy clients by applying her new-found talents…

With all of this happening in such a short time frame, it might be no surprise that lying in bed that Friday morning, Jenny took a moment to reflect. Never in her life had she felt so exhausted, but at the same time, neither had she felt as alive, attractive, like every new day would be filled with new adventures.

With the business trip over the weekend, Mr. Emerson had given her Friday off from work, meaning all she would need to do was go to school. Slowly, she peeled out of her blanket, swinging her gorgeous long legs over the edge of the bed. Getting up, she took a look in her full-body mirror. Even after a short night of sleep, Jenny still looked absolutely radiant. Her wavy brunette hair fell down a bit over shoulder length, covering her slightly dark Latina skin. She was wearing nothing but a pink thong and a white crop top to sleep, with her semi-erect nipples piercing through the cloth.

Jenny yawned. At some point, she would need to catch up on sleep. But today was not the day, she had school to attend. Even though her final year of high school was almost over, the exams were approaching fast, and Jenny could not afford to miss classes and risk her graduation.

She went into the bathroom and took a hot shower, before returning back to her room wrapped in a thick wool towel. It was time to choose her outfit for today. Jenny paused for a moment to contemplate her options. Mr. Emerson had not given her any new outfit nor any directions on what to wear, so she assumed that today she would be allowed to throw on whatever she wanted, even if it was not overly revealing.

She grabbed a pair of jeans shorts and a red top and laid them out before her on the bed. She had worn a simple outfit such as this countless times to school. And considering the shorts complimented her perky butt well, Jenny had also received plenty of approving looks from boys in them. However, after the experiences of this week, the outfit seemed too boring for her.

The prospect of not meeting her master today laid heavily on her mind. Even though she had been fucked so much over the last couple of days, she could feel her body aching for more.

Jenny knew that Mr. Emerson had given her permission to fool around in school, be it with fellow students or teachers. Given of course that she would need to report to him right afterwards and not keep any sexual encounters from him.

Taking this into consideration, Jenny decided to dress up a bit more for today. Maybe she would be able to find a situation in which a more revealing choice of clothing would prove useful to fulfilling her craving for cock.

Throwing the shorts and top into a corner of her room, she bent down into the lowest drawer of her cupboard. After some rummaging around, she found what she was looking for: it was a tartan mini skirt, as schoolgirls in England would wear them, just a lot shorter. Jenny had once purchased it as a Halloween costume, but it would fit for today nicely. To finish off the look, she threw on a white button-down shirt, completing the schoolgirl appearance.

Jenny spun around in front of the mirror, leading the skirt to twirl up into the air and reveal her bare buttocks. For a short moment, she contemplated wearing underwear, but decided against it. No bra or panties would be needed on this nice summer day.

“Oh my god, what a slut I have already become…”, Jenny thought to herself as she descended down the stairs for breakfast.


Chapter 2

Over some breakfast cereal, Jenny broke the news to her mother that she would be gone over the weekend. After some protest, finding it inappropriate to have an 18-year-old intern work outside the week, her mum finally relented in letting her go. Jenny had successfully argued that she would be paid extra for those hours, which would provide much needed cash for when she attended college later in the summer. This, of course, was pure fabrication, but never in a million years would Jenny confide into her mother how she really earned her bonuses.

Following a quick drive to school, Jenny was crossing the parking lot when she spotted Steve, the 18-year-old quarterback of the football team, from a distance. The two of them had run into each other the day before and had hit it off with a bit of a flirt. Steve was tall, over 6 ft, and very well built. They did not know each other very well but had occasional contact due to the fact that Jenny was part of the cheerleading squad.

Steve noticed her from across the parking lot and jogged over to her. Clearly eying her down from head to toe, it was obvious that he liked what he saw. Jenny had tied the front of her shirt in a knot, making sure her belly would be uncovered, revealing even more skin than her super-short skirt already did.

“Hey Jenny”, Steve began, “how did the anniversary dinner go?”

Jenny was puzzled, what was he on about? For a moment, she forgot that the day before, she had told Steve that her parents were hosting an anniversary dinner in order to explain the outfit she had been wearing, which had been as revealing as it had been classy. It had however been for Mr. Dread’s benefit, not her parents’... Thankfully, Jenny remembered her impromptu lie quickly enough to answer: “Oh... yeah, it was very nice, thank you for asking.”

Steve smiled at her. “I’m glad to hear. And what’s the occasion today, hot stuff, looking sexy as hell again!”

Jenny pretended to be shy about his compliment, even though this situation had been exactly what she had been aiming for when she picked out the clothes.

“Ohhhh, stop it”, she replied, trying her best to blush. “You don’t look bad yourself, Mr. MVP.” And along with those words, she softly touched his strong biceps, biting her lip seductively for good measure.

Her advances clearly struck a tone with Steve, who was positively beaming from the attention he was receiving from what could easily be described as the hottest member of the cheerleading squad.

Being the jock that he was, Steve was not a man of words however, and he appeared a bit tongue-tied as they entered the hallway of the school. “I’ll see you later on the pitch, right”, he finally managed, “last practice before the end of the season and all?”

“I’ll be there, keeping a look out for you”, Jenny answered with an inviting smile and winked at him as he scuffled away.

Classes passed by largely without incident, with Jenny daydreaming her way through most of it, finding it hard to concentrate on the subject matters, given how horny she was. During chemistry in third period, Jenny got so bored that her thoughts travelled back to two days earlier, when Mr. Emerson had punished her for sucking off her history teacher by taking her in the ass and then leaving her strapped inside his closet.

Jenny could not help herself; she was getting noticeably wet in between her legs just thinking about the rough treatment her master had put her through. She could not wait for him to take her again and almost 24 hours seemed far too long to wait.

Suddenly, Jenny had an idea. The day before, Mr. Emerson had given her his phone number, in order to be able to keep contact with her during the day and give her tasks if need be. Now, Jenny decided to take the initiative. Slowly, hoping that nobody would notice, she took her smartphone out of her bag, unlocked it and set the camera to selfie mode.

From a low angle underneath the desk, she took a picture of herself, leaning her head onto her hand with a bored expression. Then, she quickly sent it to her boss, adding a short message: “Bored in class, cannot stop thinking about you... xoxo”.

It only took a couple of minutes until her master answered. Thankfully, her phone was set to silent. Jenny looked down onto the screen. His reply read: “There is more important education waiting here with me, slut. How does thinking about me make you feel?”

Jenny contemplated her next step for a second. To hell with it, she thought and lifted her skirt slightly. In a quick movement, she pointed her selfie camera in between her legs and snapped a photo of her wet snatch.

She added another short message to the picture again, writing: “This is how...”.

This time, Mr. Emerson replied very quickly. “Very good, slave. I like what I see. If you find an opportunity, I give you permission to get that juicy pussy filled today but REMEMBER: I want proof in form of pictures!”

Jenny smiled with excitement at this message. This was exactly the last part of motivation she needed. She quickly typed “Yes, master” into her phone, before stashing it away again.

Unfortunately, when the bell rang to indicate the end of the lesson, Jenny had to find that her quick chat had not gone as unnoticed as she thought. Her teacher, Mr. Spencer, had seen her texting, and called her to his desk after class.

Chemistry had always been one of Jenny’s weaker subjects and Mr. Spencer had urged her all year to apply herself more if she wanted to graduate with acceptable grades.

Therefore, it was no surprise that when Jenny stood in front of her teacher, he looked at her with anger and disappointment. “Young lady”, he began, sighing in desperation. “I cannot even count the instances in which I have asked you to perform better in my class. Your last test was again just a D, and now I see you texting while in my class! Do you want to fail your final exams so badly?”

Jenny looked sheepishly at the floor. “No, sir”, she mumbled, not knowing what else to say.

“I am running out of ideas what to do with you”, Mr. Spencer continued. “At the rate you are going, you are going to jeopardize your entire future if you keep up this attitude.” He paused for a moment, contemplating a solution. “I have a duty as your teacher to prepare you for the final exams as well as possible. Therefore, I see no other option but to give you detention for your behaviour today.”

“No!”, exclaimed Jenny. She could think of nothing more tedious than spending additional time with the teacher of her least favourite subject.

“Oh yes, young lady, do not argue with me! And not just that, I will make sure that you use the time well. I will give you an additional oral examination while in detention, on the topics most likely to be featured in the final exams, to make sure that you apply yourself and study. I’ll schedule the detention for next week Thursday, after school. That way, you have about a week to study and prepare. And make sure that you do, this is the last chance you get!”

“But, sir...”, Jenny began to protest, but it was no use.

“That’s enough! You are dismissed!”, Mr. Spencer cut her off and sent her on her way.


Chapter 3

Jenny was in a foul mood for the rest of the school day. She did not look forward to detention and an oral exam with Mr. Spencer one bit. It also meant that she would have to set aside some time to study, and Jenny was unsure how this would play with Mr. Emerson, who would accept her to be available for him in the afternoon and early evening. And her “work” with him was definitely a lot more pleasurable than studying...

It took all her willpower to shift her thoughts away from the looming detention and back to her excitement for the weekend to come.

When the final lesson of the day was finally over around noon, Jenny rushed to the cafeteria for some lunch and then headed to the football pitch for the final practice session of the year, ahead of the final game the coming Monday.

She entered the facilities next to the grandstands and made her way towards the cheerleaders’ changing room. On her way, she passed the team’s locker room and was able to catch a glimpse through the open door. Steve was standing in the middle of the room, surrounded by his teammates.

It was a sight to behold. The quarterback was not wearing a shirt, and his well-defined upper body, with plenty of abs showing, made Jenny’s heart race for a minute. She could not help but linger in the doorway, staring as Steve was chatting with his friends. Just as she was about to turn away, he noticed her standing there.

Jenny blushed, having been caught out staring, but quickly composed herself. She smiled seductively as she turned around, throwing a knowing glance back at him before heading off to her changing room.

The changing room was almost empty when Jenny came in, which proved a blessing. When picking out her clothes in the morning, she had failed to consider that she would have to change into her cheerleading gear, exposing to the other girls the lack of underwear underneath her skimpy outfit.

As it was, Jenny was able to rush to an empty corner and hide behind the door of one of the lockers. Quickly, she slipped out of her blouse and skirt and put on the cheerleader uniform. Not that her new look was any less revealing. Whoever had designed her school’s cheerleader uniforms had quite obviously been a man.

They consisted of a red leather tank top with the school’s name imprinted on it, which was cropped tightly underneath the breasts and gave away plenty of cleavage. Even more ridiculous was the skirt, which barely covered the girls’ buttocks. The only redeeming quality in terms of decency was that inclusion of a stitched-in underwear inside the skirt, meaning that Jenny would not need to worry about not having brought panties. Her pussy would not be laid bare while doing the figures and tricks expected of her during practice.

The practice of the football team and the cheerleading squad took place at the same part on the training pitch. While the players went through their game plan for Monday’s match at the centre of the field, the girls practiced their routines on the sidelines in front of the grandstand, where they would be placed during the game as well.

As during classes in the morning, Jenny again found it hard to concentrate. Several times, she missed the timing while she was jumping or lifting the other girls into the air. Time and time again, her gaze wandered off towards the players, making out Steve, who distributed passes across the field.

Jenny noticed that Steve was similarly preoccupied. Not seldomly did their eyes meet, as he had clearly also looked over in her direction to catch a glimpse of what she was doing. At the end of training Mr. Reynolds, the team coach, came up to have a stern word with Steve for his lack of attentiveness, while the other players already went into the changing room.

After practice was done, Jenny was deliberately slow to return to the dressing rooms to get changed, wanting to avoid having to change nudely in front of everybody else. Finally, after some minutes, she arrived back at her locker and put her uniform away, slipping into her blouse and short skirt yet again.

As she was walking down the hall towards the exit door, her mind was full of thoughts about Steve, his bare upper body and the smiles he would through her way while they were both training. Jenny was surprised that she was so attracted to him. His rather dumb persona did not appeal to her at all. It was an exclusively carnal attraction she felt towards him, that much was certain. And her heart belonged to Mr. Emerson at this moment anyway, if that was the right way to put it.

When Jenny passed by the door to the team room, the door stood once again wide open. It was empty as she glanced inside, yet she could hear a shower running and a man’s voice singing. Jenny could clearly make out that it was Steve who had apparently been late to get changed as well, following the dressing down from Coach Reynolds.

