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The disconnect between Rory’s body and mind had been a continuing source of anxiety and stress since she’d hit puberty. That was when the conflict between what she saw in the mirror and was quietly proud of, and her fear of being noticed, caused endless delays in getting dressed every day.

Of course, there was also her cursed hair. Rory’s very Irish face with its green eyes, snub nose, and narrow chin was framed by a mop of copper colored hair that had gotten her teased from kindergarten onward. It resisted all efforts to give it waves or curls or in any way stop it from hanging straight down past her shoulders. What was worse, the bangs seemed to grow twice as fast as the rest of it, so she was forever brushing them out of her eyes.

In Ireland, where she’d grown up, she’d been endlessly teased about her ‘rust’ colored hair. When she’d moved to America, that teasing had faded and been replaced, to her startled and uncomfortable surprise, with a strange fixation on her accent. Especially by men. 

That was part of the reason she preferred her body not be noticed – especially by men. Too many of them seemed to have no manners or sense of restraint. Decorum had been instilled in Rory from an early age, and she was all too often flustered by the way she was hit on by perfect strangers. That was acceptable at a party or club, but irritating and embarrassing in buses, subways, shops, and in the streets.

Why would they think she would want to stop to chat when it was clear she had other things on her mind? Why would they expect her to give them her name, much less her phone number? It wasn’t as if these were, in the main, even men her age. They were often far older and, though she knew it might seem egotistical to even think – far out of her league.

Why would a scruffy-looking, forty-year-old man with a pot belly accost a nineteen-year-old girl on the streets with unwelcome news about his approval of her looks and expect her to appreciate it, much less stop and give him personal information?

Who raised these men anyway!?

She was uncomfortable with that attention and with the stress it caused in having to try to politely dissuade the more persistent. To the point she had learned to become progressively less polite since arriving here a few months ago. That, of course, tended to shift their salivating compliments to surly and often obscene insults, but she could at least walk away from them as they flung the words at her.

During her early years, when she was bullied, she’d started taking classes in Muay Thai, a self-defense/combat sport system she liked as it used kicks, elbows, and fists to keep nasty people away. It gave her a degree of self-confidence that she could at least defend herself if attacked physically, but that had shifted over time to trying to restrain herself from using it when attacked with words.

Good girls didn’t punch people merely because they said bad things.

Or so she’d been taught.

New York, however, had sorely tried her patience to and beyond the breaking point. Men were so rude and crude here! They deserved a good kick in the shin. Or perhaps, somewhere more painful. Riding the subway in the morning to work was especially frustrating as there were seldom seats and all too often, men had used the anonymity and crowd to cop a feel or two.

What made that even more frustrating was that she not only understood why they wanted to touch her but sympathized. She liked touching herself, too! She liked looking at herself naked. She was sure they would, as well. She would pose in sexy poses in front of the big mirror in the bathroom and vamp as a sexy woman, giving a come-hither look.

But she’d been raised in Ireland, with conservative views about how she should dress and act. Flaunting her body was a big no-no. Which went well with her self-consciousness about it.

She’d come to New York on a scholarship to go to school at Columbia’s School of Technology. The scholarship money did not, unfortunately, pay for her room and board, so she needed a part-time job. And this morning, she was coming in late because she’d had to wait for a serviceman to come and fix the radiator in her apartment that insisted on staying on despite the temperature being beyond tolerable.

She wore loose, carpenter pants, sneakers, and a New York Rangers hockey jersey – because it was loose and blue, which set off her hair. Underneath the jersey, she had on a tight, athletic bra to help disguise the size of her breasts. Which were noticeably larger than most women had and tended once again to draw the wrong sort of attention in the wrong places.

She was not in a good mood. It had been too hot in the apartment to wear bulky clothes, and the serviceman had ogled her very rudely. He was a small, wizened Hispanic man more than twice her age, and broken teeth showed when he leered at her.

Ugh.

The subway was not nearly as crowded as it was in rush hour, but she still only saw one seat immediately available, which was in a side-facing row next to a pair of very fashionably dressed blondes with expensive haircuts. She scowled inwardly, then sat down and pulled out her phone.

She already had earbuds in, wired ones, because they were cheaper and because it was obvious she had them on and they provided an excuse as to why she ignored men throwing casual compliments and entreaties her way as she passed them by.

What was it with men anyway!? She could understand girls like the ones beside her getting hassled. They were dressed in short, tight skirts and tight tops.

My legs are better, she thought.

Not that she tended to show them off. She rarely wore dresses.

The subway moved along, and she flipped her thumb through various stories on the tech site she was reading. She was not surprised when a text popped up from Kai telling her she was late.

I know that, fool, she thought.

Kai was nominally her boss, though they had an uneasy relationship about that. She had met him at college. He had a talent for hardware and was very good at fixing, replacing parts, and upgrading computers. He wasn’t very good with software, though. He didn’t have the persistent, logical mind or patience to figure out why something wasn’t working. 

He had quit after a year to go and work in a repair shop owned by some relative or other. Remembering her talent with software, he had contacted her and asked her to come and work part-time at the repair shop.

He’d become almost totally dependent on her to fix the buggy software and get data from damaged drives. So, he could technically fire her, but if he did, he’d have to find someone to replace her or do it himself, and both were problematic.

Like every guy, he coveted her body. And made little secret of it. 

A skinny black guy moved over in front of one of the blondes and was apparently hitting on her in a very crude and obvious way that involved grinding his crotch towards her face. 

She looked away, blushing.

Rory turned the sound up on her music.

After a minute or so, the black guy moved over to the second blonde. And his grinding motions became even more enthusiastic.

Irritated, she turned the sound down.

“Come on, baby! You know I gots what you wants! Ten inches of solid black meat!” the man exclaimed. “Once you go black, you never go back!”

Her stop was coming up, and she put her phone away. 

The guy moved over in front of her, hands behind his head, legs apart, grinding his crotch at her.

“Red-haired girls are nymphos. I bet you want some bla – urk!”

She eyed him dispassionately as he lay curled up on the floor clutching himself, gurgling and moaning. There were snickers from some guy across the way, but she ignored him. The train slowed, and she sighed and got up, then walked out the door and headed for the escalator. 

She was pleased with herself but let none of that show on her face. She had learned in childhood to put on a stone face that showed no hint of what she was feeling as other kids teased and taunted her.

