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I care about my
looks, about my image, about how the world sees me. Probably too
much. It probably indicates some basic insecurities. I mean, I
didn’t take any liberal arts courses in school, no psychology
stuff, because I was busy in my computer tech classes, but I know
at least a little about almost everything, and it doesn’t take a
genius to figure out that if you care that much for your appearance
you’re insecure.

Not that I’m
entirely vain. I don’t want to make you think I’m some kind of
bimbo who agonizes over her looks and spends forever in the
bathroom, because I’m not. I wear no makeup to speak of – which
isn’t much to brag about when you’re twenty two and have great
skin, I know. But I like to look good, and like to wear nice
clothes that flatter my body.

Nobody really dressed up for work, though. It
just didn’t have that kind of atmosphere. Even the managers and
bosses tended to wear t-shirts and sweatshirts and jeans. I think
that, for some of t hem, this atmosphere of camaraderie and boyish
playfulness went against the grain, but the salaries were good, so
they pretended to like it.

So I quickly realized my stylish sweater
dresses were out of place and switched to T-shirts and jeans -
mostly. There was a part of me that kind of liked to dress up
sometimes, and I did pay a lot for the sweater dresses. So I wore
them ever now and then, especially if there was a meeting of some
kind.

When I first started, it soon became obvious
that there were very few women working there. Instead the place was
full of geek boys and their toys. Some of the geek boys were in
their thirties and forties, with masters degrees in computer
engineering, but they were still geeks at heart, and still
fascinated by almost any kind of tech toy or gadget.

And, need I add it, by women, as well,
particularly women like me, who were, like I said, kind of
attractive. In my form-fitting faded jeans and t-shirts I got an
awful lot of admiring looks, and almost child-like, well, maybe
that adolescent like attention.

Honestly, it was sometimes like the average
age of the men I worked with was fourteen rather than probably
thirty. Most of them were socially adept enough to not stare like
dogs at a steak, but every single guy who passed me looked at me,
and any time I went anywhere the eyes of every guy I passed was on
me.

If I actually stopped at someone’s desk to
talk to them, it was like, well, they’d drop everything, often
fumbling it onto the floor, like some star struck adolescent boy
confronted by a girl in a bikini or something. It was charming, in
a way, flattering, and sometimes unnerving. They weren’t actually
deliberately rude, but I’ll tell you, if I was the type to be
filing sexual harassment charges I’d have had a whole file drawer
of complaints working with those geeks.

It didn’t really matter what I wore, either.
I could wear loose overalls and sweatshirts and they still stared.
Well, I couldn’t cover up my face and not walk into things, and
they knew that whatever I wore, I had a figure underneath. And
every one of them had a very good imagination - or they wouldn’t be
working there.

One of the problems I had was that my job was
to fix computers. It was your basic low level stuff. I mean, unlike
them, I didn’t have any masters degree in engineering. All I had
was a computer science diploma from the local community college. I
had a knack, though, and I have to admit that computers and gadgets
fascinated me, too, if not to quite the same degree as the
boys.

So anyway, the problem was that in a quiet
moment I did some stats, and compared them to the previous year,
and I discovered that the requests for service had tripled since
the previous year, so I went to my team leader, Theresa, and showed
them to her, wondering if I’d stumbled on some kind of major fault
in our server or the computers we were now buying. She just
smiled.

Theresa – never
Terry – was a slim, dark haired Italian woman in her mid thirties
with glasses and dark, collar length hair which sort of curled
forward at about the jaw line. She was as nerdy, I think, as the
rest of them here. She always dressed quite nicely, though, but
with somewhat more panache.

She wore more
skirts and tops, and no sweatshirts, but at the same time wasn’t
above leather pants and colourful vests. She was also one of the
few women who wore high heels nearly every day, and I’m talking
about three inch stiletto heels on pointy black boots and shoes.
Yet she managed to carry it off easily.

She was very
smart, and could have been a schoolteacher with that look, but a
sexy one. She was one of those women that people wonder about, you
know? I mean, I have a mostly wholesome, elfin look, but she looked
so…. like maybe she went home and got out the whips and chains?

She was a
soft-spoken woman, and we got along quite well. I’d never really
even suspected there was a hint of sexuality in our relationship,
that is, that she ever looked at me as anything more than a junior
colleague

“It’s because we hired you to service their
computers,” she said.

I stared at her in confusion. “pardon?”

“You’re hot. You’re a girl. They like calling
you to come and fix their computers.

“You mean they’re making stuff up?” I asked
indignantly.

She giggled a little. “I wouldn’t be
surprised, but no, that’s not it. See, all of those guys out there
are uber geeks. When something goes wrong, they tend to fix it
themselves. But they’re not techs, really, they’re software guys.
Oh they know tech, but they tend to overcomplicate everything.

“I mean, they have a small fault in a hard
drive, they’ll spend all afternoon scanning it and trying to repair
it, where a tech would simply replace the thing and throw it out.
They fixate on little problems and can spend hours trying to figure
them out.”

She sat forward at her desk and smiled at me.
“We don’t want them doing that. We pay them a great deal of money
to develop software and games. We don’t want them diverted by
trying to diagnose and fix an operating system flaw when we ought
to simply be rebooting the damned things. When tried telling them
this, but they’re like children out there.” She waved her arms in
mild irritation. “And they’re so stupidly arrogant about their
computer skills they wouldn’t call Roger to come and fix something
because they just KNEW they could fix it themselves.”

She shrugged and folded her arms under her
breasts. “So we hired a hot child to do the tech support. Now they
call you when there’s a problem, just to have the chance to talk to
you.”

“That’s ridiculous!”

“I know, but they’re kind of a ridiculous
bunch.”

“So you hired me for my looks!?”

“Not entirely. We needed someone technically
capable, as well. If you couldn’t actually fix the damned things
you wouldn’t be much use to us, now would you?”

“Do they know that’s why you hired me?”

“Oh God no, they just think they got lucky.
Now there’s a hot babe wandering around the office who can admire
them for their brilliant uber-geek skills. And they don’t need a
translator to talk to her! She understands geek speak!”

She laughed in delight while I shook my head,
bemused.

“So maybe I should dress like a hooters
girl,” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“God no, we’d never get any work done around
here. You’re pretty enough it doesn’t matter what you wear. They
even stare at me!”

“You’re pretty,” I said.

“Oh please.”

“You are.”

Oh I’m sure they have lots of dirty little
fantasies about me, but I’m thirty-six and married. You’re fresh
meat,” she said, grinning. “And you look like an Anime
character.”

“I do not!” I said, scowling.

“Theresa laughed softly. “Well, no, even your
eyes aren’t THAT big. But you do have big blue eyes, that thick,
glossy hair and a cute little button nose. Not to mention that
bod.”

She let her eyes flick up and down as she
grinned at me and I blushed a little.

I was wearing jeans which were – well, not
tight, but form-fitting, and a t-shirt which was not tight but –
well – it was form fitting, okay. Hey, I wasn’t dressed slutty or
anything. I just looked good in them. My breasts are not huge, by
any means. But my thirty-six Cs certainly, uhm, noticeable.

“Just act normal, do your job, tolerate their
social backwardness, and learn. You’re pretty smart, and pretty
imaginative. Some of the ideas you’ve mentioned to the guys sound
pretty good. You don’t have their background education, but
experience makes up for a lot, and you could be helping them
develop games one day.”

“You think so?” I said, pleased.

“These guys are super protective of all their
little ideas and projects - with other geek guys, but there ere
aren’t many of them who would turn down the offer of help from
you,” she said with a knowing smirk.

I rolled my eyes.

“Just think of them as a bunch of high school
boys, and treat them the same way.”

“High school boys are pigs,” I said.

“Exactly,” she said, smiling again.

I sighed and left her office, going back to
mine.

She and I were part of the “administration
and support” area, so we were in high cubicles. Mine was actually a
bit bigger than hers because I had extra counter space to work on
computers and do installs.

Most of the rest of the two floors which made
up our division were the software developers, and except for the
team leaders in their private, walled offices, everyone else was in
smaller cubicles, with much lower partitions so they could see and
talk to each other.

The gamer developers area was on the west
side of the second floor. It had a different décor than the rest of
the building. They were like a bunch of kids, after all - except
maybe they didn’t have very good social skills.

Well, some of them didn’t. Anyway, the
difference about this area was that whenever I had to go over there
I felt like I was on stage. They didn’t - outright - stare at me,
but everyone looked at me - repeatedly. You know, in that look at
her, look away thing guys do when they don’t want to be rude - or
get aught staring?

Theresa’s explanation about why I’d been
hired had made me more self-conscious around them, even though I
understood her reasons and they made sense. They were even quite
clever, to be honest. But it still made me feel like I was some
kind of entertainment package for all the uber geeks here.

So I kind of felt like I was on stage, you
know, self-conscious every time I bent over – which I had to do
often enough because of all the cables under desks, and the fact
many of the computers were under desks. I was aware, more aware
than usual, of the way my breasts strained against the thin fabric
of my T-shirt whenever I arched my back a little, or how my little
T-shirt pulled up to reveal my bare belly whenever I had to reach
up to something higher.

It was weird. I wasn’t attracted to any of
these men, but the idea began to take hold in my head that they
were all lusting after me, that every time they saw me they were
undressing me with their eyes and imagining all sorts of filthy
things with me and them. Partly, that grossed me out. But it also
appealed to my ego, an ego I rarely thought much about but which
was that part of me that really liked to be thought of as
attractive.

I won’t say it exactly made me horny, but,
well, it did make me kind of sexually aware and gave me a kind of
exciting little ego stroke whenever I noticed one of them looking
at me throughout the day. I even caught myself sometimes wanting to
pose in a certain way, like bend over where someone could see or
yawn and stretch – like a nasty little cock tease! But I stopped
myself in time.

Mostly.

Here’s the weird thing, though. This sort of
thinking, the excitement it gave me, did wind up leading to a hot,
nasty sexual affair, but not with any of them.

Over the following several days I kept
thinking about it. I’d like to say it didn’t influence how I
behaved, or my dress choices, but who knows. I know I kind of got
off on the attention.

Anyway, one day, shortly after our little
talk, I had planned to spend much of the day in my office, doing
the paperwork I had let lapse, and fixing a few software issues.
Since I wasn’t planning on doing much crawling around under desks I
wore one of my sweater dresses, a cute, form-fitting blue dress
which was almost the perfect shade to match both my eyes, and my
hair.

Did I mention I had blue hair? No? Okay, it
wasn’t blue. It was very, very, very black, a shining, glossy black
which fell down around my shoulders. But it had some thin blue
highlights, especially around the bangs. I was kind of mutating
away from the goth look I’d had for a while into something – else –
I just didn’t know what.

So my hair was mostly very glossy, very
straight black, with bangs curving diagonally across my forehead. I
had even worn a bit of lipstick, and my black boots with stiletto
heels. The sweater dress was modest enough in length. Think of it
as a your basic ribbed turtleneck which went all the way past my
waist, almost to the knees. It was thin enough that the outlines of
even a thong would have shown through, so I didn’t wear any
panties.

And I think it
was this new – awareness – if you want to call it that, combined
with the low grade sense of purring sexual – awareness – that had
me acting a bit like a coquette, smugly and coyly aware of my
sexuality around others, and enjoying their response – which led me
into the strange, dark affair with my “team leader”.

I was in her
office, bent over, going over more figures related to the number
and types of computer breakdowns, and the kind of parts needed to
replace those which burned out.

I was leaning
over her desk as we went over it – something I did fairly commonly.
As I said, I was beside, her leaning over, pointing out some
features of the numbers and formulas. I caught her eyes flicking –
just flicking – sideways in the wrong direction. That is, instead
of to my face, to my breasts.

I thought
little of it the first time, but the second time, I felt a strange
sense of wonderment, and the third time I felt a breathlessness at
the thought Theresa was looking at my breasts. They were fairly
obvious in that sweater, especially bent over with them hanging
right next to her head, but still, she shouldn’t have had any
interest in looking there. Her eyes should have been on the
screen!

Now if she had
been a guy, and I had been in my normal mind, that is, not in this
strange state of sexual “awareness” I wouldn’t have paid it any
heed. But the boys had given me, not only a new awareness, but a
new confidence in my sexuality and attractiveness. And a
hair-trigger sense of excitement, which now had been
“triggered”.

I continued
going over the data, but watched her out of the corner of my eye,
waiting for that flicker of change in her vision, and when I caught
it I turned and smiled at her. She blushed a bit, and I
straightened. “Do you like this dress?” I asked with a coy
smile.

She licked her
lips a bit nervously, her face a little flushed. “It’s very nice,”
she said. “It sets off your hair very well.”

“You have
dark hair too,” I said. “You should wear more brighter
colors.”

“Oh I
don’t have the figure for it,” she said with a little head
shake.

“You have
a great figure,” I said. “You look very – healthy, athletic. You
must do a lot of exercise.”

“My
husband built a home gym,” she said. “I do work out. I’ve never
been able to abide weakness or flabbiness.”

“I turned
and kind of perched my bottom on the edge of the desk. This
particular sweater dress came down to about three inches above the
knee, so sitting back like that slid the hem up several inches.
Still quite modest, but – my bare legs were very close to
her.

I like to
swim,” I said.

“That’s
very good for your body,” she replied.

“We have
a backyard pool, so I can swim laps, then just lay there and bake a
little in the sun.”

“Oh I
envy you,” she sighed. “We live in a condo building. There is a
pool but it’s full of kids and seniors most of the
time.”

“Oh I
don’t think I’d like that,” I said. “I like to swim naked. It’s
very invigorating.”

“Okaaayyy,” she said. “You have to watch out, though not to
get too much sun or your skin will look like leather when you’re
forty.”

“Oh I use
a high sunscreen,” I said. “I make sure I spread it over every inch
of my body before I lay out in the sun.”

There was an –
undercurrent – to this conversation that had my pussy throbbing
softly. I was speaking in a low, somewhat throaty fashion, with a
little half smile at Theresa, who was kind of smiling vaguely back
at me, holding her coffee cup in both hands. But she set the cup
down on her desk, then, and leaned forward a bit.

“Oh
that’s good,” she said. “You have really good skin, from what I’ve
seen of it, and you’re very fair-skinned like me, so you probably
burn easily.”

And as she said
this she laid her hand on my leg, just above the knee, and stroked
it lightly.

“Yes, sun
burns aren’t the kind of heat I like,” I said.

“And what
kind of heat do you like?” she asked with a coy smile.

Our eyes met,
locked on each other, and her hand was still stroking my leg
lightly just above the knee. But now it slid slowly up, the strokes
longer, gliding along my inner thigh to the point where my skirt
lay snug against my leg, then sliding up underneath, her wrist
easing the hem up as I said there, and she sat there, and we smiled
at each other.

“You have
very soft skin,” she said, as her fingers slid up along my upper
thigh.

“You have
soft fingers,” I said breathily.

She smiled and
drew her hand back, then turned the chair slightly towards the
computer monitor. Now about these figures for March,” she said.
“Can you tell me why the southern region is so much higher?”

I was a bit
surprised, but slipped off the desk, turned around, and bent over
to look at the monitor again as I told her how the data was
collected. Then I felt her hand on the back of my leg just above
the knee, stroking, caressing, gliding gently upwards, her wrist
lifting the hem up with it as it rose. I continued to talk, keeping
my voice perfectly calm and steady as her hand slid up along my
inner thigh, raising the skirt still higher

We were in her
cubicle, by the window, as befitting her seniority. We were down a
small, dead-end aisle, with my desk across from hers, so there was
no real reason for anyone else to come down here – unless, of
course, they were looking for one of us. The next two cubicles up
the little aisle were that of Larry Plant – who was travelling on
business, and Sylvia Cardinal who was off sick.

Her hand slid
up to my pussy – and I had not worn any panties. I felt her fingers
hesitate, as if surprised, then her fingers slid through the soft
folds of my sex, and found my clit.

I shifted my
legs further apart as her fingers began to stroke along my slit,
and went silent as a surge of wild sexual passion swept through me.
Theresa began to talk about the numbers again, though, her voice
absolutely rock solid and steady even as her fingers began to do
amazing things to my pussy.

I mean, I had
been felt up before, obviously, been fingered, been licked, but
Theresa was in a class all her own compared to the guys I had had
sex with. Her fingers were more than talented, they were – expert.
And I soon had two of those long, slim fingers inside me as a third
stroked across my clit with casual perfection. My God, her fingers
were amazing!

I was having a
hard time keeping my body still. My hips kept trying to roll and
thrust back as I leaned over next to her chair, and then her other
hand rose and cupped my breast through my sweater dress, and she
sighed softly. “You have such incredible breasts,” she said in a
low voice.

Theresa wasn’t
exactly flat-chested but she was quite small breasted. I would have
replied but I was temporarily breathless.

“I think
we need a conference,” she said, drawing her hands back.
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Theresa
gathered up an armload of documents, took me by the arm, and led me
up the aisle and out into the main aisle. Because the cubicles are
fairly small, we have a number of small conference rooms on the
floor, basically just big enough for a small, round table, and four
chairs. She led me into an empty one, closed the door behind us,
locking it, then set down her documents.

An instant
later she had turned me and her lips were on mine. Her arms slid
around me, and mine almost instinctively slid around her. Her hands
slid down to my ass, kneading my buttocks through the thin fabric
of my skirt. My hands stayed on her back, for I was still more than
a little dazed by all this. And more than a little distracted by
her tongue in my mouth.

I’d kissed
girls before, but only as a kind of put-on, joking around in front
of the guys. This was the first time I’d really ever felt a woman’s
lips on me before that meant business, and Theresa was a much more
experienced woman than I was, and it showed. It was the best kiss
of my life! Her lips were incredibly soft, and moist, but not wet.
She kissed firmly, deliciously, but not harshly, her tongue flitted
and caressed, rather than just thrusting into my mouth.

Her slim body
was pressed against mine, her small, firm, high breasts pushing
against my own somewhat larger, softer orbs. My nipples were rock
hard inside the sweater dress as we stood in place, the kiss going
on and on – and on – and on! That was another thing.

Unlike men, she
had patience, was in no hurry to move on. Kissing was not something
she was getting out of the way. It wasn’t a means to an end. It was
something she clearly enjoyed – a lot.

I felt a little
flustered, like a virgin, compared to her, quite suddenly aware of
my own – I won’t call it lack of experience, but – compared to her
I was clearly the junior here in more ways than one.

Her fingers on
my ass started to pull up the material of the dress, bunching it up
higher, sliding the hem up – and up – and up, until it was raised
above my hips, and her fingers were caressing my bare bottom. The
sweater dress was made of an elastic material, so it was easily
bunched up above my hips, leaving me naked below for her hands to
caress and massage.

It was – wild –
tremblingly wild to be standing there in that little room at work,
my dress around my waist, while my lips remained pressed against
another woman’s and her hands slid over my bottom and then up my
back – up higher still.

As her hands
caressed my lower back, they raised the elastic dress higher, then
higher still as they moved, until the dress was up under my arms
and her hands were stroking and caressing my bare back, gliding up
and then down all the way to my buttocks, then back up again.

Of course, my
bra straps got in her way, so she undid them. That not only let her
slide her hands along the full length of my back, but ease them up
between us, up under where the material was still bunched up in
front, up under my bra to knead my bare breasts and rub my
incredibly hard nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

She finally
pulled her lips back from mine, gave me a mischievous smile, and
gripped the bunched up material of the dress to lift it upwards –
my arms raising automatically, before I could even think about
it.

I gasped,
blushing, shocked at myself, for here I was wearing nothing but a
bra and my shoes right at the office! People were talking to each
other right on the other side of the door!

Theresa quite
calmly slid her hands up to shoulders, pulling the straps forward
over my shoulders, despite my weak attempt at grabbing at them.
Then I was naked, and she was holding me by the arms, looking me up
and down, shaking her head. “Wow,” she whispered.