Jenny contemplated for a moment on what to do. The situation seemed too good to pass up. However, could she be sure that Steve was alone in there? Certainly, she could not, but her horniness got the better of her and she threw caution to the wind.

Taking a deep breath, she entered the dressing room and turned towards the separate shower area...


Chapter 4

There Steve was, fully undressed, standing underneath the shower, rubbing gel all over his muscular body. Jenny hid behind the door frame, taking in the view in front of her.

She could feel her body aching for pleasure. All her stored-up lust now came to the fore, urging her to act. As Steve turned around, his back with his broad shoulders facing her, she made her move.

With a quick movement, she unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall to the floor, then slid out of her skirt. Finally, she disposed on her sneakers, leaving everything in front of the doorway.

Trying to be as silent as possible, she snuck into the shower room, coming to a halt just a few feet away from Steve. Finally, gathering all her courage, she said aloud: “What a nice show you are putting on here, Steve...”

Steve jumped from the scare she had given him, turning around on the spot. Jenny stood in front of him, completely naked. Her flawless, tanned body was glimmering in the sunlight that passed through the windows underneath the roof, accentuating the perfect curves of her breasts and butt cheeks.

Clearly, this had not been what Steve was expecting. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. Jenny did not consider it necessary either. This felt right, her hesitation had vanished from one second to another. Without thinking twice about it, she gapped the remaining distance between them and joined Steve under the falling streams of water.

Jenny grabbed Steve by his muscular arms, then ran her hands over his chest, down to his groin, where she gently grabbed his cock. So far, it had been limp, yet already in quite an impressive size. Incentivised by her touch, it quickly began to grow in her hand, getting harder and harder as she leaned in to kiss him passionately.

Again, Steve tried to speak, but Jenny placed her index finger over his lips, indicating him to stay silent. “No need to talk, honey”, she said, then placed her mouth close to his ear and whispered: “Just fuck me.”

She did not have to ask twice. Her clear demand appeared to spur Steve on, as he too seemed to lose his hesitant demeanour. Instead, he firmly grabbed her by the arm, his other hand finding her ass, then moving to the front, investigating the wetness in between her legs.

It felt so good, having his strong hands touching her all over. Jenny could hardly contain her excitement, beginning to moan just as his finger touched her delicate clit. “Oh yes, Steve, I want you to take me however you want it...”, she heard herself say, handing all the power over to him. She wanted to be used, to be his to play with. The only part of her will that counted anymore was that she wanted to be taken, and taken hard.

Steve seemed to find his confidence now and he pushed Jenny against the shower wall, forcing a finger inside her wet pussy while he kissed her neck.

His finger probed deeper, his thumb circling her clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through Jenny’s body. She gasped, her head tilting back against the cool tiles of the shower wall. Her nipples hardened under the spray of warm water and Steve’s hungry gaze. He leaned down, capturing one pert nipple between his teeth, nibbling gently before sucking it into his mouth.

The sensation sent shivers down her spine and heat flooded her body. She was already wet with desire, but the combination of his tongue swirling around her nipple and his fingers stroking her most sensitive spot drove her wild. “Oh, God”, she moaned, arching her back to press herself closer to him,

Steve’s free hand roamed down Jenny’s side, tracing the curve of her hip before squeezing her firm ass cheek. He pulled her even closer, grinding his growing erection against her stomach. Jenny reached down and wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft, stroking him slowly. She marvelled at its length and girth, feeling a thrill of anticipation at the thought of being filled by such a powerful tool.

Squeezing her ass cheek, Steve’s grip tightened as he backed her against the shower wall. With a swift motion, he pushed her down until she was kneeling before him. The tile floor pressed against her skin, the warmth of the shower contrasting with the cold surface beneath her. She looked up at Steve, her eyes filled with desire and submission.

Steve’s cock throbbed as he looked down at Jenny, her eyes fixed on his rigid member. He gripped himself and stroked it slowly, teasing her with the sight. “Open your mouth”, he commanded, his voice low and husky. Jenny complied instantly, her lips parting slightly. Steve stepped closer, positioning himself directly in front of her face. He traced the outline of her lips with his tip, painting them with precum.

Jenny’s lips parted further, her breath hot on Steve’s throbbing cock. She extended her tongue and licked the underside of his shaft, tasting the salty precum that had dripped onto her lips. Her eyes never left his as she teased him, her tongue flicking lightly along the sensitive veins beneath his hardness.

Closing her lips around the tip of Steve’s cock, Jenny’s eyes fluttered shut as she savored the taste of him. She sucked gently, pulling him deeper into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Steve groaned, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily as he pushed himself further into her warm, wet mouth.

“Mmmmm....”, Jenny hummed softly around Steve’s cock, the vibrations reverberating through his entire body. She started to bob her head back and forth, taking him deeper into her mouth with each stroke. Her hand gripped the base of his shaft, matching the rhythm of her mouth as she sucked him hungrily.

Steve’s hand tangled in Jenny’s hair, guiding her movements as she took him deeper into her mouth. He could feel the pressure building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter in his balls. The sensation of her soft lips wrapped around his cock, combined with the slick slide of her tongue, was driving him wild. “That feels so fucking good”, he groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

Jenny moaned around his cock, the vibrations causing him to shudder. She began to suck him faster, her hand still working the base of his shaft in sync with her mouth. The slurping sounds filled the shower stall as she bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper with each pass. “Fuck, Jenny”, Steve groaned, his grip on her hair tightening.

Steve’s hips bucked forward suddenly, his cock pushing past Jenny’s lips and hitting the back of her throat. She gagged briefly, but relaxed and allowed him to push even deeper. Steve held himself there for a moment, relishing the feeling of being completely enveloped by her mouth. Then, he began to pull back, sliding his cock in and out of her willing mouth.

Jenny’s eyes widened slightly as Steve picked up the speed, his hips thrusting forward to meet her mouth. Her moans vibrated around his shaft, sending shivers down his spine. One of his hands gripped the back of her head, holding her in place as he used her mouth for his own pleasure. He pumped faster, his balls slapping against her chin with each thrust.

While being used to it from Mr. Emerson, Jenny was caught off guard by Steve’s sudden dominance. He had always struck her as shy and somewhat timid, especially compared to the confident jock personas portrayed in movies and TV shows. Yet here he was, gripping her hair tightly, using her mouth for his own needs. Despite the initial shock, Jenny found herself surprisingly aroused by this new side of him.

Steve abruptly pulled his cock out of Jenny’s mouth, leaving her gasping for breath. A string of saliva connected her lips to the head of his dick, glistening in the steam-filled shower. He looked down at her, his chest heaving with exertion and desire. “Stand up”, he commanded, his voice authoritative. Jenny obeyed immediately, her knees trembling as she rose to her feet.

He spun her around forcefully, pressing Jenny against the cold tiles of the shower wall. Her breasts flattened against the smooth surface, and she gasped as his body molded against hers, trapping her in place. She could feel the heat radiating from his skin, the taunt muscles of his abdomen and thighs pressed intimately against her bare flesh.

His hand traveled down the curve of her spine, tracing the path until it settled firmly on her hip. With a single fluid motion, he lifted her leg, bending her knee and pushing it upwards until her foot rested flat against the wall beside her head. Jenny gasped as she felt his thick cock press against her thigh, seeking entry. She could feel the tip of him probing her wet folds, teasing her entrance.

“God, yes!”, Jenny gasped as Steve finally thrust his hips forward, impaling her on his cock. She braced herself against the shower wall, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge of the shelf above her head. The tiles bit into her skin, but she welcomed the slight pain, a stark contrast to the intense pleasure coursing through her veins.

“Fuck me hard,” Jenny moaned, her voice echoing off the shower walls. Steve needed no further encouragement. He grabbed her hips roughly, pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the shower stall as he pounded into her relentlessly. Jenny cried out, her nails scraping against the tile shelf above her head. Water splashed wildly around them, but neither cared.

The intensity of Steve’s thrusts increased, his hips slamming against Jenny’s ass with a fervor that matched her desperation. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed through the shower room, punctuated by Jenny’s cries of pleasure. She could feel every inch of him stretching her, filling her completely. Her body responded instinctively, meeting his thrusts with equal force.

Steve’s hands tightened on Jenny’s hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he drove into her with increasing urgency. He could feel her inner walls clenching around him, her body responding to his relentless assault with growing tension. “Oh god, yes”, she screamed, “Fuck me harder!”

With each powerful thrust, Steve’s cock slid deeper into Jenny, filling her completely. The sensations were overwhelming, and she could feel herself nearing the edge of ecstasy. Her breathing became ragged, her body tensing with every thrust. “I’m going to cum!”, she cried out, her voice echoing through the shower. Steve’s grip on her hips tightened, his own breaths coming in short bursts as he continued to pound into her.

The realization that she was enjoying the rough sex with Steve and also the fact that she was doing it on behest of her master, Mr. Merson, sent Jenny spiralling into an intense state of arousal. She felt alive, empowered, and incredibly turned on. The way Steve’s cock filled her, stretching her wide open, made her squirm with delight.

It was like Mr. Emerson’s guidance had opened the door for Jenny to a new appreciation of her own sexuality, getting pleasure out of the lust of others for her. Just two weeks before, she would never have thought this possible.

Without Mr. Emerson’s approval, this adventure today would never have happened, she was sure of that. It was his guidance that set her sexuality free and made her seek out pleasure in this way.

As if reading her mind, Steve increased the pace of his thrusts, pounding into her with reckless abandon. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve and crevice. He cupped her breasts, squeezing them roughly as he continued to drive into her. Jenny could feel her orgasm building, her body tensing with each powerful thrust. Suddenly, Steve’s hand slipped around her waist, his fingers finding her swollen clit.

His fingers rubbed circles around it, making her see stars. She cried out, her body convulsing as her orgasm washed over her. Steve grunted behind her, his own release imminent. “Cum for me, baby”, she begged, pushing back against him. With a final thrust, Steve buried himself deep within Jenny, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his hot seed.

Jenny slid down the shower wall, landing gracefully on her knees once again. Steve’s cock twitched before her, still semi-hard and slick with a mixture of his own cum and her juices. She leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the head, tasting the salty-sweet flavour of their combined fluids. Jenny hummed softly, looking up at Steve as she began to suck him clean.

As she was busy cleaning him up, a sudden buzzing noise startled them both. Steve jumped back, nearly slipping on the wet floor. “Shit!”, he exclaimed, reaching for his phone on the counter outside the shower. “I’ve got to go.” He glanced at Jenny apologetically, but she just smiled, understanding that life sometimes interrupted pleasure.

Jenny watched as Steve hurriedly dressed, his eyes lingering on her naked form in the shower. She could tell he was reluctant to leave, but duty called. With a quick kiss on her forehead, he rushed out, leaving her alone in the steamy bathroom. A mischievous smile played on Jenny’s lips as she reached for her phone, deep inside her handbag.

With her phone in hand, Jenny stepped out of the shower, leaving puddles in her wake. She sat down on a little bench, spreading her legs wide. Using one hand to hold her phone, she used the other to spread her pussy lips apart, exposing her gaping hole filled with Steve’s cum. She angled the camera to capture the mess, zooming in close.

Her fingers slipped inside, scooping out a dollop of Steve’s cum. She smeared it across her clit, the sticky substance coating her finger. She snapped a few photos, ensuring they were clear enough to see what she had done. Her pussy clenched, the sight of her cum-filled cunt sending another wave of arousal through her body.

Jenny quickly typed out a message, attaching the photos: “Look at what I’ve done, Sir”, she typed, before sending them off to Mr. Emerson.


Chapter 5

Mr. Emerson's response was almost immediate: “Good girl”, he texted back, “I see you are well warmed up. You will need more of this vigour this weekend.”

Jenny’s heart began to race. Mental images of the beautiful beach retreat she would be visiting with her master this weekend flickered before her eyes. Her in a bikini, surrounded by successful people from the music industry and business world. All gazing at her perfect figure, desiring her.

The thought of how she could be of service to her employer and sexual guide gave Jenny an immense sense of excitement. She could not wait for the weekend to begin and wished that it would be possible to travel that same night already, but they would only drive down to the beach the next morning.

Jenny dried herself off and dressed quickly, her body still tingling from the encounter with Steve. She couldn't wipe the grin off her face as she drove home, her mind replaying the events of the afternoon. The cool evening air nipped at her cheeks, but inside she burned with excitement. As she approached her parents' house, she saw that all the lights were off except for the porch light.