She moved down the sidewalk with a brisk stride that ought to communicate quite clearly that she had no time for chit-chat, turned at the corner, and walked down two more blocks, then turned again. Her phone signaled another message, and she checked her watch. It was from Kai again. She smiled to herself. If he was in one of his moods, that could be very good.

He got all old-country when he was in a mood. And she felt a little exhilarated at putting that pervert in the subway in his place. Kai at his nastiest might be just what she needed to give her an energetic start to her day.

She slapped her hand against the smoky glass door, knowing there was no point in trying to open it as Kai always kept it locked. He liked to assess who was there on a monitor inside before letting them in. If they didn’t look ‘respectable’, which meant Asian or White, he didn’t unlock it.

The door buzzed, and she opened it and walked inside, then around the counter.

The shop was L-shaped. Kai worked up front and dealt with most clients. She worked around the corner out of sight, where she could quietly go through various software issues.

A long, plywood counter ran down the length of the store, with drawers for parts underneath it and half-fixed computers scattered along its length.

Kai was sitting on a stool in front of one such computer, glaring at her. He was about twenty-five, slender, with tousled black hair.

“You are late again!” he exclaimed angrily.

She walked past him with an insouciant expression, silently holding up her middle finger.

“You work for me, white girl!” he yelled as she headed around the corner.

She halted, just out of sight, extended her arm far enough to protrude from around the corner, and pumped her middle finger at him twice before continuing around the corner and flipping on her computers.

“I will make your ass more as red than your hair, bitch!”

She smirked to herself.

The same rough, plywood counter ran along the wall here, though she kept it cleaner and with fewer parts strewn around. She didn’t often work with parts but with software, after all. She pulled the jack from the small stereo and turned it on, then let it play rap from her phone. She knew that would irritate him even more.

“Turn down nigger music!” he shouted.

She smiled to herself again.

There was a blue, triangular metal clamp covered in rubber attached to the edge of the table halfway down. It had a hole at the top to put in the base of a lamp, but no lamp was attached. She carefully placed her body against the edge next to it, then leaned forward as if searching the overhead cabinet. Then waited increasingly impatiently.

Where was that fool?

And there he was!

She carefully ignored him, her fingers sifting through boxes as her pulse quickened.

He yelled something Chinese at her, which she also ignored. He came up and grabbed her by the back of the neck, roughly shoving her down so that her breasts pillowed out against the plywood. Still yelling in Chinese, he jerked the bottom of the loose jersey up above her waist, then yanked down her pants and panties in one go.

A moment later, he pulled the belt from his own pants as he held her down, then brought it down across her bare buttocks.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and hissed and then cursed as the belt cut across her bottom with stinging blows.

“Let me go, you dumb chink!” she yelled, struggling to rise (though not struggling too hard...)

He continued to yell at her in Chinese.

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

She gasped and moaned and hissed and cursed, trying to kick out at him but unable due to her ankles being pinned together by her pants.

“Fag! Weirdo! Pervert!” she yelled. “You can’t even speak English!”

“I speak plenty good English, whore!” he yelled.

He shoved her jersey up higher, and since her hands were on the table just about at the level of her head, she couldn’t have stopped him if she had tried. Not that she was going to try.

He jammed the jersey up over her head, then yanked on her athletic bra, stretching the elastic and pulling it up above her breasts.

Rory’s heart skipped a beat as she felt the rough plywood against her soft breasts.

“Irish whore!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I show you who is boss!”

The world had disappeared as the jersey hid it from view, focusing Rory’s attention on what she could feel instead. Her buttocks were burning and aching as he brought the belt down repeatedly.

“I know what you need, slut!”

She needed him to pin her arms.

She reached back as if to block further blows, and he immediately seized her wrist and shoved it up and back behind her, far enough to make her gasp in pain. She brought her other arm back, too, and he shoved that up, as well, pinning both wrists up just below her shoulder blades.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He continued to yell at her in Chinese, or in Mandarin, actually, but she didn’t care.

Then she felt his fingers at the round base of the butt-plug she had inside her and tugging it free. A moment later, his thick cock slid into her, pushing deep as he continued to yell at her in Mandarin.

Rory shuddered, heat rolling over her as she felt his big cock drive high into her belly. It filled her, stuffed her up, made her ache, gave her cramps deep inside.

And filled her with a dark, terrible pleasure and need.

He started to thrust, his hips slapping against her buttocks, and Rory forced herself back a little, groaning as she felt the rubber-coated vice pressing against her pussy. She had discovered how amazing its textured surface felt against her quite by accident, but it had melted her mind then, as it did now.

As he drove his cock into her with long, fast strokes, her pussy rode up and back along the angled rubber vice. It was about three-quarters of an inch wide, just perfect to spread the lips of her sex and press her clitoris directly against it. 

“Jìnǚ!” he cried, slapping her bottom stingingly.

Which, she had come to know, meant ‘whore’ in Mandarin.

She didn’t care. Her mind was floating through a dark, edgy fantasy of her captivity, or a cruel, lust-crazed man punishing her, ravishing her, using her body.

It was an easy fantasy to hold with Kai buried deep in her ass. Especially with her throbbing, swollen clitoris grinding against the rubber vice grip and her breasts rubbing against the rough plywood below her.

Her body felt as if it were filled with an incredible and growing charge of sexual electricity. It was building up higher and higher, and she knew it would soon explode and tear through her body.

“You work for me! You obey!”

Crack!

“Jìnǚ!”

He jammed himself deep and ground himself against her. She could feel his balls rubbing against her skin and briefly remembered punching the black man in the balls earlier. Maybe this was a kind of karma? Something she deserved?

God, how she loved the feel of a big cock filling her up back there! Especially one long enough to give her cramps.

He hesitated briefly as the door buzzer sounded, but then ignored it.

He started thrusting again, and her body ground up and down the angled vice as she moaned and gasped and cursed softly. She felt his hand push in under her right breast, his fingers digging into the swollen flesh as he roughly squeezed her.

Her pussy ached as it rode up and down the angled vice grip, and the sexual pressure within her grew still more powerful. It sent liquid heat flooding into her mind, drowning her in need and hunger, helping her mind wallow in the dark, kinky fantasy she had created for herself.

It was so intense that it was like being drunk or stoned. Her body felt boneless, her insides being hollowed out by his pounding cock. She was intoxicated by the scalding heat, dazed and moaning as his hips slapped furiously against her.

