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“Fuck!”

Keri winced, though she'd been expecting it.
She waited thirty seconds for the worst of Joshua's anger to fade
to disappointment and then made her way up the hall and gave him a
hug. He was wiping his eyes and she felt a deep sense of sadness
and sympathy as she pressed her head against his shoulder.

“My own fault for trying to get involved
with the corporate run business world,” he said angrily.

“You're too good for them anyway,” she said
loyally.

Joshua had graduated from UCLA last year
with a degree in Philosophy but thus far had not found the world
beating a path to his door to reward him for his learned and
studious efforts. He had applied at all the places they could think
of, and had recently attempted the business world – to scant
success.

“It's like I said, I need a masters degree
to be of any value,” he said.

“Then get a masters degree.”

He wiped tears from his eyes and shook his
head.

“Money, Keri. Money. It costs a lot and we
have little. They're already bugging me to repay my student loan.
They're not likely to give me another one. If I had money, why, I
could get a doctorate!” he said, his eyes shining. “Imagine that!
Then I could find well-paying jobs at any number of universities or
academic institutions and think tanks!”

“Well, we'll just find the money,” she said
stoutly.

“He sighed. “My father is a fascist. He
didn't support my taking Philosophy in the first place. He wanted
me to take business or something with computers.”

“We could move to a smaller apartment,” she
said, further out. Why do we need to live near downtown? It's so
expensive!”

“But this is where progressive and
enlightened people live, Keri,” he said. “The further out you go
the more you find yourself surrounded by racists, fascists and
white-supremacists. Why do you think almost all the people of color
live closer in to downtown? Once you go out into the burbs you
don't see many of them!”

But, well, if we moved further out we could
save more and apply that to your education.”

She reached hand up and ran her fingers
through his soft blonde hair.

“You're so sweet, Keri,” he sighed, hugging
her. “But you're naive.”

Keri hated it when he used words like that.
She knew she wasn't that smart or that educated. Not compared to
Joshua, who was insanely smart! She had never aspired to going to
university herself. She worked as a server at Jack Astor's
restaurant. It was a place that catered to a pretty... vanilla
crowd of middle class, mostly white people.

It was anathema to Joshua, of course. He
preferred quaint ethnic restaurants. And whenever they went out it
was to Thai or Indonesian or African places. Joshua was very
'woke'; a progressive and inclusive man who was dedicated to the
elimination of racism and discrimination and transphobia and
homosexuality and gender bias in all its forms.

She was glad he never came by her
restaurant, because Jack Astor liked its female servers to be very
pretty and wearing short skirts, high heels, and tight tops. She
knew he would never approve of that sort of thing, but the tips
were very good.

Joshua himself worked at a local coffee
shop. It wasn't one of those big corporate chain places he sneered
at, of course, but a local neighborhood hangout where the crowd
were mostly young and enlightened like he was.

Keri didn't really understand it all. Of
course, growing up in Seattle meant she had imbibed progressive
political views with her pablum, and all through her school years.
So she certainly agreed with his ambitions where equality were
concerned!

“You'll find a good job, and we'll save
money and you can go back to school and become a doctor!” she
said.

“A doctorate of philosophy is not a doctor,
Keri,” he said impatiently.

“Well, I know that! Duh! But I meant, like,
a doctorate.”

*

The girls were undecided about glasses. Some
of them claimed they got more tips if they wore glasses, but most
thought they got less. Keri wasn't quite sure. She had a pretty
good idea of what drove men, for they'd been panting after her
since she'd become a teenager.

What drove men were big breasts, a pretty
face, and long hair, and she could check off all three boxes. Not
that her breasts were huge or anything, but they certainly filled
her 36-D cups! She had an oval face with big brown eyes, and her
dark brown hair spilled down past her shoulders like a silken
wave.

You couldn't grow up a girl in modern
America without knowing just how you measured up in a bikini, and
Keri measured up very nicely indeed. Except that she was
farsighted. She could see objects farther away without any problems
at all. But once she got up close things started to blur.

The glasses were fairly thin, rectangular
and frameless. She had gotten them because the guy at the opticians
said they made her look intelligent. The girls at the restaurant
agreed, but they disagreed about whether this was a good thing.

Mallory said that guys loved the idea of
cute girl geeks, or librarians. But Theresa thought glasses that
helped cover up her beautiful eyes would be less than helpful.
Usually she wore contacts, but on this day she had forgotten them
so had to wear her glasses.

What was more important, she thought, were
the tight tank tops and short skirts.

The restaurant was busy, and she moved
quickly to clean up an empty table after the people there had left,
then hurried back to the kitchen for an order. By the time she'd
returned Amber, at the front door, had shown a couple of men in
suits to that table, and she hurried over after delivering the
food.

“Hi!” she said in a perky voice. “I'm your
server, Keri. What can I get you, gentlemen?”

They both looked her up and down in a way
she frankly found kind of rude, but kept her smile on her face.
They were both black men, which was a little unusual.

“Hey, baby,” the one in the gray suit said.
“Bring me a Budweiser.”

“I'll have a Corona Extra,” the one in the
blue suit said.

“Be right back,” she said cheerfully.

You had to be cheerful in this job or tips
went down.

She brought back the tray and bent over,
setting it on the table, then picked off the bottles and glasses,
very carefully not looking up to see if they were looking down her
top.

This was another aspect of the job she never
told Joshua about, but she had resigned it to human nature. Some
men treated her with respect and never ogled, but others,
well...

“Do you gentlemen know what you want to
order or would you like more time?” she asked.

“I know what I want,” the man in gray
said.

“Me too.”

The two men smirked at each other and Keri
suspected that their silent agreement was that they wanted her! But
she kept her smile on her face as she took out her notepad and
pencil. She wrote down their orders and then turned and hurried
away.

She was confused about her dual feelings
when men treated her like a sex object. Joshua and her school and
her parents had taught her that sort of thing was wrong. She ought
to be angry at those who objectified her body! But it still gave
her a kind of squirmy sensation of pleasure sometimes. Mostly when
the men were kind of, well hot.

The two men were quite large and muscular,
in expensive looking suits. They were both old, of course, easily
twice her nineteen years. But they gave of an aura of... manliness,
of the kind of macho physicality and arrogant self-confidence she
was aware she was supposed to disapprove of. But that turned her on
sometimes.

She was uncertain about how she was to react
when it came from a discriminated against minority member. Joshua
had talked a lot about how cruel and racist white society had been,
not just to Black people, of course, but to the whole world all
through history. He recited a long string of depredations and
crimes of Europeans and Americans and Keri was certainly not going
to argue with a smart, educated man like him!

But from what she gathered, although he and
his college friends never said it in so many words, was that
certain... communities had to be allowed to veer from the straight
and righteous path of political correctness now and then. White
society certainly could not judge them on their own cultural and
value choices!

Black Americans were not required to have
the exact same culture and values as the racist and oppressive
white society in which they lived. And she got the idea, here and
there, that African Americans were a lot more sexual in how they
dressed and acted. But hey, that was their thing and she certainly
couldn't judge them!

She returned to the table and again bent
over to set the tray down, smiling as she served out their dishes,
then stood up, beaming.

“Will that be all for now?” she asked.

“That'll do, baby,” the one in gray
said.

She left them alone to eat for a while,
scanning the remaining tables, and checking in on the occupants
from time to time, cleaning another table that became empty and
then greeting the new occupants.

She returned to check on them and found them
mostly done.

“Can I clear anything away, gentlemen?” she
asked.

“You're flattering us, baby,” the one in
gray said with a grin.

“Yeah, we ain't no gentlemen,” the other one
said with a laugh.

Keri smiled, not knowing what to say to
that.

“What's a hot girl like you doing working as
a waitress, babe?” the one in the gray suit said.

“This is my job,” she said with a smile and
a shrug.

“Can you type?” the other one said.

She looked at him in surprise. “Sure,” she
said.

Everyone who used a computer could type. And
everyone used a computer. They taught typing in school anyway.

“Answer the phone? Read and write?”

“Uhm, yes,” she said hesitantly.

“You know, we lost our receptionist
yesterday. She moved to California,” the man in gray said. “Why
don't you apply?”

“Oh, I don't know,” she said with a
laugh.

“Pays thirty dollars an hour,” he said.

She felt her jaw drop and then sapped it
closed.

“Really?”

“Yeah. It's an easy job, baby. You answer
the phone, take messages, get coffee and snacks when we have
meetings and clients, deal with computer email. Mostly just sit
there and look pretty.”

“Uh... gee, I don't know.”

He handed her a business card.

“Call and send in your resume. What could it
hurt?”

*

Keri talked it over with Joshua that
evening, and they googled the company listed on the card. It was an
engineering consultant company, and the pictures of its two
partners showed two black men. That got him quite excited.

“A minority owned business! It's perfect!”
he said.

“Well... uhm, I've never worked in an office
before,” she said.

“So? Any idiot can sit behind a desk and say
hello when people come in the door, or answer the phone or deal
with emails! And it's twice your income!”

“We could save enough for you to go back to
school!” she said eagerly.

“That would be so awesome!”

Keri did not mention how the men looked at
her. Men tended to do that anyway, especially older ones. And she
was sure things in an office would be much more restrictive. Didn't
all offices have very strong anti-harassment and anti-sexism
policies? And surely a minority owned business would be even more
inclined towards such ideals!

So she sat leaning against him as Joshua
carefully reworded some parts of her fairly threadbare resume,
wrote an effusive letter to go with it where she proclaimed her
devotion to diversity and inclusiveness, and then sent it in to the
address on the card.

She didn't expect much to happen for weeks,
if at all. She was startled to get a reply email the very next day
inviting her to come for an interview! The problem was it was right
after her shift ended. So she called up to explain.

“Just come as you are, girl,” the man's
voice said. “We know where you work. We don't expect you to be all
dressy for an interview. We're not a big, fancy place anyway.”

That sounded reasonable! Still, she did take
time to pack a nice green blouse. She would have chosen white but
her black tank top would show under it. At end of shift she
hurriedly grabbed her things and ran to the bus stop, then pulled
on the green shirt and buttoned it up, tucking it into her short
skirt after she was sitting down.

The skirt was quite short for a job
interview. But they said they knew where she was working, and she
would apologize when she got there. She didn't expect to get the
job anyway. She had no office experience, and with such a high
salary they must have lots of other applicants.

The building was an impressive one! It was
all glass, sort of golden tinted, with lots of different angles to
it rather than being the usual square type. The office was on an
upper floor, and she felt kind of breathless and nervous on her way
up in the elevator.

Doubling her salary would mean a lot for
Joshua! Sure, she'd have no tips, but the tips had to be shared at
the restaurant anyway. Plus she had to pay out a percentage of the
cost of the meal to the restaurant just to begin with.

The top floor had a number of different
offices. Instead of a reception desk she found herself looking at
glass or fancy wooden doors, or double doors with brass plaques or
careful lettering for this or that company or organization.

She walked down the hall and there was a
smoky glass door with metal plate for the Blaire Group. She opened
it and stepped into a small lobby with an empty reception desk.

That would be where she'd work if she got
the job, she thought excitedly. It was very nice looking, with a
raised counter, and then a desk below that with phone, computer and
the like. The lobby was carpeted in red, with black leather chairs
for those waiting to go in.

Past the empty reception desk was a hallway
and she hesitated before going that way.

“Uhm? Hello? Is anyone there?” she
called.

A man came out of a side office, a very tall
man! He had a huge chest, and a bald head, and looked to be in his
late thirties.

“Uh, hi, my name is Keri Foster,” she
said.

He was a head taller than her and smiled,
then reached out and took her hand.

“Anthony said you were gorgeous,” he said,
shaking her hand for an extended period of time.

“Uhm, uh, thanks,” she squeaked.

“I'm Marcus. Come over here and I'll show
you around.”

“Uh...”

He led her to the desk and told her what the
separate lines on the phone were for and showed her the paper with
the intercom numbers for the people who worked here. There were
only five. Then he showed her the computer and where emails came
in, the public box, plus the internal email feed, and the separate
boxes to direct messages.

Keri followed intently, not wanting to
interrupt him. Maybe there would be a test afterward to determine
if she should be hired. He had her sit down, then, and leaned over
her, his big hand light on her shoulder as he had her move some of
the emails from box to box.

“People learn best from doing, not being
told,” he said.

He led her back along the corridor and
showed her to the separate offices, where she got to meet three
other men who were there. All of them were Black. The guy in the
gray suit from the previous day was Anthony, and the one in the
blue suit was Brandon. Both of them smiled and welcomed her.

There was a meeting room, and a small
kitchen, where Marcus showed her where everything was kept.

Keri was getting confused. When was the
interview?

“Excuse me, Mister uhm...”

“Marcus, honey.”

“Uhm, Marcus. Is all this going to be on a
test?”

He looked at her blankly.

“Like uh, for the interview.”

He laughed and put his arm around her,
hugging her briefly.

“Baby, there ain't no interview!” he said in
amusement. “You're hired!”

Keri stared at him in astonishment. “I
am!”

He snorted.

“You can be fired just as fast. So why
shouldn't we hire you and see if you work out? Let's face it, as
long as you have the right attitude you can do this job. And we
can't tell about your attitude in an interview, only by having you
around us for a while.”

“Uh, I guess,” she said, slightly off
balance.

“Now, as to why we're giving you a shot
instead of some other girl, it's because you're really pretty.”

She stared at him in surprise.

“The receptionist is sort of like, the
clients' view of our little agency,” he said. “Just like our lobby.
You know we spent some time and money making sure it had a certain
image of a modern, sexy, prosperous kind of organization. A dowdy,
dumpy receptionist wearing jeans is just not going to give off the
image we want. A sleek, sexy girl in a sexy dress will.”

“Uhm... oh,” she said uncertainly.

She could understand that. She wasn't sure
saying it was acceptable, though!

“So here's the deal. You do the job, give us
the right attitude, and wear sexy outfits, and the job is
yours.”

“Uhm, sexy?” she asked hesitantly.

“Not slutty,” he said, his index finger
tapping the bridge of her nose. “Low cut tops are the last thing we
wanna see!”

“That's good!” she exclaimed.

“It's always better to hint than to flaunt
when dealing with image, girl,” he said.

She nodded rapidly.

“You got a white blouse, for example?”

“Of course!”

“Form fitting, but high necked. Sexy, but
not slutty. You dig?”

She nodded again.

“We're a modern, cutting edge firm. We want
our image, which is what you represent, to look modern and hot.
You're the first person everyone who comes in here sees.”

“I don't have a lot of uhm... office
clothes,” she said a bit anxiously.

“This ain't a big fancy law office, girl.
You don't need expensive. Hmm, maybe we should get you a uniform,”
he said thoughtfully. “I'll discuss the idea with my partners.”

“Uh, okay.”

“Wait one second.”

He left her in the kitchen and she let
herself feel a burgeoning sense of excitement. Thirty dollars an
hour! They'd be able to save enough to send Joshua back to school
in no time!

He returned with a measuring tape and a
little note pad. Then to her surprise, put his arms briefly around
her waist! He drew back quickly and she realized he had put the
tape around it and was measuring her!

“Uhm... I know my measurements,” she said,
blushing a little.

“That'll save us some effort,” he said with
a grin.

He handed her the notepad.

She bit her lower lip a little but put on
her dress size, then after a moment more hesitation, put her
measurements in since that was what he looked like he was aiming
at.

“Always wear high heels,” he said. “The
higher the better. You got really nice legs, and the clients think
long legged girls in stilettos are sort of like models. And that
gives us a nice image.”

“Uhm, okay,” she said doubtfully.

“One more thing. Sometimes we do some
traveling,” he said.

“Traveling?”

“Yeah, like one or another of us will have
to go to San Francisco or Los Angeles or Portland, or sometimes
even New York. And on some of those times you need to come along to
take notes and keep track of administrative details.”

“Wow. That would be so cool!”

He smiled benignly.

Keri could hardly wait to tell Joshua she'd
gotten the job!

She would not tell him about the looking
sexy part, because he might not like it. Though she reminded
herself that black people had a different outlook on sex, and that
their culture and values had to be respected and not judged
according to mainstream culture.
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The only white blouse she had at home was
kind of old and had been sitting in her closet for years. But since
they wanted her to start the next day it would have to do. It was
kind of tight, but it buttoned up high, and it went with the little
black skirts she had been wearing to the restaurant.

They weren't happy about her quitting
without notice. But she felt she had no choice. Opportunities like
this didn't come along very often! She wore high heels to go with
it but was kind of worried about what to wear the next day. It
wasn't like they had any money in the bank account for sudden
shopping sprees, and their credit cards were maxed out.

She was very excited when she got in, and
set up behind the desk.

My desk! She thought in delight.

She turned on the computer and then the
light under the counter, and then considered what to do next. She
should probably check with Marcus and see if there was anything
new.

She got up and walked to his office. The
door was open and she smiled then gasped and drew back,
blushing.

“Oh, sorry!” she exclaimed.

“Don't worry about it, baby. What can I do
for you?” he asked.

He'd just been finishing dressing, she
supposed, and had no shirt on! She eased back in, still blushing,
as he pulled the shirt on and buttoned it up.

“Uhm, uh, I just got in, Mister – .”

“Marcus. You keep forgetting I'm gonna smack
that pretty behind of yours.”

“Marcus,” she said. “Was there anything I
should be doing?”

“Just check the emails. I'll come join
you.”

“Thanks!”

She hurried back to the desk, thinking of
what an amazingly muscled chest and torso Marcus had! She'd known
he was broad of chest but boy, he sure worked out a lot!

“Keri,” he called.

She hurried back.

“Yes, Mister... Marcus?”

He gave her a squinty look, and then swept
his open palm out and down as if smacking something.

She blushed.

“Your outfit isn't bad,” he said. The shoes
are a bit... old fashioned.”

“I'm sorry!” she exclaimed. “Like I said, I
don't have a lot of office stuff! And I – .”

“Don't worry. I had my wife get a couple of
things on her way home from work yesterday.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“I just texted her your measurements,
including shoe size,” he said.

“Uh... okay,” she said.

He had a sofa in his office, and picked up a
bag there.

“Here. Wear this today. I didn't bring it
all in.”

“But.. you didn't have to buy me clothes!”
she exclaimed, taking it.

“It's a business expensive for us,” he said.
“So we can write it off on our taxes.”

“Really? Wow!”

“Go put that on and let me see you in
it.”

“Okay!”

There was a small but very nicely appointed
bathroom along the hall. It was, in fact, the nicest bathroom Keri
had ever seen! It had no tub. Instead the space where the tub would
be was a shower. It was half open. The other half had a low wall
with a glass wall going up to the ceiling from its top. The walls,
inside and outside, were tiled top to bottom in fancy looking brown
tile.

The rest of the bathroom was also nice. The
floor was tiled in a lighter shade of brown, with a toilet next to
the shower, then a rounded, raised sink sitting atop a gleaming
brown granite counter over a brown cabinet.

Keri looked into the bag and saw what looked
like a white sweater, a pair of black shoes, and a black belt. She
pulled it out and examined it uncertainly, then realized the
sweater was too long to be just a sweater. It was a thin, ribbed
turtleneck. Well, it was certainly not low cut!

She stripped off her blouse and then undid
her skirt and slid it down. Then she reached into the bag to take
out the shoes and examine them. To her surprise, she also noticed
now, other things in the bag. It had a lacy white bra and a
matching thong! She frowned and stared at them, blushing as she
thought about Marcus buying her underwear!

But then she remembered him saying his wife
had bought the outfit, and felt a sense of relief. But why
underwear!? Then she realized, of course. If she was to wear white
she had to have pale underwear underneath. In fact, the sweater
dress was very thin, and probably the bra his wife had bought,
which was unlined, would show less under it than her own underwire
bra.

Her panties were dark blue, so she supposed
she ought to be grateful to Marcus' wife!

It still felt kind of weird!

She removed her bra and panties and felt a
little ripple of dark sexual energy. She was, after all, completely
naked in a public office! Yes, she was in a bathroom, but
still!

She pulled up the thong. It was very high
cut, with very thin little straps cutting diagonally up along her
abdomen and over her hips. It had a very small pouch in front (it
was a good thing she shaved!) and a tiny inverted triangle at the
top of her buttocks.

She pulled on the bra and did it up. It was
the right size, but felt quite tight and squeezed her breasts out.
She pulled on the dress then. It slid down comfortably over her
shoulders, but was quite tight across her chest. She pulled it down
her waist and over her hips, and down over her her buttocks!