She bent,
cupped both my breasts, and lifted them up, squeezing them together
as she drew first one, then the other into her mouth and sucked.
Again, as with everything else, she showed more expertise, more
incredible, sensual ability than any man I’d been with.

Her mouth…
devoured my nipple and the surrounding flesh, her teeth nibbling
and nibbling lightly, her tongue twirling and swirling as her
fingers delicately kneaded the soft, swollen, throbbing flesh.

She eased me
back against the edge of the table, then onto it, licking and
tonguing her way lower and lower. Her hands slid down to my thighs
and abruptly jerked them up and apart as I was sitting on the edge
of the table. I moaned softly, laying back, feeling the cool wood
against the warm flesh of my back as she spread my legs wide and
her tongue traced lazily down alongside my pulsing slit, then back
up the other side.

She knelt in
front of the table, her hands on my thighs, holding my legs wide,
as her tongue slid up through my pussy, dipping and swirling, her
fingers, her thumbs, spreading my labia open as she neared my clit,
then her lips circling it, holding it, massaging it as she began to
suck gently.

Her fingers
slid into me and her tongue began to sweep across my tongue in
nimble movements which had my legs jerking, my body arching and
twisting, and my breaths coming in ragged gasps, emotion and heat
churning within me like a vortex as her mouth worked over my
intensely sensitive clit.

The wild,
insane passion was growing like a fever. I was grasping at her
head, my body twisting and arching and writhing, and several times
she paused to say “Shhh,” to me, as my gasps and moans became too
loud.

I was so
overheated, though, my body and mind crackling with sexual
electricity because of what was happening, my first woman, and
Theresa of all people, and that I was naked, and we were doing this
a little conference room right off the main aisle where people were
walking back and forth just outside…

While she knelt
there, though, Theresa was slipping off her stockings. I didn’t
notice, but suddenly she was wrapping them around my ankles, which
of course, hung over the sides of the round table. Then she paused
in her oral symphony to grasp my left hand and pull it down beneath
the table, tying it to my right ankle. I moaned weakly, pulling
feebly at the stocking, but already she was pulling my other hand
down and underneath and tying that off to her opposite ankle as
well.

Then she leaned
over my head, smiling. “I brought this just in case,” she said,
holding up a purple spongy stress ball.

She pushed it
against my open mouth, and I gasped, eyes widening, moaning as she
wedged it in, bit by bit, until it was filling my mouth entirely.
Then she returned to her ‘work” and proceeded to drive me slowly
insane.

And right
outside, no more than a couple of feet away through the thin,
uninsulated wall, people walked back and forth, chatting idly.

“… that I
don’t think that project will go forward unless the terms
are…”

“… so I
said to her, well, I like the new hair, but you have to
start…”

“…not so
bad once you learn his management style. But he’s not…”

“… have
to be very careful about what she eats with all those allergies and
…”

The orgasm hit.
It was like every muscle in my body short-circuited. I strained and
twisted and bucked violently, gurgling and moaning and letting out
soft, sobbing gasps of breath as the power of the climax howled
through my nervous system.

But Theresa was
not content with one. She continued licking, sucking, fingering me,
changing her style slightly, altering directions, stroking and
massaging and licking and sucking until I once again twisted and
writhed in helpless pleasure. The woman had a tongue like a snake!
I couldn’t believe how deep into me it could slide, or the
sensations it could rouse as it squirmed around inside me!

But of course,
it wasn’t just that. The whole scene was driving me insane with
excitement! It was so dangerous, so hot, so wild, so kinky, so
incredibly animalistic! I was fucking tied up naked across a table
in a conference room the size of a broom closet at work! Holy shit!
Holy God! This was insane! We could both be fired!

Theresa’s hands
slid up and down my body, kneading my breasts as her mouth devoured
me, as her lips massaged me, her hot breath sucked voraciously at
me, her tongue stroked and slithered and dipped and darted, and I
could hardly breath as I moaned around the makeshift ball-gag and
bucked and arched and twisted to her expert oral manipulation.

After my third
orgasm, she slid slowly upwards, tonguing my belly, my chest, my
breasts and nipples, until she was laying atop me, kissing the nape
of my neck, licking and sucking along my chin, purring at me like a
cat as she smiled down at me from a few inches away.

“Did my
little baby enjoy that?” she purred softly.

She
straightened, though her hands continued to massage my breasts,
then moved slowly, cat-like, around the table. She raised her skirt
to her hips, and drew her thin, black silk thong aside to reveal a
pussy even smoother and better shaven than my own. She spread her
legs, lowering her pussy to where my head overhung the table, and I
gasped at it, upside down as she pressed rubbed sex against my
face, then gently pulled the stress ball free, allowing me to
breath again, to gasp, to pant, to moan softly.

I felt a sudden
jarring anxiety as she manoeuvred her pussy in against my mouth. I
didn’t want to lick her pussy, and yet at the same time I wanted to
repay her for what she’d done. Even more anxiety producing – I was
an amateur, a virgin, and she was clearly very, very expert at
this. I would look like a child compared to her as tried to
pleasure her.

I had to try,
though, and licked tentatively up at her pussy

“That’s
it, baby girl,” she said in a breathy voice, “Show me what you can
do.”

That was a
challenge, and I was determined to do my best, given the nature of
her own demonstrated abilities. I thrust my tongue up towards her
clit, circling it, then stroking back and forth across it as her
hands kneaded my breasts.

I tried to
stroke my tongue across her clit in a way I felt I would have
liked, and it seemed to have some effect, for she began to grind
her hips in and out in short movements which ground her against my
mouth, but didn’t take her clit out of range of my tongue.

I licked
eagerly at her now, especially when she leaned over further,
tonguing her way up my body – or rather, down my body, and began to
lick me between the legs. Now I had an example, and tried to
emulate her motions, flicking my tongue against her clit, sucking
on it rhythmically, kissing and massaging it with my lips.

What I could
not do, because I was bound tightly, bowed back across the round
table, was tough her with my fingers. But she was under no such
restrictions, and slid two fingers deep into my pussy, pumping them
in and out as she licked.

That, shall we
say, filled me with renewed enthusiasm, and I licked earnestly at
her pussy to the best of my ability as she jammed it down with
growing pressure. I was gasping and panting, trying to keep as
quiet as possible as my sexual heat rose to consume me once again,
but Theresa seemed to sense my orgasm and jammed her pussy fully
into my face, into my mouth as I came, muffling my gasping,
gurgling moans of pleasure.

Afterwards, her
clothes all neatly in place, of course, and having checked her
hair, she leaned over me – where I was still tied, and smiled,
running her fingers over my body.

“So, baby
girl, have you had many experiences with women?” she asked
softly.

“N-No,” I
gasped.

She smiled.
“You’re so delicious to eat. I could just – eat you all up,” she
breathed, leaning forward to suckle on a nipple again.

She raised her
head, and her fingers shifted, the long nails sliding lightly over
my breasts.

“But I
have so much to teach you,” she purred. “About pleasure and -
.”

She caught a
hard little pebbly nipple between the tips of her nails and pinched
it lightly.

“ – other
things,” she said in a near whisper.

She grinned and
untied me. I straightened with a dizzy groan, for the blood had
rushed to my head while it had hung over the edge of the table. She
was waiting with the dress, though, as I sat, swaying, on the edge
of the table, pulling it over my head, lifting my arms up, pushing
them into the arms, drawing it down around my hips, then combing
out my hair with her fingers.

“This
won’t do,” she said.

She pulled it
back into a tight pony tail, and wrapped an elastic around it.

“At least
until you can get to the ladies room to brush it out,” she
said.

“Uhm,
wait,” I said, pointing to my bra on the floor.

She giggled and
bent to scoop it up. I then had to, of course, strip my sweater
dress up and off completely in order to put the bra back on. For
some reason I blushed as I did this, while Theresa looked on. Then,
when I was presentable again, we scooped up the files – and the
stress ball – and left.

We had only
been in the little conference room for about forty minutes. No one
was even looking. No one had even noticed. How bizarre that such
things could go on at the office, and no one would even notice!

My pussy was so
wet from Theresa’s tonguing, and my own cream, that I was half
afraid it would trickle down my thighs as I walked. But I managed
to get to the ladies room, clean up, and fix my hair, with no one
being the wiser.

Then I went back to my desk, breathless, and
tried to concentrate on my work. Good luck with that! The whole
thing kept replaying itself in my mind, and I squirmed helplessly
in my seat, still shocked, maybe even a little shell-shocked at
what we’d done, at what I’d felt. Her tongue, her fingers,
everything, had been just incredible. What a wild experience!

And with a woman! What the fuck was with me!?
I didn’t get off on women! But I had with Theresa. She had played
my body like a fine instrument she had spent years studying, and I
felt like a kid beside her obviously vast level of experience.

It also kind of stunned me that we’d been
able to get away with something that blatant at work without anyone
even suspecting a thing. If the guys had had any idea what was
going on in that little meeting room every single one of them would
have been crowding around eagerly, waiting to hear or see the
slightest thing. If they had any idea now they’d all have whopping
big erections!

I went home that night still in a bit of a
daze, though even more aware of my sexuality, of my appearance, of
my desirability. Now I started wondering how many women were
staring at me too, wanting me, having dark little fantasies about
me in their minds.

Again, it was an ego trip, but it was
disconcerting anyway.

Like, I had a basketball game after work. I’m
not very tall, but I’m fast and athletic, and young. We played at
least once a week, mostly to keep in shape. It was a hot, sweaty
game, and because I live in a small bachelorette loft I tend to
shower before going home. About half the women did. This time, more
than usual, I was excruciatingly aware of my nudity, of my body, of
my appearance as I showered, wondering if any of the others were
looking at me, wanting me.

I tried to put it from my mind. I showered
quickly, through my stuff into a gym bag, through the gym bag over
my shoulder, and headed for the subway.

My little apartment is downtown, in a high
building, an expensive building. But it’s a sub-let, which is why I
can afford it. It has a fantastic view of the skyline. And it’s an
old building, a very old building. The window is actually French
doors you can slide open, and there’s a little rail across so that,
in effect, it’s like a balcony. You can sit right beside it and
look out at the city spread out around you.

Tonight, though, nothing would distract me
from this buzzing, churning sexual hunger within me. I had barely
gotten home and undressed when I drew out my dildo, place the base
on the floor, knelt, slid down onto it, and took it deep inside me,
then started to ride up and down on it as I rubbed my clit and
panted for breath.

The orgasm arrived with a crash, and left me
groaning and gasping, but not really sated. I wound up masturbating
twice more that evening, and again when I went to bed, wondering if
I was turning into some kind of sex maniac or something.

The next day
was Friday. I usually wore jeans on Friday, but was still
breathless from my experience the previous day with Theresa - and I
wanted – well – I didn’t want to put on anything that might take a
while to get off, if you know what I mean. I didn’t know that
anything would happen that day anyway, but – just in case – I sort
of wanted to be able to - well… get out of my clothes fast.

In the end, I
decided to wear a denim skirt. It was actually shorter than any of
the skirts I’d worn to work before, but it wasn’t really a short
skirt. The hem was only a few inches above the knees. I wore a
black, button down blouse and left the top couple of buttons
undone.

I didn’t think,
well, that anything was likely to happen. I mean, part of me
thought that was a sort of one-off, sudden thing, you know, like,
suddenly we were both hot and aroused and – and just wanted to do
it. I wasn’t even sure if anything at all would be happening
between us again, but if it did I figured it would be after work or
something.

Oh I was hoping
– I don’t know for what – but – it had been a wildly exciting,
shocking, wicked experience, though clearly dangerous. So I guess I
was hoping for a repeat – of some kind.

But I was not
really, not seriously expecting it. Oh, maybe a little kissing, a
little touching, just a little, maybe secret smiles exchanged, that
sort of thing. That was what I expected to have that day.

When Theresa
got in – she arrived half an hour later than me – she winked as she
passed my desk, but that was all. I didn’t hear from her for half
an hour as she worked through her morning emails and phone calls,
but then when she called out and asked me to come see her I felt a
hot thrumming begin immediately between my legs, a sudden
tightening in my chest.

I stood up and
walked up the little aisle to her cubicle, smiling as I came
inside.

“How are
you this morning?” she asked.

“Fine,” I
said brightly.

I was a bit
taken aback when her hand immediately slid up my leg and began to
rub my thigh, but not unhappy about it – quite the contrary.

“You have
such soft skin,” she said.

She looked up
at me from beneath her long lashes. “Wearing anything under there
today?’ she asked softly, grinning.

“N-No,” I
gulped as her hand slid up to see for herself.

She smirked and
drew her hand back, motioning me to sit in the visitor’s chair next
to her.

“I hope I
didn’t overawe you yesterday,” she said. “I can be a little
domineering at times. I should have checked before I uhm, secured
you in place.”

“That’s
all right,” I said, blushing. “I uhm, kind of like that sort of
thing.”

She cocked her
head to one side and grinned. “Oh really.”

She leaned in
with a wicked grin and spoke in a soft purr. “Are you a bondage
slut?”

“I
flushed. “Kind of,” I breathed, “I mean, I haven’t ever really done
much of that kind of thing, but I’ve … thought about it a
lot.”

She leaned
back, sipping her tea. “Oh my,” she said. “How interesting.”

“Do you
do much bdsm?” she asked.

“What?”

“Bondage
and domination, sadomasochism?”

“Oh no!”
I said hurriedly. “I mean, well, a little tying up, maybe,
sometimes…”

“And how
does that make you feel, when you’re tied up?”

I shrugged
helplessly, squirming a little at the question.

“Do you
like it when you’re helpless?”

“Sometimes,” I said, looking down at my hands.

“Do you
like being dominated?”

“Sometimes,” I said in a low voice, looking around
anxiously.

“Sometimes?” she said questioningly, her voice almost a
whisper.

She reached
forward slowly, and gripped the front of my blouse near the top,
tightened her grip, and then pulled forward, slowly but firmly, as
if to see what I would do.

I leaned
forward as she pulled, and when she slid her other hand up to my
lips, and let a finger glide along them, around and then back, I
felt my breathing quickening. Her finger slipped inside, then,
stroking along my tongue, and I closed my lips on it, sucking
lightly as she smiled at me.

She pumped her
finger slowly in and out as we looked at each other.

“I think
you like being a little submissive, baby girl,” she whispered. “I
think you like being dominated.”

She released my
shirt and eased her finger out, then sucked on it herself as she
examined me.

Then she turned
in her chair and opened her desk drawer. She took out a small
bottle of something, and opened it. A moment later she took out
something else, something like a well, like a penis head. In fact,
that was what it was. Only it sat on a little round stand.

“Do you
know what this is?” she asked as she spread a clear liquid over
it.

I shook my head
slightly, chest tight.

“It’s
sort of a butt-plug. Only, this has a few added
features.”

The penis head
was on a narrow rod perhaps a quarter of an inch long. There was a
round, coin shaped ring, then another half inch long rod, then
another coin shaped base.

“This,”
she said, pointing at the ring, “sits just on the outside of your
anus. When you sit down, this,” she pointed at the base, “presses
against the chair, and the tube slides up. That forces the butt
plug to push upwards.”

She
demonstrated by pressing down the tube.

“It
doesn’t go up very high, but it’s an interesting sensation I’m
told.”

She smiled at
me. I smiled back, a bit uneasily, my eyes flicking to the
butt-plug.

“Stand
up, Kelly, and turn around.”

I opened
my mouth to protest and her face took on a new and stern visage.
“Now,” she ordered sharply, her voice low.

I obeyed, chest
thumping.

“Bend
over.”

“But what
if someone comes?” I whined.

“Then do
it quickly.”

I bit my lip,
and bent, putting my hands on my knees as she lifted my skirt. I
felt the pressure of the butt-plug against my anus, and squirmed
mentally as she twisted and pushed and it slowly eased inside. My
anal opening closed behind it on the little tube, with the base
just outside, and she pulled her hand back and tugged my skirt
down.

“Now sit
down,” she said.

Gulping,
blushing, heart pounding, I turned and gingerly sat down. As she
had stated, the base stuck out a half inch, and when I sat, well,
the ring stayed pressed against the outside of my ass, but the base
pushed up, the tube sliding upwards, driving the penis-head thing
up deeper into my ass!

It was a
strange sensation, in fact, but not totally unfamiliar.

She looked at
me calmly, brightly. “How does that feel?”

“Strange,” I gulped.

“I want
you to say to me; Theresa, I like taking it up the ass,” she
said.

I felt renewed
heat spread across my face.

“Theresa,
I like to take it up the ass,” I said.

“You can
go back to work now. We’ll talk later. Leave that in,” she said,
turning back to her computer monitor.

What else could
I do? I went back to my desk, sat down – gingerly, and squirmed for
an hour. It wasn’t just standing and sitting which affected the
thing. Whenever I shifted position there was some movement inside
me. I was anxious, aroused, excited, wary, and feeling a little out
of control as I tried to concentrate on my work without much
success.

Theresa called
me back, smiled, and told me to bend over again. She had a second
butt-plug, the same as the first except – the little cockhead was
bigger. I gripped the cubicle wall just inside the entrance, so I
could see down the little aisle, and Theresa eased the first one
out of me, then slid the second one in to replace it before sending
me back to my desk.

Another half
hour or so passed, with me squirming again, rubbing my thighs
together, and feeling increasingly aroused and discombobulated.

Again Theresa
called me back, again to replace the butt-plug with a bigger one.
This one was not only wider, but longer, and the tube was a bit
longer too, so that when I sat down it thrust the cockhead a full
inch deeper.

I was frazzled,
I don’t mind telling you. And when she came to my office, holding
an armful of files and gave me a little smile, my heart skipped a
beat.

“Conference,” she said.
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I lost the
ability to breath, but I stood up quickly and followed her into the
main aisle, and then to the same little room we had been in the
other day. She was entirely businesslike as she stepped aside,
leading me in, and then closed the door behind me. But once the
door was closed and locked she grinned at me in a sort of superior
way.

“Now we
get to have fun, little girl,” she purred.

She reached
out, gripped the front of my blouse as before, and pulled me
towards her. “Strip,” she ordered softly.

My chest was
tight, my heart thumping, my belly fluttering with butterflies. I
stared at her as she leaned back against the wall, smirking, arms
folded beneath her small high breasts, and then nervously reached
back behind my neck and undid the blouse.

Theresa just
sat there, leaning back, watching, grinning, and my face flushed
under her attention as I stripped off the blouse, removed my bra,
and then undid the skirt and let it fall around my ankles.

“Shoes
too,” she said – ordered really.

And then I was
– naked. The rough office carpeting under my feet felt bizarre. I
mean, holy crap! I was naked! At work!

And yes, I’d
been naked yesterday too but it was subtly different now. That had
come out of nowhere. I mean, first we were kissing, then her hands
were on me, raising the dress higher and higher – and then suddenly
off. But now I was – naked – shifting my weight awkwardly from one
foot to the other, and she was standing there looking at me.

“Put your
hands behind your neck and push out your chest,” she said
softly.

Blushing even
further, I slowly moved to obey, arching my back a little.

She pushed off
the wall and stepped forward. Her hand lay flat against my abdomen,
making me flinch, then slid slowly upwards, caressing my tight,
firm belly, then spiralling upwards until she was letting it coast
across my breasts, then back down my side.

“Turn
around,” she breathed.

I obeyed, and
she gripped my wrists, and pulled them around and down behind my
back. I automatically crossed my wrists, blushing as I wondered
whether this was something that was going to become a habit. She
had a length of leather strapping in her pocket and wrapped it
tightly around my wrists. It closed with a Velcro closure.

Then she turned
me around, smiling at me. She gripped my hair in her hand, pulling
back slightly so that I arched my back again, then her right hand
slid down between my legs, her fingers stroking me carefully.

I shuddered, my
breathing growing more ragged. I fought to control my breathing as
her fingers stroked expertly against my already moist, slippery
opening.

“Do you
like that little girl?” she whispered.

