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The first time I noticed Mr. Cole noticing me
was when Emily and I got caught out in the rain one day. The rain
broke without warning and we both ran, squealing down the sidewalk
towards her place. But it didn't matter. It poured! We were soaked
within seconds. I was wearing a cotton tank top which sagged
noticeably – though it wasn't me who noticed, at first.

We made it to her front door and inside
where, gasping and panting and dripping wet we took off our
sneakers. That meant, in my case, leaning with my butt against the
wall and pulling my feet up toward my hands so I could untie the
laces. Bending forward, in other words.

Mr. Cole wandered over and as I dropped the
second shoe, then peeled off the sock and straightened up I caught
his eyes looking rather clearly down before he quickly jerked them
up. I wasn't entirely sure, but when I later looked at myself in
the mirror I could see that bending forward caused my breasts to
press down on the newly stretchy fabric and reveal quite a lot of
cleavage if you happened to be looking in the right direction.

Well, it wasn't exactly the first time I'd
caught a guy staring at my chest. Unlike Emily, no one has ever
teased me with terms like 'flatsy' or 'beanpole'. I developed early
and well. And my breasts are one of the best parts of what I have
to admit is a body owned by someone who won the genetic
sweepstakes.

I'm not huge, but my breasts are certainly
noticeable. And they get noticed, almost no matter what I wore. So
like I said, it sure wasn't the first time a guy, even an older
guy, noticed them. But this was Emily's father! That felt very
weird! But it also felt strangely exciting.

Mr. Cole is nothing like my dad. My dad is
out of shape, rumpled, prematurely balding, and looks like, well, a
dad. Mr. Cole is tall, straight-backed, flat-bellied, and
wide-shouldered. He's really handsome, with a full head of hair,
and a kind of stubbly beard, if you can call it that, which gives
him a kind of cool, dangerous look.

He's not as old as my parents because mine
had me later in life than he and Mrs. Cole had Emily and her
brother Eric. So I've always thought of him as cool and sexy – in a
distant, unobtainable, totally off-limits kind of way.

I did not, of course, mention him maybe
staring into my cleavage to Emily! Hey, I wasn't even completely
sure myself. And so, to satisfy my curiosity (and ego) I sometimes
made attempts to see if I was right by dressing sexy around him and
posing my body in attractive ways. Oh, I was very discreet. I mean,
there was no way I wanted him to think I had noticed or was trying
to attract his attention!

But I certainly took a lot of care when I
went over, just in case he was home and just in case we might meet.
Usually, however, he wasn't and we didn't. He worked long hours at
his company downtown.

Then came the day me and Emily were alone in
the house and decided to go topless just for fun and kicks. We
almost went bottomless, too, and were kind of joking around about
it, and probably would have within a few minutes. But I went inside
to get more water and ice for our drinks from the fridge.

Which was why I was standing there wearing
nothing but a very small pink thong when her dad came around the
corner. We were both shocked, me by him being there and him by me
being practically naked. I gaped at him for a moment, then yelped
and jerked my arms in to cover my chest.

I happened to be holding a plastic cup filled
with ice and water, which immediately slopped against my chest,
which made me cry out even more loudly and jerk aside, dropping the
cup. The ice-water spilled on the floor, and in my sudden,
desperate attempt to twist around and get away from him – before
remembering I had a thong on – I stepped on an ice cube!

It was like some kind of comedy play with
nudity! Except instead of falling heavily on the floor I felt his
hand snake out and grab me by the upper arm as I was halfway down.
Mr. Cole works out and he's a strong guy! I was impressed despite
my state of wild disarray, as he stopped me from hitting the floor
and pulled me back upright.

He pulled me so firmly up and I was so
unbalanced I was pulled up against him, and my bare breasts, which
were kind of slick with sunscreen and wet with the water, pressed
against his silk shirt. So even though I jerked back quickly they
left noticeable round marks.

I quickly clamped my arms across my breasts
as he released my arm, grinning at me.

“Sorry to surprise you, Chloe,” he said. “My
meeting was canceled and I thought I'd come home and relax by the
pool.”

Of course, my face was a hot red! I stuttered
and half turned away – then once again remembered I was wearing a
thong and jerked back again, only to see his eyes flick upward –
presumably from where they'd been looking downward – at my ass!

“I uhm... I'm sorry!” I squeaked. “Emily and
I were just getting some sun!”

“No apologies necessary.”

I scurried outside.

“Your dad is here!” I hissed as I passed
Emily and pulled a towel around myself.

“Is he?”

She pulled her top on and fastened it, her
back to the door, then looked at me and started laughing.

“Don't tell me he saw you.”

“Yes!”

She laughed even harder, of course.

I quickly pulled on my own top, then dropped
the towel around my hips since like I said I was wearing a
thong.

“Don't worry about it. I'm sure my dad's seen
boobs before.”

“Not mine!”

“Oh well,” she said, smirking. “Now he
has.”

Emily is more... laid back than me. She
rarely gets upset by anything. She's calm, cool and collected, and
very thoughtful. She's the antithesis of your typical cute blonde
stereotype. And she is cute, for sure, with long, beautiful blonde
hair that's as natural as my dark brown hair and a lithe, slender
body.

At five feet seven I'm five inches taller
than her. She takes after her mother rather than her father, I
guess. I do the opposite. Her eyes are bright and blue and
beautiful and... perfect. Mine, unfortunately, are kind of
far-sighted. Which is why I usually wear glasses whenever I have to
do any reading.

I'm neither as calm nor as confident as her.
And I do get more emotional and anxious at times. I'm a bit
hyperactive, and can't sit still for long. Maybe that's why I'm
more into sports than her.

Anyway, after that incident, once my face had
cooled and I was back home, I started to think again about how he'd
seen me. I looked at myself in the mirror, trying to get just the
same angle he would have had, and once again felt both
embarrassment and pride.

It's not every day you can expose yourself to
a hot guy you're not dating without either committing yourself to
something or being considered a slut. I'm proud of my body, and my
breasts in particular, like I said. But I do my best not to look
like I'm showing them off. Other girls, in particular, don't like
that at all.

And boys, well, boys are so immature that
they immediately think that if you're showing off cleavage you want
them to stare and comment on it and are maybe looking for a guy and
trying to impress them. Which, I admit, I sometimes am, but not
usually! Every girl likes to be seen as hot, after all, even when
they're not hunting for a guy.

So I looked at myself as he would have seen
me, reassuring myself that I'd looked hot, that he'd seen me from
angles which would make him think I was sexy and beautiful. Even
though, of course, I had zero interest in pursuing anything with
him. I mean, he was old, and Emily's dad!

I have to say that sexuality confused me. I
got that I was 'hot'. I mean, everyone said so. Guys often acted
stupid the way they tried to impress me, and I had, of course, seen
internet porn, if only to compare my body to those of the girls
involved. I mean, if the guys went ga-ga over these girls, and I
could compare my body to theirs and come out ahead or at least
even, then I must be pretty hot, right?

So I had this nifty body that all kinds of
guys wanted to see and touch and do things to, but I couldn't use
it for much. I mean, I didn't want to get a reputation as a slut,
so I had to be choosy. And frankly, the guys I had chosen hadn't
been all that impressive. Sure, sex had been kind of exciting, in a
messy, awkward sort of way.

But I sure hadn't felt the amazing orgasms
the actresses in the porn videos did, and after the first few times
I hadn't felt nearly as excited, either. I was beginning to have my
doubts about how great and glorious sex was supposed to be, and
whether it wasn't mostly some kind of big old lie that men told to
get us to put out.

I did like to dress up sexy, though, as long
as it didn't look like I was trying. I mean, I wanted to be
respected and thought of as smart and confident and also a girl
with self-respect. I wasn't going to act or dress like a slut! Why
should I? To please guys who panted over me anyway in hopes of
what? Getting sex? I could get sex easy. And it hadn't impressed me
all that much.

It was also inherently dangerous, trusting a
guy, hoping he'd be good, and not rough, and not someone who
finished quickly and not someone who would demand more or get angry
and try to force more, and not someone who would brag to all his
friends afterward.

So yeah, I had this great, sleek body I could
look at in my bedroom or bathroom mirror, and pose in a sexy way
pretending I was some kind of porn star or something. And I could
wear sexy lingerie and dance for myself. And at times I could even
masturbate with fantasies of doing outrageous things in my
head.

But I never actually DID outrageous things.
Because I wasn't that brave or brazen.

Anyway, nothing happened for months after
that. My embarrassment around him faded. Not that I saw much of
him. Like I said, he worked long hours.

I started seeing a guy named Chris. He was an
athlete like me. Except he played baseball and football while I
played soccer, lacrosse, and field hockey. We started sleeping
together right at the end of my freshman year at college, and
things were going okay. Not great, though, just okay. He wasn't as
attentive as I would have liked, and was often busy with his guy
friends, and didn't want girls around.

He was also always trying to get me to wear
more revealing clothes and wear contacts instead of glasses, even
to school! And he kept trying to take pictures of me naked and
wanted to do a video “just for us” of having sex. Yeah, no! No way
I was trusting him!

Anyway, as you might have guessed it didn't
work out. I found out he was sleeping around with this blonde
cheerleader slut, and confronted him outside the gym and he
admitted it. Well, he was drunk at the time and too stupid to
figure out a good lie. So instead, he blamed me. You know what he
said? He said I was a boring fuck!

I was so enraged that for the first time
since junior high I just hauled off and punched him right in the
face. Since he was drunk he wasn't prepared and it knocked him
backward a couple of steps. There was a rock there about as high as
his knees and he backed into it, fell over it, and then, yelling,
fell into a bush.

I turned and stalked off, fuming and fighting
back tears.

Of course, I was also humiliated and deflated
at the thought I wasn't good in bed. Even though, to be honest, I
wasn't sure how a girl got judged in that regard. I thought I was
pretty good with oral sex. And the rest of it was his job!

So I did what any teenage girl would do, I
watched porn videos. It didn't seem to me that those girls did an
awful lot that I didn't. And in fact, their oral sex skills were
mostly not as good as mine, at least in my judgment. Well, except
the ones who deep throated. How the fuck did they do that!?

I sought the opinion of girls I knew at
college, and one of them, Olivia, said she could deep throat. She
said was all a matter of controlling your gag reflex, and that you
could even breathe with a cock in your throat if you could relax
your throat enough.

“I can mostly only do it when I'm really
turned on, though,” she confessed.

We were at a table in the cafeteria, and
another girl I knew named Shannon was there too. She shook her
head. “How do you not throw up?”

“It's like... mind over matter,” Olivia said.
“I mean, it's not physical reflex it's mental. Like if you stick
your finger back there you gag, right, but if you just swallow
food, you don't gag. Food is solid, just like your finger. It
slides back to your throat, and you just swallow, because your mind
knows it's supposed to be swallowed. So you have to train your
mind.”

Shannon shook her head. “I never got any
complaints.”

“Yeah, because as the guys say, even when
it's bad it's good. Nobody ever complains about a blow job,” Olivia
said. “But they might not be especially impressed either.”

I next consulted Hannah, my roommate, and the
bitch said she could deep throat too! That started making me feel
inferior in an area I thought I was pretty good at! How many girls
could deep throat? Most of those in the porn videos didn't!

So then, we started to kind of experiment,
and she tried to teach me how to deep throat. We even bought a
small dildo for that purpose and, giggling and laughing, I tried
and she coached, and eventually, I managed to deep throat it
without gagging too much, and then with hardly gagging at all!

I felt super confident after that, and eager
to put my newfound skills to work! I considered sleeping with one
of Chris' teammates in hopes he'd get word that I was deep
throating. That would show him!

See, much of my self-image was as a hot girl,
but not an outrageously hot girl. I mean, I did wear glasses, and I
didn't show off or wear really tight clothes. But I still wanted to
think of myself as hot. Being described as a 'boring fuck' was
absolutely not in line with that self-image!

The school term ended, though, and I went
home without being able to try out my new oral skills on anything
but a dildo. The problem was my school was a thousand miles from
home. I hadn't been able to arrange for any kind of summer job. I
didn't absolutely need a summer job since my dad, like Emily's,
makes pretty decent money.

But I didn't want to be seen as a leech. I
was an adult! And the counselor at school said that I really needed
to get some work experience during my summer terms because I hadn't
had any before that. Otherwise, I'd have a hard time when I
graduated.

“It almost doesn't matter what you get as
long as you get something,” she said. “After you graduate, though,
a job in the service or hotel industry won't look very good on your
resume.”

Which sucked. I sure didn't want to work as a
freaking waitress or something. Emily didn't have that problem. She
was going to go work for her dad's company when she graduated. My
dad was a lawyer, though and I wasn't taking law. I was taking
business.

Anyway, shortly after going home, I wound up
hooking up with Emily again. She was, of course, going to college
too, but not mine. Her family wanted her to go to the same college
they did; Harvard.

I slept over at her house, which I did
frequently, and we watched Netflix late into the night. She dared
me to go skinny-dipping in the pool with her. Which, given my
experience getting caught last summer was a no-go for me.

But the thought of it was kind of...
intriguing. I mean, I'm not a huge risk-taker like some, but I do
like excitement and doing some wild things. I was not boring,
dammit!

I was still upset about what Chris had said.
It was only about ten days earlier, after all. And I was feeling
like I had been dumped, even though it was me who dumped him. I was
feeling, in other words, kind of unattractive, even though my eyes
said my naked body – and my face – were the equal of most of those
girls in the videos and pictures guys panted over.

Anyway, I was having trouble falling asleep.
Of course, Emily dropped off like a stone. She always did. Bitch. I
tossed and turned and tried to not think about Chris and how
humiliated I'd felt when he'd said that.

I decided to get up and get a cup of milk or
something, hoping that would take my mind off it. Then I had a
different thought. The skinny-dipping! It was one in the morning.
Everyone was dead to the world. A hot, sexy girl, naked sliding
sleekly through the water in the moonlight... I liked that image of
myself!

Which was dumb but whatever. I slipped out of
her room and went down the back stairs. I eased the sliding back
door open, then closed it behind me. My heart was already beating
rapidly as I looked at the pool. The moon was a dim light above,
behind clouds.

Which was good, because there were windows
upstairs overlooking the pool! Not that anyone would be at them, of
course. And the windows would be closed because it was a warm night
and the central air was on.

I moved slowly over to the pool, then around
it, eyeing the darkened windows nervously. There was no sign of
anyone. I could feel my pulse racing, and, oddly, my nipples felt
rock hard against the thin nightshirt.

It was pink, and cotton. And that was all it
was – a nightshirt. Kind of like a longer T-shirt. I fought myself
over whether I dared to do it and almost decided no several times.
Then I finally gripped the hem and peeled it up my body and up over
my head and off.

Naked! I was naked in the Coles' back yard
with both her parents right up there in that window!

Fuck!

This was daring!

No. Daring would be diving into the pool. I
wasn't that daring! I scurried to the edge, then sat down
and let my feet and lower legs slide into the water. I gasped a bit
at how cool it was, then forced myself in. I slipped completely
under the surface, then kicked out strongly, swimming underwater
for several body lengths before coming to the surface as quietly as
I could.

I was getting turned on. It was the... the
daring of it, and being naked, and the feel of cool water sliding
over my bare skin, and the self-image I was building up in my mind
about how hot and sexy I was. I dove under the water again,
swimming back across to the other side.

It was both exhilarating and scary! I decided
I'd better get out and back upstairs, though. I climbed slowly and
carefully out (it wouldn't do to fall and splash). I reached up and
squeezed the water out of my hair, consciously posing myself as if
I had just climbed out of the pool at the Riviera or someplace like
that.

There was a screened gazebo next to the pool.
Next to it was a fire-pit and some loungers as well as a small
simple shower. The shower was just a pole with a shower-head meant
to wash off the chlorine before you went inside. I went over to it,
slapping at a mosquito. Now that I was naked and out of the water
they were starting to annoy me.

I turned the little lever and water poured
over me, rinsing off the chlorine. I didn't do it for long. I was
getting anxious again. I turned it off and went to the loungers. We
often forgot towels out here when we were swimming, but I didn't
see any. I swatted at another mosquito, cursing softly and wishing
I'd thought of towels! Stupid me!

I thought there might be something in the
gazebo so I waved my arms to get the mosquitoes back and quickly
opened one of the doors and slipped inside.

“Fuck!”I muttered.

“Is that an offer?”

I screamed and jerked my eyes around,
gaping.

Mr. Cole was sitting in a comfortable, padded
chair by the table. I was so shocked I could hardly move, except
to, as I had the previous summer, slap an arm across my breasts and
put my other hand over my pussy!

“Hello, Chloe. Nice night for a swim,” he
said in amusement.

“M-M-Mister Cole!” I gasped, voice squeaking.
“I was just... just...”

My voice trailed off. I was mortified!

“I was sitting out here thinking,” he said.
“I didn't notice you until you stripped off your nightie.”

I blushed even hotter.

“Then it was my thought to just keep quiet
and let you swim and then leave to spare you embarrassment. Alas,
that hasn't worked out.”

I was still frozen, not knowing what to do.
Then I started to back towards the door.

“I-I was... I'll just... going back inside!”
I gulped.

“Your breasts are incredible. Has anyone told
you that before?”

I froze, shocked all over again. Yikes!

“I've seen bigger, of course. But yours are
just... perfect; perfect shape, perfect size, perfectly firm. And
you have that beautiful, toned body, very flat stomach, and abs.
Ah, youth.”

What the fuck!? What was he saying!? What
should I do!?

“You should be proud of your body, not
embarrassed by it.”

Easy for him to say! He wasn't the naked
one!

“I'll... I-I'll just – .”

“Come here.”

OMG!

I haven't mentioned his voice before. He has
this deep, full voice. It's the kind of voice which makes you want
to say 'yes sir' even if he doesn't raise it or anything. And...
and I didn't know what to do! I stood there frozen!

He pointed at the floor right in front of
him.

“Now,” he said.

My heart was pounding like a drum as I
shuffled forward to stand timidly before him. I was expecting a
lecture, some kind of stern parental talking to about my acting
immoral or something by skinny-dipping in his pool. Maybe even a
warning that I had better not do it again.

He was still in the deeper shadow while I had
more light on me. Worse, the clouds eased and moonlight shone down
into the hard.

“I know you're no virgin,” he said.

I winced. Yes, it was going to be a lecture
on morality. Shit! This was going to be even more embarrassing!

“Nor should you be. A girl your age should
enjoy her youth. And you have a very sexy body.”

Huh?!

“Put your hands behind your head.”

What!?

“Wh-what!?” I squeaked.

“Hands behind your head.”

“But... but...why!?”

“So I can see you better.”

That was both a perfectly reasonable and
fucking outrageous thing to say, frankly. I mean, sure, if Chris
said it it would be perfectly normal. But not Mister Cole! Not
Emily's father!

I stood there frozen. He didn't say anything,
and my mind churned wildly. I didn't know what to do or say. But I
was starting to feel a strange dark thrill of... potential. He had
already seen me naked, seen me showering. Why was I hiding like...
like some silly little virgin?

“You have nothing I haven't already seen,” he
said, as if reading my mind.

I had two choices. I could refuse and run
away, which I really wanted to do. Or I could... do as he told me,
which different sorts of instincts were telling me was the right
choice. The first instinct was my upbringing, which said I was to
obey my teachers, coaches, tutors, babysitters, parents, uncles and
aunts and the like. And that sort of applied to Emily's too.

The second instinct was entirely different,
and was giving me a strange fluttery sense of tense, taut heat down
low in my body.

Uncertainly, pulse racing, I eased my hands
away, blushing furiously as I brought my hands up and behind my
head.

“Spread your legs a little. More.”

Oh my God! What was he doing!? What was I
doing!? What the fuck!?
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I shifted my feet apart more on the floor. He
looked at me and I stared, wide-eyed, at him. I could feel droplets
of water still slowly trickling down my body as I stood there. My
chest was heaving, and – a new source of embarrassment – I realized
my nipples were rock hard.

“I hadn't realized you shaved your pussy. But
I guess most young people do these days,” he said.

I cringed. My insides were a wild turmoil, my
stomach churning, my pulse racing, and my brain frozen. I was
standing here naked … displaying myself... in front of Emily's
dad!

“No, no, elbows back, chest out.”

His voice was... commanding this time, sharp,
and I obeyed almost automatically, then blushed even more hotly. A
wild, swirling sense of heat was starting to pour through me. I
mean, even with guys I'd had sex with I'd never so brazenly
displayed my body like this!

“You're a lovely girl,” he said.