Jenny tiptoed upstairs to her bedroom, careful not to make a sound. Once inside, she quickly changed into her silk pajamas, the cool fabric sliding over her heated skin. She admired herself in the mirror, her nipples hardening visibly through the thin material. Satisfied with her appearance, she headed to the bathroom, eager to prepare herself for the weekend ahead.

In the dimly lit bathroom, Jenny locked the door behind her. She turned on the faucet, letting the water run while she undressed. Slipping out of her pajamas, she folded them neatly and placed them on the vanity. Naked, she stepped into the large claw-foot tub and let the warm water cascade over her body. Grabbing the loofah sponge, she lathered it generously with fragrant soap and began to scrub every inch of her skin.

She paid special attention to her most sensitive areas, gently cleansing her breasts and nipples, then moving lower to her mound and inner thighs. After thoroughly rinsing off the soap, she stepped out of the tub and reached for her razor. With precise strokes, she carefully removed every last trace of hair from her pussy, leaving her skin silky smooth. As she did so, more streams of Steve's cum poured out of her battered vagina.

After finishing her shave, Jenny patted her pussy dry with a fluffy towel. She stood naked in front of the full-length mirror, admiring her smooth skin and toned body. Taking a deep breath, she applied lotion liberally to her arms, legs, and torso. Then, slowly pouring a generous amount of scented oil onto her palms, she massaged it into her breasts, paying extra attention to her nipples, which hardened under her touch.

With her breasts glistening with oil, Jenny moved her hands lower, tracing slow circles around her belly button before continuing downward. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers hovering over her freshly shaved mound. Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes and let her hands explore, slipping between her slick folds and finding her throbbing clit.

Her fingers worked expertly, circling her clit and slipping inside her wet pussy. Jenny bit her lip to stifle her moans, her body trembling with pleasure. She imagined Mr. Emerson watching her, guiding her every move. The thought pushed her closer to the edge, her hips bucking against her hands. Just as she was about to climax, she heard voices downstairs.

Jenny froze, her heart pounding in her chest. She quickly pulled her hands away from her pussy, her fingers still slick with her arousal. She listened intently, trying to discern the voices downstairs. It sounded like her parents had returned home early from their dinner date. Panic surged through her as she realized she had not locked the bathroom door.

She hastily grabbed her silk robe from the hook on the back of the door, wrapping it around her trembling body. She tied the sash tightly around her waist, ensuring the robe covered her nakedness. With bated breath, she unlocked the bathroom door and cracked it open, peeking out to ensure the coast was clear. Hearing no sounds nearby, she slipped out quietly, padding silently down the hallway towards her bedroom.

Once safely in her room, Jenny closed the door behind her and leaned against it, her heart racing. She listened for any signs of her parents approaching, but all she heard was the muffled sound of their voices from downstairs. Slowly, she exhaled, releasing the tension that had built up during her near miss.

Later that night, after listening to her parents move about the house and finally settle in for the night, Jenny crawled into bed. She lay awake for a long time, her mind racing with thoughts of Mr. Emerson and the weekend ahead. Her body still tingled from the earlier encounters, but she yearned for more.

Eventually, exhaustion took over, and she drifted off to sleep. Jenny dreamed vividly that night. In her dream, Jenny found herself standing in a luxurious hotel suite overlooking the ocean. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over everything. She wore a silky white robe that clung to her curves, barely containing her excitement.

Suddenly, the door opened, and Mr. Emerson entered. He was dressed impeccably in a tailored suit, his eyes piercing as they met hers. Mr. Emerson approached her, his presence commanding yet comforting. He reached out, trailing a finger along her jawline before tilting her chin up to meet his gaze.

"You look radiant," he murmured, his voice low and husky. Jenny blushed deeply, feeling a rush of warmth spread through her at his compliment. He leaned in, pressing his lips softly against hers.

His tongue traced the outline of her lips before delving inside, exploring her mouth with a hunger that left her breathless. Jenny melted into him, her hands gripping the lapels of his jacket as she kissed him back with equal fervour. His hands roamed over her body, tracing the curves of her hips and the swell of her breasts beneath the silky fabric of her robe.

Jenny woke up with a start, her body drenched in sweat and her breath coming in ragged gasps. The dream lingered at the edges of her consciousness, the memory of Mr. Emerson's touch still fresh on her skin. She looked down at herself, her nipples straining against the silk fabric of her pajamas, her pussy aching with need.

She bit her lip, her fingers tracing lazy circles over her nipples. She pinched them lightly, imagining it was Mr. Emerson's teeth tugging at them instead. A soft moan escaped her lips as she slid one hand down her stomach, dipping beneath the waistband of her pajama bottoms.

Her fingertips brushed against her clit, already swollen and sensitive from her dream. Her fingers dipped lower, gathering the wetness from her entrance and spreading it upward, coating her clit. She began to rub small circles around it, her back arching slightly as she bit her lip to stifle her moans.

Her other hand pinched and rolled her nipple, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. She could feel her orgasm building rapidly, her hips bucking against her hand as she chased her release. Her fingers moved faster, her breath coming in short pants as she imagined Mr. Emerson's strong hands gripping her hips, his cock driving into her relentlessly.

She could almost hear his gruff whispers in her ear, urging her on, telling her how good she felt, how much he wanted her. The thought sent her careening over the edge, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Jenny lay there panting, her body shaking with the aftermath of her orgasm. She could feel her heartbeat gradually slowing, her breathing returning to normal. A satisfied smile spread across her face as she stretched languidly beneath the sheets. Her fingers trailed lazily over her skin, still sensitized from her self-pleasure. She revelled in the sensation, enjoying the way her touch sent little shivers through her body.

Eventually, Jenny's hands slowed their exploration of her body, her touch growing lighter until it faded completely. Exhaustion claimed her once more, pulling her back into the realm of dreams. This time, her slumber was restless, filled with fragmented images and half-formed desires. She tossed and turned, her body seeking something elusive even in sleep.

It was therefore with very little rest that she woke up to the sound of her alarm at 6 AM. She had to get ready quickly, having to meet Mr. Emerson at his house at eight o'clock to head to the beach resort.

Jenny stretched lazily, her body still humming with residual energy from her nocturnal activities. She glanced at the clock and sighed; it was already 6:30 AM. Reluctantly, she threw off the covers and swung her legs out of bed. She padded barefoot to her closet, running her fingers over the various hangers as she contemplated her options.

Her fingers paused on a silky red bikini tucked away in the corner. It was daring, with thin straps and minimal coverage, but it made her feel confident and sexy. She pulled it out and held it up against her body, smiling at her reflection in the mirror. Next, she searched for something to wear over it. Her eyes landed on a sheer, floral print sundress that hit mid-thigh.

The dress was perfect – a delicate balance between innocence and seduction. She gathered her chosen attire and carried it to the bathroom, where she started the shower. Steam billowed out as the water heated, filling the room with a thick, humid fog. Jenny stepped under the spray, letting the hot water cascade over her body, washing away the remnants of sleep and leaving her skin flushed and tingling.

She lathered her body with a sweet-smelling body wash, her hands gliding over her curves. She spent extra time on her legs, ensuring they were smooth and silky. She rinsed off, then turned the water to cold, gasping as it shocked her system awake. Stepping out of the shower, she wrapped herself in a plush towel and began to apply her makeup. Soft, smoky eyes and a hint of blush accentuated her natural beauty.

Jenny draped the towel over the rack and picked up the red bikini. She slid the bottoms up her legs, feeling the cool fabric hug her curves. The sensation made her bite her lip as she remembered her fingers tracing those same lines earlier. She adjusted the strings, ensuring the triangles of fabric just barely covered her nipples. The bikini fit like a second skin, emphasizing every contour of her body.

She turned to face the mirror, her breath catching at the sight of herself in the skimpy red bikini. The triangles of fabric barely contained her breasts, her nipples straining against the material. She ran her hands over her body, feeling the smooth skin and toned muscles beneath her fingertips. She could almost imagine Mr. Emerson's hands on her, touching her with the same reverence she was showing herself.

Jenny slipped into the sheer floral sundress, feeling the lightweight fabric whisper against her skin. She tied the sash at her waist, cinching it tight enough to show off her curves but loose enough to allow for movement. The dress flowed down to mid-thigh, accentuating her long legs. She smoothed her hands over her hips, adjusting the fabric so that it clung to her body in all the right places.

She stepped into the red stilettos, feeling the sharp heel dig into the carpet as she shifted her weight. The open-toe design showed off her freshly painted nails, and the three-inch height made her legs seem endless. She practiced walking in them, swaying her hips with each step, getting used to the unfamiliar rhythm. Satisfied with her reflection, Jenny turned off the bathroom light and headed back to her room.

Jenny gathered her belongings, tucking a small overnight bag under her arm. She checked her appearance one last time in the mirror, smoothing her hair and adjusting her dress. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what was to come. As she descended the stairs, the scent of coffee wafted through the air, mingling with the aroma of pancakes.

She did not have much time for breakfast, filling up a portable mug of coffee and grabbing a pancake for the road, before kissing her parents goodbye.


Chapter 6

The drive to Mr. Emerson's mansion was a blur of nervous anticipation and exhilaration. Jenny gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary, her knuckles turning white as she navigated the roads. Her heart pounded in her chest, echoing the rhythmic thud of the bass from the car stereo. She tried to focus on the music, but her mind kept drifting back to the events of the previous evening.

As Jenny pulled up to the imposing driveway of Mr. Emerson's estate, she couldn't help but feel a flutter of nerves in her stomach. It led to the grand mansion nestled among the trees. She drove cautiously, taking in the meticulously manicured gardens and the sprawling grounds that seemed to go on forever.

As she approached the mansion, Jenny saw Mr. Emerson waiting for her on the front steps. He was dressed casually in a pair of linen pants and a crisp white shirt, his dark hair tousled by the breeze. His eyes lit up as he caught sight of her car, and he strode down the steps to greet her. Jenny parked the car and stepped out, her heels sinking slightly into the gravel driveway.

Mr. Emerson's eyes widened as he took in the sight of Jenny stepping out of the car. Her long legs were accentuated by the red stilettos, and the sheer sundress clung to her curves, hinting at the provocative bikini beneath. He swallowed hard, his gaze lingering on the way the fabric molded to her breasts, revealing the enticing silhouette of her nipples.

"Good morning, Jenny," Mr. Emerson said, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down her spine. "You look absolutely stunning." It was a rare, well-meant compliment coming from him. His eyes never left hers as he spoke, but she knew he was taking in every inch of her body, drinking her in like a fine wine. She blushed under his intense gaze, looking up at him through her lashes.

"Thank you," Jenny replied softly, her cheeks flushing pink as she met his gaze. "You look pretty amazing yourself." Mr. Emerson chuckled, a deep throaty sound that sent a shiver down her spine. He offered her his arm, which she gratefully accepted, her fingers curling around his muscular forearm. Together, they walked back up the steps to the mansion, the sun warming their shoulders as they went.

As they entered the foyer, Mr. Emerson led Jenny through the grand house and out onto a beautifully landscaped patio. Nestled discreetly among the lush foliage was a sleek black helicopter, its blades spinning lazily in the morning breeze. Jenny's eyes widened in surprise as she took in the unexpected mode of transportation. "A helicopter?" she exclaimed, her voice barely audible over the whirring of the rotors. She had assumed they would take the car for the three-hour drive down to the coast.

Mr. Emerson smiled, clearly pleased by her reaction. "I thought we'd make the most of our weekend together," he explained, his voice raised slightly to be heard over the noise of the helicopter. He guided her toward the aircraft, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back. Jenny could feel the heat of his touch even through the layers of clothing, and it sent a thrill down her spine.

Jenny's heart raced as she climbed into the helicopter, Mr. Emerson following closely behind. The interior was spacious and luxurious, with leather seats and plush carpeting. As they strapped themselves in, Mr. Emerson handed her a set of headphones, which she placed over her ears. Immediately, the din of the rotor blades faded to a dull roar, replaced by the clear voice of Mr. Emerson coming through the earpiece.

"Ready for everything to come over the weekend?" His question hung in the air, heavy with implication. Jenny turned to look at him, her heart pounding in her chest. She licked her lips nervously, trying to find the words to express what she was feeling. "I... I think so," she finally managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. "But I'm also a little scared."