He jammed himself deep again, then clawed at the jersey. Rory didn’t want it to go. She wanted to remain ‘hidden’, away from what was happening. But he yanked it over her head. She cursed, and now that her arms were free, jammed her fist back against him as punishment.

He surprised her, though, by filling his hand with her hair and yanking her head up and back so sharply that she cried out in pain as her hands automatically grabbed at his wrist.

He laughed and caught at her wrists instead, pulling them back together behind her neck, pinning them with one hand. Of course, that also forced her almost upright, which jammed her pussy down painfully against the angled vice grip.

“Ahh! Ahhh!” she cried.

“Call me sir, whore! Say it.”

“Bastard!”

“Say it, whore!”

Her pussy ached!

“Say it, slut!”

“Sir!” she cried.

He forced her head back further, though, laughing as he reached around with his other hand and roughly groped her breast.

“You will call me sir at all times now!”

“Fuck you!”

He jerked harder, forcing her back to arch sharply, forcing her onto her toes to ease the hard pressure against the top of her pussy. That gave him room, and he dropped his hand down to rub her clitoris.

“Come for me, whore! Come for your master!” he taunted.

That was the last thing Rory wanted to do, but she couldn’t help it. The orgasm exploded within her, and she cried out again and again, grinding herself feverishly against his fingers as he thrust his cock up into her ass with hard, fast, short strokes.

The pleasure tore her mind apart as convulsions racked her body. She gurgled and trembled and shook in the throes of a massive and continuing eruption of pleasure so intense it stunned her. Her hips jerked convulsively even as he roughly slammed her down against the counter again and resumed his hard, deep strokes.

Crack!

“Jìnǚ!”

Crack!

She was staring at the back wall, but her eyes were unfocused. She grunted and gurgled and moaned as the orgasm slowly faded, leaving her feeling shell-shocked.

Kai finished, pulled out, took off his condom, and tossed it into the trash, then gave her bottom a final slap.

“Get back to work!”

He walked away, disappearing around the corner.

Rory twitched and gulped in air.

God! I really am a whore, she thought dazedly.

She lay there for almost a minute, then slowly pushed herself upright. She gazed down at her pink-skinned breasts, the nipples feeling hot and burned where they’d been rubbing against the rough wood. She cursed softly and tugged the athletic bra back down over them.

After cleaning herself up, she put the butt-plug back in, then pulled up her panties and pants, grabbed her jersey, and pulled it down over her head, then combed her fingers through her hair.

What a way to start the day, she thought tiredly.

She sat down, wincing only slightly. Kai knew not to swing the belt too hard. This was not the first time they’d done this after all.

Her kinky side had gotten started with her watching Japanese anime, which had given way to Japanese manga, which was pretty nasty porn with a rough bondage theme, often nonconsensual, too, and often featuring weird monsters with penis-shaped appendages or dark-eyed gangster types. 

She had transitioned from there to real-life pictures and videos, but she’d never actually mentioned her fantasies to anyone. Including Kai.

What she had done with him was to entice, taunt, insult, and goad him into slapping her ass. And when that hadn’t gotten her angry, as he had no doubt expected it to, he had gradually moved into more and more physical ‘punishments’ for her bratty behavior.

She wanted it fast, though. And she wasn’t interested in dinner or movies or dates or going to his place or having him over to hers. She had no interest in him as either a lover or a boyfriend. He served the purpose of letting her immerse herself in her dark sexual fantasies every now and then. 

He knew what he could do, and he knew what he couldn’t do. And he knew he couldn’t persuade her to expand what she wanted.

It had been a learning experience for both of them, after all.

*
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It was about a week later that she was working away at her current problem, a computer that had been infested with more bugs than a sewer, when the overhead light was flicked on. Zoe looked up and over to her right, scowling. She didn’t like the fluorescent light. She had task lighting if she needed it, and if she didn’t need it. It was distracting.

“Kai!” she shouted. “Turn the freaking light off!”

She scowled, then blinked in surprise as a man came around the corner. It was definitely not Kai. It was a much older man, definitely past forty, maybe older, though it could be harder to tell with Asian guys. He was a very dignified man, with his hair brushed up and back, and he wore a dark, clearly tailored suit of some expensive fabric she was too much of a lowbrow to know.

He smiled faintly when he saw her.

“Kai had to go out for a bit,” he said. “I’m his uncle. My name is Eric Liu. And you are... Rory,” he said.

“Uhm, yeah,” she said uncertainly.

She tried to remember what Kai had said about his uncle, the guy who actually owned this place.

“I bought this place for two reasons,” he said. “The first was to help my ne’er-do-well nephew to have something to do, and the second to be a tax write-off. That does not, of course, suggest I wanted to be robbed.”

Rory frowned. Was he suggesting she had stolen something?!

“One does not accuse people, especially relatives, of dishonorable behavior without proof, of course, so I secretly installed cameras to catch whoever was skimming money. This turned out to be Kai, which will probably not surprise you.”

Rory felt a moment of relief, just a moment, then she felt her heart give a lurch. Cameras?! 

“When I saw what Kai was doing to you, I was alarmed, fearing illegality and the involvement of the authorities, but he assured me that every instance was fully consensual on your part. And I must admit that the videos certainly suggest you were enjoying what happened.”

By this time, Rory had turned her face away from him. It was, she knew, bright red, and she was wishing she could drop through the floor and disappear forever!

“He tells me it was you who initiated these...hmm, call them rough sexual escapades, and told him how much force to use.”

Was it possible for a person to catch fire, to spontaneously combust, she wondered. Her face felt like it was already on fire.

“All I have to say, having seen you naked, is that you were utterly wasted back here, and even more wasted on Kai. You deserve... so much more.”

He sat casually back on a stool against the side wall.

“Kai says you are continuing your education, having more persistence than he does. And that you work here part-time and during the summer because you need the money. I would like to make an offer to you. I require a personal assistant, starting at five times your current salary.”

Rory’s mind stuttered in confusion. What was he saying!? He wanted to hire her?! At a ridiculous salary!?

Obviously with benefits! He meant hire her as a whore! 

She would not turn around.

“It appears to me, watching these videos, that you have a hunger for a certain kind of sexual fulfilment that you are having difficulty sating. It is not an easy thing to do, informing potential boyfriends you wish to be treated roughly, dominated, and manhandled. You would fear they would think less of you, perhaps gossip about this to others of your peers. Thus, you settle for Kai, a young man who is, let us be honest, not a particularly good match for that sort of task.

“At five times your current salary, you would have more time to enjoy this fine summer.”