I was feeling like some kind of timid virgin,
which went against my self-image again. My mind was searching
desperately for some way to take control of the situation, at least
a little. Without disobeying him, of course.

My eyes had adjusted to the light, somewhat,
enough to see what looked like a bulge in the khaki shorts he was
wearing.

“I think your body likes what you see,” I
said, looking down at it in an obvious way.

I winced silently, wondering if this
impertinence would provoke him to anger or embarrassment.

“Yes, it does. “Come closer.”

OMG! He didn't sound the least
embarrassed!

I gulped, heart thumping, and shifted
slightly forward.

He sat forward in his chair and then reached
out. His hand landed lightly on my stomach and I gasped, jerking
back.

“Stand still,” he growled.

“But... but – !”

“Elbows back. Show me those beautiful
breasts.”

Fuck! Fuck!

My chest was rising and falling as I gulped
in air, and I gasped again as he gripped my left thigh and pulled
me closer.

“Legs apart,” he said.

“M-M-Mister... Cole... I – .”

His hand landed on my stomach again, covering
most of it! It caressed my skin softly, sliding down over my
abdomen and up again.

“You have very soft skin,” he said.

Yikes!

“Turn around.”

I hesitated, then did it, relieved I wasn't
looking at him and that all he could see was my butt! Then again,
he was sitting down, so he could probably see a lot more than
that.

I felt his hand on my back, sliding slowly up
and down, then his other hand joined it.

“Very soft,” he said.

My eyes were wide and wild and I was
wondering … was he going to keep his hands in 'safe' territory
or... or... or do something else!?

One hand slid around my hip and pressed
against my abdomen, making me shift my feet back further.

“I ha-have to … get back upstairs before
Emily wakes up!” I gulped.

His other hand coasted down and squeezed my
right buttock, then massaged it. A moment later it slid between my
thighs and rubbed lightly along my pussy!

I jerked forward, or tried to, but the hand
on my abdomen held me in place!

“Mister Cole!” I moaned.

His fingers rubbed lightly against me and
then I felt them gently spread apart the lips of my sex!

My heart threatened to explode as two fingers
held me open while a third gently stroked up and down the narrow
crevice between. The pad of his finger found my clitoris and I
jerked helplessly. Then it began to rub me right there!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped.

“Do you like that?”

Fuck! It felt... incredible! His finger
rubbed harder and I felt my legs going rubbery. Then another finger
pushed slowly up into me, almost making me come! Yes, I was that on
edge! I was that wild! My body was filled with that much sexual
tension and pressure!

I began to tremble and shake as his finger
pushed higher. Then he pulled it back.

“Turn around.”

Dazed, I obeyed and he pulled me closer.

“Come closer.”

My knees were already pressed against his
legs!

“I... I can't get any – .”

“Closer,” he said.

His hand reached out and I gasped as it
gripped the back of my thigh, pulling. I felt a little unbalanced,
and almost fell forward. That made me jerk my other leg up and prop
my knee on the padded seat next to him.

“That's it. No,” he barked. Keep your hands
behind your head.”

What the fuck!? What was going on!? OMG!

The chair was heavily padded, almost like a
sofa chair, and wide enough I could get my knees on the seat on
either side of his hips. I was straddling his body as he looked me
up and down, and my heart was so loud I could hardly hear the
insects outside.

“Wh-what are... you... doing!?” I
squeaked.

“What would you like me to do, Chloe?”

OMG!

His hand slid up the back of my thigh and
kneaded my buttock, then slid up my hip and around front, caressing
my stomach and abdomen before sliding up higher again. I shuddered
and gasped as his hand came up under my left breast, cupping and
then gently squeezing it.

My breast throbbed and my nipple
sparkled!

“Beautiful,” he said softly.

“M-M-Mister... Mister... Cole!” I moaned.

His hand slid down my body and I felt an
incredible double jolt, both physical and emotional, when his
fingers delicately rubbed against the top of the line of my sex
again. I moaned helplessly as they began to rub more carefully, and
a wild rush of energy and pleasure and lust and excitement flooded
up into my body. And mind.

His other hand rose and cupped my right
breast, squeezing gently and I trembled and moaned again.

He pulled his hand away and dropped it beside
the chair, and the seatback began to fall backward. Then he gripped
the back of my thighs again, pulling me forward, forward, forward,
until, to my shock, my pussy was right in front of his mouth!

OMG!

“Lovely,” he said.

His fingers traced the line of my sex, then
gently spread me open. My clitoris was swollen beyond belief,
quivering and trembling. When his tongue licked across it I cried
out helplessly. His tongue licked, again and again, swirling and
twirling, sweeping up again and again, then from side to side.

I felt the pressure of his finger pushing
against my opening, then slowly penetrating me and sliding
inside.

I came. In fact, I exploded. I cried out,
then snapped my jaw closed, my body flooded with a wild rush of
pleasure. The muscles in my hips spasmed and I bucked frantically
in and out, grinding myself against his mouth.

His left hand clamped down on my thigh to
hold me in place, and his tongue licked harder and faster! The
orgasm grew even more powerful. My back arched and I felt a wave of
dizziness, of light-headedness amid a storm of pleasure more
intense than I could ever recall.

I let my mouth open, realizing I had stopped
breathing, and sucked in deep, ragged gulps of air as his tongue
continued to sweep back and forth against me. His finger pushed
shockingly deep into my overheated pussy, and was pumping in and
out as my mind melted down.

The orgasm finally faded. It had been
incredibly long! And then I collapsed atop him, panting, dazed, and
moaning against his chest as he eased me back.

He touched something down low and the back of
the chair started up again, raising him up and making me ease back.
I grabbed his shoulders to stop from falling. And I realized I
could feel his erection underneath my buttocks!

“Rise up,” he said sternly. “Hands behind
your neck.”

Dazedly, I obeyed. He fumbled with the front
of his shorts, opened them, unzipped them, and then pulled his cock
out. It was still shadowed, but I gulped, feeling a surge of shock,
because it looked really big! Certainly bigger than any other I'd
seen in person!

I trembled as he gripped it in his hand and
then pressed the spongy helmet head against me. He didn't push it
into me, though. Instead, he rubbed it slowly up and down the line
of my sex, rubbing harder and harder as he did. It wasn't just my
mind which was squirming now!

“M-Mister Cole!” I gasped.

“I assume you're on the pill, right?”

He looked up at me. “Right?”

“Y-Yes,” I squeaked.

His cock felt so... so soft as it rubbed
against me! It was rubbing up and down, up and down, then pushed a
little harder. I felt myself being stretched open. My mind
sputtered wildly, not knowing what to do. My body was overheated
and a dark hazy cloud of something wicked and breathless enveloped
my mind.

Oh, I knew this was wrong! It was wrong of
him and wrong of me! I cringed at the thought of Emily finding out!
Never mind Mrs. Cole! But my mind was frozen with indecision, which
allowed him to simply do as he chose. I felt the mouth of my sex
strain, aching at his thickness, and my breaths got even more
ragged.

The head pushed into me and his hands slid up
my body to knead my breasts. He leaned in and took the center of my
left breast into his mouth, his lips wide, closing, locking in
place against my flesh as he began to suck rhythmically. His tongue
circled and teased my nipple as he sucked. Then his teeth began to
dig into me, gently biting, chewing so that the wild crackling heat
made my breasts throb wildly.

His hands slid apart to grip my ribs, then I
felt them pulling down slowly. I moaned as I eased down, feeling
that thick helmet head pushing up higher inside me. I was sopping
inside! I sank down and down and down, and every inch deeper he
pushed sent the wild passion and heat spiraling higher inside
me.

I let out a squeak of pain as the head jammed
up against what felt like the very back of my pussy. His hands slid
around me, caressing my back, sliding down to knead my buttocks,
while his lips moved from one breast to the other.

I leaned in, gulping in air, then I eased
upward a little before dropping down again. I winced at the
pressure against the back of my sex, and eased up again, then down,
then up, then down. His hands continued to glide over my body, and
then suddenly he pulled his lips off my pulsing nipples and looked
up at me.

His hand slid up and behind my head and
pulled me down. I dropped my hands onto his shoulders as my lips
met his and moaned into his open mouth. Holy fuck, he knew how to
kiss! Right from the start I was aware he was in a class by
himself, at least compared to the guys I'd kissed before.

I was startled and excited and fascinated by
it, paying close attention even as I tried to imitate what he was
doing with his lips and tongue. My pulse was racing and a kind
of... pressure was growing inside me, as if there was this huge
buildup of energy getting ready to be released.

I was instinctively riding him as we kissed,
my hips rising and falling, rising and falling, sliding my pussy up
and down that thick, slick shaft. The feel of it inside me was
incredible! It was so thick, and I felt so full, and I ached
gloriously!

I didn't care that the head of his cock
mashed against the back wall of my sex with every downward stroke.
And then, suddenly, my buttocks were flat against his thighs as I
took every inch of him inside me! I moaned in excitement, riding
faster, harder, higher. Then I felt his fingers at my clitoris.

Fuck! A wild jolt of energy tore through me,
then a long flood of pleasure as I continued to ride his cock and
his thumb rubbed hard and fast against my clit. I kissed him with
more passion, an almost desperate eagerness, heat pouring through
me as I lost myself to a kind of sexual fever.

Another orgasm flooded me with pleasure, and
I cried out, my voice rising in my dazed heat, until he reached up
and closed a large hand around my throat. I gurgled as my air was
shut off, but I can't say I really cared. I rose and fell
frantically, riding his cock as my muscles spasmed, as I lost
control of myself and wallowed in the madness of an orgasm like I'd
never known.

I was starting to get light-headed, but still
riding up and down his cock. I had pulled back, and his hand on my
throat had helped, pushing me back. I was riding straight up and
down, gurgling around his hand. I drew my hands back from his
shoulders, grasping his wrist.

“Hands at your sides,” he said in a rough
bark.

I hesitated, then dropped them, and his hand
loosened. I kept riding up and down, wheezing, gulping in air
slowly as he loosened his hand a little more. It felt... strange,
but I didn't really question it. I was in too much pleasure,
gripped by too much passion.

He released my neck, then leaned forward. His
arms were around me as he stood up, lifting me into the air and
turning around to set me down on the chair instead, though more on
my back than my butt. He leaned in over me, still inside me. My
head was pressed forward by the back of the chair, but the rest of
me was on the seat as he lifted my legs back further.

His hips began to thrust into me, then. His
hands slid up to grip my legs behind the knees and jammed them back
against my shoulders. His hips drove him forward, his cock
thrusting into me now, much faster than I'd ridden him, and his
hips slapped against my upraised buttocks with more and more force,
jarring my body.

I gasped for breath, moaning, staring at my
wobbling breasts, and at his cock as it thrust into me again and
again. The power of his hips striking me made my whole body shake,
the force of each blow echoing through my lower belly.

I stared and stared. It was such a big cock,
such a long cock, such a wide cock. It was kind of blurry because
my eyes were so close and I didn't have my glasses on, but I could
tell that much easily. I stared at how wide my opening was,
straining around it, stared and stared, transfixed, letting out a
breathless gasp at every blow.

Then, suddenly, the strokes changed. Instead
of a steady pounding, he drew himself almost fully out, then
speared himself into me to the balls, then again, then again, long,
deep, measured, powerful thrusts as he gasped in pleasure with
each.

He eased back, his cock sliding slowly out of
me and leaving me feeling – empty. He stood up above me, then did
up his shorts.

“I will see you again, Chloe,” he said,
turning and walking to the door of the gazebo.

He turned around. “I forgot. You've been very
naughty tonight. I'll have to punish you for it... at some later
time.”

He left, then, and I gasped, grasping the
arms of the chair and pulling myself up, still shaken, my body
still twitching and overheated.

Holy Hell!

I wasn't a virgin, but I'd never done
anything like what I'd just done with Mr. Cole! The power he'd
shown when he'd... pounded me, was incredible! And that other
bit... he'd licked me so good! He'd touched me so beautifully! He'd
played my body like he knew all the buttons to push.

As the heat left me, though, I was reminded
where I was. I scrambled to my feet, found a towel, and roughly
dried myself, then left the gazebo, yanked my nightie on, and went
back inside. I was able to sneak back into Emily's room and into
bed without waking her.

Which was good, because I didn't want her
asking where I'd been. 'Fucking your father' wasn't an answer
likely to keep us as good friends.

I fucked Mr. Cole, I thought wonderingly. Was
I insane? And yet, it had been so good! He sure knew what to do
with his hands. Not to mention his cock! Was it just that he was
older than all the guys I'd slept with previously? Or was it him? I
thought the latter. He was so sophisticated, so smart, so
knowledgeable! Even when he was the same age as Chris he was
probably way better in bed.

I suddenly regretted not being able to show
him my oral sex skills. Then again, his cock was a lot thicker than
the dildo I'd practiced with. Could I actually get something that
thick down my throat!?

I was not happy about him taking me so...
easily, so... well, I mean... it was so one-sided. It wasn't
exactly the sort of thing that could prove Chris wrong about what a
sleek, sexy girl I was. Mr. Cole had fucked me like I was a virgin
or something, told me what to do, and then just fucked me.

I wanted to be seen as sophisticated and
knowledgeable too, not some... some little girl type.

I did not, though, I suddenly realized, have
to worry about him bragging about what he'd done with his friends.
I'd always worried about that with guys, but Mr. Cole was sure not
going to do that. So in a sense, it was like I'd had this wild,
incredible fucking and without any worries about consequences.

As long as Emily didn't find out, of course.
But the only way she … or her mom... would know would be if they
caught us in the act, which they hadn't done, or one of us talked,
which wasn't going to happen.

If there was a next time, though (and I was
appalled at myself for wanting one) it would have to be somewhere
more discrete. I felt bad, in a way, about sort of betraying Emily
like this. But then again, as long as she didn't know it wouldn't
hurt her.

I also had to wrestle with the strange
concept of being an adulteress. I'd never even cheated on a girl
with her boyfriend before, let alone a husband! But hey, it wasn't
like it was my idea! I hadn't set out to seduce anyone's man! It
was all his fault! And he was the adult, not … well, okay, I was an
adult, but I was fairly sure everyone would blame him.

As they should!

Imagine fucking your daughter's friend! He
shouldn't have done that. Even if I was super hot and had great
breasts.

I had a hard time falling asleep after that
much excitement, but I did finally drift off somewhat, to be rudely
dragged awake by a pillow being thrown at me and half hitting my
face. I gasped and sat up, then glowered at her as I realized what
she'd done.

“Bitch!”

She stuck her tongue out at me, already out
of her bed and heading for the bathroom.

God, I fucked her dad, I thought guiltily as
she closed the door.

That should NOT happen again! Imagine if I
was caught! Imagine what my parents would say! Yikes! Maybe I'd
look around for some older guy to see if they were all that good,
but one that wasn't married, and wasn't the father of any of my
best friends.

Although I was at a bit of a loss where to
meet such a guy. I sure wasn't going to look on-line. God only
knows what kind of pervert I'd meet.

I ran through the older men I knew. Most were
my teachers in high school, or now in college. I didn't think any
of the latter would dare, even if I was an adult and no longer
their student. And none of my teachers at college seemed
particularly sexy.

I used the bathroom after Emily, and had a
quick shower, scratching at the occasional mosquito bite I had
picked up last night. Then I got dressed and we went
downstairs.

Unusually, Mr. Cole was still here, and at
the kitchen table. I gulped and flushed, trying to keep my eyes
away from his. I felt super guilty, especially with Mrs. Cole here
too. So I mostly talked with Emily – which was the norm for us
anyway.

I kept my eye on Mrs. Cole, though, watching
for any sort of sign of suspicion on her part and wondering why
he'd married her. She was very pretty, of course, short, perky
blonde, and considerably younger than her husband. In fact, she
didn't look a huge lot older than Emily. Sometimes they were
mistaken for sisters. When we were alone in her room Emily and I
often joked she was her dad's trophy wife.

Why had her husband cheated on her with me?
Maybe she wasn't that good in bed? Maybe he was tired of blondes?
Maybe the opportunity had just been too great to resist, what with
me showering naked in front of him then coming into the gazebo!

Men are always horny anyway, I thought.

Anyway, me and Emily talked about summer
jobs. She already had one lined up with a judge – something her
parents had arranged. And then she suddenly got that 'I have an
idea!' look.

“Hey, maybe you could work at my dad's
company!”

I stared at her, startled.

“You're taking business, aren't you, Chloe?”
her mom said.

“Uh, yes,” I said, my eyes flicking nervously
towards Mr. Cole.

“The firm frowns on nepotism,” he said
dryly.

“Oh phht, the firm wouldn't frown on you. You
run the place. Besides, she's no relation to you and nobody even
needs to know you know her.”

“They'd know when I proposed hiring her,” he
said dryly.

He turned and looked at me. “Unless you have
some kind of specific, unique talent or feature which stands you
heads and shoulders above all the other young people who've
applied?”

“Yes, she does. She knows me. That should do
it,” Emily said confidently.

“Hmm,” he said, his eyes looking at me
again.

“Oh, go ahead, Joshua. Why not? You know
Chloe is a smart, responsible girl.”

She smiled as she looked at me, which made me
feel even more guilty.

“I suppose we can find... something... for
her to do at the office,” he said, giving me a look which made me
flush.

“Something that will look good on a resume,”
Mrs. Cole said, “not working in the mail room or something like
that.”

He looked at me again. “Do you have a resume,
Chloe?”

“Uhm, not really.”

“Make one.”

“I can help!” Emily exclaimed.

“But I haven't done anything!”

Except fucking you, I thought.

“You know how to do certain things, though,”
he said.

Yikes!

“How to type? How to use certain software
packages? Word processing?”

“You can get the gist of things like Word and
Excel over a weekend with a dummies book,” Emily said.

“Future employers like to see something on a
resume other than schooling,” Mr. Cole said. “That way they can
check with previous employers as to your attitude, your behavior,
your punctuality, and the enthusiasm you bring to your work.”

“Hey, I know! You can make her your bitch!”
Emily exclaimed.

I gaped at her.

Her father and mother frowned at her.

“Well, you say Declan was leaving for the
whole summer.”

“Declan is not my bitch,” her father said
sternly.

“I heard you call him that a few months
ago.”

Her mother rolled her eyes.

“I didn't mean... that was a joking reference
to the fact that his job was to undertake a variety of fairly easy
tasks which made my life as a CEO easier,” he said.

“Okay, junior administrative assistant,
then,” she said, snorting. “It amounts to the same thing. Do what I
tell you, don't ask questions. Meredith does all the complicated
stuff.”

“Who's Meredith?”

“His secretary.”

“Senior administrative assistant,” her father
corrected.

She shrugged. “She does the scheduling and
budgets and meetings and gathers information and nags the managers
and directors for you. Declan just does small stuff. Chloe can do
that easily.”

“What if I want to do big stuff?” I asked,
then gulped, not looking towards Mr. Cole.

“As you learn, you can be given more
responsibility,” Mrs. Cole said.
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Going to work for Mr. Cole! In his office!
Yikes! I had only seen him now and then at Emily's home because of
his long hours. Now I would see him every day! And he'd fucked me!
Was he going to expect more of that at work? That was so fucking
wild a thought! Imagine fucking the boss in his office! What a
cliché!

But I wouldn't be there alone with him. This
Meredith would be around, so probably nothing would happen. But
what if it did! What if he decided to bend me over his desk and
fuck me!? Would I even be able to work up the willpower to say no?
Because the thought of it was... intense.

For days, my mind was filled with wild,
nasty, erotic fantasies about him and me doing nasty things
together. I resolutely told myself I should refuse to do anything
with him because that would be betraying both Emily and her mom.
But my mind wasn't really in control. My instincts were, my
hormones were. And they didn't seem to care about shame and
guilt.

Of course, I agonized over what to wear the
night before. I didn't want to look sexy or anything. I wanted to
look as far from the cliché of the sexy office girl who would fuck
the boss as possible. No short skirts! No tight tops!

At the same time, I wanted to look...
attractive, especially to Mr. Cole!

Anyway, my glasses were sexy repellent. So
that ought to handle anyone thinking I was hired for my looks. I
thought about wearing contacts, but the glasses would give the
right 'intellectual' image of a smart, educated girl on her way
up!

Then I wondered if I shouldn't wear different
glasses. The truth is the ones I wear every day are kind of uhm,
nerdy. They're black, thick-framed, and basically shaped like
rectangles. Emily calls them my 'librarian glasses'. But wasn't
that the right image to give people at work? I needed them to think
I was smart, not sexy, or they might suspect!

I considered various outfits and finally
decided a white, button-down collared blouse with a black skirt
was... traditional. It was a pencil skirt, but not too tight, and
dropped to my knees. Perfectly modest.