“Y-yes!”
I gasped.

She eased her
hand back, and then her fingers were abruptly up at my lips, in my
mouth. I moaned softly as she stroked them across my tongue, and
closed my lips around them, sucking, tasting my own juices.

“Nasty
little girl,” she purred in my ear.

She drew her
fingers back and turned me to face the table. The chairs were
pushed in, and she bent me over the back of one. I gasped as my
overheated, swollen breasts pressed down firmly against the chilly
table top, as they pillowed out beneath me. The chair back kept my
hips raised high, and Theresa put her booted foot between my
ankles, pressing on them, getting me to spread them apart, then
wider apart.

I felt her
gathering my hair back, then her hand came around to the front of
my mouth, and now it held something like the stress ball – but with
straps attached. It was a ball-gag, and I opened my mouth wide,
letting her slowly force it through my jaws and into my mouth. It
sat there, filling my mouth, pressing down against my tongue and up
against the roof, holding my lips apart.

I moaned and
shuddered as her finger traced a slow line down my spine, then
circled the butt-plug, pushed on the base to force the head higher,
then slid along the narrow slit of my pussy.

Her hand pulled
back, and I waited, gasping into the gag, wondering when I would
feel her lips or fingers against me again, wondering what the delay
was.

She moved
forward a bit, and I turned my head, my eyes going wide.

She was still
fully dressed, but she had added something. She wore a – a dildo –
on a harness, strapped over the crotch of her leather trousers. But
it was like no dildo I had ever seen or imagined.

It was black,
and curved slightly upwards. It was long and thick, but bulged more
thickly in the middle, before narrowing again. It had ridges, and
bumps and round protrusions like pimples or studs all along its
surface. It actually looked rather menacing.

“Do you
like it, little girl?” she purred, her voice a mere
whisper.

I could only
moan helplessly, my eyes staring in amazement at the thing.

She moved
behind me, her hands caressing my buttocks, then brought the head
of the – dildo – against my pussy. I was warm and moist and the
pressure felt delicious as she pressed it in harder. I moaned
softly as my pussy lips were slowly forced in and back by the
thickness of the dildo. My wrists pulled fitfully against the strap
as she slid it into me, inch by slow inch, her hands moving across
my body, caressing, massaging.

I groaned anew
as the dildo pushed deeper, and the centre, fatter part forced my
sex lips even wider, stretching my already tight opening, the skin
drawing tight and taut as it slipped inside me, then easing behind
it. She eased back, then forward, back, then forward, pumping it
slowly inside me, getting my body used to its size and depth, but
each thrust pushed it just that much deeper inside my bubbling,
burning, clutching depths.

I lost it
before she even got it all the way in. My pussy exploded around it,
sucking and spasming wildly as my hips bucked back against her and
I gurgled and moaned in helpless sexual fever. The thickness and
hardness of the dildo were like oil on the fire of my inner
heat.

“Little
girl likes cock,” she taunted, her voice low as she bent over
me.

God, it felt so
thick inside me! Especially that centre part. And I could feel the
ridges and bumps on it as they slid along the silken walls of my
pussy, adding another hot, bubbling layer to the wall of heat
gripping me.

The curved
nature of the dildo meant it touched parts of me never before
reached, and I cried out softly, twisting and writhing as she
jammed the thing into me to the hilt, until her leather pants were
pressed firmly against my upraised buttocks. Then she began to
thrust, to stroke, and that raised the sensations to a whole new
level of intensity.

It was actually
kind of uncomfortable at first, the way those bumps and ridges
stroked along the taut inner walls of my sex. But to be honest, I
was soon so fucking hot that the sensations they produced only
added to the roaring sexual thrill inside me. The bulge in the
middle did even more, as it kept stretching and easing my pussy
lips every time it slid in and out.

She stroked
slowly, innnnnnn, all the way, to the point the head was jammed
against the back wall of my pussy, where she held it, grinding it,
twisting her hips from side to side, then ooooouuuutttt, slowly,
that big bulge in the centre, about two inches long, spreading my
sex lips achingly wider, then allowing them to ease around the
still thick, but not quite so thick top of the cock. Then back
innnnnnnnnn, spreading, stretching wider… then narrowing, then
grinding, and oooouut again.

I clenched my
fingers in my palms, gasping, moaning softly, my legs spread wide
as that big, delicious, frightening cock pushed into me. And at its
deepest penetration I could not help groaning aloud, my head coming
up and back as I bit into the ball gag. Then it was back out again,
and I lay my chin back on the table, gasping, only to groan once
more as it slid back into me.

God, it was
incredible, indescribable! It was doing insane things to my lower
belly, to my pussy, my entire groin.

Theresa was
stroking slowly, but firmly, and I simply don’t have the words to
describe the feeling of that fat, studded dildo sliding in and out
of me, up and down inside me. My body rocked in and out in time to
her strokes, my hips grinding against the back of the chair as she
thrust in, my bottom rolling back as she pulled the thing out of
me. My legs were spread, my body trembling with the power of the
crackling sexual electricity within.

I came again,
with Theresa driving the head deep into my pussy, with her pulling
on my hair, forcing my head back, groping my breast. I came a third
time, with her stroking my clit with her finger as she worked that
big thing in and out. I could actually feel how it was curving
inside me, curving perfectly through my belly, and then up against
the very back wall of my pussy. I came a fourth time after she
dropped to her knees to lick and suck me, and then thrust into me
hard and fast at the peak of my arousal.

All within,
probably, ten minutes.

I was a
slack-jawed mess after the fourth, groaning weakly, eyes slitted,
drooling around the gag.

Theresa
chuckled, then unstrapped the straps of her dildo, leaving it
inside me. A moment later I felt her easing the butt-plug out –
only to replace it with a wider one which made me groan into the
gag. Then she redid the straps attached to the dildo – but by
pulling them around me, and fastening them around my hips so as to
keep the dildo inside.

“All
right, little girl,” she said, pulling me upright and holding me by
the arm as I swayed weakly.

“Are you
okay? Are you able to stand?”

She undid the
gag, and eased it out of my mouth, then wiped my jaw with some
tissues.

“Not that
it matters. I want you on you knees, little girl,” she ordered
softly.

I spent the
next half hour on my knees, licking her. She sat – well, sprawled
back on one of the chairs, legs up across the arms, her pants off,
and guided me into licking and sucking her, teaching me how it was
done.

My wrists
remained bound, and the dildo and butt-plug stayed inside me. In
fact, even after she pulled her pants on, and unstrapped my wrists
and helped me dress, she insisted the dildo and butt-plug stay
inside me.

So I had to go
back to my desk with that thick, curving, studded dildo waaayyyy up
inside me, along with the new, fatter butt-plug.

“I want
your mind – focused,” she said. “For when you come to my place
tonight after work.”

She leaned
forward and kissed me lightly. “We won’t have to worry about how
much noise you make there, little girl,” she purred.

* * * * *

I was anxious,
with butterflies in my stomach, and a tight chest. My heart was
thumping, and my mind was playing over all the things my admittedly
not very good imagination produced as to what Theresa and I could
do when we got back to her place.

I followed her
in my car, for we both had driven to work. So, of course, all I had
to do was think, and imagine, and that alternately had my pussy
bubbling over, and my min recoiling worriedly. This was still as
far from a joining of equals as it was possible to get, so I was,
to some extent, at her mercy, even when I wasn’t tied up.

I pulled up
behind her in her driveway, and she greeted me with a friendly
smile, waving me to follow as she went up to the door, then
unlocked it. “Come on in,” she said, in entirely too normal a
voice.

I walked in. We
were in a small hall, with stairs running up the right. The hall
went past them and around behind them, probably to the garage we’d
parked in front of. The kitchen was straight ahead, the living
room, a very wide, broad one, with a big fireplace at the end, was
to the left, and Theresa led me into it.

“Relax,
would you like a drink?”

“Uhm, no
thanks,” I said.

She poured
herself one and sat down, grinning, legs crossed.

“Strip,”
she said.

“Wh-what?” I squeaked.

“Naked. Now. I want to see you naked. I love
to see you naked,” she said.

Why should I be embarrassed? I was. I
blushed, my stomach fluttering. She had, of course, seen me naked
already, but that was different. That was in the heights of
passion, and she’d undressed me before I even really realized what
the hells he was up to. This was - different. It was safer, at
least, in that it was unlikely anyone was going to walk in on us,
but the lights were bright in the living room, and she was sitting
calmly, smiling, eyes filled with a kind of feral hunger and
amusement, legs crossed as she watched me.

“Maybe I should have some music,” I joked,
blushing.

“Oh I’d like that,” she said with a grin.
“You could give me a lap dance.”

My blush deepened and I felt the first
stirrings of panic. “Oh I couldn’t!” I gulped. “ I mean, I can
hardly dance at all and - .”

“Later then, if you like,” she said. “Just
get undressed.”

I felt a sense of relief, but I was still
under her eyes as I slipped off my top, pulled down my trousers and
then undid my bra. I felt my face heating a little more as I
dropped the bra on the floor, then slipped my thong down and off to
stand before her, naked.

“Put your hands on your belly,” she
ordered.

“I obeyed, of course, not thinking.

“Now slide them slowly up under your
breasts,” she said, “And cup your breasts.”

I blushed more deeply again, but again I
obeyed, as my pussy throbbed hungrily. I cupped my breasts,
squeezing them, feeling them throbbing in response, swollen, hot,
the nipples hard and tingling.

“You have gorgeous tits,” she said. “I‘m
envious.”

. I shrugged helplessly, self-conscious, as I
stood there naked.

“Turn around and show me your ass,” she said,
still sitting back on the sofa.

Again I obeyed, eyes flitting from side to
side, my head turning to try and see her.

“Don’t look at me,” she said. “Look forward.
What a lovely back you have, and a marvelous shape. You’re slim but
you have some curves on you. Now bend over and grip your
knees.”

“P-Pardon?” I gasped.

“Do it,” she said, her lips curling up into a
grin, “Slut!” she taunted.

I felt a little shudder run through me, my
pussy throbbing as her demands became more outrageous. I obeyed,
though, my face burning, but my pussy burning more. My breasts hung
down, the nipples sparkling, as I gripped my knees, showing her my
backside from the perfect angle.

“Spread your legs more, slut,” she said, her
voice teasing but still quite firm.

I shifted my feet apart on the floor, heart
pounding.

“Now bend lower. Grip your ankles.”

God, this was so - so degrading, I thought.
Yet it was a delicious kind of degradation, and I bowed lower,
gripping my ankles, legs apart, letting her stare at me from - back
there.

“Now get down on all fours,” she said, “Like
a bitch dog in heat.”

My chest tight, I obeyed, turning, then
turning again so she could see me from behind, then the side, then
from in front.

“Now sit back on your heels, back straight.
Keep your knees wide.”

I knelt facing her, my buttocks on my
heels.

She smiled at me, but it was a playful,
teasing, sensual smile which promised much.

“Put your hands behind your back, and
straighten your shoulders, slut,” she said in an overbearing voice
which was quite obviously not sincere.

I clasped my hands together behind me, my
trying to keep my breathing steady, for this - game playing, this
kinkiness, was wildly thrilling, and making my entire body pulse
with hunger and passion.

She was wearing very pointy black boots with
three inch stiletto heels over her leather pants. She uncrossed her
legs and stood up, taking a single pace towards me so she could
touch me. Her fingers combed through my hair, and I was reminded
suddenly of the gulf of years between us. Then she tightened her
grip and jerked my head back - not roughly, but making me gasp at
the suddenness and force, and jerking my hands up
instinctively.

“Hands behind your back, slut,” she
growled.

I dropped my hands back to where they were,
staring up at her, my eyes wide.

“Are you my bitch?” she drawled.

“Y-yes!” I gasped excitedly.

“Say it.”

“I’m your bitch, Theresa!” I said, the words
stroking across my mind like a dark, sensual caress.

She had been standing behind me. Now she
moved before me, shifting her grip on my hair so she caught it in
both hands at either side of my head. She pulled my face in against
her groin, rubbing me against the soft leather.

“Lick me, slut.”

I licked her groin, sliding my tongue along
the black leather as I rolled my eyes up at her.

“Nasty little slut,” she growled.

She released my hair and stepped back,
reaching for something. She brought out a collar, a leather collar
with metal studs and rings. She grinned at me, waggled her eyebrows
mockingly, and then slid it around my throat. I held still, pulse
racing, and she buckled it around my throat.

Next she produced a pair of smaller such
bands, and I held out my wrists as she wrapped them around each of
them, then moved behind me to fix them together.

“You must have realized by now, Kelly, that I
like tying people up,” she said with a grin.

“I… did,” I gulped.

She gripped my hair again, jerking my head
back and staring down at me. “And how do you feel about that…
slut?”

“I… don’t know,” I gulped.

She twisted my head a little from side to
side. “You don’t know? Does it make you hot?’

“I - kind of,” I gasped.

“It turns me on too,” she said, sliding her
fingers caressingly through my hair now. “I like to play dominance
games. It really turns me on. I want you to feel free to say no at
any time. This is all just a hot, scrumptious game, you know,” she
said, kneeling before me.

“I-I know,” I breathed.

She smiled and kissed me gently on the lips,
then eased back. “Don’t be offended at any language I use. It’s all
part of the game, meant to excite me and you both. Dominance means
verbal dominance, not just physical. Understand? Slut?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

She stood up, smiling, then put her hand
behind my head. “Get on your belly, slut,” she barked, pushing me
forward.

I half fell forward, gasping, my wrists
pulling helplessly against the leather restraints as I landed on my
belly on the floor. Then her boot came down between my shoulder
blades, pressing down. It slid up and pressed down against the back
of my neck, harder - and still harder, so that I gasped as my cheek
was jammed against the floor.

She removed the pressure, then sat down
again, crossing her knees.

“Get up, slut. Stand up.”

I pulled myself up onto my knees, then stood
up, feeling a heady sense of sexual excitement, wondering where it
was going.

‘Come here,” she ordered.

I stepped forward.

“Across my lap, slut, belly down.”
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Holy shit! I stared at her, my eyes blinking
furiously.

She reached out and gripped my arm, pulling
me forward, yanking me down. I gasped and half fell forward until I
was across her lap. I wriggled and she shifted me until my ass was
raised just above her lap and she could stroke it casually.

“Such a nasty, naughty little slut,” she said
teasingly.

She slapped my bottom and I gasped as her
hand struck my buttocks with stinging force. It wasn’t really a
very hard blow, but it signaled her intent, and I flushed again,
feeling, well, hot, but silly, excited, but fearful, aroused, but
anxious…

“Bad girl,” she said.

She slapped my bottom again and again I
gasped as it stung.

Her left hand slid slowly up and down over my
back, caressing my skin, then coasted down along my ribs and
underneath to cup and knead my breast. Her right kneaded and
caressed my bottom, then slid down between my buttocks, roughly
forcing my thighs wider so her hand could rub at my pussy and palm
it.

“Are you a lesbian, Kelly?” she asked in a
kind of growly, nasty voice.

“No!” I gasped.

“No? So you like cock, then?”

“I - yes,” I gulped.

Two slim fingers slid into me, a third
stroking across my clit.

“But you like to have lesbian sex, don’t you,
you little sicko,” she said accusingly.

“Yes!” I gasped.

“Whore!”

She slapped my bottom stingingly and I yelped
in pain.

Her fingers eased out of me, but then
something else pushed against the entrance to my pussy and I
groaned as a dildo slowly forced the lips of my sex in and then
back, spreading them wider and wider as she twisted it from side to
side and slowly forced it up into my steamy, moist pussy tunnel. I
was throbbing and filled with sexual need, and the penetration felt
delicious as she twisted and pushed the hard, thick dildo deeper
and deeper - until I ached deep inside myself.

“Do you like that, bitch? Do you like a big,
stiff cock in your cunt?”

“Y-Yeees!” I moaned.

She slapped my bottom again and I yelped at
the sudden stinging pain.

“Say yes mistress,” she ordered.

I thought that was silly but “Yes, mistress,”
I said, feeling - goofy.

I groaned as she kind of slapped the base of
the dildo, jamming it deeper.

“Nasty little cock lover,” she said.

Her fingers rubbed at my anal opening as her
left hand kneaded my breasts more roughly, and her fingers sought
my nipple, pinching, plucking and twisting it to make me gasp and
moan and twist in her lap.

She pushed her finger down into my ass, then
added a second, both of them slippery. Soon another fat dildo was
being twisted and turned and pushed up into my ass, shoved deep,
until I felt cramps and an aching pain from deep inside.

Her hand cracked against my bottom sharply,
and he shifted me on her lap, easing me a little more forward. This
caused my swollen breasts to grind against the fabric of the sofa,
and made me gasp in excitement. Her left hand held my hip, and now
her right cracked down across my buttocks sharply, then again, then
again, then again, then again, then again.

She was fucking spanking me! The sharp little
yelps and cries of pain I issued without thinking, my mind swirling
suddenly as one blow followed the next, and I felt alternating
waves of embarrassment and excitement as I realized she was
actually, literally, for Gods sakes, spanking me!

I wriggled and twisted and gasped and moaned
and cried out as her hand kept descending, slapping at my bottom
again and again. My soft flesh began to pinken and then darken as
my buttocks became hotter and hotter, the pain a sharp, throbbing
sensation.

She stopped abruptly, seized the dildo in my
pussy and began to pump it violently in and out. I gasped and
moaned and cried out again.

She shoved it deep, achingly deep, and pushed
against the one in my ass.

“Dirty little slut,” she said. “Do you suck
cock, Kelly?” she demanded. “Do you, whore?”

She yanked on my hair and I cried out in
pain. “Yes!”

She slapped my ass sharply. “That’s mistress
to you, whore.”

“Yes, mistress!”

“Say it then, slut. Say you suck cock.”

“I suck cock!” I gasped.

“Louder, whore.”

“I suck cock!”

“And you like it, don’t you!?’

“Yes, mistress!”

“Say it, slut!”

“I like to suck cock!” I cried, gasping as
she twisted and pumped the dildo in my pussy, then slapped my
bottom.

“Again, slut!”

“I like to suck cock!”

“Louder, whore!”

“I like to suck cock!”

“You love it!”

“I love to suck cock!” I cried.

“Filthy whore. Let’s see you suck cock,” she
said, slapping my hot, burning, throbbing bottom again.

She produced another dildo. This was another
big one, black, and very realistic looking. She rubbed the head
over my face, over my lips, and I licked at it, moaning.

I was so fucking hot! My pussy was throbbing
wildly, my breasts swollen with heat and hunger, my nipples
sparkling like live electric wires. My mind was swimming in a
steamy sexual soup as I stared at the cock and licked at it like
the whore she said I was.

I groaned as she fed the cock into my mouth,
my lips forced wide by the thick, latex prick. It slid across my
tongue, filled my mouth. I sucked on it pointlessly, because she’d
told me to, and because it made me hot to do it. I moaned around it
as she pumped it in and out of my mouth, pushing it dangerously
deep, threatening to plunge down my throat.

“Whore. Nasty little cock sucker,” she said
in a sneering voice. “Suck that black cock, you dirty little
bitch.”

She slapped my ass again, her right hand very
busy back there. She would stroke her fingers across my clit, then
jam the dildo harder into my pussy, or perhaps pump it in and out,
then slap my ass, then twist the dildo in my ass, or pump that in
and out, then stroke across my clit again, then spank my ass again,
all while her left was feeding that dildo into my mouth, in and
out, in and out as I lay wriggling helplessly across her lap.

She gripped the dildo in my pussy and began
to pump it in and out. She held it in such a way that every time
she thrust it deep, her finger stroked across my clit, so that my
bottom was soon grinding and bucking back in almost helpless animal
pleasure, the sexual heat and pressure building up inside me to
almost unbearable levels!

“Do you swallow cock, bitch?” she asked.
“Would you like to swallow this big black cock? Nasty little slut.
I bet you would. Dirty girl. You want to suck it all the way down
to the balls, don’t you, slut? I can feel how wet you are, you
filthy little girl.”