“I’m not a whore!” she exclaimed, still not turning.

“I did not suggest you were. A whore would have no difficulty finding someone to fulfil her sexual needs. Only someone who was most particular would settle for Kai, who, while not perfect, is at least not dangerous. I offer you something more along the lines of what you desire. For I am vastly more skillful than Kai.

“I also must confess to having some of the same sexual interests as you. And some of the same difficulties. It would not do for me to gain a reputation for such things among my peers. I believe we could both satisfy a... hmm, urge? Longing? Interest, that we both have. I assure you; I can satisfy you much better than Kai.

He stood up, and she gulped, heart pounding, and turned her head warily as he approached. But he only laid a card on the table.

“At any rate, this place is closing for a time as I cannot trust Kai to run it any longer. I have not yet decided on his punishment, but it will be severe. I am a man who believes in strict discipline.”

He smiled faintly. “As you will learn if you dare to take a chance. Simply call that number.”

And then he walked away.

Rory peered around the corner, then grabbed her things, intending on fleeing and never returning. She hesitated for a moment, then snatched up the card, not even sure why she did.

It took a week of anguished thinking, fantasizing, worrying, not to mention searching for available jobs, before she could convince herself to call the number on the card. Five times her salary? Did he seriously mean that? That was more than she’d make after graduating! A lot more! Why would he pay that much?

To fuck her, of course. He’d seen her naked! He’d seen her having orgasms! He’d seen her being sodomized and loving it! How could she possibly face him ever again!?

At the same time, the thought of him doing things to her, maybe tying her up, maybe more, left her breathless. She had searched online for information on him, of course. He was a millionaire and very respectable. He didn’t seem like the kind of man who would be dangerous. Nor, of course, did she have to worry about him gossiping to anyone. At least not anyone she knew.

And the idea of... of giving herself to him... of letting him do what he wanted with her was... scalding! Terrifying, too, of course, but the idea was so tempting she knew she would always regret it if she didn’t try.

He gave her an address downtown. She changed her mind multiple times and argued with herself even as she travelled there. It was a tall building, and her heart pounded as she walked inside. She went to the elevator and took it up to the forty-fifth floor and got off.

An Asian woman sat behind a counter. She was beautiful, with black bangs much like Rory’s.

“I’m uhm, I have an appointment with Mister Liu,” she said, blushing a little.

The woman picked up a phone and said something in Chinese, then put it down and nodded to her.

“Turn right at the end of the hall,” she said, pointing.

Rory thanked her and headed to the left, then turned right and walked to the end, heart thumping furiously. Every other step, she considered stopping, turning, going home. She hesitated at a stairwell. She could just go downstairs and forget it all.

She continued and knocked on the door. There was no answer, so she turned the knob and walked in.

This was an outer office, with comfortable chairs, an aquarium, soft music, and a U-shaped desk with a large cabinet behind it occupied by another Asian girl. This one was younger, her long, dark hair parted in the middle and flowing perfectly down her face and over her shoulders.

She smiled at Rory.

“Go right in,” she said.

Rory’s face reddened further. The girl had a knowing look on her face. Surely, Mr. Liu hadn’t told her?! And if he had a girl like this, why would he want her!?

She went to the inner door and opened it, then walked inside. This was a much larger office, with an enormous desk sitting in front of a large bookcase. There was a table on one side of the room, a sofa and a table on the other.

Mr. Liu smiled as he stood up and came around the desk.

“I’m glad you decided to give the job a try,” he said with a smile.

“Uhm, uh, well, uhm, I uhm...”

“Take off your clothes.”

The words hit her like a blow, and she could hardly breathe for a moment.

“Kai says you’re an extremely intelligent young lady,” he said. “So, you had to know that my interest in you is primarily sexual. And what you seek is not a boyfriend, but someone to dominate you and give you pleasure. So, flattery and persuasion are not what you are looking for.”

Rory stood still, frozen.

“Of course, this is new to you,” he said. “You’re used to seduction and flattery, and only appearing to grudgingly give way so as to not be seen as a slut. But my culture is more direct about such things. We both want the same thing, after all.”

“I... I don’t see you getting undressed,” she gulped.

He smiled. “No, because I am the one to give orders and you are the one to take them. Those are our proper roles, yes?”

“I... I’m... this... I mean... uh –.”

He nodded almost absently, then his eyes narrowed.

“Put your hands behind your head,” he said in a low but stern voice.

Rory hesitated, her pulse racing, then brought her hands up behind her head.

“Feet apart!” he almost barked at her.

She shifted her feet apart.

“Do not move,” he growled.

She had dressed with care today. She had worn one of her few skirts and a button-down blouse that wasn’t silk but resembled it. His fingers went to the top button and undid it. He waited, then undid the second. His hands dropped down the center of her body, then, and around to her side. He undid the clip on the side of the skirt, then slowly drew the zipper down.

Rory’s heart was beating like a drum as the skirt loosened around her waist and then slid down her legs.

“Keep your hands where they are and step out of your skirt.

She hesitated again, then, almost trembling with tension, stepped out of the skirt.

He looked her up and down, then unbuttoned her blouse completely and pushed it back to reveal the black lace bra she had worn for today. She had a matching thong, as well, and his eyes flicked up and down before pushing the blouse over her shoulders.

“Drop your arms to your sides.”

She obeyed, hardly able to breathe as the blouse slid down her arms and off.

He moved behind her and unclipped the bra, then yanked the thong down, as well.

Now Rory froze, unable to breathe at all as he pulled the bra off her.

“Step out of the thong.”

Dazed, face burning, she obeyed, and his hand suddenly went to her throat.

She gasped, grabbing at his wrist, but it was thick and powerful.

“Hands behind head,” he barked.

Moaning, she obeyed.

“I am a man who likes to dominate lovely young things during sex,” he said. “You are a lovely young thing who seeks to be dominated. Spread your legs.”

He barked the last few words at her, startling the red-faced girl, and she shifted her feet wider on the soft carpet.

He leaned in so that his lips were next to her ear. “Do you have self-discipline, girl?” he half-whispered.

“I-I... yes,” she gulped.

“Then you will not move. At. All.”

He moved back and then examined her.

Rory stood as still as she could, staring straight ahead, unable to look at him, horribly embarrassed, and yet gripped by a strange, dark sense of breathless anticipation.

“Lovely,” he said. 