"What are you scared of?", asked Mr. Emerson's, his eyes softening, and he reached out to take her hand, his thumb gently brushing over her knuckles. He gave her hand a gentle squeeze before releasing it. The helicopter lifted off smoothly, ascending into the clear blue sky.

"So far, you have managed to fulfill all the duties I have asked of you to my satisfaction", said Mr. Emerson. "So relax, I think you will be fine. And remember, you only have to be available, let the other men take the initiative and everything will happen naturally."

Jenny nodded, taking a deep breath to steady herself. "Okay," she said, her voice stronger this time. "Let's do this." Mr. Emerson smiled at her, pride shining in his eyes. "That's my girl," he murmured, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear. His fingers lingered on her cheek, tracing the line of her jaw before moving down to brush against her neck.

"So, it is as I had thought, you want me to be intimate with other guests there and in that way advertise our law firm for potential clients", Jenny asked, to make absolutely sure they were on the same page.

Mr. Emerson's fingers traced a path down to her collarbone, slipping beneath the strap of her sundress and pushing it aside to expose her shoulder. "Yes, Jenny," he murmured. "That's exactly what I want." His lips followed the trail his fingers had blazed, pressing soft kisses to her newly bared skin. "I want everyone at the resort to see how beautiful you are, how desirable."

"Do you know the concept of 'free use, slut?", Mr. Emerson asked her, his radiant presence close to her as he said so.

"I've never heard of that term before," Jenny admitted, curiosity piqued. "What does it mean?" Mr. Emerson's hand drifted lower, his fingertips grazing the swell of her breast. "Free use means that anyone can fuck you whenever and however they want," he said matter-of-factly. "It means your body is always available for sex."

Jenny gasped as his fingers brushed against her nipple, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. "Oh god," she moaned, arching her back involuntarily. "Is that what you want?" Mr. Emerson's voice was husky with desire as he continued to tease her sensitive flesh. "I want every man at the resort to know that they can have you whenever they want. That your body belongs to me, and by extension, to them."

Jenny's breath hitched as she processed his words, her mind racing with a mix of excitement and apprehension. She imagined herself surrounded by strangers, their hands roaming freely over her body, taking what they wanted without hesitation. The idea both terrified and aroused her, sending a rush of wetness between her thighs. All Jenny could do was moan in approval.

"I have prepared a little gift for you for the occasion", added her master, his hand drifting in and out of his pocket. He revealed a leather choker collar. On it, in bold letters, the words "FREE USE" were inscribed.

Jenny looked at the collar, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew what it meant, what it signified, and yet she found herself unable to refuse. There was something about Mr. Emerson's commanding presence that made her want to obey, to give in to his every desire. Without a word, she turned around, presenting her neck to him.

Mr. Emerson fastened the collar around Jenny's neck, his fingers lingering on her pulse point as he secured it in place. The leather felt cool against her skin, contrasting sharply with the heat radiating from her body. She could feel the weight of the words etched into the metal, a constant reminder of her submission and availability. "Good girl," Mr. Emerson murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

Leaning back in his leather seat, he looked her deep in the eye. "Now, show me what a good girl you will be this weekend", she heard him say through the headset. As he said so, he opened the fly of his pants.

Jenny hesitated, glancing at the two pilots up front. They were focused on flying the helicopter, but she still felt self-conscious about performing such an intimate act in their presence. Mr. Emerson sensed her uncertainty and leaned closer. "They won't judge us," he whispered. "In fact, I think they'll enjoy the show."

"You need to get used to performing sexual acts while others are watching," Mr. Emerson said firmly. "This weekend, you will be the centre of attention, and everyone will expect you to deliver." Jenny's breath quickened as she stared at his exposed cock. It was already half-hard, throbbing with anticipation. She licked her lips nervously, casting another glance at the pilots.

Jenny swallowed hard, her resolve strengthening as she met Mr. Emerson's gaze. She turned back to him, her eyes locked on his growing erection. Slowly, deliberately, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, feeling the velvety smooth skin stretch taut over the rigid length. A soft groan escaped his lips as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and growing in confidence.

His breath hitched as she stroked him, her grip tightening ever so slightly. She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to lick the tip of his cock, tasting the salty precum that had already begun to form. A shudder ran through him, and he gripped the armrest tightly, trying to maintain control.

Jenny's cheeks flushed a deeper shade of crimson as she realized the pilots might be watching her. The knowledge that they were observing her actions heightened her arousal, making her pussy ache with desire. She glanced up at Mr. Emerson, seeing the hunger in his eyes reflected back at her. He wanted this as badly as she did, needed it as desperately.

She hesitated briefly, then decided to put on a show. She took his cock in her hand again, and started stroking it. The head of his cock glistened with precum, and she used it as lubricant, slicking up his entire length. Then, she moved her other hand to cup his balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. Mr. Emerson groaned loudly, and she looked up to see him staring intently at her.

Jenny felt a surge of confidence coursing through her veins as she gazed into Mr. Emerson's eyes, seeing the raw desire burning within them. She wanted to please him, to make him lose control completely. With renewed determination, she leaned forward and took his cock fully into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive underside before sucking hard on the head.

Mr. Emerson's hand suddenly shot out, gripping Jenny's chin firmly but gently. He tilted her face up towards his, his eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her heart race. "Not too fast, slut," he growled. With that, he shifted positions, pulling her sideways across the seat until she was kneeling beside him, her body angled towards the door.

He pushed her head down, guiding his cock back into her warm mouth. "Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. "Show those pilots what a good slut you can be." With one hand, Mr. Emerson began to spank her ass, the sharp smacks echoing through the cabin. The sensation sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through Jenny's body, making her moisten even more.

Mr. Emerson's hand connected with Jenny's ass cheek with a resounding slap, leaving a stinging warmth in its wake. She yelped around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine. He grinned wickedly, his hand rising and falling in a steady rhythm, each impact driving her further into submission. "That's it, slut," he growled. "Take my cock like the dirty little whore you are."

His hips began to thrust upward, meeting her eager mouth with increasing urgency. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, guiding her movements as he fucked her face relentlessly. Jenny gagged slightly, saliva dripping down her chin, but she didn't resist. Instead, she moaned around his cock, the vibrations driving him wild. Mr. Emerson's grip tightened in her hair as he looked down at her, eyes filled with lust and dominance.

As Jenny bobbed her head up and down on Mr. Emerson's cock, he reached down with his free hand and began to explore her body. His fingers trailed along the curve of her ass, squeezing and massaging the soft flesh before dipping lower to trace the sensitive skin between her cheeks. Jenny moaned around his cock as he teased her tight puckered hole, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through her body.

His fingers circled her asshole, teasing it mercilessly before slowly pushing inside. Jenny gasped around his cock, her body tensing momentarily before melting into the sensations. Mr. Emerson slid first one, then two fingers into her tight hole, pumping them in and out in sync with his thrusts into her mouth.

As Jenny moaned around Mr. Emerson's cock, he withdrew his fingers from her ass and produced a shiny object from his pocket. It was a metal butt plug, about 1.5 inches wide with a thick stem designed for easy removal. "Lubricate this for me, slut," he commanded, holding the cold metal to her lips. Jenny eagerly complied, opening her mouth and wrapping her lips around the toy.

The saliva gathered from the relentless face fucking Mr. Emerson had subjected her to proved more than enough to drench the plug in liquid.

Mr. Emerson pulled the plug from her mouth, trailing a string of saliva as it emerged. He positioned himself behind her, pressing the cool metal against her well-lubricated asshole. Jenny braced herself as he applied pressure, feeling the plug breach her tight ring. It stretched her open painfully before popping through and sliding in easily thanks to her copious spit.

The metallic intruder sent waves of sensation through Jenny's body, the coolness giving way to a pleasant warmth as her inner muscles clenched around it. Mr. Emerson gave her ass a final slap before turning her back towards him, his cock glistening with her saliva. "Good girl," he praised, using his thumb to wipe away a stray drop of spit from her chin.

Mr. Emerson grasped Jenny's hair firmly, his voice low and commanding, "Open wide, slut." He held her head steady as he thrust his hips forward, forcing his cock deep into her throat. Jenny gagged slightly, tears welling up in her eyes as she struggled to accommodate his size. But she didn't pull away; instead, she relaxed her throat, allowing him to slide even deeper.

Mr. Emerson looked down at Jenny, his expression a mix of pride and lust. He loved seeing her choke on his cock, her eyes watering and mascara running down her cheeks. Her makeup smearing only enhanced her sluttiness, making her look like a well-used whore. "Such a good little slut," he praised, his voice husky with desire. "Look at you, gagging on my fat cock."

Mr. Emerson's hips began to move in earnest, fucking Jenny's face with long, deep strokes. His balls slapped against her chin with each thrust, and the sound of her choked moans filled the cabin. He could feel her struggling to breathe, her nose flaring as she tried to draw air through her constricted nostrils. He revelled in the power he held over her, controlling her very breaths as he used her mouth for his pleasure.

As Jenny choked on his cock, Mr. Emerson began to pant heavily, his grip on her hair tightening almost painfully. "Fuck, you're going to make me cum, you little slut," he grunted. “Swallow it all, bitch!” His thrusts became erratic, his hips jerking spasmodically as he neared orgasm. Jenny moaned eagerly around his shaft.

With a roar, Mr. Emerson erupted, his hot cum spurting down Jenny's throat. She coughed and spluttered, trying to swallow as fast as she could, but it was no use. Cum dribbled out of the corners of her mouth, mixing with her saliva and tears to create a messy streak down her chin and onto her chest. He pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop, his semi-hard cock still twitching with aftershocks.

Mr. Emerson looked down at Jenny, her face streaked with tears, saliva, and cum. Disappointment surged through him as he wiped his cock clean on her cheek. "Pathetic," he sneered. His hand shot out, connecting sharply with her cheek. The sound echoed through the cabin, and Jenny let out a startled cry. "I told you to swallow, slut," he spat. "You're going to learn to do better."

Jenny's hand flew to her cheek, rubbing the sting away. "I'm sorry," she whimpered, looking up at him with wide, tear-filled eyes. Mr. Emerson scoffed, zipping up his pants. He turned to address the pilots.

"Did you enjoy the show, gentlemen?" he asked casually, as if they hadn't just witnessed him face-fucking his secretary into submission. The pilots exchanged glances, unsure of how to respond.

The younger pilot, a handsome man with dark hair and bright blue eyes, cleared his throat. "Uh, yes sir," he replied hesitantly. "It was quite a performance." Mr. Emerson smirked, turning back to Jenny. "You heard the man, slut. You put on quite a show. Now clean up your mess." He gestured to the floor beneath her, where droplets of cum had landed during their frenzied encounter.

Jenny looked down at the puddles of cum on the floor, her heart sinking. She hated cleaning up after herself, but Mr. Emerson's stern glare left no room for argument. Reluctantly, she lowered her head and stuck out her tongue, lapping at the sticky mess like a dog drinking water. The taste of his semen filled her mouth, and she gagged slightly as she forced herself to swallow.

Mr. Emerson watched Jenny clean up the mess, his expression inscrutable. Once she finished, he nodded towards the front of the helicopter. "Apologize to our pilots for the poor show," he ordered. Jenny bit her lip nervously, feeling humiliated as she crawled forward on her hands and knees. She looked up at the pilots, who were doing their best to focus on flying despite the distraction unfolding behind them.

The older pilot, a burly man with salt-and-pepper hair and kind brown eyes, spoke up first. "No apology necessary, miss," he said gruffly. "We've seen worse in our time." The younger pilot chuckled, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Yeah, don't worry about it. We're just happy to have something interesting happen on these flights." Jenny blushed deeply, grateful for their understanding. "Thank you, both," she said softly.

Mr. Emerson's expression darkened as Jenny finished apologizing to the pilots. "What did you just say?" he demanded, his voice like thunder. Jenny blinked in confusion, taken aback by his sudden anger. "I-I..." she stammered, her mind racing. Before she could finish, Mr. Emerson's hand cracked across her cheek once more, harder this time. Tears sprung to her eyes as she cried out in pain.

"I didn't hear a 'Sir' in there, did you, pilots?" Mr. Emerson barked. The men shook their heads solemnly. Jenny's eyes widened in realization, and she quickly amended her statement. "I'm sorry, Sirs," she corrected, addressing the pilots respectfully. Mr. Emerson nodded approvingly, but his expression remained stern. He turned to the pilots once more.