I gagged as she pushed the head of the cock
in too deep, but she pulled it out quickly, then pushed it forward
so that I gagged again - and again - and again. She was pumping it
with deeper strokes and the head was punching into my throat
repeatedly.

I gurgled and gagged and struggled, my eyes
watering, saliva filling my mouth as she pumped and twisted the big
dildo, yet after a minute or so I kind of got used to it, and found
it much easier to cope.

Of course, it was much easier to cope with
anything when you were so hot that you were ready to explode at any
second. And then she shoved the dildo even deeper into my throat. I
gagged weakly, then my eyes grew wide and round as the thick dildo,
instead of pulling back, continued to slide in, and down my throat,
inch after inch after inch of it. I could feel every one of those
inches traveling down my throat, through my neck, as I stared in
shock at her hand approaching my lips!

I was shocked by what she was doing, but felt
a wild, sudden thrill as I realized that the whole long dildo was
basically buried in my throat. I mean, I was deep throating it!
That struck me as astonishing, and I felt another hot, churning
wave of steamy heat as I felt it filling my throat from top to
bottom.

I wasn’t really worried about not being able
to breath, confident she wouldn’t keep it in there long, and she
didn’t, sliding it slowly back out, twisting it round and round as
she did. That felt stranger than when it went in, and I choked a
little and gagged as it emerged, saliva flooding over my lower
lip.

“Good slut!” she said, sounding pleased. “You
took it first time. What a natural cock sucker you are.”

She stroked my clit as she spoke, gently
rubbing it as I squirmed and moaned and coughed weakly.

“Beg me to fuck you, little whore,” she
said.

“P-Please fuck me, mistress!” I gasped
weakly.

She did, pumping the dildo, stroking her
finger across my clit, moving faster and faster and faster even as
her left hand shoved the dildo back into my mouth, then down my
throat. My excitement spiraled upward and I flashed into orgasm,
bucking wildly back against her as she jammed the dildo deep, left
it there, and used her left hand to squeeze my breast.

Her right thrust even harder, and the head of
the dildo jammed achingly hard against the back wall of my pussy in
hard, thumping blows. Yet the orgasm was all-consuming, drawing in
all the sensation, painful and pleasurable, and turning it into a
swirling cauldron of screaming hot pleasure that threatened to
drown me in pleasure.

The orgasm was shockingly intense, and
amazingly long, The fact I couldn’t breath seemed to make it even
more powerful, and I stared, glassy eyed, at the fabric of the sofa
in front of my face as I began to lose consciousness. But Theresa
slid the dildo back out again and I gulped in air, panting,
sweating, moaning weakly, feeling drained by the power of the
orgasm.

“Such a good little slut,” she said in a
pleased voice. “I’m sure we’re going to have lots of fun with your
pretty little pussy, slave girl.”

She’s soooo kinky, I thought dazedly,
groaning with pleasure.

She let me recover a bit, her hands gently
stroking and caressing my body, then worked the dildo slowly out of
my pussy - only to replace it with an even thicker one that made me
gasp and groan.

“Ohh!” I gasped. “Theresa!”

She slapped my bottom sharply. “that’s
mistress to you, slut.’

“Mistress!” I gasped. “It’s too big,
mistress!”

“Nonsense. This slutty hole of yours was
meant to allow babies through. It can take much thicker cocks than
this. And a cock lover like you would love it if a big cock like
that slid into you. Dirty girl.”

She slapped my ass again, and I gasped in
pain, while she slowly forced the very thick dildo up deep into my
pussy. God, my pussy lips were straining so tightly against it she
had to push hard to get it to move at all! She stroked my clit and
kneaded my breasts, calling me her little slut toy, then pulled me
off her lap and had me kneel again, legs apart, sitting on my
heels.

God, I felt like I was impaled on that big
dildo! The other one, in my ass, was almost all the way inside,
only an inch or two remaining. The new one stuck out a good six
inches, yet it was jammed against the back wall of my pussy - or so
I thought.

Theresa made me kneel in the centre of the
room, where she could move around me.

“Back straight, little slut,” She ordered,
tugging sharply at my hair.

She walked slowly around me, a little smile
on her face, while I knelt, trying to control my breathing, trying
to keep my back straight, trying to ensure that the base of that
huge fucking dildo didn’t press down against the floor below
me.

“Are we going to be an obedient little
bitch-slave?” she asked pleasantly.

The words were so - nasty! They excited me,
thrilled me.

“Yes, mistress!” I said, the word not
sounding so silly any more not that I’d gotten used to it.

“Say it, dear.”

“I’ll be an obedient… bitch-slave, mistress!”
I said, my chest feeling tight at saying the words.

“Again.”

I’ll be an obedient bitch-slave, mistress,” I
repeated.

Her smile deepened, and she paused before me,
looking down at me. I cocked my head back, looking up.

“No, no, bitch-slave. You don’t look your
mistress in the eyes unless she tells you to. Look straight ahead,”
she warned.

Her right foot eased forward, her pointy
leather clad toe sliding in under the base of the giant dildo, and
she pressed up a little, making me gasp.

“Tell me you love to suck cock,” she
said.

“I love to s-suck cock, mistress,” I said,
amazed and darkly aroused at the words coming out of my mouth.

“Again, slut.”

“I love to - ungh - suck cock, mistress.”

“Tell me you’re a cock-sucking whore.”

“I-I’m a cock-sucking - ungh - whore,
mistress!” I said breathlessly, my insides aching dully as she let
her toe jab upwards against the base of that fat dildo.

She was still fully dressed. That served to
accentuate the power differential between her and I. Not only was
she older, more sophisticated, and my immediate superior at work,
but her being fully clothed while I was naked - and tied up -
really showed how - superior - if you will, she was to me, how
dominant. I didn‘t think about that consciously at the time, but I
sure felt it.

“You love being fucked by big cocks, don’t
you, bitch-slave?”

“Yes, mistress!” I groaned.

“Say it, slut.”

I groaned again. Her toe was pressing up
rhythmically, repeatedly, on the base of the giant dildo which so
achingly filled my pussy, and my entire body was kind of rising up
a little with every jab as I tried to keep my breath and voice
steady.

“I ungh, love being - fucked by big c-cocks!”
I gasped.

She grasped my hair behind my neck, jerking
my head up and back.

“Say you love taking it up the ass,” she said
with a smirk.

“I love taking it up the ass, mistress,” I
panted.

She walked slowly away, very straight-backed,
her steps very precise, very graceful, and opened the drawer of a
large, stylish, mahogany chest set against the wall. She pulled out
something glistening and black, with straps dangling from it, then
drew it in against her groin.

I was watching her, kind of, out of the
corner of my eye, for she had already told me I had to keep my face
forward and not look at her. But as she walked towards me I let my
head turn slowly, eyes widening at what I saw.

She was wearing a strap-on dildo!

She was still fully dressed, as she stepped
before me.

“Would you like to suck my cock,
bitch-slave?” she asked sweetly.

“Y-yes, mistress,” I gulped.

This dildo was very smooth, shiny latex,
black, like her pants, with a round, golf ball-like head. She
rubbed it slowly back and forth across my lips teasingly.

“Let me see you kiss it,” she said.

“I kissed the head.

“Now do it again, and keep your lips in that
lovely little kiss.”

I did, and she pushed forward slowly. I let
my kiss widen, let my lips be forced slowly apart, sliding up and
around that fat round black head to the shaft behind it. She pushed
forward and it slid into my mouth.

“Look up at me, slut,” she ordered.

I raised my eyes, staring at her smiling face
as she pushed the dildo deeper.. She began to pump it slowly in and
out, and I sucked on it just as I had the other one, while our eyes
remained locked together.

“Nasty little bitch-slut loves to suck black
cock,” she taunted.

I should point out that her voice, almost the
whole time, was a light, teasing kind of voice which helped to
reassure me that this was just a kinky game, and that she didn’t
really mean the insults.

Her hands slid through my hair, then behind
my head. She tilted my head up and pushed forward, and I braced
myself helplessly as the round head pushed against my throat,
penetrated it, and slid down into it.

At the same time as she was pushing forward
she was pulling on my head and hair, forcing my lips up the fat
shining length of latex cock, pulling on me until my face was
jammed against her groin, until my stretched lips were pressed
against the creases on her tight leather crotch and my nose was
crushed against her pubic bone.

She eased slowly back out and I coughed and
gagged as that round head popped free of my throat and slid across
my tongue. I gulped in air, panting, and she rubbed the spit-wet
head of the now glistening black shaft all over my face, giving me
time to catch my breath.

“Nasty little bitch-slave,” she teased. “hot,
horny little she-slut.”

She twisted her fingers in my hair and I
gasped as she forced my head up and back, making my back arch.

“You love it up the ass, don’t you, slut.
Tell me you love it up the ass,” she ordered.

“I-I love it - up the ass!!” I gasped, still
gulping in air.

“Beg for me to fuck your ass,” she
growled.

“Please fu-fuck my ass, mistress!” I
moaned.

She yanked me forward, more roughly than
before, and I grunted as I fell forward onto the floor, catching
myself, shifting my head around. She stepped behind me, and her
pointy leather boots kicked my legs apart as I knelt there, my ass
I the air, my face on the floor, panting for breath.

“I’m going to fuck your ass, bitch,” she
growled.

She dropped to her knees behind me, and I
groaned as she pushed at the giant dildo, pulled it back a bit,
then pushed it again. She shifted her grip to the other dildo, then
one jammed into my ass, and eased it out, then replaced it with the
dildo she was wearing. I groaned as it slid through my anal tube to
the bottom, and her hands clutched my hips. And it was so much like
being mounted by a GUY, you know, even more than at the office,
where I was so distracted by everything.

Plus, of course, I had that whopping big
dildo stuffed into my pussy, straining me at the seams! And that
made my anal opening seem even tighter, and made me feel the
movement of the dildo in my ass so much more. She began to pump in
and out from the start. My back passage had already been fully
worked open after all, so she could thrust full-length, her hips
slapping against my upraised buttocks as she yanked back on my
hips.

“Nasty little bitch-slave,” she teased. “You
love that big black cock up the ass, don’t you, slut? Don’t
you!?”

She grabbed my hair and yanked up and back
and I cried out, gasping and moaning.

“Yes! Yes, mistress!”

“Beg for it, slut. Beg for me to rape your
ass,” she taunted.

“Please rape my ass, mistress!” I gasped.
“Please rape my ass with your big black cock!”

She yanked back on my hair even more, kind of
lifting my chest off the floor. Her right hand groped my breast
roughly, repeatedly, then slapped my bottom before sliding down
under my hip so her long, slender fingers could stroke against my
clit.

I came again, crying out in wildfire
pleasure, jerking back against that hard black cock sodomizing me,
gasping and grunting and whining like a bitch in heat as the
steaming sexual energy of the orgasm spilled through my veins and
overwhelmed my mind. For what must have been a full minute the
orgasm thrashed wildly through my mind and body while Theresa
rammed her hips against my bottom and spiked that long, black dildo
deep into my bowels.

And the big dildo sticking out of my pussy
was so close that she was jamming herself against it as well,
making it punch painfully into the deepest pit of my stomach with
every hard, deep thrust. I grunted continuously, even as I moaned
and whined and gurgled in nearly delirious pleasure from the wild,
white-water flood of the orgasmic pleasure foaming and gushing
through my mind and body.

She was reaming me out, and it hurt - but
fuck, it felt so fucking good I didn’t care!
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Theresa pulled the dildo out of my aching
anus, but quickly replaced it with the other one - no wait! It
wasn’t the same one, it was bigger!

“OOohhhhhh! I groaned. “Noooooo!”

“You can take it, bitch-slave,” she said,
twisting an turning and pushing the new dildo, which was bigger and
thicker than the other one. My anus strained, my belly ached, but
she slowly forced the oiled up black cock deep into my ass. Then
she gripped my hair, yanking me up and back, re-positioning me on
my knees once again, sitting on my heels, knees well apart, back
straight.

God, I was so fucking full! My insides ached
with the thickness of those two fat dildos. Both my openings
strained tautly around the shafts, and I had cramps inside me. But
I’d had two monster comes and was still turned on!

Theresa smiled down at me. “And how does my
little bitch-slave feel?” she purred.

“Tired,” I groaned. “And sore.”

“Not horny?”

“And horny,” I confessed.

“Mistress,” she said.

“Mistress,” I replied.

“Are you my bitch-slave?”

“Yes, mistress,” I panted.

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m your bitch-slave, mistress,” I said,
butterflies swirling in my stomach.

“Prove it, slut.”

I looked at her uncertainly.

She stepped behind me and unclipped the wrist
restraints from each other, allowing my hands to come apart. Then
she winked at me and held up a black studded leather collar similar
to the restraints on my wrists. She put it around my throat and
buckled it in place snugly. It had a round ring in the center, and
she dropped to her knees in front of me and looked me in the
eyes.

“Do not move,” she whispered. “Keep your
hands on your thighs, and do not move. Do you understand, little
slut?”

“Yes, mistress,” I said in a low voice.

She held a kind of ring in her fingers. She
pressed it against the center of my breast so my nipple pushed out
through the center, then turned a little screw at the side so that
something began to close on my nipple. It squeezed more and more
tightly, so that my nipple began to ache and burn as it was pinched
more severely.

“Oww! Ahhh! Ohh!” I gasped.

“Don’t move, slut,” she growled.

“Please!” I gasped. “Mistress!”

She took her hand away, and the little ring
thing stayed where it was, biting my nipple, which was on fire
now.

Then she showed me the second ring, smirking
at me. My hands came off my thighs instinctively, but her frown
sent them right back, where my fingers dug into my soft warm flesh
as she placed the second ring around my other nipple and began to
tighten the screw.

I winced, then gasped and clenched my teeth,
but the first one was already starting to feel better, so I knew I
could get through the pain. I groaned, then cursed as the ring
squeezed my nipple tightly, but then she pulled her fingers away
and it stayed there, and I was still in position.

“Good girl,” she said, stroking my head.

I took in a deep, shuddering breath as the
sharpness of the pain dulled. Both my nipples continued to throb
and ache, however, and I watched warily as she produced a pair of
small chains and clipped one to each ring. Then she fed the chains
up to the big ring in the center of my collar, and adjusted the
clips carefully.

“Back straight,” she barked.

With my back straight, she adjusted the
chains to her satisfaction, then released them. Now they were taut
against the clips biting into my nipples, holding them firmly in
place. I didn’t see the reason for that until I moved. Of course,
my breasts moved with me, but they wobbled just a bit, and the
chains did not allow for any wobbling or movement, so they began to
tug at my nipples.

“On all fours,” she ordered.

I obeyed, gasping, as the chains pulled
against my nipples. I knelt there on all fours as she paced slowly
around me. Behind me, she put her foot against the big dildo
sticking out of my pussy and I groaned and sagged forward.

“Down lower, slut,” she ordered, pacing
around in front of me.

I sagged onto my elbows, and she raised her
foot, then brought it down on the back of my neck, gently forcing
my head lower still, until my chin was on the floor. She removed
her boot from the back of my neck, then, and rubbed it against my
mouth!

“Show your mistress how much of a bitch-slave
you are, Kelly,” she said. “Show her how much you adore her.”

She rubbed her booted foot against my lips
again, harder, and I gasped, catching her ankle in my hands.

“That‘s it. Show me how devoted you are,
little bitch-slave,” she purred.

I suddenly realized what she wanted. It hit
me with a jolt, a shockwave rippling through my body and
reverberating through my overstuffed groin. My pussy glared wildly
as I licked at her boot. I felt the heat rolling over me again as I
degraded myself, as I let my tongue lick up and down along her
booted foot, feeling incredibly slutty and wicked and kinky, my
pussy squeezing and sucking on the big dildo she‘d jammed inside
me.

I licked up and down the boot, and she raised
it, pushing the pointy toe into my mouth so I could actually suck
on it. In fact, it was so narrow, so pointy, she was able to get
the first few inches into my mouth without difficulty, and I sucked
and licked at it as I knelt there.

She chuckled, then gripped it and slowly
eased it back, bit by bit, sliding it out of my aching pussy until
it came completely free. I groaned with relief, but then got my
hair pulled up and back so I was back on my heels once again.

She grinned as eh came around in front of me,
holding the dildo, large, fat, slick, and I was amazed against at
how thick itt was, or that it fit into me.

“How is your little pussy feeling, little
slut?”

She rubbed the pointy toe of her leather boot
against my clit, then against my pussy opening, which, having been
stretched out so far for so long, was still open, though not all
the way. She slid the toe down along my gaping pink opening, then -
into it. The toe was so narrow, and my pussy so wide, that the
first couple of inches pushed into me without even touching the
sides!

Then I felt the boot widening, felt it
pushing softly, and then less softly against the aching walls of my
sex, spreading them open again, open wider, and then wider still as
I gasped and moaned softly.

I stared down and shuddered in glorious dark
heat as her foot pushed up inside my pussy. I slid down atop it ,
slowly, my insides aching again as they stretched wide and squeezed
against the slick leather. I slid down as far as her ankle, with
the whole front half of her foot stuffed within me.

I swayed weakly, gasping, gulping in air. She
started to kind of jerk her foot a little up and down as it rested
on the floor, on its heel, and I lurched in place, grabbing at her
leg for support, my hand darting down between my legs. I grasped
her foot, gasping, overwhelmed, then stroked my fingers frantically
across my clit as another orgasm howled through my body.

I ground wildly against her as the intensity
of the climax grew and grew, and then sagged, clutching her leg
with both hands as the orgasm faded and the energy drained out of
me.

“Why what a nasty little slut you are,” she
purred, as if surprised. “I hope you realize that you’re going to
have to be severely punished for this.”

* * * * *

Freeze frame.

Picture me, standing in the center of the
room, legs well apart, risen on the balls of my bare feet, naked,
of course, arms stretched tautly up and out to either side of that
I was, in essence, spreadeagled. Theresa had found another pair of
leather restraints, these for my ankles, and they were chained to
large, sturdy rings set into the posts tall, wooden posts framed
me.. Likewise my wrists were chained to similar rings bolted into
the top of those posts.

Theresa had replaced the big dildo in my
pussy, and both of tem were jammed painfully deep, yet still
protruding several inches from my body. My flesh was so exquisitely
tight; painfully tight around the two that there was no chance
either would fall out.

Theresa had gently pushed a fat, round ball
gag into my mouth, wedging it in bit by bit until it absolutely
filled my oral cavity, and then when it was properly buckled behind
my head, removed the crushing little nipple clips from my aching
buttons.

The pain of them being removed, the
circulation returning, was almost as bad, in its way, as when
they’d been applied, and I twisted and writhed, and moaned in pain
into the gag as Theresa put them away.

The leather was cool, soft, but firm around
my wrists and ankles, and I felt a shuddering sense of heat and
excitement at my helplessness. My body was all - stretched out -
taut and tightly held, as well as being completely exposed to
Theresa, as naked as the day I was born. She was still fully
clothed. In fact, it occurred to me I had yet to see her naked.

We were in what Theresa had offhandedly
termed the “play room”. In addition to the two wooden beams in the
center of the room, a somewhat taller, thicker beam was placed off
to one side. There was a long, thin table against the far wall, and
an odd frame consisting of a pair of slanted sides meeting in a
narrow top behind me.

Theresa winked at me, and approached me with
a strange device in hand. It had a six inch handle of leather, from
which sprouted a pencil-thin metal rode about six inches long. A
small, round, stainless steel ball the size of a ping pong ball sat
at its end. Theresa plugged the device into an extension cord, and
plugged that into the wall, then approached me with it.

My nipples were both still throbbing
painfully from having had the clips removed. But the throbbing was
starting to ease now, replaced by a king of tingling, a kind of
pins and needles crackling. Theresa raised the little ball, and I
heard a buzzing sound as it pushed moistly against the top of my
sex.