His eyes slid over her body as she stood there in all her naked glory, and Rory was struggling to not jerk her arms around and cover herself. To stand here like this in front of a strange man was shocking and outrageous!

And yet, a dark, wild thrill of excitement made her chest so tight, she had to fight to breathe.

“Why did you not return to Ireland after school ended, girl?”

“I-I.. I wanted to... to make money for next year.”

“There are no jobs in Ireland?”

“Not where I live. I’d have to go to Dublin, and I have no contacts or anything, so why not stay here?”

“Your family?”

It was bizarre to stand here like this, naked and flaunting herself while having a seemingly ordinary conversation!

“My parents died years ago. I live with my aunt and uncle. They won’t miss me.”

He stepped forward again, then let two fingers slide along her lower lip before pushing forward. 

Rory hesitated, then eased her lips uncertainly open enough for him to slide his fingers in and along her tongue.

“Lick.”

Pulse racing, she licked at his fingers as they slid slowly in and out.

He slid them out completely, his other hand coming up around her throat again. This time, he squeezed more, though not so much she couldn’t – with effort – breathe. He dropped the other hand down between her legs. 

His thumb and little fingers pushed open the lips of her sex, and two slick fingers found her clitoris.

Rory forgot to breathe as they rubbed her skillfully.

“Repeat after me. I will obey my master.”

The words gave her a kind of psychic jolt!

“Say them,” he hissed.

“I-I...I will... will obey my... my... Master!” she gasped.

“I will be a good sex slave to him.”

Her eyes widened, and she felt a new rush of anxiety. He didn’t mean it, really, did he!? No, of course not! He was pretending, playing a role! 

“I... I w-will be a good... sex slave to him!” she croaked, gasping for breath through his tightening hand.

“If I disobey or displease my master, I will be punished,” he said in a soft voice.

His fingers rubbed faster, and Rory moaned, her hips starting to grind instinctively back against them as a wild, animal heat took hold of her body and mind.

“If I d-disobey or displease my master, I will be punished!” she gasped.

“You will not have an orgasm without my permission, girl.”

With a shock, Rory realized she was very close to coming! 

His fingers left her, and she stood in place, panting weakly.

His fingers moved to her lips, which were parted. This time, three fingers pushed past them.

“Suck. Lick.”

She obeyed, moaning softly as she did so, while he pumped his fingers slowly in and out. He pushed them all the way to the knuckles this time. He pulled his fingers back and dropped them low.

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

She gasped but shifted her feet wider still. His fingers pushed into her, this time, and she blushed more hotly as she realized she was very wet. His fingers slid slowly up into her, first one, then two, then three, stretching her nicely. 

Then his thumb pressed in against her clitoris, and she let out a gasp, her hips jerking forward. 

Now his fingers pressed against the front wall of her sex as his thumb squeezed her clitoris down towards them. Her breathing got harder even though he hadn’t tightened his grip on her throat.

“Beg,” he whispered.

Rory panted weakly.

“Beg,” he whispered again.

“Please!” she gasped.

“Beg me to let you come.”

She shuddered.

“Please let me come,” she moaned.

“You forgot to say master.”

“P-Please let me come, Master!” she gasped.

“No. You must resist.”

Rory moaned again, trying to keep her hips still as his fingers rubbed against the front wall of her sex and his thumb swept back and forth across her clitoris.

“Please!” she moaned.

“Say please may I come, master.”

“Please may I come, Master.”

“No.”

“Oh!”

She tried to think of the most unsexy things she could, to resist the buildup of heat, hunger, and need in her body – and mind. 

“Say please may this slave orgasm, master.”

“Please may this slave orgasm, Master!?” she croaked, her head pounding.

“No.”

He drew his fingers out of her, then pushed them into her mouth.

Moaning, she sucked and licked at them again.

He pulled his fingers free and released her. 

“Go to that cabinet,” he said, pointing. “Take out what you find and put it on.”

Blinking, gasping weakly, Rory turned her head and then walked shakily across to the cabinet and pulled open the drawer. Inside, she found a pair of shoes, sexy black stilettos. She examined them and saw to her surprise that they were her size.

She pulled off her own high heels and slipped her feet into the new ones, then, blushing, bent way over to fasten the straps around her ankles. She stood up, feeling taller, for the heels were at least five inches high.

The next thing in the cabinet was a leather bondage collar. She’d seen them on the internet, and picked it out with a sense of wonder, her fingers caressing the soft leather. It had a metal plate on the front with a large O-ring dangling from it. There was a smaller metal plate on the back with a ring.

She placed it around her neck and slid the tongue into the buckle, then fastened it. 

There were two matching leather restraints, and she took them out and put them on, wondering all the time what she was doing and why she was crazy enough to be doing it.

The last item was a black ball with a black cord going through its middle. She knew what this was, too. Again, from the internet. Moaning softly, she picked it up and opened her mouth wide, then slowly pushed the ball in. It wasn’t easy, but she got it through, then drew the cords across her cheeks and in behind her head, fastening them together.

She turned, her mind churning, her body thrumming with sexual electricity.

“Come to me.”

She walked unsteadily across the carpet in the stiletto heels and stood before him, chest heaving.

“Hands behind your neck.”

She obeyed.

“Turn around.”

She turned, and he gripped her wrists, then fastened the restraints to the ring on the back of the collar. He gripped her hair and used it to guide her towards the wall, pressing her face and chest against it.

“Push your hips back. More.”

She obeyed, trembling.

“You are a very bad girl,” he said.

He opened another cabinet and took from it a short, thin, flexible length of leather.

“Bad girls must be punished,” he said.

Crack!

Rory cried out as the thin leather cut across her buttocks. It was thinner and had less weight than the belt Kai used, but the sting was sharp. 

“Push your hips back further.”

Moaning, she obeyed, her breasts mashed against the wall as the switch cut across her bottom again, then again and again.

“Bad girl,” he said. “Bad girls must be disciplined.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Spread your legs.”

Dazed, she obeyed, and she felt something rubbing against her, something not his fingers, something that slid up and down along the tight, moist line of her sex. It pushed harder and harder until it spread her apart, then rode up across her clitoris repeatedly.

Her body felt electric! 

It drew back, and she felt the pressure against her growing, forcing her in and apart. Her breasts throbbed against the wall, her nipples tingling as what had to be his cock pushed up inside her.

She hadn’t allowed Kai to use her pussy. It hadn’t occurred to her to forbid this man. And now it slid into her, thick and warm and slick as it pushed deeper and deeper. She felt his hands on her hips, then, and he began to thrust, slowly, then faster, using longer strokes.