"Gentlemen," Mr. Emerson addressed the pilots, "do you think she's ready for what awaits her this weekend?" The older pilot shrugged, his eyes flickering to Jenny with a hint of pity. "She seems eager enough, sir." The younger pilot offered a sly grin, his gaze lingering on Jenny's exposed thighs. "But maybe we should test her first, make sure she knows how to obey orders."

"Your reward will come at the end of our trip, as agreed", replied Mr. Emerson. "Don't get ahead of yourselves, I still need her rested enough for the potential clients." He turned his attention back towards Jenny. "Do you really think you can do this? I had high hopes in you, but now I am not so sure anymore, you filthy little disobedient whore..."

Jenny swallowed hard, feeling a lump form in her throat as she met Mr. Emerson's piercing gaze. "Yes, sir," she assured him, her voice steady despite the nervous flutter in her stomach. "I'll do better. I promise." Mr. Emerson raised an eyebrow, still seemingly unconvinced but willing to give it a try.

He studied Jenny for a moment longer before nodding slowly. "Very well. Let's see what you've got when we get there, slut." He looked out the window and added: "Looks like we are almost here, time to fix up your makeup, you look like a dirty little slut."

Jenny quickly set to work repairing her makeup, dabbing at the smudges under her eyes and reapplying her lipstick. She glanced up at Mr. Emerson, who was watching her intently, his expression unreadable. The helicopter began its descent, the city lights growing brighter below them. As they approached the helipad, Jenny felt a familiar thrill of excitement mixed with apprehension.

The helicopter touched down smoothly on the helipad adjacent to the luxurious beach resort. The rotors spun slower and finally came to a halt, leaving only the distant sound of crashing waves. Mr. Emerson stepped out first, adjusting his suit jacket as he scanned the surroundings. Jenny followed closely behind, her heels clicking on the concrete as she exited the aircraft.

As Mr. Emerson led her towards the resort entrance, Jenny couldn't help but cast a glance back at the helicopter. The pilots were already exiting the cockpit, their uniforms neat and crisp. They caught her eye and smiled knowingly, aware of the promise he had made. Jenny blushed deeply, realizing that she would indeed be repaying them later.


Chapter 7

As they walked towards the resort entrance, Jenny took in the breathtaking view surrounding them. The sun was high up, casting an orange and pink glow across the sky that reflected beautifully off the calm ocean waters. Lush palm trees lined the pristine white sand beach, swaying gently in the warm breeze.

The resort itself was a masterpiece of modern architecture, with sleek glass walls and polished stone surfaces that seemed to blend seamlessly with the natural beauty of the surroundings. A gentle waterfall cascaded down a rock wall near the entrance, leading to a tranquil pool that invited relaxation and serenity. As they entered the lobby, Jenny was struck by the opulence and elegance of the space.

The lobby was a sprawling space adorned with plush furnishings and intricate artwork that whispered tales of luxury and refinement. Soft jazz music played in the background, creating an atmosphere of sophistication and relaxation. Mr. Emerson led Jenny across the marble floors, his confident stride drawing admiring glances from guests and staff alike.

As they crossed the lobby, Mr. Emerson spotted a familiar figure sitting at the bar. Dread, the renowned record producer, was nursing a drink, his eyes scanning the crowd with an intense gaze. He wore a crisp linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a glimpse of his strong black chest, and tailored slacks that hugged his muscular legs.

Dread's eyes lit up as he saw Mr. Emerson approaching, a wicked smile spreading across his face. "Emerson!" he exclaimed, standing up to greet them. "And who do we have here?" His gaze travelled over Jenny appreciatively, taking in her slim figure and full breasts straining against the thin fabric of her dress.

Dread reached out, running a finger along Jenny's jawline, tilting her head up to meet his eyes. "Well, aren't you a pretty thing?" he murmured, his voice low and smooth like velvet. "Do I get another round with this sweet piece of ass?"

Mr. Emerson chuckled, placing a possessive hand on Jenny's hip. "Only if you behave yourself, Dread. You remember how she likes it rough."

Dread's eyes flicked to the delicate black choker adorning Jenny's neck, his eyebrows raising in interest. "Well, isn't that a nice touch?" he remarked, tracing the slender chain with his fingertip. "Free use, huh?" He leaned in close, inhaling deeply as if trying to absorb her scent. His lips brushed against her ear, sending shivers down her spine as he whispered, "I want to have you again, baby."

Dread's breath tickled Jenny's ear, as his words sent a jolt of anticipation through her body. Mr. Emerson chuckled, his grip on her hip tightening possessively. "Later, Dread," he promised, his voice laced with a hint of warning. "Let us get settled in first." With a playful wink, he led Jenny away from the bar, leaving Dread with a hungry look in his eyes.

The walk to the reception desk was a blur for Jenny, her mind still reeling from Dread's intimate words and the promise of things to come. She clung to Mr. Emerson's arm, her body pressed tightly against his side as they checked in. The hotel clerk handed them their keys with a knowing smile, clearly aware of the dynamic between the two.

Mr. Emerson escorted Jenny to her room, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back as they walked down the hall. He slid the key card into the lock and opened the door, gesturing for her to enter. "Make yourself comfortable," he instructed. "I'll be right next door." Jenny stepped inside, her eyes widening as she took in the luxurious suite.

The suite was a vision of opulence, with plush furnishings and soft lighting that cast a warm glow over everything. A king-sized bed dominated one wall, draped in silk sheets and flanked by tall mirrors that reflected the room's lavish details. To one side stood a marble vanity, complete with a large mirror framed by delicate fairy lights.

Jenny ran her fingers over the smooth surface of the marble vanity, feeling the cool stone beneath her fingertips. She couldn't resist the urge to admire herself in the mirror, turning this way and that to study her reflection. Her cheeks were flushed with arousal, and her lips were swollen from being used. She licked them slowly, imagining how they must look puffy and red from sucking Mr. Emerson's cock.

Jenny turned away from the mirror and noticed a large box wrapped with a gold bow sitting neatly atop the bed. Intrigued, she approached it and carefully untied the ribbon, letting it fall open to reveal a treasure trove of luxurious items. Inside were several bikinis in various styles and colors, each designed to barely cover her most private areas.

The lingerie selection included sheer babydolls, lace chemises, and corsets that promised to cinch her waist and accentuate her curves. There were also several cocktail dresses, each more revealing than the last, with plunging necklines and skirts that would barely cover her ass. Nestled among the clothes were pairs of stiletto heels in various shades, designed to make her legs look endless and her gait seductive.

Jenny picked up a tiny string bikini, the fabric so sheer it was nearly transparent. She slipped off her dress and bikini, letting them pool at her feet, and stepped into the bikini bottoms. The material hugged her hips and ass, accentuating every curve. She pulled them up her waist, ensuring they fit snugly before reaching for the matching top.

The tiny triangles of fabric struggled to contain her full breasts, the nipples poking prominently through the flimsy material. Jenny admired herself in the mirror, her body glowing under the soft lights. She posed provocatively, thrusting her hips forward and arching her back, imagining how Mr. Emerson would react to seeing her dressed like this.

Jenny fastened the clasp of her choker, ensuring it was securely tightened around her slender neck. The feel of the leather against her skin sent a thrill down her spine, a constant reminder of her role and status. She slipped on a light summer dress, choosing one that barely covered her thighs and allowed the straps of her bikini to peek out from underneath.

The warm sun kissed Jenny's bare shoulders as she descended the stairs, her heels clicking against the marble steps. She paused briefly to adjust the hem of her dress, ensuring that it rode high enough to display her long legs while keeping just a hint of modesty. The fabric clung to her curves, emphasizing her toned physique and hinting at the tantalizing bikini hidden beneath.

As Jenny approached the pool area, she felt the weight of curious gazes upon her. The sun-drenched scene unfolded before her eyes, a mix of relaxed loungers and those enjoying the crystal-clear water. Her heart quickened as she spotted Mr. Emerson reclining on a chaise, his sunglasses perched on his nose and a drink in hand. He exuded an air of confidence and command.

The beach resort had been booked for the weekend exclusively to attendants of a meeting of people from the music industry and business associates, all brought together by Dread. Just like him, many of the men present were black, coming from the hip hop scene, but there were also plenty of clearly rich white men around, some opting for full formal clothing and wearing suits, others more casual yet elegant, with golf shirts and khaki shorts.

As Jenny sauntered towards the pool, she felt the weight of every gaze in the area. The men, both black and white, wealthy and powerful, watched her with undisguised hunger. Their eyes trailed over her curves, lingering on her firm breasts and long legs. Some of them even whispered amongst themselves, their voices low and conspiratorial. Jenny revelled in the attention, feeling a rush of power course through her veins.

Jenny decided to embrace the attention, wanting to push boundaries and explore her newfound liberation. With a sultry smile, she walked directly to the edge of the pool, shed her dress and heels, and dove in, her body cutting through the cool water effortlessly. She surfaced moments later, shaking her wet hair free from her face, droplets glistening on her skin.

As she emerged from the pool, water cascading down her body in rivulets, the sheer fabric of her bikini clung to her like a second skin. Her nipples were visibly erect, pressing against the thin material, and her pussy lips could be seen through the sheer triangle of cloth covering her mound.

Droplets of water glistened on her skin, highlighting every curve and contour of her toned frame. Jenny stepped out of the pool, water dripping from her body, leaving wet trails down her smooth skin.

After putting her shoes back on, Jenny walked towards a group of men, her hips swaying seductively with each step, she could feel their eyes raking over her body. Dread was holding court, surrounded by three other influential figures: a white man in a sharp suit, another white man dressed casually in a polo shirt and shorts, and a black man dressed in hip hop attire.

She recognized the last man as Chillax, a famous rapper with several chart-topping hits. He was rather short, but well build, and was engaged in conversation with Dread.

Jenny's presence commanded instant attention. The group of men fell silent, their eyes locked onto her as she approached, water dripping from her body and pooling on the tiles beneath her feet. Dread's gaze lingered on her breasts, the dark circles of her areolas visible through the wet fabric, before traveling lower to the outline of her pussy lips. He grinned wolfishly, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.

"Gentlemen," Dread drawled, his voice smooth as velvet, "allow me to introduce our delightful guest. This is Jenny," His eyes sparkled with mischief as he looked her up and down again, taking in every wet inch of her. "Isn't she a treat? She's here to... entertain us during our stay." The implication hung heavy in the air, leaving no doubt about what kind of entertainment he meant.

"She's Emerson's newest acquisition," Dread continued, gesturing to Mr. Emerson, who sat nearby with a smug expression. "Aren't you, sweetheart?" Jenny nodded, feeling a flush spread across her cheeks as she realized that everyone knew she belonged to Mr. Emerson. She licked her lips nervously, her eyes darting from one man to the next as she tried to gauge their reactions.

The man in the polo shirt and shorts extended his hand towards Jenny, a friendly smile on his face. "Hello there, I'm Dean Harold Thompson," he said, his voice warm and welcoming. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Jenny. I work at Wexford University, the school Dread attended back in the day on a music scholarship."

Up close, Jenny could see that despite his casual attire, Dean Thompson carried himself with an air of authority and intelligence. " Wexford University," she echoed softly, her curiosity piqued. "Wow, that is a very famous school." Dean Thompson chuckled, running a hand through his graying hair.

"Indeed, it is. Dread was one of my most promising students back in the day. We've kept in touch ever since." He glanced at Dread affectionately before turning his attention back to Jenny. "So, tell me, dear, what brings you here?"

Jenny shifted uncomfortably, feeling a pang of self-consciousness as she met Dean Thompson's gaze. "I haven't really thought much about college," she admitted softly. "I plan to go to community college for a while, at least until I can afford something more expensive." Dean Thompson raised an eyebrow, his expression thoughtful. "Community college can be a great start," he acknowledged.

"But, if I may say so, as dean I might have some sway to get a beautiful girl such as yourself into Wexford", he added while looking her up and down, clearly taking in the breathtaking view of her body, visible through the sheer bikini.

"Make sure to give me a call, maybe we can arrange...", he paused slightly. "...an interview? I will send my business card up to your room, since it does not appear you have a place to hold it right now", he added, chuckling at his own joke. Giving her a warm look, he excused himself and went back to the bar.

Jenny watched as Dean Thompson walked away, her mind racing with the implications of his offer. Before she could process it further, Dread leaned in closer, his breath hot on her ear. "So, Jenny," he purred, "what do you think of our little gathering?"