I was going to have to go shopping, though. I
didn't have a lot of formal dresses for offices.

I brushed my dark brown hair till it shone,
then decided I should do it in a bun, instead. But I have long
hair, and that makes for a big bun. So then I decided on a
ponytail, but that was too cute, so then I decided to do it half
up/half down, which seemed better.

Once I got a look at how everyone dressed I'd
have a better idea of what kind of clothes to buy (meaning have my
parents buy).

My father drove me to work because it was
only a few blocks out of his way as he went to his building.

“Just remember, you know nothing, so nobody
is going to expect anything of you,” he said.

“I'm sure they'll expect something,” I said
nervously.

“They'll expect you to listen and then do
whatever you're told. If you don't know how, ask. Never be afraid
to ask, especially in the beginning. Everyone expects you to be
ignorant at first. It's harder to plead ignorance when you've been
there for weeks.”

I wondered just what Mr. Cole would tell me
to do!

“Don't bluff your way through. Ask for
details. Know exactly what you're expected to do in each task. Then
you won't be confused or anxious and are less likely to screw it
up.”

I got out of his car in front of the big
glass building, then waved to him as he drove off and headed to the
big front entrance. There wasn't any sort of security so I just
walked in, got on an elevator, and punched the button for the
forty-seventh floor – which happened to be the top floor.

Everyone in the elevator seemed to be old, at
least compared to me. Mostly they were men in nice suits. They eyed
me discretely, something which I was kind of used to. Two women got
out, and then it was just me and seven guys. I felt like a lamb
surrounded by wolves. None of them said anything, though, or
stared.

But I could feel their interest.

One after another they got off, though,
leaving me alone to ride to the top. I got off and then went to a
reception desk right in front of the elevator. There was a really
hot looking blonde behind it with gorgeous hair and a tight blue
dress. She looked up with a smile.

“Uhm, hi. I'm looking for Mr. Cole's
office.”

“Have you an appointment?”

“Uhm, I'm supposed to start working
there.”

She smiled and picked up the phone then
pressed a number.

“What is your name?”

I gave it.

“Reception desk. I have a Chloe Walker here,”
she said.

She hung up and pointed.

“Down this hall, turn right, and go to the
end.”

I thanked her and did as she told me. There
was a door on the end with Mr. Cole's name on it and I knocked,
then opened it.

The office was... big. It was an outer
office. There was a large gleaming brown desk set in front of the
far wall which curved all the way around and then rose to become a
kind of big wall unit set against the wall. There were shelves on
it, high up, and a printer and other things on a counter or table
lower down.

The wall which held the door had several very
large, thickly padded leather chairs a good twelve feet away from
the edge of the desk. There were was a wall unit against the left
wall which had, among other things, a coffee maker and microwave.
The right wall had a closet, as well as a door leading into another
room.

Then there were the big double doors set just
to the left of the desk. Those would be the doors to Mr. Cole's
office, I thought anxiously.

The woman behind the desk looked at me as I
came in, and I pulled my shoulders back and walked up to her
desk.

“Hi,” I said. “I'm Chloe.”

She was maybe thirty. She was another
beautiful blonde! Her thick, wavy, golden blonde hair fell halfway
down her back, much like mine. She wore a white top, much as I did,
but hers was considerably tighter. She had green eyes and a frown
on her pretty face.

“As this is your first day, I feel it
incumbent upon me to introduce you to the working world,” she said
by way of greeting. “At this level, certain styles of speech and
behavior are expected. It's not your fault you don't yet know them.
It will be my fault if you don't know them by the time you go back
to school.”

She had a very upper-class British accent,
and I stared at her stupidly.

“When you enter an office, introduce yourself
with your full name. Don't say hi. That's too casual. Say 'good
morning', 'good afternoon' or 'hello'.”

“Uhm... okay.”

“Don't say okay. Say 'I understand'.”

Jeeeze!

“I understand.”

“My name is Meredith Cassidy. You will call
me Ms. Cassidy at all times. You will call Mr. Cole, Mr. Cole or
'sir'. Is this understood?”

“Yes... Ms. Cassidy,” I gulped.

She got up and motioned to me to follow as
she moved around the desk. I did, and she led me to the side room,
which was way smaller. It had a much smaller desk, but just as
glossy brown. It faced the door, where I would have put it against
the side wall. There was a table against the side wall covered in
piles of papers and documents. The other side wall held a
printer.

She was almost exactly my height, but I felt
a lot smaller, somehow. She had me sign into the computer, then
explained how I could print up faxes or send faxes or print or copy
or scan documents. Her voice was always very clean and pure and
mostly toneless.

She explained when my breaks were and when
lunch hour was.

“You will not leave the office without
informing me as to why and where you will be going and how long you
will be gone. You will not leave at the end of the day until
ascertaining whether or not there is additional work which needs to
be done. Mr. Cole often works late hours so you might be required
to stay later than your normal work hours. This will be
compensated, of course, and I will show you how to fill out your
pay sheet later.”

Warm and friendly, she was NOT. But she was
certainly informative. Well, maybe she'd warm up later.

“Mister Cole is the Chief Executive Officer
of this organization,” she said. “It is therefore only natural
other members of that organization have an interest in what he is
doing or thinking. You will communicate nothing of this to anyone.
Is that clear, Ms. Walker?”

“Yes, Ms. Cassidy,” I said earnestly.

I didn't even see Mr. Cole that first day.
That was a relief, on the one hand, but on the other, it might have
been nice to see a friendly face. Not that Cassidy was unfriendly –
exactly. But boy, she sure was a cold bitch! Very officious! She
talked non-stop and I had to remember everything! She showed me
things on the computer, where files and folders were, and where
things were stored in the office, and she spoke very quickly.

I was pretty anxious trying to follow and
remember everything without making any mistakes. I know my dad said
that asking questions and showing your ignorance is normal when
you're new but she was way too intimidating. She was beautiful,
dressed in this really stylish outfit, confident, completely
knowledgeable, and had that neat British accent to boot.

I didn't feel like a grownup now out in the
working world but like a child being taught her most basic lessons
by a grownup to whom they were simplicity itself!

So I sure didn't want to admit I didn't
understand something!

Anyway, after giving me all that she sent me
to the security office to get my picture taken and get a pass. Then
she had me explore the company's section of the building. They
didn't own it all, just several floors. She wanted me to see where
the mail room was, where the supplies were, and where various other
offices of senior people were.

“I don't want you getting lost if I send you
for something,” she said.

It was a relief being away from her, to be
honest. Around her, I felt this incredible pressure to be...
perfect! I don't mean I was afraid she'd yell at me or fire me or
anything. But just her disapproval would be very stressful! I
wanted to show her how incredibly competent I was.

Which was dumb, I know. It wasn't like what I
was doing was terribly important. I mean, she wasn't going to
scream in horror if I addressed an envelope wrong or something. I
was putting the pressure on myself, for some reason.

Once I got back she sent me with documents to
several offices, then had me do some data entry onto a spreadsheet,
which was fairly easy but required attention.

She brought me into Cole's office after that,
and I kind of gaped. Wow, what a big office! It was a corner office
about thirty feet long and maybe twenty feet wide. It had huge,
floor to ceiling windows on two walls. His desk looked like it was
made of white stone of some kind, maybe granite. And it had this
big, matching wall unit behind it.

Ms. Cassidy showed me the closets, and where
stuff was stored, including spare clothes he kept. There was also a
bathroom complete with shower – and not to be used by us. There was
a big table with eight chairs around it. It would be my job to
clean the table if it got dirty after a lunch meeting or something
like that.

There was also a bar in the corner and she
showed me where things were kept. It would also be my job to serve
drinks if he asked, for him and whatever guests he had.

“Nothing complicated,” she said. “you do know
how to make a basic drink, don't you?”

“Uhm, no,” I said anxiously.

She raised an eyebrow, then proceeded to show
me, though with water. Then she put the drink on a tray and walked
it over to the sofa and squatted low to place it on the coffee
table.

“Do not chat or engage with Mr. Cole or his
guests,” she said. “Do not speak unless spoken to. Smile in a
friendly fashion and then withdraw.”

“Yes, Ma'am!”

“Do not call me ma'am. It makes me feel old.
Call me Ms. Cassidy.”

I gulped and nodded.

She looked me up and down.

“Your... clothing,” she said, reaching out
and feeling the fabric of my shirt, “as well as your hair and
makeup, your attitude and poise, will all reflect on Mister Cole.
The image we like to present is of a sleek, modern institution,
rather than old-fashioned conservative. This is for marketing
purposes, obviously, but it also impacts our larger customers.”

I nodded uncertainly.

“Your hair is fine. Your clothes are...
conservative. Try for something less so.”

“Uhm, how less so?”

She raised her eyebrows. “Shorter skirts,
more form-fitting blouses. Higher heels.”

“I thought businesses didn't like that.”

“Conservative businesses do not. We are, as I
said, aiming for a younger, more modern clientele. The old guard,
by which I mean boomers, are dying off, and their offspring are
suddenly making decisions about large accounts. We want to be the
people they look to first.”

“Uh, how short?”

“This is not a nightclub. We require
business-wear, but more modern. Given your age, you can wear quite
short skirts, but they have to be proper business skirts or
dresses. No trousers, by the way.”

I nodded then shook my head.

“Think sexy and sophisticated but definitely
not slutty.”

I was going to have to admit confusion here
or risk showing up in something wildly inappropriate.

“Uhm, I don't know your definition of... sexy
but not slutty.”

She glowered at me a moment, then shrugged.
“Yes, the word is subjective. Come.”

I followed her out into the outer office and
to her desk. She sat down behind a high-backed chair and pulled up
the internet, then an online women's wear store. She browsed
quickly through various pictures of women in skirts and tops.

“Yes, yes, yes, no, yes, no, yes, yes, yes,
no, definitely no, no, yes, yes,” she said as she ran her fingers
across the screen.

I was actually surprised at some of the ones
she said yes to. Like there was a girl in a very short blue skirt
with a wide belt and a tight white sweater. Another had a gray
business skirt, but it was short, and the black silk shirt with it
showed cleavage! Not a lot, but definitely some.

“Here, this should be a good look for you,”
she said, pointing at a picture.

The woman had dark brown hair like mine, but
loose. She had on a fairly tight gray sweater over a short, but not
really short black skirt, and very sexy stiletto heels. She also
pointed at another brown-haired girl in a red sweater dress with a
gold belt. The dress was short, and it was worn with thigh-high
suede boots with stiletto heels. She also liked a second version,
which was black. The skirt was longer and the suede boots were
black and below the knees.

All the skirts and dresses she approved of
were shorter and tighter than what I was used to. I mean, I did
have a couple of short skirts for parties, but I rarely wore
them.

“Are you sure Mr. Cole would approve of
these?” I asked doubtfully.

“Mister Cole defers to me in areas in which
my expertise exceed his,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

And then, startling me, she slapped my
bottom. It wasn't a really bad slap, but it did sting.

“Ow!”

“Do not say okay,” she said, looking at me
sternly. “Say yes, Ms. Cassidy.”

“Yes, Ms. Cassidy,” I gulped.

Geeze, what an arrogant bitch!

I went back to work, wondering what clothes I
had which matched her preferred style. Very little. I could buy
some stuff, though, and I could actually get my parents to pay for
it simply by saying I needed it for work. It wasn't like they were
hard up for cash, believe me. I mean, they weren't as rich as
Emily's parents but they were comfortable. Otherwise, I wouldn't
have gone to the same private high school as her.

I left at five sharp. My dad was still
working so I took the subway, then a bus home, just like regular
working people.

I can't say I liked that thought!

I searched through my wardrobe after changing
out of my skirt and blouse, trying to figure out what I'd wear the
next day. My leather skirt was too... clubby, and I didn't think my
tartan skirt would do.

What I picked was a black microfiber skirt
which kind of shone. It was pleated and short and I could wear it
with black nylons and my black high heels. In case it was slutty I
could wear my black sweater over top. The sweater was loose,
though, not tight, and hip length. Which meant only about ten
inches of the short skirt was visible.

I got a call from Emily and threw myself on
the bed. She wanted to know how my first day was, of course so I
talked about it. And, of course, about needing new clothes.

“I can't believe she wants me to wear such
short skirts,” I said.

“She's probably hot for you,” she teased.

“She slapped my butt!”

“She definitely wants you!”

“I don't get any gay vibes off her,” I
replied. “I get more... stern nanny vibes.”

“The stern English nanny and the schoolgirl!
That definitely sounds like something hot.”

“I'm not a schoolgirl.”

“You're a girl, and you go to school.”

“College doesn't count.”

“It's a school!”

“You're a perve.”

“What's your point?”

“My point is... I don't like taking the
bus.”

“Who would? Get yourself one of those
electric scooters or something.”

“And be run over by some idiot in a
truck?”

“Maybe you could get Meredith to come pick
you up,” she taunted.

“Ha. I don't think so. She looks like she
spends too much time on her hair to leave early for work.”

“It's nice hair, though. I've seen it. I wish
I could get my hair to look wavy like that all the time.”
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I left my hair down the next day. It wasn't
wavy like hers but it was nice. I also added a scarf to the outfit
to give it some color. She raised an eyebrow when I came in but
didn't comment on my clothes. I made sure to greet her properly,
too.

“Good morning, Ms. Cassidy,” I said.

“Good morning, Ms. Walker,” she replied.

I went into my little office and put my purse
in a drawer. There was a task list on my desk she had already
prepared for me. So I started in on it. This was not the sort of
office where you started the day with chit-chat, at least not with
her!

I had a series of emails from her this
morning, with links and instructions to do things like printing
documents up and then distributing them for signature. The morning
passed like that, with me faxing and printing things, then
gathering mail and taking it into his office to put into his
in-basket.

He nodded at me when I did, but didn't speak,
and I turned and left, just a bit nervous. At noon I went
downstairs and got something to eat, but I didn't really know
anyone so returned to my office to eat it there while skimming
through things on my phone.

Cassidy left for lunch, and I felt a sense of
relief, as if pressure had been removed from my life. Having her
there with her steely eyes on me all the time made me nervous. Even
if she hadn't said anything critical yet. I kept expecting her
to!

Shortly after she left Mr. Cole returned from
wherever he'd been. I hadn't even known he was out of the office so
he must have gone while I was out.

“Ah, Chloe, come into my office, would you,
please?” he asked as he passed by.

I felt a sudden surge of anxiety and
uncertainty, a wild jump in my pulse rate as I hurried out from
behind the desk and then into his office.

“Close the door,” he said.

My heartbeat quickened.

“I need your signature on a couple of
things,” he said.

Oh, whew. On the other hand, I also felt a
bit disappointed. I walked over to his desk where he stood and
pointed at the documents.

“This first one is health insurance. Your
personal information is already filled out from earlier. I just
need a signature. But read it over first to make sure all the
information is correct.”

I nodded and took the pen, bending forward
over the desk.

Almost immediately I felt his hand on my
butt, and my pulse rate shot up again. I half straightened and he
pointed down at the document.

“Sign right there, Ms. Walker,” he said.

My heart was really pounding now as I bent
forward again and began to sign the thing. I felt his hand kneading
my buttocks now. Then his fingers gripped the bottom of my short
skirt and lifted it up and back.

I felt my face heat up as a wild, churning
rush of emotions swept through my mind. I was embarrassed and
uncertain and anxious and nervous! But I was also feeling this
incredible... rush of energy and anticipation!

“Hmm,” he said.

I was wearing lingerie, not underwear. I'm
sure you know the difference. I had worn lingerie the other day too
– just in case! I had on a pink thong and a pink bra.

“I hope you've read that over carefully,” he
said.

I felt his fingers stroking up and down
against the slender crotch of my thong right over my pussy, and a
thrumming, throbbing energy began to ripple up through my body. I
sensed him moving behind me, and then his hand slid along my hip
and pushed down the front of the little V of fabric.

I gasped aloud at the feel of his warm
fingers along the line of my sex and jerked almost upright. His
other hand slid around me to cup and squeeze my breast through the
sweater, and I stood there trembling, my mind still churning
wildly.

“You have the sexiest body I've seen in a
long time, little girl,” he whispered behind my ear.

I moaned helplessly as his fingers rubbed
skillfully against my clitoris, not too hard the way most guys did,
not too soft, not too slow. I felt his lips tracing along the nape
of my neck, then his teeth gently nibbling on my flesh. He pushed
his crotch against my buttocks and I could feel his erection
pressing against me.

He pulled his fingers out of my thong and
then his other hand slid up from my breast to wrap around the front
of my throat and push my head back a little. He didn't squeeze
tight or anything, but my hands instinctively rose to grasp his
wrist.

“Hands down,” he said sternly.

Gulping in air, I obeyed, as he brought his
fingers against my lips, sliding them back and forth, then easing
two of them into my mouth.

“Lick. Suck,” he said softly.

I trembled as I felt his teeth bite into the
nape of my neck. I closed my lips and sucked on his big fingers as
they slid in and out between them.

This was so different from the sex I'd had
with guys before! So had our first sex been, of course, and I
wondered why he was able to make things so wildly, sexually charged
so easily.

He slid his fingers out of my mouth and then
back down the front of my thong, rubbing me again as his lips found
my earlobe and chewed lightly on it.

“Would you like to be my sex slave, little
girl?” he whispered.

Sex slave! Whoa! That was so kinky! Mr. Cole
was a perve!

A perve who knew what to do with his fingers!
My whole lower body was pulsing with sexual energy and it was
spreading up through my body. My nipples were so hard they
ached!

He stepped back, then brought his fingers to
his own mouth and licked them as he grinned at me.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

I gulped, feeling a sudden lurching wave of
panic as my eyes flitted to the door.

“Don't worry about Cassidy. She won't be back
for some time.”

He sat down in a visitor's chair before his
desk and gestured to me.

“Strip.”

I gulped and peeled my sweater up and off,
then my trembling fingers undid the buttons of my blouse and opened
it. I felt a jolt of excitement, of pleasure, and pride as I let my
skirt drop and stood there in my sexy pink bra and thong.

I mean, I knew my body was hot, and he sure
liked it. And he was no ignorant boy. He was a sophisticated, grown
man!

I reached back and took off my bra, giving
him a furtive look to see his face when my breasts came free. I
felt another rush of heat at the appreciation in his eyes. I slid
the thong down my legs and off, and felt still another wild jolt of
sexual energy. I was naked at the office! Holy God! This was so
wild and hot!

“Hands behind your neck, like before. Feet
apart.”

I moaned and obeyed, the sexual heat and
tension roaring inside me as he looked me up and down, then let his
hands slowly glide over my body. He moved behind me, then firmly
gripped my wrists and pulled them together. His other hand sort of
wrapped some of my loose hair around them, and then he pulled back
a little more.

“Yes. Like that,” he said.

He held me like that, moving around to my
side while his other hand slid up and down the front of my
body.

“You have incredible breasts,” he said,
squeezing my right breast repeatedly.

He didn't mash it like boys did. He squeezed
gently, so it ached slightly but didn't hurt. He let his fingers
roll and stroke my nipple so that it tingled hotly, then slid his
hand down my body until he found my clitoris.

I jerked as he touched me there. His fingers
were confident and rubbed me firmly, making the sexual pressure
boil up inside me.

“Do you think I can make you come with just
my finger?” he asked.

I knew he could! But I didn't answer. I was
flushed, panting, pulse racing, trying wildly to seem at least a
little sophisticated and almost certainly failing utterly!

“You could pose for artists,” he said.

He pulled his fingers back and then traced
them along my lips and slid inside.

I moaned and sucked them anxiously, licking
at them as he pulled them back. His hand dropped down low again and
his fingers rubbed at my clitoris. Then... he stopped. I was on the
edge of orgasm and I felt this sense of... disbelief as he moved
away from me and over to his desk.

He leaned over and returned with something
that looked like a very long, thick bootlace or something. It was
black and about as thick as my finger. I had no idea its purpose
until he moved behind me. Then I felt him wrapping it around my
crossed wrists! I was too wildly confused to even think about
trying to resist as it tightened.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I gasped.

“Amusing myself,” he replied.

I felt him push me forward so that my abdomen
was pressed against the edge of his desk. But then he kept pushing,
bending me forward. I squeaked as my overheated breasts pressed
against the cool stone surface of the desk, but the pressure was
irresistible. He pulled my crossed wrists up and forward, extending
my arms across the desk, then moved along the side of the desk, the
thin black... cord in hand.

He pulled it down over the opposite edge and
then tied it off somehow, then, smiling, straightened up and
returned to my side of the desk. I squeaked again as he firmly
spread my legs apart, and a wild dark rush of heat spread over me
at how naked and obscenely displayed I was!