By the time his hips were slapping against her outthrust buttocks, she could barely restrain herself. She ground her breasts against the wall and rolled her hips back desperately.

“Do not move,” he growled.

She halted, gasping, moaning around the ball in her mouth. Her body shuddered to the repeated impact of his hips against her bottom, and she started to push back again, overcome by passion and need. His left hand came up under her throat and squeezed. His right slid over her hip and down her abdomen.

“You may not orgasm without permission,” he said.

His fingers started to rub her clitoris as he thrust harder, and the orgasm exploded within her. Rory cried out in pleasure, her hips rutting back violently against his hips, desperate to impale herself on his big cock. The pleasure howled through her like a storm, shattering her inhibitions, sweeping aside all cares and concerns, all thoughts and interests.

None of it had any value compared to the storm of sensation screaming up through her overloaded nervous system.

Her legs grew rubbery, her mind drunk on pleasure and heat. She felt his cock slip out of her as she sank to her knees against the wall.

“You have disobeyed me by moving and by having an orgasm without permission,” he growled.

He gathered in her hair, and she cried out dazedly as he forced her to rise onto her wobbly feet.

“You must be punished so that you can learn self-discipline.”

He pulled her back from the wall and turned her around, scowling at her. 

“You will learn to obey your master, slave.”

Rory could only gulp in air, her chest heaving as he moved to the cabinet. He came back with a short, handled whip of some kind. Instead of one long, thin strap, it had dozens of very thin black... strings, they looked like shiny black shoe laces.

She looked at them anxiously as he glowered at her, then moved behind her. A moment later, he brought a black silk scarf folded several times across her head and down over her eyes, drawing it behind her head and tying it in place.

Then she felt something pushed into her right ear, and then her left ear. They felt like earbuds. And sure enough, she heard soft music playing. Above that, female moans of pleasure could be heard. She felt something wrapped around her left ankle, and then it was pulled wider. A moment later, the same thing happened to her right. They seemed to be tied in place to... something, keeping her in position.

She felt the lips of her sex parted, then a tongue began to lick her. Rory was not entirely unfamiliar with receiving oral sex, but usually, it was given reluctantly and without much enthusiasm – or skill. This was different. This was... very knowing, very skillful.

She could neither see nor hear what was happening. Only her sense of touch informed her, and the tongue and lips on her clitoris sent waves of heat and pleasure up through her body. Her hips began to roll helplessly against it, and then something else pushed against her.

This was soft but hard at the same time. It was slick and warm and very thick, and it slowly pushed its way up into her body, pumping slowly and twisting from side to side. It wasn’t him. She knew that. It felt artificial, like some kind of sex toy, but a very well-made one. This was certainly no cheap piece of plastic.

It pushed very deep, filling her up. And then it began to vibrate.

Rory shuddered, her hips twisting from side to side. The sensation was too powerful, overloading her nerve endings. 

Crack!

She felt the thin switch cut across her bottom and knew that made her move. She tried to keep herself still, but it was impossible.

Crack!

She moaned into the gag, the conflicting sensations of pleasure and pain churning within her. The pleasure, however, was far more intense.

Something pushed against her back opening. She had not worn a butt-plug here, but whatever was being pushed into her, he had patience, dipping and pulling back, turning and pushing and pulling back again. Slowly, it worked its way up higher as her swollen clitoris throbbed with pleasure. She felt lips around it, sucking hungrily, and her hips ground feverishly against them.

Crack!

She shuddered, and then her eyes widened beneath the blindfold. She had just realized that Liu could not be licking her pussy and smacking her bottom at the same time. Her legs jerked against the bindings but were held firmly in place. Then hands gripped her thighs firmly – small hands – soft hands. 

They were not a man’s hands!

It had to be the girl at the desk in the outer office!

Her face heated again, her mind sputtering with embarrassment and confusion, with uncertainty and anxiety.

A part of her felt she ought to be horrified. But when she’d agreed to sex with Liu, who was a complete stranger, why should it matter to her that his secretary was also involved? True, she’d never had a lot to do with girls and sex, but it wasn’t like she hadn’t considered it, played around with the idea of what it would be like, considered experimenting.

And if she’d suspected another girl could perform oral sex on her this well, she’d have done more than merely considered it.

She reminded herself that no one she knew would have any idea of what transpired here.

Besides, sex slaves didn’t have much of a say in who used their bodies.

That thought sent a wicked thrill through her, and she shuddered. The idea was scary hot, dark, and outrageous, edgy and thrilling. She was in an office in a modern office-building downtown! Such things didn’t happen here!

But she could imagine they did, especially robbed of sight and sound. She could be anywhere! Perhaps she had been kidnapped to a brothel in Chinatown! Or taken to China! She could be a poor, virginal, innocent tourist kidnapped by cruel, lust-crazed Orientals!

The thing pushing up into her bottom was another sex toy, she decided. But why? She was sure Liu hadn’t finished when he’d pulled out of her. Why wasn’t he thrusting himself into her even now? Surely, he didn’t prefer to just sit and watch!

She was starting to get used to the vibrations now, and the contrast between them and the warm tongue licking at her was amazing.

The moans she was hearing in her ears got softer, and suddenly, she heard Liu’s voice coming through them.

“You may not climax without permission,” he said sternly. “Beg for permission.”

How could she do any such thing when she was gagged, she wondered dazedly.

The tongue came off her clitoris and licked its way up her body. She felt a soft hand squeezing and caressing her left breast as the tongue circled her right nipple. Then lips came down around it, and she felt suction, a rhythmic sucking as the tongue swept back and forth across her tingling little button.

Suddenly, she felt the impact of what had to be the little flog across her back. She cried out, startled by the sudden crackling of sensation as dozens of tiny stings erupted across her back.

“Beg, slave!” he growled.

But I’m gagged! she thought anxiously.

The flog cut across her back again, and again, harder now, the stings sharper.

“Please!” she cried, the word largely unintelligible due to the gag.

She felt soft fingers on her clitoris, rubbing steadily, and shuddered, her hips grinding eagerly against them as sensations raced up her body.

“Beg slave!”

The flog cut across her back again, lower this time, and she cried out at the stings, her upper body twisting and trying to turn away.

“Elbows back, slave!”

The flog cut across her back again, and then again.

“Elbows back, slave!”

