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Jenny Brown stood erect, to her full height of 5’ 2” inside the small confines of the witness box; her shiny blonde hair was tied in a pony tail at the back and at the front fell in a clean cut fringe just above her bright blue eyes. She was dressed in a smart grey and red, school uniform and her cherubic pretty face combined with her quiet and shy demeanour was making a big impact on the jury.

“On the night in question…” 

Laura Harding stood and grasped her silk black robes fiercely; she was only 5’6” but with her barrister’s regalia and dramatic white wig she cut an impressive figure in the brightly lit courtroom. 

She waited for her pretty client to shudder and smiled inwardly to herself. 

“Another good impression,” she thought and after taking a dramatic deep breath she continued her questioning.

“On the night in question, Jenny, please tell the jury, in your own words what transpired?” 

She paused for effect brushing an imaginary hair from her clear unblemished face. 

“Take your time Jenny.”

The young teenage girl’s face reddened, she was obviously embarrassed and she looked down to the cold wooden floor demonstrating her shame and discomfort. 

“He raped me,” she whispered, her body starting to fill with emotion. 

“A little louder for the jury Jenny,” Laura encouraged her “A little loud…”

“He raped me!” the girl screamed in anguish, allowing the dam that had been her eyes to explode in soft tears of emotion. 

She thrust her delicate arm until it straightened and pointed to the man standing alone in the witness box. 

He was tall, well-built and black, with short, cropped black hair; he seemed uncomfortable in his smart grey suit and conservative tie but stood impassive as the young girl gave her evidence. Laura watched as the jury, as if in a single body, turned to look at him but the man was phlegmatic and gave nothing away in his manner or expression. 

The female barrister knew however that there was something, cold about this man and the jury sensed it; he was quite obviously an unsavoury, undesirable character.

Laura made her decision on instinct and experience; she would go for the jugular.

“How old are you Jenny?” she asked quietly.

“18,” the young girl replied.

“And on the night in question?”

“17” she replied. 

She looked down again at the empty floor of the witness box.

“You were at a party, weren’t you?” Laura coaxed her.

Jenny nodded and with some impatience the barrister castigated her. 

“You have to respond verbally Jenny,” she caught her own tone and corrected herself. 

“In your own words,” she said softly.

“Yes,” the blonde schoolgirl said. 

“I was with friends, we were invited to this guy’s house, we just went for a laugh.” 

“And you met Mr Roberts…Duncan?”

“Yes,” Jenny replied “I spoke to him during the party, downstairs and he seemed…OK”

“Then?” Laura asked pointedly. 

The pretty girl brushed her blonde hair back from her face and stared straight ahead as if determined to give her evidence exactly. 

“My friends dared me to go upstairs with him…and stupidly…I did!”

“What did you go upstairs with him for Jenny?” she berated the girl, “It seems a silly thing to do?” 

The girl went quiet and Laura focussed her brown eyes on her softly as if to encourage her to be brave.

“Just for a laugh,” she whispered, “I suppose I would have let him kiss me if he wanted.”

“And did he kiss you Jenny?”

Jenny nodded and after a stern look from her counsel remembered that she had to speak. 

“Yes, but then, but then…”

“But then what?” Laura asked drawing every trace of emotion out of her client.  

The blonde girl’s eyes started to fill with tears again. 

“He pinned me on the bed and started to take my clothes off.”

“Did you struggle Jenny?” 

She saw that her client was finding her examination difficult. 

“Go on Jenny tell us.”

“Yes, of course” the girl blurted out. 

It was clear that the recollection was disturbing for her. 

“But he was too strong, much too strong.”

The jury turned again to look at the defendant and Laura sensed they seemed to make a mental note of his cold stare and massive broad frame.

She smiled inwardly again; she knew that her case was proceeding well. 

“And then Jenny…” Laura said gently “Tell us what happened then?”

The girl went quiet but somehow found the strength to continue. 

“His hands were on my pants and… I felt him rip them off me.”

“Exhibit 1, Your honour.” 

Laura gestured grandly holding up a tiny pair of black panties that were sealed in a clinical polyurethane evidence bag.

The girl seemed to blanche when she saw the underwear but continued. 

“He held my legs apart and then…”

“Go on Jenny,” Laura said fiercely.

“He, he…raped me… entered me…I was a virgin.” 

The girl broke down inconsolably, tears streaming from her innocent blue eyes. The greying judge, slim and gaunt with small round glasses on his large, bulbous nose banged his gavel down sharply on the bench. 

“Get this young lady some water” he barked to one of the ushers. 

Jenny took the glass and sipped the liquid through her delicate, pink fresh lips. 

“Thank you your honour,” she said quietly, “I think I’ll be able to continue.”

The old judge smiled at her encouragingly and as if in response to his entreaty the girl continued strongly, almost taking her barrister by surprise. 

“He just used me for his pleasure,” the girl gushed,” I just had to lay there while he forced his…thing in and out of me…until he’d finished.” 

She looked at the floor again, embarrassed. 

“He said that he’d do it again and again if I told anyone.”  

“Exhibit 2 your honour,” Laura announced. 

She held up a set of photographs and passed them to the jury; they showed clearly the markings and soreness around the teenage girl’s sexual organs.

The young girl’s evidence was nearly concluded and Laura felt confident enough for a small speech. 

“Semen was found within my client,” she stated sharply. 

“There is no doubt in my mind that the defendant forced himself on this unfortunate young girl, had sex with her against her will; to put it simply this defendant raped my client!

The jury looked again at the man in the dock; his face was surprisingly pleasing, handsome but his cold, dark eyes set in their white frame seemed only to confirm his guilt.

“You reported the rape that very night Jenny, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” the schoolgirl replied.

“That was brave Jenny,” Laura continued. 

“Now I want you to be brave again. Please point out to the jury the man who raped you and abused you so badly.”

Jenny raised her blue eyes and theatrically tensed her slim right arm again until it was pointing directly at the lonely black figure in the dock. 

“It was him,” she cried. 

“He raped me,” and she emotionally descended again into a flood of tears.

“Laura drew herself again to her full height and spoke to her client sympathetically. 

“Thank you Jenny, have some more water.” 

She turned to her male colleague standing beside her and without a trace of the satisfaction she felt she said softly to him. 

“Your witness.”    

The male barrister stood to attention, Laura knew that by just being a man he was at a disadvantage on a case like this. She knew James from university, he was now just a junior barrister, inexperienced and he vainly tried to make the point that the girl had fabricated the allegations. Unfortunately for him and his client the young girl remained cool and collected and by the time the man had reached the end of his cross-examination he had been unable to make the slightest indentation into her story.

Indeed, why should he? It was patently obvious what had transpired on that night and she was confident that she would put the final nail in the defendant’s coffin when she cross-examined him tomorrow.

The judge played with his glasses on the edge of his pronounced nose and smiled at the girl. 

“Thank you young lady,” he said, “You are dismissed.”

The girl returned his smile and rose gracefully brushing her immaculate grey uniform as she did; she stepped gracefully out of the witness box and the jury must have noted what a polite, pretty, innocent and charming girl she was. 

Laura saw her momentarily catch the eye of the defendant and thought she caught the briefest trace of a thin smile on her young soft lips. The barrister dismissed the look, and if the girl had some satisfaction with her testimony it was, after all, with good justification. 

The day concluded she returned to her chambers where she poured herself a glass of dry white wine and reclined in her leather seat of power.

She looked around her office in the prestigious building in Lincoln’s Inn, it was beautifully furnished with the finest antique furniture, history, seemed to eke out of every sinew of the building. Laura was one of the youngest girls ever to achieve silk and as the cold alcohol soothed her she felt rightfully proud of her academic achievements.

The white wig she had been wearing for work was hanging on the door and she caught sight of her reflection in the small mirror on her desk. She was just 33 years of age and although she competed in a tough man’s world, beneath her theatrical attire still had the body of a young girl even if her soft pretty features now seemed to have a slightly sharper edge. Her short, sandy hair still had lustre and her brown eyes still sparkled with the rich elixir of life.

In her brief moments of solitary contemplation she wondered if her sacrifices had been worthwhile, she had success, respect but she was in one empty relationship after another and often felt the loneliness of her life.

She had always thought of marriage, a family but it seemed a fantasy, how could any man, share her working life? Where would she find the time for children? She was married, to her work the thing that she treasured most of all; she brought the clear liquid to her lips and let the cold essence soothe her again. Laura dismissed her petty insecurities and drew her chair up to her large Mahogany desk, she had a job to do; the final cross-examination and summation was tomorrow and she was going to be prepared.

Laura sat behind her small lectern in the courtroom and surveyed the scene, from experience she knew that no case was cut and dried. But as she looked at the players in her patch, from the prosecution, to the defending barrister, to the judge and finally the jury she was positive that no one doubted the defendant’s guilt.

She noted the presence of Jenny in the courtroom, still in her grey school uniform and Laura felt certain that she had the sympathy of the jury and the elderly judge, Laura knew she couldn’t lose.

The defendant’s evidence however was crucial; the case was principally one person’s word against another and Laura listened solemnly to the to the defendants testimony. Surprisingly the tall black man was an impressive witness, even with the meandering of the defending council and he told a calm impartial story of how, previous to the night in question he had been seeing the girl for a fortnight. He informed the jury that he’d had sex with the girl many times and the fateful night had been just another evening out for them. He had got bored with her and on that night, after having sex with her, he had told her he wanted to finish to see another girl. 

He informed the court that Jenny had gone wild with fury and how the girl had vowed to gain her revenge on him.

He commented that this was indeed a terrible retribution and Laura was surprised that after the man had concluded his story, for the first time in the case there was the tiniest seed of doubt sown in the jury. 

“You say you were having an affair with my underage client?” 

Laura began and saw the defendant nod at her.

“Please speak up,” she said dryly seeking to start to intimidate him. 

She knew that finding a chink the armour of his story, breaking down his cool exterior was crucial to guaranteeing the verdict she wanted.   

“Yes” the man replied forcefully. 

He was standing erect, proud and cut a striking figure in the witness box.

“Strange no-body knew?” Laura said, adopting that familiar sarcastic tone familiar with all barristers of her standing.

“Jenny wanted to keep it a secret,” the man replied, “Because of her parents.”   

“They wouldn’t have approved?” Laura went on as if believing his story.

“No” replied the man.

“I shouldn’t wonder, that they wouldn’t approve. You a 31 year-old mature man was going out with their young, innocent, virginal, 17 year-old daughter!”

The man smiled. 

“She was no virgin…” 

It was a fatal mistake!

Laura exploded in fury. 

“Yes she’s not a virgin now? Is she? After you imposed your will and strength on her…and raped her!”

“I didn’t mean…” 

The man pleaded losing his veil of calm completely but Laura had the bit between her learned teeth.

“The truth is,” Laura stormed, “Is that you, knowingly took this young girl upstairs at the party to an empty bedroom and when she refused your advances, you held her down and raped her…You abused her, de-flowered her, robbed her of her innocence!”

“No…no!” 

The man yelled losing any remaining vestige of self-control. 

“It’s not true!”

“Well explain these?” Laura challenged him

She threw the pictures of her client’s damage and bruising to her most sensitive sexual parts, onto her desk. 

“Explain these!”

The man in the box looked exceedingly uncomfortable, beads of perspiration were now visible on his previously clear black skin.

“You want an explanation?” 

He shouted, seemingly losing his temper. 

“Well I’ll show you!”

In a second he had unzipped his trousers and had lowered them along with his white underpants to the floor. His genitals were on show for all to see and Laura breathed in when she saw the length and size of his flaccid penis. It was enormous, thick, circumcised and seemingly 7” in a non-erect state!  

“This is why she was sore and bruised!” he ranted, pointing to the monster between his legs. “She couldn’t get enough of my big, black prick!”

The courtroom exploded, the judge banged his gavel and within seconds the defendant was frog-marched from the witness box and down to the cells.

Laura seized the moment even though she had been temporarily thrown off balance. 

“I think my case is proven,” she said firmly to the jury before she sat down in mock indignation. 

She looked at the horror on the juror’s faces and knew that she was correct!

The defendant did not appear for further evidence and had given his barrister an impossible case to defend. He manfully tried to cast the vaguest doubt into the jury’s mind but if there was a choice between the sweet innocent young girl and the monstrous black defendant there was really little contest. Laura’s summation was a formality and she entreated the jurors to demand the maximum sentence possible for this heinous crime 

The jury took less than 15 minutes to reach its verdict.

“Guilty.” 

The plump lady foreman announced it, proudly carrying out her civic duty. The man in the dock looked sadly at the floor, he knew that his outburst had destroyed him, his fate was now sealed.

Unusually, the judge decided to sentence the man immediately. The black defendant resumed his impassive exterior as a, 20-year- mimum15-years to be served -sentence was handed down.  

The convicted black man turned sadly to leave the dock for his journey to his incarceration and Laura saw him make eye contact with her client at the back of the court. This time Laura clearly saw Jenny’s smile of smug satisfaction on her young face and it set off another furious rage in the newly convicted man. 

He exploded in fury looking first at the girl then at Laura herself. 

“You bitches,” he stormed. 

“You’ve stitched me up between you. You’re both going to get yours’, I promise you, I’ll have my revenge…”

He was forcibly pushed down the steps and thankfully removed from decent civilised society.

Laura took all the plaudits from her client and her colleagues and was enjoying the taste of another victory. It was not until she reached the privacy of her own apartment that she began to feel some doubts about the case.