It was a very... sexy dress, she thought,
looking at herself in the mirror. The bottom was tight, too, and
the dress was shorter than the skirts she'd worn at the restaurant.
Of course, she wouldn't be doing a lot of bending over around
drunks here, she told herself.

She slipped a black belt around it and that
made it seem even more form fitting. In fact, it was thin enough
and tight enough she could make out the lines of the thong on it
from behind, though at least the bra was largely invisible.

The shoes were black and very sexy and very
tall! They were five inch stilettos, and she felt a little unstable
in them.

She looked at herself doubtfully. But after
much indecision and hesitation, opened the door and walked out into
the hall. The first person she almost ran into was Anthony. And he
had to put his hands out to grasp her shoulders so he wouldn't run
her over. Then he stepped back with a wide grin.

“Woah! You're looking hot!” he said.

Keri flushed and smiled uncertainly.

“Great image for the company,” he said,
drawing his hands back.

“Uhm, thank you, Mister Jones.”

“Anthony, babe.”

He winked and moved on, and Keri drew a deep
breath – feeling the dress expand against her breasts, then pursed
her lips and moved up the hall to Marcus' office.

“Mister Washington?”

“Marcus, Keri. I told you,” he said.

“Oh, sorry.”

“Uhm, isn't it a bit... tight?”

He got up from his desk and turned around
and looked her up and down, smiling broadly.

“No, baby. That's just right.”

“Okay,” she said. “I'm uhm, not used to
walking around in high shoes like this.”

“If you fall we'll try to catch you,” he
said with a grin.

Keri went back to her desk, feeling a little
weird, but reassuring herself she'd be sitting down most of the
time anyway. So what did it matter how short her skirt was, or how
high the heels, or even how tight the dress? She'd be by herself in
the lobby much of the day!

The job wasn't very hard. And all the men
were friendly. In fact, they were very friendly! And very
complimentary! She wasn't used to men telling her how beautiful and
sexy she was at work! Well, unless they were drunk.

It made her a little uncomfortable, but at
the same time it definitely did a job on her ego!

It was weird that everyone was Black but
her. Even the customers that came by were all Black men. And they
looked at her like, well... like really, really hungry customers
looked at steaks when she brought them!

But they weren't insulting or anything,
except one grabbed her ass when she was showing him up the
hall.

“Sir,” she said reprovingly.

Much like she would at the restaurant. They
didn't like scenes.

“You got one fine, fine ass, baby,” he said,
grinning.

She drew aside, frowning, as she showed him
into Marcus' office, then rolled her eyes and went back to her
desk.

People called her baby a lot here, she
realized. That and 'babe'. Was this something to do with Black
culture or should she be offended? People called her 'honey' and
'sugar' a lot too. She supposed that sort of thing wasn't quite
politically correct in white offices, but it didn't really bother
her.

Then Anthony wandered into the lobby and put
a couple of papers on her desk.

“Get me twenty copies of those, would you,
Peaches?” he asked.

“Uhm, okay.”

He wandered back to his office and she
frowned as she stood up, turning around to use the photocopier on
the cabinet behind her. Peaches? Nobody had ever called her peaches
before. Was he... calling her that because of her breasts!?

The idea made her blush. They did kind of
stand out in this dress, she thought anxiously. She hoped no one
thought she was acting like a tease or showing off!

At lunch she went up to the little kitchen
and got her lunch out of the fridge. She was headed back to her
desk when Brandon called out to her from the board room.

“We all eat lunch in here, Honey.”

And sure enough, Anthony was there too,
along with Marcus and Christopher.

Well, there was nothing she could do but go
in as well. And they were all very nice.

And very... admiring.

They asked all kinds of questions about her,
and volunteered information about themselves. She told them about
Joshua, and how he was having trouble getting a proper job and
hoped to go back to school.

“Philosophy,” Marcus said tonelessly,
looking at Brandon.

Brandon rolled his eyes.

Keri had heard that attitude before, and
stifled her annoyance. Joshua was a super intelligent guy!

“He's very intelligent!” she said. “And very
progressive! He was really happy that I was coming to work at a
minority owned business.”

“No doubt,” Brandon said with a smile.

“I haven't told him about the short skirts,”
she said.

“Smart girl,” Marcus said with a laugh.

“It's not that I mind! I think Joshua is
more of a feminist than I am, actually.”

“He probably is. They get that way at UCLA,”
Brandon said. “Except if you go to Engineering, of course.”

The others jeered at him.

“You went to UCLA, Mister Simpson?”

“Yeah. Class of 2006.”

“I went to Cal-Tech, myself,” Marcus
said.

“An inferior school.”

They threw things at each other, but just
little things like napkins.

“I like your dress, Shug,” Christopher
said.

He was younger than the others, maybe
thirty. But he was just as tall.

“Uhm... Marcus's wife bought them.”

“Annie does have good taste,” he replied.
“And Anthony too.”

He grinned at Anthony.

“It's a bit... tight,” she said,
blushing.

“No, it's just tight enough,” Marcus said,
as the other three men laughed.

“What does shug stand for?” she asked.

“Sugar.”

“Oh.”

“Black men tend to use words of endearment
for pretty girls,” Marcus said.

“Like uhm, Peaches?”

Anthony smiled broadly.

“You ever heard of Peaches and Herb,
Keri?”

She looked at Marcus blankly.

“That was a black duo, a singing duo back in
the nineteen forties. Her name was Francine Barker. But her
nickname was Peaches. She wound up leaving, and he replaced her
with another girl, and she became Peaches.”

“Yeah, I think he went along till the
nineteen sixties,” Christopher said. “How many Peaches did he have
anyway? Five? Six?”

“Something like that. Always real pretty
girls. So Peaches is something we Black folk use as a kind of term
for pretty women,” Marcus said.

“Oh.”

“It ain't for you breasts.”

She blushed and the four men chuckled.

“Though it could be,” Christopher said with
a grin.

“They are nice,” Brandon said with a broad
smile.

The four of them looked at her breasts and
Keri blushed hotter, folding her arms over her chest.

“You guys!” she protested.

They all laughed good naturedly and and
stopped, but Keri felt a hot little rush of something strange down
low.

To be alone in the room with four big strong
men, all of them very 'male' and her in the tight little dress made
her feel very... sexual! She didn't think she'd feel this way if it
was Joshua and three of his friends, but these men were... well,
men! She thought of Joshua as a 'guy' not a man, and the same for
his friends.

These were men. In suits! Older men! Big,
strong men! She thought of how muscular Marcus's torso was and
licked her lips a bit nervously. She'd vaguely heard that Black men
could be pretty aggressive sexually. That they weren't shy and
polite all the time like Joshua and his kind. She didn't think she
was in any sort of danger, of course! That would be racist!

But they sure weren't making much of a
secret about how sexy they thought she was!

Later in the afternoon she forgot and called
Marcus Mister Washington, and he slapped her bottom! It wasn't a
hard slap or anything, but she still gasped when he did it and
wagged his finger.

“Marcus.”

She gulped and nodded and he winked and
moved on.

*

“This is an excellent opportunity for you to
learn more about Black culture, Keri!” Joshua said later at
dinner.

She had told him about one of them calling
her peaches and how she'd been afraid he was referring to her
breasts, but then had learned about Peaches and Herb.

“Our racist media shows us little about
Black culture other than dwelling on crime and violence and
poverty,” he said with disapproval. “But there's a thriving culture
there few white people are properly exposed to! You can learn a lot
there! Just make sure not to try to impose your white concepts and
values on them or to think they should act the way you think they
should.”

“I will.”

She licked her lips and smiled. “Would you
like to have sex, Joshua, to celebrate?”

He grinned. “As long as you want to!”

She slipped her arm around him and they went
up the little hall and into the bedroom, then she turned and kissed
him, feeling the heat of her breasts as she pressed them against
his chest.

His hands slid up and down her back as their
tongues met, and then he pulled back, breathing heavily.

“May I touch your behind?!”

“Joshua! I initiated! You don't have to
ask!”

His hands slid down squeeze her buttocks as
she felt her nipples hardening.

“May I touch your breasts!?” he gulped.

“Yes!”

She groaned as his fingers caressed her
breasts, then she drew back and undid her top and pulled it over
her head. She grinned at him and reached behind to undo her bra.
Her breasts fell out, full and firm and round and swollen with heat
as his eyes lit up.

He cupped them reverently and his fingers
lightly kneaded them.

“You have the most perfect breasts I've ever
seen in my life!” he groaned.

She pushed him down so he was sitting on the
edge of the bed, and felt a ripple of excitement as he gently
kissed and licked and then sucked at her swollen nipples, the heat
rising within her as she pulled his head in and mashed his face
against her.

Unsought, the image came to her mind of
Marcus and his powerful chest, and she wondered what it would be
like to be with a man like that. She was willing to bet Marcus
wouldn't ask her permission every step of the way! He would just...
just take her!

“May I undo your jeans?”

She felt a flicker of impatience and undid
them herself, pulling them down and shoving them and her thong off,
then sighed and slid her fingers through his hair as he began to
lick her. He was long and patient, his tongue stroking against her
clitoris as his fingers caressed her body, sliding up to knead her
breasts and around her hips to squeeze her buttocks.

Usually he licked her to orgasm, then she
sucked him and he entered her, but she felt an impatience, and a
desire to feel him inside her. She pushed him back and then dropped
to her knees beside the bed. She undid his pants and tugged them
down and off, and was soon bobbing up and down on his erection.

Not for long, though. She knew he would not
last long and wanted him inside her.

She jumped onto the bed and lay back,
spreading her legs, and Joshua eagerly slipped atop her, gently, of
course.

“May I - ?”

“Yes!”

He slowly entered her, sliding his slender
cock into her all the way and then grinding himself against
her.

“Faster!” she groaned.

His hips began to rise and fall as he
kissed, his hands gently stroking along the soft skin of her
body.

“Harder!” she moaned.

He pumped just a little bit harder, and she
moaned in frustration.

“Let me on top!”

Of course, he rolled off at once, and she
straddled him and sank down, then leaned in and began to ride him.
Panting, she gripped his hand and drip it to her clitoris, and he
rubbed her there as she rode him. She moaned excitedly, feeling the
nearness of orgasm as she rode faster and harder.

But then he came inside her and softened
almost at once.

She moaned and slowed as he went soft. He
rolled atop her and slid down at once, licking her to orgasm as his
fingers slid into her, and she shuddered and rolled her hips up in
pleasure.

“Thank you,” he said, kissing her
repeatedly.

She sighed and stroked his head. He was such
as sweet guy.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Marcus was shirtless again when she looked
in his office. This time he was wearing just sweatpants, low on his
hips, and doing push-ups.

“Uhm, good morning,” she said
uncertainly.

He looked up, grinned and came to his feet.
There was a thin sheen of perspiration on his powerful chest.

“Hello, gorgeous!” he said.

He gave her a brief hug which made her pulse
flutter, then turned and picked up a bag.

“Your outfit for today, courtesy of my
wife.”

“Oh Gosh! You guys are so nice to me!”

“It's about our image as a firm, baby. Don't
worry about it. Just look cute and hot and sexy and do your
job.”

He winked as she looked into the bag, then
pulled out a box. Inside it were cute black booties with high,
stiletto heels.

“Wow!”

“You can go try those on, or stay here and
watch me exercise.”

She giggle.

“Maybe I want to watch you exercise,” she
said.

“All the babes love a powerful black man,”
he said with a grin.

Then he threw his arms out and up and made
muscles of his biceps.

“Feel.”

“Uhm...”

Keri felt she probably shouldn't, but then
again, he was married and older so safe enough.

She reached up and gave his enormous bicep a
squeeze, feeling a rush of heat as she did so.

“I should get my boyfriend to exercise
more,” she said as she drew back.

“Just takes discipline. You've got some
discipline,” he said.

He poked his finger at her abdomen.

“No fat there.”

“Well no but...”

“You looked fairly toned from what I saw the
other day.

She was wearing a tank top which hung just
over the edge of her jeans and he lifted it up without prelude and
rubbed his hand against the bare skin of her abdomen.

“Suck in that gut, baby!” he growled.

She gasped, and he laughed.

“You got no gut to suck in,” he said in
approval. “Whatever your boyfriend does you certainly
exercise.”

“Well, I have to,” she gulped. “I mean, boys
can get away with extra pounds but a girl can't have any fat or it
shows.”

“Like these?” he asked, waggling his eyes at
her breasts.

She flushed and he laughed and drew his hand
back.

“With babies like that you have to exercise
or they'll wind up dropping down to your belly.”

“I know,” she said, blushing.

It was so strange talking to a man about her
breasts!

She went down the hall to the bathroom and
changed. The red dress was as short as the white sweater dress had
been the other day. And the little ankle high booties looked very
sexy with it!

Marcus' wife had included lingerie again!
This time it was a red bra and a matching thong! That was weird!
She could wear her own underwear under a red dress. Still, as long
as they were provided...

She slipped them on and posed for herself in
the mirror. The bra was a shelf bra, which meant that basically the
cups covered the bottom half of each breast, just to the nipples,
and left the top bare. She slipped on the dress and was pleased she
couldn't see any pantie lines.

It was awful short, though.

She shrugged and left the bathroom, then
went back to pose for Marcus. She discovered him just getting
dressed, though. He was actually in his underwear! And they were
blue bikini underwear! She gasped and her face flushed furiously as
she backed away.

“Sorry!” she exclaimed.

“My fault, baby!” he called, closing the
door. “I got to remember there's a girl here now.”

She went back to her desk, eyes somewhat
wide. The front of his bikini briefs had bulged! And it wasn't
bulging like he had an erection either! Maybe it was true what they
said about Black men! That they were really big down there! On the
other hand, Marcus was really big all over, so it sort of made
sense he'd be big down there too.

What would it be like with a guy... no, with
a man like him, she wondered, feeling her nipples prickling inside
the cups of her bra.

She sat down and turned on the computer and
then checked for phone messages, but it was hard to forget that
powerful body, with just the tight little briefs over his
groin!

A man came through the doors. He was tall
and black and perhaps in his late forties, wearing a sports shirt
and dress pants. He had short dark hair and a light beard.

“Hey,” he said.

“Oh uhm, good morning,” she said, standing
up as he held out his hand.

He held her hand and looked her over
carefully.

“Well aren't you something else,” he
said.

Keri flushed.

“May I help you, sir?”

“My name's Terell,” he said. “Terell
Patterson. I work here.”

“Oh yes! I've seen your name. I'm Keri, the
new receptionist,” she said.

He was still holding her hand.

“Someone showed more brains than usual,” he
said. “Tell me, beautiful. Are you especially happy to see me or
just especially happy?”

She blinked in confusion and he grinned and
looked at her chest.

Keri looked down and flushed, pulling her
hand back as she realized her stiff nipples were showing through
the thin fabric of the dress.

“Mister Patterson!” she said reprovingly,
crossing her arm across her chest.

He laughed and grinned. “Only joshing with
you, beautiful. Welcome aboard.”

He moved off down the hall.

God, working here was going to be
interesting!

She sat back down, willing her nipples to go
down, and willing herself not to think about Marcus and his body!
She thought about Joshua instead.

That did the trick.

She got back to work, and when the mailman
arrived she distributed the mail to the men, who all greeted her
politely and in a friendly way, and with eyes that made her think
of predators strongly thinking about pouncing on her!

They all complimented her dress, and her
legs. But Anthony gave her bottom a squeeze, which made her gasp
and shake her finger at him as he grinned. She went back to her
little counter and continued with her work.

That included things which the men had left
in her in-basket for her to process in some way, including things
to be photocopied or mailed. There were a bunch of letters from
Christopher which she had to print labels for. She'd never done
that, though and wasn't sure how.

Marcus didn't know either.

“Go ask Brandon. He's our computer
expert.”

She went up the hall and recruited Brandon.
He came back with her and showed her the program. Then he showed
her where to find a list of clients.

“So you match that with the names the
mail-outs that Christopher gave you,” he said. “then you put label
sheets into the printer.”

He pulled over a chair and sat next to her
as he pointed things out, which was very necessary given how tall
he was. His left hand started on her shoulder while his right
pointed at the screen, but after a minute or so Keri realized it
was working its way down her back as she leaned forward too, and
rubbing her between the shoulder blades.

It wasn't unpleasant or anything, but it
made her feel a tad... nervous.

It also gave her a fluttery sensation in her
lower belly!

He pulled it off and put it on his own left
thigh, which was a relief.

“Now you need to call up the master list and
merge it with your letters,” he said.

“How do I do that!?”

He showed her and she followed his finger,
moving the cursor up and over and clicking on boxes.

As she did his left leg kind of pushed a
little further over so it was almost touching her right leg. What
was touching her right leg were the backs of his fingers, high up
along her outer thigh, just below the short hem of her dress, in
fact.

She didn't think anything much about it. It
was just the backs of his fingers, after all. At least at
first.

His fingers kind of moved a little up and
down along the side of his thigh, which made them kind of rub a
little against the side of her thigh. But again, it was only the
back of his fingers, and he probably didn't even notice, she
thought.

“No, no, you don't merge until you've set
the alignment,” he said. “Go back here.”

He leaned forward a bit and his hand shifted
to prop him up – shifted onto her left leg.

Keri felt a jolt but didn't protest. It was
much further down her leg than his fingers had been, after all,
almost to her knee.

“That's it, now drag and drop that here,” he
said, pointing at the screen.

She did.

“Good girl,” he said.

His finger stroked her leg a little, up and
down, and gave it a squeeze. But it was near the knee, so … it
wasn't really anything much.

As he continued to explain, though, his hand
stroked lightly, softly, and moved slowly higher, to the point her
focus shifted from what he was telling her to her awareness of
where his hand was! She wanted to tell him to stop, firmly too! But
he was being so nice in spending his time explaining something to
her that, she knew full well, she ought to already know
herself!

And in fact his hand felt kind of nice the
way he was gently caressing her.

Keri had never gone in for short skirts. Nor
did Joshua approve of them. Wearing a short skirt was seen by some
people as submitting to the sexist paternalistic cultural
requirement that women expose as much of their flesh as possible to
the male gaze. And it wasn't like it got very hot much of the time
in Seattle anyway!

So she really wasn't used to people looking
at her legs, admiring her legs, or even touching her legs. Even
boys. Given her shape, their attention was always on her breasts,
except when she was walking away. As a result, she wasn't really as
sensitive about men rubbing her leg as she might have been.

Still, it was hard to think he was doing it
by accident! Maybe he was just being a paternalistic older man and
sort of petting her leg in the way he'd pat her back, like, to
reassure her, she thought.

But as his fingers slid almost up to her
skirt, she felt her pulse rate growing and her heart beating
faster, and little fluttery sensations in her belly as her chest
tightened. And when his fingers began to slide under her skirt she
felt she really had to stop him!

“Mister Simpson,” she gulped, putting her
hand down to grab his wrist.

He turned his head to her, smiling
casually.

“What? Oh,” he said. “Hardly noticed what I
was doing, baby. You have such incredibly soft skin. It was almost
like you know, petting a furry pillow or something that feels good
against your fingers?”

“Are you saying I need to shave my legs?”
she demanded, grinning.

“Oh definitely not,” he said, sliding his
hand back down along her leg, but then sliding it back up again,
openly caressing it.

“Very, very soft, these legs of yours,
baby.”

She flushed and he grinned and took his hand
off, putting it on his own leg as he continued the lesson.

After he'd gone back to his office she
completed her printer labels, quite satisfied with herself, then
attached them to the envelopes. Then she hesitated. She got up
again and went to Marcus' office.

“Mister Washington?”

He was on the phone and he gestured her in.
Without talking, he motioned her to turn, which she did, a bit
puzzled, then she gasped as he slapped her bottom!

She yelped and leapt forward, turning to
give him an open mouthed look of protest.

He replied by grinning, then put his hand
over the mouthpiece of the phone.

“Marcus, remember, baby?”

She flushed. “Marcus. I don't know where you
keep the stamps.”

“Stamp machine, baby. In the supply room.
Ask Christopher.”

She nodded and left the office, feeling a
little sting in her bottom still, and a hot little fluttery
sensation mixed with a sense of indignation. That he'd slapped her
bottom was outrageous! But it was also strangely exciting! He
should certainly not do that, she thought with disapproval.
Still... it made her feel weird that he had!

She sought out Christopher and he led her to
the supply room, gave her a key, and then showed her the stocks and
what to order. The stamp machine was on a high shelf and she
reached up high to get it.

“Let me help.”

He came in behind her and was pressed
solidly against her, as he reached up, past her, taking the stamp
machine down.