Then I felt his fingers against my thighs,
and then... his tongue slid up the center of my pussy.

OMG! I cried out, my hips jerking back
against him as my muscles spasmed.

He stopped, and stood, then crossed around
the desk and opened another drawer. He took out a roll of masking
tape, tore off a strip, and then pressed it across my lips and
mouth and cheeks.

“Wouldn't want to alarm our colleagues,” he
said with a grin.

He moved behind me again.

Crack!

I yelped at the slap to my buttocks.

“Spread your legs, Chloe,” he said.

I shuddered and obeyed. This was insane! This
was impossible! This was Emily's dad!

Then I felt his tongue sliding up and down
against my pussy again. Oh my God, he was good! I felt my whole
lower belly starting to fill with a bubbling, churning liquid heat.
I couldn't keep my hips still. They ground and rolled helplessly
back at him!

His tongue licked harder, and he spread my
legs further, his lips sucking on my clitoris to the point I wanted
to scream! My entire body was overheated, even my breasts, which
were pillowed out against the cold stone desk below. My body was in
movement, grinding and mashing them down as my hips rolled up and
down.

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he said in
amusement.

He rose up behind me, and I felt his fingers
on my sex. I felt one, then two pushing into me. I was so hot and
so wet! It embarrassed me, but the embarrassment was swept away by
the heat gripping my mind. His fingers slid deeper, and, like, he's
a big man so he has big fingers! They pumped in and out, in and
out.

Crack!

I gasped at another stinging slap to my
bottom.

“Oh yes, I did promise to punish you for
being such a naughty girl, didn't I,” he said.

He pulled my legs together again and then
slapped my bottom again.

Crack!

I yelped and moaned.

Crack!

“Naughty girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Prancing around my back yard naked.”

Crack!

“Showing off this gorgeous, sexy body of
yours.”

Crack!

“Very immoral of you.”

Crack!

I gasped and moaned. The blows made my bottom
sting and began to heat my soft flesh up.

“I trust you won't be doing anything like
that around here,” he said sternly.

Crack!

I whimpered, my mind drowning in a torrent of
emotion and sensation.

“At least not without my permission.”

Crack!

'You are my employee now.”

Crack!

“My... bitch, as Emily put it.”

Crack!

“Are you looking forward to being my bitch,
Chloe?”

Crack!

I cried out, my bottom throbbing hot now, my
mind wildly flustered and bewildered by all which was
happening.

“Answer me, Chloe.”

Crack!

I tried, though with the tape over my mouth
it was hard and my words were muffled.

Crack!

“Say yes sir.”

I tried again.

“Hmm,” he said.

He gripped my hair and pulled my head up and
back. I gasped in pain as he leaned forward and then peeled the
tape away.

“Answer.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I cried.

I felt his heavy body pressed against me from
behind and above. He leaned over the desk, his head above and next
to mine.

“Say I'll be a good little bitch Mister
Cole.”

Oh, fuck!

“Ah,” I gasped as he tugged on my hair.

“Say it.”

“I-I-I'll be a-a... good little... bitch,
Mister Cole!” I gasped.

“Again.”

“I'll be a g-good little bitch, Mister
Cole!”

He kissed his way along the nape of my
neck.

“Tell me you're my bitch, Chloe.”

“I'm your bitch, Mister Cole!” I moaned.

He released my hair and straightened up and I
gulped in air, moaning as his hands caressed my burning buttocks.
His hands shifted down to my thighs and roughly jerked them
apart.

“Beg me to fuck you, Chloe.”

OMG! I gaped at the far wall.

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please!”

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please... p-please... please f-fuck me,
Mister Cole!” I moaned.

I felt it, then, his cock. It had to be his
cock, rubbing up and down along the line of my sex. I felt the
pressure increasing, felt my opening being pushed in and back and
spreading – and spreading – and spreading! God, he was so
incredibly thick and... and then he pushed forward into my tight,
sopping pussy!

I shuddered and then cried out as he pulled
back on my hair again. His cock began to move in and out, in and
out, always driving deeper. My wrists were locked ahead of me as he
pulled my head up and back by the hair, and my hips were grinding
against the edge of the desk as he fucked me!

The liquid heat was boiling over inside me as
my body rushed wildly towards orgasm, and then it hit, and I cried
out, and again, and again, my voice rising. His hand, the one not
grasping my hair, covered my mouth and he thrust harder, his hips
pounding against the soft, warm flesh of my buttocks as he forced
every inch of his big cock into my aching, burning pussy!

The pleasure was an explosion of sensation
which shattered my mind. I screamed, or at least, made noises
against the palm of his hand, completely insensible. My brain was
mush as that incredible storm of pleasure continued to batter my
mind and body.

His cock speared deep into my quivering pussy
with hard, fast, powerful strokes that made some deep, carnal
instinct of mine know I was being absolutely fucked by a real man!
By a strong man! By a big, powerful man! And every part of that
instinct said 'YES!'.

I wallowed in the dark rush of something like
rapture as the pleasure combined with that absolute certainty that
this is what I, as a female was born for! To have some big,
powerful male use my body like this. Okay, that instinct might have
been designed so that I was receptive to this so I had babies,
which wasn't going to happen. But instincts aren't smart enough to
know that.

I let everything go, glorying in the hard,
even painful pounding I was being given as his cock continued to
thrust into me with savage force.

I practically collapsed as the orgasm faded.
I mean, as much as I could, given I was draped across the desk and
tied in place. I went limp, eyes glassy, moaning low in my throat
as he took his hand from my mouth. He kept thrusting, then gave a
final flurry, like before, burying himself inside me while he
came.

He sighed and eased back, releasing my hair
at least so my chin came down on the desk with a dazed groan.

He moved across the office behind me and into
the bathroom. I just stayed where I was. Well, it wasn't like I
could move.

He returned and passed around in front of me
again, then opened another drawer.

He took out a … a … thing. It looked sort of
like the spade on a playing card, except in 3D.

“This is a butt-plug,” he said. “You have a
gorgeous ass, Chloe, and I intend to make use of it, but I don't
want the experience to be painful for you. I want you to discover
how good it can be. So you will wear this from now on. You should
also start giving yourself enemas in the morning. Keep this in at
all times until I say otherwise.

He was squirting some kind of clear goo on it
as he talked, and as I listened in a sense of confused disbelief.
Then he moved behind me and I felt him pressing the thing against
my butt.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Obey your boss, little bitch,” he said.

The thing got wider and wider, making me
ache! Then it abruptly disappeared inside me. Or at least, I
thought it did. I quickly realized the base of it, the stem,
remained outside.

He went around to the front of the desk and
untied the cord from my wrists.

“Get dressed, and go back to work,” he
said.

Ho-ly shit!

I groaned and pushed myself to my feet. My
hands gripped the edge of the desk to hold me steady and I stared
at him in confusion and uncertainly.

“We'll see to your training soon,” he said
with a smile.

So I got dressed, then went back to my office
and sat down, amazed at myself, and at what had happened, and still
feeling the echo of that incredible orgasm which had just...
just... taken me over! God! His cock had felt so wonderful inside
me! It had stretched me out, filled me up, and then... then just
fucking pounded me!

I ached inside a little, but I realized a
more important concern was making sure my hair was done right. I
would simply die if Ms. Cassidy returned and thought I had done
something with the boss!

I brushed it out, using a mirror I keep in my
purse, then quickly returned to my work, wondering if she would
criticize me for being slow. Not that I'd been in his office a long
time, but certainly a good thirty minutes.

Bent over his desk, being fucked! By the
boss! By Emily's father!

Yikes!

I was such a slut! Such a... a... daring
slut!

I felt a little guilty and I also felt like
giggling.

Why had he tied me up, I wondered. It wasn't
like I would have refused anything. It had made me feel weird,
though, helpless, but in a strange, dark, wickedly exciting way.
Well, who knew why old people did some of the stuff they did. He
was kinky, that was all. I didn't mind as long as I had orgasms
that incredible!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


I didn't get a chance to actually examine the
butt-plug thing till I got home. It felt weird, and reminded me all
afternoon of what I'd done. I was alone in the house and went to my
room and then went into the bathroom and stripped. I stared at
myself naked, seeing myself as he had, then turned and bent over,
staring over my shoulder at the mirror, looking at the
butt-plug.

Did he really think I should wear this
all the time!? I wasn't terribly thrilled at the idea of having
anal sex. I had always thought of it as messy and painful, and so
had always refused. But I didn't think I could refuse Mr. Cole. I
mean, he was a man, not a boy! Also, he was my boss.

Which didn't matter, but it did to my
instincts somehow.

I eased it out carefully and washed it,
wondering if I ought to get an enema kit. I'd never had an enema
but it wasn't, as far as I knew, very complicated. And I had my
private bathroom here, so...

I did feel some guilt again, over fucking
Emily's father. But I rationalized it as being his idea, and that
anyway, she would never find out so it wouldn't hurt her.

It didn't completely clear up my guilt, but I
was still remembering how incredibly hot and aroused I'd been all
through my wicked adventure in his office – and the amazing orgasm.
That made me more than willing to endure a little guilt.

I put some baby oil on it and slid it back
inside me, then got dressed. I pulled on a pair of jeans and
carefully examined myself in the mirror, bending over frequently. I
didn't see any sign of the little butt-plug. I pulled on the pink
thong again and the bra, then a top, and went out, heading for the
pharmacy...

*

There was a bag waiting on my desk when I got
into work the next morning. I stared at it in confusion.

“Put that on,” Ms. Cassidy said.

I turned, my tea in hand.

“Pardon?”

She got up and walked over to me as I went
into my office, and then upended the bag on my desk.

“As I said the other day, you and I represent
Mister Cole here, and by extension, the company, to those who
visit. So we must dress properly.”

There was a dark red blazer on the desk,
along with a white sweater, a short red and black kilt, and a pair
of long socks.

'But... where did these come from?” I
asked.

“I ordered them. Don't worry, the company
considers them a sort of uniform.”

“The company is paying for them?”

“We realize that as a summer worker it does
not make financial sense for you to invest in a new wardrobe for
just a couple of months,” she said. “Anyway, it's all
tax-deductible for us.”

She left the room, closing the door.

I stared after her, then at the clothes.
Well, okay. Free clothes!

The door didn't have a lock. I suspected this
had been a walk-in closet once. I stripped down to my black
lingerie, aware, as always, of the butt-plug only barely concealed
by the thong. I pulled the kilt on and winced a bit. It was short,
though not super short.

I pulled the socks on. They rose up to a few
inches past my knees. Then came the sweater. It was thin and
stylish, but very tight across my chest. I wondered if she'd gotten
the size wrong. But it shouldn't matter. I slipped the jacket on
and it fit perfectly.

I needed a mirror in here!

I opened the door, blushing a bit as she
inspected me.

“Good,” she said. “Mr. Cole has a guest
today. You will go in and serve refreshments when asked.”

“Uhm, okay.”

She raised an eyebrow at me.

“I mean, Yes, Ms. Cassidy.”

She nodded and returned to her work and I
went back to my desk and started in on mine.

When the time came, mid-morning, I hurried
into his office, a trifle nervous. But I did my best to act casual
and smiley and fetch them coffee and buns. Mr. Cole looked at me in
a way which made my lower belly thrum with anticipation, while his
two guests just smiled in that way older men did at younger
women.

A glance at his desk made my nipples tingle,
remembering how I'd been bent across it naked the other day! Ha! I
wondered what these two would think if they knew that! They'd
probably get erections just imagining it.

I returned to my desk but waited for the
signal – coming from Ms. Cassidy – to go back. I did, to refresh
coffee and tea and then to take the cups and saucers away. I wiped
down the desk – with the door open. I knew nothing would happen
with Ms. Cassidy there, but I made sure I bent over with my butt
pointed towards Mr. Cole!

Cassidy couldn't see me anyway unless she got
up and came to the door.

Sure enough, Mr. Cole came up behind me and I
gasped as I felt his hand slide up under the short skirt! His
fingers found the butt-plug first.

“Good,” he said.

Then they slid lower and I repressed a moan
as they caressed my pussy.

“Sexy little bitch,” he whispered in
amusement.

He moved back to his desk, which was a good
thing as I heard Cassidy moving around. I quickly finished and
straightened up as she came to the door. She ignored me and went to
Cole's desk to report a guy named Henderson was on his way
down.

I finished up and went back to my office
again.

Sexy little bitch! His bitch! Yowie!

I was disappointed when nothing happened over
lunch. He had a lunch date at a restaurant somewhere, so I just
entertained myself with my phone as I ate, then got back to
work.

I was pleased with the clothes. They fit well
and were good quality. I looked nice in them, sort of... I don't
know, school-girl like but older.

Certainly, every time I left the office to go
somewhere men noticed me! Mind you, most of them were way old, and
not at all interesting to me. Still, it was kind of reassuring but
also made me feel self-conscious. I was fairly sure the women
didn't approve!

Late in the afternoon, Ms. Cassidy got up to
leave. She usually stayed till Five, but today was leaving at
Three. She knocked at my door first. “I have an appointment. You
will stay until Five tonight, Ms. Walker,” she said. “I presume
this is acceptable.”

“Uhm, yes, Ms. Cassidy,” I gulped.

She nodded and left.

Of course, my mind went into overdrive
wondering if Cole would take advantage of this, with just the two
of us alone in the office!

I continued with my work, but I kept getting
distracted. I kept looking up at my door every time I heard a
sound, wondering if it would be Cole! I called my mom and told her
I would be an hour or so late because Cassidy had an appointment.
She was pretty calm about it, having no idea the tension building
up inside me!

It was after Four when Cole returned to the
office from a meeting. He closed the door behind him and then...
locked it!

He came to the doorway of my office and I
looked up, trying to act casual.

“Come into my office, Ms. Walker,” he
said.

He walked away and I felt my pulse race as I
followed him into his office.

He went to his desk and I followed him over.
He turned around and looked at me.

“Why aren't you naked?” he asked.

“Uhm...”

“Strip.”

I licked my lips and then obeyed, quickly
removing the jacket, sweater, and skirt.

“Keep the socks. I like them.”

I blinked and then obeyed.

“But lose the shoes.”

I toed off my shoes and he ran his hand along
my jaw.

“Hands behind neck, feet apart, shoulders
back.”

It was weird how he always started like his,
but I obeyed, a little vain as I showed myself off, as I flaunted
myself naked in front of his appreciative eyes.

“You are a hot, sexy little bitch, aren't
you? And you know it.”

I felt a thrum of heat, my nipples tingling
hotly, my breasts swollen and tender.

“On your knees,” he growled.

I gulped and then knelt down.

“Did I tell you to move your hands?”

“N-No, sir!”

I put my hands back behind my neck and drew
my elbows back.

He stood in front of me and gathered in my
hair, then jerked it back so that I cried out.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Y-Yes, Mister Cole!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm... I'm your bitch, Mister Cole!”

This was so sick, but wildly hot!

“Sit on your heels, knees spread wide.”

Blinking, I sat back on my heels as he
released my hair.

“Spread wide.”

I trembled with the heat and sexual tension
rising inside of me, but obeyed.

“Gorgeous,” he said as he looked at me with
hungry eyes.

“Now get on all fours.”

I dropped forward, confused, but...

“Come away from the desk, over here,” he
said, as he moved.

I crawled forward.

“Now down on your elbows. Raise that
beautiful ass and spread your knees.”

God! This was so hot!

I obeyed, heat sizzling inside me.

“Do you want me to fuck you, little
girl?”

“Yes, Mister Cole!” I gulped.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Mister Cole!”

“I want you to put your chin and chest on the
floor, then tuck your thighs in close to your belly and shift your
knees apart.”

What the heeeell?

I did it, confused, but then realized how
utterly... obscenely... exposed I was like this. Not only exposed
but helpless and even... submissive, though that wasn't exactly
what I was thinking.

“Spread your arms out to the sides. Beg me to
fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mister Cole!” I moaned, my
heart pounding wildly.

I knew this was degrading but I didn't really
mind. I mean, it wasn't like we were equals or anything. The idea
we were equals was laughable. And it was making me burn! My breasts
throbbed against the carpet, mashed beneath my chest as I held
myself obscenely open for his eyes.

“Rise back onto your elbows.”

What was this all in aid of?

I obeyed, though.

“Reach back between your legs and show me
your pretty little pussy.”

What!?

I propped myself on my left arm and thrust my
right back down between my thighs, then uncertainly spread the lips
of my pussy.

“That's it. Spread yourself open. Show me how
wet you are, little bitch.”

This was getting really freaky! But I was so
hot that it didn't matter.

“Slide your fingers into your hot little
pussy for me.”

I obeyed, panting, moaning. I'd never done
anything like this for guys before! It was obscene and wild and
dark and an incredible... rush!

I could feel how wet I was as I slid first
two, then three fingers into myself, gulping in air as I pumped
them slowly in and out. I was … amazed at my own audacity! I was
doing this at the office in front of Mister Cole!

“Rub your clitoris. Masturbate for me,
Chloe.”

Fuck! Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck!
This was insane! And yet, even as I dealt with the wild, psychic
shock-wave and the question 'can I do this!?' I was already doing
it, moaning, trembling, shaking as I plunged my fingers into my
pussy and rubbed my swollen clitoris.

He stood up and then undid his belt. I felt
another surge of excitement, thinking he was about to drop his
pants and kneel behind me. Instead, he pulled the belt completely
out of the loops of his pants and then slipped the tongue into the
buckle and walked forward. He dropped the loop down and then pulled
it in over my head before jerking up on it so that the belt closed
around my neck.

I gasped, startled, instinctively reaching
for it just as he pulled on it. That knocked me off balance and I
had to catch myself on my hands.

“This way, little bitch,” he said.

He pulled on the belt, which kept the loop
tight around my throat. I had to crawl quickly along after him.
That was confusing and startling, at first, but after several
seconds I realized... I realized I was fucking crawling on all
fours with the belt serving as both leash and collar! Holy
shit!

Another dark wave of outraged heat and
excitement swept through me as I crawled after him and he led me
across the room. We went to a cupboard and he jerked up and back on
the belt.

“Sit on your heels, legs spread, hands behind
your neck,” he barked.

Panting, trembling with sexual excitement, I
obeyed.

“Stand up.”

I stood up, keeping my hands behind my neck,
elbows back.

He pulled a long length of rope from the
cupboard! It was black and soft against my skin as he rubbed the
coil over my breasts. Then he moved behind me.

“Hands down behind your back.”

“Wh-what are you doing?” I gulped.

“Whatever I want. You're my bitch, after
all.”

“But...”

“Being my bitch means that during the day,
while you work for me, you do whatever it is I want you to do.”

I felt the rope passing around my right arm,
then my left around the same time. He pulled them both back
simultaneously as the ropes slid down to just above my elbows.

“Oh! Not so far!” I squeaked.

He fed several more loops around my upper
arms, then brought them around my right side and across my chest,
pressing up against the undersides of my breasts, then curved up
around the outside of my left breast and back across the top of my
chest. It curved down the outside of my right breast, then under
and around again several more times, squeezing my breasts together
before going around my side again.

What in the hell was he doing!?

My breasts throbbed, though. They had already
been hot and felt swollen. Now, the way they were squeezed
together, they felt incredibly sensitive, my nipples burning!

I felt him drop the rope down along my arms,
then bind my wrists together with a half dozen loops.

“Oh yes. I have something better than tape
this time,” he said.

He tugged my hair back, which automatically
opened my mouth wider, and then pressed a black ball against it. I
gasped as the pressure grew, opening my mouth more as he pushed the
black ball into my mouth! He stopped and I tried to close my lips
but found I couldn't, even as he fed black cords across my cheeks
and behind my head to buckle together!

I felt another dark rush of wonder, awe, and
heat. This must be a ball-gag! I'd seen them on the internet, but
never imagined... me having one in my mouth!

He pushed my buttocks back against the edge
of the stone table. I had to sit on it, and he quickly gripped my
thighs, lifting them up so I rolled back onto my bound arms on the
table. He lifted my feet up and put them on the edge of the table,
then tied ropes around my legs just behind the knees, pulling the
ropes out to either side to spread my thighs achingly wide!

This was insanely kinky and sick and
perverted! But all I could do was lay there and gulp in air around
the gag, moaning weakly as he ran his hands over me. His hands
gently caressed my taut breasts, and when his fingers began to roll
and rub and pluck my nipples I felt the pleasure crackle and
passion through my body!

“Perhaps I should put you like this for my
next director's meeting,” he said in amusement. As a reward for
their hard work. I'm sure they'd all enjoy your lovely body
immensely.”