Images flashed into her mind, the trace of a smile on the young girl’s lips, her permanent, innocent look, the defendant’s expressions, his manner; his penis! That enormously large penis, that ultimately cost the man his liberty. Laura could not stop her imagination extending the penis into an erect state and although she could never admit it to the jury could well imagine it stretching and bruising any girl’s vaginal entrance.

Laura sipped her way through a bottle of Spanish red wine and crawled tiredly into bed with the images still pounding her brain. She could now see his cock fully erect and in her intoxicated state could not stop her body from becoming excited at the very thought of it.

Sex had always been an unsatisfactory grey area for her and although she had been in active relationships, sex had always been sedentary, pleasant but somehow unfulfilling for her.

Laura actually felt her vagina getting wet and her body longed for the enormous erection held only in her imagination. She dreamed in lust for the briefest of seconds, then a sudden realisation of the man rotting in some dirty prison for the next 15 years, quickly dissolved her libido.

She hugged her pillow and let her large rugby, shirt envelop her. 

“Why should she feel guilty?” she pondered. 

“He was guilty, he been found guilty in a court of law, it was not her personal responsibility!”

She shrugged off the feelings of guilt and resumed her fantasies of the man’s penis. If she wanted to fantasise, she would, it was her right to do so and she withdrew into her lust and the disturbing private needs of her body.

The morning came and the red wine was fully erased by the cold shower. The routine of her life and office provided her with normality and continuity. In the course of the next few weeks she found out that the man had been incarcerated at Dartmoor prison and eventually she only thought about him sporadically or in one of her more erotic dreams. Although she knew he was a convicted rapist he never appeared like that in her fantasies and it disturbed her to dwell too much on her most primal instincts and thoughts.

Laura had never heard from Jenny, her client, again and she presumed that she was busy rebuilding her life- or maybe not- there was still something about the girl that even now troubled her!

Laura was ending a brief affair with a fellow barrister; again the sex had been uninspiring and the relationship shallow and unsatisfying. She resolved to shake herself free from any emotional ties and hope that the opportunity would come for something more permanent and fulfilling.

She was alone again, alone and physically bored, frustrated, work being her only pleasure; but life was about to change for Laura Harding, change dramatically!

The morning had started like any other; she was in at 7a.m catching up on her paperwork and preparing for the following day’s trial. Rachel, her assistant as normal, provided her with support, Laura sometimes wondered if she would have been happier in a less stressful supporting role herself. The girl was a legal secretary by training but with her enthusiasm and quick mind had become an invaluable asset to her. Rachel was young and pretty; she always had a smile on her face; her hair was blonde and curly and she had blue eyes that sparkled with life and vitality. 

Both women had firm lithe bodies but where-as Rachel’s was always on show, with tight tops and short skirts Laura’s was always hidden behind her robes.    

Rachel directed the clients into the office for their lunchtime meeting with Laura and they were both unusual looking men. 

They were both coal black, Negroes; well dressed and presented in expensive navy suits but Laura noticed that they had something ethnic and earthy about them.

“Don’t disturb us unless I call you, Rachel,” Laura told her assistant sharply and the girl nodded, understanding her instruction.

Laura reclined in her seat, radiating the power and control she felt. 

“What can I do for you gentlemen?” she said and found herself gazing into the black eyes of the man sitting nearer her desk. 

His eyes were strange, a deep black but beguiling, dazzling and as he started to speak in a soft slow drawl she found herself becoming strangely, subdued and relaxed. She remembered a spinning object, a soft far-away voice and a bright light then suddenly she was wide-awake.   

“Thank you very much.” 

Both of the men were standing and offering their large soft hands that Laura shook limply.

“It’s been very informative.” 

The smaller man smiled and they left her room to pay her assistant for the consultation.

Laura looked around her office, everything was as it should have been but she caught sight of herself in the bronzed framed mirror opposite her desk, she seemed somehow ruffled, her lipstick was smudged, her hair was a mess and her smart dark suit was just not straight. She also had a weird taste in her mouth, it was earthy, salty and she could only presume that she had talked incessantly, but she couldn’t remember anything she’d said!

Rachel, her assistant came in. 

“They were a strange double,” she said, “You were in here for over an hour, you must have had a lot to say?”

“Yes,” Laura replied not wanting to admit she was losing her mind. 

“I’m sure we’ll see them again.” 

The barrister was correct, as normal, but not in the way she thought!

The brown envelope that arrived at the office seemed inconspicuous amongst the mass of post, it had been 2 weeks since the visit and the consultation they shared had no particular relevance to her or the chambers. 

Laura was busy as normal with her life and job and was considering accepting a dinner invitation from a man met a court a few days ago. 

The package was marked private and confidential and as Laura was not pressured that particular morning she toyed with the string and tried to decide what was inside.

Curiosity eventually got the better of her and she broke the seal and poured the inner contents of photographs and a note onto her beautiful desk. She looked at the pictures and gasped, then gasped again; there were 24 photographs of her, each one showing her in a state of near undress with her learned mouth around the erect penises of each of 2 black men.

She recognised them instantly; they were from the meeting a fortnight ago and she felt her heart racing, as she looked at herself in her pornographic poses. She remembered the man’s soft voice, the flashing light, she’d been hypnotised! It was however of no matter she knew that disclosure of such pictures would be devastating for her and she opened the small half-folded note in trepidation, her normally calm hands trembling. It read.

Time to pay me a visit, you clever bitch.

Private room, no viewing.

Duncan, 15 years to life!

It took Laura a full minute to realise the implications of the photographs and who had sent them. She was, for the first time in her life, in panic! Who would possibly believe that someone of her stature, her will, could be influenced to perform such acts of depravity? It seemed impossible even to her! She couldn’t remember anything of the hour she’d spent with the two men; the pictures of her behaving like a prostitute if released would bring shame, condemnation and probably an end to her career. A woman could not behave like that in this type of sterile legal club; she would be an outcast and she knew it.

Laura sat and weighed up the options, she was a practical girl and it only took her 10 minutes to pick up the phone to Dartmoor High Security Prison to make the arrangements as Duncan had instructed. 

“It’s a private consultation with my client,” she told the surprised governor. 

“I’ll be there a week on Monday, please inform my client of the arrangement.”

Laura wanted to be sure that Duncan didn’t do anything rash with the pictures and she looked at them again at home and shuddered before placing them in the darkness and safety of her private safe. She could not concentrate on her work and throughout the following week the terrible secret seemed to invade every minute of her life. Laura tried to muddle through the best she could and Rachel was given short thrift when she kindly asked what it was that was turning her normally cool boss into a nervous wreck.

It was a two-hour drive to the prison and Laura tried to form a plan that she could use at the meeting. She was terrified but also confident in her own professionalism and negotiating abilities, whatever he wanted she would find a way out of her dilemma, she always had!

Laura parked her BMW inside the heavily guarded compound and was escorted through a mass of doors and corridors until she was shown into a small brightly-lit room. 

The room was bare apart from a small wooden table, a telephone on top of it and 2 plastic chairs with Duncan’s huge frame sitting in one of them, there was no viewing panel; it was completely private, as she had requested.

The fat burly officer turned on his heels and headed towards the door. 

“Are you sure you are Ok, with him, miss?” gesturing towards the black man sitting quietly.

“Quite sure,” Laura replied, “I’ll ring when I’m ready to leave.”

The officer looked blankly at her, went through the door and closed it sharply, causing the metal to bang and the sound to vibrate eerily around the bare Spartan room. Laura tried to compose herself; she was alone with the man, the rapist and she pulled back the remaining plastic chair to the table and seated herself directly opposite her new client, her blackmailer!           

They sat in silence for a few minutes surveying each other suspiciously, Laura saw that the man’s dark eyes sparkled with fire and indignation and she was nervous but strangely unafraid. 

“Yes I’m here?” she said coolly, “Now what do you want?”

Duncan rose from the chair and his six-foot frame seemed to fill the small room. 

“Don’t use that professional mumbo-jumbo on me,” he whispered, “I’m in charge in here!”

Laura kept quiet; she knew when to listen.

“What do I want?” 

The man began pacing the short length of the room. 

“Justice, for starters. I didn’t rape that whore… but she screwed me!” 

He looked at her coldly and Laura felt a chill run down her spine. 

“You both screwed me, but now…now it’s my turn.”

Laura felt herself start to perspire her face start to redden, all her years of experience could not help her here.

“You are going to represent me,” he said quietly to her, “Gonna get me off.”

“That’s impossible,” Laura gasped.

“Shut up you bitch.” 

The man continued; his tone was still low and measured. 

“You are going to represent me, get me off and…” he paused, as if for effect.

“I’m going to fuck you each time you’re with me!”

Laura picked up her bag and her hand went towards the phone. 

“Meeting’s over!” she said sharply.

Duncan shrugged his huge frame sadly without any trace of menace. 

“I got 15 years to life girl, I ain’t got nothin’ to lose…those photo’s… centre page in the Sun… I think, well… some of them anyway!”

He laughed softly.

Laura’s hand left the receiver. 

“I can’t” she whispered.   

The prisoner walked the few paces to her and his big hands stroked Laura’s soft sandy hair, “Sure you can baby, you fucked me now it’s only right that I fuck you!” 

His hands moved from her hair to her shoulders removing her jacket as he did so and Laura felt her body begin to race with terror and…to her horror, excitement.

“I can’t,” she pleaded, “I was only doing my job.”

“And my friends, whose cocks you sucked so well, were only doing theirs! You’ve put me in a place where I can’t get any pussy and you are going to provide the little I can get.”

Duncan had now undone Laura’s shirt and squeezed her breast through her white lacy bra. 

“I never realised you had such a body, girl.” 

He muttered and moved his free hand down to her straight skirt. 

Laura’s mind was in turmoil, she was trapped and she knew it; she should have left immediately, but the photographs, the damn photographs! 

She started to feel her body respond to the man’s touch, he’d unzipped her skirt and it fell to the cold floor, his finger were pushing her, probing her; she had to submit to him, his sexual demands, there was no alternative!

Laura had not been prepared for just how excited she was becoming and she bit her lip to stop herself moaning as he squeezed her small firm breasts again, roughly. She only had her shirt and panties left on and she tried to fight him, stop him, moving his hands, fingers inexorably lower, to her crotch and then inside her panties; inside her vagina where her wetness betrayed her.

“You’re not supposed to enjoy it bitch!” 

The man rebuked her but as he pulled her panties to the floor and revealed her perfect pink vagina surrounded by light brown soft pubic hair he could feel her longing. 

“You frustrated bitch,” he mumbled “You’ve never had a proper fuck in your life have you?”

Laura said nothing but watched helplessly as the man removed his jogging pants and released his monstrous erection, it was even bigger than Laura had fantasised about and she gulped in terror and lust. She was now just weak flesh in his hands and he lifted her onto the sturdy wooden table, parted her naked thighs and without any foreplay started to insert his flesh inside her.

Laura hands were by her side she wanted to touch the huge rod at the tip of her hole to ease it inside her, but she wouldn’t. She was so wet, thankfully, and inch by inch she flinched as the erection stretched her, filled her, overpowered her until she thought she could stand no more. She lost all control as the man started to move it inside her; he was fucking her, slowly at first then harder and harder, an indescribable, base, evil, dirty fucking, like she had never even imagined even in her wildest fantasy. 

Her mind raced along with her body to another world another dimension and suddenly she felt the planets explode and her body convulsing and vibrating in one glorious orgasm after another.

She opened her eyes and saw the rapist above her, her legs were far apart and she felt him slowly withdraw the beast from inside her, she tried to close her thighs but she couldn’t; she was still coming; she had not yet recovered! She closed her eyes and saw herself naked and open to him, weak and helpless and she looked at him again as he spoke roughly.

“Each time you come here you will get fucked.” 

He held his cock above her thighs, the instrument of her shame and Laura looked at it glistening from her juice, it was long, black, sensually shaped and powerful, it was… wonderful!  

He started to stroke it with his large hand and Laura blinked blankly as it stretched to its zenith, it’s ultimate size. 

“So the sooner you get me out of here the sooner you can get on with your little life!"

The man took her hands and made her hold his pulsing cock, Laura knew he was going to come any second and she gasped as the man groaned. She felt the organ convulse and shuddered in unison with him as he ejaculated a huge volume of white creamy liquid over her wrists, thighs, belly and pubic hair. 

“Something to think about on the way home bitch,” he sneered.

He pulled up his pants and sat coolly on the chair as he watched the barrister try to recover and then slowly dress herself ignoring the white liquid staining her.

Laura could not look at the man; she brushed herself down and picked up the phone to inform the guard that she was ready to leave. The door opened almost instantaneously and without so much as a backward glance the prisoner marched out of the room. 

“Start working lady,” he whispered as he passed her. 

“It’s going to get worse for you from here on in if you don’t!”

Laura walked through the security doors in a daze she could smell, feel the man all over her, her underwear, his semen staining her, she wanted to scream at the way he had abused her, orchestrated the whole unbelievable thing.

Her mind was still raging as she entered the safety of the car, she had been outraged but as she started on the long journey home she had to admit something else to herself, her body was satisfied, satisfied in a way she had never experienced before. Laura had a brilliant mind but she was also a woman, a young attractive sensual woman and as she entered the bleakness of the cold moors she was confused, more so than she had ever been in her life.

She arrived back at her flat at approximately 9p.m and immediately showered and wrapped herself in a clean white towelling robe. 

She couldn’t help but notice how sore and bruised her vaginal lips were, she remembered how aroused and wet she had been, but had still been marked nevertheless. She thought about her former client, the case and this evidence started to reaffirm her previous misgiving about the verdict.