Solidly against her!

Given how high she was in the five inch
stiletto booties, and how thin the fabric of the dress was, she
could feel him pushed in between her buttocks! He wasn't hard or
anything but she could still feel a solid mass of... something
pushed against her!

“M-Mister Lewis!” she gulped.

“Yeah, sweetie?”

He handed the device to her, and then his
hands dropped down onto her hips, as he kind of ground himself
against her buttocks. His hands then slid around her, stroking her
belly.

“I-I have to... to get back to my desk!” she
gulped breathlessly.

“You sure you don't need anything else in
here, beautiful?”

“N-No!” she squeaked.

“Okay.”

He eased back a bit, and his hands came off
her belly, but then she felt his big fingers sliding through her
hair, and closing. Suddenly he jerked back sharply. He wasn't
rough, and it only startled her a bit as she gasped, head rolling
back.

He grinned down at her.

“Anything you need from me, beautiful, you
only need to wiggle your little finger,” he said.

He released her hair and then pushed his
groin into her bottom again.

“Or something,” he said in amusement.

“I-I have a boyfriend!” she gulped as his
hands caressed her belly again.

“Maybe you need two,” he said in a low husky
voice.

She could feel his... his thing growing
against her as he ground himself in between her buttocks! Her face
got hot and she felt her mind squirm with embarrassment – and a
sense of anxiety and wonder at how big it felt up against her!

“You could have one for at work, and one for
at home,” he said. “Keep a hot, sexy woman like you busy all the
time.”

“P-Please!” she gulped.

“Sure, beautiful. “But remember, I'm always
available. Full satisfaction guaranteed.”

He left and Keri tried to regain control of
her breathing before following him out.

Men here were so... shameless! Or was it
just that they were Black men? Or older men?

She went back to her desk and stamped the
letters, then took them out into the hall and pushed them into the
letter chute there.

At lunch, she ate in the board room again
with the five men. And just like yesterday, they were all very
appreciative of her presence, and didn't hesitate to look her up
and down and express their admiration!

They joked with and insulted each other in a
good-natured, male sort of way, so Keri kind of accepted that they
joked with her, too. Of course, it wasn't in the same sort of way.
But they definitely teased her.

Like when she mentioned her office chair was
squeaky.

“You sure it's not just crying out in
pleasure?” Anthony asked.

She looked at him in confusion, then blushed
as the other men laughed.

“Hope that's a good, ergonomic chair,”
Terell said. “We don't want this girl getting back problems.”

“Yeah, she's gonna have more than enough
given that heavy weight she's carrying,” Brandon said.

And again Keri didn't get it at first,
thinking he was talking about her weight, though that made no
sense. But his waggling eyes were on her breasts and she blushed
again as the others laughed.

“You guys!” she protested.

“You know, Marcus, maybe you should tell
your wife to pick out a different kind of outfit for Keri,”
Christopher said. “Like, say, a bikini.”

Keri snorted and blushed.

“Yeah, I like that. I vote she wears a
bikini every day!” Brandon said.

“I agree,” Terell said.

“Got my vote,” Anthony said.

“You guys!”

“As senior partner I overrule you all due to
the necessary dignity of our office. Though I would agree that our
lovely Keri in a bikini would certainly make the work day more
enjoyable.”

“Not as much as her naked,” Terell said with
a grin.

“And she could dance on the table at lunch,”
Anthony quipped.

“I don't think so!” Keri gulped.

“Lap dances?” Terell suggested slyly.

Keri was relieved to get back to her desk
after lunch! But her stomach was kind of churning from all the
unvarnished compliments and admiration and the sexually suggestive
language! Especially since they were all pretty darn good looking
men!

Marcus stopped by shortly after to make sure
she wasn't bothered by their kidding around, and she assured him
she wasn't.

“Black men just talk like that, honey,” he
said. “By the way, you free this weekend?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“I got a sudden, urgent call to go to Los
Angeles this weekend to look at a bridge. I need you along to take
notes and hold some things for me while I'm in the field taking
measurements. Anthony will be coming down the next day to
help.”

“Uhm. Uh, okay,” she gulped.

“Don't worry, baby. Separate bedrooms,” he
said with a grin and a wink. “My wife insists.”

She blushed.
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They flew first class on a small airplane,
It had just two seats on either side of the aisle, and of course,
she got the window seat so she could see out. Marcus had flown so
often he didn't care. It was a three hour flight, and of course,
they got to talking.

She talked about Joshua, but let herself
complain a little about her wishing he would be more macho, and
even told him, with rolled eyes, how he still insisted on asking
permission for everything physical he did, every step of the way
along.

“Seriously!?” Marcus exclaimed.

“It's this rule they came out with in
college.”

“Idiot rule designed by idiots for idiots,”
he said.

“Well, it's supposed to ensure that there's
no mistake about consent,” she said.

He made a rude noise. “Look, unless you're
drunk, that should be damn obvious. First, it presumes the girl is
a spineless idiot who can't even say no, much less push a man's
hand off her. Second, it presumes the guy can't take non-verbal
cues to let him know that it's okay to go ahead.”

“Maybe the non-verbal cues can be confusing
to some people,” she said.

“Baby, you know what the non-verbal cues are
for black women?”

She looked back blankly.

“A knee in the groin and fingers in your
eyes,” he said. “Ain't no way to mistake that.”

She laughed in amusement.

“Some of you white girls are so timid they
want to treat you like children,” he said.

“Probably. But some girls are uhm...
shy.”

He snorted in disbelief. “Uh huh. Let's
see.”

He put his hand on her thigh and slid his
fingers up a little under her skirt.

“Mister Washington!” she gasped, clamping
her thighs together, grabbing his hand, and pushing it down.

He grinned.

“We'll forget about the Mister Washington
part. The rest was non-verbal, right? Now that's a non-verbal cue
that anyone but an idiot ought to understand.”

Keri blew out a puff of air, understanding
now. She was glad he hadn't just stuck his hand up her skirt like
some... some guy!

“Well, maybe some girls are more uh, timid
than me.”

“Keri, honey, no insult meant, but you are
not exactly a bold, brassy, confident, pushy broad. You get me? I
mean, you're not super shy but you're not gonna put on blue and red
tights and call yourself Super-girl either.”

“No,” she said, smiling agreement.

“So the idea you need to speak aloud because
people can't understand verbal cues is kind of lame as far as I'm
concerned. I've never had a lover where I was in any doubt about
whether she wanted me to proceed or not. Then again, most of them
are so incredibly aroused just being in my presence, that they
can't help themselves.”

“Oh riiiight!” she said in amusement.

“The other problem is they usually don't
have enough breath to talk because they're panting and moaning so
loudly.”

“You have a great imagination,” she said,
smirking.

“Well, it's hard to be humble when you're
such a magnificent stallion of a man,” he said.

She snorted.

“Don't go telling me the guys you've been
with haven't been panting and bug-eyed to get their hands on that
incredible body of yours, girl,” he said.

She blushed.

“Oh please.”

“No false modesty, babe. You've been wearing
tight outfits the last few days and I'd have to be blind not to see
what a fine looking woman you are. And you're not dumb enough to
look in a mirror and see yourself naked and think how ugly that
is.”

“I'm not... ugly,” she said. “But I'm
nothing special.”

“Uh huh. I bet you're so not special just
about any guy who's ever seen you would have given his left nut to
get inside you.”

She blushed again, her mind squirming with
the contrary emotions of embarrassment at the graphic nature of his
words and a sense of swollen-headed pleasure at the flattery.

“There's plenty of cuter girls than me,” she
said.

“Let's look at the check list,” he said.

He raises his hand and combed his fingers
lightly through her hair.

“Gorgeous, long, silky soft hair.
Check.”

She blushed again.

His hand dropped down to her thigh, rubbing
her leg softly and lightly.

“Soft, milky, beautiful skin. Check.”

“Marcus,” she said reprovingly.

She wasn't displeased, though.

His hand rose and landed on her belly,
rubbing it briefly through the thin white blouse his wife had
selected for her.

“Tight, firm belly. Check.

His hand eased off but a single finger
traced its way up her torso and between her breasts, then paused as
Keri gasped and her eyes widened.

“Gorgeous breasts, check.”

“Marcus!”

His hand slid up, lightly tracing its way
along her throat and up across her chin, then lightly along her
lower lip.

“Soft, sensual lips, check.”

“You're awful,” she said softly,
smiling.

“Cute little nose,” he said, “High
cheekbones. Check and check.”

She giggled.

“Cute little seashell ears. Check.”

“Stop that,” she said, batting his hand
away.

“Big brown eyes a man could drown in,
check.”

Keri gulped, feeling a tightening in her
chest as he spoke, as his finger moved around.

It dropped low and slid along her hip, down
along the side.

“I can't reach it, but a really great ass,”
he said in a low, amused voice.

She giggled again.

Then he raised his hand and slid his fingers
through her hair at the top of her head.

“Sweet, innocent personality, check.”

“I'm not exactly innocent!” she protested,
rolling her eyes.

“I don't think you've had a lot of
experience with men,” he replied with a smile.

“I'm living with a guy!”

“I said men,” he replied in a low, husky
voice.

She gulped again.

“And especially not Black men. We're amazing
lovers, you know.”

“Uh huh.”

He held up his index finger. “See this
finger, baby?”

“Uh huh.”

“I could give you an orgasm right here in
this seat with just this finger inside of five minutes.”

She blushed hotly and looked around them
anxiously, but he'd spoken in a low voice.

“Marcus!”

“Just saying,” he said with a grin.

He drew the finger back and slipped it into
his mouth, then waggled his eyebrows at her.

Keri giggled, but felt a strange little rush
of energy down low in her body.

*

They had a suite at a really fancy hotel. Or
at least, what seemed like a fancy hotel to Keri. She was impressed
by the sheer size of it, never having been in a hotel suite before.
It had a central room with sofa, chair and coffee table, TV, dining
room table, and then kitchenette. Off that was a bathroom, and then
two comfortable bedrooms with double beds.

It was certainly bigger than her apartment,
and the view of Los Angeles was amazing!

They arrived in the late afternoon, so after
unpacking all they had time for was going down to the restaurant
for dinner. The restaurant was, once again, the fanciest she'd ever
been in, and she felt a little nervous. Marcus was reassuring,
though, and explained some of the foods, and told her not to worry
about the prices. The company would write it all off as a business
expense.

Then he offered to show her a little of the
downtown, since they had nothing else to do that evening. They
wound up at a nightclub, where she discovered that despite his
size, Marcus was an awfully good dancer. She felt shy and
self-conscious around him, but loosened up at his gentle teasing
and jokes.

“The dance floor, baby, is not a place to be
shy and inhibited,” he said. “It's a place to let it all hang out
and be free!”

Keri tried to do that, especially given how
many Black girls were there, and what great dancers they all seemed
to be. And it was fun, though kind of breathless. Feeling Marcus
pressed up against her from behind, for example, his arm around her
as they did a kind of fast, sensual Latin dance, made her nipples
harden inside her thin blouse!

But she had to fight the almost subconscious
thought that this was a date. It wasn't! Even if she was dancing
with a guy, and laughing and joking with him, and even if he'd hold
her hand as he led her onto the dance floor or back to their
table.

Well, it was crowded and hard to keep
together!

And even if he kissed her now and then,
affectionately, though, like on the cheek or forehead. Or slapped
her bottom teasingly.

They returned to their hotel suite, after
him having joked.

“May I take you home, Miss?”

“Why yes, you may, sir,” she replied in
amusement.

And then at the door to the suite, he turned
and leered at her jokingly.

“Hows about I come inside for a little
somethin, baby?”

She laughed in amusement.

“Well, as long as you promise not to get
fresh.”

“Fresh? Baby, I can't promise that. I'm as
fresh and clean and perfect a specimen of a studly man in his prime
as you're gonna find.”

He made muscles, holding his arms up and
flexing dramatically, and she giggled again.

He unlocked the door, and his arm went
around her waist as he guided her through it and shut it
behind.

“Love what you've done with the place,” he
said.

“You should see the view from the balcony,”
she replied.

“Well if you don't mind.”

He walked to the big glass door and slid it
aside, and Keri joined him, following him outside.

“This city is beautiful,” she said.

“It can be pretty exciting.”

His arm was around her waist at the balcony,
and then his arm pulled her in against him an she gasped, tilting
her head back.

“Speaking of things that can be pretty
exciting,” he said in a low voice.

Keri giggled, but felt a sudden jolt of
emotion, not sure if he was still kidding.

But then his hands slid down onto her ass
and pulled her rightly against him, her breasts pressed against his
hard, muscled chest. She gasped, tilting her head back and his head
came down, his lips on hers. This kiss was definitely not chaste or
affectionate!

One of his hands slid up off her bottom and
behind her head, even before she considered jerking away. In fact,
she was having a hard time considering anything! Her head was
filled with swirling, churning confused emotions!

A part of her felt a wild dark thrill of
excitement as his lips slid so softly, yet determinedly against
hers! But another part of her felt anguished, uncertain and like
she had to stop him, both because of Joshua and because, well...
because!

But his kiss was so passionate! She couldn't
remember the last time she'd been kissed like this, if ever! His
lips were moving hungrily against hers and his tongue was dipping
and darting and stroking across her lips and in against her own
tongue in a way which was like the flicking of a snake's
tongue!

A lot of guys had kissed Keri in her life,
and mostly they ranged from too strong, like guys shoving their
tongues halfway down her throat, and too timid – like Joshua's.

Still, she knew she had to put a stop to
this! Who knew where it would lead if she didn't!?

She moaned and tried to squirm free, and his
hand came off her head, letting her pull her mouth away. But at the
same time his hands squeezed her buttocks and then lifted her into
the air! Keri gasped, her legs almost instinctively wrapping around
him as her hands shot up onto his shoulders!

He swung her around and set her bottom down
on the cover of the hot tub in the inner corner of the balcony, and
she stared at him, panting, eyes wide.

He was mostly in the shadows, the city's
towers behind him, backlighting him.

“Do you have any idea how fucking gorgeous
you are, baby?”

Keri didn't know what to say! She was
gulping in air and her mind was still swirling as he leaned in
again and this time kissed lightly up along the nape of her neck to
under her ear! At the same time she was aware that her legs had
come well apart as she'd sat there, and he was actually in between
them, pressed against her!

And one of his hands slid through her hair
and then gripped it, jerking sharply enough to make her cry out in
startled pain as her head was forced back. His lips slid down along
the side of her throat and he bit her lightly, growling low in his
throat! It was a sound, a vibration, which made some parts of her
lower belly vibrate in tune!

She squeaked as his hand came up under her
right breast, squeezing it through the thin blouse, and gasped
helplessly, panting for breath.

“M-Marcus!” she moaned.

“Remember, beautiful, you're only young once
and that's your chance to enjoy the thrill of life,” he said.

“But... but... Ohhh!”

He pulled her glasses off, then kissed her
firmly, grinding himself into her groin as Keri felt a sense of
pressure building up within her, a wild, powerful sexual pressure
the likes of which she could hardly ever remember feeling! With it,
of course, came a desperate anxiety and uncertainty, and once
again, that feeling she had to stop this before it got out of
hand!

And then, suddenly, he dropped low, his
hands on her thighs, jerking them up and apart.

Keri squeaked as she found herself sliding
down onto her back on the plastic hot tub cover, her buttocks right
at the edge, or even over it, her legs lifted in his hands and
spread wide apart! That, of course, exposed her in the tiny skirt,
and his mouth opened wide and then closed on her sex!

“Oh! W-What are you doing!?” she gasped.

His tongue was licking her through the thin
crotch of her thong! And the rest of his large mouth was clamped
down on her sex as he growled low in his throat!

“Marcus!” she gasped.

His tongue was so strong as it lapped at
her, and the thong panties were rapidly getting wet.

“W-we can't!” she gasped. “Y-You're
married!”

“What my wife don't know won't hurt you,” he
growled.

And then he tugged aside the crotch of her
thong and her eyes went wide as his tongue licked right against her
bare little sex!

The sensation of him licking her through the
crotch had already been making her thrum with a powerful energy.
Suddenly feeling him against her bare flesh rocketed the sensations
up in power to the point she almost yelled aloud!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Please! Marcus!” she
moaned.

His tongue was licking hard and fast, and
despite the swirling emotional confusion of her mind Keri's body
began to pulse with sexual energy and heat as she squirmed and
gasped and wriggled helplessly there in the dark shadow of the
balcony!

This was crazy! This was insane! She had to
stop this! Now!

But the sexual pressure had become so
powerful, so fast! Her body was swimming in liquid heat, and sexual
electricity seemed to crackle along the surface of her skin!

And then the skirt, which buttoned down the
side, was gone! He'd unbuttoned it without her even noticing! A
quick yank and the thong was torn from her body as he plunged his
tongue deep into the throbbing, burning depths of her pussy!

Keri cried out, her anxieties drowned under
a flood of sensation and heat as his nose ground against her
clitoris and his tongue thrust and twisted and turned deep inside
her!

“Omygod! Omygod! Omygod!” she whimpered.

His hands slid up and gripped the blouse,
then tore it open! Buttons popped as he yanked the two sides apart
and used them to lift her up into a sitting position once
again!

Keri gasped, feeling completely overwhelmed!
She'd never experienced anything like this level of feverish sexual
onslaught! She couldn't even figure out how to react as he yanked
the blouse down to pin her arms to her sides, then leaned in to
kiss her passionately!

His hands slid behind her and undid her bra,
and as she gasped and drew back, he yanked the open top down her
arms and off, then pulled her bra off, as well, leaving her...
naked!

Naked!

“M-Marcus!”

His lips crushed hers, his hand in her hair,
jerking her up and against him as his other hand dropped between
her thighs. He leaned in, making her lean back, and his fingers
began to stroke across her hot, swollen clitoris!

Keri gasped and cried out, her hips jerking
helplessly against him as the heat flooded through her!

He drew back, releasing her, leaving her to
gasp and fall back onto her elbows, then reached down and tore his
own shirt up and off. A moment later his pants were falling down,
and she saw the shadowy outline of his cock rising up thick and
hard!

“M-Marcus! We... we can't - .”

He gripped her thighs and yanked, and she
squeaked as she found herself back on her back, her bare back now,
her legs up and stretched wide. His erection landed on her abdomen,
on her belly, hot and heavy, sliding up and down. It was huge! Keri
gaped at it as it lay along her abdomen like a black club!

“You were made for this, you hot, sexy
girl,” he growled.

He dropped her legs and gripped his
erection, then began to rub the head up and down against the moist,
swollen, overheated mouth of her sex!

Keri shuddered and moaned, surrendering,
giving up any thought that she could stop this even if she wanted
to. And she wasn't at all sure she could work up the necessary
willpower to want it to stop! Oh, she knew it was wrong! But she
felt almost drunk on the fever heat sweeping through her!

The pressure grew as he pushed harder. It
grew into a dull ache, and she felt the force of that pressure grow
and ease, grow and ease, as he slowly pushed himself into her. Keri
whimpered and gasped, feeling herself being stretched wider and
wider as his hands slid up her body and folded around her
breasts.

“Gorgeous tits,” he growled. “Big, round,
soft, beautiful tits.”

She flushed at the crudeness and passionate
certainty of his compliment, then cried out as she began to ache,
as the lips of her sex were stretched farther than they'd ever
stretched! She felt the head of his cock push through and then
drive slowly but determinedly deeper.

“Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Wait! Not so fast!” she
moaned.

He drew back and pushed forward, drew back
and pushed forward, deeper and deeper, stretching taut the soft,
elastic walls of her sex as he forced himself higher into her
quivering, overheated belly.

Then he was sliding deeper as he lifted her
legs up across his shoulders! A moment later he gripped her arms
and pulled, lifting her chest up, folding her body up against him,
drawing her up until she was perched on her tailbone with her legs
over his shoulders and her chest almost pressed against her
thighs!

“Hot sexy little bitch!” he growled.

Every time he moved she squeaked and gasped
as the thick dark spear inside her seemed to go even deeper!

His arms slid around her, then one hand slid
up to capture a thick fistful of hair, jerking her head back so he
could crush his lips against hers.

Keri felt overwhelmed, folded up, squashed
against him, and utterly, utterly helpless!

And then he began to drew his hips in and
back, and thrust them up and forward, in short little thrusts that
made her gasp and yelp and cry out as his big cock moved within
her.

Gradually, his hips moved faster, and
further, and Keri felt the rushing storm of heat sweeping down upon
her as her insides were churned into a burning pulp!