It buzzed even more loudly, or maybe I just
imagined it did, for I could feel its vibrations through my
bones.

I realized at once that it was a vibrator,
and moaned as she rolled the little ball back and forth across my
clit.

The vibrations were uncomfortably powerful,
and I writhed away from it, but could not avoid it. Theresa slid
the ball up along my belly, then up my chest between my breasts
before circling my left breast, circling ever close to my nipple,
and then stroking across it, back and forth across it.

The sensation was - incredible! Amazing! My
nipple, already buzzing with pins and needles, went wild with the
little ball rolling around and around it, and my body arched like a
cat as I moaned into the gag, helplessly responding to the
intensity of the pleasure Theresa was casually inflicting on
me.

“My little bitch-slave loves the vibrator,
does she,” Theresa purred.

She eased the wand back, bent, gripped my
hair, and yanked my head up and back, forcing my back to arch
sharply. With my breasts thrust out, nipples aching, she bent and
took the center of my right breast into her mouth, sucking and
licking at it, her teeth chewing at the soft flesh surrounding my
nipple.

She rolled the wand over the other nipple as
she fairly devoured that one, then shifted places as I groaned and
gasped and panted for breath, the crackling heat pouring out of my
breasts, making my hips buck spastically as my pussy squeezed down
around the fat dildo she’d shoved up inside me.

She straightened, smirking into my dazed
face. “I haven’t forgotten the need to punish you, bitch-slave,”
she said. “You don’t get to masturbate like that unless I tell you
to.”

She put the wand down on the table, and went
to a low cabinet, drawing forth a - a whip! I gasped to stare at
it, but she smiled softly. “Don’t worry, little bitch-slave. I
won’t hurt you - much.”

The whip had a long handle, and a number of
thin leather laces dangling from it, like a horse’s tail. She
twined them through her fingers as she circled me. I watched her
anxiously, realizing that despite what she’d said earlier about my
being able to say no, I couldn’t, not with the ball-gag stuffed
into my mouth. Nor could I stop her from doing anything she
wanted.

She swung the whip suddenly overhand and
around and I cried out into the gag as the long, thin laces sliced
across my back with shocking suddenness. The crackling jolts of
stinging pain made my eyes bulge momentarily, and stiffened my
body, my back arching - but I realized almost at once that there
really wasn’t much pain to it. The laces were light, and she had
not swung very hard. It was the - shock - of being whipped that had
produced the reaction.

My God! The very idea was - wild! I mean,
being tied up and whipped!? Who did that!? But what a wild, kinky
thrill! I was so helpless and… and my body so stretched out and…
and the dildos stuffed inside me, and the way my nipples crackled…
well, I was in a very frazzled state of sexual tension. And the
idea of being whipped just then was incredibly sensual and erotic.
I moaned helplessly into the gag, feeling the pressure of the
dildos against my pussy lips and sphincter muscles.

“Filthy little whore!” she said mockingly,
swinging the whip again.

I moaned and arched. They did sting - a
little. And the next blow was a bit harder. The long, thin leather
swept down across my soft, pale flesh, landing with a fleshy crack
of noise. The impact was only dramatic to my imagination. And I
actually found myself wishing she would hit a bit harder so it
would be more realistic.

“Nasty little cock loving whore!” Theresa
sneered, swinging again.

The impact was a little more severe this
time, and I gasped and moaned, my pussy burning up now as I pulled
against the restraints. My imagination was really getting into
being whipped, and the sexual heat was rising like a fever within
me as Theresa taunted me and called me names. This was all so
fucking nasty!

The laces cut down across my back again, and
this time it hurt - deliciously. I gasped and arched violently, my
limbs pulling against the restraints instinctively instead of
deliberately like before. I didn’t have to pretend now, and I felt
the sex-heat flaring wildly, moaning and gasping and twisting my
body as another blow landed across my shoulders.

The next blow landed lower, and I squealed as
the laces bit sharply into my buttocks and lower back, my hips
jerking forward.

“Didn’t expect that, did you - slut!?” she
taunted.

She moved around in front of me, smirking,
and then raised her eyebrows in amusement - and warning, before
swinging the whip again. This time the long laces swung sideways
and down across my taut breasts. She had eased her swing so they
barely fell across my breasts, but I gasped in helpless excitement
at the very idea she would whip my sensitive breasts. I shook my
head and she smiled more deeply. “Oh yes,” she said.

She swung again, and the laces struck harder,
beginning to sting as I gasped and moaned and twisted in my
bonds.

The next blow landed across my lower chest
and belly, but then successive blows landed across my breasts,
stinging them again and again. Each blow landed a half dozen or
more stinging, slapping little laces across my soft, sensitive
breasts, and I twisted and moaned and squeezed my pussy around the
giant dildo inside me as my heat rose in tandem with the pain.

She began to circle me, and more blows landed
across my back and buttocks, then another pair across my breasts -
which seriously stung!

Then, suddenly, she stepped right up to me,
gripped the base of the fat dildo in my pussy, and shoved up hard.
I cried out in pain as the dildo - somehow - slid another full inch
into my belly. Then she jammed her thumb against my clit and began
to stroke it furiously from side to side..

The orgasm exploded within me, and I screamed
this time, and felt a wild thrill of freedom in that scream. With
the ball gag filling my mouth, I could make all the noise I
wanted!

The orgasm was a massive storm wave of
sensations which swept through my nervous system like a hurricane.
My body thrashed and twisted wildly, my head jerking back, rolling
and shaking, my hair flying as convulsions wracked my body. The
pleasure was all-consuming, screaming through my body and consuming
everything in its path. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breath, couldn’t
possibly care about anything in the universe other than that
wonderful pleasure.

It left me -dazed - shell-shocked, and
literally hanging by my wrists. My eyes were slits, and I groaned
exhaustedly, utterly drained.

“Hmmm, I kind of like the looks of that,”
Theresa said, running her hand slowly over my body. “All sweaty and
exhausted and hanging there helpless.”

I got control of my muscles and stood up,
panting weakly, flushed, a bit dazed.

Theresa gripped the base of the dildo
sticking into my ass, twisting it first one direction, then the
other, then pushing up to make me gasp and whine and arch, then
easing it back a bit and twisting it some more, then pushing it up
again - and up - and up.

I gasped and moaned, rising onto the balls of
my feet, then onto my toes, my hips kind of pulling forward away
from the pressure. She chuckled and eased off, then gripped the
other one and did the same, twisting and turning it in my aching
pussy, pushing it up, then easing it back.

She moved around behind me and gave me ass a
stinging slap. “Nasty little bitch-slave,” she sniffed.

Walking around in front of me again she
gripped my nipples, pinching them sharply, then pulling them up and
forward. Again I moaned and gasped in pain, forced onto the balls
of my feet, then my toes, arching my back, thrusting my chest out
as she stretched my aching nipples up and out..

She released them and put her face close to
mine as she caressed and lightly kneaded my breasts.

“Do you know what I’m going to do next,
Kelly?” she taunted. “I’m going to invite a bunch of men here to
fuck your little brains out. Big football players who will rape
you!” she growled melodramatically. “Gang rape you! Have you ever
dreamed about being gang raped, Kelly? By ten or twenty men at
once!? I bet you have, you nasty little cock lover!”

She let go of my breasts and moved behind me,
then slapped my ass again as she brought her lips up against my
ear. “Big hunky men with big rough hands all over your body,
groping you, fucking you in every hole, surrounding you, spraying
their seed into your hair and face and over your breasts,” she
whispered. “You’ll be their little rape toy. They’ll fuck you for
hours!”

She moved around in front of me again, and
picked up the rod, the vibrator, then began to play it over my clit
and across my breasts. Then she dropped to her knees in front of
me, her tongue lapping at the super taut flesh at the top of my
straining pussy, lips sucking lightly on my clit. She used the
vibrator as well, rousing me to trembling sexual passion once
again.

Worse, for she taunted me, she teased me, she
tormented me, rousing me higher and higher, sending sudden jolts of
thrilling sexual heat through my body, but always pulling back, not
letting me tumble over the edge.

I was sweating with the inner heat, with the
fire of need and passion and lust - an almost rabid lust. And
Theresa was just toying with me.

And then she stood up, and got her whip
again. I was drooling around the ball-gag at this point, my hair
frazzled, beads of perspiration appearing on my flesh. I was
sopping wet between the legs, where my spasming pussy muscles were
clenching and unclenching, clenching and unclenching around that
giant dildo.

I felt a wild thrill as I saw the whip,
elation, fear, anxiety, anticipation, and then it slashed across my
back - hard, and I screamed into the gag, feeling a towering wave
of masochistic pleasure as the laces snapped painfully across my
upper back. I arched violently, gasping, head back.

“Whore,” she said in a teasing voice.

Another harsh blow that made me scream and
strain against the leather restraints, gasping for breath.

“Slut.”

The whip cut across my back again, leaving
what felt like a dozen lines of thin fire across my flesh.

“Slave,” she said.

She seemed to take a step forward, and swung
again. The long, lithe laces swept around and snapped across the
side of my back, curled around my ribs and bit at my taut breasts
with stinging force. I screamed again into the gag, staining and
writhing.

Another blow, and another, and another, and
my skin was aflame, throbbing and burning as the whip landed more
rapidly so that I was flung forward and back, straining, twisting,
thrashing, arching and sobbing at the burning heat without even
while the heat within frazzled my mind.

And I thought I was in the midst of a fever
dream when I saw him, a tall, muscular, wide-shouldered, handsome
black man walking through the door before me. But Theresa stopped
and strode across to him. “Darling,” she said, her arms going
around him.

They kissed, and I all-but hung there,
gasping, sobbing weakly, exhausted, dazed, and only slowly, slowly,
did I come to realize that he was real, that there was someone else
there, someone - a man - looking at me. I felt a shock, a small
one, and it grew into a grater shock, then a still greater shock as
my mind grasped what was happening. Crimson flooded my face as my
wrists pulled helplessly against the restraints, yet there was no
way to cover myself, no way to hide.

Theresa turned to face me, each with an arm
around the other, and she smiled at me. “This is my husband
Robert,” she said.
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Robert was almost a foot taller than her, and
though it was hard to tell, I thought he was quite a bit older than
her, as well, easily in his forties. I felt almost breathless,
panicky with shock and a growing sense of utter humiliation as his
eyes drank me in.. Fear? There was no room for fear. I was
absolutely mortified! To be seen like this, not merely naked but -
Fuck - the dildos were still sticking out of me!

And then they stepped towards me. “Isn’t she
lovely?” Theresa said, sounding quite pleased.

“Very,” he said, in a gravelly voice.

He stepped directly in front of me, and for
only a moment, I stared helplessly at him, then dropped my eyes in
shame. But he reached out and his large, thumbs and forefingers
reached for my nipples, framing them, pressing in lightly, rolling
my nipples between the pads of his fingertips, plucking at them
lightly.

Then he slipped an arm around me, his hand
sliding down onto my ass, squeezing me as his body bent and his
head lowered. He took in the center of my breast, sucking and
chewing, and I jerked my eyes up, staring at Theresa. But she
wasn’t looking at my face. She was watching her husband sucking at
my breast with a very pleased look on her face.

I felt a burgeoning sense of - wrongness - as
if - he shouldn’t be doing that - they shouldn’t be - it wasn’t
right for him - but then he slid lower, licking a trail down my
heaving chest, down across my taut belly, and knelt before me,
licking my clit, and - Oh! My! God! I couldn’t think about
wrongness when I felt so incredible!

I couldn’t care about embarrassment with that
kind of crackling sexual electricity tearing through me. His hands
kneaded my buttocks as his tongue swept across my stiff, burning
clit, and I began to vibrate like a tuning cord tuning fork. His
big hand gripped the base of the dildo, and thrust up, and somehow
he found more space, even though I screamed at the pain.

He rose and stepped back, and Theresa
immediately sank into place where he had been, her smaller tongue
lapping at my clit as he peeled his shirt slowly up and off to
reveal a muscular frame with a washboard belly. He grinned at me,
undoing his belt, dropping his trousers. His cock was - huge. It
was long and black and thick, jutting up like a spear from between
his legs.

He moved around behind me, and I felt his
fingers on the other dildo, the one sticking out of my ass. He drew
it slowly down my anal tube, and then - and then - Oh! My! God!

A dildo just did not feel like a real cock.
His cock felt incredible as it slid up inside me. He never would
have gotten that monster into me had his wife not prepared me with
those super sized dildos. But as it was, he was actually slightly
smaller than the dildo, and so I felt not only a sense of relief,
but a sense of wondrous pleasure at the FEEL of a real cock. And
then there was the erotic shockwave of excitement that a man, a
big, handsome older man, and a BLACK MAN(!) was DOING me! He filled
me with his thick, throbbing cock, and stuffed it all up inside me
so his balls were jammed against my buttocks.

His wife sucked at my clit, while Robert
began to pump his big prick up and down in my anal passage. The
thing must have been almost a foot long! He thrust up into me with
deep, penetrating strokes that gave me cramps every time his
cockhead struck bottom. But oh fuck it felt good going in!

His hands slid around me, cupping and
kneading my breasts as he worked his prick up into my belly in
faster strokes. My body began to shake to the tune of his hips
slapping my buttocks, and Theresa licked harder still on my
clit.

I just - lost it. Even before the orgasm I
was in another world, another universe, gurgling like I was drugged
or drunk, grunting and moaning and staring through glassy eyes as
the two worked me over.

And when the orgasm came - and it was another
monster which seemed to go on and on and on, it tumbled my mind end
over end, rolling it like a barrel going over a waterfall. I was
nothing but a wild, passionate animal, grunting and gurgling, and
caring about nothing and nobody but satisfying my lust.

That monster cock up my ass kept thrusting
hard and deep, the nose punching me in the belly – on the inside –
all through the massive mental and physical meltdown of my orgasm.
When the orgasm faded it left me shell-shocked, dazed, virtually
hanging there by the wrists with him still behind me, still
thrusting. He slowed his movements, but if anything, made them
stronger.

His big, muscular body pressed against me
from behind, arching me up and out against the restraints pulling
my wrists and arms back, his cock driven deep inside me as his hips
and balls ground against my buttocks.

“Her ass is squeezing my cock like a vice,”
he grunted, then bit lightly at the nape of my neck.

Theresa pulled her tongue away from my clit.
“Rape her tight little ass, lover,” she said in a light-hearted,
teasing voice.

Then her tongue returned to my sex, caressing
my sex lips, circling them where they gripped the dildo so
tightly.

Robert’s hands slid up and down my body, all
the way up to my wrists, and he kind of arched his own body as he
pressed against me, bowing me back again as he jammed his cock deep
into my belly.

Then his hands slid down my arms, kneaded my
breasts roughly, then slid further. He gripped his wife’s hair,
jamming her face against my pussy as he thrust into me with a
sudden flurry of hard movements, and Theresa licked harder and
faster at my clit as I shuddered and moaned and whimpered around
the gag.

I was so incredibly, intimately aware of the
feel of that big cock inside me, of its every movement as it slid
up and down in my anal tube, of the veins which circled it, and the
delicious sensation as they caressed the taut ring of my opening.
Robert reached down and gripped my thighs, kind of lifting me up
higher to match his height as he thrust faster, harder, deeper,
gasping and moaning as he approached his own orgasm.

It – hurt, kind of, but the sexual arousal
within me was so high, and his thrusting was raising it higher
still. When he came, the mere thought of a thick mass of his semen
pouring into my ass sent me over the edge, as well, and another
orgasm, powerful, if not as cataclysmic, tore through me.

* * *

A shower. A nice, long, hot shower. But it
wasn’t as relaxing as it might have been. They had a huge shower
stall, and all three of us were in it. Me and Theresa were
together. Theresa was kind of in charge (naturally), and she soaped
up my wet body, then took my hands and led them to her own body,
and I realized that finally I was seeing her naked.

She was thinner than me, almost skinny, with
small, high, pert breasts and tiny pink nipples. She was shaven as
clean as I was, and I felt a strange, dark hunger as she smiled
cat-like at me and drew me into the large shower stall with
her.

We took a shower together, Theresa and I.
While Robert watched.

It felt - weird. A part of me didn’t want to
be there, wanted to go home, because now that the intensity of my
sexual heat had eased somewhat I felt embarrassed and
self-conscious in front of Robert. I was nervous and anxious, and
even resented his presence. But on the other hand, it was so
deliciously dark and kinky and wild that my pussy was pulsing with
hunger because of him being there, watching us, watching me.

For once, I wasn’t tied up, but I felt
sluggish and weak and didn’t know what to do really. Theresa had no
hesitation. She soaped me up slowly and sensuously, and pressed her
wet, slick body against mine, rubbing herself against me as her
hands caressed my back and kneaded my buttocks.

Her lips were never far from mine as she ran
her hands through my hair and down my back, and I had nothing to do
with my hands but to put them on her waist, at first, then on her
back.

“Squeeze my ass, little bitch-slave,” she
breathed.

And so I did, which felt - weird,
embarrassing, and hot at the same time. Her skin was wonderfully
smooth and soft, not like guys at all, and the feel of her small,
but firm breasts rubbing and mashing against my own was deliciously
sensual. Her nipples were even pointier than my own, and her kisses
were delicious as her tongue flitted about my mouth and caressed my
own tongue.

And then Robert stepped forward, and Theresa
turned to him with a broad smile while I kind of shrank back a
little. Theresa grabbed the soap and soaped me up all over again,
though I was already soapy. She lathered it on thickly, and then
had me press my body against her husband - after turning him
around. My heart was thumping as she pushed me forward, and my
soft, soapy breasts pressed against his back.

“This is how they do it in Thailand,” Theresa
said, pushing against my back to rub me against him.

She got me to basically rub myself up and
down against Robert, mashing my breasts against him, transferring
the soap to his wet, slick skin. That was embarrassing enough. I
mean, I’d still not even talked to him, not said a word to him,
even though he’d sodomized me(!), and he was a dark, intimidating
presence, scary, yet really exotic and exciting in a way.

It got worse when he turned around. His dark
eyes bored into me and I dropped my eyes, face flushed. Theresa
took my soapy hands and then guided them to his cock! He was soft,
and I had to wash his cock and balls with my hands! Only her hands
under mine kept me from yanking my hands back, and I was terribly
embarrassed. I mean,

I didn’t go in for one-night stands to begin
with, and I hadn’t even done that with him. I didn’t know him! He
was just this big – black guy – old too, easily forty. But I was
kind of hemmed in between them, with Theresa behind me and him in
front of me and I felt very small and helpless – and despite the
way my mind was squirming, I was also very aroused.

Theresa’s hands slipped out from mine,
sliding up my body, cupping and kneading my breasts as she ground
her hips into me from behind. Then Robert slid his big hands under
my jaw, around my neck, tilting my head up so I had no choice but
to look into his brown eyes – and then he kissed me. His lips were
large, but soft as they pressed against mine, and I moaned into his
open mouth, my hands still rubbing and massaging his cock and balls
amid a thick mass of soap.

His tongue invaded my mouth, and mine rose
instinctively, while one of Theresa’s hands slid down between my
legs and began to stroke lightly across my clitoris. She pressed
her small breasts against my back as she leaned into me, kissing
lightly along the nape of my neck while Robert’s tongue pushed
deeper, and became more demanding.

I felt his cock beginning to pulse and grow
in my hands. My heart thumped as Theresa rubbed her breasts against
me and rubbed her finger against my clit. One of Robert’s hands
slid up to knead my other breast, his big fingers digging deep into
the soft, malleable flesh, mashing and squeezing me as his tongue
swirled deep within my mouth and his lips moved wetly against my
own.

My breathing was becoming ragged as my pulse
rate sped up. The sexual power was rising inside me as Theresa’s
tongue stroked expertly across my clit and the two of them mauled
my breasts.