"I... I don't know," Jenny stammered, feeling a bit overwhelmed. "It's all so new to me." Dread chuckled, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Don't worry, sweetheart."

"You'll find that these sorts of events can be quite enlightening," Dread murmured, his hand trailing down Jenny's arm, sending shivers through her body. "And incredibly pleasurable." He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. "Especially when you're involved." Jenny gasped as Dread's teeth grazed her earlobe, his breath hot and ragged against her skin.

Jenny extricated herself from Dread's grasp, her heart pounding in her chest. She needed a moment to collect her thoughts and calm her nerves. "Excuse me," she murmured, stepping back. "I think I'll get a drink." Dread smirked, his eyes gleaming with a mixture of amusement and anticipation. "Of course, darling. Enjoy yourself."

Jenny walked away from the group, feeling the heat of their stares on her back. She made her way to the bar, her hips swaying gently with each step. The bartender, a handsome man with tanned skin and dark hair, greeted her with a warm smile as she approached. "What can I get for you?" he asked, leaning in slightly. Jenny returned his smile, appreciating the view of his muscular arms beneath his short-sleeved shirt.


Chapter 8

As Jenny was about to order, she felt a presence behind her. Turning slightly, she saw the man in the suit approaching her, his eyes never leaving hers. He flashed her a charming smile, his teeth bright and straight against his tan skin. "Mind if I join you?" he asked, gesturing to the empty stool beside her. Before Jenny could respond, he signalled the bartender.

The man slid onto the stool next to Jenny, his cologne wafting towards her as he did so. "Name's Marcus Allen," he said, extending a hand towards her. Jenny shook it tentatively, feeling the warmth of his skin against hers. "Nice to meet you, Marcus." She smiled politely, trying to ignore the way his eyes roamed over her body, lingering on her breasts and legs. "I'm Jenny." Marcus grinned, signalling the bartender.

"So, you belong to the law firm Emerson and Partners, is that correct?", he asked. Jenny nodded. "And what exactly do you do there, love?" Jenny hesitated for a moment, and then answered: "I am Mr. Emerson's personal assistant."

Marcus chuckled, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "Well, aren't you a lucky girl? I bet you're kept busy around the clock." Jenny blushed deeply, looking down at her hands. "Yes, sir," she replied softly. Marcus signalled the bartender, ordering two drinks. "You shouldn't call me 'sir,' sweetheart. Call me Marcus." He winked at her, his gaze lingering on her cleavage.

"So, tell me, Jenny. How come you are here this weekend with Mr. Emerson? Is he not able to handle himself without an assistant at a harmless business retreat?"

Jenny's eyes narrowed slightly, a flash of defensiveness crossing her features. "Mr. Emerson doesn't need anyone to handle him," she stated firmly. "He's perfectly capable of taking care of himself. And he didn't bring me along because he needs help. It was his idea, to allow me to experience something new and exciting." Marcus raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "Really?"

"Yes, I am here to help the firm acquire new clients". Just as she had said it, Jenny felt insanely stupid. She should not have said that. Marcus was obviously just teasing her and she had fallen for it.

Marcus took a sip of his drink, his eyes never leaving Jenny's face. "Fair enough, sweetheart," he conceded, a hint of respect creeping into his voice. "I must admit, I'm impressed. Not many assistants would defend their bosses with such passion."

Jenny relaxed slightly, taking a sip of her own drink. The liquid was cool and refreshing, helping to ease her nerves. "So, what about you, Marcus?" she asked, genuinely curious.

Marcus leaned back against the bar, his eyes still fixed on Jenny. "I run a record label," he said, a note of pride in his voice. "One of the biggest in the country, actually. We sign all kinds of talent, from pop stars to rappers to rock bands." Jenny's eyes widened slightly, impressed despite herself. "That sounds amazing," she said sincerely. "I've always loved music. I played piano growing up, and I sing a little too."

Jenny leaned in closer, her eyes sparkling with interest. "That's incredible," she said, her voice soft and inviting. "T'd love to hear more about your work." Marcus' eyes gleamed with amusement as he took in the sight of Jenny leaning towards him, her cleavage becoming even more pronounced. He couldn't resist the opportunity to tease her a little more. "Oh yeah? And why should I share all my secrets with you, sweetheart?"

Jenny licked her lips slowly, letting them part slightly as she gazed up at Marcus through her lashes. It was time for her to turn on the charm. This was exactly the kind of situation Mr. Emerson had brought her here for.

"Because," she purred, leaning in even closer, her breasts brushing against his arm, "I want to learn everything I can about you." She let her fingers trail lightly over his thigh, feeling the muscles tense under her touch. "And I'm willing to do whatever it takes to convince you to share those secrets with me."

Marcus' breath hitched as Jenny's fingers traced small circles on his thigh, her touch feather-light yet electrifying. He cleared his throat, trying to maintain his composure. "Well, Ms. Jenny..." he began, his voice husky with desire, "you certainly know how to make a man feel special."

Jenny giggled softly, her eyes shining with mischief. "I aim to please, Mr. Allen," she cooed, her fingers moving higher up his thigh.

Marcus' eyes darkened with lust as Jenny's fingers brushed dangerously close to his crotch. He swallowed hard, trying to regain control of the situation. "Jenny," he growled, his voice low and commanding. "Let's take a walk." Jenny bit her lip, a wicked grin spreading across her face as she withdrew her hand. "Lead the way," she purred, following Marcus as he stood up from the bar stool and headed towards the exit.

As they stepped outside, the cool night air enveloped them, providing a stark contrast to the heated atmosphere of the pool area. Marcus led Jenny towards a secluded garden area. The sound of distant waves crashing against the shore filled the air.

As they walked, Jenny's heels clicked against the cobblestone path, her hips swaying seductively with each step. She reached out and traced her fingertips along Marcus' arm, feeling the ripple of muscles underneath his tailored suit jacket. "You know," she purred, her voice sultry and inviting, "it just so happens that I have a bit of an ulterior motive for being here tonight." Marcus raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"I believe you haven’t mentioned having legal representation," Jenny said, her fingers dancing lightly over Marcus' arm. "Do you think you might be interested in expanding your horizons?"

Marcus stopped walking, turning to face Jenny with a smirk. "Are you trying to sell me on Mr. Emerson's services, sweetheart?" Jenny stepped closer, her breasts pressing against his chest as she looked up at him through her lashes.

Jenny's eyes sparkled with a mix of innocence and seduction as she looked up at Marcus. "Would that be such a bad thing?" she whispered, her breath warm against his cheek. "After all, I wouldn't want you to miss out on the best legal representation money can buy." Marcus' smirk deepened, his eyes flicking down to Jenny's full lips.

Marcus smirk faded, replaced by a hungry look as he stared down at Jenny's plump lips. "You drive a hard bargain, sweetheart," he rasped, his hand cupping her cheek possessively. "But I'm afraid I'm not interested in changing lawyers anytime soon." Jenny's eyes widened slightly in surprise, but she quickly recovered, a playful glint entering her gaze.

Jenny pouted playfully, her lower lip jutting out in a mock display of disappointment. "Well, isn't that a shame?" she purred, tracing the outline of Marcus' jawline with her fingertip. "I suppose I'll just have to find another way to convince you."

Marcus chuckled, his grip tightening on Jenny's cheek as he tilted her head back, forcing her to look up at him. "And what makes you think I'm so easily persuaded, hmm?"

Marcus' thumb brushed over Jenny's bottom lip, his eyes locked onto hers. "Tell me, sweet girl," he murmured, his voice low and dangerous, "how far are you willing to go to convince me?" Jenny's breath hitched as she felt the roughness of Marcus' skin against her delicate flesh. Her nipples hardened beneath her bikini top, aching for his touch. She licked her lips slowly, her tongue grazing against his thumb.

Jenny's eyes fluttered closed as she felt Marcus' thumb press insistently against her lips, urging her mouth open. Without hesitation, she parted them, allowing his digit to slip inside. Her tongue swirled around it, sucking gently as if it were a tiny cock. A low groan rumbled in Marcus' chest, and he pulled his thumb free, replacing it with his mouth.

Marcus' groan turned into a low growl as he crushed his lips against Jenny's, claiming her mouth with fierce intensity. His tongue plunged between her lips, exploring every inch of her wet, velvety depths as she moaned softly against him. Jenny's knees weakened as she melted into Marcus' embrace, her body molding itself to his hard lines.

Marcus broke the kiss abruptly, his breath ragged as he stared down at Jenny. "Fuck," he growled, his hands gripping her waist tightly. "You're playing with fire, sweetheart." Jenny's eyes snapped open, her pupils dilated with desire as she gazed up at Marcus through her lashes. "Maybe I like getting burned," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sound of the waves crashing against the shore.

Jenny's hands trembled slightly as she reached for Marcus' belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle in her eagerness. Marcus watched her intently, his breath coming in quick gasps as he waited for her to reveal what lay hidden beneath his tailored trousers.

With practiced ease, Jenny undid Marcus' belt and unfastened his pants, sliding the zipper down slowly, deliberately. She reached inside, her fingers wrapping around his thick shaft, stroking him gently as he groaned in pleasure. "Fuck, yes," he hissed, his hips thrusting forward slightly to meet her touch. Encouraged, Jenny dropped to her knees, pulling his pants and boxers down to free his cock fully.

Jenny looked up at Marcus, her eyes wide and innocent, as she ran her tongue along the length of his shaft. She flicked her tongue over the sensitive spot just below the head, eliciting a low groan from him. Then, with deliberate slowness, she lowered her mouth to his balls, cupping them gently in one hand while using the other to stroke his cock.

Jenny's tongue flicked out, tracing slow circles around Marcus' balls. She could feel them tighten in her palm as she licked and sucked gently, taking first one and then the other into her mouth. Marcus groaned loudly, his fingers tangling in Jenny's hair as he held her head steady.

Marcus' grip on Jenny's hair tightened as she continued to suck and lick his balls, her moans vibrating against his sensitive skin. "Goddamn, that feels good," he groaned, his hips rolling forward slightly. Jenny looked up at him, her eyes watering as she took both of his balls into her mouth, sucking gently before releasing them with a soft pop.

"Mmmm, fuck," Marcus groaned, his head falling back as Jenny worked her magic. She knew exactly what she was doing, her hot, wet mouth driving him wild with pleasure. After thoroughly teasing his balls, she moved back up to his cock, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip before taking him fully into her mouth. Marcus' grip on her hair tightened as he guided her movements, encouraging her to take him deeper.

Jenny took a deep breath through her nose, relaxing her throat as she felt Marcus' cock press against the back of her mouth. She pushed herself further down onto him, feeling the head of his cock slide into her throat. Marcus groaned loudly, his hips jerking forward as he thrust deeper into her mouth. "Fuck, baby, you're taking it so well," he growled, his voice strained with pleasure.

"Holy shit, you're incredible," Marcus groaned, his hips bucking wildly as Jenny expertly deep-throated his throbbing cock. He could feel the head hitting the back of her throat, her gag reflexes seemingly non-existent as she took him deeper than any woman ever had before. Her nose pressed against his pelvis, and she held him there, swallowing around his shaft, massaging him with her throat muscles.

Marcus could feel the pressure building in his balls as Jenny's throat constricted around his cock. He knew he wasn't going to last much longer, and he needed to taste her sweet pussy before he came. Reluctantly, he pulled back, slipping out of her mouth with a wet pop. "Get up," he commanded, his voice hoarse with desire. Jenny complied eagerly, standing up on shaking legs.

Gripping her waist, Marcus lifted Jenny effortlessly as he spun her around and bent her over a nearby stone bench. Her ass was perched high in the air, the thin fabric of her bikini bottom clinging to her curves, accentuating the perfect roundness of her cheeks. Marcus wasted no time, hooking his fingers into the sides of her bikini and yanking it down roughly, exposing her glistening pink pussy.

Marcus knelt behind Jenny, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass as he spread her cheeks wide, exposing her tight little hole. He leaned in close, inhaling her sweet scent as he ran his tongue up and down her slick folds. Jenny moaned loudly, pushing back against his face as he lapped at her juices like a starving man.

The businessman plunged two fingers into Jenny's dripping pussy, curling them upwards to rub against her G-spot. She cried out, her hips bucking wildly as he finger-fucked her relentlessly, his thumb circling her clit in time with his thrusts. Her inner walls clenched around his digits, and she could feel the familiar tension building within her core. "Oh god, Marcus," she moaned, her voice desperate and needy.