“Come for me, baby. Come for your master,
you hot little bitch in heat!”

His words were... shocking! Strange!
Confusing! But there was something darkly thrilling about them as
he drove himself into her, and Keri shuddered and moaned and cried
out as the heat scaled her!

Then the orgasm swept through her body and
she began to cry out in helpless, wondrous pleasure! He thrust
harder, and her cries followed every thrust as he drove himself
into her with hard, powerful thrusts that made her entire body
shake and shudder to the force of the impact!
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Keri cried out as she was hefted upward and
then fell belly down across his left shoulder!

Crack!

She yelped at the sharp slap to her
bottom.

Marcus laughed and turned, carrying her
inside, walking without any effort as a naked Keri lay across his
shoulder gasping and gulping in air!

“I got a lot to teach you, little white
girl,” he growled.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped.

He carried her into his bedroom and then
swung her up and forward, but not onto the bed. Instead she fell
into his arms, and he kissed her again, before climbing into bed
with her. He set her down and then took her wrists and lifted them
up above her head, pinning them against the bed.

Grinning down at her, he leaned forward, and
a moment later a dazed, panting Keri felt something wrapped around
her wrists.

She moaned and squirmed her head twisting up
and back as he drew back.

It was... a silk scarf!

A moment later she yelped as he yanked her
right ankle over to the side, then wrapped another scarf around
it!

“M-Marcus!?”

He ignored her, moving around to the other
side, grabbing her ankle and roughly yanking it far apart, to tie
that down to.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gulped
anxiously.

“Setting the table, baby,” he said.

He climbed into bed as Keri stared up at
him, wide-eyed, then down, as his cock, still fully erect, was
dropped onto her belly.

“You see how deep it's gonna go, baby, when
I bury it inside your hot, tight little pussy?”

Keri did, her eyes wide as she saw him in
the full light of the night table, gasping at the size and
thickness of his cock! She raised her eyes up the long, powerful
length of his muscular body to his determined, hungry face and
moaned, knowing she was totally at his mercy.

That was both a scary and a wild, thrilling
thought!

He lowered himself atop her prone body,
though catching most of the weight of his upper body on his elbows.
Then, with him atop her, he began to kiss her, gently, at first,
but with growing hunger as Keri lay helpless below him.

He took his time, and she felt his hard
erection pressed against her belly, rubbing and grinding there as
he kissed her. Slowly, he shifted his mouth up along her neck and
throat, then downward, his hands kneading her breasts.

His lips joined them, sucking and chewing
and even biting at her breasts as she yelped and gasped and cried
out and moaned as her breasts began to throb and burn and swell, as
her nipples began to sparkle and crackle like live wires were
attached to them!

Then it was further down, his lips and
tongue and teeth nipping and licking and sucking at her belly and
abdomen before he found her sex. Now his thumbs spread her open as
his tongue went to work.

Keri's hips began to roll and grind upward,
her breathing becoming more and more ragged, the flush of her face
spreading down her chest. His fingers slid into her, two large,
thick fingers, stroking and pumping as he licked, and she whimpered
and moaned as the storm of sensation threatened to shatter her
mind!

Then he was suddenly over her, pushing into
her, and she cried out again and again as he buried himself inside
her and began to thrust hard and fast!

It... hurt. But the wild dark animal heat
swept around her and the orgasm followed as she cried out again and
again, writhing and straining against the scarfs as he drove
himself into her with hard, powerful thrusts!

He drew back, leaving her panting, moaning,
chest heaving. His hands stroked gently over her body, his fingers
rolling her nipples, plucking at them, his lips sucking
rhythmically against them. Meanwhile, his right hand was down
between her legs, fingering her, rubbing her, thrusting into her
and pumping in and out.

Keri trembled and shook, panting helplessly,
slack jawed as the heat closed around her mind. He loomed over her
again and she cried out as he thrust himself into her body. Another
orgasm tore through her as he thrust into her his hips pounding
against her thighs!

He was so big! The feel of his big cock
inside her was setting her mind and body aflame!

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
forcing her head sharply back. Then he seized the front of her
throat in his jaws and growled as he bit down softly but
firmly.

She felt as if she was being ravished by a
wild animal!

He jerked his head back and jerked hers
forward.

“Are you my bitch, baby?” he growled.

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please!” she whimpered as
his fingers stroked her clitoris.

“Say it!” he growled, jerking on her hair.
“Say it!”

“Yes!” she cried.

He leaned in, his lips lightly brushing
hers.

“Say I'm Malcolm's bitch,” he ordered.

“I-I'm Malcolm's bitch!” she whimpered.

His cock was rubbing up and down against her
burning sex and she trembled and shook.

“Beg me to fuck you, white girl!” he
growled. “Beg me!”

“Please!”

“Beg, you hot little white bitch!”

“F-Fuck me!”

He jerked on her hair.

“ Beg me.”

“Please fuck me!”

He straightened and leaned back, abandoning
her hair, and Keri lay there, chest heaving, eyes wide, watching as
he turned and undid the scarf from one ankle, then the other. Then
he turned towards her, his eyes hot and hungry. He seized her legs
in his huge hands and lifted them up and them back against her.

“Tell me you're my bitch!”

She gasped as her legs were jammed back
against her breasts by his weight.

“I-I'm your bitch!” she moaned.

His cock rubbed up and down against her, and
he crossed her ankles up high, holding them in one hand, then
pushed himself firmly into the mouth of her sex!

He shifted his grip on her ankles now,
taking one in each hand and forcing them wide apart as he leaned
forward, jamming them down past her shoulders on either side!

“Beg for my cock, bitch!”

“Please fuck me! Oh!”

He shoved her feet back all the way to the
headboard above her, then drove his long, gleaming black cock deep
into her belly!

Keri cried out, then cried out again as he
drew his hips up and then again as he thrust down, deep! Her cries
grew faster as his movements grew quicker, and then another orgasm
exploded within her as she sobbed and moaned and cried out in dazed
pleasure!

His hips ground against her, then drew back,
pounding hard, ground against her, then drew up and pounded her
hard, ground against her, then drew up and pounded into her again
and again and again as Keri gurgled and sobbed, dazed, covered in
perspiration, wave after wave of scalding sexual heat sweeping over
her.

She was crushed beneath his size and weight,
her buttocks forced upward as he pinned her ankles to the mattress
above her head. Every time his hips slammed down against them and
drove them into the mattress she cried out, and then he'd draw back
and her springy spine would raise her bottom to meet the next hard
thrust!

It was like nothing Keri had ever
experienced in her life! She felt so completely dominated, so
utterly overwhelmed and overpowered, and utterly drowned in
merciless heat and shocking pleasure!

She was battered and pounded again and
again, until finally, with a guttural curse of pleasure, he came,
spending himself deep inside her and relaxing.

He groaned and eased back, letting her body
unfold at last.

“Hot, tight, gorgeous little sex machine,”
he sighed.

Keri lay on her back, groaning, wondering
what had happened. She felt shell-shocked by what had happened. How
many orgasms had she had anyway!?

And Malcolm wasn't finished yet! He was just
more relaxed now as his hands roamed her body, stroking and
caressing her, and he leaned in to lick and suck on her nipples and
breasts.

“M-Malcolm,” she groaned. “We... we
shouldn't have done that.”

“Why not. I think you enjoyed it? I sure as
shit know I did.”

“But... but it's wrong!”

He snorted contemptuously.

“I belong to Joshua,” she moaned.

He leaned in and gripped her hair and yanked
her head back.

“Oh! Malcolm!”

“You hot, sexy female,” he growled. “You
belong to whatever man is strong enough to take you!”

He pulled up and then released her hair and
gripped her body to flip it onto her belly. He rose to his knees
and yanked her hips upward, then slapped her bottom sharply.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Raise that ass high, bitch!” he
ordered.

Crack!

“Ow! Anthony!”

“You're my bitch! Obey me!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

His big hand cupped her sex gently but
firmly, and he lifted her up and pushed forward to fold her body
more tightly together. Her upper thighs were pressed in against her
belly as he gripped her hair to jerk her head back.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You're my bitch, remember, baby?”

Crack!

“Oh! Malcolm!”

“That's it. I want this hot, sexy body
positioned all ready, like a bitch in heat, ready to be mounted and
ridden hard!

Crack!

“Spread those legs, bitch!”

Gasping, wide eyed, Keri obeyed, and his
fingers rubbed gently along the sopping, swollen line of her
sex.

“That's the right position for you, baby,
all ready and waiting to be mounted and used hard.”

His thumb sank into her, and it was bigger
than most of the guys she'd had sex with! It pumped lightly in and
out as she trembled and gasped, staring at her bound wrists and
feeling a wild animal heat swirling higher inside her again.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” he
ordered.

Keri moaned.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I-I want your cock inside me!” she
exclaimed.

His fingers massaged her and his thumb
pumped inside her, and Keri trembled and moaned.

“Tell me you want my big black cock inside
you.”

“Oh! Ohhhh!” she gasped as her hips rolled
helplessly

Crack!

“Say it, bitch.”

“I-I want your... your big black cock inside
me!”

It was such a shocking thing to say! She
felt a hot pulse roll through her as she heard her own voice!

He was rubbing and caressing her, and Keri
felt herself melting under the hot, steaming liquid heat rolling
through her body and mind!

His thumb pulled out and his fingers slid
into her, two long, thick fingers, rubbing and stroking as he also
caressed her clitoris.

“Beg me to fuck you, little bitch.”

“Please!”

Crack!

“Beg, baby bitch.”

“Please fuck me!”

Crack!

“What's my name, girl?”

“Malcolm!” she moaned. “Please fuck me,
Malcolm!”

His fingers twisted and turned as they
pumped in and out, and now his thumb was pushing down against her
wrinkled back passage!

“You know what, you should call me sir,” he
said.

Crack!

“Say it, bitch.”

Keri shuddered, her emotions roiled by the
wild confusion and dark heat assailing her! It did seem more
natural to call him sir given he was her boss, and give their age.
But it also cemented the idea he wasn't exactly her boyfriend! She
was having sex with her boss! That was so … outrageous!

“Sir!”

“Beg for my cock!”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

He chuckled throatily, and added a third big
finger so that Keri shuddered and moaned at the stretching and
aching.

“Tell me you want my big black cock inside
you!”

“I-I want your... your big black cock inside
me, Sir!” she moaned.

His fingers rubbed harder, thrust deeper,
and she cried out again and again, her hips bucking back
desperately as another massive orgasm howled through her overloaded
nervous system.

Keri had never in her life felt such
powerful orgasms! And never felt so many all at once! She felt as
if she were being drowned in sensation!

“That's it, you hot little white bitch. Come
on my black fingers,” he growled, thrusting them in deep and hard
as he stroked her clitoris.

His fingers made her ache, but ache
deliciously, inflaming her mind with the pressure and depth! She
felt sopping wet, and was burning up as the pressure continued to
grip her body and mind. She shuddered and panted for breath, eyes
glazed as the orgasm faded, but he showed no signs of stopping.

He did pull his fingers out, but only to
grip her hair and force it up a little,, then slide those fingers
into her mouth.

“Suck! Lick! Do it, white girl!” he
growled.

Moaning, she obeyed, licking and sucking his
long black fingers.

He moved away, and then returned and his
fingers slid into her again. They were slicker this time, and she
didn't think it was from her saliva. But she wasn't exactly putting
a lot of thought into it as she lay her chin on the mattress and
groaned dazedly.

Then his thumb pressed against her back
opening and she whimpered and moaned a low half protest. It was
slick, too, rubbing and stroking, and then pushing into her slowly.
It pumped in and out just like the ones in her pussy, slick,
slippery, warm and thick.

It pulled out and then... then something
else pushed into her. It was cooler, harder, slicker, as if it had
no texture. And it was wider. Her eyes fluttered as the increasing
pressure brought her out of that delicious afterglow of languorous
ease and she tried to understand what was happening.

“Wh-What are... are you... doing?” she
moaned.

Crack!

She gasped.

“You're my bitch, remember. I can do
whatever I want to you.”

Keri gasped, and her mind started to swirl
anew, putting together her bound wrists and his words with what he
meant and what he was doing. It was, she thought, something like
that kinky kind of sex involving bondage she had only peripherally
heard of. Was that what he was doing!?

She gasped at how wide she was being
stretched back there, and tried to raise her head to look
around.

Crack!

“Ow! Malcolm!” she whined.

“I didn't say you could move, white girl.
You're my bitch, remember.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“And you got to call me sir.”

The thick thing slipped through the opening
to her body, and then abruptly seemed to narrow, but... not
entirely, not all the way. Something remembered, something as thick
as perhaps her little finger. And then something else was pressed
against her from the outside.

His fingers, meanwhile, were still pumping
slowly and deeply inside her pussy, twisting and turning as they
moved in and back. They pulled out, and then something else pushed
against her, something thick that stretched her deliciously wide.
It wasn't without texture, like the thing in her bottom, but it
wasn't, she thought, him.

It slid deep, making her gasp and moan,
filling her up and stretching her out.

“Hot, sexy little bitch,” he said, his hand
sliding up and down her spine.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


He knelt behind her and leaned over her,
untying her wrists. But then he drew them back behind her back
before she understood his intent, and crossed them there at the
small of her back. One of them still had the scarf tied around it,
and now he wrapped it around the other several times and bound them
firmly together.

Then he drew a thin strap up along her
abdomen, then another, and brought them across her hips and back
behind her, where he buckled them together. Another thin strap was
drawn between her trembling thighs, up between her buttocks, and
behind her to fasten to the others.

“All right, you sexy girl,” he said, winding
her hair around his fist.

“Up on your knees.”

Keri gasped at the pull on her hair, and
jerked upright as he grinned at her. He backed up and stepped off
the bed, pulling her forward. He halted at the edge of the bed,
leaned in and kissed her deeply and passionately as Keri moaned
into his mouth.

“Now on the floor, you hot little white
bitch.”

She gasped as he pulled on her hair again
and led her down onto her knees on the floor. She stared down
between her legs, open-mouthed to see the base of something thick
and dark there, the base of... a dildo?! It was held in place by
the thin straps he'd angled up across her hips!

She twisted her head, trying to see behind
her, but couldn't.

“Now, it's time for you to make the boss
happy,” he growled, combing through her hair and wrapping it around
his fist again.

He guided her lips down onto his cock, and
she gulped, heart thumping, and began to lick at it.

“Start by sucking your bosses balls,” he
said.

Keri flinched and blushed at the crudeness
of the words and the... the implication that somehow she was just
having sex with the boss for some slutty reason! But the protests
churning inside her never had a chance to be vocalized as he pulled
her mouth in against his testicles.

“Lick them, white girl. Then suck them into
your hungry little mouth.”

She obeyed, but was still filled with
uncertainty and confusion. She sort of got this tying-up business,
and why she had to call him sir. He was playing some kind of kinky
game. But he was introducing race into things a lot, where it had
never much come up since she'd known him.

She mouthed his balls, sucking and licking
at them as he held firmly to her hair. Then, under his direction,
she began to lick up and down the length of his semi-flaccid cock
as he held it up along his abdomen.

“Please your boss, baby, and maybe he won't
fire your white ass,” he growled.

Keri flinched again. What was he talking
about? He was using a mean, growly voice too! It was so unlike him!
She licked anxiously at his cock and mouthed it as he lowered the
head. It was growing thicker and he drew her lips around the
head.

“Now suck my cock,” he ordered. “Suck your
bosses black cock or he'll punish you for being a bad little
bitch.”

This was definitely some sort of silly
playacting game, she thought. That was... reassuring, even though
it confused her. She had no experience with sexual games like this.
Still, it was kind of kinky, and the more she kind of understood it
the more exciting it felt – in a nasty, kinky wild sort of way.

She was tied up, after all, tied up naked!
And he was treating her like some sort of... helpless prisoner!

She gasped as he jerked her head up and back
and glared down at her.

“Are you my bitch?” he demanded in that same
tone.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she squeaked.

She gasped as he drew her mouth down onto
his cock again, now almost hard. She sucked and bobbed up and down
as he began to pump his hips forward. His thick cock pushed deep
into her mouth, almost making her gag, then he drew back.

“What are you?”

“I-I'm your bitch!” she gulped, wide
eyed.

He glowered at her, then, using his hold on
her hair like some kind of handle, forced her to bend over and
moved aside.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom sharply and she
yelped, even as he jerked her upright again.

“You forgot to call me sir,” he growled.

“S-sir!” she gasped.

This was so kinky and wild, she thought
breathlessly.

“Beg me to keep your job,” he growled.

She stared at him blankly.

“Beg me to not to fire your little white
ass.”

“I... P-Please don't fire me, sir!” she
gulped.

He grinned.

“Again. More emotion.”

“Please don't fire me, sir!” she whined.

He clearly liked that, and that sent another
little rush of reassurance through Keri that this was just a weird
playacting sex game.

“Maybe if you please your boss's cock more,
you might hold onto your job,” he said sternly. “So get to work.
Suck that black cock, white girl!”

“Y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

She licked and sucked it, sliding her lips
deep, feeling a wild rush of delicious heat as she finally thought
she understood his kinky game!

“Lazy little white girl. You're gonna have
to suck a lot of black cock if you want to keep your job,” he
growled.

She moaned around his cock, bobbing up and
down.

“And no lazy half-efforts, white girl. You
gots to suck cock the way a Black woman would!”

What did he mean by that, Keri wondered.

He jerked back sharply on her hair again and
she cried out as her head was forced way back, and her back arched.
At the same time, he squatted before her, his fingers at her sex,
rubbing her clitoris.

“Do you love that big black cock inside you,
white girl? Do you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Do you want to come again, you hot little
white slut? You want to come on this black cock?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she whimpered, her hips
jerking and grinding helplessly.

He stopped, though, before she could, and
jerked up and forward on her hair.

“You gots to suck that black cock first,
white girl, before I let you come again.”

His cock filled her mouth and she moaned and
panted as her tongue licked excitedly.

Then he jerked back on her hair again.

“Do you want to keep your job, white girl?”
he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Beg for it.”

“Please don't fire me, sir!”

“Do you promise to suck my black cock for me
whenever I want?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

This was so sick! And hot!

“Say it.”

“I-I promise to suck your black cock
whenever you want, sir!”

He pushed forward and jerked on her hair to
push his cock into her mouth again. Then he began to use his grip
on her hair to pull her forward before tilting her head back. She
rolled her eyes up at him and then felt a shock as his cock pushed
forward, deep into her throat!

She jerked violently back, on pure instinct,
but he'd already put his other big hand behind her head, and she
couldn't fight against the pull of both as he slid his cock deeper
and deeper! She wanted to scream and tell him to stop as her throat
suddenly bulged alarmingly and her gag reflex fluttered wildly!

But she could say nothing, and with her
wrists tied, could do nothing, as her lips were forced all the way
down his thick cock, all the way down to the base, until her face
was pushed in firmly against his groin!

“Ahh, that's it, white girl. Now you're deep
throating like a Black girl,” he growled.

Keri was hardly an innocent. She knew very
well what it meant to deep throat a guy. She'd never done it
before, though she'd once come close. It just seemed she couldn't
resist the demand of her gag reflex, and every time she'd tried it
had forced her to jerk violently back again.

This time she had no choice! And she
remained locked against his groin, trembling and jerking and
twisting helplessly as his big hands pinned her face to his crotch,
her lips wrapped tightly around the base of his cock.

“That's it, you beautiful little white slut.
You got every inch down your throat now,” he sighed happily.

She couldn't breath. And her need to breath
rapidly tore her attention away from gagging, which, oddly, seemed
to stop her from gagging. All she cared about now was breathing, as
her head began to pound and her chest began to burn, and she moaned
and whimpered around his thick black cock as he held her there.

Then he drew back and pulled her head back,
and his big cock slid up her throat and out, so that suddenly she
could breath. Well, after coughing first. Then she could suck in
deep, desperate breaths of air as saliva dribbled over her lower
lip and down her chest.

“Gonna be a black man's bitch, you gots to
know how to please a black man's cock, white girl,” he said.

And then, with practically no warning, he
jerked back on her hair, which automatically opened her lips wider
than they'd already been, and drove himself into her mouth and down
her throat again!

Keri was less panicked this time, but her
body still jerked and twisted against his tight grip as he held her
in place.

“Soon you'll be able to suck cock like a
pro,” he said. “All you have to do is conquer your gag reflex, show
it who's boss, and convince it you love to swallow black meat.”

He pulled out and again she coughed and
gasped for breath, light-headed now, dazed as he chuckled and
rubbed his cock over her face.