Robert’s cock thickened and pushed out from
between his legs. I pumped my fingers slowly up and down its
length, tilting it upwards between our bodies. Then he eased back,
smiling darkly at me. He turned on the water, letting it wash over
him as Theresa continued to almost hold me against her, kneading my
breast, rubbing my clit, and kissing and lightly sucking along the
nape of my neck.

Then he turned back to us, dripping wet, and
Theresa sort of pulled me downward, forcing me down onto my knees
on the floor as she knelt behind me. Robert stepped forward, his
cock pointing at my face, and he reached down for my hair,
gathering it up as he rubbed his cock against my face. I opened my
mouth – wildly excited at how thick he was, having to stretch my
lips wide as he fed his fat prick through and along my tongue.

At first I pumped my fist along the shaft as
I sucked on the head, but as he pushed forward, and pulled on my
hair, Theresa almost casually reached up, drawing my arms downward,
pinning them at my sides with her own arms. Robert tilted my head
back a little more as his wife stroked her fingers more rapidly
against my clit.

And his cock slid remorselessly into my
mouth, inch after slow, wet inch of it until the head gagged me as
it entered my throat. I jerked instinctively, trying to twist away,
but Theresa held me tightly as her husband controlled my head by my
hair, and continued to feed his thick cock down my throat.

I gurgled and gagged and choked and panicked
a little, pulling against their hold on me, but then as more cock
slid through my lips I felt an intense sexual awakening, a huge
excitement at having taken his cock deep into my throat like that,
at deep-throating him, and I almost came against Theresa’s
fingers.

My nose was jammed into his groin as he
pulled my face in firmly against him. I had the whole long,
throbbing mass of his cock in my mouth and down my throat, and
though I was gagging a little, and choking a little, I was coping,
and growing wildly excited at how well I was doing. Wow! Was I
really doing this! It was so easy!

He held my face against him as my skull
started to pound and my chest started to burn, then slowly pulled
back. I gagged some more as his cock came out, and coughed
violently as the head pulled free of my throat with a wet sound,
saliva drooling over my lower lip as I desperately sucked in
air.

Then at some unspoken signal I hadn’t seen
Theresa rose, and pulled me to my feet, turning me around. I
staggered, still gasping for breath and a little dazed. I felt
Robert grasping my slender wrists behind, pulling them together
behind me and then kind of lifting them up – which bent me over –
for over.

Theresa grasped my wet hair, combing her
fingers through it and then pulling it up and forward, and I gasped
as I felt the nose of Robert’s fat cock rubbing against my pussy
from behind.

Robert had to spread his legs to bring his
height down, and Theresa pulled on my hair to guide me towards her
pussy as she did the same.

“Lick me, slut,” she whispered.

I moaned as Robert pushed into the entrance
to my pussy, then forced himself deeper. Theresa slapped lightly at
one of my hanging breasts as she ordered me to lick her again.

My throat pushed out, my neck angling sharply
as I began to tongue her clit. Behind me, Robert’s big shaft pushed
steadily forward into my body, then began to pump in and out while
he held my crossed wrists high above me. He took his time working
me open while his wife and he shared my breasts, groping and
caressing them.

“Lick me, bitch-slave,” Theresa groaned.

“Take that cock, you little white whore,”
Robert growled.

“Dirty little slut,” Theresa panted.

“Nasty little whore,” Robert growled.

“Filthy little sex toy,” Theresa said.

“Sex slave,” Robert sneered.

“Fuck toy,” Theresa taunted.

“Ungh, I love how tight her cunt is,” Robert
gasped.

“Rip it open, lover!” Theresa panted. “Rape
the little bitch. Rape her hard!”

“Gonna rape you, slut!” Robert taunted
me.

“You love that black cock, don’t you, bitch
slave,” Theresa groaned.

“Nasty little white bitch loving that nigger
cock,” Robert growled, slapping my ass.

“Lick my clit, you filthy little sex slave!”
Theresa panted, tugging on my hair.

Robert’s hips were slapping against my wet
buttocks now as he drove his big cock deep into my aching belly. I
was gasping and panting and moaning dazedly as they showered me
with dark, obscenely exciting words and mauled my body. I felt my
hips screwing and grinding backwards as an orgasm began in my belly
and then spread outwards like a flash fire. I trembled and shook
and cried out in wild animal passion while they ground me between
them and called me a bitch-whore and a bitch-slave and a fuck
toy.

And then Theresa jammed my face into her
pussy as she came, crying out in pleasure and covering my lips and
jaw and cheeks with her oozing sex cream. Moments later Robert
pulled free of my pussy and I was yanked around as he fisted his
big cock in front of me, then sprayed a thick mass of white semen
all across my face.

From there, they rinsed us all off, dried us
off, then helped me stagger to their bedroom where I was tied
spreadeagled to a big four poster bed. Theresa and Robert took
turns torturing me with tongues and lips and teeth and fingers and
vibrators and dildos so that I twisted and writhed and arched and
cried out and screamed in wildfire pleasure again and again and
again, until I was so bone-weary and exhausted I could no longer be
roused for their games.

* * * * *

“Good morning, Miss O’Brien,” she said with
only a slight smile.

Good morning, Mrs. Becci,” I said.

“And are you ready for a productive day?” she
asked, arching her eyebrows.

I could tell just from the look she gave me
that Theresa had an idea, a nasty idea. The smirk, the knowing
look, meant I was in for something, and my stomach fluttered
slightly as my chest tightened with excitement and anxiety.

It didn’t take long to figure out, for she
sauntered into my office a few minutes later. “Paul is gone on
vacation,” she said. “I’m acting office manager for the next two
weeks.”

“Should I say congratulations?”

“Well, the pay isn’t going to improve, but on
the other hand, he does have some perks of office, including an
office with a door.”

She raised an eyebrow at me and I felt my
chest tightening further. A real office, with a door - and a
lock.

Then she cocked her finger at me and backed
away. I licked my lips, ran my fingers nervously through my hair,
stood up, and followed her out. There was no one nearby to see as
she led me into Paul’s office, then closed the door behind her.

Almost immediately I was up against the door,
her lips on mine, her hands on my breasts as her tongue invaded my
mouth. My eyes fluttered in startlement, and I kissed back
tentatively before she eased her lips back. “Oh we’re going to have
fun, you and I,” she whispered.

“But… I have work…”

Her finger against my lips silenced me.
“Shh,” she said.

She baked up, propping her butt on the edge
of the desk.

“Strip,” she said softly.

I looked nervously at the narrow window
alongside the door, the Venetian blinds drawn, my heart starting to
beat rapidly. “Strip? Here?” I whispered, my voice squeaking a
bit.

“Completely,” she said with a smirk.

I was wearing a t-shirt and jeans. It didn’t
take long to get out of them, though I felt unaccountably nervous
and anxious. I was still trying to recover from that incredible,
wild, shocking time we’d had the other night at her place.

Theresa was wearing an ankle length tweed
skirt, a matching blazer, and a button-down blouse over long black
boots with stiletto heels. And I was naked - completely.

She had a broad smile on her face as she
reached behind her and pulled out - a studded leather collar.

She slid off the desk and strolled forward a
few steps, then took the collar and placed it around my throat. My
hands rose instinctively, but she said “Ah, ah,” and I let them
drop, heart thumping now as I felt the cool leather sliding tight
around my neck, loosening a bit, then being buckled into place.

“Turn,” she whispered.

I obeyed, and she produced soft, thick black
leather laces which she wrapped around one of my wrists. She pulled
both my wrists up and back behind me, lifting them upwards between
my shoulder blades.

I was quite unsure about the wisdom of this,
but getting aroused very rapidly, already flushed with heat and
embarrassment both, and not ready to fight her, however reluctant I
might be, as she forced my wrists up and tied them, then led the
cord to a ring in the back of the collar and tied it off.

She stepped away and turned me around, and I
stared at her, pulse racing as she looked m up and down. “

Gorgeous,” she said.

She drew me forward to the desk, then bent me
forward and slapped my bottom lightly.

“Spread em.”

I shifted my feet apart on the floor, then
farther as she slapped my bottom again. I blushed at how nakedly
and obscenely displayed I was, as her fingers traced the line of my
sex, then dipped within. I gasped, feeling a moisture on them, a
slickness.

“What is that?” I gasped.

“Just a little lube to help you relax.”

“Why do I need lube?!”

Her fingers slid into me, softly, firmly,
into the soft, warm, moist depths of me, twisting slowly around in
my throbbing pussy, pumping slowly in and out. A hand on the back
of my head bent me over further, all the way, until my breasts were
pillowed out beneath m against the cold wood.. Her fingers slid in
and out of me, going all the way to the knuckles now, and then I
felt the unmistakable sensation of her mouth on my pussy, her lips
around my clit, sucking rhythmically as her tongue swirled in and
out.

I groaned softly, her fingers pumping, her
tongue licking, my insides flaring wildly with pulsing excitement.
This was insane! We were at the office! But that made it even more
exciting, for some reason. Theresa’s tongue lapped at my clit, and
her fingers pumped in and out - now a third finger added, and my
insides began to burn as I rolled my hips back slowly, jerkily,
gasping and moaning in pleasure.

Her three fingers were making me kind of
ache, but in a good way, as they pumped slowly in and out, and her
tongue and lips were driving me slowly insane, my face and chest
flushed with excitement as my eyes fluttered and I tried to keep
myself quiet.

My wrists pulled feebly against the leather
binding them, and I kept getting these short, shocking little
bursts of awareness, you know, about us being at work, about being
tied up at work, being naked at work!

She produced a dildo, next, a long, thick
one, and slid it into me, straining my pussy lips wide, making me
groan helplessly as it pushed up inside me.

“Fuuuuck!” I gasped, wriggling and twisting
there on the desk..

“I know you like them big, slut,” she
taunted, screwing and twisting and pushing the dildo deeper
still.

Jesus, I thought, it’s fucking thick! I
grunted a little as she jammed it into the deepest part of my
pussy. She was still licking at my clit, though, and the pain was
kind of absorbed by the pleasure, even twisted and turned into
something resembling pleasure itself. Then I felt her finger
pressing against my wrinkled little anal opening.

“Theresa!” I gasped.

“Quiet, little slut, or it’s the gag for
you,” she said.

Her finger, coated in some kind of slick
lubricant, slid into my ass fairly easily, then twisted and turned
within me. My excitement mounted, and my breathing became more and
more ragged as one finger became two, and her lips sucked avidly at
my engorged clit.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned. “Fuuuuck! Unngghh!”

A second dildo followed the first, twisting
and turning, pushing in and drawing back, pushing in and drawing
back, sliding ever deeper into my back passage until I felt bloated
and overfull, until I could hardly control my breathing and was
panting and moaning softly across the desk.

Then she stopped. She gripped my hair and
pulled me upright, so I was standing, trembling, before her. I
could feel the thick base of the dildo sticking out of my ass
against my buttocks, and the other one against my inner thighs. She
grinned and pulled me back by the collar, back around to the rear
of the desk.

She sat down on Paul’s executive chair,
grinned, and then raised her legs and spread them apart, slumping
down, dropping them across the arms of the chair. Then she slid her
skirt up and bared her pussy.

“Show the boss what a good little employee
you are, Miss O’Brien,” she said softly. “Show her how much you
want that raise.”

I shuddered with excitement, easing forward,
then sinking down onto my knees. The two dildos stuffed up inside
me were a heavy, full presence which stretched my openings wide. My
pussy throbbed with hunger as I leaned in between her legs, gasping
as my rigid nipples made contact with the rough fabric on the
chair, and let my tongue slide up her bare little slit.

Keeping my legs close together increased the
pressure on my insides, squeezing my buttocks and thighs against
the base of the dildos. I leaned over more as her fingers slid
through my hair and tightened, pulling me in against her, my tongue
sliding along her slit and over her clit as my lips opened wide to
envelope her entire mons.

Theresa was slumped back, legs straight and
wide, wide open, pulling on my hair as I licked at her pussy,
gasping softly as my tongue stroked across her quivering button and
dipped in between the tight lips of her sex. “Lick me, little
slut!” she gasped in a soft, whispering voice. “Lick me, you
fucking bitch! You whore! Lick your mistress you dirty little
cunt!”

I licked, my thighs squeezing against the
dildos, my bottom bobbing up and down as I licked, but I needed
more, and eased my groin downwards, brought a heel up, and gasped
as I pressed the base of the dildo in my pussy against my bare
heel, thrusting it up deeper - achingly deep. I almost
unconsciously arranged my feet, knees wide, heels almost crossed
under me, jamming myself down against them with both dildos,
driving them up into my aching belly as I licked and lapped and
sucked at Theresa’s pussy.

“Ohhh,” she gasped. “Dirty bitch! Dirty
whore! Filthy slut! Lick me, you filthy slut!” she gasped, twisting
her fingers in my hair and pulling at it.

My tongue licked long, hard laps along her
slit and over her clit, then my lips caught at her clit and sucked
hungrily before my tongue whipped out and stroked across it
repeatedly.

My weight was pressing down, bouncing lightly
against my heels, and I could feel the two fat dildos slowly being
shoved even deeper into my quivering belly. The dildo in my pussy
was almost all the way in, so much that my heel on the base could
rub and grind back and forth across it and my clit while I licked
at her.

Theresa was making gurgling, gasping sounds,
arching her back, jamming my face in against her pussy as I licked
frantically. Sex heat was swirling through my body and mind as I
rubbed myself against my heel, and jabbed at the base, which jammed
the head harder against the back wall of my pussy. It was all so
wild, so intense. I could hardly believe I was doing this - here -
in the office, with just a thin door between us and the people
walking around outside.

Theresa went limp and pushed me back. She
gasped for breath and moaned softly, then slowly sat up, drawing
her skirt back down as she leaned forward.

“Nasty little slut,” she purred, running her
soft hands over my breasts.

She gripped my hair and jerked my head back
suddenly, so that I gasped in pain.

“Did you like sucking my husband’s cock?” she
demanded in a mock angry voice, hissing at me fro a few inches
away.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Say it then - slut!”

“I liked sucking your husband’s cock,” I
gasped.

She caught one of my nipples between her
thumb and forefinger, pinching and rubbing it.

“Do you like being an adulteress, slut!? Do
you?” she hissed.

“Yes!” I panted. “I like being an
adulteress!”

“Fucking whore,” she growled, reaching to the
side and opening a desk drawer.

She smiled tauntingly at me and held up a
long, fat dildo with a kind of spongy ball on the end.

Remember the ball gag I gave you to chew on
the other evening. slut?” Theresa said with a smile.

“Yes.”

“Well this is just a more… extreme version of
that.”

“Y-You can’t be serious!” I gasped.

She grinned and turned it around in her hand
so the head was pointing at me. “I have confidence in your deep
throat abilities,” she said.

“I don’t!”

“We have a need for silence, you see. It
wouldn’t do for any of the boys out there to have a clue what was
going on in here.”

“I’ll keep quiet.”

“You certainly will.”

She thrust the head into my open mouth, and
then stood up, slowly, drawing me up with her by her hold on my
hair.

“Suck it, slut,” she growled. “Suck it. Suck
it down!”

I moaned and sucked on it as she twisted and
turned it in my mouth. She pushed it deeper and deeper as she held
me in place, pressing me back against the desk.

“You liked swallowing my husband’s cock, you
filthy little adulteress slut,” she taunted. “I’m sure you’ll love
swallowing this one too. It will keep you quiet when I punish
you!”

I gasped as her weight pushed me back against
the desk, and the base of the dildo protruding from my back hole
jammed against the top edge. I moaned as it slid deeper, then
jammed hard against the back wall of my anus.

Theresa pushed the dildo deeper, twisting and
turning it.

“Swallow this cock, little cock sucker,” she
whispered. “My nasty, filthy little cock suckering whore!”

I gagged as the head of the dildo entered my
throat. Theresa kept a firm hold on my hair as she fed the thing
into my open mouth, pushing it deeper and deeper as I gurgled and
gagged weakly and swallowed inch after inch. The dildo looked to be
a foot long, and she slid every inch inside me, until the round,
fat, ball was pressed against my lips.

Then she started to jam that into me, using
her thumbs to squeeze and push the rubbery material into me a bit
at a time until my jaw was forced wide and the ball thing was stuck
in my mouth like a ball gag, holding my lips wide. She leered at
me, bent and began to suck and chew on my nipples.

Someone tried the door, the handle jerking
back and forth as someone tried to open it. I froze, heart skipping
a beat. Theresa froze too for a second, then giggled softly, and
straightened.

“Time to punish our nasty little adulteress,”
she whispered.

She spun me around and bent me over the desk,
then drew out a short, thin quirt and slashed it across my ass. I
squealed – almost entirely silently as the thin quirt snapped at my
bottom with stinging force.

“Bad little slut,” she taunted in a low,
breathy voice. “Filthy, nasty, dirty little adulterous whore!”

The quirt slashed across my bottom again –
and then again – and then again as I jerked and moaned and gurgled
helplessly, trying to breath around the thick dildo stuffed into my
throat. It wasn’t easy, but I could – somehow. I think the actual
dildo had some holes in it, like air holes, because my breath
sounded like it was coming through a tube.

The little quirt bit into my bottom with a
soft whir of sound as it cut through the air, and then a soft
“snick” of sound as it struck my flesh.

“Dirty little cock sucker,” Theresa taunted,
lashing my bottom again – and then again – and then again.

She hit me a dozen times, and somehow, during
this, she drew on that strap-on dildo, the one with the dildo that
got fat, then thin, then fat, then thin that she had used on me
before. This time, after shoving the dildo in my ass all the way
deep, so I cried out in pain, she drew the other out of my pussy,
and took me there bent over the desk, thrusting in hard and fast as
she stroked her finger rapidly across my clit.

I came insanely, screaming into the gag,
twisting and writhing and crushing my breasts against the desk top
below me as I grunted and moaned and drove my hips back at that
thrusting latex cock.

“Remember who owns you, bitch-slave,” she
whispered, bending over me and biting softly on the nape of my
neck.
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My ass was a little sore as I made my way out
onto the floor, and my insides felt – bruised from the hard
thumping of her strap-on, and the way she’d jammed the other dildo
up my ass. They also felt stuffed, because both dildos were up
inside me, lodged deep within my belly.

Over them, I wore the thong I’d worn to work
that morning, but nothing else was the same. My boss, my mistress,
Theresa, had given me gifts, a pair of tight, low slung jeans, and
a white T-shirt which was considerably shorter – and a little
tighter than the one I’d been wearing.

Mind you, I’d never been shy about my looks.
Why would I be? I’d always worn form-fitting clothes, which on my
form, didn’t look bad at all. But these jeans were low on my hips.
They were so low that if I bent over even a little, the little
triangle top of my thong would be visible - especially since the
top was not very long, and in fact, bared about an inch or two of
my midriff, even when I was standing normally.

In addition, she’d given me a pair of red and
black suspenders, snapping them on herself. The suspenders had been
a nice touch. They started out, of course, across the center of my
breasts. But naturally enough, as I moved and worked, they slid to
the sides so that, in effect, they were kind of squeezing my
breasts together from the sides

Did I mention that the seam of the jeans had
been altered? Basically what she’d done was to kind of sew a double
seam on the inside right over my crotch. It served no actual
purpose as far as the jeans were concerned. But they were already
tight enough that the seam was kind of jamming up into my pussy,
and this strategically placed addition meant that it was grinding
against my clit as I moved.

It, and the dildos, were both irritating, and
a constant reminder of the strange new sexual - status- if you will
that I now held, of my new sexual personal, my new sexual identity,
my new fascination with sex, especially dark, nasty, submissive
sex.

And, in fact, that weird new sense of sexual
submissiveness - where I had NEVER felt submissive in anything
before - was also kind of affecting my outlook and how I perceived
myself.