Marcus’ hands roamed over Jenny's curves, squeezing and kneading her flesh as he devoured her pussy. He could feel her trembling beneath his touch, her moans filling the air as he brought her closer to the edge of orgasm. Abruptly, he pulled away, leaving Jenny panting and whimpering in frustration. Standing up, Marcus swiftly removed his shirt, revealing his toned torso glistening with sweat.

He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants, his hard cock springing free. He fisted himself, pumping his length once, twice, coating his shaft with precum. Jenny looked over her shoulder, her eyes wide with anticipation as she watched him stroke himself. "Please," she begged, her voice breathless. "Fuck me, Marcus. Fuck me hard." Marcus didn't need to be told twice.

Marcus lined up his cock at Jenny's entrance, rubbing the head up and down her soaked slit. He teased her clit with the tip, making her squirm and beg for more. "Please, Marcus," she gasped, pushing back against him. "Stop teasing and fuck me already." With a low growl, Marcus gripped Jenny's hips tightly and slammed into her in one swift motion.

He drove into Jenny with forceful thrusts, her wetness easing his entry despite the size of his cock. She cried out in pleasure, her body jolting forward with each powerful plunge. "Yes! Yes!" she screamed, her hands gripping the stone bench tightly as Marcus pounded her relentlessly. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed through the garden, mingling with the rhythmic crashing of the waves.

Marcus' fingers dug into Jenny's flesh as he pummelled her pussy mercilessly. Her cries of pleasure filled the air, mixing with the sounds of their bodies colliding and the distant crash of the ocean waves. Sweat dripped from Marcus' brow, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he hammered into her. "Is this what you wanted, sweetheart?" he grunted, his hips slapping against her ass with brutal force.

Jenny's back arched, her breasts swaying with each powerful thrust as Marcus claimed her from behind. "Yes, god, yes!" she screamed, her knuckles white as she clung to the bench. The sensation of Marcus' cock filling her completely sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her veins. "Don't stop," she pleaded, her voice raw with desire. "Fuck me harder."

Marcus obliged, his pace increasing until he was fucking her with wild abandon. The slap of flesh against flesh filled the air, punctuated by Jenny's cries of pleasure. He could feel her pussy clenching around him, her body tensing as she neared orgasm. "That's it, baby," he groaned, his own climax building rapidly. "Come for me. Come all over my cock." Marcus reached around, his fingers finding Jenny's swollen clit.

He rubbed her clit furiously, sending her plummeting over the edge. Jenny screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, her body convulsing violently around Marcus' throbbing cock. "Fuck yes," Marcus groaned, feeling her pussy spasm around him. He couldn't hold back any longer; with a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her and came undone.

"Marcus!" Jenny gasped, her body shuddering around him. Her inner muscles rippled along his length, milking him as he pulsed within her. He held himself deep inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he spilled himself into her welcoming heat. As the last waves of her orgasm subsided, Jenny slumped forward onto the bench, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Marcus stayed buried inside Jenny for a moment longer, savouring the feeling of her pulsating around him. When he finally withdrew, a mixture of their juices trickled down her thighs. He grabbed her chin and forced her to look up at him, his eyes burning with intensity. "Clean me up, sweetheart," he commanded, his voice husky with satisfaction. Jenny's eyes widened briefly in surprise, but she didn't hesitate.

Eager to please, she lowered her mouth to his cock, licking and sucking at the combination of their juices. Marcus groaned deeply, his fingers tangled in her hair as he guided her movements. Jenny licked him clean, her tongue swirling around his shaft, tasting the salty-sweet flavour of their combined release.

Marcus looked down on Jenny with a satisfied smile. "Well done, little whore", he said finally. "I think I will consider your proposal about changing my legal representation, at least as long as you are part of the package". Jenny was relieved to hear that her availability had helped to guide him into the right direction. "I will be, sir", she promised, looking up at the powerful man towering over her.

"No, go enjoy yourself on your own, I need a nap", Marcus directed her as he was taking his clothes back on. Jenny did the same, sliding back into her sheer bikini, hardly capable of hiding the flow of semen still oozing out of her pussy.


Chapter 9

On her way back to the pool area, Jenny stopped by a little unisex bathroom house that was situated along the path leading from the garden to the pool area. She entered the stall and was in the process of cleaning herself up when she heard somebody enter the bathroom.

As Jenny flushed the toilet and exited the stall, she found herself face-to-face with Chillax, the rapper who had been with Dread earlier. He stood casually by the sink, washing his hands, but his eyes immediately locked onto Jenny as she emerged. He gave her a slow, appreciative smile, his gaze lingering on her curves and the remnants of makeup still visible on her face.

Chillax's eyes narrowed slightly as he took in the sight of Jenny, her body still marked with the signs of her recent encounter. There was a faint bruise on her neck, and her makeup was smudged, giving her an appearance that was both vulnerable and tantalizingly sexy. He raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued by the state she was in. "Looks like someone had a rough day," he remarked, his voice smooth and teasing.

His gaze zeroed in on the black leather collar around Jenny's neck, its shiny surface adorned with a single silver ring dangling from the front. He recognized it instantly-a symbol of submission and ownership. It was the kind of accessory worn by those who willingly offered themselves for others' pleasures, without reserve or hesitation.

Jenny blushed deeply, suddenly self-conscious under Chillax's intense scrutiny. Something about him made her uneasy, he had a wild energy radiating from his body. She had read stories about him, that he had run-ins with the law frequently, and had even spent some time in prison. Standing before her, his eyes never left hers.

Chillax's expression softened slightly, but the intensity in his eyes remained. He stepped closer to Jenny, invading her personal space deliberately. Jenny swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest.

Chillax reached out, his fingers tangling in Jenny's disheveled hair. He tugged gently, forcing her to tilt her head back and look up at him. His grip was firm but not painful, a silent command for her attention. "You're a beautiful mess, aren't you?" he murmured, his eyes scanning her features intently.

His thumb brushed against her cheekbone, smearing the remnants of her makeup. "Tell me something," he said, his voice a low rumble. "Do you enjoy being used? Do you get off on the idea of being passed around like a toy?"

Jenny's breath hitched in her throat. She knew she should be offended, but instead, she felt a thrill run through her. There was something about Chillax's directness that made her pulse race.

Jenny could have answered that she was here at her own free will, that she enjoyed being offered up. But she understood that Chillax was after something else. He wanted to be in control, have the upper hand, and take what he wanted without asking questions. Therefore, she remained silent, looking up at the famous artist with a timid stare.

Chillax's grip on Jenny's hair tightened, and he pulled her closer, forcing her to lean back into him. He could see the fear and excitement mixed in her eyes, which only fuelled his desire for her. His other hand slid down her neck, tracing the collar that marked her as property. A small smirk played across his lips as he felt her tremble beneath his touch.

He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, "I'm going to make you mine now." Jenny's breath caught in her throat as Chillax's words sank in. His grip on her hair was unyielding, and she could feel his arousal pressing against her stomach. She tried to pull away, but his hold on her was too strong. "Please..." she began, her voice barely a whisper.

Chillax's smirk grew wider as he saw the flicker of defiance in Jenny's eyes. "Shhh, don't struggle, baby girl. You know you want this," he breathed hotly into her ear. His free hand snaked down her body, grabbing her throat firmly and cutting off her air supply. Jenny's eyes widened in panic as she struggled to breathe, but Chillax held fast, his grip unyielding.

Jenny's hands flew to Chillax's wrist, clawing desperately at his skin as she fought for breath. Her face turned red, then purple, her struggles becoming weaker with each passing second. Just when darkness began to creep into the edges of her vision, Chillax loosened his grip slightly, allowing a small gasp of air to pass through her constricted windpipe. "Good girl," he praised, his voice low and dangerous.

"Now, let's see if we can't loosen you up a bit," Chillax purred, releasing his grip on Jenny's throat. She coughed and spluttered, drawing in great gulps of air as she sagged against him. His hands moved lower, cupping her breasts through the thin fabric of her bikini top. He squeezed and kneaded them roughly, eliciting a moan from Jenny despite herself. "You like that, don't you?"

Jenny again did not answer. Her unwillingness to engage with him seemed to make him mad and with a quick motion, his open palm landed in her face, giving her a strong slap.

Jenny's head snapped to the side from the force of Chillax's blow, tears welling up in her eyes. He grabbed her jaw roughly, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Answer me when I talk to you," he growled. "Do you understand?" Jenny nodded quickly, unable to speak past the lump in her throat. "Good," Chillax said, his voice dropping back to that silky smooth timbre. "Now, let's try this again."

Chillax's hands roughly tore at the strings of Jenny's bikini top, pulling them apart with ease. The flimsy material fell away, exposing her pert breasts to his hungry gaze. Her nipples hardened instantly, betraying her arousal even as she struggled against him. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them behind her back, holding her securely while he explored her body with his other hand.

Jenny gasped as Chillax's strong hands continued to roam her body, squeezing and pinching her flesh possessively. His fingertips traced the curve of her waist before hooking into the sides of her bikini bottoms. With a swift yank, he tore the material away, leaving her naked and exposed. Jenny whimpered softly, her face flushing with humiliation as she stood there, helpless and vulnerable before this stranger.

Chillax spun Jenny around and bent her over the sink, her bare breasts pressed against the cold porcelain. He kept one hand firmly planted on her lower back, holding her in place while his other hand trailed down the crack of her ass, slipping between her legs. He felt how wet she was, her pussy slick and ready for him. Chillax groaned approvingly, rubbing his fingers through her folds before pushing two inside her.

Chillax grinned wickedly as he withdrew his fingers from Jenny's dripping cunt. He brought them to his lips, sucking her juices off with a lewd slurp. "So fucking sweet," he murmured, his voice thick with lust.

"You're gonna love this." Without warning, his hand came down sharply on Jenny's upturned ass, delivering a resounding smack that echoed through the small bathroom.

Jenny gasped in pain and surprise as Chillax's hand connected with her bare flesh. Her skin turned a bright shade of pink almost instantly, the print of his hand standing out starkly against her tanned complexion. Before she could fully register what was happening, another sharp smack landed on the opposite cheek, making her cry out loudly.

Chillax continued to rain down blows on Jenny's defenceless ass, each smack harder than the last. He alternated cheeks, covering every inch of her soft flesh with bright red welts. Jenny squirmed and writhed against the sink, her moans and cries filling the small room as she tried in vain to escape his punishing hand. Tears streamed down her face, mixing with her mascara and creating dark tracks down her cheeks.

Chillax paused mid-spank, admiring the fiery red hue of Jenny's ass cheeks. He picked up the remains of her bikini bottoms, which were still damp with Marcus' cum and her own arousal. He shoved the sodden fabric into Jenny's mouth, silencing her cries. "There you go, sweet thing," he muttered, his voice thick with amusement and cruelty. "Don't want anyone to hear you screaming, now do we?"

He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her backwards so that his rock-hard cock was rubbing against her sore ass. She could feel his breath on her neck, hot and heavy as he spoke into her ear. "You're such a bad slut, Jenny. Taking all that dick like a good little whore." His words sent shivers down her spine, and she couldn't help but moan into the sopping fabric in her mouth.

Chillax positioned himself behind Jenny, his cock throbbing with anticipation. He spat on his hand and rubbed the saliva generously onto his shaft, using it as a crude lubricant. He pressed the head of his cock against Jenny's tight asshole, feeling her tense up in resistance. "Relax, baby girl," he cooed mockingly. "This is gonna hurt no matter what, so why not make it easier on yourself?"

Jenny whimpered into her makeshift gag as Chillax applied pressure to her resisting sphincter. Despite his encouragement, she couldn't relax, and he could tell that he wouldn't be able to easily push through. So, he grabbed the base of his cock and slapped it hard against her tender ass cheeks several times in quick succession.

The sharp sting of his blows caused Jenny to involuntarily clench her ass muscles. This made it even more difficult for Chillax to gain entry. Growing impatient, he grabbed her hips tightly and rammed forward with all his strength. Jenny's screams were muffled by the bikini bottoms stuffed in her mouth as Chillax's thick cock forced its way into her asshole.

Chillax groaned in satisfaction as he felt Jenny's tight asshole give way, enveloping his cock in a velvety embrace. He paused for a moment, savouring the sensation before slowly withdrawing and then thrusting back in. Jenny cried out in pain, her body tensing as she tried to adjust to the intrusion.