“You sexy little she bitch,” he said. “Hot,
tight little white virgin girl. I'm gonna turn you into a
nymphomaniac sex slave.”

That was just more of his weird playacting,
she thought dazedly, though she wasn't really thinking much at all
but how wonderful air tasted.

He plunged his big cock deep into her throat
again... and again... and again, leaving her even more dazed and
light-headed. But it gradually got easier. She knew she wouldn't
choke, since she hadn't any of the previous times.

He finally put her face down on the floor,
eyes slitted, jaw slack, gasping for breath. He slapped her bottom,
raised her hips, jerked her belly in tight against her thighs, and
spread her legs.

Then his fingers began to stroke her again
as he undid the straps and pulled the dildo in and out, in and out,
pumping an twisting it as she trembled and panted dazedly.

“Hot, sexy little white bitch,” he growled.
“You were built for black men to use. I'm gonna ride you like a
bull, like a big black bull, and fuck your brains out!”

He pulled the dildo out and then his own
cock pushed into her, thick and hard and hot and slick, and Keri
groaned weakly as he buried every last inch inside her aching
belly.

“Hot little sex toy. That's what you are,
baby. A sex toy. And I aim to do a lot of playing with my sexy
little toy.”

He ground his hips against her, his hands
roaming her body, then began to pump in and out. His fingers combed
through her hair, then pulled her chin up off the floor, even while
his other hand came down between her shoulder blades to pin her in
place.

She gasped and grunted as his big cock
thrust into her in hard, powerful strokes, the heat spreading
through her body and reawakening that wild sense of sexual pressure
now that she could fill her lungs. Her scalp ached as he thrust
into her, and she had an overwhelming sense of helplessness, of
being his to use, to do with as he chose, whatever he chose! It was
a sense of complete submission, knowing she could resist
nothing!

And that big black cock kept driving into
her burning, spasming pussy as his hips slapped bruisingly against
her buttocks!

“Tell me you love my black cock, white
girl!” he demanded.

He lifted his hand from between her shoulder
blades, and pulled her up and back by the hair, her back
arching!

“Say it, bitch!”

“I-I love your black cock!” Keri cried
weakly.

Crack!

“You forgot to say sir, girl!”

“I love your black cock, Sir!” Keri
moaned.

His hand squeezed her breast, kneading and
mashing it up against her ribs.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

His hips ground against her and then he put
her face down again, thrusting harder and faster, so her entire
body shuddered to the impact!

Keri gurgled and cried out in a long,
warbling, breathless moan of helplessly thrilled passion, and then
exploded into another massive climax, sobbing and writhing and
twisting as convulsions wracked her body.

And all through it came that big black cock
spearing deep into her belly!

*

The bathroom had a huge tub.

Malcolm filled it, put in bath oil, and they
both had a bath, which was deeply relaxing after that wild and
outrageous, not to mention violent sex! On the other hand, he
didn't untie her wrists, despite her telling him to!

“You ma bitch!” he said in his blackest
accent.

“But the silk will be ruined!”

“It ain't silk, white girl. It's polyester,”
he said with a smirk. “It'll be fine.

“But... but you have to untie me!” she
exclaimed.

“Nope. Gonna keep you as my sex slave
forever,” he said with another grin.

She rolled her eyes, exasperated.

On the other hand, he sat her across his lap
in the big tub, and his big hands caressed her body in a way which,
however gentle, began to set her heart pounding and pulse racing
again!

“Love these titties,” he said, squeezing one
as he looked down admiringly.

It felt... good... having his big hands
sliding over her. Just like the warm water felt good. And it all
helped distract her from her sense of guilt over having cheated on
Joshua. Although, she reassured herself, she hadn't really cheated.
After all, her relationship with Joshua was romantic, a meeting of
souls, while this was just... play sex... just physical! Very, VERY
physical!

“So was that your first black cock, white
girl?”

She flushed and then nodded, though she gave
him a reproving look.

“Bet you're sore inside,” he said smugly,
his hand dropping down under the water and his fingers gently
rubbing the lips of her sex.

She was, in fact.

“I'm gonna addict you to black cock, so if
you don't get some every day your eyes will get all sunken and
you'll roam the streets desperately looking for some.”

She snorted.

“You don't think much of yourself, do
you?”

He frowned at her, then pinched one of her
nipples.

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said.

“Ow! Sir!”

“Remember, little bitches that disrespect
their black masters get spanked.”

She rolled her eyes, feeling a mixture of
amusement and something darker.

“You want a spanking, white girl?

She felt a little rush of anxiety.

“No, sir!”

“Tell me you love feeling my big black cock
up inside you.”

She flushed but said it.

“What is this... thing inside me?” she
asked.

He snorted, then slid his big right arm
under her knees and scooped her legs up out of the water, pressing
them back against her chest. That pressed her back against
his chest, of course, and she slid down a little, as well,
so that her buttocks were lifted high.

“You mean this?”

Now she could see it was like a round blue
jewel, sort of like a quarter, but jewel-like, pressed against her
body. She watched as he slid his fingers and thumb under the edges
and slowly pulled up, gasping as she felt the pressure of the thing
inside her trying to exit her body.

She saw the flat jewel pull away from her,
and then her opening grew wider as a stainless steel something
pushed out into view. He pulled it out and she could see it looked
sort of like an egg, though it narrowed more on top and was flat on
the bottom. He pushed it back into her, then, so that the flat blue
jewel lay against her opening.

“That's a butt-plug. That's gonna get your
tight little ass ready to be pounded by black cock.”

She felt her face heat at his words, and
felt another rush of anxiety. He was so big! What would it feel
like back there!

“You're too big!” she blurted.

He made a rude sound. “Not likely, baby.
You're gonna get every inch up your beautiful ass before we get
back home.”

“But...”

“And if you don't have a huge orgasm while
I'm fucking your ass you won't have to ever do it again.”

Keri felt – oddly – that that seemed fair.
It was only later she realized that it was not up to him to decide
if she did it at all, much less how often! Somehow her mind was
just... accepting he had the right to fuck her in the ass!

He soaped her up slowly, his hands sliding
sensually over her soft body, and arousing her again, then he
rinsed them both off and climbed out of the tub. He toweled
himself, then toweled her off as well.

He bent her way over the counter and slid
the black dildo into her mouth. It was very realistically shaped
and she sucked it reluctantly, since it had been up inside her
pussy for so long!

Then he pushed it down her throat! She
hadn't been expecting that, and gagged, but his body was pressed
against her bottom, and her head was being pulled up and back by
the hair. She had no way to really avoid it as he pulled the thing
out, then pushed it in, then pulled it out again a number of
times.

“Good girl,” he said as he finally pulled it
free.

Keri's head was pounding, and she was
drooling and gasping and coughing. He had to get tissues to wipe
her eyes and blow her nose. Then he slid the dildo deep into her
pussy and attached the straps to hold it in place, before untying
the wet scarf and tying another in its place.

He carried her out into the living room and
set her down on her knees next to the sofa, then turned on the TV
before going to his bedroom and getting a pair of sweatpants to
wear. He came back and turned on the news, leaving her kneeling
before him naked and impaled and feeling... distinctly...
sexual.

She recovered quickly from him pumping the
dildo in her throat. It felt a little sore, and she felt resentment
at him for doing it. At the same time, though, she felt a sense of
accomplishment. In the end, she had accepted the thing in her
throat with hardly any problem! She would soon be able to
deep-throat guys like a really sexually sophisticated girl!

After the news he led her into his bedroom
and into his bed, then put her on her back and sprawled out on his
belly between her spread legs as his tongue went to work on her
clitoris, licking her to several orgasms before grinning and
turning out the light.

“W-wait!” Keri gasped.

“What is it, slave girl?” he asked in the
dark.

“You forgot to untie me!”

“Didn't forget.”

“But I can't sleep like this!”

“I bet you can.”

“And you left this... dildo inside me!”

“Foxy little white girl like you should have
a black cock inside her all the time.”

“But Malcolm!”

“Go to sleep, white girl, or I'll give you a
spanking.”
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She slept poorly, mostly dozing, and felt
aroused all night long. When she did fall asleep, it was to deeply
erotic dreams! In the morning, Malcolm wakened her with his moist
fingers rubbing her clitoris.

Keri moaned helplessly, already wrapped in a
hazy cloud of sexual hunger before her mind was even fully awake.
She wakened confused because of the new room and bed and because of
the pressure inside her and because her hands wouldn't move.

Then he rolled her over and pulled her mouth
down onto his cock, forcing it down to the base and pumping her
head up and down with his big fist locked around her hair. He
rolled her back, then pulled the dildo out of her and pinned her
ankles back behind her head as he fucked her with hard, powerful
strokes, sending her into three consecutive climaxes before
spilling his seed inside her.

He still wouldn't untie her. Room service
arrived with breakfast, and he sat at the table while she knelt on
the floor beside him, still naked. He fed her, making her lick out
of his fingers and hand. Only then did he release her and let her
go to her bedroom to get ready for work.

He picked out her outfit. It was a short,
tight black skirt and a tight white blouse with a puffy neckline
and high heels – stiletto heels.

He put on a green shirt and green pants.

“We're going out to look at this bridge,” he
said. “I'll be calling out numbers and things. You write them down
for me.”

“Okay,” she said uncertainly.

“First, I have to inspect you and make sure
you're properly outfitted.”

She looked at him blankly, then gasped as he
bent her over the table and lifted the skirt.

“I can see you're not,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Marcus!”

Crack!

“That's sir to you, white girl. Where's the
butt-plug?”

“But.. but... we're going out!”

He put the butt-plug back inside her, then
showed her another little toy. This was pink. It was about the size
of the butt-plug but made of much softer silicone, and shaped
differently. It also had a curved flexible little tail. He slid the
thing inside her, all except the tail, which curved up across her
clitoris. Then he used a thin little strap – almost a string, to
keep the tail in place, before pulling her thong up.

“But – .”

“Don't question your master, white
girl.”

He let her stand up.

“What if it falls out?” she gulped, looking
down.

“It ain't going to. That's why it's got that
little line attached.”

“But why – .”

He grinned and held up a little box of some
kind. He pressed it and the thing inside her began to buzz!

She squealed in alarm, her hips jerking as
she felt it vibrating inside her!

“The big part, that's going to massage your
G-spot,” he said. “The little one, well, you can feel what that's
gonna do.”

“Oh! Malcolm! Turn it off!” she squealed,
clamping her thighs together.

“I'll turn it on or off whenever I choose
to. You'll just have to cope.”

“But what if someone hears it!”

“You can barely hear it, even trying to, in
this quiet little apartment. Outside, no one will hear a
thing.”

He did turn it off, though, and then they
left the hotel suite and traveled downstairs in the elevator. He
turned it on for half the trip, making her gasp and moan
helplessly, her thighs clamped together. Then he turned it off and
they walked across the lobby and out to a waiting taxi.

He turned it on again in the back of the
taxi, and Keri jerked and gasped and pursed her lips, then tried to
ignore it as they sped along, grateful the radio was on and the
window open! Her insides began to churn and she fought to keep from
wriggling on the seat until the thing was turned off again!

They met up with a group of men next to a
bridge across the L.A. river – which was dry at the moment. It
usually was, and it was paved, as well. She wondered if any other
river in the world had been paved.

The men at the river had various devices to
survey and study the bridge, and Malcolm spoke to them in what was,
to Keri, mostly a foreign language, related to engineering terms
she'd never heard of. She followed Malcolm down into the riverbed
as he looked up, using binoculars. As he did he'd call out numbers
for her to record on a notepad. They were notes on where along the
bridge he saw signs of rust or problems that needed to be looked
more closely at.

One of the men then drove a scissor lift
under the bridge. He and Malcolm got on board, and Malcolm helped
her up as well. The platform rose high into the air, until Malcolm
could actually touch the bridge, and there he chipped away with a
hammer or placed measuring devices against it, calling out numbers
and notations to Keri to write down.

The platform was lowered again, and Keri
gasped and dropped the notebook as the vibrator went on. She
gripped the railings tightly as her lower body began to pulse with
sensation, and watched the platform operator anxiously in case he
noticed anything.

The lift dropped all the way down, then it
was moved along before rising once more. The vibrator didn't stop
until they were in position again. By then she was sweating and
trembling and her fingers were white as they clutched at the
railing and moaned low in her throat.

But then Malcolm got back to business,
turning it off, and she was able to start to breath normally again
as he examined the metal and support columns, chipped away at them,
then employed the same measuring devices again to scan the
metal.

Once more, Keri wrote down the numbers and
comments he told her to. And then the platform descended once more
and the vibrator was turned on. She closed her eyes and dropped her
chin, breathing heavily as the platform got lower and lower and
lower. When it reached bottom, the operator made it drive a little
further forward, then it raised again.

Keri ground her thighs together and turned
to look outward, her back to him and on the opposite side of the
platform. She felt the sexual tension like electricity, crackling
over her body as her nipples tingled and crackled with heat and her
breasts throbbed!

The platform reached the proper height and
the vibrator turned off. Then Malcolm got to work once more.

On the verge of orgasm, she began to settle
down, and her trembling fingers opened the notebook again as she
searched for the pencil.

The platform was about twelve feet in length
and perhaps five feet wide. The controls were at one end of the
platform. Malcolm was in the middle, and Keri kept as far to the
other end as she could! As Malcolm finished his measurements and
told the operator – Al – to take it down, she braced herself.

The machine started to whine as it lowered,
and the vibrator started to buzz as it started to vibrate, and
Keri's hips jerked violently forward! Already over-sensitized, her
clitoris began to pulse faster and faster and she shuddered and
gripped the bars behind her, her breathing becoming more and more
ragged. Then the orgasm hit and she pulled one hand desperately
away from the rail, clamping her hand over her mouth as she sank to
a squat, then her knees, trembling and shaking.

Malcolm ignored her, talking to Al about the
LA Raiders.

The device moved forward and the platform
rose once more. The vibrator turned off, and Keri got shakily to
her feet, sweating and gulping in air.

She had four more orgasms before Malcolm had
Al take the thing down permanently. She was bedraggled, pale, and
the front of her thong felt as if it was soaking wet!

They went back to the hotel in another taxi,
as she squirmed and trembled while the vibrator buzzed away, then
got into the elevator to go upstairs. The doors closed and he
grinned.

“Turn around and face the wall, put your
hands on it and push your ass out.”

She looked at him dazedly and he spun her
around.

“Obey your master, slave girl.”

She shuddered and put her hands against the
wall, pushing her bottom out as he lifted the short skirt up to
bare her bottom.

“Oh God!” she sobbed as he tugged the thong
aside and rubbed her sopping sex.

“Pretty wet here, white girl,” he said in
amusement.

It didn't take much. His fingers rubbed her
clitoris and her hips began to buck back more and more violently.
She cried out in wanton, helpless pleasure as another orgasm tore
through her mind and body, her hips grinding and rolling and
bucking back against his fingers as he chuckled in amusement.

Inside the suite he ordered her to strip
naked and bend over the table with her legs spread. She did so
eagerly, moaning as her heavy, warm, swollen breasts pillowed out
against the table top.

Crack!

“Raise that little white ass high, bitch,”
he growled.

Moaning, she obeyed, and the vibrator
started to buzz again.

“Don't move.”

He walked past her to the closet and hung up
his jacket, going through the pockets, as Keri bent over, moaning,
her breasts grinding against the table as her lower body began to
roll and grind.

He came back and slapped her bottom
sharply.

“I said don't move, bitch.”

He walked on past to the kitchen, leaving
her there, bent over, bottom raised and legs apart.

He came back and seized a thick fistful of
hair, jerking her head up and back.

“Do you want my black cock inside you, white
girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

He slapped her bottom.

“With what, bitch? What do you want me to
fuck you with, white girl?”

“Y-Your black cock, sir! Please fuck me with
your black cock!”

He chuckled and released her hair, then
moved behind her.

Keri shuddered as the bulb pulled free of
her, and thought she could feel her own juices trickling down her
thigh for a moment. Then the thick head of his cock pushed against
her, forcing the lips of her sex in and back, and then slid deep
into her slender body.

“Huunngghhh!” she cried, arching up and back
violently.

He gripped her hair and slammed her back
down against the table, then began to thrust hard and fast from the
start.

Keri felt an incredible rush of sexual
energy followed by an explosive release of sexual tension that made
her scream. A moment later one of his hands slid around her throat,
closing off her breathing as he continued to pound himself into
her.

He leaned over her, his hand squeezing her
throat, his other hand darting down under her bucking, spasming
body, his fingers finding her clitoris and grinding the little
vibrating tail roughly against it as the orgasm sent her mind
tumbling and turning like a cork in a flood.

Every deep thrust of his long thick cock
sent an explosion of sensation and sheer, raw animal pleasure
rippling through her overloaded nervous system, and Keri sobbed
dazedly as black dots began to sparkle before her eyes and the
world spun around her.

He pulled his hand back, and all she could
do was gulp in ragged breaths of air as his powerful hips continued
to hammer against her. Then his big hand covered her mouth as she
began to use that new supply of oxygen to cry out again, muffling
her cries until the orgasm finally spent itself.

*

Malcolm was working on the computer, putting
in figures and making comparisons between the numbers she had given
and what the numbers ought to be.

Keri, meanwhile, was recovering in the hot
tub. She'd never been in a hot tub before. Malcolm had taken the
cover off and she was sitting there naked, enjoying the hot water,
sipping a coke, and trying to understand the incredible wild sexual
things she'd done in the last twelve hours!

Sex had NEVER been like this before! She'd
never been so aroused, and never had so many orgasms in such a
short period of time! She hadn't even been aware that was
possible!

She was going to get herself a freaking
vibrator when she got home!

It wasn't just the vibrator, of course. The
wicked, kinky stuff Malcolm had put her through had been
breathtaking – literally! They were so fucking outrageous!

She reached up to her neck again, to feel
the collar he'd put there. Just seeing it on herself in the mirror
had made her jaw drop and a wild dark rush of heat spread through
her body!

It was made of stainless steel. It was very
smooth, very shiny. And its only adornment was a thick ring the
size of a silver dollar dangling from the middle. To see it around
her own throat made her feel a sense of unreality, of disbelief.
Especially since she wore nothing else!

Malcolm told her it would put her in the
right mood.

And if that didn't, then the vibrator would.
It was back inside her again, along with the butt-plug. Apparently
it was waterproof. It nestled within the front part of her sex, its
tail lifted up across her clitoris. And every minute or two or five
or ten it started to buzz and vibrate.

And it was driving her crazy! Again!

It became too much, and she stood up,
panting, perched herself on the top rim of the hot tub, right in
the corner, spread her legs, and then began to rub her clitoris
with trembling fingers.

“Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Uh!” she gasped,
arching back against the corner of the wall.

“Well hello there, Keri,” Anthony said as he
came out onto the balcony.

He grinned widely as Keri stared in shock
and horror. Her face flooded with heat and she froze in place,
suddenly remembering that Malcolm had said Anthony would be coming
up today! She screamed and fell into the hot tub while trying to
cover her body with her hands and arms.

Anthony reached in and fished her out by the
collar, sputtering and coughing because she'd accidentally
swallowed some water.

He lifted her bodily out of the tub, holding
her before him and thumping her back to help her get the water
out.

“What the fuck?” Malcolm demanded, coming to
the door.

“Little white girl almost drowned herself,”
Anthony said in amusement. “And that would be a crying shame. What
a body on this girl!”

Keri was too busy coughing to put a lot of
thought into things as she bent over, gasping and trying to clear
the water out. It had only been a mouthful, or even less, but it
certainly had an affect!

Malcolm lifted her up, then, as he had the
other night, so she was belly down across his shoulder, and carried
the coughing, gasping girl into the suite.

It was actually much easier to clear the
water out in that position, Keri realized, coughing less and
gasping more.

Malcolm put her down next to the sofa,
behind it, and then bent her over the back so she was in roughly
the same position.

“So I guess you been having fun, my
brother,” Anthony said.

“You could say that, yeah,” Anthony replied
behind her. “This little white babe is real enthusiastic once you
get some black in her. Gonna have to start gagging her so the hotel
don't call the cops from all the screaming.”

“You sure that ain't just you bragging?”
Anthony asked in amusement.

“Naw, she's one hot little bitch in
heat.”

Keri gasped as he seized her wet hair and
jerked her head up sharply.

“Ain't that so, bitch?”

She moaned weakly.

Crack! Crack!

“Answer your master, white girl.”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He chuckled and let her head drop.