I still felt self-conscious about the idea of
guys ogling me, staring at me, lusting after me, but now I also
felt that was kind of hot, and felt, I don’t know, like - like a
lamb wandering around with wolves staring at me, salivating over
me, wanting to pounce on me. Not that these nerds were particularly
dangerous, of course…

Still, the knowledge made me intensely aware
of their eyes on me, and it made me feel kind of squishy inside,
hot, self-aware of myself as a very sexual person, or, if you like,
a sex object. And everywhere I went the guys were happy to see me,
and friendly, and smiled and chattered about this or that, and
usually didn’t openly stare at my tits o my ass - but they sure
noticed. And since my job involved a lot of bending and stretching
over machines, they sure noticed my thong, too.

It was weird. I wasn’t attracted to them. I
didn’t want to do anything with them - exactly, but it was making
me really hot to be so - lusted after - by so many guys all day
long. And, of course, those dildos inside, which my flesh was
molded around as it moved, and the way the seam was jammed against
my clit only made that worse. I was wet all day. It’s a good thing
the air conditioning is good at work or they’d have smelled me!

Walter Lewkowski stopped me as I was passing
his desk to talk about gaming, and wanted to know if I’d done
any.

“Of course,” I said. “I have a Wii, and an
X-box.”

He seemed more enthusiastic about that then
about my wardrobe, wanting to know what I played and what I liked
and didn’t like about it.

“I’m trying to develop a game which will be
more attractive to girls,” he said.

“Girls or women?”

“Gamer girls - not kids.”

“There are no good games for girls,” I said.
“Well, maybe for young girls, but not for big girls.”

“That’s what I mean. That’s a long-neglected
market with a lot of purchasing power. But games don’t seem to work
very well for them.”

“Most girls my age aren’t into games,” I
admitted.

“Or is that because the games don’t appeal to
them?”

“They appeal to me, kind of, or I wouldn’t
play them. Most girls I know play games a little. Thy just aren’t
fanatics about it like the guys.”

Peter Dunbar sidled over, grinning at me.
Like Walter, he was ten years or so older than me

“So is Kelly a gamer-girl?” he asked with a
grin at me.

“A little,” I said. “But I do a lot of sports
too.”

“A jock gamer girl, how novel.”

“Not really.”

“So can I show you something? Walter
asked.

Your dick, I thought in amusement..
“Sure.”

He showed me the opening video sequence on a
game he was working for. I looked at his screen, while Dunbar ogled
my tits from the side, while he figured my attention was on the
screen. On the screen, a girl who could have been dressed as a
conservative teacher, wandered around a pretty forest glade
searching for clues to solve a puzzle. I made a face. “Not my kind
of game,” I said.

“We’re trying to get away from the shooters,”
Walter said. “Girls don’t like them as much.”

“What girls? Probably the girls who like any
games don’t like them. I like them. But you need the games to be
more oriented towards things girls like, and more cooperative. Give
her a partner to help her, and have her rescuing kids or
something.. And make her hotter. She looks like a
schoolteacher.”

“We’re trying to appeal to girls, not
guys.”

“Why not appeal to both? You think a girl
playing a character doesn’t want that character to look hot and be
dressed hot? You know, it pisses me off that so many games don’t
have any female chars. It wouldn’t make much to be able to choose
whether you wanted to play the same game as a hunky guy or a hot
chick. You could probably improve your sales just by doing
that.”

It was cool talking to them about stuff like
this, but even as we talked – all about work stuff, and games, I
knew they were looking at me in that flitty little way, as were the
nearby men, and I knew they all wanted me, wanted to bend me over
the desk and fuck me right then and there. Or maybe it was just
that I was interpreting everything in a sexual way these days, that
every look to me meant someone lusted after me.

Had Theresa and her hubby changed my outlook
so fast? Or had I already kind of known it and just ignored it?

I moved around the office that day, changing
computers, wires, tapping away at keyboards as men looked on. Their
eyes followed me everywhere, and if they’d had half a clue about
the dildos they’d have been going crazy. Hell, I was nearly going
crazy. Theresa took me into her office three times, where I begged
her to let me come, and she’d masturbated me to quick, powerful
orgasms, with her hand over my mouth each time.

Two more times – I’d cheated. I’d gone into
the ladies room to pee, and while I was there – well, let’s face
it, with the dildos jammed inside me – I’d pumped the one in my
pussy in and out and brought myself off in seconds, gasping and
moaning and trying to keep the sounds down as the orgasm ripped
through my body.

I anxiously followed Theresa home again,
heart thumping, wondering what was in store for me that evening.
Grinning, she stripped me, and with the dildos still inside me, led
me into their play room and made me straddle a strange sort of
wooden box. The box was made up mostly of two steeply angled boards
meeting together like the peek of a sharply peaked roof.

I climbed gingerly forward, my hands on the
peek in front of me, then settled myself slowly down. The dildos
were now so deep inside me that the one in back was basically fully
imbedded, and the one in front was actually nestled almost an inch
inside me.

As I settled down, though, my legs apart, I
could feel the pressure of the narrow wedge of wood against my sex,
pressing against the base of the dildo there. I could feel it
against the base of the one up my ass, too, and my insides ached
where they pressed against me.

The “roof” if you will, had leather straps
attached to it running down both sides. Theresa drew the straps
around my ankles and then tugged them tight before buckling them in
place. The next pair of straps went around my legs below the knees,
and the next pair just above the knees.

She put a collar on me which had a strap
going down the back, and drew my wrists back behind me, bending my
arms at a ninety degree angle, then strapping them flat to the
leather strap which went down my spine.

She winked at me, pushed a gag into my mouth,
then a blindfold over my eyes. Then she began to gently work over
my clit with the tiny little wand vibrator, rubbing and rolling it
across my clit as I writhed and twisted and moaned in helpless
pleasure. It was weird feeling those sensations and not being able
to see. It was like I was trapped in a dark hole with nothing there
for company but sensations.

She pulled the vibrator away, leaving me
panting, shuddering weakly, on the edge of climax. Then she pinched
my right nipple sharply. A moment later there was an even sharper
pain, a severe little pain that made me scream in startlement, but
was over very quickly. Well, almost. The worst of it was over
quickly, but my nipple still ached. What the fuck, I wondered.

Then she did it again, to my other nipple,
and again I yelped and twisted, gasping, moaning, not happy at the
sharp pain and wondering what she had done. The vibrator returned
to my clit, though, and though the aching and throbbing didn’t
quite leave my nipples, it faded into the background as she roused
fresh sensations in my body.

It halted, and I felt her fingers at my
nipples again. I braced myself for further sharp pain, but it
didn’t happen. Instead I felt a kind of – of pulling at my nipple
which didn’t seem to be coming from her fingers. My nipple sort of
pulled up and out, and then the other one did too, so that I kind
of arched my back to ease the pulling, and the aching.

I felt her fingers at my head, then the
blindfold was removed.

“You rest here for a while sex slave,” she
whispered, grinning at me and rubbing my quivering clit with her
fingers.

She turned and walked away, leaving me alone
atop the thing, staring at my nipples – and the new rings piercing
them.

I gaped, well, I would have gaped if my mouth
wasn’t already wide open around the gag. I stared at them in
disbelief, feeling both a sense of wild dark excitement, and a
small sense of outrage that she would do this without consulting
me, without asking me.

Then again, it wasn’t like it couldn’t be
reversed if I decided to. Now the nipples, thick stainless steel
rings, were angled up and out, pulled by narrow chains that were
attached to an upright rod at the end of the little “roof”.

THIS was kinky!

Ohmygod, this was kinky!

My pussy was starting to grow sore, from
where I sat atop that peaked roof, and I found myself shifting
positions constantly to try and ease the discomfort. I mean, when
all was said and done much of my weight was on that narrow peak of
wood, and I was very sensitive there. My legs were spread and
locked down, and there were limits to what I could do – like
leaning forward and back, both because of my legs and because of
the chains attached to my nipples.

My pussy and my tailbone were starting to
seriously ache as she returned, using the vibrator on my pussy and
my nipples to take my concentration off the pain.

“Nasty little sex slave,” she taunted. “We’re
going to lock you in a cage and sell you to Arab sheiks who will
take you away to their harem!”

She ground the little round ball of the
vibrator across my clit, jamming it back against the dildo stuffed
up inside me, and I exploded into orgasm, twisting and writhing, my
body pulling my nipples against the chains in a deliciously painful
way.

She chuckled and held the vibrator against me
as I twisted and thrashed, then turned it off and put it away.

“It’s almost time for my husband to come
home, sex slave. He’s going to rape you good!” she said with a
taunting voice.

She jerked back on my hair and licked slowly
up along the nape of my neck, then across my jaw and cheek. “You
love that nigger cock, don’t you, slut,” she breathed.

She released my hair and unhooked the chains
dangling from my new nipple rings so they fell down along my belly.
Then she undid the straps holding me in place and helped me get
down off the “roof”. I knelt, dildos still inside me, while she
held my hair in one hand, and the chains in the other, and pulled
my face into her pussy, making me lick her to climax.

She stood me up again, and untied my arms,
massaging them, kissing her way from my shoulders to my knuckles.
She attached a pair of leather wrist restraints

“I have another little present for you,
sex-toy,” she said teasingly.

She left the room, and came back with a shoe
box, popping the lead and taking out a pair of black leather high
heels with stiletto heels. And what heels! They were easily five
inches high! I was really never one for high heels, to be honest. I
was never one for any girly type shoes, and preferred sneakers. But
Theresa helped me into these, and buckled them, and suddenly I was
much taller!

I tried walking a little, and was somewhat
wobbly. But that didn’t really matter as it didn’t look like she
was planning for me to go anywhere. She moved me to the center of
the room, and then slowly lifted my wrists up in back, which bent
me over. When I was bent at a ninety-degree angle, she had me
spread my legs wide, and then attached my wrist restraints to one
of the overhead chains.

She had me standing, legs straight but spread
wide, on those high heels - which you know raised my ass up even
more and stuck it out. I was bent over at a ninety degree angle, my
arms almost straight up in the air, my breasts hanging below me, my
head hanging down too.

She finished arranging my wrists and ankles
so I couldn’t move, then squatted below where I was bent over,
grinned at me, and showed me a pair of round metal balls on foot
long chains. Then she attached the chains to my nipple rings, and I
winced and gasped as they tugged down on my already aching
nipples.

“Don’t worry. You’re going to enjoy this,
little sex slave,” she purred.

She moved behind me, turned on the vibrator,
and began to stroke it back and forth across my clit as she worked
a thick dildo slowly up into my pussy. She pumped and twisted and
changed the angles, occasionally leaning in to slide her tongue
across my clit or seize it between her lips and suck hungrily. When
the dildo was achingly deep, she found a second one, lubed it, and
began to work that one up my ass

My insides were burning and spasming and
throbbing, my chest tight with excitement, my stomach swirling and
churning as she worked over my body. My breathing grew more and
more ragged as the vibrator set my clit buzzing and throbbing in
time to its own frantic vibrations, and my hips began to grind and
roll back at her as

Theresa pumped the dildo harder and deeper -
achingly deep in my ass. I began to feel cramps and throbbing pain
as she forced it still deeper, but the sexual fever was on me and I
didn’t care.

It was then, when I was on the edge of
climax, that she pierced my clitoral hood. The pain was intense
enough to tear me off the path to my orgasm, and tear a shocked cry
of pain from my throat. But, like the piercing of my nipples, the
worst of the pain was over almost instantly. That left a dull
throbbing ache which Theresa treated by rubbing the vibrator all
around the affected area without quite touching it.\

She mouthed my clit, licking gently,
massaging my clit with her mouth and tongue. I could feel the ring
now piercing me moving and turning in her mouth, and the aches to
my sensitive flesh as it moved. I moaned weakly, gasping and
panting for breath, feeling that out-of-control sensation
again.

“Nasty little whore!” Theresa taunted, sawing
the vibrator slowly back and forth against my clit as she slapped
my bottom. “Dirty little girl!”

She attached a smaller weighted ball to my
new clit ring, then stood up and moved around in front of me.
Gathering up my hair in her fingers, she pulled my head up and
back, and then ground her pussy into my face., saying “Lick me,
bitch-slave.”

I moaned weakly, pushing my tongue out and
stroking it up and down across her clit as she held my head tightly
in position before her.

“Lick your mistress, you slut!” she taunted.
“Like your mistress, sex-slave!”

She bent over a little, slapping my breast
lightly. I gasped and moaned as she set the weight swinging against
my nipple, and redoubled my oral attack on her clit.

She ground her pussy into my face
rhythmically, calling me sneering names, slapping my breasts and
pulling on my hair. And every time my body moved the weighted balls
swung and pulled at my clit and nipples.

So good! So good! I was becoming feverish
with the sensual heat and steam within me.

I was moving in time to the rubbing and
stroking of the vibrator as she sawed it across my sex, and then
she started thrusting the dildo in and out, too driving it
painfully deep each time, and grinding the head against the very
back wall of my overstuffed pussy tunnel.

And then she stopped. She rose and moved
around in front of me, pulled my head up by the hair bent, and
kissed me deeply, passionately, her tongue sliding over mine. She
eased back, then gathered my hair into a neat pony tail and tied it
with cord. She pulled back - and back - and back, feeding the cord
back along my body and down to the base of the dildo protruding
from my ass, wrapped it around that, and tied it off, thus holding
m head up in position.

“Give me your tongue, little bitch-slave,”
she said playfully. “Stick it out as far as you can.”

I did, probably because I had no idea what
she intended, and because with my hair pulled back as it was I
couldn’t really bend my head to look down very clearly. I stuck my
tongue out, and she quickly brought her hand up and snapped a clamp
around it. Which hurt!

I squealed in pain and yanked my tongue back
promptly, but the clamp came with it, biting into my tongue so that
I twisted and pulled against the restraints as I frantically tried
to find a way to pull it loose.

“There, there, there,” she said comfortingly.
“It will only hurt for a few moments, then you’ll feel so much
better!”

She began to massage my pussy, her fingers
stroking softly across my moist slit and clitoris, her other hand
gently kneading one of my breasts. The clamp felt enormous in my
mouth, and it felt very strange that I couldn’t get it off, that it
was in my mouth locked to my tongue. My trying to pry it off
against my lips just made it hurt more, so I stopped.

The worst of the crushing pain passed
quickly, as Theresa had suggested it would, but I was still feeling
hard-done-by as I glared up at her.

“Is our little sex slave upset at her
mistress?” she asked teasingly. “Don’t worry. I’ll make it up to
you.”

I tried to talk, but it was very difficult
with the clamp on my tongue - and soon became impossible, for
Theresa attached a chain to the clamp and pulled it gently down,
forcing my tongue out of my mouth and down across my lower lip.

I couldn’t see where she was taking the
chain, but apparently she slipped it through a ring set in the
floor, then back up again - and I felt a pull at my nipples as she
attached it to both my nipple rings somehow. Well, of course, she
simply clipped it to another chain and then attached them to my
nipples, but anyway….

The little balls were still dangling from my
nipples, swinging to and fro whenever I moved, but now she had
chained my tongue to my nipples, as well! Theresa giggled as she
gazed down at me.

“You look frustrated and confused, my little
sex toy,” she said. “It’s all just part of the game.”

She donned the strap-on dildo and moved in
front of me, then slipped it into my open mouth, across my
tongue.

“Suck my cock, you nasty little cock sucker,”
she taunted.

I moaned weakly, closing my lips around the
latex shaft and sucking as she pumped it gently in and out. She let
me suck for a minute, then pushed it slowly into my throat, gagging
me, making me gurgle and twist against the restraints, slowly
pushing it down my throat until my nose was jammed into her pubic
bone.

She pulled out slowly, saliva pouring over my
tongue as I coughed and gasped weakly.

“I think I’m going to rape you, little slut,”
she said.

She giggled, and then used the vibrator and
dildo on me again, kneeling behind me and licking my clit as I
moaned and gasped and twisted helplessly in place. She roused me to
trembling heat, to the point I thought my juices must be actually
seeping out around the thick dildo, my body trembling and twisting,
the weights swinging and pulling on my nipples and clit.

And then - Robert showed up. He was dressed
in a very expensive dark blue three-piece suit with a lighter blue
handkerchief carefully placed in the breast pocket. He smiled at
me, and I flushed red and rolled my eyes helplessly away. He smiled
again, and then sat down on the upholstered chair off to the side,
watching.

Just - watching.

To be honest, I would have felt better if he
had joined in. His just watching confused and embarrassed me. Yet I
was so turned on that when Theresa resumed toying with my body the
feverish heat swept around me once again and turned my brain and
will to mush. I mean, it was bad enough I was - tied up in this
kinky bondage shit, naked, my tits hanging down, but I couldn’t
even control myself, gasping and moaning and trembling and behaving
like a bitch in heat while he watched me and - smiled.

It was humiliating! It was - mortifying! And
yet, for some reason, as Theresa continued, and he continued to
watch I felt the fever she had roused in me turning into something
even more intense. I felt a raw sense of animal heat that knew
almost no limits or bounds.

And when Theresa pulled the dildo out of me,
and started fucking me with her strap-on, started slapping her hips
against my ass and kneading my breasts, the humiliation deepened,
and the heat exploded into a firestorm of excitement that pulled me
into an orgasm of stunning intensity.

I couldn’t have kept silent if I’d tried, and
the intensity of that fever meant I didn’t even try. I screamed in
pleasure, howling like a - well, an animal, wailing and crying out
again and again and again as Theresa rammed the dildo deep into my
blistering, burning pussy, yanked at my hair, slapped at my ass and
breasts, and called me her little bitch-slave whore.

Dazed, moaning, drooling, I looked up finally
as my glassy eyes cleared, only to find Robert standing in front of
me, pulling his monster cock out. My mouth was wide open, my jaw
hanging because of how my tongue was pulled over my lower lip - and
how my scalp was pulling up and back because of the cord around my
hair. He just slid his cock right into my mouth, right along my
tongue and then deep into my throat.

He started to thrust in and out, using my
throat. His hands weren’t even on me, and I could hear Theresa
moaning overhead, could hear the sounds of their lips moving
together.

She thrust into me from behind while he
thrust into me from in front, his balls bouncing against my chin as
he jammed himself into me to the root on every thrust.

The orgasm had not done a lot to ease the
sexual fever. The firestorm had fallen off to a flickering snapping
crackle of flames, but the fever still rode me hot and hard, and I
felt myself already building towards another massive come.

Theresa pulled out of me, and for a moment I
thought maybe they’d change places, but then she thrust into me
again and continued, her hips slapping against my buttocks again
and again and again.

My eyes were glazed, my mind swimming in
molasses, my body churned by heat. Otherwise, I probably would have
noticed how different Theresa’s dildo felt, how - lifelike - it
was. It wasn’t her, of course. It was another man, one of Robert’s
friends.

I didn’t even notice, nor did I notice when
they switched - not at first. I thought, well, the part of me
capable of thought, that they were switching around at last -
except then Robert came back again and plunged his cock into my
throat.

Maybe he’d changed his mind?

It was noticing his jeans which clued me in.
I couldn’t help noticing them as my nose was ground against him,
and when he eased back and I rolled my eyes upwards I clearly saw
that it was not Robert there. It was some other black guy, a
complete stranger.

Robert was probably the guy fucking me hard
and fast from behind, making the weights swing and jerk on their
chains.

I was - confused. That wasn’t Robert! Or…was
it?! No, of course it wasn’t him! It was some other black guy, not
as big in any way! Where had he come from?! My mind swirled and
twisted in confusion and uncertainty, and then anxiety and
embarrassment. A guy I didn’t even know, whose name I didn’t even
know, was fucking me in the face, fucking his cock right down my
throat! And there wasn’t a thing I could do about it!

The more I realized it, the more shock hit
me, and the more awareness rose, so that my face flamed with
embarrassment as he leered down at me, fucked my throat, and groped
my breasts.

And then they switched again, and Robert slid
his cock down my throat as the stranger pushed his into my pussy,
fucking me - fucking me! - A man I didn’t know at all! Two men were
fucking me! Two big, macho, grunting, muscular strangers – Black
men at that – were fucking me at the same time. How incredibly,
amazingly bizarrely shocking this was!