His fingers slid down to push into my pussy
as his thumb rubbed against my clitoris.

“What do you say, Chloe? Like to be a reward
to inspire better production from my department heads?”

I moaned helplessly, the sensations he was
rousing forcing my hips to grind desperately up, raising my
buttocks off the table. I was starting to sink into a sexual fever,
my chest tight, my breathing ragged, my body pulsing with a
scalding sexual heat and pressure.

One, two, three big fingers pushed into me,
pumping in and out. Not just pumping, either, twisting and turning,
and pressing upward against the top wall of my sex – against his
thumb pressing down against my clitoris from outside.

My hips rolled and ground and bucked as the
heat turned scalding, and then the orgasm hit and I cried out,
again and again, twisting and thrashing, my back arching, my head
rolling as the pressure wave of the orgasm swept over me.

I writhed and shook as his fingers pumped
hard and his thumb ground rapidly from side to side against my
clitoris.

He chuckled softly, his other hand kneading
my taut breasts, rolling and pinching my nipples as he watched me
shaking and writhing.

“Hot, sexy little bitch,” he said.

He unzipped his trousers and then undid his
pants. They dropped low and even as I sagged, gasping for breath,
the orgasm fading, I felt the hard head of his cock rubbing against
me, up and down, up and down. I shuddered as I felt myself
penetrated, raising my head, staring at the sight of his thick cock
pushing into me!

God, it was thick! It felt incredible! I
dropped my head with a shudder as he began to pump, his hands
kneading my breasts again.

His cock pushed deeper with every thrust.
Then he leaned forward, his hands on my breasts, his hips working
in and out as he forced himself still deeper. I whimpered as I felt
the head starting to punch against the back wall of my sex. I knew
he wouldn't be satisfied until he had every inch inside me, just as
he had the previous times.

And there wasn't anything at all I could do
about it, even if I wanted to, and I didn't. But being tied up like
this was even more darkly thrilling than yesterday. I mean, he'd
tied my breasts up! How kinky and wild was that!?

Now it was like I was his.. his prisoner, his
to do with as he wished! God, if Emily ever even imagined what her
dad and I were doing at work she'd go nuts! Not to mention her
mother!

I gasped and grunted and moaned at every
thrust, and then his body came down atop me, essentially completely
covering me. His hand seized my hair, jerking it to one side, and I
felt his lips, his tongue, then his teeth against the nape of my
neck.

I shuddered and moaned as he bit into me. The
fabric of his shirt rubbed against my super stiff nipples as his
hips continued to thrust himself home in my aching, burning
depths.

“Hot, beautiful little bitch!” he
growled.

I cried out as his teeth bit into me,
overwhelmed by all the sensations, by all the wild emotional shocks
and heat and passion. The dark thrill of it had set fire to my mind
again, which quickly flooded my body with heat. I shuddered and
cried out as his cock buried itself inside me, his hips slapping
against my buttocks and thighs as he drove himself home.

God! This man fucked me like no one ever had!
I felt so utterly and thoroughly manhandled and used!

Another orgasm swept over me and I trembled
and shook, crying all the air out of my lungs as the intensity of
it sent my mind spinning. Just as before, just as yesterday, it was
like a hurricane of sensation gripping me, with the center being
his hard, stiff cock ramming deep into my body again and again!

I was going out of my mind but didn't care.
What did I need my mind for anyway?

The orgasm shook me wildly, then slowly
faded, leaving me dazed and gasping. Mr. Cole had apparently
finished around the same time, and straightened up, pulling himself
out of me. He moved back to the cupboard and came back but I paid
no attention. I was staring up at the ceiling, moaning.

Then I felt the pressure pushing into me
again. I raised my head wearily and stared, eyes fluttering as I
saw him holding a big cock in his hand. Only it wasn't his. It was
some kind of dildo! Why did he have a dildo in his office!? And
rope, now that I thought of it.

I groaned as the big cock was pushed into me,
staring down at its long length. It was even longer than Mr. Cole!
There was no way all that was going to fit inside me!

He didn't try to force it all inside, though
he did push it achingly deep. Then he pulled at the butt-plug,
tugging at the stem and I felt myself being slowly forced open. I
moaned in denial, but then the thick plug pulled out, leaving me
temporarily vacant.

He had another big dildo! He pushed the head
into me, and several inches of the shaft followed. This was not a
realistic looking cock, though, like the one in my pussy. This one
was purple and it had all these little dimples on it I could feel
against my flesh inside.

Mr. Cole untied the ropes bound to my legs –
not from my legs but from the table. Then he gripped me under my
arms and lifted me up and forward. He raised me up off the
table.

“Kneel. Sitting on your heels,” he
ordered.

Gasping, moaning, I did so as he positioned
me on the very edge of the table, then quickly pulled those ropes
tied to my legs out to the sides again, tying them in place. He
gripped the dildos then, which had suction cups on their base, and
attached them to the table below me.

He went around behind me and I felt him
tugging at the rope binding my wrists.

I twisted my head, trying to see, and watched
him feed the rope, or more rope, down through a hole in the table,
the kind of hole they created so the cords from computers could go
through. He disappeared under the table, then, and after a few
seconds I felt the rope being pulled down more firmly.

I gasped as my wrists were forced down,
which, of course, forced my shoulders back and made my back
arch.

He stood back and examined his work as I sat
there gripped by amazement again. Every time I thought I'd sort of
figured out what he was doing he went further. God, he was a
pervert!
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“How are you enjoying your first week of
work, Chloe?” he asked. “I hope it's teaching you a lot and you're
enjoying the experience.”

He took a black scarf out of his pocket,
folded it, then folded it again before pressing it over my eyes. I
moaned a complaint but could do little as he drew the scarf behind
me and tied it in place.

“In a world all your own,” he said.

His fingers rubbed my swollen clitoris and I
shuddered, the muscles in my hips starting to grind automatically.
He drew his fingers back.

“Perhaps I'll call some of my directors to
come in and view this beautiful erotic vision,” he said. “I'm sure
they'd all appreciate it. Or maybe I'll just leave you like this
all night, for Ms. Cassidy to find in the morning. Won't that be
exciting?”

I shuddered at the idea of Cassidy finding me
like this! God only knows what her reaction would be. She wasn't
the hysterical type but she'd certainly be scowling with outraged
disapproval at me!

“What do you think she'd do?” he asked, his
voice soft and right in my ear as his fingers rubbed my clitoris
again. “Perhaps she'll take it as an invitation to enjoy
herself.”

I moaned helplessly at his wicked words. But
I knew he was teasing me, just as he was about making me a 'reward'
for his directors. His words made me feel very much like a... a
thing, a creature of sex, to be awarded as a prize or present to
people who would lust over me.

His fingers rolled and plucked at my nipples,
then he seemed to go away. I knelt there feeling bathed in heat,
impaled on the dildos inside me. The one in my behind was
especially strange-feeling, for I'd never done anything back there
until he'd had me put in the butt-plug. Now I felt the dimpled
shaft caressing my insides every time I shifted position.

And I had to do that a lot. This was not
exactly a comfortable position. I was, as he'd ordered, sitting on
my heels with only the balls of my feet pressed to the dark and my
feet bent back under the weight of my buttocks. My feet were
starting to ache fiercely!

What I was going to have to do was pull my
heels out from under my buttocks to straighten out my feet. I did
that carefully, rising up off them a little – which made me bow
back since my wrists were locked down. I shifted my feet, groaning
in relief as I straightened them out, the backs of my feet now
pressed against the table.

Of course, that meant I had to sink lower,
which I did. The two dildos pushed up deeper into my aching,
burning abdomen so that I felt cramps inside.

Then the door opened and closed.

“Ah, Ms. Cassidy, you're back from your
appointment,” Cole said from the other side of the room.

I gasped and jerked against the ropes, to no
avail, my heart stopping! But then I realized he was just fucking
with my head again. No way was she coming back this late. And she
wouldn't enter his office without knocking anyway! Still, my heart
was thumping wildly as I knelt there.

I gasped as I felt fingers on my nipples.
They stroked and gently rolled them, then plucked them softly.

The fingers went away and then I felt the tip
of a tongue sliding along the lips of my sex, tracing them where
they stretched out around the dildo inside me. I knew he wanted me
to think it was Ms. Cassidy, but that was just ridiculous. I knew
it was him. I would have laughed and jeered if I wasn't gagged.

I mean, come on! At least be a little
realistic!

His tongue rode up and down along the edge of
my straining lower lips, quickly finding my clitoris. It felt
different than the last time he'd licked me. I thought he was just
using the tip of his tongue to tease me. It rubbed up and down
against my clitoris, then circled it. It began to massage my
clitoris, flicking from side to side, then up and down, then in
other patterns.

Heat and excitement rolled up through my
body, and it grew and grew until I felt feverish with passion,
lust, and need. I felt hands under my buttocks, lifting, and I rose
with a shuddering groan, then the hands pushed down on my thighs
and I sank slowly down, crying out in pleasure.

I was riding slowly up and down on the twin
dildos as his tongue licked harder, spreading out, long and slick
and hot and wet as it lapped at my pussy.

There was something flickering at the side of
my dazed thinking, though. And it kept growing. I wondered at the
feel of those hands. They felt... too small for him, too soft. What
if... what if... what if... kept popping into my head. Each time it
did I felt a jolt of anxiety, but also a sense of awe.

No, no, it was impossible! He was fucking
with my head! Of course, it was him there!

Hands squeezed my breasts, and again I felt
that twinge of thought. They were too small, weren't they!?

I mean, it's not like I was focusing on it,
or that my mind was working very well either. The sensations
rushing through me as I rode up and down on the twin dildos and his
tongue licked my clitoris were so powerful my thinking processes
were swamped by the dark roar of pleasure and passion.

The orgasm exploded within me and I lost
myself to it, crying out, my inhibitions melting away so that my
voice rose to an unrestrained howl of pleasure as his tongue
whipped furiously against me and I rode the two cocks as
frantically as I could.

I didn't care if it hurt. I impaled myself on
those big cocks, crying out dazedly as the orgasm shattered my
mind.

*

I didn't even ask him if it was Ms. Cassidy.
I was sure he had done his best to fool me into thinking that and I
wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of thinking I'd fallen
for it, or even had any doubts. But I had plenty of doubts.

I mean, even as I rode the bus back home I
wondered, thinking of the feel of those soft hands on my breasts,
and under my buttocks and on my thighs. Surely they were too small
to be his! Could he have had some woman come in and perform oral
sex on me while I was blindfolded!? No, no, of course not. But...
but maybe he had!

But it wouldn't have been Cassidy. I mean,
she'd gone home. It could have been someone else, though. But no,
he was just trying to fuck with my head! That was why he said hello
to 'Ms. Cassidy'.

If he wanted to have someone else lick me
without my suspecting a thing he could have done it easy peasy!

All he'd had had to do was keep quiet. Or
even come closer and talk. He could have knelt beside whoever it
was and said a few things to me, and not have them touch with their
hands. I never would have suspected. So why then had he
deliberately said hello to Ms. Cassidy?

Because he wanted to fuck with my head, of
course! That was why he made me do stuff like put my hands behind
my neck and arch my body for him to look at, or kneel with my butt
in the air, or crawl on the floor!

Mind you, it was working. His mind-fucking
had turned me on to a higher degree than I would have believed
possible. Without him hardly doing anything at all!

So yeah, it wasn't Ms. Cassidy. But boy, the
idea of it being her there kneeling in front of me licking my pussy
was crazy! Hot and wild and insane!

Like all the sex with Mister Cole!

It was very strange, though. Where was this
going? I mean, there didn't seem to be any question of it turning
into some kind of relationship. He was already married, for one
thing. And his daughter was one of my best friends. I snorted in
amusement at the thought of becoming Emily's step-mother.

No, she'd kill me first. Or my parents would.
This was just hot, nasty, kinky sex. Which, I know I wasn't
supposed to be doing. I was only supposed to be having sex with
guys who were interested in developing a relationship with me. But
God, this was so incredible! He was teaching me so much about what
my body was capable of!

Not to mention what I ought to expect from a
guy! No guy without oral sex skills was going to get a repeat date
from me ever again!

So if he wasn't any kind of boyfriend, or
even have the potential, what was he?

My boss, I thought. I'm fucking my boss! Who
happens to be Emily's dad!

That was so slutty! But since nobody knew nor
was likely to know, I could get away with it for a while. I'd have
a wild summer fling and then go back to school way more
knowledgeable about sex.

But the what-ifs persisted. What if it was
someone else? A woman? Ms. Cassidy!?

That would be even more insanely slutty. But
it hadn't been.

The next morning I was very nervous when I
walked into the office. I felt my skin flush as Cassidy looked up
from her desk.

“Good morning, Ms. Cassidy,” I said, fighting
hard to keep my tone normal.

“Good morning, Chloe,” she said.

She didn't seem the least bit different, and
I went to my desk, heart beating a little faster.

There was another bag on the desk. I put down
my purse and turned towards her.

“Uh, is this another – ?”

“Put it on,” she said, not even turning to
look at me.

I licked my lips nervously and opened the
bag. It held a length of red fabric. I pulled it up and
frowned.

“You saw it a couple of days ago,” she
said.

This was one of the sweater dresses. I closed
the door and stripped, then pulled it on over my head. It slipped
down past my hips and along my thighs, but no further. It was well
above the knee, and kind of tight across my bottom and chest.

I had to open the door and walk nervously out
to where she could look at me. She did so quite casually, giving a
quick nod. “That looks fine,” she said.

I tugged on the hem.

“Isn't it kind of short?”

“No.”

I bit my lower lip, but then turned and went
back into my office. The dress was at least lightweight and
comfortable. I was wearing black high-heeled booties, which went
well enough with it, but I was sure showing off a lot of bare leg.
At least the other day I'd had those long socks.

Whatever. I spent most of my time behind a
desk. I sat down and got to work as usual. The only time the dress
entered into things was when Cassidy sent me out to carry documents
around. I felt self-conscious, then, and stopped into the ladies'
room to look at myself in the big mirror.

I winced a bit. The dress stretched rather
obviously across my breasts making them kind of... noticeable. No
wonder all the men were looking.

Oh well, none of my friends would see me in
this anyway, so it really didn't matter.

I was still kind of anxious wearing it around
people, though.

When I got back to the office from my latest
errand it was nearly time for lunch, but Ms. Cassidy wasn't in the
outer office. Then the inner door opened and Cole came out. He
looked in on me, then cocked his finger and my heart gave a lurch
as anxiety and anticipation suddenly exploded inside me.

I came out from behind the desk and went to
his door.

“Close it behind you.”

I gulped, my pulse racing as I obeyed.

“You look sexy in that red dress, Chloe,” he
said.

“Th-thanks!”

He combed his fingers through my hair and
brushed it back from my forehead.

“Don't say thanks,” he said. “Say thank you
sir.”

He tilted my chin up.

“Say it,” he said.

“Thank you, sir!”

He kissed me on the lips. I was suddenly
reminded of what a good kisser he was as his lips moved moistly and
passionately against mine. I moaned and slid my hands onto his
shoulders as we exchanged a long, delicious kiss!

His hands slid around me, then down onto my
buttocks, squeezing me through the thin dress. He tugged the dress
up, then, and it being kind of elastic, the whole thing slid up
around my waist. His hands descended, kneading my buttocks.

He drew back, giving me a stern look.

“You're not wearing your butt-plug,” he
said.

“I-I forgot!” I gulped.

He shook his head. “Such a naughty girl,
Chloe. You know that naughty girls have to be punished.”

“B-But –!”

“Strip. Naked.”

OMG!

I undid the belt around the front of the
dress and then peeled it up and over my head.

I felt my inner heat rising as his eyes took
in my sexy lingerie, and then I carefully stripped it off, slowly,
while he watched.

“Boots too.”

I slipped off my booties and he sat back in
the chair in front of his desk.

“Put your hands behind your back. Grab your
elbows with the opposite hand. Shoulders back, chest out. Feet
apart on the floor.”

He'd had me do something like this every
time! So my heart began to beat more rapidly as I obeyed, acting
like I was his 'bitch', displaying myself for him while he admired
my body!

“Spread your feet wider apart.”

I gulped and did.

“Head back,” he said more sharply.

I obeyed. This was so weird and freaky and...
thrilling!

He turned the chair towards me.

“Stand directly in front of me.”

He'd done much the same before, and started
licking me, so I eagerly moved forward.

Sure enough, his hands rose and squeezed my
buttocks, caressing and kneading them as he pulled me in closer.
His tongue licked up and down my sex. It quickly found my clitoris
and started to sweep up and down, around and around, and from side
to side. I felt my bones melting as my knees began to wobble.

I moaned and my breathing became ragged as I
stood before him. My eyes narrowed to slits and my head slowly fell
back as his tongue did incredible things to my clitoris and heat
rolled up my body!

I moaned and stumbled, reaching forward and
grasping his shoulders for support.

“Hands on your elbows behind your back,” he
said.

I brought my hands behind me and grasped my
elbows again.

He looked up my body, and his hands slid up
to cup and knead my breasts. His fingers found my nipples and he
rolled them between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers until
they burned. Then his right hand slid down my body and parted the
lips of my sex. His index finger slid up inside me and I cried out
weakly, grasping his shoulders again as a jolt of energy swept
through me.

“I can see I'll have to reinforce my
directives until you become more disciplined,” he said.

I had no idea what he meant. I was feeling so
wild and frazzled I wasn't thinking straight. He got up and moved
around behind his desk, then opened his drawer and came out with
the black rope!

He came back and stood behind me and firmly
placed my hands on the opposite elbows behind me. Then he tied the
rope around my right wrist and left forearm. He sure liked tying me
up! I almost dared ask him if he tied up Mrs. Cole, but thought he
might get angry at the reminder he was married.

He brought the rope around my upper arm then
back to the other forearm, then back again, then over again, then
down around my left wrist and right forearm. He tied multiple
loops, drawing them firm and tight while I stood there, confused
but feeling the sexual pressure still pulsing inside me.

He finished, I guess, leaving my arms firmly
bound behind me.

But no, he wasn't finished. He was doing
something else with the rope. He had placed it on the desk and
doubled it over, then doubled it again. He turned and glanced at
me, then down at what he was doing, tying loops in the center of
the quadrupled up rope.

He picked it up and turned to me, and then
placed the loops against my chest, against my breasts! He pushed
them in firmly against the wall of my chest, then began to pull the
loops tighter and tighter.

“Oh! Oh! Please!”

“Say please sir.”

“Please, sir!”

The ropes squeezed my breasts out, and then
he pulled them around the side of my ribs and behind me to tie
together there.

He slid his fingers along my lips, then into
my mouth again and I shuddered as I began to suck and lick
them.

“Of course, this is a place of business. We
don't want you making any loud noises which might disturb our
colleagues. You're a very vocal girl.”

He pulled his fingers back and suddenly he
held the ball-gag and pushed it against my mouth.

“Open wide, slave girl.”

Oh shit! Oh, fuck! Slave girl!? That was so
insanely hot!

I opened wide and he slowly worked this big
ball into my mouth! It filled my mouth from top to bottom, pressing
my tongue down even while pressing up against the roof of my
mouth.

He looked up at me, his eyes drifting up and
down my trembling body.

“Excellent,” he said. “I'm sure you'll make a
perfect sex slave, Chloe.”

He moved behind me, then around me as I stood
there, flushed and... astonished. He snorted in amusement, then
went to his desk and opened a lower drawer. He took something out
of it which made my heart skip a beat.

It was a short, wide strap, not much over a
foot long, but bent firmly in two.

“The perfect instrument to punish naughty
girls,” he said, letting the leather caress my bound breasts.

“You do agree, I'm sure, that naughty girls
should be punished,” he said.

He moved beside me, then swung the strap in
across my buttocks. The impact wasn't exactly heavy, but the sting
which followed made me yelp and shift forward.

“Now, now. Must stand still for your
punishment,” he said.

I felt him gathering in my hair behind my
head, then tugging it down so that my head was forced upward.

“Bottom out.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap slapped against my buttocks
repeatedly as I yelped and moaned and trembled in wildly confused
heat – and pain

“Such a lovely bottom,” he said.

I twisted in his grasp and he let go of my
hair, then sat down. But he gripped my arm and yanked me down as
well so that I sprawled across his lap. Mind you, while he's a big
man his lap is only so wide. My head and shoulders fell across his
left side, my head upside down and my hair hanging to the
floor.

“Bad girls must receive appropriate
punishment,” he said.

Crack!