Keri was still catching her breath when her
wrists were lifted up and back behind her. She felt something...
like a thick watch, some kind of metal band going around them. Then
they were released only... they remained in place, locked together
somehow.

She gasped again as she was lifted up and
back by the hair, to find herself gazing dazedly at the two big
Black men. Malcolm grinned and snapped a metal chain to the front
of the collar, then handed it to Anthony.

“I got to keep checking these numbers,” he
said. “Enjoy yourself.”

Keri blinked in confusion, then stumbled as
Anthony headed for her bedroom, pulling on the chain. She had
little choice but to follow, still gulping in air and trying to
steady her mind from her near drowning – or at least, near choking
experience.

But as her breathing steadied she began to
turn her mind to less urgent matters, and that started her
realizing once again, not that she'd actually forgotten, of course,
that she was naked with Anthony! What was more her wrists were
locked behind her and he was pulling her along on what she had a
sneaking suspicion was a leash!

“A-Anthony!” she moaned.

He closed the door and walked over to her
bed. Well, technically it was hers, though she hadn't slept in
it.

He sat down on the edge and then pulled her
onto his lap, so she was sitting sideways.

“Spread your legs, white girl,” he
ordered.

The voice was... it wasn't harsh but it was
definitely a command!

Gulping, hesitant, anxious, Keri parted her
thighs, then gasped as his fingers explored her.

“Hmm, cute little toy,” he said, examining
the vibrator. “I suppose Malcolm has the remote.”

She flushed hotly, embarrassment returning
now that she could breath – and getting worse by the second!

“Oh!” she gasped as he gripped her hair and
jerked it up and back sharply.

“When your master asks you a question, slave
girl, you answer.”

Slave girl!?!

Keri gasped helplessly, and realized he was
playing the same dirty, nasty, wicked – helplessly exciting game
Malcolm was!

She whimpered as his fingers began to stroke
her clitoris.

“Does Malcolm have the remote?”

“Y-Yes!” she squeaked.

He snorted and then the big man jerked back
so that she fell backward, and rolled her onto her belly. He
adjusted the slender girl so her hips were directly over his and
then brought his hand down sharply against her buttocks.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You forgot to call me sir,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sir! Sir!” she cried.

“And what are you, little white girl,
hmm?”

“I...I'm... I'm your bitch?” she
whispered.

Crack!

“Sir!” he barked.

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she squealed.

Crack!

“Again!”

“I'm your bitch, sir!'

Crack!

“Again!”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

He put her on her knees before him, undid
his pants, pulled them off, then, using the leash, pulled her
in.

“See to your master's pleasure, slave girl,”
he said.

Moaning, Keri began to lick at his hard
cock, then slipped her lips around it and began to bob up and down.
She was gripped by a wild, tumbling turmoil of emotions, of
embarrassment, anxiety, confusion and even denial. In fact, she
almost refused!

But she didn't, and then the vibrator thing
started to buzz again and she shuddered, her lips bobbing up and
down Anthony's cock as he kneaded her bare breast.

“God, you've got gorgeous tits, baby!” he
said enthusiastically.

She felt a ripple of pride.

“I've seen bigger, but I don't think I've
ever seen more perfect breasts.”

He pushed down on her head and Keri gurgled
as her lips were forced down further, the head of his cock pushing
into her throat. She moaned as he continued to push, taking him
deep into her throat, until her lips were wrapped around the
base.

He wasn't as thick as Malcolm, but he was
actually slightly longer, and he was way thicker than Joshua!
Still, she handled it fairly well given her recent experience with
Malcolm.

He pulled her up and she gasped and gulped
in air as he chuckled, then pulled on the leash. She gasped and
rose up, climbing to her feet, and then pulled forward to straddle
him. She felt his fingers tugging at the bulbous pink thing inside
her and pulling it loose. Then she felt the soft, slick warmth of
his cock against her.

“Oh! Oh God!” she moaned as it entered
her.

“Take that black cock, baby,” he said.

She sank down – and down – and down!

“Oh! Oh Goooooood!” she cried as she slid
down its long length!

She squeaked as she sank down all the way
and the head seemed to jam achingly hard into the back wall of her
sex!

“What a hot, tight little pussy you have,”
he said.

She cried out as he jerked sharply back on
her hair, then began to kiss and suck and lick his way along the
nape of her neck. He dropped his head low, pulling her head back
further to make her arch back, then began to lick, suck and even
chew on her soft breasts!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she whimpered.

He raised his head and jerked hers
forward.

“Tell me you love my black cock, bitch!” he
growled.

“I-I l-love your black cock!”

He pinched her nipples and she squealed.

“Sir,” he said sternly.

“I love your black cock, sir!” she
moaned.

He grinned and kneaded her breasts.

“Then ride that cock, white girl. Ride
it!”

Shuddering, moaning, Keri did just that,
rising up and sliding down, rising up and sliding down, again and
again, as her heart pounded faster and her pulse raced and the dark
rush of sensory and sexual heat grew within her!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Anthony and Malcolm worked on their
computers at the table. It was a full sized dining room type table
with four seats. Malcolm sat at the end, and Anthony sat to his
right, both of them with laptops open.

Keri knelt on the table naked, sitting on
her heels, her knees stretched wide apart, her wrists locked to the
back of the collar, her back arched and elbows back. She also had a
round black ball in her mouth which was held in place by a little
strap that went over her cheeks and behind her head.

Malcolm told her to pretend to be a
decorative statue, and not to move.

But before telling her that he'd removed the
pink vibrator thing from her and placed a large, very realistic
looking black dildo on the table. It had a little suction cup on
the base, and a curved little arm which, just like the pink thing,
pressed directly against her clitoris.

Almost every inch of the long, thick shaft
of the dildo was currently resting deep inside her abdomen. And
every now and then the vibrator would start buzzing. It seemed to
be on a timer, though if it had a set pattern Keri didn't see
it.

It wasn't just the little arm which buzzed,
either. There was a little bulge in the dildo a couple of inches
inside her which rested against the front wall of her sex, and that
buzzed too, but in a different way, in a sort of sharp little
throbbing pulses. The one pressed against her clitoris, on the
other hand, had waves of vibration, rising and falling, rising and
falling.

Neither man stared at her. Neither man
talked to her or mentioned her, except when her elbows started to
go forward and she didn't hold her head back and chest out. There
was a little plastic ruler on the table, and whenever they didn't
like her position one or the other would pick it up, reach out and
slap the ruler in short little slaps against her nipples.

But most of the time they talked about
engineering terms and talked about numbers and formulas and sent
charts and graphs back and forth from one laptop to the other.

As they did this one or the other would
occasionally raise his eyes to her and look her over
appreciatively, then get back to work.

Aside from when she climaxed. Then they'd
watch her as she jerked and shook and frantically rode her sopping
wet pussy up and down on the big dildo until sinking all the way
down with a dazed groan and going nearly limp.

Then they'd use the ruler to force her back
into position, raining short, sharp little slaps down on her
throbbing, burning nipples.

Keri was becoming exhausted. And she ached
inside! Not from the thickness of the dildo but from the powerful
muscles spasms which kept tearing through her belly! She had lost
track of how many orgasms she'd had, and felt as though her brain
were slowly melting away, to leave nothing but a slavering animal
behind!

Speaking of which... she was drooling around
the ball gag. The way it kept her jaws apart produced a lot of
saliva, and if she didn't remember to keep swallowing it, such as
when she became dazed with the dark, glittering heat, it leaked
slowly out around the ball gag and dripped onto her chest.

The vibrator came on again and she
shuddered. The part just a few inches within her body, the bulging
part pressed against the front wall of her sex, sent sharp little
pulses into that section of her pussy where Malcolm had earlier
suggested her G-spot was.

The vibrations almost made it seem as if the
entire dildo was moving inside her! And then there was that slender
little tail which curled out of her sex and up across her clitoris.
She felt her body undulating under its waves as she moaned
helplessly into the gag.

“I gotta have this bitch again,” Anthony
finally sighed.

Malcolm chuckled. “Have fun.”

Anthony got up and gripped her collar, then
forced her up off the dildo, dragging her backward so her legs
tumbled off the table entirely.

“Have you taken her ass yet?”

“Not yet. Was saving it for last.”

“Hot damn. I'm gonna ream this little white
girl out!”

Keri moaned as he bent her over the table
and she felt his fingers at the butt-plug. It slid out of her
slowly, and then she felt his cock pushing into her in its
place.

“Shove that vibrator up her pussy at the
same time. We're trying to turn her into a nympho remember.”

Anthony leaned across her and unfastened the
dildo from its suction cup base, then pushed it against Keri's
swollen, overheated sex and slid it up inside her. He pressed a
button on the base and it turned on, then he pushed the rest of his
cock deep into her ass.

She shuddered, gasping and moaning, her
breasts grinding against the table beneath her chest as Anthony
started pumping. The vibrator was pulsing and throbbing as he
worked himself deeper and deeper. Then his hips jammed firmly
against her upturned buttocks and she cried out as the head jammed
high inside her!

“Nice and tight,” he growled.

“I don't think this little white girl has
had a lot of cock up her tight little ass,” Malcolm said.

“We're gonna have to change that!” Anthony
said.

He started to pump faster and harder, using
longer and longer strokes, as Keri trembled and her body began to
burn once again. The feeling of having his big cock in her ass was
– new, but not particularly painful. And in combination with the
thick, buzzing vibrator was quickly filling her with an
intoxicating rush of sexual pressure and passion.

His hips began to strike her buttocks with
enough force to make the table shake, causing Malcolm to
complain.

“Yo, man, trying to work.”

Anthony gripped her collar and yanked her
back off the table, riding her to the floor, yanking her hips up
and back as he barely missed a beat in his hard thrusting.

Keri stared along the floor dazedly, her
chin and breasts grinding against the carpet, eyes glazed as
Malcolm pumped his cock in her ass.

The tremors which rippled through her body
grew more powerful and came faster, and then they exploded into
another intense orgasm that made her scream into the gag as Anthony
cursed and thrust even harder.

*

Keri felt more than slightly bewildered at
the pace of events.

She was accompanying Malcolm and Anthony to
a private company, to a meeting. They wore very nice suits and
carried briefcases. She wore a very thin, tight white blouse and a
very short black skater skirt.

Under the skirt she wore nothing.

Malcolm had put the butt-plug back inside
her, and in place of the vibrator he'd slid a simple dildo into her
pussy. The dildo wasn't as thick as him, nor as long. She managed
to get the entire length inside herself without too much aching.
But it was held in place by a two shoelace-thin cords attached to
the base. One went up between her buttocks, and the other went up
her abdomen. Both were attached to an identical cord around her
hips.

Low on her hips.

It was low enough it produced some anxiety
in her about it staying in place.

The dildo moved a little as she walked. She
could feel her pubic muscles attempting to expel it, despite her
tightness. So that as she walked, the base would slowly work its
way out through the lips of her sex. It could go no further,
however, because of the cords.

Sitting down then drove the dildo back up
inside her, making her gasp.

She was simply not used to sexual games of
any sort, much less the lengthy, seemingly non-stop sexual games
Malcolm and now Anthony were playing with her! They made her
nervous, anxious and uncertain. And they kept her mind, and thus
her body in a hot, simmering haze of sexuality for hour after
hour!

It didn't help that the skirt was so very
short and that she had no underwear! Nor that the blouse was very
tight and very thin. Nor the way every man who looked at her seemed
to lick his lips appreciatively! She had never been so hyper-aware
of her own sexuality before!

She did her best to focus on note-taking as
the two men discussed aspects of the bridge's safety and strength
and deterioration with men across the table who spoke a similar
arcane language. That required concentration since some of the
words were confusing.

After the meeting, they went out to look at
the bridge again, along with one of the engineers at the meeting.
Malcolm pointed out areas of stress and weakness, and Anthony
proposed what they ought to be doing to fix the problems.

After that they went to dinner at the hotel
restaurant. They sat in a booth, with a nervous Keri between the
two men. And all through the dinner one or the other would reach
down below the table, slide his hand under her shirt skirt, and
finger her clitoris until she squirmed and moaned.

They went upstairs to the hotel suite
afterwards, and Malcolm stripped off her blouse and skirt and put
the metal collar and bracelets on her again, then locked the
bracelets together behind her back, posed her in front of him
before a full-length mirror, and took a selfie before she
understood his intent.

“Malcolm!” she squealed, turning her face
away too late.

He chuckled in amusement.

“I don't want anyone to see me!” she
exclaimed.

Especially since the dildo was still inside
her, though with the thin cords emerging from her otherwise tight
pussy opening and going up her abdomen.

“You should be proud of your hot, sexy body,
white girl.”

“Lemmie take one,” Anthony said.

“Anthony!” she moaned.

“She talks too much,” Malcolm said.

He pushed the ball-gag back into her mouth,
then Anthony posed with her standing in front of him, his hand
gripping a mass of her hair to hold her head up and back.

The two men decided to go into the hot tub,
then, as the sun set. Keri wasn't asked, but simply lifted up and
in, still gagged.

Just as in the restaurant, she sat between
them, only here they were much more free with their hands even as
they casually discussed the good points and bad points of Los
Angeles and compared it to Seattle.

Keri squirmed and moaned as her nipples were
rolled and stroked and pinched and occasionally licked and sucked,
as her clitoris was rubbed and her buttocks squeezed and the dildo
pumped casually inside her.

The men were not intent on her, but mostly
just relaxing, enjoying beers and the view, while casually playing
with her as if she were an interesting new toy.

She still had three orgasms before they
decided to get out of the hot tub.

They turned on the TV and watched a football
game, then, sitting on the sofa.

Keri knelt on the floor, and, with the gag
removed, licked and sucked their cocks, shuffling back and forth
between one and the other, and deep throating both.

At halftime, Anthony lay down along the sofa
and they had her straddle his cock and ride him. Then Malcolm bent
her forward and pulled the butt-plug from her ass before pushing
his thick cock up inside her.

Gasping, shuddering, whimpering and moaning,
Keri felt the world spinning out of control as the sexual heat grew
to a sense of feverish hunger and pleasure, crying out again and
again as Malcolm covered her mouth with his hand, the two cocks
pumping steadily inside her as her body flared with intoxicating
heat and wildfire pleasure!

*

“So how was Los Angeles?” Joshua asked as he
hugged her.

“It was... exciting!” she gulped.

“Exciting?”

“Well, what I saw of it. I mean, we were
mostly working. It was kind of hard taking notes since they had so
many words I didn't understand!”

“Engineering stuff, huh?” he said without
much interest.

“Yeah.”

“Well, I have important news. I got accepted
to the distance learning MA program at UCLA!”

“That's such good news, Joshua!” she
squealed, hugging him again.

“It's all because of your new job, sweetie!
So make sure you keep them happy there,” he said with a smile.

“Uhm, yeah, I'm sure I will,” she
gulped.

Joshua took her to brunch, and they talked
about the city's new hydroponic facilities meant to improve the
quality of organic food. He was quite enthusiastic about it, and
wondered if they shouldn't go vegan and stop consuming meat
entirely.

Keri wasn't so sure. She liked her
burgers.

Joshua spent some time informing her about
the moral deficiencies of killing other creatures for food when
that was unnecessary, and about the health benefits. Keri had eaten
vegetarian dishes (at his behest) before, though, and they'd lacked
a certain something – like taste.

Later that night he asked her if they might
have sex. She agreed happily. But it didn't last long and lacked
passion or excitement. Joshua seemed to enjoy himself, however.

She was worried about work the next day,
wondering anxiously if Anthony or Marcus might tell the others the
sorts of things which happened on the trip.

She put her purse in a drawer of the
reception desk and went nervously up the hall to Marcus'
office.

“Good morning... Marcus,” she gulped.

He smiled and gestured for her to come
in.

“Close the door,” he said.

She felt a pulse of anxiety but obeyed.

“Got your dress for the day. My wife says
hi,” he said.

She went to the chair and picked up the
bag.

“You might as well change here,” he
said.

She blushed, but he'd certainly seen her
naked enough!

She licked her lips and unbuttoned her
blouse, then undid her jeans and slid them down and off.

“The rest, slave girl.”

She blushed and felt a further flurry of
emotion, then removed her panties and bra.

“On your knees, baby.”

She sucked in a deep breath, then knelt
before him.

“Unzip my pants, take me out and suck my
cock,” he growled.

Keri felt a jolt of emotions, from dismay
and anxiety to a sudden shimmering sense of heat and excitement.
She obeyed, however, unzipping him, reaching inside, and pulling
his cock out. Then she began to suck, bobbing and licking as he ran
his fingers through her hair.

“Hot, sexy little bitch,” he said.

His cock grew rapidly and he pulled her in
closer, thrusting deep into her throat, then thrusting in and out
of it as he held her firmly in place.

Her hands rose instinctively to push back at
him and his voice barked out a harsh command.

“Hands down at your sides!”

She moaned and obeyed, and he fucked her
face and throat as she gurgled and gasped and felt her head
starting to pound from lack of air.

“You love my cock, baby,” he said, still
gripping her hair as he pulled her back. “Tell me you love my black
cock.”

“I-I love your... black cock, sir!” she
moaned.

“Beg me for a promotion,” he said with a
grin.

“P-Please, sir, can I have a promotion!?”
she gulped.

“Suck my cock a little longer, white girl,
and I might consider it,” he growled.

Keri shuddered at this dirty, nasty, sexy
game! She swallowed his cock and gurgled weakly as he ran his
fingers through her hair, then pulled her back.

“Beg me not to fire you, slut,” he
growled.

“Please don't fire me, sir!” she moaned.

He pulled her mouth back over his cock and
down and she marveled at how kinky this all was. She'd never
imagined doing anything so nasty!

He drew out, letting her gulp in air, then
moved back and sat down, pulling on her hair.

Keri gasped and rose to straddle him, then
sank down on his cock with a trembling moan, on the verge of
orgasm! He pushed slowly up inside her body! And it was so thick
and so long she felt impaled! She moaned as she sank down and down,
and Malcolm sucked and licked and chewed on her breasts and
nipples.

The door opened behind her and Christopher
leaned inside.

“Marcus do you... whoa. I see you're getting
our receptionist ready to face the day,” he said.

“Don't you fuckin' knock, boy?” Malcolm
demanded.

Keri had stopped her movements and was
frozen in shock, afraid to move lest she expose more of her naked
body to Christopher's hungry eyes! She pressed her body against
Malcolm's chest and tried to cover the sides of her breasts with
her arms!

Until Marcus gripped her hair and yanked her
head way back!

She squealed and her hands instinctively
jerked up and back to grab his wrist as her back arched.

“And you. Didn't I tell you to lock the
door, bitch?” he demanded.

“You didn't!” she cried.

“Hard to get good help these days,”
Christopher said. “And I do mean hard.”

Marcus snorted and swung her around, pulling
her up off his softening cock and dropping her belly down across
his lap.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“I said to close the door. That's the same
as saying to lock it,” he said indignantly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Keri yelped and squealed and twisted
helplessly, trying to get her hands back to cover her bottom from
his sharp spanks.

“You gonna be a good little bitch today?” he
demanded, jerking up and back on her hair again.

“Ow! Marcus!” she cried.

Crack!

“That's sir, to you, bitch.” Crack!
Crack! Crack!

“Say sir.”

“Sir!” she cried.

“You going to be a good little bitch today,
white girl?”

Crack!

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Let me hear you say it.”

Christopher chuckled in amusement.

Crack!

“I'll be a good little bitch today, sir!”
she cried.

He pushed her off onto the floor, but kept
his firm grip on her hair, then guided her mouth back onto his
cock.

“So what the fuck did you want anyway?”
Malcolm demanded.

“Have you spoken to Ferguson today?”
Christopher asked.

“It's barely eight. No, I ain't talked to
him.”

Her head spinning, gasping and moaning, Keri
bobbed up and down on his cock, sucking him fully erect again, then
as he pulled on her hair, climbed unsteadily up and straddled him,
gasping as she sank down onto his cock once more.

“He's upset about the cost of the
reinforcement for the bakery project.”

“Well it's needed because of the new
earthquake safety regs,” Malcolm said, squeezing Keri's breasts as
she began to ride up and down.

“You want to give him a call. He's saying it
wasn't in the agreement.”

“The agreement included that we would have
to bring it up to modern code requirements,” Malcolm said, jerking
back on Keri's hair to draw her head back, and then leaning in to
suck and lick at her breast.

“You want to call him?”

He pulled his mouth back. “ Yeah, after
this. Now get the fuck out.”