And how incredibly amazingly fucking hot! How
hot and nasty and wicked and intensely sexual! Wow! I mean, just…
just wow! That was what I felt as I felt those two cocks sliding in
and out of me, and their four hands roamed my body, squeezing and
kneading and pinching. My nipples ached as the rings pulled and
tugged on them, and my arms and shoulders ached too from the way
they were pulled up so – forcefully.

God, it was like I was a fucking sex slave! I
mean, yes, she called me that, but this was like, well like it was
real! I mean, wow! I fucking came so intensely I would have
screamed at the top of my lungs, wild with the intensity of the
sexual fever burning through me. Except, of course, that my throat
was stuffed with black cock!
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Do you know what happens when you roll a
heavy rock downhill? I mean, think about it. It takes a while for
you to get it going, but once it starts going it moves on its own,
and it goes faster and faster, building up momentum so that it’s
almost impossible to slow or hinder it as it crashes down hill.

I think inhibitions are something like that.
And I think, at that time, that I was like the proverbial rock
going down hill, moving faster and faster, with more power and
strength the further I got.

I was reveling in my roll as a sexual
creature, as a she-bitch, a wild, nasty, kinky, slutty sexual wild
woman! It was so far from my own concept of self that I was
delighting in it, especially since I was able to keep it pretty
much secret from everyone else. Oh the men at work might be looking
at me more now that I was dressing in tighter and more revealing
clothes, but even they hadn’t a clue as to what was really going on
in my life.

And in some ways, I hadn’t a clue either.

Theresa had created the conditions whereby
almost everything I did sexual was okay, and where the terms which
might normally have made me cringe, like “slut”, and “whore” were
instead turned on their head and used to empower my lust and
passion and excitement.

She built up that excitement during work with
her wild and outrageous treatment of me, which made my days far
more exciting than had ever been the case before. And then
exploited that built-up heat at night, for by then I was up for
almost anything.

Theresa bought me an outfit to wear at
work.

We went shopping during lunch hour, and she
took me into a strange little shop on the edge of town, where a
woman who was obviously gay – she had a crewcut – led us to the
rear of a workshop and produced a trio of perfect, shiny circles –
rings.

“Strip, Kelly.”

I opened my mouth to protect and she slapped
my ass sharply, giving me her patented little smirk, a smirk which
was both playful and daring at the same time. I blushed as the
other woman looked on dispassionately, then obeyed, because….
Because… well, I don’t know. Because she was my team leader, and
because uhm, well, I was getting used to obeying her.

I was wearing a black sweater dress,
comparatively modest, with a high neck, like a turtleneck. She had
asked me to wear it, saying she thought I looked particularly hot
in it, and I’d been a bit relieved as it was modest compared to the
tight jeans and tops she’d given me earlier. I hadn’t understood
what she planned, of course.

“Off with the bra,” she said.

I blushed even more deeply, but began to feel
my pussy beginning to bubble as I reached back and unclipped my
breasts. Theresa had taught me to be even more proud of my breasts
than I had been previously, and I couldn’t help feel a little
thrill of egotistic excitement as the woman looked at them
appreciatively.

She reached for my nipple rings, and
unclipped them, one by one. Again I felt a thrill of excitement as
her fingers moved against my nipples, despite how workmanlike she
was being. She took the first ring which kind of stretched open a
bit, leaving a gap in the ring just wide enough to slide it through
my nipple. It wasn’t easy, though, and I gasped a little as she had
to force the ring through the small piercing.

“This is a thicker gauge of ring than you
pierced her for,” she said to Theresa.

“Yes, but not so much it won’t fit.”

The woman nodded. And with the ring through
my nipple, she placed the ends together and pressed firmly. There
was a tiny tongue in one side, and a hole in the other into which
it pushed. Once it was inside the ring was a perfect round circle.
She put the second ring into my other nipple, then looked at
Theresa.

“The thong, Kelly,” she said.

I blushed anew, and skinned my thong down and
off. I was very smoothly shaven down there, and Theresa had me
spread my legs as the woman knelt in front of me with another ring
in hand. I felt my insides going fluttery as she removed the little
stud that was there, and replaced it with another ring, snapping it
closed.

She stood up and went to a nearby table, then
came back with another perfect ring. This one was also stainless
steel, quite polished, but flat, unlike the rings through my clit.
She put a measuring tape around my neck, then went back to the
larger ring, picked it up, and took it to a nearby machine.

“I want you to stand straight, Kelly,”
Theresa said, giving me a small slap on the ass. “Keep your legs
spread, and keep your arms straight at your sides.”

I did as she bade me, watching the woman make
some adjustments to what was obviously a collar. When she brought
them back she slid it around my throat, and it clicked together
behind my neck. It was about one inch in width, and fit quite
smoothly around my throat. On the front was a word engraved. It was
“whore”. There was also a ring in front and back.

“Hold your hands out, Kelly,” Theresa
ordered.

Two similar stainless steel bands were placed
around my wrists and locked in place, and then two more around my
ankles. They were quite neatly fitted, but not tight.

I examined the wrist restraints, or shackles,
and saw that they also had rings in them, and a tiny keyhole so
they could be removed.

Thin chains followed. She attached a pair of
chains to the ring in the front of my collar, carefully measured so
they would attack tightly and exactly to my nipple rings. Another
chain went from one breast to the other, from one nipple, I should
say, to the other. Then two more chains went from the nipple rings
down through my belly button ring to my clit ring.

A large silver butt-plug was pushed slowly
into my ass, then a trio of stainless steel balls were pushed, one
by one, up into my pussy. They were all inked together by a tiny
cord, and the end one was linked to my clit ring.

Needless to say, I was by now incredibly hot,
my breathing ragged, my pussy moist and hot. Yes, I was extremely
embarrassed, as well, in front of the strange woman, who, in truth,
was somewhat masculine, but that only seemed to make me more
aroused.

Theresa drew my arms back behind my back, and
locked the wrist restraints together easily, then she and the
woman, whose name was Elaine, examined me critically.

“Yes, I like this a lot,” Theresa said.
“Thank you, Elaine. You’ve done a great job. The fit is
perfect.”

The woman nodded. “Any time she moves she’ll
feel the pull against her nipples and clit,” she said, letting a
smile curve across her face.

“Aren’t you going to thank, Elaine, Kelly?”
Theresa said with that playful, taunting, challenging smile.

“Thank you, E-Elaine,” I gulped.

“That’s not how you thank her,” Theresa said
softly.

Elaine’s smile grew, and she reached to her
belt, undid it, and opened her zipper.

I felt a shockwave sweep over me, first one
of denial – I didn’t want to do anything with this woman! But
almost immediately after it came a devastating wall of flames and
heat. Ohmygod that would be so insanely slutty and kinky and dark
and nasty!

She pulled her jeans down and off, and I was
not really surprised that she was smooth shaven, or to feel
Theresa’s hand on my shoulder. I sank slowly down to my knees,
feeling exquisitely embarrassed as she stepped forward, not wanting
to start, and yet…

She reached for my thick hair, curved her
fingers through it, then pulled my mouth towards her pussy. I
pushed out my tongue and began to lick, moaning helplessly as I
felt, already, the pull against my nipples and clit that she had
suggested earlier, felt the pressure of the butt-plug and the
shifting of the metal balls in my rapidly moistening pussy.

I lapped upward along her slit as she looked
down at me, pulling at my hair, grinding my face into her, “making
me” lick her as Theresa looked on. I was kneeling naked and chained
on the grungy industrial tile of a workshop licking a strange
woman’s clit – and the searing heat of that wicked act was making
my pussy pulse with incredible sensual need and passion.

Yet after that, after I made Elaine come,
soaking my face in her pussy cream, they did nothing to relieve me
of the intensity of my arousal. Theresa had me put my boots and
sweater dress on again, and I now understood how the dress covered
up what they’d put on me, including the collar – and she took me
back to the car and back to work.

I was, needless to say, distracted at work
that afternoon, and even though Theresa ordered me not to I had to
go to the ladies room, spread my legs wide, pull my skirt up, and
masturbate furiously, almost giving myself away with the inability
to keep my orgasmic pleasure silent.

But afterward I examined the ring piercing my
clit hood, trying to figure out where the opening was, how it came
of. I didn’t see one. I saw no way it came apart. It looked like a
perfect circle. Frowning, and looking for a better view, I pulled
my sweater dress up higher, baring my breasts, and examined the
rings there, to no avail.

I pulled my dress back down and stood up.
Theresa had confiscated my underwear, but fortunately, my breasts
were so firm they didn’t sag at all, and hardly moved much when I
walked. Still, people could tell, if they looked, that I wasn’t
wearing a bra. So I was a bit self-conscious as I moved.

My heat made that unimportant, though. And
just as Elaine had suggested, the rings kept tugging on my clit and
nipples as I worked, making them extremely sensitive, and turning
me on wildly.

I eagerly followed Theresa home that evening,
stripping and baring my new chains and rings and shackles, looking
around for Robert, though he usually came home later, and Lucas,
the new guy I’d only just kind of met.

Theresa slid a finger into my pussy and I
moaned and my legs got rubbery.

“My, how wet my little slave-bitch is,” she
purred, kissing me lightly. “And tell me, little slave-bitch, did
you disobey your mistress and play with your pussy earlier?”

I hesitated, felt another thrill and nodded.
“Yes, mistress,” I said.

“Bad girl,” she said tauntingly. “You must,
of course, be punished. Good sex slaves do what their mistress
tells them.”

She took me into the playroom, and while
leaving the flat, smooth shackles around my wrists, put much
larger, thicker padded leather around them and then raised my arms
high overhead, chaining them to rings set apart. Then she pulled on
the ends of the chains, which went through a pulley, and raised me
to my toes – and then – I gasped as I was pulled right off my toes
altogether, to hang freely by my wrists.

She locked the chains off like that, smiling
at me. Even hanging freely, my toes just above the floor, she was
slightly taller than me, and she kissed me passionately, her tongue
thrusting deep into my mouth, her hands kneading my buttocks as I
hung before her. I moaned and kissed her back just as excitedly,
gasping weakly as she pulled away and slapped my face lightly.

“Slut!” she taunted. “You disobeyed your
mistress! You’ll be punished for that, you filthy little
slave!”

She drew my ankles apart and chained them
that way, then stuffed a penis gag into my mouth and – left me.

I moaned around the gag, sucking lightly on
it, feeling incredibly hot and aroused, wanting, needing –
something – nasty.

Yet I didn’t get it. I kept waiting and
waiting and she didn’t come back. I began to grow concerned after a
bit, then I realized it was just more of her teasing, her punishing
me. This WAS a punishment, for my arms and shoulders and wrists
were soon aching, and getting worse over time.

I was also getting tired. It was tiring
hanging there, for I had to actually work somewhat to breath. I
mean, if you hang completely, fully, you can’t breath. You have to
work your arms a bit, pull yourself up a bit, just to breath, and
the longer I hung there the more difficult that was becoming.

The door opened – and Robert came in. I felt
suddenly electrified. I was shamed, thrilled, afraid, excited, all
at once, as he moved into the room, his look intent.

“I hear you’ve been a naughty little slave,”
he said.

He went to the nearby cabinet and took out a
large, silver vibrator, and a thin riding crop. I braced myself,
sexual electricity rippling along my spine as he moved to stand
before me. I could not look him in the eyes and turned my head
away, then saw him thrusting the vibrator between my legs, felt it
playing along my slit, across my clit, buzzing frantically.

I moaned helplessly, drooling around the gag,
my pussy sopping wet, so much so that as he pushed the rounded head
of the vibrator up between my sex lips my juices instantly soaked
it. He massaged my clit as my hips began grinding helplessly, then
he took the vibrator back and slapped the thin crop against my clit
repeatedly.

It was a small, rapid slapping motion which
wouldn’t have meant much if he’d done it to my arm or hand or wrist
or my ass, but it meant a lot against my quivering, burning,
swollen little clit, and I squealed and writhed against the
restraints as he continued.

He pulled the crop back, and I got the soft,
buzzing stroke of the vibrator again, sawing lightly, grinding
against my clit so that once again my hips began grinding and
bucking against it.

He pulled it back and began to slap my clit
and pussy with the crop again, and again I squealed and writhed and
twisted and moaned wildly.

“Do you want my cock, slut?” he asked
quietly

I whimpered helplessly.

“Tell me you want black cock, slut.”

I moaned.

“I don’t care what you have in your mouth.
Beg for it and I’ll hear it.”

“I want black cock,” I tried to say, moaning,
the words of course, muffled and garbled.

He was driving me in sane with the vibrator
and slapping, altering one and then the other, to the point I was
dazed, and soaked in sweat, gasping, moaning weakly, hanging by my
burning wrists in helpless, wanton heat.

He pulled the gag out of my mouth.

“Beg for it, slut. Beg for black cock,” he
said.

“Please fuck me, master!” I gasped.

“That’s not what I ordered, slut,” he said,
slashing the crop across my breasts with considerably more force
than he’d used on my pussy.

“AhggghH! I-I’m – please I – I want – I want
black cock!” I gasped.

“Beg, slut,” he ordered, grinding the
vibrator against my spasming sex.

“Please may I have black cock, master!” I
cried.

“More, slut! Tell me how much you need it,
how much you want it, how much you love it.”

“I love Black cock!” I cried. “I need black
cock! I need black cock inside me! Please, please, please let me
have some black cock!” I moaned, twisting and writhing as he toyed
with my body.

He chuckled and lowered me to the floor. I
groaned helplessly as the pressure came off my wrists and
shoulders. At the same time, the other guy, Lucas came in,
smirking, and I knew a fresh wave of shame that he had probably
heard it, not to mention how he was looking at me now. But I didn’t
really care. I wanted to be fucked – hard.

Lucas pulled out a kind of rug or pad and
knelt on it. Robert removed the big leather restraints from my
wrists and locked my metal ones together behind my beck, then
guided me over to kneel in front of Lucas. I took Lucas’ cock into
my mouth as I spread my legs, moaning as Lucas took my hair and I
felt Robert’s hands on my pussy, stroking it, then pulling the
balls out.

His big cock slid into me and I came within
seconds, twisting and shaking and bucking wildly as he jammed
himself in to the hilt.

The metal chains attached to my rings and
collar continued to tug and pull against my clit hood and nipples
as the two of them used me. I was dazed, eyes glazed over, moaning
in heat as they fucked me. They switched, and switched again, and
then – I’m not sure when – I realized there was a third man in the
room, a third black man, one I’d never met.

Robert lay down and I was guided over me,
made to straddle him, and sank my sopping pussy down on his stiff
prick. Then Robert bent me forward and pulled the butt plug out,
thrusting his big prick up my ass.

The third man knelt in front of me, pulling
on my hair, guiding my mouth to his own cock, and the three of them
used me thoroughly, fucking their big cocks into my mouth, pussy
and ass while I came a second and third time, gurgling and moaning
and shuddering as the heat threatened to crush me.

Theresa wasn’t even here! Where was she!? It
was just me and – and all these big, muscular black men! Ohmgod! I
felt even more exposed, even more helpless, even more wicked and
wanton.

And when the black man came in my mouth and
pulled out, there was another Black man there, grinning at me,
ready to take his place, and another one beside him. I gaped –
well, mentally, but my mouth sucked automatically on his cock even
as Robert pounded his hips into my ass hard and fast and then
softened and pulled free. The other man moved around behind me and
I groaned as his cock slid up into me.

There were what – five of them. Five of them!
Ohmygod!

They were using me like a whore, and calling
me one, calling me slut and whore and bitch and slave as they
groped and fondled and fucked me without restraint, giving me all
the black cock I could possibly handle.

They fucked me for what felt like hours, and
then Robert attached a leash to my collar and made me crawl from
the room as the men dressed. He handed my leash off to Theresa, who
was fully dressed and said.

“Maybe you should wash the whore. She’s kind
of sweaty and dirty.”

“Yes, she usually is,” Theresa said with a
smile and a kiss for him.

She pulled on my leash, leading me to the
main toilet and into the shower stall. There she kept me kneeling
as she soaped me up – rubbing my clit to another orgasm – and then
rinsed me off and dried me off. I even knelt, sitting on my heels,
as she dried and brushed out my hair.

Then I crawled out into the main room. She
gave me a bowl of milk to drink – but set it on the floor and
forbad me from using my hands. I drank thirstily, and then she led
me, still crawling, over to a large padded dog bed they had placed
in the corner. She had me lay down there to rest, doing my wrists
together behind my back, clipping my ankle restraints together, and
then attaching the leash to a ring set in the wall.

That was, in fact, how I spent the night – on
a dog bed in their room, shackled in place. I was to spend a number
of nights that way on that dog bed, over the following weeks and
months, living out the exciting, wicked life of their sex slave,
their sex toy, their slave-bitch.

I would go to work in the morning, usually in
some kind of semi-slutwear outfit, or with something hot and nasty
underneath whatever I was wearing, and then, most nights, go to
Theresa’s to do nasty, wicked things.

Perhaps I would practice lap dancing and
stripping for her hubby, or spend half the evening licking
Theresa’s toes and feet and pussy. Or perhaps I would be
gang-banged by four or five friends of theirs, male or female.

One night I had to do a sexy strip tease for
six men – and Theresa, and then give one of them, a stranger, a lap
dance that wound up with me riding his cock – while everyone else
looked on. After that I crawled from one to another, sucking their
cocks, riding their cocks, doing whatever they ordered me to
do.

That led to my being taken to a strip club
one night, a huge one with a couple of hundred people there. It was
amateur night, and they had enrolled me. I almost panicked, but I
wound up going through with it. It was a huge high to be up there
on a stage naked, prancing around, showing myself off while all
those men shouted and called for more. Wow! I was insanely hot that
evening and fucked anyone and everyone who wanted me.

I don’t want to make it sound like I had lost
it. I was still me. I mean, I was still Kelly. But I was so
thoroughly enjoying this wild thrill-ride, that I was going along
with it. It excited me to be their bitch, their fuck toy, so I did
it. It excited me to be humiliated and degraded and gang-banged, so
I let them. It excited me to be Theresa’s slave-bitch, so I was. I
could have said no at any time, but I didn’t want to say no.

I have to admit that it did get out of hand
at times. Those rings Theresa had had me put on my clit hood and
nipples, for example, could not come off. And later, she had the
shackles and collar adjusted in a similar fashion so they were
permanent.

I had taken a leave of absence from work, and
I became, in essence, a sex slave for almost a year. They even
loaned me out to different people for weeks at a time, during which
time I was used and abused in some creative, degrading, and
sometimes painful ways.

Like a rock rolling downhill, though, you
have to eventually get to the bottom, slow, and then finally stop.
As long as what was being done to me was outrageous, shocking and
wicked, it thrilled me beyond measure. But eventually, there was
very little which could outrage or shock me. I still thoroughly
enjoyed the nasty slavery game, but it ceased to consume me like it
had.

I had the shackles removed, though I left the
rings in place, and went back to work. Theresa had been promoted by
then, so I wasn’t directly under her, but she still found ways to
make my time at work – entertaining.

I began to concentrate on the uber-geeks and
their games, and how I could contribute to them, and as my
knowledge rose, I began to work on that instead of just
maintenance. I became their hot little gamer chick, one with a very
sexual view of the world, and I worked to build that sizzling
sexual view into my games.

I have to admit that this affected my
relations with them. Hell, it affected everything about how I saw
the world and sex. And I wound up sleeping with one uber-geek after
another, though purely on a sport basis. They just weren’t my type
for romance. We became great friends, though, and I think I
probably provided at least half a dozen of them with the most
wicked, wild, thrilling sexual experience of their admittedly not
very wild lives.

From slave-bitch to gamer-chick was a bit of
a stretch, but Theresa had certainly taught me how to broaden my
horizon, and I made it easily.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I 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.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


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!

 


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!

 


The 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!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


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.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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