I yelped at the sharper slap to my bottom. I
felt his fingers tracing the line of my sex, then two of them
plunged into me, twisting and turning even as other fingers, or his
thumb stroked across my clitoris.

This was so wild, so intense!

His fingers were long and thick, and they
pumped slowly in and out of me as I stared upside down at my own
lower legs on the other side of the chair!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and trembled at the sharp slaps. But
then his fingers returned to my pussy, rubbing firmly against my
clitoris.

“You'll have to learn to please your master
to avoid future punishment, little sex slave,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

I gasped and jerked and moaned at the fresh
blows, then shuddered as his fingers drove into me. They were
thicker now. Maybe three of them were inside me, and I was sopping
wet as they twisted and turned and pumped slowly. His thumb was
rubbing steadily against my clitoris as my body crackled with
sexual electricity, and I felt as if a fever had come over me.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out, my legs jerking and spasming.
The strap stung!

I felt his fingers at my sex again, then felt
them sliding back up my body and cried out as he gripped my hair
roughly, jerking my head up and back. I felt his other hand on my
thigh as he rolled me over at the same time as he lifted my upper
torso up and around.

I was now sitting across his lap, my hair
held tight in his fist.

“Spread your legs wide, little sex slave,” he
whispered.

I trembled and moaned as I obeyed. Every time
he called me a 'sex slave' my mind felt this wild, churning rush of
heat!

His fingers slid into me again, one, two,
three, pumping smoothly in and out as his thumb stroked my
clitoris. His lips found my crackling right nipple and he sucked
hungrily.

I came, crying out again and again as his
teeth closed on my breast. His tongue lapped hard at my nipple. He
sucked rhythmically as his fingers fucked me in hard, steady,
twisting strokes and his thumb stroked my clitoris.

The sensations were overloading my mind. My
hips jerked again and again, the muscles spasming as my body and
mind were flooded with passion and pleasure. He was practically
biting at my swollen breasts as the orgasm overwhelmed my mind. I
writhed and strained and twisted and bucked against him, stunned by
the intensity of the pleasure.

He stopped as the orgasm faded and my
writhing, bucking body was reduced to trembling and twitches. He
stood up with me in his arms and carried me over to the sofa. But
he set me on my feet before it then turned me towards the coffee
table.

“Kneel on the table,” he ordered.
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Dazed, I complied as he pushed forward on my
neck, pressing my upper body down so that my breasts were pillowed
out against the other edge of the table. He gripped my waist and
jerked my upper body closer in against my thighs, then shifted my
knees apart.

“Excellent,” he said.

I heard his zipper going down.

I was still shell-shocked from the power of
that orgasm. I only groaned as I felt his cock against me, then
felt it slowly pushing its way into my body. I felt a new wave of
pleasure and excitement at the thickness of him, at being
penetrated so deeply. Yes, it ached, but that only excited me
more.

“This is how a sex slave is taken,” he
said.

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom.

“Bent forward, face down, submissive and
obedient.”

Crack!

I moaned around the gag, even as I felt him
gathering up my hair, combing his fingers through it and drawing it
back. His hips began to work in and out slowly, then faster and
harder. The head of his cock battered itself against the back of my
sex at first, but I didn't care. The pain was minor compared to the
dark, thrilling heat rolling through my body again.

I stared at the opposite sofa and the floor
below, panting and gasping around the ball gag as he used my body.
The feel of that incredible cock driving deep inside me, again and
again, was turning my brain to jelly as I gasped for breath.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said.

Crack!

I moaned as I felt him pulling on my hair,
lifting my head up and back.

“We'll teach you how to be a proper sex slave
in no time,” he said.

I trembled and moaned. I felt his hips
starting to strike my upraised buttocks and knew he had his whole
big cock inside me. It was spearing deep into my belly with every
stroke. And that was making my mind burn with a fiery sense of
excitement.

I winced and moaned as he pulled back farther
on my hair, the pull making my scalp ache. But it was part of the
dark, delicious fantasy of me being his sex slave, so it didn't
bother me. Instead, it just made it feel more realistic!

My body shuddered with every blow of his
hips, the sharp ache resonating through me from back to front as
his cock drove into me. He pulled even harder on my hair and I
cried out, forced to rise up and back.

His right hand snaked around my hip and his
fingers drove down to find my clitoris. But the heel of his hand
also pressed in against my pubic bone to hold me in place.
Meanwhile, his left released my hair and folded around my throat
again, pulling my head right up and back against his chest.

“Come for me, little sex slave,” he growled
into my ear. “Come for your master.”

So sick! So wild! So hot!

His fingers rubbed my clitoris as his cock
thrust up into my belly with aching force, and then a second orgasm
tore my mind apart. I lost all control of myself as the orgasm
swept my mind clean of all higher-order thinking. I cried out in
rapture – until his hand tightened around my neck. Then I just
gurgled wildly, my head pounding, the orgasmic energy tearing me
apart.

My whole body trembled and shook even as his
hips slammed into me again and again. My eyes were wide but glassy
and sightless as I gave myself to the hurricane of sensation
overwhelming my nervous system.

“Nice. And. Wet. And. Tight!” he gasped as he
drove his big cock up into me with the same hard, stabbing thrusts
he'd finished off with the last time.

He eased my chin back down to the table as he
drew back. I knelt there dazedly, mind blasted by the intensity of
the orgasm, gripped by an overwhelming sense of languor in the
afterglow of my orgasm. Wow, that had been good!

He moved away from behind me, going to the
cupboard. I didn't care. I knelt there gulping in dazed breaths of
air, my eyes fluttering as I tried to regain some control of
myself.

He returned and I felt his hand on my butt,
then on my thighs. Then something pressed against my hot, swollen
pussy and slowly pushed into me. It wasn't him, not again, not so
soon. Nor was it his fingers. I thought it must be one of those
dildos he'd used the other day.

And then it began to vibrate.

I gasped and moaned, but didn't move as he
adjusted the thing. It had a thin branch near the bottom which
curved up and over my clitoris (or down and over in this position).
I had a vibrator at home but didn't use it a lot because it felt
too intense. I moaned in protest now, but being unable to speak I
couldn't really tell him how uncomfortable I found it.

I felt his finger against my wrinkled back
passage then and the jolt of psychic shock wakened my mind
considerably. I moaned a protest, trying to move.

Crack!

“Don't move, slave girl,” he said. “We have
to prepare your body for the future use it will receive. A
beautiful little sex slave like you needs to have all her orifices
open and ready for her master at all times.”

Oh, wow! Mr. Cole was so sick!

His finger was slippery and cool, and I
thought he must have put something on it as it pushed into my
bottom. It pumped slowly, turning and twisting, then pulled free. A
moment later something else pressed against me, and it was much
thicker, harder and... metal?

I tried again to protest as it began to ache,
but got another sharp slap to the bottom, then another,. Each slap
seemed to distract my sphincter, and the thing pushed deeper into
me. It was really thick, though. But it wasn't a dildo, because I
felt it curving up across my tailbone, and then up along my spine
for several inches! WTF?

He pushed my knees together again, and I
moaned as I felt the pressure of my inner thighs against the base
of the vibrator. Then rope was wrapped around my legs just above
the knees, tying them firmly together. The rope went across to the
right and under the table, then came up on the left and back to tie
me firmly in place.

He came around to the other side of the
table, then reached up and gripped my hair. I gasped as he pulled
me forward, my body unbending enough that my aching, throbbing
breasts slid off the other side of the table.

He stroked and caressed them, twisting and
fingering and rubbing my nipples until they burned. Then he did
something to my hair, gathering it together behind me. I felt him
pulling it slowly back, farther and farther, raising my chin up,
forcing my head back. He did something else, and then I felt the
pressure on that thing in my bottom! It was like it was hooked over
my tailbone, and he was... tying my hair to it!

He undid the strap around my head and pulled
the ball out of my mouth.

“Now then, Chloe,” he said. “I think we
should reach an understanding.

His hands returned to fondling my breasts,
rolling and plucking and flicking my nipples.

“Are you going to be a naughty girl again?”
he asked mildly.

Well heck, if this was what happened to me –
sure!

I knew I was supposed to say no. Or at least,
I guessed I was. But come on. This was not being a good girl! This
was being a slut! Bad girls apparently had a lot wilder and kinkier
sex than good girls.!

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Hmmm. Naughty girls get punished, you
know.”

The vibrator was buzzing away at me in a very
distracting way. At first, it was just uncomfortable, but it seemed
as if my body was starting to adjust to it. Now it was having an
entirely different effect on my body.

“But, you're young, and it is incumbent upon
your elders to teach you, to train you, to instill a sense of...
discipline in you. I undertake that task with a sense of duty and
no small anticipation of our success.”

He released my hair, pushed the gag back into
my mouth, and moved around behind me. I twisted my head and moaned
as he picked up the strap.

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

I yelped and moaned and twisted and pulled
against the ropes as the strap came down against my upraised bottom
repeatedly. My buttocks were starting to throb with heat and the
sharp stinging blows were starting to hurt more as my skin became
more sensitive.

On the other hand, the thick vibrator inside
me was trembling and buzzing and making every muscle and nerve
ending in my groin and lower belly spasm and twitch.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

This was so sick! So deliciously sick! God, I
could hardly believe I was doing this! My vaginal muscles were
squeezing in tight around the vibrator as my body jerked and
strained to every new blow.

He came around in front of me and sat down on
the sofa, then brought his hands up to fondle my breasts again.
They were incredibly sensitive from being squeezed in together, and
then me laying on them while he fucked me. They were hot and
swollen and the nipples tingled wildly.

He began to roll and massage my nipples,
sometimes pinching them, somethings just flicking them between his
fingers.

He got up and moved behind me, but further
away, then returned and sat down again. He had a cord in his hand,
a Y-shaped cord, with thin little rubber-coated teeth on the end of
the shorter arms. I was confused about its purpose until he let his
thumbs press against the levers and open the jaws, then placed each
one up against my erect nipples.

I had an instant to think 'oh no!' and then
they closed on my nipples and I squealed in pain, twisting and
trying to rise up and pull away. Of course, that wouldn't have done
any good, but I had a natural reaction to pull back from that sharp
pain!

But he took the cord, the long branch, and
pulled it down under the coffee table, and then somehow attached it
there. I stared down in astonishment at the sight of the two jaws
clamped tightly around the base of my nipples, stretching them
downward! I wriggled a bit forward to ease the stretching as much
as I could, still filled with disbelief as he moved around behind
me again.

This was on a whole other level! Did
he do this sort of thing to Mrs. Cole! My mind boggled at the
idea!

I felt him untying my legs, but not
completely. He pulled my right leg wide, and then tied it in place
before doing the same with my left. I knelt there gulping in air
around the ball gag, gripped by a sense of unreality and dark
wonder at how kinky this was.

Then I felt his tongue against my
clitoris.

I still had the big vibrator inside me,
buzzing away, with that little curved part pressing against my
clitoris. Now his tongue began to lick hard and fast. He gripped
the base of the vibrator and began to slowly grind the little
branch at the base against my clitoris – in between licking.

My entire body began to quiver with the wild
rush of sensations, and my nipples, though they burned, no longer
seemed all that important!

I felt like a little kid who'd gotten on one
of those gentle tracked rides at the kiddy amusement park only to
suddenly find out I was on a roller coaster instead!

But the rush of heat was dark and passion
gripped my mind and body as my hips began to grind unconsciously
back at him.

He stopped and moved around in front of me,
then undid the strap going behind my head and tugged the ball gag
out of my mouth.

I gulped in air, but even if I'd had any idea
what to say I didn't have a chance. He was holding his cock, which
was semi-hard again, and rubbed the head along my lips.

“Please your boss, employee. Maybe you'll get
a raise,” he said.

I moaned helplessly and sucked on his cock as
he slid it into my mouth. It hardened almost immediately as my
tongue licked at the underside, and he pushed it deeper, then began
to pump it in and out in shallow strokes.

“Ahh!” I gasped as he gripped my hair and
pulled it up.

“Suck,” he ordered, lifting his cock up and
guiding my mouth to his balls.

I moaned and obeyed, sucking them into my
mouth, the dark heat like a rising fever in my mind.

He pulled back and then pushed the head of
his cock into my mouth. I sucked immediately, licking at the
underside of the head as he pumped it in and out. He began to push
it deeper, though, and then deeper still. I gurgled dazedly each
time the head neared the back of my throat.

My nipples were a distraction because he was
pulling up and back on my hair and they burned hotly. Then his cock
pushed right into my throat and kept going. I gurgled and my eyes
widened as his thick cock slid deep into my throat. My body
trembled and shook and I instinctively tried to pull away, but of
course, couldn't.

I was gagging and gasping, and my throat
ached. But I wasn't totally out of control. I had practiced this
sort of thing, after all, even if not with a cock this thick. And
the dark eroticism of what he'd done to me had my mind aflame.

I stared at the last few inches of his cock
as he held himself inside me, then he pushed in deeper and the last
few inches disappeared through my open lips! My lips were now
wrapped firmly around the base of his shaft as he held my
trembling, straining body in place.

He pulled back and I gagged and almost threw
up, but then it was gone and I gasped for breath, feeling a sense
of dazed victory that I'd managed to swallow his whole big
cock.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said, rubbing the
head of his cock over my lips.

He pushed himself back inside, and I sucked
dazedly, hoping I could bring him off before he pushed forward
again, but of course I couldn't. He pumped slowly in and out,the
head threatening to go down my throat with each stroke until it was
actually a relief when it did.

The second time was easier, and he slid deep
into my throat in one smooth stroke. The third time was harder, but
the fourth was easiest yet. Then he started to pump slowly in and
out as I fought to keep control of my stomach.

“Do you like my cock, little slave?”

I gulped in air dazedly.

“Say yes, slave,” he said.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

He rubbed the head along my lips again, then
pushed it inside me. He must have reached up and back to grip the
vibrator, for it began to grind against me, and then pump in and
out. I felt... liquid inside! I felt all hot and bubbly and like my
insides had turned to jelly!

He eased his cock out, rubbing the slick head
along my lips.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” I moaned, finding it
hard to talk because of how my hair was being pulled.

He pushed his cock back in my mouth, working
the vibrator slowly in and out of me, then pulled out again.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

Heat flooded me and I moaned.

“I'm your sex slave, sir!”

He pushed himself back into my mouth as the
vibrator ground against me, and then his tongue began to lick at my
swollen clitoris, sending a frothing dark wave of sensation
flooding through my already scalded body.

Wait... how...

He drove his cock deep into my throat again,
groaning as he pumped slowly in and out. Behind me, his tongue
licked hard and fast at my clitoris as the vibrator pumped in and
out.

Wait... how...?

I gurgled wetly as he pulled his cock free of
my mouth and throat, coughing, gasping, gulping in air.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said. “Sexy little
bitch girl.”

He pushed back into my mouth and buried every
inch there, grinding himself against my face as his tongue... a
tongue... someone's tongue licked hungrily at my clitoris! I was
already light-headed, not to mention feverish, and now my body
exploded with pleasure.

It was an incredible orgasm, which seemed to
roll on and on, as if in waves. I trembled and shook as the cock
behind me – the vibrator, pumped rapidly in and out and a hungry
tongue whipped across my clitoris with fast, forceful licks!

It could not be him back there. Someone else
was here!

But it didn't matter, really. It was a
shocking little jolt of awareness amid the shattering flood of
incredible pleasure pouring through me. The orgasm swept me up into
an intense, dazed explosion of pleasure, then faded away, then rose
again, then faded, like a roller coaster. I'd never had an orgasm
like this before in my life!

Mr. Cole pulled back, holding himself just
inside my open mouth, pumping his hand on his cock. He came, then,
shooting his come into my mouth, filling me with the warm, liquid
taste of him so that I swallowed again and again.

He sighed and pulled back, then picked up the
ball-gag and inserted it back into my mouth before I could catch my
breath and think to talk. I felt hands on my buttocks, stroking and
caressing me, even as the tongue licked slower now. It licked up
and down my entire sex, then pushed forward, forcing itself between
the lips and plunging astonishingly deep!

Fingers stroked my clitoris as the tongue
pumped in and out of me and I moaned helplessly, staring across at
Mr. Cole as he sat on the opposite sofa observing. I couldn't turn
my head because of the sharp pull on my hair, and couldn't move my
body.

With the orgasm fading, I was starting to
feel a wild sense of anxiety, indignation, and embarrassment. Who
was behind me! Who had come in while I was... like this! OMG! Of
all the humiliating positions to be in when someone sees you! And
how could they just immediately start performing oral sex on me
anyway! What kind of a person does that?!

Well, a man, obviously. Men were all
incredibly horny, and the sight of me looking like this would
certainly have aroused any one of them. Yet as that tongue plunged
into me and I felt the lips against my sex, as fingers spread my
own lower lips apart, I started to suspect it wasn't a man at
all.

There was simply something indefinably...
female about it! I mean, I'd never had sex with a girl, exactly. I
had fooled around with some, including Emily, and considered what
it would be like. I was open to the possibility, I mean, if the
opportunity arose. It wasn't exactly like sex with me, but more
like, well, play sex.

But who –?

Whoever it was rose, and I felt fingers at
the hook thing in my bottom. I cried out as it pulled out more,
forcing my head back even more sharply. Then it came free of me
entirely. Instead, a hand gripped my hair up higher, closer to my
scalp. Then I felt something new pushing into me there, something
thicker and longer. It slid smoothly into my ass, at first, then my
sphincter clamped down.

Crack!

I cried out at the sharp, stinging slap to my
bottom, even as I felt the thing push deeper.

Crack! I moaned at another slap, but
the distraction seemed to be allowing them to push the... I assumed
dildo... deeper. I'd never felt anything like that in my ass
before. Like I said, I'd avoided anal sex. The butt-plug I'd been
wearing made my mind squirm, but it didn't go that deep. Now this
dildo slid way deeper!

I started to feel cramps as it drove higher
into my belly. I also felt really, really stretched and full,
especially since the thick vibrator was still deep in my pussy and
buzzing powerfully!

My nipples ached. Having my head pulled back
forced my torso up a bit, and that stretched them out below me. But
that was a mere distraction as the thick … cock... thrust deep into
my aching belly, then began to pump in and out.

I knew it wasn't real. It didn't feel quite
real. But it was certainly the right shape, and so in my mind, I
was starting to simply think of it as a cock. It plunged in and
out, faster and harder, until I started to feel hips slapping
against my buttocks. My body began to jerk and shudder to the hard
thrusting, and my mind began to swim with the dark heat sweeping
through it.

This was just as wild and dark and sick and
thrilling as everything else Mr. Cole had done. That he was there
in front of me watching me being... fucked... lent the thing a
wicked sense of heat. It was like... you know, that whole slave
girl stuff was real, like I was his to give away or loan out to
anyone he wanted, without even asking me. Because... because I was
his bitch!

And I sure felt like it! My whole body was
trembling and shaking as whoever it was fucked me with their big
cock. The lips of my sex strained and quivered around the buzzing
vibrator, and my nipples were on fire! All I could do was moan and
gasp and whimper as I was used... roughly... cruelly...
outrageously!

I had never really thought of myself as in
any way a masochist, but that's how I felt, right then, somehow
wallowing in the outrageousness of being so roughly taken by a
complete stranger in this degrading, submissive position!

Crack!

I moaned around the gag, gasping and panting,
my eyes starting to glaze over as the heat built up. Yes, I was
being used by a perfect stranger, but since Mr. Cole was there it
almost felt like whoever it was they were merely an extension of
his own body, of his will.

Crack!

They drove the thing into me with hard,
powerful strokes, hammering their hips against my buttocks,
slapping me, jerking on my hair until I felt myself sort of sinking
into this dark, wickedly thrilling role of being a helpless victim,
a helpless sex slave! The pain didn't seem to matter. In fact, it
excited me more, because it drove home to me how helpless I was!
And that I was just his bitch!

My body exploded into orgasm as I cried out,
again and again, dazed and shell-shocked by the astonishing force
of the pleasure tearing through me. I'd never felt orgasms like the
ones Mister Cole was giving me! And whoever it was behind me it
felt, to me, like it was him doing it!

My body shook violently as the big dildo
rammed down into my ass, again and again, my nipples burning with a
delicious fire as they tugged on the clips.

The pounding stopped as I went still. I
shuddered, aware I was drooling around the ball-gag but not really
caring. My hair was released and my chin dropped forward. I felt
fingers doing something behind me, felt straps going over my hips
then underneath. They were somehow attached to the dildo in my
bottom.

I felt hands on the vibrator, then Ms.
Cassidy walked around in front of me.