"Where is my cock?", came the demanding question from behind her.

"In my ass", Jenny managed to mumble through the cum-soaked fabric in her mouth. Chillax pulled Jenny's right leg up towards the wall to spread her wide open for him. She reluctantly complied, trying to keep her balance while supporting her weight on her left foot and leaning against the sink countertop. Her right knee rested awkwardly high on the cold tile wall, opening her completely to Chillax's assault.

Chillax wasted no time, plunging deeper into Jenny's raw ass with each powerful stroke. Her tight hole stretched obscenely around his thick shaft, offering minimal resistance to his brutal invasion. He gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pounded her mercilessly. Jenny's muffled cries filled the bathroom, her body writhing and jerking with each forceful thrust.

Jenny focused her thoughts on the man she was doing this for: Mr. Emerson. She remembered his words echoing in her mind, telling her that he believed in her ability to handle anything thrown her way. Drawing strength from that memory, she tried to relax her body, attempting to find some semblance of comfort amidst the brutal onslaught.

The sensations coursing through Jenny's body were overwhelming. Pain and pleasure mingled in a chaotic dance, each vying for dominance within her. Despite the excruciating agony of Chillax's relentless assault on her ass, she found herself inexplicably aroused. Her nipples were hard points, aching for attention, and her pussy dripped with an insatiable hunger.

Chillax wrapped his fist around Jenny's long, brown hair, yanking her head back sharply. She cried out in pain as he forced her to arch her back, exposing her neck and breasts vulnerably. Leaning down, he nipped at her earlobe, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine. "You're taking my cock so well, you dirty little slut," he sneered, his voice laced with malice and triumph. "Your ass was made for this, wasn't it?"

"Look at you, taking my big fat cock in your tiny little asshole like the filthy slut you are," Chillax taunted, his voice dripping with contempt. "You love it, don't you? You love being treated like a worthless piece of meat."

Jenny's body convulsed as she tried to process the torrent of humiliation pouring from Chillax's mouth. The tears streaming down her cheeks matted her eyelashes together, obscuring her vision.

"You're a disgusting, filthy whore, aren't you?" Chillax hissed, spitting the words into Jenny's ear. "You live for this, don't you? Being passed around like a common streetwalker, getting used and abused by men who don't care about you?" He released his grip on her hair and straightened up, placing both hands back on her hips to resume his brutal assault.

Chillax pounded Jenny's ass relentlessly, his balls slapping against her clit with each brutal thrust. He could feel her body trembling beneath him, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she struggled to endure his savage attack. Reaching down, he grabbed a handful of her breast, squeezing and twisting the sensitive flesh until she screamed in agony. "You like that, you little bitch?"

Chillax jerked his chin toward the farthest stall in the restroom. "Get in there," he commanded, giving Jenny a rough shove. She stumbled forward, her heels clicking loudly on the tiled floor as she hurried to comply.

Once inside the cramped space, Chillax pushed her forward, forcing her to kneel on the cold, grimy floor beside the toilet bowl. "Stick your head in there," he ordered, grabbing a handful of her hair and shoving her face down into the bowl. Jenny gagged at the smell of stale urine and bleach, her senses overwhelmed by the harsh chemical scent. Chillax laughed cruelly, his grip tightening in her hair as he forced her to stay put.

He positioned himself behind her, gripping her hips with both hands as he slammed his cock deep into her ass. Jenny moaned, the sound muffled by the toilet bowl pressed against her face. The stench of urine and cleaning chemicals filled her nostrils, but it was overshadowed by the intense sensations coursing through her body. Chillax's cock drove relentlessly into her, each thrust pushing her further into the toilet.

Chillax's pace became frenzied, his hips moving like a piston as he drove into Jenny's ass with wild abandon. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the small bathroom stall, punctuated by Jenny's muffled moans and Chillax's guttural grunts. His grip on her hips tightened painfully, his fingernails digging into her soft flesh as he held her in place for his brutal assault.

The relentless pounding of Chillax's cock in her ass sent shockwaves through Jenny's body. The position was degrading; her face pressed into the toilet bowl, her knees on the filthy floor, and her ass raised high in the air to accommodate his merciless thrusts. Yet, despite the humiliation, she could feel a strange, dark desire stirring within her.

Her ass clenched and relaxed rhythmically, accommodating the intruder with increasing ease. The initial pain began to morph into something else, something darker and more primal. Each thrust elicited a moan from deep within her chest, vibrating against the cold porcelain of the toilet bowl.

Jenny’s nipples ached, brushing against the the bowl, sending jolts of electricity straight to her core. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as her body began to respond in ways she had not expected. Her ass pushed back against Chillax with each thrust, meeting his relentless assault with an eagerness that shocked even her. She could feel the heat radiating from her core, spreading outward like wildfire. Her pussy throbbed in time with his strokes, leaking juices that trickled down her inner thighs.

Chillax suddenly pulled out of Jenny's ass, causing her to gasp in surprise. He yanked her head back by her hair, forcing her to look up at him. His cock, glistening with a mixture of her ass juices and his own precum, bobbed inches from her face. "Open your mouth, slut," he commanded, his voice hoarse with lust. Jenny hesitated for a moment, spitting out the filthy bikini bottoms, then complied, her lips parting obediently.

He fisted his cock, stroking it vigorously as he looked down at Jenny, her mouth open and ready. "I'm going to cover that pretty little face of yours with my cum, slut," he growled. His hand moved faster, his breathing growing ragged as he neared his climax. Jenny watched, mesmerized, as his cock swelled even larger, the veins bulging prominently. Suddenly, with a guttural roar, Chillax erupted.

His first blast hit her square in the face, coating her nose and cheeks with thick ropes of hot cum. Jenny let out a startled squeak, her eyes widening in shock as she felt the warm liquid splatter across her skin. Chillax groaned in satisfaction, continuing to stroke his cock as he painted her face with his release. Another jet arced through the air, landing on her forehead before running down into her hairline.

"Oh fuck, yes!" Chillax grunted as he emptied the final drops of cum onto Jenny's face. He released his grip on her hair, and she slumped back onto her heels, her chest heaving with panting breaths. Cum dripped from her chin onto her breasts, pooling in the valley between them. She sat there, stunned, her body shaking slightly as she processed what had just happened.

Chillax towered in front of Jenny for a moment, heaving. Then, without a warning, he pulled her up by the hair, grabbed her arm and pushed her outside the bathroom door. "Get out of here, whore, I need to pee now", he stated, before locking the door shut, leaving Jenny alone, naked except for her high heels and choker collar, her face a smeared and cum-covered mess.


Chapter 10

Jenny stood outside the little bathroom house, her heart pounding in her chest as she stared at the closed door. The reality of her situation washed over her like a cold wave. She was alone, half-naked, covered in cum, and utterly humiliated. Panic surged through her veins, threatening to overwhelm her rational thoughts. What should she do? Where could she go?

Jenny took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves. She needed to get back to her room, away from the scene of her degradation. But how? She couldn't walk past the pool area looking like this. Everyone would see her, the humiliation multiplied. Desperation clawed at her throat as she realized the gravity of her predicament. She had to come up with a plan, fast.

She leaned against the cool wall, her mind racing as she tried to formulate a solution. She thought back to Mr. Emerson's words, his stern yet reassuring voice echoing in her head. In the helicopter, he had told her to embrace her sexuality in front of strangers and that she would need that skill this weekend. Taking a deep breath, she pushed off from the wall and squared her shoulders. He was right. She couldn't hide forever.

Jenny made her way into the pool area, unsteady in her heels on the warm concrete. She kept her head held high, refusing to let the shame consume her completely. Her eyes scanned the crowd, taking in the sight of people laughing, drinking, and enjoying themselves under the setting sun. Some glanced her way, their eyes widening in surprise as they took in her disheveled appearance.

As Jenny walked through the pool area, she could feel the weight of their stares. Whispers and murmurs followed her like a shadow, but she refused to acknowledge them. Instead, she focused on putting one foot in front of the other, her high heels clicking loudly on the concrete. The sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the ground as she crossed the expanse of the pool deck.

Finally, her eyes met Mr. Emerson’s, still reclined in one of the pool chairs, a whiskey on the rocks in his hand. His gaze followed her as she made her way through the crowd, and Jenny was sure she could see a sense of pride in his look, acknowledging her bravery and growth under his tutelage.

When she reached the edge of the pool area, she spotted the entrance to the hotel lobby ahead. The automatic doors slid open silently, revealing the plush interior bathed in soft golden light. She stepped inside, her bare feet sinking into the luxurious carpet as she approached the reception desk.

The young man at reception, who had checked them in earlier, spotted her and Jenny could see his mouth gape in scandal. While he had noticed her collar before, she was sure that he had not expected to see her walk around like this out in the open. Now more confident, Jenny did not evade his gaze, but met his eyes with his and gave him a smile.

As she rode up to her room in the elevator, Jenny could feel Marcus's semen dripping out of her pussy, running down the insides of her thighs. She looked at herself in the mirror, with the cum plastered all over her face shimmering in the artificial light. "So that is what I have become", contemplated Jenny. "I am worse than a common whore, presenting myself like this in public..."

As soon as Jenny entered her hotel room, she headed directly for the bathroom, eager to wash away the remnants of her ordeal. She turned on the shower, letting the water run hot before stepping under the spray. The warmth enveloped her, soothing her sore muscles and easing her frayed nerves. She lathered her skin with soap, scrubbing away the sweat, dirt, and cum that coated her body.

As the water cascaded over her body, Jenny allowed herself to fully experience the sensations coursing through her. The hot stream massaged her skin, easing the tension in her muscles and washing away the remnants of her encounter with Chillax. She tilted her head back, letting the water rinse her hair, watching as the last traces of his cum swirled down the drain.

She cleaned herself thoroughly, and let her mind wander back to the events of the day so far. The humiliation, the pain, and the unexpected arousal all mixed together in a confusing cocktail of emotions. She thought about Mr. Emerson, his unwavering belief in her abilities, and the trust he placed in her to handle whatever came her way.

In the end, her shower lasted nearly half an hour, until she felt ready to step out and face the rest of the day. Grabbing a towel, she covered herself and walked back into her room. As she approached the bed, her eyes fell on her phone, indicating a message. Jenny unlocked it and saw a text from Mr. Emerson.

"Slave, where are you?", it read. "Are you slacking off already? Your presence has been demanded by some potential clients. They are expecting you in the billiard room in 15 minutes. Don't be late!"

Shocked, Jenny realized that the text was from almost ten minutes ago. She had very little time to finish getting ready, unless she wanted to disappoint her boss and face the consequences.

Hurriedly, she threw off the towel and rummaged through the selection of dresses Mr. Emerson had given her. She grabbed a very short black dress, without sleeves. It had a bodycon line and tiny little straps at the shoulders. She pulled it on, then found matching closed black pumps with 4.5-inch stiletto heels.

There was no time, nor, she figured, any need, for underwear. Finally, Jenny rushed into the bathroom and applied some makeup. The job was not perfect in the short time frame she had, but it was presentable.

Jenny checked the time again on her phone. She had 2 more minutes to get downstairs and find the billiard room. It would be very tight. Taking a deep breath, she took one last look at herself in the mirror. "You are ready for this", she comforted herself before turning around and heading out of the room.

To be continued...


Dear readers

Thank you for reading part four of my ongoing series on Jenny, our favourite little corrupted slut. I am very sorry that this part took so long to complete, I hit a bad streak of writer’s block and struggled with getting it along, but it is finally done and I am very happy how Jenny’s new adventure has turned out.

As you can tell, it is by far the longest part in her journey yet and I aim to keep the following parts at a longer length as well, so that you can enjoy more naughtiness for your buck.

As always, make sure that you check out Jenny’s earlier novellas, if you have not done so already. Alternatively, there are several other works of mine you can check out, including the series The Harem, in which lucky protagonist Felix gains the power to mind-control women, and well as Cock-Hungry Wife, a story of corruption of a formerly boring housewife who, just hours before her wedding, decides to live out her sexual fantasies, leading her to having to think over her life choices.

And last but not least, if you are interested to see more images of our beautiful Jenny, both in sexy outfits and in no clothing at all, make sure to visit my DeviantArt profile.

Until next time, stay naughty xoxo

Yours,

Helena
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