She was now calm, she ate and thought; her mind and body was still at the prison, with Duncan. Although she hated the way he had manipulated her, in the privacy of her own apartment she had to admit that the afternoon was without doubt, the most exciting sexual experience of her life. Her next case was not for a month and she resolved to carry out some research on young miss, Jenny Brown before deciding formally if she could in fact take the case of her new client. Irrespective of his threats and the photographs of her, she knew that she could not achieve success on appeal without destroying her ex-clients testimony and credibility.

In the morning Laura was in the office early and instructed one of her investigators to do some checking on Jenny Brown. She was as amazed at how vital and energetic she felt, although Duncan had tried to take something from her he’d in fact had the opposite effect. She was alive, sharp as a razor in her meetings and her brief appearances in court; she began to realise what a positive thing, a good sex life was!

By the time the next meeting was due with Duncan, Laura was suffering withdrawal symptoms, all she could think about was feeling his erection inside her again! She had received her initial report from her investigator on Jenny Brown and was not surprised to discover that she was not quite as innocent as she appeared. Laura had photographs of her in various clubs; her provocative and sexual manner of dress was in total contrast to the image she had portrayed in court. Both Laura’s mind and body were telling her Duncan was speaking the truth; she was ready to take his case, to fight for his appeal.

Laura entered the small room again in a state of excitement and expectation and as the door clanged, shut and they were alone the tall black prisoner grabbed her passionately. On this visit Laura was wearing a beige suit with a short skirt and Duncan’s hand went up it immediately. Although Laura feigned distaste the man could feel the stockings and suspenders she had worn for him and the malleable way in which her body was responding. She was responsive to him, she needed what he could provide. Within seconds they were both naked, Laura except for her stockings and suspenders and his fingers were teasing against her wetness, her crack, her sex!

“I need this” he moaned. 

“Once a fortnight’s not enough!”

He pushed against her powerfully and the barrister grimaced as once again her mind and body, were consumed by the man’s huge, powerfully long penis. Duncan once fully in her softness started to pump her, harder then softer, playing with her, teasing her until instinctively she came, her body convulsing as if it was not part of her. 

Laura felt him still hard inside her and she lay on the cold floor helplessly as he kneeled between her thighs and pushed himself slowly in and out of her saturated hole, he watched his erection as if deciding when to climax. He looked at Laura lying back so helpless and savoured the moment. 

“You love being fucked?” 

He moved his cock hard inside her and watched as she grimaced.

He then slowly removed it until it was at the tip of her vaginal lips and saw how her thighs opened to receive it again. 

“Ask me and I’ll put it back.”

Laura shook her head but the penis was still pushing against her, her legs were so wide, she wanted it back inside her. 

“Please put it back,” she gasped and Duncan roughly complied causing her to squeal in pleasure.

He fucked her hard again and made her hold his balls as he ejaculated inside her. 

“Better now?” he said.

The sex had taken only 10 minutes but it took Laura longer to compose her self and to try to look the man in the eye, she had revealed her sexuality to him and it made her uncomfortable. She eventually sat opposite him and told him that she would forward the papers for the appeal tomorrow. She also gave him a copy of the report on Jenny Brown and it was clear that she was not the innocent schoolgirl she had purported herself to be. 

“The little bitch,” Duncan muttered, “She’ll get hers’.”

Laura noticed that she was still naked apart from a tiny pair of white panties and she was perched on the edge of the plastic chair with her thighs slightly apart. Duncan kneeled between them and pulled them down a little and opened her thighs to reveal her sex fully to him.

“You bitches,” he sneered, “All you care about is getting this fucked.” 

He used his long pink tongue and inserted it deep into her sex slither and Laura groaned helplessly.

“I’m going to really make you suffer,” he said and pulled her down roughly onto the floor. 

He opened her thighs and inserted his erection inside her again.

“This is your last fuck until I get out…next time you can bring that blonde secretary, I’ll fuck her and you can just watch.”

“No I can’t,” Laura gasped, “I won’t, she’s got a fiancée.”

Duncan felt Laura near her orgasm. 

“You can and you will…or else.” 

He muttered and as she came he spurted his seed inside her for the second time that day.    

Laura looked at the man helplessly and they both eventually dressed in silence. 

“I want her here with you next week” he said coldly to her.

“She’ll never agree” gasped Laura, “It’s not fair to her.”

“You mean it’s not fair to you bitch,” sneered Duncan stroking Laura’s body as she dressed. 

“I can see how much you enjoy this.” 

The man put his large hands on her breasts and smiled as her nipples hardened. 

“It’ll give you more of an incentive to get me out, no fucking for you till I’m free.”

Laura tried to respond but she could not, the cell door opened and she left the room without looking backwards. She tried to ignore the semen that was staining her and her body that felt so fulfilled, she could certainly manage without sex from him, she’d been lucky, but how could she tell Rachel what was in store for her!

Laura busied herself that week with the legal procedures for Duncan’s appeal and started to collate further information on Jenny Brown. The young girl was out most nights; she was always the centre of attention and never seemingly short of male company. 

“Interesting,” thought Laura, “But not necessarily ammunition for her new client.”

On Thursday morning Laura realised that she couldn’t put off the conversation with Rachel any longer, she called her into her office and seated her opposite her admiring her clear face and curly blonde hair. 

“I’ve decided to promote you Rachel,” Laura began and watched as the girl smiled appreciatively. 

“You are going to assist me with my new client, this will include practical and investigative work. Are you interested?”

Rachel nodded eagerly. 

“I will put my body and soul in my work for you Laura,” she promised. 

Laura blanched at her choice of words but told the girl all about Duncan’s case, how he had been framed and how Jenny Brown had lied. 

“We need to get something on her,” she said, “Any ideas?”

The young girl thought and then looked up her eyes gleaming. 

“Why don’t I pal her up in one of the clubs, find out more intimate things about her?” the girl suggested.

Laura looked as if she’d had a brainwave and congratulated her on her vision even though really it had been Laura’s idea all the time. 

“She normally goes to the Powerhouse on Sundays, I’ll arrange you passes for next week. Ok?” 

“Great” said Rachel in full agreement.

“Now” said Laura breathing in, “There’s just one other thing!”

Laura and Rachel stood outside the cell door and the young girl jumped nervously as it swung slowly open, Duncan was sitting as normal on the right hand chair waiting motionless. 

“Don’t disturb us,” instructed Laura to the new small guard and instantly the man left end the door banged sharply and noisily shut.

As soon as they were alone Duncan took charge as she had arranged with him to do. 

“Have you got the camera?” he said. 

Laura nodded and beckoned her assistant to stand next to the large man.

The young girl was wearing a grey suit and without a word Duncan started to unbutton her jacket and the button on her trousers before moving to her zip.

Rachel shuddered uncomfortably but Laura had explained how they needed to re-enact the rape and take some photographs and just how important these pictures were to the investigation! She gritted her teeth and let the large black man had removed all her clothes except her bra and sheer pink panties.

“We need to show.” 

Laura began trying to ignore the nakedness of her assistant or the shape of her firm legs and breasts. 

“How the marks could have appeared on Jenny’s vagina, that night. Tell us what happened exactly Duncan.”

“I started to kiss her.” 

He leant and kissed Rachel lightly on the lips and the girl did not respond.  

“Then firmer.”

His tongue entered her mouth and she began to tremble and respond.

“And then the horny bitch put her hand here and felt my dick.”

Duncan moved one of Rachel’s small hands to the bulge he had in his trousers and the girl tried not to react as she felt the monster pulse inside them.

“Do I have to Laura?”

“No dear you can stop now if you want.”

The young girl was now gripping his erection through the material and looked at her boss.

“It’s ok…I can do this.”

Laura raised her eyebrows. 

“Then what?” asked Laura innocently trying to sound professional but feeling herself colouring up anyway.

“She took it out,” he replied. 

Immediately he pulled down his joggers and Rachel remove his erection and it was suddenly in her young hands and she gasped. 

“God it’s so big!”

“Shush Rachel” Laura instructed “Let Duncan finish.”

“I then touched her like this,” he muttered. 

He slipped his fingers into Rachel’s pink panties and Laura watched as the girl began to draw her breath. He teased her clitoris and Rachel pushed against him and let him lower her panties until they were suddenly around her ankles. Duncan pushed her gently back against the cold bare wall of the cell and she let him move her without protest.

“Then I slowly put my big cock inside her and she went fucking wild,” he said.

“No” murmured Rachel “My fiancée, oh no.” 

But her thighs were apart and resistance was too late for her. Duncan’s cock was already at the outer lips of her sex and then gently starting it’s journey up her inner sex lips, stretching them, pulling them sending indescribable ripples of pleasure through her.

Suddenly he was fully inside her and he stayed perfectly still, Laura saw clearly how the weapon stretched and bruised Rachel’s small vagina, as it had her own! She feigned disinterest but her body was alive with lust and took photographs of the couple’s sex act. 

“You see,” he said, “It’s just that I’m so big.” 

He slowly with drew the cock from inside the girl, leaving it perched just on her front lips, ensuring Laura had a full compliment of pictures.

“Show her again,” Rachel muttered, missing the power inside her and she pulled at his smooth bottom until his cock was pushing up her vagina. 

“Show her again!”

Duncan smiled and after entering the girl started to play with her small nipples. 

“Your boyfriend doesn’t fuck you like this girlie does he?”

“No” muttered the girl. 

She put her arms above her head in submission as the man began to fuck her, her soft ass bouncing off the cold brick walls. Rachel lost all control and Laura watched red-faced as her secretary came screaming to an orgasm.

Laura kept taking pictures, she had wanted something to blackmail the girl with if necessary but as she looked at the satisfied look on her face; she felt it had not been necessary.

Duncan knew Rachel was now in his control and still erect he withdrew from her and sat at the table. 

“We’ll finish our meeting now,” he smiled coolly to Laura. 

He sat at the small wooden table and with just his little finger directed Rachel over to him until she was perched under the table. Laura could literally feel her assistant’s mouth around the thick piece of flesh but tried to act as if she was ambivalent to the girl’s disgraceful actions.

Duncan looked at Laura coldly in the eye and stroked the soft hair of her young secretary showing but no sign of the pleasure he was receiving.  

“I’ll have her every week until I’m out,” he sneered, “Now tell me what you’ve got on that young bitch?”

Laura opened the blue file on the desk and informed her client about her initial discoveries regarding Jenny Brown; Duncan listened impassively and only showed any interest when Laura confirmed that his appeal was underway. 

The barrister realised that Duncan’s breath was quickening and she could only watch as he held her secretary’s, head in his broad hands and gripped her fast as he groaned loudly and ejaculated into the young girl’s small mouth.

Rachel looked up at the man meekly, her face covered in his thick white cream. 

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had,” she gushed and licked his weeping penis in gratitude, “I’m yours’,” she sighed happily.

Laura looked at her secretary who was now nothing but a slut in her eyes and spoke to the girl sharply. 

“Please excuse us Rachel,” she snapped and watched as the girl sadly left Duncan’s manhood. She dressed provocatively in front of him and wiggled her pert bottom as she left the room.

“You bastard,” Laura exploded when they were finally alone.

Duncan just smiled at her. 

“Missing it are you?” he teased her, “Get me out and you can have as much as you want.”

Laura was already beetroot red and her body was literally pulsing with lust and frustration although she tried not to show it. Duncan was suddenly standing beside her and she felt his hand on her chest, under her skirt then inside her, he could feel her wetness and she moaned weakly. 

“You wanted it instead of her, bitch,” he whispered and Laura could do nothing but let his fingers tease her sex lips remorselessly.

Finally he removed them and she weakly called for the guard. 

“Same time next week,” he whispered. 

As he walked out of the barren room and the ache between Laura’s thighs told her how urgent it was to get her client released.

On the drive back to London both women were very quiet, Rachel apparently embarrassed about her shameless behaviour and Laura wondering if her secretary had changed her mind about Saturday’s sortie to meet Jenny? 

Laura need not have worried however for as the sleek car reached the outskirts of London the young girl seemed to have recovered her good spirits and was exploring the possibilities of what to wear for her coming night out.

“Something common and provocative,” said Laura dryly, recalling how appropriate that form of dress would be considering her recent deviant behaviour. The wit however was above Rachel’s head and she did not take her boss’s comments to heart. 

“Yes I think you’re right,” she replied, “This intelligence work is certainly interesting!”

The incident with Duncan was not mentioned, nor the photographs, although both women were aware of what was expected of them the following week.

The office and business ran its normal course and late on Saturday night Laura was disturbed from her slumber by her phone ringing brightly at the side of her bed. She had been dreaming, dreaming about Rachel, her legs weakly open as Duncan’s huge cock fucked her. God she hated her! 

“Yes,” she said sharply into the receiver.

“It’s me,” Rachel whispered, “Just to let you know, I’ve made contact, I’ll tell you all about it on Monday,” she giggled. 

Laura heard voices and music in the background a scream of laughter from Rachel and then the line went dead. Laura looked around her dull lonely room. 

“Lucky bugger,” she said to herself and tried to sleep without thinking about her imminent appointment and obligation within the cold confines of Dartmoor Prison.

Rachel sat at her desk on Monday and took an excruciating hour to divulge the whole story to her impatient boss. She had met Jenny easily in the bar and it was as if they were soul mates, they gelled straight away. 

“Jenny’s sex mad,” gushed, Rachel. 

“She must have teased every guy in there; they all had their tongues hanging out for her.”

Laura looked at her expressively… willing her to get to the point. 

“We eventually left with two rich, white lads who took us back to their flat.”