She jerked her elbows back, panting and moaning.

“Beg, slave!”

“Please!” she cried.

Her body was thrumming with energy, a wild passion turning through her mind. Her ankles pulled helplessly against their bindings, and the flog cut across her back again.

I’m losing my mind, she thought wildly.

“Beg for your orgasm, slave.”

“Please may I come, Master!” she cried.

Again, the words were largely unintelligible, but he seemed to hear what he wanted.

“Again.”

“Please may I come, Master!”

“Again, slave.”

“Please may I come, Master!” she gasped.

She felt the lips moving down her body again, then the tongue at her clitoris. At the same time, the vibrator moved slowly in and out, then pulled out altogether. She felt momentarily vacant, and then what had to be Liu’s cock pushed up into her from behind.

She was glad she was gagged. Saying something that degrading in front of a stranger made her cringe, let alone doing it in front of two! But the idea of saying it was desperately exciting in a forbidden sort of way.

A sex slave! As if I was a sex slave! she thought excitedly.

His cock pushed up deep, until she felt his hips, still clothed, against her buttocks. His hands came around her body, squeezing and fondling her breasts. The difference between them and the earlier ones was very easy to feel. His hands were bigger and rougher.

He’s fucking me while she’s right here! 

She’d never imagined having sex in front of someone who watched, before, at least, not as something edgy and exciting!

The girl moved away, and Rory had no idea where she was or if she was still there. Lie pulled back on her hair, forcing her back to arch more, and bit softly into the nape of her neck.

“Sex slave,” he growled into her ear.

His hands left her breasts, gripping her hair again, pulling back. Then one curved over her hip and down between her legs, fingering her clitoris as he thrust into her with short, sharp strokes.

Rory pictured herself just standing there in the middle of the floor with him behind, fucking her, using her, in front of the cool, sleek Chinese girl. It made her even more self-conscious – and even more aroused. It was so outrageous, so insane, so dark!

“Beg, slave.”

“Please may I come, Master!” she moaned around the gag.

His fingers rubbed harder, and she ground her hips against them.

She was starting to thrust herself back against him now, moaning and shuddering as the strength of the passion and excitement burned away at her mind.

The hand in her hair undid the cord holding the ball gag in place. Then it reached around and pulled it free.

“Beg, slave!” he growled.

Rory’s mind shrank from saying it out loud.

And then she felt the thin laces come down across her taut breasts with a crackle of stings.

“Ah! Oh, please!” she cried.

Crack!

“Ah! Please!”

Crack!

“Oh! Oh!”

Crack!

“Say please master.”

“Please, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

Her breasts were starting to burn from the repeated blows. It was true that there was little weight to the tiny laces, but there were a lot of them, and her flesh there was extremely sensitive.

It wasn’t him! It had to be the girl, she thought wildly, the Chinese girl was whipping her breasts!

“Beg for your orgasm, slave,” he growled.

I can’t say that! Rory thought wildly, not in front of this girl! I don’t even know her name!

Crack!

“Ahh! Please, Master!”

“You should say mistress,” he said, chewing on her earlobe.

Mistress!? Here was another jaw-dropping idea.

Crack!

Rory cried out again, her breasts hot.

“Call me Mistress, slave,” she heard the woman say with a sneer.

Rory’s mind cringed away from that! But her mind was spinning and confused, beset by wild sensations and emotions.

“Slave bitch,” the girl said in accented English, clearly closer now. “I make you come without permission so I can whip your big breasts more!”

She felt the girl’s fingers rolling her nipple, felt her mouth on her other nipple, and shuddered, her hips grinding frantically as Lieu continued to drive his cock into her from behind and rub her clitoris.

“Please may I come, Master!” she cried.

“Again, slave!”

“Please may I come, Master!” she exclaimed more desperately, feeling the rising heat.

“You may come, slave.”

Rory felt a wave of relief, and then the orgasm blasted through her mind, and she jerked convulsively, her muscles spasming violently as her mind was drowned in pleasure. She cried out, her mouth wide, a long, gurgling wail of pleasure that got louder and louder as the orgasm continued.

The girl drew back, and now the flog cut across her breasts again, hard and fast, while Rory cried out again and again and rammed herself back against Lieu’s cock.

Her ankles were released, and a firm hand in her hair forced her to her knees, then bent her over.

“Lick. Suck.”

Her lips were pressed against something soft and fleshy. She recognized it. It was his cock, his balls. She gasped as her head was controlled by a firm grip on her hair, her lips pressed against his balls. She licked them and took them into her mouth as she felt hands on her thighs, and was slapped across the bottom.

“Slave bitch,” she heard the girl say from behind her.

The vibrator pushed up inside her again, and she moaned helplessly.

I can’t believe this is happening! she thought wildly.

The vibrator started up, and then hands gripped her thighs, pulling her hips downward, down against the girl’s mouth! She must be lying on the floor with her head between my legs! she thought in amazement.

She felt male hands kneading her aching breasts, rolling her nipples.

“Suck, slave.”

She moaned and obeyed, licking and sucking his balls as the girl licked her clitoris.

Then his cock pushed into her mouth. It was soft, but hardened quickly as she licked and sucked. Until he pulled up on her hair.

“Beg to be my sex slave,” he growled. “Say it, slave.”

Rory moaned helplessly and then felt her nipple pinched.

“Oh! Please!”

“I do not hear you if you do not call me master.”

“Please, Master!”

“Beg to be my sex slave.”

She felt the girl pumping the vibrator in and out as she licked.

“Please may I be your sex slave, Master!” she half-whispered.

He twisted her nipple. “Louder, slave!”

“Please may I be your sex slave, Master!” she cried.

“Will you obey your master, slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“We shall see,” he said in a stern voice.

He pushed her back, and then she felt the girl’s hands on her arms, turning her aside. The wrist restraints were unclipped from the ring at the back of the collar.

“Get on all fours,” the girl snapped.

Panting, moaning, she did.

“Crawl forward, slave bitch,” the girl snapped.

Cringing inside, she did.

“Stop! Put your chin on the floor. Keep your bottom high.”

Rory hesitated, then yelped as the switch cut across her buttocks.

“Obey, slut!”

She dropped to her elbows, then lowered her breasts to the floor.

“Arms straight out to the sides. Pull your legs in tighter to your belly.”

She obeyed, anxious to avoid another stinging blow.

“Now spread your legs, slut.”