“Well, Chloe, have we learned something
today?” she demanded.
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I shuddered and closed my eyes, feeling a
sudden cringing wave of embarrassment. She sniffed and reached
down, undoing the chain which was attached to those clips on my
nipples. She went behind me and untied my legs, then gripped my
hair and pulled me up and back onto my knees.

“The lesson you should have learned, little
slave girl, is that it doesn't matter who fucks you. You'll come
and come and come, because that's what you are; a come-slut”

I moaned and gasped in pain as she dragged me
backward off the table, then turned me around. She sat down on the
other sofa, then the table was pushed aside – by Mister Cole, I
guess. She pulled me down onto my knees again, then reached behind
and undid the strap holding the ball-gag in and worked it out of my
mouth.

I gulped in rapid breaths of air, my eyes on
the floor, my face hot. My arms were still bound behind me, and my
breasts... were still thick and taut as the ropes squeezed in
around them. My nipples still burned, and burned more as she tugged
on the chain.

I cried out, leaning forward more as she
slumped back on the sofa. She pulled her feet up and put them on
the edge of the sofa – wide apart. Her short skirt slid up her hips
to reveal she was wearing nothing underneath.

“It's time to show your gratitude, little
bitch,” she said.

I cringed at the word. I mean, it had seemed
darkly sexy when Mister Cole used it, but with Cassidy, it seemed
more... insulting and degrading.

She pulled me in by the hair and nipples,
though, and I had little choice. Plus, well, there was this weird
thing in my head which said that since she'd licked me to a come
and fucked me to another I sort of … owed her? I mean, that's weird
since I never asked her to do anything, nor would have! Still, I
felt it.

“Show Mister Cole you've learned something to
do with your tongue besides chatter,” she said.

I'd never performed oral sex on a girl
before, of course, but it wasn't like the concept was confusing. I
felt... reluctant, licking a girl down there, but she solved that
quickly enough by jamming my mouth in against her.

It surprised me that she was wet. I don't
know why. Maybe because I considered her kind of a cold, officious
woman. But she had clearly gotten turned on licking and fucking
me.

Which granted me a kind of dazed
epiphany.

She had gotten turned on by me! Just like
guys did!

“Lick, little sex slave.”

I moaned and obeyed, licking her pussy the
way she'd done mine. I was a bit.. grossed out, but that faded
quickly. Then I felt a determination to give her an orgasm, to show
her I was just as good as she was! Of course, I wasn't. But I'd
felt her, and before her Mister Cole so I had an idea what worked
on me.

I started to get excited again doing it, too.
You might find that strange. But the vibrator and dildo were still
inside me. Something, some kind of strap, was holding the dildo in
firmly, and the vibrator seemed locked in place too. I knew Mister
Cole was sitting back there behind me watching me and seeing
them!

Plus Ms. Cassidy was treating me like... like
her bitch! She was pulling at my hair and tugging at my stinging
nipples, and... and making me, forcing me, like I was
a slave, like I was her bitch! It all sent a rising,
churning, rolling rush of heat through my mind and body as I found
her clitoris and licked frantically.

That same strange new sense of masochism
began to light a fire within me as my breasts throbbed and were
ground against the sofa, as my nipples stung and burned, as she
pulled at my scalp.

Sex slave! The very idea was sizzling!

Of course, not her sex slave. I was Mister
Cole's sex slave! She was just his... employee. And, in fact, if
she was doing this with me she was fucking him too! That's why she
was treating me so coldly! He was fucking me now instead of her!
Because I was hotter and younger and sexier than her! Ha! Too
bad!

I licked at her like a sex slave would – or
so I imagined as the fantasy wrapped itself around my mind. And
then, maybe, I thought, because I was doing so well, she removed
the clips from my aching nipples. I shuddered in relief, then
winced in pain as they throbbed furiously.

The throbbing began to fade into a kind of
pins and needles sensation, though, which was powerful and...
strange...

She reached out and began to finger my left
nipple, rubbing and rolling it, and this incredible sharp crackle
of sensation swept through my breast and into my chest and right up
my spine into my brain! God, it felt amazing!

“You like that, little slut?” she asked,
tugging on my hair. “Are you going to be my little slut?”

Yikes! There was another outrageous word!
Mister Cole had used it once, but only in amusement. Now she was
saying it in a dark, hungry tone of voice that made me want to
tremble. Being Mister Cole's bitch was one thing, but being her...
slut, was even more outrageous.

I knew she didn't want my opinion, nor care
about anything I said, though. I kept licking, trying to make her
come. Partly that was for my own satisfaction, showing I could do
it to her. Partly it was for my own sense of self-preservation, so
she'd stop tugging on my hair.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

She jerked back on my hair and I cried
out.

“Say it, little slut.”

“I-I'm... I'm your... slut,” I moaned.

She slapped the side of my breast!

I cried out and she jerked on my hair
again.

“Have you forgotten how to address me? My
name, to you, is Ms. Cassidy. Try again.”

“I-I'm your slut... Ms. Cassidy!” I
moaned.

I shuddered, knowing Mister Cole was
watching, and listening, then she jammed my lips back against her
pussy.

This was insane!

I licked and lapped and sucked on her
clitoris as she fingered one nipple, then the other, and my breasts
crackled and throbbed and my body thrummed with sexual energy. She
started to groan and sigh and pant in pleasure, and I redoubled my
efforts as she came. There was no doubt about it, either. I rolled
my eyes up to see her head pulling back and rolling from side to
side, and I felt another rush of excitement and heat knowing I'd
done it, and knowing Mister Cole watched.

After that, Ms. Cassidy pulled me to my feet,
grabbed my clothes, and led me out of the room as Mister Cole got
back to work.

She brought me to my office and untied me,
smirking, then removed the strap which held the dildo buried in my
ass.

“You have a nice tight cunt,” she said into
my ear as she pulled the vibrator out.

I blushed hotly.

“Just remember you're our bitch, our
slut.”

She gave my breast a firm squeeze.

“We have much to teach you about how to pose
your body, about what to do with your mouth and body. But don't
worry, you'll learn. All you have to do is... obey.”

*

“So, is it boring working for my dad?”

I pursed my lips and shrugged, a lot of
things going through my mind.

Telling her the truth was definitely NOT one
of them!

“It's pretty basic stuff,” I said. “But it
will look good on my resume, and he said next year I can come back
and do more complicated stuff.”

I was painting my nails, which gave me an
excuse not to look Emily in the face. She had dropped by and I was
still trying to wrap my mind around what the fuck had happened
today. I mean, the kinky stuff with Mister Cole were okay, but
fucking with Ms. Cassidy was a shock.

“How long has Ms. Cassidy worked there?” I
asked.

“Meredith? A while, I think. She's pretty
smart and keeps the directors in line for him.”

“Uh-huh.”

I wondered if she told them they were her
bitches or something.

“She seems kind of cold.”

“She's friendly to me when I show up. But I
don't work there,” she said.

Maybe she'd be even friendlier if you did, I
thought. Ha!

“Oh look, Declan is going out with Amy.”

“About time. I knew they were going to,” I
said, looking over at her laptop screen.

“Want to go over to Declan's later?”

“Some of us have work tomorrow, rich
girl.”

She stuck her tongue out at me. “If you'd
decided to go into law you wouldn't need a job either. You could
work with your dad after graduating.”

“Law is boring.”

“Doesn't that depend on what kind?”

“All of it requires like twelve hour days
after you graduate, for years. No way I'm going through that shit.
Anyway, daddy does contract law, which is super boring. If I was
going to take law it would be maybe criminal law.”

“So you could put nasty people in jail?”

“It's something to do.”

She rolled off the bed and looked at one of
my new outfits from work.

“This is new.”

“Yeah, it's one of the ones Ms. Cassidy
bought for me. Well, the company paid for them,” I said
hastily.

I didn't want to suggest Ms. Cassidy herself
was buying me things, the dyke! Emily might get ideas!

“She always wears kind of short skirts.
That's just her style, I guess. You don't mind?”

I shrugged. “I spent most of my time in that
little office off hers, so it's not like a lot of people see me
anyway. I definitely get attention from the men when I walk
around.”

“I'll bet.”

“They're mostly old, though, and not old like
your dad, old like my dad.”

She snorted.

*

There was another outfit waiting for me when
I got to work the next day. It was a pretty white dress, short, of
course, shorter than the previous ones. It was lacy, but not
see-through at all. But what was in the bag under it was another
story. That was all leather – what there was of it!

“What the fuck!” I whispered.

It was like a big group of leather straps,
some thicker than others, all held together with metal rings! I was
baffled about how to wear it, or why I would!

Ms. Cassidy opened the door without knocking,
and I gasped, though I hadn't undressed yet.

“What is this?!”

“Ms. Cassidy,” she said coolly.

I gulped. “What is this, Ms. Cassidy?”

“Get undressed and I'll show you.”

“Uh...”

“Now,” she said sternly.

I felt my heart start beating faster, my
pulse started to race, and a fluttering began in my lower belly. I
had kind of expected stuff today, but not so fast! And not with
her! Alone! But under those remorseless eyes, I flushed and
undressed.

“Take off your underwear, too.”

“Wh-why?”

“Because I told you to,” she said as if that
was the most obvious thing in the world.

I gulped and undid my bra, feeling her eyes
on my breasts as I bent and slipped my thong down and off. I
straightened up, red-faced and she picked up the collection of
straps. There was one thicker strap, three times as thick as the
others, and about a foot or so long. In fact, it looked like it was
kind of.. .folded or bent along one side.

She pressed that against my chest just under
my breasts, and it kind of lifted my breasts up somewhat. It was
bent, like I said, like an 'L', and the thicker part pushed against
the undersides of my breasts.

“Hold this in place.”

I anxiously obeyed as she drew the strap
around behind me and fastened it. But it was attached to more
straps. She gripped the ones on either side and pulled them up
around the outside of my breasts. They narrowed as they rose, being
a couple of inches wide at first, then only an inch, then less, as
she pulled them up diagonally across my chest, crossing each other,
then up across my shoulders and behind my neck to fasten tight.

There was another trap now dangling from one
side. She pulled this across the top of my breasts and tightened
it, and my breasts began to throb! The leather thing was squeezing
them kind of like the ropes had done the first time Mister Cole had
tied them around me there!

But there was still more to the thing. Two
narrow straps dropped from the part under my breasts and joined
another which went around me and pulled in tight. Two more were
attached to that and she pulled them down between my legs.

She had me turn and then roughly bent me over
the desk as she pulled them between my thighs.

“Bend over more,” she said, slapping my
bottom.

“Ow!” I yelped, obeying.

She opened my desk drawer and took something
from it, rubbing it against my pussy. I moaned as it pushed
forward. It felt... metallic, like an egg, in fact, as she pushed
it into me. It was a big egg, but it pushed slowly up between the
lips of my sex to disappear inside me. She pulled the butt-plug out
and then pushed a different one in. This one was also metal!

Then she pulled the straps up sharply and fed
them up between my buttocks to join to the rear of the part around
my waist.

She pulled me upright and examined me as I
stood there with the blood rushing through my veins.

“Excellent,” she said. “But let's not forget
these.”

She reached into my desk again, which
reminded me it had no lock and no key, and took out... whoa! I'd
seen them on the internet a few times, but never... it was... like,
a pair of leather bands that go around your wrists! They were firm
and thick and locked tight.

“Now you can get dressed,” she said
brusquely.

I gulped and pulled on the dress. It was...
firm across my breasts, with my stiff nipples poking against it!
The sleeves were long, though, and puffy, with an elastic around
the end, so they hid the leather bands around my wrists
entirely.

I saw that a full-length mirror had somehow
been attached to the inside of my door, and stared at myself in it.
Aside from the skirt being short – and my nipples being so visibly
hard – I looked kind of normal in it. You'd never know what kind of
slutty leather stuff I wore underneath.

And then she simply went back to work. And
most astonishing, expected me to do the same! Like how was I
supposed to concentrate on work with this... stuff on!? Not to
mention that egg thing inside me! I mean, I'd been sort of getting
used to the butt-plug, but this was worse!

I tried to focus on the work on my computer,
but then Ms. Cassidy had me take some things and distribute them to
various offices. I gulped anxiously, but did it, feeling really
exposed in the short dress, especially with no panties! My nipples
were still hard, so I took an extra envelope and held them all
against my chest as I went around.

The leather harness thing made my breasts
seem bigger than they were. It squeezed them from all sides and
pushed them out more. But at least they didn't seem to move around
much, or at any rate, not much more than in a bra. Still, they did
move a little, just enough to make my stiff nipples rub against the
fabric of the dress as I walked.

I kept trying to tug the dress down, but it
wasn't stretchy. And I sure got a lot of looks for my bare legs! I
was relieved to return to the office until Ms. Cassidy pointed to
Mister Cole's door.

“Mister Cole said you were to come and see
him when you got back,” she said.

I licked my lips but obeyed, feeling the
tension rise within me as I knocked, then went through.

“Close the door, Chloe.”

I gulped and did so and walked across the
floor.

“Take that dress off.”

I drew a deep, shaky breath, then reached
behind me and undid it, then pulled it forward and slid it down my
body and off as he watched. Heat sparkled within me at his eyes,
and I stepped out of the dress and then self-consciously put my
hands behind my neck and posted for him.

“Very nice,” he said.

He picked up a little object on his desk, and
a moment later I let out a yelp as something inside me began to...
vibrate! It only took me a few moments to realize it was the egg
thing which was nestled just within the mouth of my sex!

He stood up and came around to look at me,
and to run his hand over my breasts.

“Turn around.”

My breathing was already becoming ragged as I
obeyed. I felt him take my wrists and then pull them up and around
behind me, then down behind me just above my buttocks. A moment
later he slapped my bottom.

“Turn.”

I felt another hot rush of heat as I realized
the wrist bands were locked together. I turned around and he pushed
down on my shoulder then as I knelt, unzipped his pants and pulled
his cock out.

“Get to it, employee,” he said in
amusement.

I leaned in and took his cock into my mouth
as he gathered up my hair and drew it tight. Then he began to pump
forward with his hips as he drew me in to meet each stroke. He
drove himself deep into my throat and held me there with my lips
wrapped around the base of his cock, gasping and gurgling
helplessly.

There was a knock at the door, and then Ms.
Cassidy came in.

“The report from Audit, Mister Cole,” she
said, crossing the floor.

“Just leave it on the desk, Meredith,” he
said.

She did so, turned and left as he pumped
himself slowly in my mouth and throat, then pulled me back.

I coughed and gulped in air, feeling strange,
feeling darkly sexual, and also feeling amazed at just how...
casually he and Ms. Cassidy were treating this!

He dropped his pants and pulled down his
shorts, then guided my mouth to his balls, to suck and lick them
before licking my way up and down his shaft.

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair.

“Tell me you're my bitch, Chloe,” he
said.

“I'm your bitch, Mister Cole!” I moaned.

He pushed himself back into my mouth and
straight down my throat, then pumped in and out as he held me
tightly in place.

The egg thing continued to vibrate powerfully
inside me, and I could feel myself becoming warm and wet and hungry
down there as the outrageousness of this heated up my brain. Mister
Cole's cock pumped up and down in my throat, then pulled out once
more as I panted dazedly.

“Tell me you're my bitch, Chloe,” he
said.

“I-I'm... I'm your... your bitch, Mister
Cole!” I panted.

“And a hot, sexy little bitch you are, too,”
he said, rubbing himself against my face.

He had me suck on his balls again, then drove
his cock down my throat once more. He pumped in and out rapidly,
then came, deep inside my throat.

And then he pulled his pants back up,
unlinked the wrist restraints, and told me to get dressed.

I was confused and light-headed but
obeyed.

I returned to my desk, with Ms. Cassidy
barely deigning to look at me, and sat down behind my desk. The egg
thing was still vibrating inside me and I squeezed my thighs
together, grinding them as I felt the crackle of sexual hunger and
need.

Wow! What the fuck!

I lifted the skirt up and tried to push my
hand down the front of the harness thing, but it was awfully
tight.

“Chloe. You better not be playing with
yourself,” Ms. Cassidy growled.

I gulped and stopped, embarrassed.

“Are you trying to masturbate?” she
demanded.

Yikes! What kind of a question was that?!

“No!”

I felt a sudden very short, sharp jolt of
pain inside me, inside my ass! I yelled and leaped up, slapping my
hand against my bottom.

“Come here, Chloe.”

What the fuck was that, I thought wildly.

Then I felt it again and yelped even as I saw
her with a little remote much like the one Mister Cole had used for
the egg!

I scurried out to her desk and stared at the
little remote.

“Wh-what is that!?”

“A remote control.”

She pointed it at me and I yelped at another
sharp jolt of... of... electricity, I realized. It was like the
sort of thing you felt when you had socks on or something and the
air was dry and you touched a light switch or something else metal
and got a little snap of static electricity. Only it was inside
me!

“We expect obedience and proper behavior from
our... bitches, here, Chloe,” she said. “Take that dress off.”

I was gaping, then yelped at another snap of
pain in my butt and hurriedly took the dress off. She had me turn
around just like Mister Cole had, and then locked my wrist
restraints together behind me. Soon I was on my knees licking her
pussy as she fondled my breasts and ran her fingers through my
hair.

And I kept thinking – Holy fuck this is
insane!

I licked her to orgasm, then she had me put
on the dress and get back to work again!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I was trying not to squirm around in my chair
and trying to focus on doing some work, despite the vibrating egg
still pulsing and thrumming inside me. Ms. Cassidy continued to act
like this was a normal business office, and do her own work
seemingly without any effort.

Then we had visitors. Two men came in and she
greeted them, then took them in to see Mister Cole. When she came
out she gestured to me.

“Go in and see what refreshments they need,”
she said.

But – !”

SNAP!

I yelped and jumped to my feet, clutching my
butt.

“That hurts!” I hissed.

She sniffed and pointed.

I hurriedly into Mister Cole's office. They
were all just sitting down on the sofa facing each other across the
low coffee table. The two men were both large, with broad
shoulders. One of them was Mister Cole's age and had a beard, while
the other was considerably younger, with very short dark hair.

“Gentlemen, coffee, tea, something stronger?”
he asked.

The two men looked at me and I flushed,
remembering that my nipples were kind of... well, pushing obviously
against the front of the dress. There was nothing I could do about
it, though. I certainly wasn't going to jerk my arms up across my
chest.

“Coffee, one sugar, one milk,” the bearded
guy said.

“Same but two milk,” the second one
added.

Both of them raked me with their eyes as I
stood there smiling anxiously.

“Black for me, Chloe,” Cole said.

“Yes, sir,” I replied.

“So Bob,” he said to the bearded guy, “tell
me about the profit ratio on the Henderson account.”

I went back out to the front room to make
coffee as Ms. Cassidy ignored me. I put it on a tray and carried it
back in along with a tray of little cakes and napkins.

I felt really weird as I placed things on the
table because all of them were looking at me and I was feeling a
shaky sense of arousal mixed with embarrassment. The egg was still
buzzing, and I felt sopping wet around it. I also had to ensure I
didn't stretch out either of my hands enough so that the sleeves
pulled back to expose the studded leather restraints around my
wrists.

“I don't believe I've seen Chloe before,” The
bearded guy said.

“She's a summer intern, going to university
in the fall,” Mister Cole said.

“Oh? Which university are you going to?” the
younger one asked.

“Columbia, Sir,” I gulped.

“Call me Paul,” he said with a smile.

I flicked my eyes at Mister Cole and back,
and simply smiled.

“I've been there. Nice campus, for an urban
college,” he said. “Are you going to be staying in the dorms?”

“Y-Yes, sir,” I said, placing the cakes
around.

“Ah, the fun girls have in their dorms,” he
said in amusement.

I wondered what that meant.

“College girls are always fun, wherever they
are,” the older guy – uhm, Bob said.

The three of them chuckled and I smiled
uncertainly.

Mister Cole sipped from his coffee and then
frowned at me.

“Chloe, did you make fresh coffee?”

“Uhm, not... not... recently,” I said
hesitantly.

His frown deepened. “You should have made it
fresh for my guests. Mister Jennings and Mister Abruzz are
important men.”

“Very important,” the bearded guy said in
amusement.

“I-I uhm can make a fresh pot right away!” I
exclaimed.

“Come here,” he said.

I licked my lips and moved around to his side
of the table and when he held out his hand I reached for it
uncertainly. I squealed as he pulled me forward and then down
across his lap! I felt the short dress lifted up and back to expose
me below the waist, and a moment after that shock hit me as his
hand slapped down on my bottom!

I yelped at the sharp pain, then again and
again as he slapped me half a dozen times in quick succession.

“Bad girl,” he said sternly.