“Well?” said Laura exasperated.

Rachel flushed bright red. 

“I was on an investigation,” she mumbled as if trying to excuse her behaviour. 

“We all ended up in bed together, that Jenny’s a real slut!”

“And you’re not?” thought Laura cruelly, forgetting that the girl was acting on her instruction.

“The boys weren’t up to much,” continued Rachel and we left them to sleep and went into the lounge for a fag.”  

“This is the interesting part,” whispered Rachel as if four in a bed were something insignificant! 

“I told her that I like black guys best and she nearly fell over in enthusiasm. She told me that she loved them too; she told me that she’d had one once- the best fuck ever- and then went quiet, very quiet.”

Rachel paused, her face flushed with the excitement of it all. 

“I tried to get more out of her, but she just told me that she longed for another one like him, she’d do anything for a man like him!”

Laura slapped her slight back in appreciation. 

“Well done Rachel,” she smiled, “I think I’ve got a germ of an idea for our little Jenny.”

The secretary smiled and stood up, Laura could see a change in the girl; her skirts were becoming a little shorted and her tops a little lower, she was definitely stronger and more confident than she had been. Laura felt the girl’s eyes on her. 

“Does this mean I’m getting a raise?” she asked and the barrister just stared at her and smiled.  

The drive to Dartmoor was excruciating for both of them; Laura was longing for relief from her sexual frustrations, as was Rachel. The young girl was dressed in only a tiny short black dress. “With presumably stockings and suspenders on?” thought Laura. 

Within seconds of the cell doors closing the barrister’s assumptions were proved correct as the girl stripped immediately except for the expected lingerie with no panties. She shamelessly went to Duncan and sat on his sturdy knee. 

Laura muttered “You whore,” under her breath but her assistant had more important matters to attend to than impressing her boss. 

She removed the man’s erection instantly and both women watched it as if mesmerised. 

“Hello ladies,” the man smiled displaying his beaming white smile, “What’s new?”

Laura explained what had transpired on Rachel’s night out and tried to ignore her assistant as she straddled the man and slowly embedded his cock deep inside her pretty blonde covered pussy. The man stayed perfectly still and the girl moved herself up and down on top of him, faster and faster until she groaned in animal pleasure and opened her eyes in relief. 

“She wants a lovely big cock like yours,” she whispered ‘sluttishly’, “We all do!” 

She stroked his large black balls and started to rock back and forward again.

Laura could sense her whole being surge in sympathy to her assistant’s motions. 

“Do you know anyone,” she queried, “I’ve got a plan.”

Duncan picked up a pen from the table and wrote a name and a number on Rachel’s left breast. “Barry Kurt,” he grunted. 

“ He’s even bigger than me…but…I’ll warn you…he won’t do anything for nothing!”

Rachel was bouncing to her second orgasm and after climaxing Duncan made her ceremoniously kneel in front of him and Laura watched as he ejaculated all over her innocent face.

The man breathed in satisfaction and smiled at her.

“I enjoy these visits,” he said cruelly, “They’re very relaxing, don’t you think so Laura?”  

The woman looked away, she did not want him to witness the frustration that she knew was clearly in her face and body language. She looked at Rachel lain helplessly on her knees, the girl had lost all shame, her self respect; and the barrister secretly marvelled at Duncan’s sexual power. On the drive home Rachel, without any shame, told her employer how sexy and turned on the man made her feel. 

“I just love his cock inside me, it’s so big… and then spunk all over me,” she raved excitedly. 

Laura bit her lip and it took all her self-control not to leave her morally corrupt assistant on the bleak hills of the Dartmoor wasteland that they were travelling through. Laura thought about her plan, it was simple enough, She needed this Barry to entertain, Jenny Brown, give her what she wanted, a large black cock and then without reason take the pleasure away from her, see how she would react.

She had no choice but to pursue this strategy, there were few options open to her, she had to hope that the young girl would rashly give her some ammunition she could use in court. Laura reached home pleased to be rid of her nymphomaniac assistant and pondered the plan again, it all depended on Barry, but she remembered. 

“Barry didn’t do anything for nothing!” 

Duncan’s words swam in her head as she tried to sleep and erase the terrible ache that seemed to be constantly affecting her body.  

Laura woke early, showered and was sitting at her desk at just before 8.30a.m; she took out the scribbled bit of paper and dialled the number written. 

“Yes,” a deep voice answered.

“Is that Barry?” Laura asked.

“Who wants to know?” he replied.

“A friend of Duncan’s,” she whispered as if not wishing to say the words.

“Mmm…you’re the lawyer bitch?” he said and the line went quiet.

“Can we meet?” asked Laura urgently.

“Tomorrow,” he said gruffly, “My office, at the Stag Club, Roundhead Road, 2p.m, don’t be late!”

The line went dead and Laura waited for Rachel to arrive and changed her appointments for the following day.

Laura as normal was punctual, and found herself waiting in the drab reception of the Stag Club, a well-known strip and lap dancing bar.

A small bleach blonde girl approached her. Laura noted her common appearance, big breasts and lots of make-up. 

“Barry will see you now, ” she chirped. 

Laura took a deep breath and let herself to be escorted to a dimly lit office where an enormous coloured man was sitting ominously, behind a large desk, his feet resting on the its shiny granite surface.

Laura sat opposite him, and waited for the door to close, she was trying desperately to find a diplomatic way of asking for his help.   

“What can I do for you madam?” Barry smiled, demonstrating his immaculate white teeth.

Laura reeled as if the man was going to bite her, but he was calm, composed and Laura noticed that they were set in an attractive face with open clear black eyes and short, tidy black hair. 

“It’s a d…delicate matter.” 

Laura stuttered-she never stuttered- and Barry gestured her to the large soft couch in the centre of the room and sat beside her. 

“Well you’d better start from the beginning,” he said softly.

Laura pulled at the navy skirt to her suit, it had risen a little on her thigh and she felt uncomfortable with the man, wishing to present as professional an image as possible. The man however never moved his controlled stare from her eyes and Laura, intimidated, made an uncomfortable effort to tell him the story and explain what she wanted him to do.

“You want a lot madam,” he laughed as she finished, “An awful lot!”

Laura looked at him expressively almost pleadingly. 

“What do I get?” he enquired searchingly his eyes still glued to hers; they were calm black, almost hypnotising.

“Money?” Laura stated and exhaled in frustration as Barry shook his large head slowly.

“Money’s boring,” he smiled, “I’ve got enough money.”

“How do I know you can produce…the goods?” Laura stuttered again, trying to restrain her impatience.

“You want to see?” Barry laughed.

“It’s only reasonable, considering you are seeking to make demands,” Laura said firmly almost without thinking what she was saying.

Barry frame shook with mirth. 

“I must warn you that once I’m aroused I expect to be relieved.”  

Laura wasn’t listening to his nonsense; she had a job to do and needed to be satisfied that Barry was the man to do it!

“You will have to assist me,” he said to her and brushed an imaginary mark off her jacket with his massive hand. 

“Entice me to an erection.”

Laura went to move her hand to his zip but the man swatted it away in disgust. 

“That’s not enticing me,” he said brusquely, “That’s just acting like a whore! You’re not a whore are you?”

Laura shook her head.

He gestured to a screen. 

“Change there,” he smiled, “Take off these clothes, surprise me… entice me.”  

Laura felt her throat go dry, what was she to do? If she did as the man suggested she would be vulnerable, compromised, but she needed to know if Barry was, as well endowed as her client, only then would she need to persuade him!

She went behind the small screen without thinking and removed her smart navy suit and white underwear. There were cheap and garish clothes on a rail and Laura put on a red pair of thong panties and a black slip that hardly contained her well-rounded breasts. She admired herself in the mirror, she looked sluttish; she pulled her slip up and looked at the panties riding high on her hips. 

“Who had been fucked in these?” she thought.

Laura realised that she enjoyed dressing up for a stranger, it had been a long time since her sex with Duncan and in spite of herself she could feel an excitement and the wetness in her panties. She emerged slowly from behind the screen and stood frozen as she realised Barry was lying naked on the couch and admiring her efforts. He rose and put some soft rhythmical music on and Laura noted how his body seemed a little too fat and disappointedly his penis a little smaller that she had hoped. He reposed back on the soft furniture and watched her. 

“Dance baby,” he whispered.

Laura was embarrassed but the music was soothing and she closed her eyes and started to sway to the gentle rhythm. 

“Move your hips,” Barry said.

Laura responded thrusting her thighs and belly at the man in time to the beat. 

“Lift your slip,” he ordered and Laura raised the thin material showing her red panties to him.

She was starting to become wildly excited and when she opened her eyes she gasped, Barry penis was erect, hard, it was at least 10 inches long and seemingly increasing in size by the second.

“Pull your panties up bitch,” he growled. 

Laura, still gyrating to the music, teased them against her sex, showing the man the outline of her pussy, her soaking wet vagina.

Laura felt her breath begin to shorten, her eyes were glued to Barry’s cock; it was fully erect well over 10 inches long and thick with rich blue veins. Her sex was soaked with lust; it had been so long since that afternoon with Duncan.

“Take your slip off, ” Barry drawled. 

Laura immediately removed the black article leaving only her panties on, her breast were heavily bouncing against her chest and her large brown nipples were hard and aroused.

“Dance to me baby,” Barry entreated.

Laura, like his employee, moved gracefully to him until she was dancing with her barely covered vagina inches from his face. Barry smiled as he saw her looking at his massive erection. 

“Is this big enough to do the job?” he asked.

Laura nodded blankly still moving only inches from him. 

“What do you want from me?” she gasped.

Barry lay back making his penis stand vertically. 

“I want you to be my sex slave,” he smiled. 

“My whore, Every Monday evening for four weeks you’ll belong to me, do whatever I want!”  

Laura stopped dancing. 

“Never,” she said firmly but embarrassed, realising her aroused and near-naked state.

“Then there’s no deal bitch,” Barry said, stroking his erection and admiring Laura’s firm body and the stains on her cheap red underwear.

“You can’t,” Laura pleaded.

“I can and I will,” Barry said “If you want me to screw your little trollop?” 

“No,” Laura moaned but her hips started moving involuntarily to the music.

“I’m waiting,” Barry continued not taking his eyes of her body. 

He rose to his desk and removed a pen and paper from the drawer. 

“Come here and I’ll dictate our agreement Laura, If you’ll excuse the expression. We want it legal don’t we?”

Barry lay back on the couch and lay the pen and paper on his belly. He called Laura to him and she sat between his legs trying to ignore the monstrous erection inches from her. Laura bypassed the long cock and inadvertently picked up the pen and lay on top of him using his belly as a desk. She could feel her vagina pulsing fluid; his cock was almost on her lips; she wanted to touch it desperately.

“I,” began Barry and Laura started to write. 

“Laura, agree to become a sex slave to Barry, on the successful completion of the task requested.”

Laura continued to scribble and flinched as the penis brushed along her face as she tried to stay still. Barry watched her and smiled at her discomfort, he continued.

“I agree to comply with any sexual request and will be on call the first Monday after the task is completed and the following 3 Mondays between 7.30p.m to 7.30 a.m.  Any breach of this contract will result in a full year, 6 days a week as a working girl at the Stag club.”

Laura read the short document her pen was poised to sign but she could not and Barry pulled her up to his chest and Laura breathed hard as she felt the cock on her thigh.

Barry stroked her hair. 

“There’s an extra clause, but you don’t have to write it down,” he smiled and Laura just looked at him weakly. 

“As a sign of good faith I will allow Barry to do as he want with my body until midnight!” He said.

His hands moved to her panties and he pressed his fingers against her vagina. 

“Sign it bitch,” he whispered.

He slipped his fingers inside the red material easing into her soaking sex. Laura felt her thighs start to open and her breath coming in spurts. 

“I can’t,” she whispered “I can…”

Barry had his fingers fully inside her and Laura lost any resistance she had remaining, she quickly scribbled her name of the paper and grabbed the erection beside her.

“Fuck me,” she gasped and knelt above Barry until her sex lips were poised against the tip of his erection.

Barry watched as the girl pushed her panties material to one side and greedily pushed the penis up her until it was embedded firmly inside her. 

“That’s better, isn’t it? Said Barry kindly patting her bottom. 

Laura just closed her eyes and rode the stiff organ firmly and furiously until she groaned to the relief of an orgasm. She could still feel the cock inside her filling her, pleasing her. 

“This is magnificent,” she whispered, “Jenny’s going to go mad for it.”

Barry lay back and enjoyed the utter helplessness of the famous barrister. 

“It’s only 10p.m,” he said, “And I’ve got another 2 hours to do as I want with you.” 

Laura looked towards the document lying innocently on the floor and realised what it meant. “What do you want?” she said in a resigned voice.

Barry put his hands on her small bottom and pulled her up and down on him. 

“For you to fuck-yourself again,” he smiled and Laura lost her mind as she rode to her second orgasm of the evening. 

She finished but felt the man’s hardness still inside her; he pulled her off him and removed her soaked and stained underwear to render her naked. He played with her vagina listening to her groan as he teased her then opened his thighs and instructed her. 

“Laura lick my penis and balls, slowly like a whore,” he said.

The barrister let her head slide down between the man’s thighs and then she began to do as instructed. She could smell her own sex on him and after initial hesitancy threw back her hair and opened he mouth wide to stuff as much of his cock in her mouth as she could. Barry leaned back in pleasure and stoked her soft hair pushing her head up and down on his long shaft. 

“It likes you, Laura,” he whispered as if his penis was a separate person to him-self. 

“It really likes you.”