“Enjoy,” Christopher said in amusement.

He pulled back and closed the door.

“Ride my black cock, white girl,” Malcolm
ordered, slapping her bottom. “Ride me good or I'll fire you!”

Moaning, gasping, face flooded with heat,
and mind filled with a wild confusing swirl of emotions, Keri
obeyed him.

She simply didn't know what else to do!
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The dress Marcus' wife had picked for her
for today was a very pretty lacy white number with long, puffy
sleeves. It was quite short, quite thin, and came with a white
G-string and a very thin, short, lacy white bra.

Marcus kept the G-string, though, and pushed
the butt-plug up inside her before letting her walk out of his
office and go back to her desk. There, Keri sat, extremely nervous
and anxious, wondering what Christopher would do and who he would
tell.

Would everyone in the office think she was a
slut!?

It would be hard to deny given what he had
seen! And, in fact, given what she'd done on that trip to L.A. It
was hard for Keri to even deny she was a slut to herself! God, the
wild and shocking things she'd let them do to her! It was almost
unbelievable! How had that all happened!?

But the memories resonated with a dark and
scary heat! And so it was very hard for her to understand her own
reactions at the time!

She dealt with the morning emails and
messages, then had a call – from Christopher!

She answered it anxiously.

“Come to my office, sexy. I got something
for you,” he said.

He hung up and she felt her heartbeat
quickening. What was he going to say? What was he going to do!? And
what was she going to do if he did... something!?

Christophr was an extremely sexy man! He was
taller than any of the others, though not quite as broad
shouldered. He was younger, too. In his late twenties, he was the
only one of them close to her age. He had coffee colored skin and a
deep, sexy voice as well as a very handsome, square-jawed face.

She hesitated at his office, then tapped
timidly on the door.

“Come.”

She licked her lips and pushed open the
door, peering in.

“Uhm, you needed something, Mister
Lewis?”

“Come here, girl,” he said.

She drew a shaky breath, then came in and
crossed to his desk. He had a checkbook on the desk. It wasn't a
normal check book, but one of those big ones businesses had, with
multiple checks on each page.

“I cut you a travel check,” he said. “Just
read this and sign here.”

“A... a travel check?” she asked in
confusion.

He looked up at her. “You get paid for eight
hours of work, babe. But that's when you get to go home at the end
of the day. If you have to be somewhere else in the evening we pay
half time for off duty time, on top of your travel expenses and
your normal eight hour salary. You were away from home for twenty
six hours, not including your paid duty time. That's $200.”

“Oh! That's cool!” she said.

Two hundred unexpected dollars would be a
nice little bonus!

“I hope you're free next week. We'll need
you in Las Vegas for another trip.”

“Los Vegas?” she asked, staring at him in
surprise.

“Yeah, Brandon, Terell and me are going out
there for a couple of days to work on a proposal for a highway
bypass.”

“Uhm, uh, I guess,” she said, gulping as his
hand slid up the back of her thigh.

“Sign here,” he said.

Keri felt her heartbeat quickening as she
took the pen, then, tension and anxiety building rapidly, she bent
over as his big hand slid higher and higher!

“Oh!” she squeaked as his hand caressed her
inner thigh right next to her sex.

So high was his hand, in fact, that as it
rubbed her thigh, the side of his thumb was directly rubbing
against her sex!

“Just sign there, baby.”

Her hand began to tremble but she did her
best, her head swirling with uncertainty. What should she do!?
Should she slap his hand away and demand he stop!? But he'd just
seen her fucking Marcus and sucking and riding his cock and
promising to be a good bitch! It wasn't like she could plead that
she was a good girl!

“C-Christopher!” she gasped.

“Yeah, baby?”

His hand was shifting up already. Now the
crook of his hand was pushed up against her sex, his thumb stroking
idly against the butt-plug while his fingers rubbed up and down
along the line of her sex! Even as she straightened anxiously she
felt his finger reaching her clitoris!

“Bend over, baby, and sign for me,” he
said.

She moaned as he gripped her arm and pulled
her over, and she tried to sign the check quickly so she could
stand again.

But his hand released her wrist and instead
cupped and kneaded her breast as she bent there!

“You got really nice breasts, baby,” he
said.

“C-Christopher!” she moaned.

He gripped her wrist and pulled her down
onto her knees before him, grinning as he unzipped his
trousers.

“I'm real impressed by what you did for
Marcus, baby. Not many white girls can deep throat a big black cock
like that.”

He pulled himself out of his trousers and
Keri gasped! It was even bigger than Marcus!

“Oh! Oh please!” she moaned as he pulled her
forward and rubbed himself over her face.

“You don't have to beg, white girl. Even if
you are Marcus' bitch.”

He pushed himself into her mouth and pushed
down on her head, and Keri shuddered, resigning herself, sliding
her lips down as she began to suck.

“Man, don't you look hot and sexy there on
your knees,” he sighed. “You are one gorgeous little fox.”

His fingers slid through her hair as she
bobbed up and down, then tugged downward sharply.

Keri gurgled and gagged briefly as his cock
slid into her throat. Then her lips were sliding all the way down.
Down, down, down, until she felt the head way down inside her! He
was probably even deeper than her neck, she thought in
amazement.

“Oh yeah! You are one sexy little white
girl!” he groaned. “Swallow that black cock, baby. Swallow every
fucking inch.”

It wasn't like she had much choice, Keri
thought as her head pounded.

He let her up and she gasped and gulped in
air. Then he jerked her up to her feet, rising himself. She stared
up at him, eyes wide, as he backed her against his big desk, then
kept pulling.

She cried out in surprise, forced back up
onto the desk and then back down as he released her hair finally.
He gripped her thighs, lifting them and spreading them wide, then
lifted her skirt up and rubbed his spit-wet cock against her
entrance.

She shuddered and moaned as he slowly
penetrated her and slid himself deep, deep inside!

“Oh! Oh! Ohmygod! Wait! Wait!” she squeaked!
“It's too long!”

“Never too long, baby. Not for a hot little
white bitch like you.”

His hands pushed her dress up her hips, then
higher still, above her breasts, bunching it up below her arms as
he worked himself into her with slow but firm strokes.

Keri trembled and moaned and whimpered, dark
heat rising within her as her body remembered the wild and
thrilling events of the trip to Los Angeles, but an aching inside,
too, from just how deep he was going!

She kept pushing against his hips, trying to
ease the force of his thrusts, to keep him from going deeper, and
he finally growled and drew back. He yanked her off the desk,
stripped the dress – and her bra, completely off, then opened a
drawer and took out a cord he used to tie her wrists together
behind her back!

A moment later he drew a thick roll of
plastic tape, tore off a strip, and taped it across her mouth!

He lifted her back onto the desk, dropped
her onto her back, then sat down and pulled his chair in as he bent
over.

His tongue began to lick at her as his
fingers slid into her pussy.

Keri could do little but moan helplessly.
The instant he'd tied her wrists up her body had created a sudden
deep, intense memory of the last time her wrists had been tied, and
the memory of dark heat and pleasure had sent shock-waves of
excitement and need through her body.

Now he was licking her hard and fast as his
big, long fingers pumped inside, making her lower body throb and
pulse with heat.

She lay on the desk moaning, trembling, her
muscles beginning to spasm so that her hips rolled and jerked up
against his plunging fingers and licking tongue. The heat rose
around her and she began to lose herself to it even as he stood up
and pushed his long, brown cock into her once more.

It slid in... and in... and in, and she felt
a scalding rush of heat and sexual energy which masked the ache as
the head jammed against the back wall of her sex.

“Hot little white slut!” he growled, his
hips working in and out as his hands kneaded her breasts. “You love
that Black cock, don't you, baby. I can see it in your eyes!”

Keri's hips began to grind and roll
helplessly up, her head rolling from side to side as she arched her
back. Raw, animal heat and hunger swept through her body and she
cried out, or tried to, as his cock pumped faster and harder.

“Well this is sure a pretty scene,” said a
new voice.

Brandon came into the room, grinning from
ear to ear, and walked up to the other side of the desk to smirk
down at the glassy eyed girl.

Her eyes widened and she felt a shock of
embarrassment and confusion that caused her to attempt to sit up.
Christopher put his hand on her chest above her breasts and forced
her back down again.

“Fuck, she's got a body on her!” Brandon
said, reaching out and cupping one of Keri's breasts.

“Damn right she does, and she's tight as a
fucking knothole!”

“I heard she deep throats, too.”

“Try her out.”

Brandon gripped her hair and pulled her
forward a bit so her head hung over the opposite side of the desk.
Then he unzipped his pants and pulled his own hard, thick erection
out. He tore the tape off Keri's mouth, and she cried out, but then
he jerked back on her hair, forcing her head down further, forcing
her back to arch, and thrust himself into her open mouth.

“Suck my cock, white girl!” he growled.

Keri moaned dazedly as the big black cock
pushed deep into her mouth and thrust in and out. Her wrists jerked
spastically beneath her, trying to do something to control it, to
ease its movements, but they, of course, were helpless.

Then Brandon's cock pushed into her throat
and slid all the way down.

“Ahh, nice!” he groaned. “Nothing like
burying my cock in a white girl's throat!”

“She's a talented little bitch,” Christopher
said.

The two men thrust into her as their hands
fought for control of her body, racing over her soft flesh to
squeeze and knead and occasionally pinch and caress. All the while
they thrust big black cocks into her quivering, trembling body as
she writhed and moaned and cried out almost silently.

Brandon pulled out, letting her gasp for
breath.

“Beg us not to fire you, white girl,” he
demanded, slapping her face lightly. “Beg.”

“P-Please... please don't... f-fire me,
sir!” she moaned.

“You better work hard to keep our cocks
happy, bitch,” he said with a leer.

He thrust himself deep into her throat
again, groaning in pleasure and pumped in and out.

“Your body belongs to us, white girl. You're
our white slave,” Christopher said.

“Our sex slave,” Brandon said.

“Our white sex slave,” Christopher said in
amusement.

Brandon pulled out to let her breath and she
gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air as Christopher continued to
thrust into her. He'd succeeded in getting every last inch into her
overheated belly by then, and his hips were striking her buttocks
as he lifted her legs up onto his shoulders.

He started rubbing her clitoris with his
thumb as Brandon thrust himself deep into her throat once more.
This time he wasn't content in burying himself, but pumped steadily
in and out, using the long length of his cock to fuck her
throat.

It was disorienting for her, because she
couldn't breath except when he pulled back. That was making her
light-headed and dazed, even as the sexual heat suffused her body
and pulsed with hunger and strength.

She writhed and twisted and trembled as the
two big black cocks thrust into her shapely body from either end,
her head spinning and swirling as a steaming stew of sexual hunger,
heat and passion swamped her mind.

Brandon pulled back just as the orgasm hit
and she sucked in a deep, ragged breath only to cry it out again,
until Christopher's big hand enveloped her throat and squeezed
firmly.

Her hips bucked up violently as convulsions
wracked her body, and Brandon chuckled as he watched, pumping his
cock in his hand.

Christopher pulled his hand back from her
throat and Keri gulped in a half dozen desperate breaths of air,
then Brandon thrust himself down her throat once again as
Christopher kept thrusting and thrusting and thrusting!

The door opened and she heard yet another
voice.

“What the fuck!?” it demanded angrily.

Brandon pulled out of her throat, which let
her breath, and Christopher slowed his thrusts, but then halted,
buried to the balls in her quivering belly as Terell came up to
them, glowering down at her, then at the two of them.

“This is a place of business, God damn
it!”

“We're on break, Terell,” Brandon said in
amusement.

“Don't give me that shit, nigger! You're
acting like this is a whore house! We got an image that won't be
served if a client wanders up the hall because this slut isn't at
the front desk, hears her screaming, and opens the door to see you
two assholes pounding away at her!”

Brandon shrugged helplessly.

“You're right, man. I'm sorry,” Christopher
said.

“You're fucking right I'm right!”

“We'll finish her off and get back to
work.”

“Do it quickly and then send her to me. I'm
gonna have a little talk with the new house slut and make sure this
don't happen again.”

He left, closing the door firmly, and
Christopher started thrusting into her hard and fast. Brandon
buried his cock in her throat again, pumping fast as well.

They both grunted and panted as they used
her body, and Keri gurgled and moaned dazedly until they were both
done. Then Christopher grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to
her feet, leading her to the door.

“You gonna pull her down the hall naked?”
Brandon asked in amusement. “Terell ain't gonna like that.”

“He's a fucking prude. We got no visitors
scheduled for a couple of hours anyway. Nobody's gonna see the
little bitch. Let's see if he can resist these beautiful tits
himself.”

Brandon chuckled as Christopher led her
out.

Keri was too busy breathing and trying to
settle her swirling head to object to anything. Her head had been
hanging upside down for long minutes as Brandon fucked her throat.
She was hardly in a good state to argue anything with anyone.

Christopher opened a door and pushed her
inside.

“Here you go, bro.”

“Oh for Christ's sake!” Terell snapped.

Christopher laughed and closed the door
behind her then went back to his office.

Keri slumped against the door, chest still
heaving, as Christopher glared at her.

He sighed and got up, then gripped her hair
and pulled her along to his desk. He led her around to the far side
and then opened a drawer and took out a large object. It looked to
Keri sort of like a giant soother. Only instead of a nipple it had
something that looked like a very big black cock-head.

Terell pushed that into her mouth and she
gurgled. It was long and fat, and didn't quite enter her throat,
but threatened to!

The base of the thing was leather, and it
covered her entire mouth and part of her cheeks, with a strap
leading around behind her head which he buckled in place. Then he
led her over to the sofa. He sat down, then pulled her belly down
across his lap.

“Now,” he said. “You got to learn that this
is a place of business, not a whorehouse and not a place for
orgies.”

Which was hardly fair, Keri thought. It
hadn't been her idea to have sex with Christopher and Brandon on
Christopher's desk!

Crack!

The other men had slapped her bottom before,
but this was sharper, the pain making her cry out, and it wasn't a
punctuation on a sentence, either, but the first of many!

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

Keri squealed and yelped and cried out again
and again, twisting and squirming wildly as his big hand continued
to spank her bottom!

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

The rain of sharp, stinging blows quickly
turned her bottom a bright red as it heated up, and she began to
growing more and more desperate as the pain mounted!

She felt tears come to her eyes and began to
sob as the heat burned, as the sharp blows continued unabated! Her
struggles faded away as exhaustion set in and she resigned
herself.

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

“Are you sorry for being such a miserable
little slut?” he demanded, jerking up and back on her hair.

Keri could only moan in answer.

“We're going to have to do something about
this hot little pussy of yours, white girl,” he said, his fingers
sliding down between her thighs to stroke her sex.

“Otherwise we're not gonna get any work done
here, and visiting clients are going to show up to find one or more
of us with our cocks buried in your tight little ass. That's bad
for business.”

She gasped as one of his fingers slid deep
inside her, then a second joined it. His thumb gently rubbed her
clitoris as her sobs faded to sniffles and moans.

“What you do in a hotel room behind locked
doors don't matter,” he said, his fingers stroking her skillfully.
“What you do here in the office might.”

The sensations his fingers were creating
were a powerful attraction to Keri's mind compared to the sharp,
stinging, aching pain of the spanking. They were also a powerful
distraction from the continued throbbing of her sore buttocks.

His other hand was gently kneading her
breast, his fingers stroking and rolling her nipple as his fingers
pumped inside her.

“You were hired to do clerical work and look
pretty, not to suck and fuck your way through all these niggers all
day long,” he said. “Although damned if I can blame them for
wanting to get their hands on your sexy little body. Not to mention
getting their cocks inside you.”

He tumbled her off his lap, though kept her
hair firmly in his hand as he drew her in between his legs. He
undid the strap going behind her head and then worked the gag out
of mouth as Keri panted and whimpered softly.

He held out some tissues and pressed them
against her nose.

“Blow”

Keri blew her nose, and he tossed them into
the trash can nearby.

“Now you're going to be a good little bitch,
aren't you?” he growled.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she whimpered.

“Get to work.”

He drew her mouth down onto his suddenly
naked cock, and Keri automatically began to suck and lick.

“I'm gonna call a meeting and set rules for
how we deal with you, white girl,” he said. “There ain't gonna be
no more fucking at the office. Not after today.”

He pulled her in harder and his cock plunged
down her throat. Then he started to jerk her up and down, in and
out, using her hair like a handle.

Keri gurgled and gasped as she was throat
fucked again, but just as she was starting to become light-headed
from lack of air once more he pulled her back.

“Hot damn, you are one sexy little white
girl!” he said.

He pulled her up into his lap, having her
straddle him much as she had Christopher, than sank her down onto
his cock.

“Ride my cock, white girl,” he ordered.

Keri obeyed, panting and moaning as he
sucked and licked and chewed at her breasts and nipples. He didn't
neglect her clitoris either, and her body began to heat up as she
rode him. Then he made her rise higher, pulled the butt plug out of
her ass, and sank that down onto his cock instead.

“Oh yeah! Oh fuck! That's one tight little
ass!” he groaned as she impaled herself.

He lifted her up and carried her to his
desk, pulled out, set her on her feet, and bent her over, then
spread her legs and thrust into her again.

Keri shuddered as his cock pumped faster and
faster. His hips began to slap against her buttocks as he rode her,
and he gripped her hair, jerking up an back on it as he used his
other hand to cover her mouth to silence the growing strength of
her cries of dark heat and pleasure.

“Take that black cock, bitch!” he growled.
“Hot little white slut! Take it! Take it! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Fuck!
Tight assed, slut!”

His hips struck hard and fast as he pounded
against her, and at that speed he couldn't keep going for long. He
came inside her with a groan of pleasure, then pulled out
again.

“We're gonna set some new rules for our new
little bitch,” he said a bit breathlessly.
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Joshua was so excited about his upcoming
educational start, showing her the books he'd bought and the course
prospectus on the computer, that it temporarily distracted Keri
from the guilt she felt over what had happened.

She'd had sex with four men that day! It was
almost unbelievable! She had betrayed Joshua! She was filled with
guilt over that as he showed her how he would be able to do almost
all the work here at home on his computer rather than traveling
down to UCLA's campus.

“I'll be able to do it in the evening,” he
said. “But I'll still have to work during the day. It'll be tiring,
but I'm willing to make the sacrifice. You'll have to make sure not
to disturb me while I'm working, though.”

Keri frowned uncertainly. “How much time
will it take?” she asked.

“A few hours an evening, probably.”

“But well, I guess we won't be able to do
much...”

“We'll do something on the weekend,” he
said. “This is short term pain for long term gain, Keri. It'll be
intellectually stimulating and that's pretty tiring, so I doubt
I'll have a lot of energy for much else.”

He hugged her happily. “But it's you who's
made it possible!” he said.

She smiled helplessly.

This certainly was not the time to express
any doubts about whether she should stay in her job!

“I uhm, might have to go out of town again
soon,” she said. “There's another trip scheduled to Las Vegas next
week, with three different engineers.”

“That's fine,” he said, not taking his eyes
off his computer. “I'll be busy anyway.”

She bit her lip, feeling like she was being
left out of his plans, but didn't know what she could do.

*

“Strip naked,” Marcus said when she got in
the next morning.

She looked around nervously, then closed and
locked the door.

“Terell wasn't very happy the other day,”
she said anxiously.

“Yeah, I know. He's got a point, even if he
is a worrier. We all had a meeting after you left and agreed no
more fucking at the office.”

That was a relief, Keri thought.

But why was she stripping naked then!?

She removed her bra and then her panties and
stood there nervously.

Marcus picked up a strange sort of leather
and steel belt from a bag. It was slim and had mostly stainless
steel, but bordered by black leather or neoprene, and obviously
went around her waist. But it had a second slender belt attached to
the rear, and there were two large metal things attached to the
inside of it! One looked like the butt-plugs which she'd recently
experienced. The other.. the other looked like some kind of
stainless steel dildo!

Marcus belted the top belt around her waist,
then had her spread her legs and drew the other one in between. As
he curved it upward the stainless steel dildo pushed up against the
lips of her sex! It wasn't hugely fat like some of the cocks she'd
had lately, but was decently thick, though it kind of bulged an
inch or two from the base.

He slid that up inside her, and when it was
deep enough, the butt plug pushed against her ass and he worked
both of them up inside the bewildered girl simultaneously! He
pulled the lower belt up firmly against her sex, then buckled it
into the same buckle that held the waist part together, and put a
key in to lock it!

“There we go,” he said.

“Nobody's gonna stick their cocks up your
tight little ass or hungry little pussy without the key, and only I
got the key.”