He helped me up and I stumbled to my feet,
red-faced.

“Now take this back and make fresh coffee,”
he ordered.

I was astonished and embarrassed as I quickly
pulled everything back onto the tray and hurried out of the
room.

I mean... holy shit!

Ms. Cassidy raised her eyes as I came
stumbling back.

“What is going on?” she demanded.

“I-I... M-Mister C-Cole said the coffee
wasn't fresh!” I blurted.

“Well of course it's not. You should have
made it fresh.”

“You didn't tell me I should!”

“Do I have to tell you everything?”

“He... he... spanked me in front of
them!”

“Well, you deserved it. Always serve fresh
coffee to his guests.”

“But – !”

SNAP!

I yelped at that sharp shock inside me again,
gasping at her.

“Get to work. Make that coffee,” she growled,
then lowered her voice and changed the tone to something teasing.
“Little sex slave girl.”

What the hell!? This was so fucking
bizarre!

“Now!”

I made coffee. What else was I gonna do!? My
mind was still coping with having been pulled across his lap and
spanked in front of two strange men, though! That was astonishing!
They'd seen my bare butt, too! Well, most of it. The harness was
effectively a thong, sort of.

I had to take the tray in again, and blushed
furiously as I set things down, my heart pounding wildly and having
no idea what Mister Cole would do next! But as it turned out
nothing. I served them and then left, pulse racing.

Boy, I was embarrassed, though!

Just as I was when I had to go in to clean up
later.

Finally, they left and Mister Cole called me
into his office immediately.

“Strip,” he ordered.

I was almost on the verge of protest! But I
did it and then gulped as he spun me around and locked my wrists
together behind me. He spun me around again, lifted me up onto the
small table he used for meetings, and sat me on the edge Then he
kissed me, fully, passionately, hungrily, his mouth ravishing mine,
practically feeding at my mouth! I felt like I was being
devoured!

He shoved me back abruptly and I fell back
onto the table, then undid the harness which went down between my
trembling thighs and jerked it up and away. The egg nestled wetly
at my opening, glistening, and he pulled it out as I shuddered and
moaned. He jerked his pants down, pulled his cock out, and pushed
it up deep inside my burning pussy as I let out a long, low groan
of pleasure.

“Hot little bitch,” he said.

I laid my head back, panting, chest heaving
as his cock began to pump. I felt his hands sliding up to knead my
breasts even as his hips started to slap against my thighs and
buttocks.

The table was small, and my head wound up
falling back over the opposite side as he picked up the pace, but
that just added to my sense of dazed heat. My body was getting
ready to explode as it finally got the hard pounding it had been
needing.

And then the door opened and one of the men
came in, the younger one.

I gasped, half trying to sit up, but Mister
Cole pushed me back.

“Oh, sorry Dave, I forgot my briefcase,” the
man said.

“Not a problem, Paul.”

“I see you're teaching your summer intern a
few lessons.”

“I've taught her more than a few so far,” he
answered. “And will teach her more.”

“You know... watching this... uhm – .”

“Help yourself,” Mister Cole said.

Paul came forward with a grin and unzipped
his fly, then as Mister Cole resumed his hard thrusting, rubbed
himself against my face! I was stunned all over again, but upside
down as my head was, my mouth was already open, and he pushed his
cock right through my open lips!

I jerked instinctively, but my wrists were
locked behind me, and Mister Cole was gripping my thighs, holding
them up and apart as his cock thrust into me. I gurgled as Paul's
cock pushed into my throat and he buried himself to the balls in my
mouth!

I was like
holyfuckholyfuckholyfuckholyfuck!!

I was dazedly and desperately embarrassed
when he had first come in, on the verge of panic at being seen like
this, but now as he drove himself into my mouth with such a casual
sense of entitlement I felt something like awe at how outrageous
this was. I also felt alarm and indignation, but then that was
swamped by a rising wave of heat and dark, seething excitement.

This was sick! This was intense! This was
unbelievable! To be naked and having sex with two men at once!
Wowwowowowowow!

I gurgled and gagged weakly as he ground his
balls into my face, then started to thrust in and out. Mister Cole
had his big hands gripping my thighs high near my buttocks and was
jerking my hips into the air to meet his hard thrusts.

I felt so completely and totally used! And in
an awed, wickedly thrilled, and masochistic way!

Paul pulled down on my hair and reached
across to roughly fondle one of my breasts as he fucked my throat.
Then pulled out so I could gulp in air and cough to clear my
throat. He dangled his balls in my open mouth and then pinched my
nipple.

“Suck my balls, baby,” he growled.

Moaning, I obeyed, as the tendons in my
thighs burned from how far apart Mister Cole was holding them!

“This hot little bitch is built for it,” Paul
said.

“Mind and body,” Mister Cole replied.

I whimpered and gulped in air, and then came,
crying out dazedly until Paul buried his cock in my throat.

*

Things started to get even more blatant after
that. The next day the outfit Ms. Cassidy left for me had a black
miniskirt which zipped up the sides, thigh-high black boots with
stiletto heels, and a tight, thin gray sweater with a turtleneck.
There was no leather harness this time. Instead, there was a yellow
cupless shelf bra, which was really no more than it sounds like. It
left my breasts bared, but did lift them up and squeeze them
together.

The leather restraints were there again, but
so too was a collar! I felt an incredible sense of heat when I saw
it. My heart pounded as I stripped, then put on the collar and
restraints. I hadn't even gotten to the boots or clothes when Ms.
Cassidy opened the door.

“Come with me,” she said.

She took my arm and pulled me out of my room
and into Mister Cole's office. Then she began to strip off her
clothes! In short order, the two of us were on the sofa, naked,
kissing, and making out. She was on top, of course, and ground her
pussy against mine as her teeth chewed on the nape of my neck.

Mister Cole sat across from us watching.

Cassidy then rolled off me, pulled me off
onto the floor, and led me around to him. She locked the wrist
restraints behind me and then donned a strap-on dildo to use on me
as I sucked Mister Cole's cock. It was wild and wicked! She used a
nice, big dildo too, and then when Mister Cole pulled me up to
straddle him and ride his cock, she drove her 'cock' up my
ass!”

Yikes!

I came three times, in part because she and
Mister Cole had four hands between them and knew how to use them;
rubbing my clitoris, kneading my breasts, rolling my nipples, and
driving me insane!

What a way to start the day! And then I had
to get dressed and get back to my boring work. Although with the
short skirt and those incredible high boots I felt pretty strange
doing it!

Mister Cole had a visitor a few hours later,
and I went in to bring refreshments. This time Cassidy went in with
me for some reason. As I was smiling engagingly to the man she put
her hand on my shoulder, pushing me down. I was confused, at first,
but then felt this huge jolt as it became clear what she
wanted.

I sucked this guy's cock right there! Like,
so casually! It only took a few minutes! Then I left the room
again. Holy shit! I didn't even know his name!

Later, just before lunch, she led me down the
hall to one of the directors' offices. Mister Lanningham sat behind
his desk and Cassidy led me over there and, just like before,
pushed down on my shoulder. Fuck! I was flustered but once I was
there and he was pulling out his cock, well...

She left and I sucked Lanningham off, then he
had me blow him erect again before standing up and pulling me to my
feet. He bent me over his desk, spread my legs, and fucked me. And
I was so awed at how outrageous this was I came!

I went back to my office and then had to lick
Cassidy to a climax before I could get back to my own desk.

“You'll be working late tonight, little
slut,” she said, as she toyed with my hair. “Mister Cole has
some... stress he'd like to work out.”

Wow! Okay. I was confused about everything
and thought I should probably talk to him anyway. I mean, it was
one thing for him to fuck me, and maybe Ms. Cassidy, but I hadn't
signed on to be everyone's bitch! Especially since, like, they were
old guys! I mean, yeah, I'd come, but still.

I usually went home at Five, but instead,
Mister Cole called me into his office. He had me strip, then stand
between a pillar in the corner of the corner window and the wall.
There were rings set in both and he attached ropes to them, then
tied them to the wrist bands and lifted them up and wide.

Of course, my pussy was thrumming and my
pulse was racing as he did this. I mean, this was more kinky stuff!
He had me spread my legs, still in the thigh-highs, and then tied
them apart before putting the ball-gag in my mouth.

Then he started to work me over with dildos
and vibrators. It didn't take much before I was panting and moaning
and writhing in place. Which was when he introduced me to the
flogs. The first one was very small, probably ten inches or so
long. It had these small, thin black laces projecting from a
handle.

“You have been a very naughty girl today,
Chloe,” he said sternly.

Which was pretty fucking unfair since he and
Cassidy had arranged it! But it wasn't like I could complain while
gagged.

“Naughty girls get punished, of course.”

And then he started to use the little flog on
my breasts! With the way my arms were up and apart and how aroused
I was my breasts were taut and hard and my nipples were burning.
The thin little laces didn't hurt much – at first. But he kept
whipping the thing against one breast then the other, and using
more force and speed.

My breasts started to burn and ache and I
moaned helplessly, feverishly aroused by what he'd already done,
not to mention the big vibrator stuffed up in my pussy.

“Bad girl,” he growled.

I squealed and moaned as he started to whip
the thing upward against my pussy! Mind you, the base of the dildo
stuck out of me, and it had a little branch which curved up across
my clitoris, so it wasn't maybe as bad as it might have been. But
the idea... the thought that he was whipping my pussy like that was
scalding and drove me into an orgasm!

Then he brought out the bigger flog and began
to use that on my back. That was just so like every cliché of the
poor helpless girl prisoner being tortured by some evil
captor that it made my mind explode. Like the ones he'd used on my
now very red breasts, the laces didn't hurt much, at first.

Each fresh blow made me yelp and twist and
moan, and he began to swing harder as he, I guess, tested my
response. Soon my back was burning hot and aching! But I didn't
mind. My mind was on fire, too, and my lower body was pulsing with
arousal as I twisted and thrashed and cried out at every blow.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled into my
ear, jerking back on my hair.

He undid the gag and pulled it out.

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, Chloe.”

“Please... please... fuck... fuck me in the
ass!” I moaned.

He jerked back more sharply on my hair.

“Call me... master,” he said.

Oh, fuck!

“Please... fuck me in the ass, Master!” I
gasped.

“Hot, sexy little bitch.”

I shuddered as he pulled the dildo out of me
and then his big cock drove up high into my ass.

“This is exactly what you deserve,” he
growled as if angry. “Walking around taunting men with this
beautiful ass every day!

“Ahh!” I cried out as he yanked back on my
hair.

“Tempting men's souls,” he whispered, chewing
on my earlobe.

His big cock impaled me, thrusting up into me
again and again as his long arm curled around my hip and his hand
pushed down to find my clitoris. His finger pushed the vibrator
stem harder against it, kind of grinding it against me as I cried
out, again and again, dazed, feverish, and on the edge of
orgasm.

I came again, my voice rising higher and
higher until his other hand abandoned my hair and closed around my
neck, choking off my breath. His hips hammered against my buttocks
as he speared his cock up into me again and again, and the world
dissolved into a howling storm of ecstasy pushing my mind to the
edge of animal madness.

My muscles spasmed and convulsions wracked my
body as I strained against the ropes and his heavy hips slammed
against my buttocks. My mouth was open wide but I wasn't doing any
screaming – or breathing, as I gurgled in what seemed like endless
mindless pleasure.

I dropped my chin to my chest, my knees so
rubbery I could only stand with the aid of the restraints around my
wrists. Mister Cole moved away, going back into his bathroom. I
heard the water running, then after a few minutes, he came out
again and pulled on his jacket.

“Well, I'm off. Perhaps someone will come by
and let you go later,” he said.

I groaned and then my eyes blinked. What?
What!? I turned my shocked eyes to see him close the door behind
him. I stared around me, then out the window. I stared up at my
wrists and the ropes which held them up and apart and then down my
body at my pink breasts and the vibrator still stuffed inside
me.

What did he mean by that!? I mean, it's not
like I could stay here all night! My parents would wonder what was
happening!

I waited... and I waited... and I waited! I
was standing there for like an hour! What the hell!?

And then I heard a sound in the outer office!
I jerked my head around, thinking it was surely him, that he'd just
been teasing me. Or maybe it was Ms. Cassidy, say. What if it was a
complete stranger, though!? That idea was both outrageous and...
and... hot.

The door opened and I stared in astonishment
as Mrs. Cole looked back at me. My face flooded with heat, my heart
skipping a beat as I feared she had come by to see her husband and
now had seen what her husband did here with me!

She didn't seem surprised, though. She closed
the door and came across to me. I jerked my head away, face
flaming, staring out the window unseeing.

“Well, well, if it isn't little Chloe,” she
said. “Not the way I usually see you, Chloe,” she said in a weirdly
pleasant and casual voice.

She moved around in front of me and forced my
chin up with her fingertips. The truth was I was taller than her so
that 'little Chloe' thing was just snide.

“I see you've been enjoying my husband's
attentions,” she said.

I rolled my eyes to the side, unable to meet
her eyes, mortified.

She chuckled softly. “My husband is most
attractive and most determined. You're hardly the first little slut
he's, er, roped in and captured.”

She ran her hand over my left breast and I
gasped in shock. Then she cupped both breasts.

“Such lovely breasts you have. I know my
husband appreciates them.

She caught my nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers and then pinched sharply.

I cried out, instinctively but hopelessly
trying to pull free.

She smiled and tugged my nipples up and
forward, forcing me to arch my back sharply.

“Adulteress,” she said. “They used to burn a
big 'A' into the foreheads of adulteresses, you know, once upon a
time.”

I cringed and moaned anxiously.

She released my burning nipples and then
moved to the post beside me. I did not watch, dropping my chin and
eyes again. I felt the rope holding my wrist go loose, and started
to pull my arm in, but it would only come a little ways.

Confused, I looked over there as she walked
behind me and over to the wall. There was a second eye-ring driven
into the post a couple of feet lower, and she'd unfastened the rope
from the high one and then fastened it to the low one, and untied
the ankle one entirely. I stared in confusion. What the hell was
she doing?

I spun my head to the other side as she did
the same to my other wrist, then dropped my eyes as she turned
around. She came back to me, though.

“On your knees, little slut,” she said.

Wot?!

She slapped my face and I gasped and
stumbled.

“On your knees!”

Moaning, I dropped to my knees. I could just
do that now, though it made the rope tied to the wrist restraints
taut again. She slid her fingers through my hair and then jerked it
back sharply as I cried out in pain.

“What you don't seem to have considered,
little slut, is that my husband and I have an... understanding,”
she said. “We share everything.”

Wot!?

She reached behind her and undid her dress,
then peeled it over her shoulders and pulled it down her body.

I gaped at her as she slipped her panties off
and then stood before me.

She reached behind and undid the ball gag,
then gripped my hair and pulled my mouth forward.

“Lick me, little slut,” she said.

I was astonished, but the pain in my scalp
drove my befuddled mind into obeying her. I started to lick her
hard and fast as she twisted my hair in her fingers. This was even
weirder than fucking her husband, because I knew her better! But I
wasn't really capable of a lot of intense thought as my scalp kept
aching and the only way I could see to stop that was to please
her.

“You'll make an excellent little sex slave,
Chloe,” she said.

Holy fuck! She was as kinky as her
husband!

After I'd licked her to orgasm she untied the
ropes from my wrist restraints, but then produced a thin, black
riding crop which I stared at warily.

“On your hands and knees, little sex slave,”
she growled.

I dropped to all fours at once!

She snorted and then attached a leash to the
O-ring at the front of the collar.

“Let me see you crawl, little sex slave,” she
said.

She tugged on the leash and, dazed and
astounded, I crawled along next to her as she walked me across the
room, then back again!

“Face down, ass up,” she ordered.

Crack! The crop snapped stingingly
across my buttocks.

I dropped my breasts to the floor and raised
my hips the way Mister Cole had shown me.

“Hands behind your back.”

I brought my hands back behind me and she
quickly fastened the wrist restraints together.

“This is the perfect position for a little
sex slave, Chloe. All spread open invitingly, waiting for a man to
come and use your sluttish body.”

I moaned as she put her foot on my upraised
buttocks.

“Are you sorry for being such a naughty girl,
Chloe?” she demanded.

I couldn't answer! I hadn't said a thing so
far!

Crack!

I gasped.

“Answer me, slut!”

“Yes, Mrs. Cole!” I cried.

“Hmm, she said, tapping the crop against the
base of the vibrator. “It looks like your batteries have run down,
little sex slave.”

She pulled the vibrator out. It was dripping
wet, of course, and I felt another rush of humiliation. She quickly
replaced the batteries and shoved it deep inside me, then found the
big dildo and pushed that up my ass.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a slut, Chloe?”

“Yes, Mrs. Cole!” I gasped.

Crack!

I gasped as she brought the crop down across
my buttocks again.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Cole!”

Crack!

“Sorry for what?”

“I'm... I'm sorry for being a slut, Mrs.
Cole!” I moaned.

Crack!

“You certainly are.”

Crack!

“Do you want to make it up to me, little
slut?”

I moaned at the stinging blows.

“Yes, Mrs. Cole!” I cried.

She moved around in front of me. She was
still wearing her shoes, just as I still wore the thigh highs. She
prodded my chin with her pointy right shoe.

“Lick, slave.”

I stared at her foot in astonishment.

Crack!

“Lick, sex slave!”

Crack!

“Show how sorry you are.”

I yelped and then licked. And then I licked
more.

“Keep licking. Show your mistress your
submission, slut.”

Oh wow! Oh, fuck! Holy shit! Oh, God!

Crack!

“Harder, slut. Longer licks.”

I whimpered and gasped, my tongue licking up
and down her shoe as she stood over me. She raised her foot a
little and pushed forward and the pointy shoe pushed into my
mouth!

“Suck! Lick it and suck it. I'm sure you're
quite good at both by now.”

I gurgled as she pushed it deeper, my lips
straining around it as she chuckled down at me.

“You and I are going to reach an
understanding tonight, Chloe,” she said.

She drew her foot back and pushed the other
one forward.

“Lick!”

I licked as she let the crop slide up and
down across my buttocks.

“Are you going to be an obedient little slut,
Chloe?” she asked.

Crack!

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Cole!” I cried.

Crack!

“Say it!'

“I'll be an obedient little slut, Mrs. Cole!”
I cried.

She snorted and moved behind me. She knelt
and then did something, and I realized she was strapping the
vibrator to herself. No, it was another dildo. She pulled the
vibrator out, then pushed the big dildo in and I groaned as it sank
deep.

She started to fuck me then, hard and fast.
She gripped my hair and yanked it back, and used the tip of the
crop to slap at the side of my breasts and my buttocks as she rode
me.

“Hot, sexy little fuck toy,” she said.
“You'll be my sex slave and not just my husband's. That's what
marriage is all about, you see. Sharing.”

I whimpered and moaned and gasped dazedly.
But... the humiliation I had originally felt had faded steadily and
was now all-but gone. That she wasn't surprised or, obviously,
shocked by what I had been doing with her husband was obvious. And
now she was doing the same as he was. Which meant that, like him,
she thought I was hot and sexy too!

Sex slave! God! That was so wicked and kinky
and outrageous!

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, little slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mrs. Cole!” I cried.

She did just that, and a dark sense of hunger
and passion began to grow within me as my body shook to her hard
thrusts.

She abruptly stopped, did something which
separated her from the dildo, and roughly pushed me over.

“On your back, spread your legs wide!”

I obeyed, and then she was kneeling, bending
over, her tongue attacking my clitoris, which pulsed wildly. I
stared, gasping, moaning, trembling, as her tongue whipped up and
down across my clitoris. Her fingers pushed into my sopping pussy,
three of them, twisting and turning as her lips started to suck on
my clitoris.

Oh! My! God!

The heat began to roll over me in waves, even
as she forced a fourth finger inside me! She twisted and turned and
pumped them as her tongue made my clitoris burn. Then she somehow
forced her thumb into me too! She knelt on my splayed thighs,
leaning forward and jammed her whole hand into my body!

And I came, screaming.

She chuckled and worked her fist deeper,
pumping and twisting it as she rubbed my clitoris with her fingers,
and a string of overpowering orgasms tore my mind and body
apart.

My summer job was turning into something very
different than I had imagined, and I knew, as she dragged me by the
hair onto my knees and pulled my mouth against her pussy, that it
would change my entire life!

I wondered if eventually even Chloe would be
calling me her sex slave and demanding I lick her pussy! I
shuddered at the thought, and licked Mrs. Cole as she fondled my
breast.

“Good little sex slave,” she said.

I would be! At least until the fall. And
then... who knows!?

 


END
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