He held her head and move it faster on his cock until he jerked and Laura felt his semen exploding into her mouth. 

“Swallow it bitch,” Barry grunted and the woman had no alternative but consume the rich substance nearly choking in the process. 

The man did not release her until all his ejaculate had finished and as Laura felt the pressure on her head release she moaned and collapsed exhausted onto the bed.  

“It’s only 11.15p.m,” Barry said sweetly, “Get a cloth and wipe me down.”

Laura immediately went into the bathroom took a small towel and ran some cold water on to it; she returned to the man who was now lying on his back and started to rub the cool cloth over his sweating skin. Barry put his hands behind his back and watched the young woman work, “Conscientious, aren’t we?” he smiled and stroked her bottom as she mover letting his finger play with her rear sex lips.

Laura kept rubbing and moving the cloth until the small digital clock said 11.50p.m. 

“Only 10 minutes to go she thought.”

She suddenly realised that Barry was erect again and he was also looking at the same clock, “Time’s a wasting girl,” he said.

He rose and move behind her and in a second inserted himself firmly into her still wet hole. Laura just groaned and grunted hopelessly sticking her bottom high in the air and resting her head down on the soft wet sheet, she was completely in his control and as the clock beeped for midnight she came and felt the mans ejaculate filling her. 

“Time’s up, baby,” Barry mumbled and slapped her bottom playfully before separating himself from her. 

Laura thought of trying to re-assert her dignity but lying there with her bottom in the air and the man’s semen dripping from her vagina, it was impossible for her to do. She ran into the small bathroom, washed and wiped herself then re-appeared looking only a little more like her normal professional, self.

Barry however was still naked, his large sweating body and now limp penis a stark reminder of that she had allowed to happen, the man thrust a piece of paper in her hand, completely ambivalent to his lack of decency. 

“This is for you, bitch,” he said sweetly, “Our contract!”

Laura burned with indigence. 

“I want to see a tape, absolute proof to clear Duncan or this agreement is not worth the paper it’s written on,” she said.

“Don’t worry,” said Barry confidently, “Do you really think I’d let you and my good friend Duncan, down?”

Laura heard the deep sarcasm in his tone and as she left the seedy club she seriously doubted that the man would create a trap clever enough for the smart, Jenny Brown to fall into.

Laura was pleased as her car took her away from the area and her shame; she had never felt so abused. This situation with Duncan was dragging her, deeper and deeper into trouble and their seemed no escape for her. Barry was all over her, she could smell him, his strong odour, his expensive after shave and it was not until she had soaked for a good hour in her bubble bath that she started to feel clean again. She relaxed and thought about what she had done, what she had contracted to do further to Barry’s success, she disgusted herself and she tried to think of an alternative. There was always an alternative!

She had a brilliant mind but whichever way round she thought about the scenario it always ended with the pictures and scandal, there was no choice for her; the die was set!

Laura slept soundly and as she showered for work she noticed how her energy level had soared again as it had after her first experience with Duncan. The woman hated to admit it but in the privacy of her own apartment she did; she loved sex and worse than that, she loved sex where she was not in control.    

The calendar was full of meetings and court appearances and Laura threw herself into the legal maze with relish and zest. She noticed how Rachel’s appearance was continuing to change, she was now wearing much more provocative clothes, stockings, mini skirts that were only just acceptable to a professional practice and chambers such as hers’. She thought about speaking sharply to the young girl, but she needed her and she was seeing Jenny now on a regular basis. She concluded she could cope with the young girls descent into immorality but she just wished that she would stop relating the tales of her sexual adventures with her new friend, it made Laura feel extremely flushed and uncomfortable and she did not like to admit why.   

Laura told Rachel that she would be taking young Jenny to, The Strings Club on Saturday, where hopefully she would meet Barry. 

“It shouldn’t be difficult,” Laura said to her young charge. 

“Knowing what the girl likes and what Barry can provide.”    

“How can you be sure Barry can provide?” asked Rachel innocently but suspiciously. 

The barrister tried to hide her discomfort as her face flooding with redness. 

“He’ll be fine,” she smiled “Duncan said, didn’t he!”

“But what if something goes wrong Rachel, rambled worriedly, what…?”

Laura cut her short. 

“Then, it looks as though we’ll both have to travel to Dartmoor for some time to come!”   

Laura dismissed her assistant and wrote a short note to her client, she told him that they were busy with the plan and they would be missing their weekly visit. As Laura licked the envelope she shuddered. 

“No doubt the monster would make one of them suffer the week after,” she thought.

On Friday Rachel confirmed everything as agreed, she and Jenny would be at the club at 10 p.m. 

“Barry will be in the restaurant, on the champagne table,” Laura said. 

“Good,” said Rachel, her eyes flashing at the thought of champagne. 

“Don’t worry Laura,” she smiled confidently, “It’s all under control.”

Laura was at home all weekend, Saturday rolled slowly into Sunday and annoyingly her assistant did not ring her to inform her how the plan had transpired. It was not until Monday when she literally dragged the pretty girl into her office that she had any information at all.

“Well?” Laura said in exasperation, “What happened?”

The girl fidgeted uncomfortably. 

“I’m not sure,” she said meekly. 

“We arrived at the club and when I told Jenny about Barry, and his reputation for a massive dick she literally dragged me to his table.”

Laura raised her eyebrows expressively. 

“And?”

Rachel shrugged. 

“We…we made contact,” she said innocently. 

“Then eventually Barry went off with her and I haven’t seen or heard from her since.”

“Have you tried to ring her?” Laura asked trying to be patient.

The girl nodded. 

“No reply, it’s very strange.”

Laura flung her arms up in frustration and they both returned to work, the barrister was not surprised the plan hadn’t worked Barry was too confident, she thought about the contract she’d signed with him and smiled to herself. 

“She wouldn’t have to fulfil that at least!”

On Friday a brown package arrived on her desk, brown packages after her experience of recent weeks were not innocuous and she ripped the paper nervously. There was a disc inside and Laura locked her office door and placed the round silver object into the player beside the television and she sat on her chair and watched…suddenly spellbound. It was from Barry.

The quality of the recording was superb, he was obviously a professional and from the first shot of Jenny and Rachel in the club they were in clear full colour focus; both girls looked cheap and trashy, tiny sparkly dresses, no bra, stockings and suspenders and too much make up!

The film showed them coming into the restaurant, then Barry looking smart and powerful, in a beige suit was sitting at a corner table with a male friend. The girls introduced themselves and sat down with the men, Laura noticed how quickly Jenny sidled up to Barry and she was amazed at how clearly she could hear their conversation.

The tape then showed clips of the evening with both girls drinking more and more champagne and eventually Jenny, more than merry, was resting her pretty head on Barry’s thigh. 

“Can I ask you question?” she whispered pointedly.

Barry stroked her blonde hair gently and Laura felt the hair on her neck stand to attention, “Speak up girl,” he said, “What is it?”

The girl giggled childishly and flashed her clear blue eyes at him. 

“Have you got a big cock?” she said quietly.

Barry stroked her hair again and gently pushed her head under the table where amazingly another camera showed the girl eagerly lowering his zip and his trousers. Laura heard the girl gasp as the camera suddenly showed her with Barry’s 10 inch cock inches from her face and then panned back a little to show Rachel performing a similar service on Barry’s friend.

“The tart!” thought Laura. 

The screen returned to Jenny who by now was sucking and licking Barry’s long manhood expertly. The film showed her for a few minutes and then swallowing the man’s come as he climaxed. She was then pictured quaffing more champagne snuggling into Barry with her slender arm around his waist. 

“I don’t do this for just anyone!” she whispered.

“Of course you don’t,” said Barry condescendingly. 

He stroked her soft blonde hair again while the girl kissed his chest and face. The film stayed on the foursome for a few more minutes and then after a brief period of blackness re-appeared with an entirely new scenario.  

Jenny was on a clean white bed, naked apart from a pair of black stockings and suspenders; she was stroking her sex lips making them visible beneath her bushy blonde mound. 

“I’ve never done this before,” she lied.

A pair of black hands spread her thighs wide and the camera showed Barry’s enormous erection resting lightly on her sex lips. The girl grabbed it with both of her pretty white hands and greedily pulled it inside her, ignoring any discomfort she felt as the massive organ filled and stretched her. She screamed in pain and pleasure and eventually when the cock was fully inserted in her small vagina she held his large black balls lightly and waited for him to fuck her.

She did not have long to wait, Barry started to stoke his cock expertly and the girl began to scream and moan opening herself wider and wider to him, her pleasure etched on her young face. The girl was writhing uncontrollably and suddenly tensed as she climaxed, “Barry…Barry…. I love you,” she cried and lay still momentarily.

Barry however continued gently fucking her and soon the girl had recovered and was matching his thrusts. 

“Hold my balls again you whore,” he instructed her and as the young girl complied the man tensed and released himself inside her.

Barry lay motionless for a few minutes then withdrew from inside her, his cock was still weeping semen and he callously wiped it over her face. He then picked up the girls black panties lying on the floor and threw them at her. 

”You can fuck off now bitch,” he said.

The film showed the shock and hurt on Jenny’s face. 

“ Don’t Barry…You can’t speak to me like that,” she raged.

He ignored her and looked aimlessly across the room. 

“I think I’ll fuck your friend,” he sneered.

“No,” Jenny screamed, “I won’t be treated like this… I love you.”

Barry looked at her as if she was dirt on his shoe.

“Fuck off you’re… just cheap pussy!”

The young girl was furious and she screamed at him.

“You won’t get away with this,” she ranted, “You…you raped me! I’ve already got some-one in jail for the same thing!” 

“Sure you have Bitch!”

“I have, the guy ‘s name was Duncan…did him up and I can do it to you…don’t leave me Barry, I’m not a slut!”

He laughed.

“You are bitch a cheap, common, brassy slut!”

“Please Barry I don’t want you to go to prison!”

“Do what you like, bitch,” Barry said quietly ignoring the girl’s threats.

The girl picked up her clothes, dressed her-self quickly and went as if to leave. 

“Barry, don’t make me do this,” she pleaded, “…I only want to be your girl.”

Barry raised his little finger and made the girl stand in front of him; he lifted her short dress and lowered her panties a little. 

“This,” he whispered, letting his fingers play with her sodden hole. 

“Is cheap… you’re cheap… an easy… cheap… tart!”

Jenny slapped him hard on the face but the man hardly blinked. 

“You’ll regret this,” she shouted, “You’ll see, you’ll be sorry!” 

She ran out of the room and the screen went dark for a second then a black ass could be seen between a familiar pair of wriggling thighs and the picture panned back showing young Rachel grunting her way to an orgasm.  

It showed Barry fucking her; he was smiling, posing for the camera. 

“She was just so frustrated, had to help!” he grinned and proceeded to power his cock in and out of her sex.

“A bit like you,” he said and looked directly at Laura.

Laura blushed scarlet but watched as he continued with Rachel until they both climaxed and Barry ejaculated all over her white soft belly. 

“See you Monday.” Barry smiled and the screen went dead for the last time.

Laura clicked the machine off and felt her whole body racing. 

“Come in here Rachel now,” she screamed.

Her secretary was shown the tape-all but the very end- and seemed not in the least phased by her obvious lack of morals. 

“I am photogenic and very committed to my job,” she laughed. 

“Do you want me to ring Jenny?”

“No,” Laura snapped, “I think young Jenny will be ringing me!” 

The call came through the next day and Jenny was telling her that she needed to see her urgently. Laura feigned ignorance and that afternoon Jenny was sitting on front of her once again in her familiar trusted school uniform.   

“Well Jenny,” she soothed, “What can I do for you?”

Tears, as if by magic, gathered in her fresh face and blue eyes. 

“I’ve been raped… again,” Jenny said desperately.

Laura listened intently to her tale and examined the bruising and tearing on her genitals and finally as the girl finished and collapsed onto the leather settee. It appeared from her story, Barry had been arrested on the girl’s allegations and she spoke to the girl softly.

“I think you’d better see this.”  

She dimmed the lights and turned on the DVD.

By the end of the show, Rachel’s antics and Barry’s instruction to Laura removed, young Jenny Brown was in tears. 

“Crocodile tears are not going to help you young lady,” Laura said sternly.

“How?” she mumbled.

“Not everyone is stupid Jenny…I am instructed by this man and your previous victim and I can tell you Jenny, that you are in serious trouble.”

The girl broke down inconsolably and looked at Laura forlornly. 

“What should I do?” she begged.

Laura thrust two pieces of paper in front of her. 

“These are retractions of all charges against both of my clients,” she said, “I’d sign them if I were you.”

Jenny Brown looked at her helplessly and took the pen the barrister passed her. 

“I will tell the judge you co-operated,” Laura said sweetly and watched in satisfaction as the pretty blonde girl made her mark on the paper.

“Will I go to Jail?” Jenny asked with genuine terror.

“We’ll see, Jenny,” Laura said revelling in her former client’s discomfort. 

“You be a good girl and we’ll see!”

Once the retractions were shown to the police Barry was released immediately but it was only possible to start the process for Duncan’s case to be re-examined. Laura knew that his release would need a closed session court and even with her compelling evidence it would be a month before she could plead for him. 

Jenny was instructed clearly that she would have to attend this hearing to explain her-self, but the young girl was extremely scared and Laura knew that she would now have her full co-operation.

Laura sent a personal hand written note to Duncan informing him of the good news and detailing that Laura’s obligation to him was nearly completed, the barrister would be busy finalising his case and indicating Rachel would continue her visits for the next few weeks!

“For obvious reasons,” she mused.