This was humiliating! And yet, a sense of awe gripped Rory’s mind, amazed at how dark and kinky and wicked it was. The blindfold was yanked off her eyes, and she blinked against the light, staring at the rug before her. 

“Beg your mistress to use your whore body,” the girl said, taunting her.

“Wh-what?”

Crack!

“Obey, slave!”

She felt fingers rubbing her throbbing clitoris.

“Please... please use my... my whore body... Mistress,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Louder, slave!”

Liu walked over to stand before her, his shiny black shoes inches in front of her nose.

“Please use my... my... my whore body, Mistress!” she gasped.

She felt the dildo pulled slowly up and almost out of her bottom. Then it thrust into her again, deeper. And this time she felt bare skin against her buttocks! The dildo began to move in and out, in and out, and always soft, warm, bare skin pressed against her.

The girl was wearing the dildo somehow, like one of those strap-on things she’d seen on the internet!

She felt the unreality of it all, the awe, and shuddered as the girl’s hips began to slap against her buttocks. She cried out as the girl gripped her hair and yanked it back.

“Slave bitch,” she taunted her.

Rory’s body flared with heat. She felt her resistance and inhibitions melting away, felt herself sinking into the dark fantasy she’d half created herself, her defenses fading. She gasped and moaned and grunted as the girl sodomized her, as the vibrator buzzed, as her breasts were ground against the carpet below.

The girl leaned over her, then, and she felt small, hard breasts against her back as the girl’s hand pushed in under her raised hips. She gasped as fingers found her clitoris.

“Sex slave,” the girl taunted, her breath now coming down on her shoulder, and then on the nape of her neck.

“Show your loyalty and obedience to your master,” Liu ordered, his voice coming from far, far above her in more than distance.

The girl jerked on her hair, pushing her face forward as Liu pushed his foot beneath.

“Lick, slave bitch!” the girl snapped.

Oh, my God! Rory thought wonderingly.

“Obey, slave!”

Her lips were pressed to Liu’s shoe, and she cried out as her hair was twisted.

“Lick, dog!”

She licked, tentatively, at first, then just gave herself to it all, wallowing in the thought of herself as a sex slave. Her tongue licked up and down Liu’s shoe as the girl drove the dildo into her with hard thrusts and rubbed her clitoris.

She came, but this time, the orgasm was smaller and faded faster. It did little to rob her of the sexual energy within her, though. And she came again, shockingly quickly, then again, and again, crying out and trembling with the wild rush of emotions and sensations. 

Her lips and tongue moved dazedly across Liu’s shoe, and when he raised it up on its heel and showed her the underside, and the girl twisted her hair to jerk her head back, she licked at that too.

The girl eased back, releasing her hair, then jerked her arms back behind her back and fastened the restraints together just above her buttocks. Liu moved away, and the girl drew back, pulling the dildo half out of her, then thrusting it back again – detached now from her body, Rory realized.

“Crawl, slave,” she ordered. 

It was more like stumbling forward on her knees as the girl jerked on her hair, but she finally saw the girl as she sat down in one of the visitors’ chairs. 

She had a firm, petite body, naked now, as she spread her legs and pulled Rory’s mouth down onto her naked sex.

Liu moved behind her, drew the vibrator out, and thrust himself home in her pussy.

Rory licked, any sense of defiance shattered by multiple orgasms that left her dazed and gasping for breath. The girl reached down to fondle her breast as Liu’s hips began to hit her buttocks with more authority. 

“Please your mistress, slut,” the girl taunted her.

I am an absolute slut for doing this, Rory thought weakly. 

But at least no one knew it!

Here, she could be a slut without consequences. And do whatever she wanted, whatever wild, edgy thing brought her pleasure. And get paid for it!

She licked as the two of them mauled her breasts, as they used her body, as the heat rose again within her. And then she came – again!

She did not go home. After letting her dress, Liu sent her off with Ming to be brought back to his apartment for further “instructions” in her duties.

Rory would rather have gone home to give her mind time to process the incredible things she’d just experienced, but there was no refusing Liu. Besides, he said he would also pay her for her first week of work. In cash!

And at five times her salary at the repair shop, that would be a lot of money! Well, to Rory. Liu was obviously rich. Rory would have liked to be rich, but knew the idea was absurd. But if she got paid this much all summer, she would certainly feel rich by the time school started again in the fall.

The girl was shorter than her, but walked very precisely, her high heels clicking on the floor as Rory followed. Rory felt daunted in her presence, daunted by her perfect sense of assurance and self-confidence. Rory had none of that herself. She felt nervous and unsure, wary of what the girl would do. She was also subdued in her presence because, after all, she had completely degraded herself in front of her. The girl must think she was nothing but a brainless, weak-willed whore. She had let herself be pushed around in a way she never would have accepted from another girl.

Of course, she allowed it with Kai, but only for her own sexual gratification. He was a guy, anyway. But allowing it from a girl not that much older than her made her feel very, very guilty and cheap for letting herself be so... degraded. She had licked a man’s foot and begged to be allowed to have an orgasm, and Ming had sodomized her and made her come!

That made her feel utterly degraded!

It was one thing to submit to a big, strong man, but another to submit to a short, skinny girl not much older than her!

She would have to find some way of showing the girl she was a lot better than that, a lot stronger.

Perhaps when they got to Liu’s place.
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See part two: Rory’s Training
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Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me and have patience: writeargus@gmail.com
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Molly’s Black Master (Molly’s Black Masters series) Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl can survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president.  was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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Out of Uniform: Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive! 
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Ariana’s Dad: Kaylee somehow winds up in a scorching hot affair with her friend’s father! Mister Christian had always been a disciplinarian, and it turned out he was even more of one in sex! In short order she experiences not just bondage, but her first spanking! Not to mention further discipline as he draws her into what she thinks of as an edgy game of slavery. Then Mrs. Christian arrives and the heat level turns up several notches, as does the discipline!
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Taylor’s New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
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Nerd Girls: Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy! 
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Trained: Olivia is taking a late train home when a handsome man accosts her, accusing her of being far too beautiful to be taking the train. Much to her astonishment, Olivia finds herself easily seduced into a wickedly dangerous liaison right there on the darkened platform, with other people nearby, he manages to tie her wrists to the post above her, strip her naked, and take her then and there! After multiple orgasms, she is tied up and, wearing nothing but her rain poncho, helped onto the train for a wild and crazy trip home.
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The Temporary Harem Girl: It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
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Owned by Mister Trask: When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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