“But... but...”

Keri stared down at the thing in
astonishment, then ran her hands down over it. There was a small
slot over her sex which would allow her to pee, and the belt was
far more narrow going up between her buttocks, though it would
still prevent anyone from using her ass.

“You'll wear this every day,” he said.

“But... but Marcus...”

“Oh, one other thing.”

He grinned and picked up a little plastic
box, then pressed a button.

“Oh!”

Keri yelped and grabbed at her crotch as she
felt a sudden throbbing against her and inside her!

“The vibrator is like the one I used in
L.A.,” he said with a grin. “Only more powerful.”

“But... I... I can't... work... with this...
ohhh!”

“It won't be on all the time, white girl,
only sometimes. Like when I feel like it,” he said with a grin.

He pushed her down onto her knees and
unzipped.

“The compromise we worked out said no
fucking, but you can blow us. That don't take as long and it's
quieter.”

He pulled her mouth down onto his cock and
she moaned and started sucking, while the vibrator purred and
pulsed inside her and against her clitoris!

The stainless steel vibrator inside her
seemed to vibrate in a pattern that started at the base, then moved
upward – repeatedly, so that it almost seemed as thought it were
thrusting into her again and again! Meanwhile, something quivered
and buzzed against her clitoris as her hips jerked and spasmed.

Keri was soon breathless and her body was
filled with a sense of growing sexual pressure that made her
fingers tremble as she massaged his balls. She bobbed up and down
the length of his cock, the growing arousal filling her with a
sense of uninhibited need and passion.

It grew within her like a drug, turning into
a fever as she reached down with one hand, trying to do something,
to touch something, but unable to! She shuddered and squeezed her
breasts instead as she swallowed Marcus's cock and he came in her
throat.

He pulled back on the dazed girl's hair and
then told her to get dressed.

Keri moaned, reaching down again to try to
squeeze her sex, but unable to really touch it through the strange
leather and steel belt.

The dress she was to wear was a sleeveless,
bare shouldered black dress very tight across the chest, mostly
backless, with a loose, pleated skirt. The straps went over her
shoulders and under her arms, rather than behind her neck, holding
the front up while leaving much of the sides of her chest bare, as
well as her back.

No underwear came with it, though clearly
she needed no panties, but the lack of a bra was fairly obvious
given how tight the dress was.

Marcus sent her back to her desk, where she
began to calm down. She started to check the emails from clients
and redirect them to the separate mailboxes of the engineers, then
the emails from the engineers asking her to do things.

She looked up at a movement at the door, and
then it opened and Brandon came in.

“Hey, sexy,” he said.

“Good morning, Mister Simpson!” she
gulped.

He cocked his finger at her, motioning her
to follow, and Keri rose, feeling a sudden rush of uncertainty. She
followed him to his office, which he unlocked, then followed him
inside and he closed the door behind her. Suddenly the vibrator
went off again and she gasped, her hips jerking.

He grinned and lifted her skirt up.

“Now ain't that pretty,” he said, his
fingers stroking it. “Does that feel good, baby?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” she squeaked.

He laughed and dropped the skirt, then undid
his pants, dropping them to the floor.

“Get to work, white girl.”

Keri gulped, but knelt and took his cock in
hand, licking and sucking on the head to harden him and then
sliding her lips up and down its length as her fingers massaged his
balls. She was soon gulping the whole thing down even as she
squeezed and rubbed her thighs together in growing heat as the
vibrator made her entire lower body thrum with energy!

It did not take long to bring him off, and
then she was sent back to her desk.

The vibrator stopped just as she was nearing
orgasm and she moaned in frustration.

Over the next ten minutes she tried to focus
on the work. Then Christopher arrived.

“Come with me, white girl,” he ordered.

Gulping, she got up and followed him to his
office. He sat down at his desk, gesturing her around to his side,
and then onto her knees. The vibrator went off again and she
shuddered and cried out weakly. She undid his pants, drew his cock
out and began to suck and lick as he turned on his computer and
checked his phone messages.

Keri's hips bucked and jerked wildly. Her
lower body was starting to become hyper-sensitive to the buzzing,
purring vibrator, and it took only a few seconds to heat her up
once again.

This time it drove her over the edge, and
she plunged her lips downward, taking his cock deep into her throat
as she felt the orgasm arrived. She screamed soundlessly, hips
bucking, thighs grinding as the orgasm tore through her.
Christopher gripped her hair and jerked her mouth up and down, up
and down on his cock as her eyes glazed over.

She went back to her desk, her legs a little
shaky, and sat down heavily, trying to steady her breathing. She
started to focus on her work again, but then Anthony arrived and
grinned at her. She followed him to his office, and once again the
vibrator started up the instant the door was closed.

She sucked his cock too, while the vibrator
purred and thrummed and pulsed inside her and against her, rousing
her to a wild, breathless heat once again. But then it stopped as
she went back to her desk.

Terell arrived, then, and she got up to
follow him to his office, too. He frowned at her as he closed the
door.

“Lift your skirt, white girl.”

She gulped and obeyed and he examined the
belt, then took a small box from his pocket which was identical to
the one Marcus had used. The vibrator began to buzz again and she
gasped, her hips jerking.

“Turn around and bend over.”

She obeyed and he examined where the leather
cut down between her buttocks.

“Good,” he said. “Come with me.”

She straightened, panting, a little dizzy,
then walked across the office to his desk. There, as she'd done
with Christopher, she began to suck his cock as he powered up his
computer and checked messages.

“All of it, white girl,” he growled.

She slid her lips all the way down to the
base, then began to bob slowly up and down the long length.

“That's it. Have to find room in the budget
for a bonus for you. You're a more skilled worker now,” he
said.

Keri moaned, her thighs grinding together,
the dark heat sweeping over her, and then another orgasm rippling
through her body as convulsions wracked her lithe young frame. She
cried out again and again, but mostly soundless since she made sure
his cock filled her throat.

With all of them 'done' she was able to get
some rest at her desk, and take care of her work. However, any time
she went back to anyone's office the vibrator went off. Since she
didn't usually stay long enough for it to bring her off that was
extremely frustrating!

She had lunch with them all in the board
room. That was certainly a strange experience! They had her lock
the front door, then join them. But then she had to remove her
dress and kneel. They tied her wrists together behind her, and then
they took turns feeding her!

While the vibrator buzzed and purred.

They talked about sports, about business,
and about their wives and girlfriends, just like other days, but
gestured a disheveled, bedraggled Keri around from one to the other
– on her knees – to eat out of their hands.

And she had five orgasms during the lunch,
each of which the men watched with interest.

“This little white ho sure does come a lot,”
Brandon said.

“You know white girls,” Christopher joked.
“They're all oversexed.”

“It's because she's around us studly black
men,” Marcus replied.

Keri squirmed, panting, moaning. “Doesn't
anyone want to fuck me?!” she moaned.

“Not at work,” Terell said firmly.

“But the door is locked!” she protested.

“Absolutely not. On the other hand, since
the door is locked, I have no objection to what you do to
yourself.”

Marcus unlocked the belt, and drew the
slender stainless steel penis and butt plug out of her body, then
handed her a large black dildo in return.

They all watched her slouch low on an
upholstered chair and drive the dildo deep into her pussy, pumping
it frantically until she came, crying out and arching violently
back, her body twisting and writhing and bucking in desperate heat
as the orgasm grew more and more powerful.

Of course, after that she had to suck off
all five of the engineers.

Then it was back to work, with the belt on
again.

Towards the end of the day she showed a
client in to see Anthony. As usual, the vibrator started to buzz
and purr the instant she walked into his office. The man she had
been escorting didn't seem to notice as he walked across the floor
to shake hands with Anthony.

“Can I get you anything, Dave?” Anthony
asked. “A little bourbon, maybe?”

“Well, I would never turn down a little
one,” the man said with a grin.

He was middle aged and very dark skinned,
and sat down on the sofa with Anthony while Keri went to the
kitchen, got a bourbon and glasses, and returned.

The vibrator hadn't stopped when she left,
and was still buzzing when she returned. She served the man,
fighting to keep from showing the growing strain she felt. But then
Anthony asked her to get some chips and so she went out and did
that, stumbling a little, her breathing ragged. She returned and
served them again.

Then Anthony snapped her fingers at her and
gestured to the floor before him. She started to kneel almost
before she realized he had company, and froze. He reached out and
gripped her wrist, tugging her down anyway.

She felt her face heat as he reached out and
gripped her hair, drawing her forward and grinding her face against
his crotch.

“Our little Keri is a hot, hungry, and very
agreeable young girl,” he said. “She's always eager to make our
lives more pleasant in any way she can.”

“Lucky you for having such a cooperative
girl around,” the man said with a grin.

Anthony reached down and unclipped the
straps holding the front of her dress up and it collapsed.

She gasped, slapping her arms across her
chest.

“Hands down!” he ordered.

Trembling, she obeyed, and he turned her
around to face the man.

“Wow!” the man said. “You were right. Those
are incredible!”

“Aren't they?”

He pulled on Keri's hair, arching her back,
and she shuddered, horribly embarrassed and yet desperately aroused
as the vibrator continued to purr and thrum.

“Go over there and let him see, white girl,”
he growled.

He pushed and she moaned and dropped onto
all fours, then, panting, crawled over to him and eased back onto
her her knees, feeling a wild sense of disbelief that she was doing
this!

He reached out and cupped her breasts,
squeezing and fondling them and letting his fingers rub and roll
her nipples.

“Beautiful!” he exclaimed.

Soon Keri was bobbing up and down on the
man's cock as the two discussed her talents and beauty. In the
midst of that she climaxed violently, sobbing and gurgling and
crying out as the orgasm hammered through her mind like runaway
train.

How could she possibly think about or care
about anything with pleasure like this howling like a train whistle
inside her mind!

At the end of the day Marcus removed the
belt, and let her ride up and down on the black dildo to another
massive come, before she got dressed and went home.

There she found Joshua eagerly immersed in
his philosophy studies, so made dinner and watched TV.

 


 





Chapter Eleven

 


 


 


 


The hotel in Las Vegas had a three bedroom
suite. It was luxurious and beautiful, with a fabulous view of the
strip! Keri was very excited as she'd never been to Vegas before.
She accompanied Brandon to the site, though, to take notes, and
that was exciting in a different way.

She didn't have the belt thing inside her,
but did have the one Marcus had used on her in Las Angeles, and
that was more than distracting enough!

By the time they got back to the hotel she
was ready to tear his clothes off, and certainly did tear hers off.
He had her give him a lap dance, though, a long, slow, frustrating
one for her since she could feel his erection underneath her, and
his hands softly caressed and kneaded her breasts and body, but
avoided her clitoris.

Then he gripped her hair behind her neck and
jerked back sharply, painfully, making her cry out and reach back
for his wrists.

“Drop your hands to your sides, bitch!” he
growled.

Gasping, she obeyed.

“Are you my little white bitch?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Do you want my Black cock inside you?”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Beg for it, white girl.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she panted.

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, sir!” she gasped.

He let her undo his trousers and pull them
down, then sink herself down on his cock. She rode wildly and
excitedly, crying out again and again until he clamped his hand
around her throat. Then she came, screaming nearly soundlessly,
arching and twisting and writhing as she impaled herself repeatedly
on his stiff black cock.

He put a leather collar around her throat,
then leather restraints on her wrists and ankles. He showed her a
slim black rod then.

“Do you know what this is, white girl?”

“N-No, sir!” she gulped.

“This is a riding crop. It's used for
training nasty little white girls.”

She gulped anxiously as she knelt there,
legs spread, hands behind her neck.

“Are you a nasty little white girl?” he
asked, letting the tip rub against her nipples.

“I-I don't know, sir!” she moaned.

“I think you definitely are, white
girl.”

He slid the crop down and let the soft,
square tip rub against her sex, then pushed it between her thighs
and let the shaft push up between the lips of her sex, sliding it
slowly back and forth.

“Tell me you're my little white slave girl,”
he ordered.

“I-I'm your little white slave girl, Sir!”
she gasped.

“Get on all fours,” he ordered.

She obeyed and he let the soft tip slide
down along her spine, slap against the butt plug, then slide
between her thighs to ease up between the lips of her sex
again.

“Ass high, face low,” he barked.

She moaned and obeyed, her breasts pillowing
out against the floor as she raised her bottom high.

“Hot little slut,” he said. “Tell me you
love black cock.”

“I love black cock, sir!” she moaned.

“Spread those legs wider, slut.”

He brought the crop down across her
buttocks, and she gasped as it stung, spreading her knees
wider.

A wild, dark heat enveloped her mind and
body as she knelt there.

This was, after all, deliciously,
thrillingly nasty and kinky!

He made her crawl around the room, and pose
her body in a variety of obscene ways while he slid the crop up and
down across her sensitive flesh.

“Stand up.”

She stood up, and he had her bent over and
grab her ankles, then brought the crop down lightly across her
bottom.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Are you my sex slave.”

“Yes, sir! I'm your sex slave, sir!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, sir! I'm your slut, sir!”

Crack!

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir! I'm your bitch, sir!”

“Are you eager to please me, slave
girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Get down on all fours again. Ass high and
face low.”

He stood before her and prodded her lips
lightly with his foot.

“Lick, slave.”

She blinked in confusion, and then felt a
dark rush as she realized what he wanted! It was so...
outrageous!

The crop snapped down across her upraised
bottom and she yelped in pain.

“Lick, slave girl!”

She licked his shoe.

Crack!

“Harder.”

Crack!

“Longer licks!”

She shuddered and moaned, licking her way up
and down his shiny leather shoe.

The door opened and Terell and Christopher
entered.

She gasped and rose instinctively to her
knees.

“Get back in place, slut!”

She moaned as he flung her down onto her
face, catching herself at the last second.

“Did I tell you to stop licking, slut!?”

Crack!

“Ow! No, sir!”

She licked at his shoe, feeling more
self-conscious now, though, with the other two men looking.

“Do you see these gentlemen who just
arrived. Go and greet them, slut.”

Trembling, she rose onto all fours,
hesitated, then crawled over to where they stood, grinning.

“Show them how happy you are to see them,
slut,” he ordered.

She yelped as the crop cut across her bottom
stingingly.

“Face down, ass up!'

“Now lick!”

Whimpering, dazed, she licked at Terell's
shoe, then Christopher's while Brandon let the shaft slide back and
forth between the lips of her sex.

“Look at how wet this slut is,” he said.

“Must be because she loves Black cock,”
Christopher said. “Ain't that right, White girl?”

“Yes, sir! I love black cock, sir!” she
moaned.

The three chuckled in amusement.

They brought her into one of the bedrooms
and there she mounted Christoper, straddling him as he lay beneath
her and whimpering with heat as she rode slowly up and down his
thick cock. Then Terell knelt behind her and pulled the butt-plug
out. His own cock pushed slowly up into her ass and made her
climax, despite the pain.

Soon she was riding Christopher while Terell
fucked her ass, and going out of her mind with the flood of
sensations tearing through her. Then Brandon brought her mouth in
against his cock and drove that deep into her throat.

It was all so insane to Keri! So wild and
thrilling! So hot and dark and kinky and exciting! She came six
more times while the three big Black man rammed their cocks into
her trembling, shaking, bucking body, the passion and excitement
clawing at her mind, to say nothing of her inhibitions.

Afterward, she got dressed in her tight
little pleated skirt, with her tight, matching blouse, and then
went to dinner with them. They continued to tease and taunt her,
and the vibrator nearly drove her out of her mind as they kept
flicking it off and on.

They wandered through the casino afterward,
gambling, and she got to play the slots herself even as they
continued to tease her with the vibrator.

They wandered along the strip, with her
steps uneven, stumbling every time the vibrator turned on. Then
they found their way into a smaller casino, and then into a bar –
which she quickly came to understand was a strip club.

Where they intended her to strip.

“They allow amateurs here, white girl,”
Anthony said with a leer.

“Oh, I couldn't!” she gasped, eyes wide.

Brandon leaned in and glared at her.

“Who said you had a choice, sex slave?” he
demanded.

Keri was gripped with anxiety and her
stomach roiled with tension, but they were adamant, and led her
behind the stage. There she was handed over to another black man,
who grinned and fondled her bottom.

He half pushed her onto the stage, and the
lights came on and the music played and she stood still like a deer
frozen in the headlights of an oncoming car. But then she saw
Anthony, Christopher and Brandon seated at the stage and forced
herself to move.

She started dancing to the music, gripped by
a sense of wonder. How could she have ever gotten into this
position!”

Yet there seemed nothing else she could do.
And so she began to dance, and then, trembling, undid the buttons
of her blouse and peeled it off!

Now she understood why they'd let her wear
underwear!

Except soon she was stripping off her skirt,
and dancing around in bra and thong. That alone seemed
unbelievable! But she was doing it! She was gripped by
embarrassment, but also a growing sense of wonder and heat and
excitement! When she removed her bra to expose her breasts to the
room she felt a shock of dark heat as well as embarrassment.

Then she as completely naked! She danced as
if in a daze, flushed from forehead to stomach, swinging around the
pole as scores of men watched her!

Shortly after that she had to give strange
men lap dances! That was even more insane! Not only was she
hideously self-conscious as she ground herself against them and
felt their erections against her, but it made her burn with a
scalding heat that almost caused her to climax while rubbing
herself on their laps!

What jarred her out of her haze was the
amazing amount of money men were giving her! The first man gave her
sixty dollars for not much more than ten minutes of grinding her
butt against him! The second man gave her forty for half as long!
The money began to accumulate and became something of an
obsession.

She talked to other girls, who gave her
advice, and she started to smile and flirt with the men, pretending
to be a college girl needing money. She wasn't even sure what had
happened to Anthony and the others. She went from one lap dance to
another, then had to go on stage and strip again!

She was more fluid, more relaxed, less
embarrassed, and more aroused this time, flaunting her naked body,
giving the room flirty looks, grinding herself outrageously against
the pole and bending over to display her body to them all!

Then it was back to more lap dances. And
back to more money!

She made $800 before Anthony came for her!
That was an astonishing amount of money to Keri!

She went back with him to the hotel, feeling
very hyper with the hours of sexual action, and was soon pleasing
him, Brandon and Terell again. This time she fucked each of them
separately, crawling into their rooms, licking her way up and down
their body, and then taking their cocks into her trembling body in
whatever position they ordered her into.

Rather than allow her to sleep with any of
them, however, they made her sleep in the main room. There were two
slender pillars near the front door, and she was tied up
spreadeagled and upside down between them, to spend the night
gagged, a vibrator inside her going off intermittently.

She got very, very little sleep.

She was let down in the morning by
Christopher, after he fucked her. Then she crawled into Terell's
room to give him a blow job, then into Brandon's to give him a blow
job and then be fucked on all fours.

She ate as she had the other day, on all
fours, crawling around to be fed from their hands. Then she had a
shower with Christopher, who then inserted the vibrator in her
again. She accompanied him to a separate site, and gave a client a
blow job.

Then she returned to the hotel, was stripped
and gagged, tied to the pillars again, this time right-side up, and
tormented with more vibrators and dildos, to climax repeatedly.
Then she was tied spreadeagled to Christopher's bed, and the others
arrived with a black woman, who licked her to more climaxes, then
taught her how to lick women as well, riding her face.

She had no idea how many orgasms she had on
the trip. But she returned home with almost two thousand dollars
from more visits to the strip club!

She also returned to a higher salary, and a
promise of more trips in the near future.

Joshua was so busy with his studies, though,
that she found herself bored. So Marcus found her part time work at
a local strip club. She'd go for a couple of hours every few
evenings, telling Joshua she was working overtime or going to
movies or visiting friends, and the money thrilled her.

In fact, it paid so well she considered
whether she ought to continue to work for Marcus and his company.
But then, they also paid well, and there was more to life than
money. There was hot, pulse racing sex! And so she stripped in the
evenings, which she found both profitable and a huge turn-on, then
satisfied the men during the day while they taunted her the
vibrator.

But it was the trips she lived for, trips
out of town during which she became a wild creature of uninhibited
sex! And not just with the men in the little company. They gave her
to clients more often, and she reveled in her role of sexy, flirty
sex toy.

She still loved Joshua, but life with him
would be unbearably dull without the wild thrill of sex and
pleasure she got at work. She wasn't sure how long she'd stay with
him, given her assessment of what made a man sexy had radically
changed, but he was undemanding and a cute boy.

But it was the men she lived for, thrilled
to, and gave herself to who made her life one of thrills and
passion.
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