Laura spent the rest of the week trying not to think about Monday at 7.30p.m. Her body and mind was in turmoil, it had been a fortnight since her last sexual encounter and her body ached for physical release. She read the document over and over; slave was clearly stated in the text and her stomach contorted into knots. 

“What was Barry expecting from her?”

Rachel was unaware of Laura’s arrangement with Barry and continued her visits with Duncan and enthusiastically performing her duties for him. 

“Was he happy with the news?” Laura enquired.”

“He certainly was happy when I left,” her assistant replied leaving Laura sure that she’d acted in the most depraved manner possible. 

“ I’ve no doubt about that, Rachel,” she murmured the thoughts about the two of them having sex disturbed her and she found it hard to mask her discomfort.

Laura could hardly sleep all Sunday evening and was grateful that she had no important cases to deal with at the office on Monday. All she could focus on was her obligation that evening and she changed into jeans and a sweater after work and dutifully made her way to fulfil her contract. 

There was no small print to read, no loophole to escape through and although she was anxious and concerned as she left her apartment by the time she arrived at the Stag Club, lit up in seedy yellow neon, she felt strangely excited as well. She thrust her shoulders back and as the clock hit 7.30p.m opened the door to Barry’s office and marched inside.

“Welcome,” the large man smiled at her, “Right on time, good girl.”

Laura gritted her teeth, the man was so condescending and he had the power over her. 

“That blasted contract!” she thought.

“Did you like the tape?” he said, smiling still. 

“Of course you did, I’m sure you watched it all, that’s why you’re here Laura, isn’t it?”

Laura said nothing but stood as still as she could and listened to her heart pounding, sending the blood surging through her body. Barry picked up a piece of paper on the desk; the contract and he studied it theatrically. 

“You, are to do exactly as I tell you Laura.” 

The woman nodded.

“You will be my sex slave, Laura,” he smiled, his manner pervading an air of relish and menace combined.

“That’s what it says, “ Laura said coldly sensing her helplessness.

“Well let’s not waste any time,” Barry laughed. 

“Take those horrible clothes off and put these on.” 

Barry threw her a pair of small blue panties and Laura went to go behind the small screen for modesty. 

“No where I can see you,” he ordered.

Laura stripped quickly letting her jeans and jumper and underwear litter the floor and slipped the panties over her ankles and around her. She was soon, only covered by the skimpy garment and she let her hands fall in front of her to provide some separation between her self and the man. 

“ Stand straight; put your hands by your sides,” he barked. 

The woman responded exposing all of her hear naked body to him, she could feel her lips pulsing between her thighs.

Barry walked over to her and inspected his property. 

“I like you,” he said and stroked her bottom softly, “Brains and a great ass as well! Perfect!”

He placed his hand around her waist and rubbed her slim belly and Laura sensed her body, begin to react to him. He let his finger drop to the front of the thin underwear and push against her softness, Laura tried not to moan but Barry could almost feel her need and Laura gasped as his fingers drifted inside her panties and then into the wanton wetness of her vagina.     

“You’re going to be a great whore, girl aren’t you?” whispered Barry. 

Laura said nothing but tried to stop her self, pushing against the hardness of his fingers. 

“You’ll enjoy your time here,” he said. 

The man withdrew his fingers from inside her most intimate area and put the tips inside his mouth, tasting her essence, Laura could only shudder in disgust and anticipation.

Laura had never felt helpless with a man or in a relationship, she had always been in charge, in control, but it seemed that firstly Duncan and now Barry were her masters. 

She loathed her situation but as she felt her ache and excitement she realised she also loved it as well. Laura sensed that Barry was going to fuck her there and then and her body wanted him, his penis inside her releasing this terrible nagging tension. But Barry did not take her, he returned to his desk and opened a small bottle of champagne that popped noisily and made Laura jump in surprise.

Barry poured, then passed his guest a glass and entreated the girl to sit next to him on the large settee. Laura was boiling like a kettle, steaming sexuality and extremely conscious of her nakedness, but the man seemed apparently oblivious to it and spoke to her in a cool businesslike manner. 

“There’s two sides to this business,” he said. 

“Table dancing or prostitution, what’s your poison?”

Laura gulped into her glass in shock.

Barry laughed at her and patted her back. 

“We’ll start you on table dancing, but if your no good then this pink little lady is going to have to do some work for me.” 

The man placed his fingers in her wet hole again and Laura was embarrassed at her thighs parting almost instinctively to his touch and her sex lips literally pumping juice out of her, she was so horny!

Barry could feel her lust and teased her clitoris expertly and watched as his prey’s shapely breasts heave with tightness and tension. 

“You could start as a prostitute if you like?” he teased.

“You said nothing about this?” Laura groaned and Barry revelled in his control over her, “You’re not going to breach the contract, Laura are you?” 

Laura remembered the penalty clause and shook her head weakly as the man toyed with her, “Fine,” he stated and rose to his feet happy that he’d made his point. 

“You’ll start work at 10p.m and work through until 12.30a.m, Wendy will show you the routine and I’ll be watching to make sure you do well.” 

He pointed to the door at the back of the room. 

“Go and join my girls,” he instructed her. 

Laura without bothering to put any clothes on moved slowly towards her new obligation. 

“What happens after 12.30 a.m.?” she asked quietly. 

Barry looked at her menacingly and smiled that cold toothy grin. 

“We’ll have to see, won’t we?”

Laura’s body was on fire as she walked through the black door and down the few steps into a brightly lit small room. Half a dozen girls of various shapes and sizes were sitting on small plastic chair making themselves up in the large dirty mirrors that seemed to be everywhere. They were standing, talking and smoking and Laura felt as if she’d stepped into the back room of a bordello. They were either naked or were wearing small, skimpy costumes and they all seemed attractive in a common, seedy sort of way. However even the prettiest girl seemed, in the stark bright lights above the mirrors, to reflect something of the harshness of their chosen profession in their eyes.

A small brown-haired girl with large breasts and a rich beaming smile stood before her. 

“You must be Laura?” she said. 

Laura nodded almost having lost the power of speech. 

“You’re lovely,” the girl gushed, “The punters will love you.”

Laura felt as if she were a piece of meat but kept her mouth tightly shut. 

“Barry’s put you on trial?” 

Laura nodded again feeling like an idiot, completely out of her depth. The girl sensed her nervousness. 

“I’m Wendy,” she said soothingly. 

“I’m in charge of the girls, now sit here and I’ll make you a nice cup of tea, just relax dear… you’ll be fine.” 

Wendy barked an instruction one of the other girls in the room and a steaming mug was placed in Laura’s hands, Wendy sat next to her and started to explain her new job. 

“This, is the routine love,” she said commonly. 

“You go out on the stage, dance, as suggestively as you can, take your knickers of right at the end, show the pathetic bastards your hairy cunt and then run off. Easy-peasy lemon squeezy,” she said laughing.

Laura tried to laugh with her but she could only gulp her tea and nod like some manic plastic dog in the rear of a car window. The excitement she had felt earlier in the evening was turning to dread and she felt large knots grinding in her stomach.

All the other girls came over and introduced themselves to her, they all seemed friendly and were either waitresses, shop assistants, or generally unemployed. 

“What do you do?” a dusky girl enquired noting Laura’s refined accent.

“Oh, I’m unemployed as well.”

She dared not admit why she was there or the fact that she was one of the leading barristers in London!

“Show-time,” yelled Wendy.

She motioned to the dusky girl and a black girl on the far side of the room; they both had a final look and adjustment in the mirror and after arching their backs strode confidently down the small corridor that led to the stage. Laura heard the rhythm of the music the cheers of the men and shuddered, it would be her turn soon!

Wendy threw Laura a costume, a simple black bikini, but tightly cut around her mound and breasts accentuating her figure. Laura removed her panties and put the outfit on without thinking, she looked at her self in the mirror and was shocked at what she saw. 

All her life she had been judged on her mind, her brain, her ability to reason, but now at 34 years of age she would be judged now, only on how she looked and how she performed as a woman. She drew herself to her full height and admired her figure; her breasts were still firm and shapely and her thighs were slender without any trace of ageing, she looked good, attractive and smiled at her reflection as she applied some make up.     

After 15 minutes the girls trooped off the stage to wild applause and they rushed into the room dropping the money in their hands into a small open box. 

“Ok, sweetie.” Wendy said, “Let’s do it!”

Laura thought she would faint but forced herself to walk through the dark corridor and then suddenly onto the stage where the lights dazzled her. 

“Shake it!” she heard Wendy shout. 

With the thoughts of the other available alternative job at the club she started to move her body to the slow rhythm of the music. Laura opened then closed her eyes and realised that her audience was lost behind the lights and the darkness, it was as if they didn’t exist and she started to relax and feel the music soothe her. The silver pole was in front of her and as she had seen on countless films and she held it lightly and danced around it. It was cold, long and hard and suddenly in her mind it was a penis, an erect cock, a phallic symbol and she caressed it. She swung around the pole then wrapped her thighs around it pushing her mound against its hardness and, as she gyrated, started to feel herself becoming aroused.

She started to gain her confidence and opened her eyes to see the faces of men gazing eagerly at her in the dim light, they were paying to see her; they all wanted to fuck her! 

“You can’t,” she teased them in her mind. 

She released the clips on her bra to expose her breasts. She shook them and felt them wobble on her chest and moved to the edge of the small stage where she could see the surrounding tables more clearly. There was a group of men near her and she squatted in front of them opening her thighs wide and pushing her hips towards them. 

“Do you want to fuck me?” her mind shouted.

The men placed money in the front of her black panties and Laura repeated the process with each and every table, she liked to look in the eyes of the customers as they stuffed money into her, they wanted her and it turned her on.

Finally she removed the money from her bottoms and with a finger in each of the sides of her panties slowly lowered them to the floor, still dancing, and exposed her pink vagina surrounded by bushy brown hair. She squatted again giving her audience a full show of herself.

“You all want to fuck me?” the words ran over and over in her mind. 

The music suddenly stopped and as if she had just awoken, Laura picked up her clothes and ran off the stage to cheers, Wendy took the money off her and placed it into the box, “You’re a natural girl, a bloomin’ natural,” She cried enthusiastically.

Laura continued her performances over the following few hours. Wendy let her try different outfits and Laura liked the soft materials and having to discard items during her show. During her last time on the stage that evening she saw Barry standing at the back of the club, he looked mean and powerful. 

Laura started to find her-self dancing for him; she was dressed only in white briefs and she lowered them to expose her cunt and moved her hips suggestively at the black man. 

“No, Barry,” she said to herself, “You’re not getting you big fat cock up here.”

She gyrated naked feeling a complete sense of abandon, she was happy to know that no one knew what terrible thoughts were raging in her brain.

The night’s performances were eventually concluded and all the girls left until there was only Wendy and Laura left in the small drab room. 

“Barry wants you to shower and change,” Wendy said coolly “And then to go upstairs.” 

She gestured to the door that Laura had come through some hours earlier. 

“I think you were dancing too well,” she smiled, “The boss likes his pussy to be rhythmical.”

Laura ignored her, she’d never been referred to, as pussy in her life it was insulting and she allowed herself to be enveloped by the force of the small but efficient shower. She realised how sweaty and smelly she had become during her work and was thankful to be refreshed at the end of her session. 

A towel and some clothes were laid out over a chair and as Laura wiped herself dry she looked at the sheer negligee and panties left for her. 

“How dare he treat me like this?” she said to herself. 

“Making me strip, then dress me for his pleasure?” 

But as the cool light material played against her body and the panties caressed her brown bushy mound she realised just how sexually excited and frustrated she was.

She admired herself in the dirty mirror; the negligee was short, showing her legs and she raised the front slightly and stroked the front of the panties. 

“You’re not going to fuck this,” she whispered and felt her whole body pulse in expectation and anticipation.

She climbed the short flight of stairs to Barry’s room and the sensation of the fine material against her body was overwhelming, she was determined not to let him see how wanton she was.

The room was small and dark, lit by only a lamp in the corner; Barry was siting on the only chair dressed in a white towelling robe. He held a glass of champagne and looked at Laura and then the clock by the large bed. 

“Only 6 hours to go, What are we going to do?” he smiled.

The man rose and removed his robe that he hung on a hook by the bed; he turned to face Laura and she gulped when she saw that he was erect, fully erect, his sex organ seemingly thick and endless.

He drank his champagne and lay face down on the bed, hiding his power beneath him, “Massage me Laura,” he said. 

Laura took a sip of champagne from a glass he’d prepared for her, kneeled above the man and began to stroke and knead his muscular shoulders, then his back and ass.

“Mm, that’s nice,” he murmured “Now massage me with that bushy cunt of yours.”

Laura raised her top and thrust her hips against the man pushing her vagina against his back, ass and legs.

“No,” he instructed, “I want to feel those lovely fanny hairs, Laura.”

The woman grunted but slipped of the thin panties and felt the smoothness of his dark skin against her sex lips, as she straddled his thighs she thrust against him hard and could feel her moisture all over her vagina, each movement getting her more and more excited.

Barry suddenly turned over and after bringing his arms behind his head, lay on his back and Laura watched his cock towering vertically. 

“Now massage my front, Laura,” he said.

Laura tried not to focus on the huge penis inches from her; she knew it would be inside her shortly, fucking her. She tried not to think about it, to want it! 

She massaged his toes, then his legs, then thighs and ignoring his cock sat astride him on his chest, her brown bushy pussy only inches from his black smiling face. She pushed herself against his mouth and Barry responded by gently licking her pink soaking crack from top to bottom. 

“More,” Laura gasped, “Please more.”

Barry grabbed her bottom with his two hands and drew her to his face inserting his tongue deeply inside her, Laura had never experienced a man giving her oral pleasure and she loved it instantly. She climaxed in seconds and quivered helplessly above her master; Barry watched her and smiled. He picked up Laura’s champagne glass and poured the expensive liquid all over his cock and balls. 

“Now it’s your turn bitch, suck my cock, lick it all up, I want to see you suck it!” 

Laura needed no further instruction and turned herself around and slowly started to suck and squeeze the massive black object in front of her. She sucked it lovingly opening her mouth wide to get at much of it inside her as possible.

“You tart.” 

Barry chastised her but Laura just ignored him and continued to gorge her-self on it, it was delicious, erotically delicious.

“You dirty bitch.” 

Barry groaned reeling under Laura’s onslaught and he uttered a low guttural sound and released his white seed into Laura’s tight willing mouth. The barrister, lost in her own degradation held on to his penis with her lips and did not release it until it was limp and spent.  

“You may rest now master.” 

She said it wryly, enjoying her joke against herself and as if in response, Barry turned his large frame in the bed and went to sleep. Laura sat up and sipped the remaining champagne it washed the taste of semen out of her mouth. She looked around her; she felt strange, seedy, like a whore but she also sense something else, something that she had so rarely experienced, she was relaxed physically satisfied and …happy! Laura to her shock felt happy!

Laura quickly descended into sleep and was awoken suddenly by a warm sharp sensation inside her; she could feel Barry on top of her and his cock already inside her vagina. Laura tried to say something but her thighs had already drifted apart and she felt her hips responding to the thickness that stretched and invaded her.

“I remembered you were teasing me,” Barry grunted. 

“When you were dancing.” 

He banged into her harder and harder and Laura started to moan uncontrollably.

“I’ll fuck you when I want you bitch!” 

He pulled at her belly and breasts as he rode her.

Laura’s mind was separated from her body; she was moaning. 

“No, no …no” repeatedly but responding to him with every ounce of her being. 

“You’re my Monday squeeze,” Barry garbled on. 

Laura climaxed noisily and the man released his sperm deep inside her with Laura clenching her vaginal muscles to take all his remaining juices. Barry looked at the clock it was just after 7.30a.m. 

“Sorry,” he smiled without the slightest sincerity. 

“We overran by a minute, you can be sixty seconds later next week!”

The man started to smile and then laugh uproariously and burning with indignation Laura rose quickly dressed and left the scene of her shame without another word to her tormentor. As she drove, surrounded by the luxury and security of her car she smelt and sensed him over every orifice of her and she was a mass of emotion and confusion. 

“What had she done?”

After speeding to her flat she quickly filled herself a bath and refreshed, dressed professionally for work, a sombre navy suit and beige blouse. 

“If only her clients could have seen her a few hours earlier!” She thought and was thankful they could not.

Laura was amazed again at her energy, the Chamber’s were busy and she threw herself into her work with a relish that…she’d not had since her first time with Duncan. It was a terrible realisation for the barrister, she had loved the sex, the dirty seedy humiliating sex with her being a mere body for a man, but the woman was used to uncomfortable facts and tried to come to terms with her psyche.

Duncan, she had been informed by her beaming assistant was pleased with the good news and the progress of his case, and Rachel, much to Laura’s chagrin gave her a blow by blow account of Duncan’s sexual dalliances with her.

Laura only had one problem, she was not quite sure how to approach the judge, she knew him vaguely, but the circumstances of the case were extremely unusual and she was grateful that she still had some time before she had to finalise her pleading. 

Laura spent each night thinking about her performances in the Stork club and it was not until the weekend that she realised that she was actually looking forward to Monday. Laura with her clinical brain concluded that it was an aphrodisiac to be an object of a man’s desire and it was undoubtedly appealing for her to be judged on her physical, not her mental attributes.

Laura also realised that she was becoming addicted to the lack of control she had in her relationship with Duncan and now Barry. There was something indescribably delicious for her to be sexually subservient; it was such a change from her normal life where she was always in charge.

As fate would have it she had been asked out to dinner that week by a respectable and normally fancy-able client but declined the invitation on the excuse that she did not mix business with pleasure. She was not interested in him but secretly was pleased at the offer, it was representative of a new confidence she had discovered in herself.

The weekend was spent reading and preparing for a fraud case on Monday and only occasionally did she let her mind dwell on what lay in store for her on the coming evening. Each time she thought about the dancing, the nudity, girls, Barry! She felt that familiar tightness in her stomach and an ache in her lower regions, and quickly tried to refocus on her work.

Laura managed to get through Monday, approached the Stork Club at the appointed time and tried not to look nervous as she walked into Barry’s office. The man was seated behind his desk talking animatedly to what Laura presumed was a business client. 

“Yes,” Barry said exasperated. 

“We can accommodate your party’s needs, our girls are the best”

He acknowledged Laura and directed her until she was standing meekly beside him, Laura glanced at the clock; it was 7.40p.m, she was now on his time and she said nothing as he started to lower the zip on her trousers.

“A free sample,” Barry smiled at his visitor and pulled Laura trousers and panties to the floor in a single motion exposing her sex lips to both men. The man sitting opposite appeared shocked but then smiled, a seedy, dirty smile! 

“You certainly know how to make a point,” he said, “I’ll confirm our booking by fax tomorrow.”

Laura had to suffer the elderly thin man leering at her body; it was not exciting in the harsh bright light of early evening and made her feel worthless. She stood completely still however and only exhaled when the man finally rose from his chair shook hands with Barry as if to reinforce their contract. Barry patted her gently on her naked bottom. 

“Well done Laura,” he said, “We’ll earn money out of them. Now go and change.”

Laura ignored her humiliation, it was part of her obligation and went behind the screen and changed, as instructed into a pair of thin, G-string pink panties. As she pulled the skimpy clothing around her sex lips she realised she was horny again, she hated herself for being so weak and malleable but the pull of her sexuality was overwhelming. She appeared from behind the screen and with her breasts hanging openly before her and her bush clearly visible through the fine pink material, she felt again like a wanton whore. 

Laura went to walk to the relative safety and obscurity of the girl’s changing room but Barry called her over to him and pulled her onto his broad knee. 

“I’ve been thinking about you,” he said letting his fingers run along her spine, “I don’t know if I can wait to fuck you tonight?” 

His fingers stroked the apex of her back and his other hand squeezed her nipples, which hardened immediately to his attentions. 

“You’re horny too, aren’t you?”

Laura said nothing but let herself be pushed back onto the granite desk where she quivered as the cold smooth surface hit her naked back like an electric shock. 

Her thighs were still dangling over the edge and her feet on the floor and she felt his finger pressing against her panties. 

“If this is wet it’s going to get fucked,” he whispered.

Laura felt the material being moved then his finger on her sex lips, first her outer lips then her inner lips, they were saturated in a second. 

“Unzip me,” he said.

Laura undid his belt and trousers without looking and pulled at his pants until the monster inside was released, she lay back on the desk and opened her thighs wide. 

“Fuck me,” she said in the silence of her own mind.

Laura felt the man push her panties to one side and then the tip of his cock against her sex, it would be snug within her in a minute and she stroked his smooth ass as if inviting, entreating him inside her. She did not have long to wait and the cock slid up her vaginal passage smoothly making her uncomfortably full, he was so big and she groaned in dirty pleasure.

Barry once fully inside her started to fuck her roughly pounding his erection inside her, against the cold hard surface and Laura could only scream uncontrollably and then dig her finger into his back as she climaxed. The man continued his motions and came a minute later grabbing her hair as he released volumes of his spunk, his ejaculate inside the barrister. He stayed still, on top of her and did not move until he was completely spent. 

He rose off her and gingerly raised the pink panties that were around her ankles until they were back around her sex. 

“I want to wash,” Laura said.

Barry just stroked her mound and felt his semen staining the panties. 

“No,” he smiled, “Wear these for your first dance, I want to see myself on you, my come staining your panties. I want everyone to know that you’re my whore.”

Laura lifted herself tiredly from the desk, grimaced as the man stroked her bottom again and was pleased to join the girls in the dressing room and have the blessed relief of some tea. Wendy noticed the stains on her underwear. 

“Starting early sweetie aren’t we?” 

Laura just shrugged cursing the slide into decadence that she had agreed to.     

The evening proceeded as the previous Monday had done with the exception that at the end of her first strip she threw her panties into the cheering audience. There was a clamber to get to them and Laura smiled to herself that the owners might find more on them than they had bargained for!

One O’clock came and she was again performing her sexual skills on Barry; she hated that she was always so turned on by him, he treated her so abysmally but eventually 7.30a.m came and she left. 

“Only a fortnight to go,” she murmured as she drove away.       

The weeks flew and Laura faced each Monday with varying degrees of excitement, expectation and apprehension. The frequency of her trysts with Barry, the dancing and the general degradation were becoming predictable and Laura’s mind was beginning to take over from her body’s irrational sexual desires.

Although Barry had contracted her to serve him, after 4 weeks their relationship became equal and friendly. Barry confessed that the prostitution side of the business was in fact a fantasy and he’d made it up to add spice to the pot!

The only other moment in the fortnight that was memorable was when Laura saw the judge in the Jenny Brown case come into the club and sit at the table closest to the stage. Laura was by then well into her dance routine and like the professionals they both were, they recognised each other instantly then chose to act as if they had not. In fact the judge even put £50 in her panties at the end of the dance and Laura wondered how she was going to face him at the coming hearing.     

On the last night with Barry he fucked her remorselessly and Laura, knowing it was her final evening acted shamelessly, she performed every lewd act without any shame or remorse and at 7.30a.m in the morning she woke Barry from his slumber.

She picked up the contract that he had held against her for the month and ceremoniously tore it into tiny pieces in front of him. 

“This is over,” she smiled.

Barry stroked her hair and she jerked away from him. 

“Not for you baby,” he said, “You love fucking too much.”

He placed his hand between her thighs and as normal her sex lips were wet and waiting for pleasure. 

“I do not,” she gasped.

Barry’s tongue was licking her crack and Laura was murmuring meekly. 

“I hate sex,” she moaned. 

She opened her mouth wide to receive Barry’s cock and groaned to a climax on his tongue and lay helplessly as the man came, filling her mouth and face with his come for the last time.  

Laura dressed quickly not speaking to her tormentor, not wishing to face herself, the sexual demons that were now driving her. 

“You’ve got a job anytime Laura,” Barry teased her as she ran out of the front door. 

Laura hammered the accelerator away from the Stag Club, it was behind her, in the past now she only had Duncan to free and she could return to her life.

Laura was soon waiting patiently outside the judge’s door with Jenny Brown, and a representative from the Crown Prosecution Service. Laura had asked for a private audience with the judge and to her great surprise he agreed. 

“Still got the day job?” he said dryly as she walked into his chambers and Laura blushed to her shoes.

The barrister decided on an unusual plan, she told the judge the truth, or as much as she could in any case, and related the full sordid story and deception about the young, innocent, Jenny Brown. She even showed the judge the videotape and agreed to leave it with him for his perusal and further examination.

“Call them in Laura,” he said eventually, “I’m ready now.” 

The woman opened the door to his chambers and asked the waiting people to join them. As they took their seats, Laura sensed that her battle to free Duncan was over!

Jenny performed her normal dramatic role play and the judge was withering in his criticism of her, both parties agreed that Duncan Robert’s conviction was a miscarriage of justice and the judge ordered his release as soon as the legal formalities could be completed.

Finally the judge looked at Jenny, her blue eyes sadly gazing downwards and her beautiful body slouched, hiding its shape beneath her formal black suit. 

“And what punishment should we give to you young lady?” he enquired.

The girl blinked blindly in panic and the judge turned his attention to Laura. 

“What do you suggest?” he asked her.

“I think,” she replied “That this young lady should have a suspended sentence for a year and should take your personal instruction twice a week, during this period.”

Laura tried not to smile and continued. 

“ I believe you have an instruction tape your honour that could teach my former client the error of her ways. Failure to comply with your direction, your honour should lead to instant imprisonment. ”

The judge’s eyes gleamed behind his small round glasses. 

“What do you say young lady?” he asked Jenny.

“I will be happy to do as I am instructed,” she said innocently. 

Laura looked at both of them and wondered if they were both going to get more than they had bargained for.

Everyone left the office relieved the ordeal was over, Jenny had to report to the judge’s chambers every Tuesday and Friday evening. 

“Do you think he’ll be severe with me?” Jenny asked as they walked back to chambers. 

Laura looked at her realising that the girl was not as bright as she once thought. 

“Very,” she said seriously. 

“Don’t refuse him anything if you want to stay out of jail!”

Laura gave Rachel the task of informing Duncan and sent her off to Dartmoor on the assumption that she would receive her normal welcome from him. She was surprised therefore when she returned early evening looking frustrated and disappointed. 

“Duncan told me to say thank you,” she said tiredly, “And the parcel’s in the post?”

Laura understood the cryptic message and true to his word, the following day all the pictures and negatives of Laura’s sexual menage with her clients were neatly wrapped in another brown parcel. Laura locked the door to her office and she had the satisfaction of burning each photograph personally and watched as they withered to black ash in her basket. She exhaled in relief, as the last negative burned brightly. 

“Finally,” she whispered to herself, “ It’s over.”    

She sat back in her chair and drank the brandy she had poured; she could put the whole sordid chapter behind her now, no more Barry no more Duncan, she was free!

But was she free? Her body ached for sex; she had become used to it. 

“Why had Duncan not asked to see her, offered to fuck her?” she pondered.

Did he not want her? Did she want him? It was all too confusing, her brain was now in charge and a slow descent down the carnal path was not for her.  The excitement of the last few weeks were definitely over for her. Laura heard the following day that Duncan was to be released in a fortnight, the obligatory visits to him for her and Rachel were finished and normal life returned to the chambers. Rachel never again referred to her meeting with Duncan or her promiscuous adventures with Jenny Brown, she knew Laura resented her for how she had played the sexual game with so much zest. 

She noticed how Laura would occasionally look at her with such disdain: it made her feel cheap, common and she was pleased to re-kindle her dormant relationship with her fiancée to bring her life back into focus. Neither of them heard from Jenny Brown although Laura received a letter from the Judge thanking her for her insight, and informing her that her client’s correction and penance were well underway. 

Laura went home each night to her modern, pristine, empty flat and tried to ignore the hunger and emptiness she felt; she was lonely but she had been lonely before. What frustrated her beyond reason was her sexual longing, in the last few weeks she had experienced sex, dirty erotic sex and it had opened a door inside her that she could not close however hard she tried. She could not control her libido, her steel trap of a mind was no match for the needs of her body, and night after night she would dream about Duncan or Barry.

It was always the same dream: she was being fucked helplessly, shamelessly, without choice: they were calling her terrible names as they stuck their cocks in her, always deep inside her!

Laura often woke up riddled with sweat, her mind and body aroused, horny; she even thought about phoning Barry and asking to work on a Monday again, but she relented, it was more than her pride would allow. 

She was not a slag, a prostitute, she did not need to be subservient to these men, just so they would condescend to fuck her, she remembered how she had been and hated herself for screwing with such lust and relish.  She concentrated her mind and rationalised her thoughts; she had been coerced, her actions were all down to Duncan’s original blackmail where she had been given no choice!

Laura finally succumbed to convincing herself that she had been an innocent all along, how could she admit to herself that she was a whore and that the whole experience still excited her? The time passed and suddenly it was a fortnight since Duncan had been released, Laura had thrown herself into her work with a ferocity that unnerved her and to her young assistant it was as if she had been possessed. 

She shivered as she saw the innocuous brown parcel in front of her she knew it was from her former client and her mind swam in confusion as she slowly opened it. Once the paper was removed it revealed a slim white box and Laura gasped as she opened it. 

Inside there was a 10” black dildo and a short note.

Thought you’d be, needing this by now. Duncan.

Laura was repulsed and threw the item back into the box and then into the silver bin and it was only at the thought of it being discovered by the cleaners, did she then decide to hide it in her elegant tan leather briefcase. The long inanimate object seemed to occupy her mind all day reviving constant uncomfortable desires and causing her stomach to tighten in familiar knots. 

She left work promptly and upon arriving home, like an excited schoolgirl, she removed it from her case and looked at it again in the sanctity of her own private space. It was plastic, long and black, moulded with small raised bubbles on one side and smooth on the other. It felt cold and unfeeling but somehow it reminded Laura of Duncan. 

She looked at it and realised how her vagina was wet, it had been so long since she had experienced something like this between her thighs and without thinking she lay on her couch and raised her smart pencil skirt until it was bunched around her waist. 

It couldn’t do any harm just to rest it against her body… her crack, to tease herself a little? She thought…just for a moment!

She pressed the tip of the long hard object against her and moaned as it aroused her making her elegant lace white panties, stain with her juices. 

She closed her eyes and pressed hard and without thinking pushed her material to one side and felt the cold plastic against her flesh then the lips of her pussy. Her body and mind were lost in her lust and she opened her thighs wide and thrust the object inside her until her sex had consumed all but the base that she was holding onto eagerly.

Laura groaned in lustful pleasure and relief it had been too long since she had felt helpless and full and she lost all self-control as she began to play with her new toy. She fantasised about Duncan and imagined he was on top of her his weight bearing down as he fucked her in his strong manner. She was shoving and moving the object inside her faster and faster until eventually she could stand no more and convulsed into a wonderful orgasm.

She opened her eyes and looked at herself and was disgusted. She was lying with her legs far apart, her panties on one side and the black dildo still wedged inside her.  She removed it instantly threw it and angrily, onto the couch and quickly showered and changed for bed. She dined on lasagne and salad with copious amounts of red wine and as she started to meander to her bedroom she stopped at the couch and picked up the innocuous black item again. It felt so good in her hands and within seconds of laying on her back in the comfort of her bed it was inserted eagerly back into her favourite place. It was soon creating wave after wave of pleasure for her. It reminded her of Barry, Duncan and of what a horny woman she had become!

Laura by the morning had lost any embarrassment with her new inanimate playmate and hardly had the object out of her hand over the subsequent week. Almost instantly her colleagues noticed that she was happier and more relaxed but could not possibly guess that it was down to something small but so huge as well!

Laura was therefore shocked when yet another parcel arrived!  

How many Pandora’s boxes could there be she thought? She opened it gingerly and was surprised to find nothing but a black negligee with matching black panties, a note was attached and Laura read it and drew her breath in sharply.  

Dear Laura A final gift for you I said I would fuck you again but no more pretence.

You are a frustrated bitch admit it! You want to be fucked, need to be fucked and if you meet me at the Hollywood Hotel on Saturday at 8p.m room 721 I will supply what you want.

You must be wearing this outfit and be in the double bed with your cunt wet willing and ready to accept what a dirty whore you are.

The door will be open until 8.15p.m and then it will be closed, locked and you will have to manage with that plastic cock forever.

Don’t be late!

Duncan

Laura crumpled the note in her elegant hand and felt the indignity seethe within her. 

“How dare he?” she spluttered to herself almost choking on her anger. 

“Me, a whore, need fucking by him, I’ll never be dictated to again by him,” she raged sensing the fire burning uncontrollably within her.

She took the gift home however and after more wine she could not stop herself removing all her clothing and slipping the sensuous outfit on, just for fun, she convinced herself.     

The sheer material mesmerised her senses and as she pulled the black panties snugly around her brown bush she could feel herself pulse with desire. She looked at herself in the mirror; she could see the outline of her mound, her breasts almost visible through the thin material and her nipples standing proud, erect, aroused!

She admired herself, her body was young and firm and her legs seemed long and slender from below the short sexy negligee, but she wasn’t a whore; she looked at herself again and realised that she looked like one. The tension and confusion inside her body was unbearable; it had been so long since Duncan or Barry. 

Men liked her, she liked men, cock; she collapsed onto the bed and held the dildo against her. First her panties, then against her flesh, her sex lips, she groaned in frustration, she was so weak, and as she pushed the dildo into the snug warmth of her vagina she swore that this was definitely the last time she would allow herself to abuse her body like this!

By Friday however she was in a terrible state, all she had been able to think about was that evening, her appointment and she left work early and showered still determined that she had the will to not attend. 

It was only when she was in the car driving towards town and the Hotel that she realised that she was panicking about being late, her body was surging, she wanted fucking more than she could ever possibly have believed.

She finally reached the hotel, then room 761 and she looked at her watched and breathed out in relief, 8.10p.m, she was still in time and she turned the handle of the door and walked in; her heart beating like a proverbial drum!

It was an ordinary hotel room, a large double bed and a small bathroom and she slipped off her suit and changed quickly into the outfit as instructed by Duncan. She stopped briefly and looked at herself in the long angular mirror as she crossed the room to slip between the sheets. Who was she? She didn’t know any more, she was still the same person inside, intelligent and educated but she looked so different, like a whore, a common tart dressing for sex.

She pulsed and tried to ignore the conundrum; it was only when she lay back inside the bed she realised just how excited she was, she was literally pulsing and Laura let her fingers brush briefly over her sex lips, she was so wet. 

All she could thing about was Duncan; his massive black cock, she sensed her thighs parting; she was ashamed to admit even to herself that wanted him to lie next to her and fuck her… fuck her all night!

She lay in the silence expectantly hardly daring to breathe and at 8.30p.m she jumped as she heard the front door turn and then suddenly Duncan was standing in front of her, at the foot of the bed. He was dressed in blue jeans and a white shirt, he looked strong and confident and Laura looked at him weakly; she was there for him and they both knew it. 

“Are you ready for fucking bitch?” he smiled.

Laura just blushed crimson and crawled from in between the covers as he gestured her to him. “Undo me then girl,” he instructed.

She unbuckled his belt, then his trousers and gulped as she removed his white underpants and the monstrous erection that she had thought about for so long sprang out in front of her face. It was even better that she had remembered, long, solid, powerful, with thin blue veins and a perfect pointed shape at its very tip. 

“Say hello,” he said to her.

Laura needed no further encouragement and took the cock firstly in her hands then brushed the tip against her mouth before letting her tongue caress it tenderly then eventually opening her mouth and sucking it.

“Let’s see if you’re ready bitch?” 

Duncan sneered and let his fingers slide their way down her belly, into her panties and then into the soft wetness of her cunt. She was literally soaked in her own juices and Laura heard the satisfaction in Duncan’s voice. 

“I think you’re cooking,” he said.

He pushed the barrister back on the bed and removed her panties without any objection from the woman; he then leant between her thighs and licked the full length of her crack as Laura opened her legs, groaned in lust and satisfaction and closed her eyes. 

“Oh Duncan,” she gasped.    

She was lost in a world of her own as Duncan serviced her and she took as much of his cock in her mouth as she could manage as he then kneeled in front of her, his balls hanging only inches from her face.

Laura sensed a movement and opened her eyes to see her assistant Rachel walking towards the bed, she had on the same outfit as herself and was smiling at her condescendingly.

“Not so high and mighty now Laura,” she said noticing the cock she was sucking so disgracefully.

Laura tried to answer but Duncan was holding her head fast and she could only continue pleasing him. 

“You looked down on me,” Rachel continued “And all this time you wanted a fuck him more than me.” 

The girl sat on the bed and started to stroke Laura’s hair pushing her head gently to consume more of Duncan’s cock. 

“Suck it harder you whore,” she chastised her boss “Or do you want him to stop?”

Laura could say nothing and grimaced as the man’s fingers entered her vagina again making her thighs stretch even further apart in total submission to him; she pushed her hips against them, she could not think about Rachel, her compromising position, all she could think about was satisfying herself!

Duncan removed his cock from her mouth and let it rest on her breasts then her belly, he looked at her searchingly, his dark eyes’ seemingly permeating her soul. 

“Do you want me to stop, Laura?” he said. 

“No,” Laura groaned, “Fuck me you bastard,” she said without any shame at all.

Duncan smiled and stroked her face. 

“Tell me you’re a dirty whore,” he teased, “And you just love being fucked.”

“I am,” admitted Laura.

She held his cock and tried to force it lower to her sex lips. 

“I am,” she said desperately, “I’m a whore for you…I love your dick, please fuck me, please, now!”

Duncan allowed Laura to move his cock down to her vaginal lips and then slowly hungrily insert it inside her, he revelled in her frustration and desire and finally when it was fully inside her she grabbed it greedily with her vaginal muscles and exhaled in pleasure. Rachel lay next to her and teased her small erect nipples. 

“Such a frustrated cow,” she whispered condescendingly, “Are we getting what we want now?”

Laura nodded and Duncan began to fuck her, harder and harder his long manhood stretching and teasing her until she groaned loudly and climaxed banging her hips against the hardness of his body.

Laura lay back temporarily exhausted and satisfied and felt the man’s weight lift off her, to her horror she saw Rachel shamelessly remove her own panties and pull her short top up around her breasts to expose her own sex lips to the man. Duncan placed himself between her thighs and the girl shuddered as his cock found her sex and then powered up between her thighs.

She looked at Laura and her face was contorted in delicious pain and pleasure as the man started to fuck her. 

“You’re no better than me Laura, we both need it…we both need a good hard fuck…ing.”

The girl came as she spoke and Laura had to admit that she was correct, she could no longer feel guilt about wanting sex so much, even having to share it was suddenly acceptable to her. Rachel was her friend, she had proved it and she was pleased she was there with her and she had someone to confide in.

Laura waited until the man removed his still erect penis from the girl and then placed her mouth around the tip again. 

“Let’s taste your sperm,” she whispered whorishly, looking at him weakly and subserviently.

Duncan leaned back held her head again and increased his pace into her mouth until her groaned and ejaculated mountains of his white essence over her and any residue over Rachel lying just below them. He finally collapsed between both women and they moved down the bed to rest their heads on his thighs and view his now limp manhood.

“A moment ladies please,” he said complaining but enjoying their rapt attentions. 

But Laura took his cock in her mouth again and did not release it until it was miraculously erect and hard again.

She pushed Rachel back onto the bed and straddled the man. 

“This is my fuck,” she said greedily and took the monster in her hands and guided it inside her wet cunt.

The pretty young girl just laughed.

“Go for it boss!”

Duncan lay back and kept perfectly still as the barrister started to grind herself against him. He watched the pleasure on her face and smiled. 

“I might want you to do some legal work for me, will that be a problem?” he said.

Laura felt the tension starting to rise inside her as the ripples of ecstasy from her sex roused her brain but she tried to answer him professionally.

“Given that you were one of my most…” 

She felt him come and the wonder and fulfilment of another orgasm as she bent her head forward as her body contorted in spontaneous vibrations. 

“…Satisfying cases,” she said, “I might just consider it.”

She felt the relief in her body as she separated herself from him, the glow of his fucking and his semen inside her and all over her body as she turned over tiredly to go to sleep. 

“Yes, definitely one of my most satisfying cases,” she murmured.
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