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Chapter One

















My parents had wanted me to be a dancer. I’d always been a tall, slim girl, with a body which lent itself well to ballet. I was almost six feet tall at thirteen, though of course, gawky and awkward with those long legs. But I had always been bored of dancing and its rigid rules of movement. As I grew into my teenage years my rebelliousness asserted itself and I eventually was able to convince my parents it was more trouble than it was worth to try and get me into a pair of tights.

Sports was my love, for I loved to run and jump and twist. I had a lot of energy, a lot of exuberance. And here my long legs helped me well. I excelled in track and field, in volleyball and basketball, even in swimming and soccer. I became, in fact, something of a tomboy, much to my parents disappointment. Rather than eager girlish fixations on pretty dresses, hair and makeup, I was focused on sports and fitness. 

That wasn’t to say I didn’t appreciate looking hot, for I was as narcissistic in that regard as any other teenage girl, but ‘hot’ was far less likely to sit comfortably with my parents than ‘pretty’, and my tight jeans and tops and the wild, partying ways I grew into evoked many an argument in my house through my high school years.

The end of high school caught me somewhat unprepared. Suddenly, the life I had excelled at and enjoyed so thoroughly for years was over. College was not really an option. My parents had little money, and I had little interest. I had never been a bookish girl, barely getting by in school, too hyperactive to be content at sitting for long periods of time listening to boring people give me boring lectures on things I had no interest in. The only classes I’d ever done well in, ever had an interest in, were art classes. One of my teachers had even though I had a real eye for working with clay - if I’d only stop running around and practice it.

But of course, I hadn’t. Nor had I devoted myself to a single sport and practiced with a measure of dedication meant to make a scholarship a possibility. I had always been quick to bore, and so had flitted from one sport to another, preferring not to practice wherever I could skip them. And my frequent partying, and preference for beer and junk food got in the way of dedication, in any event.

But with high school over and no thought of college, I was expected to make something of myself, and had no idea what to make. I had no particular desire for a career in this or that profession, no calling, as it were. I really didn’t know what I wanted to do, except, of course, that I liked sports. And now, a desire for independence, for my own place, lent me a desire for a job that paid well, or at least, sufficiently to get my own place.

Not wanting an office job, I started out as a cashier in a discount department store. This proved, after the first day or two, to be stupefying boring. And it became increasingly difficult to be polite to the parade of unpleasant, overweight people who moved through my line. I stuck it out for a few weeks, then quit and went to work as a waitress in a restaurant. That lasted no longer, and I shifted to a bar, where the tips were better.

The bar, however, had a lot of drunk and semi drunk men who hit on me nearly continuously, and groped me whenever my back was turned. We’re not talking guys here either, but men, adults, some of them old enough to be my freaking father! Nor could I do as I wanted and punch them in the nuts or anything. I had to be polite and try and dissuade them without offending them. The bar didn’t want to lose customers, after all. I had moved into an apartment with a girlfriend, so was now responsible for paying half the bills. Responsibility sat heavily on my shoulders, and so I had to stick it out in the bar for months before moving back to retail, this time into a small store which sold cards and gifts. The pay rate was too low, however, and my roommate threatened to throw me out so I had to go back to work at a bar, though I had increasing contempt for what I called the “’white trash’ I had to deal with every day.

My girlfriend Annie was not terribly sympathetic, though.

“Well, shit, Miranda, maybe if you didn’t wear those cute little short skirts and tight tops they wouldn’t keep grabbing your butt,” I said.

I scowled at my indignantly, as if she‘d, like, accused me of dressing like a slut or something. We were sitting on the floor of Annie’s little brother’s tree house, idly sharing a little grass. Both of us were in jeans, sweatshirts and jackets because it was a cool spring day.

“It’s a uniform” I said defensively. “It’s like an Irish pub.”

“And that’s why those kilts have to be so short? Cuz it’s Irish?”

I shrugged and passed back the toke.

“And if I check your uniform blouse am I gonna find it’s size smaller than anything else in your closet?”

I flushed a little, uncomfortable. “It’s for tips,” I complained. “You get better tips is all.”

“So don’t bitch that they find you hot. You’re trying to make them think you’re hot.”

“Yea, but that doesn’t mean they can squeeze my ass!”

She rolled her eyes. “Hot girls in kilts and guys who are drinking makes for butt grabbing. Get used to it. Unless you want an office job.”

“I’m not sitting in a fucking cubicle all day for the rest of my life,” I muttered, taking the toke back and inhaling.

“So marry some guy with money and become his stay at home bitch.”

“I wish I could get money for playing volleyball,” I sighed.

“Yeah, I wish I could make money from fucking Brad.”

Brad was her boyfriend, and I felt a little surge of jealousy. It was always harder for me to find boyfriends. For some reason guys felt their masculinity was in question if their girlfriend was taller than them, and at six feet tall that took a lot of guys off the market for me.

“You can make money fucking. Just become a hooker,” I said.

“Yeah, I think so, not!”

She grinned. “You can make money dancing.”

I snorted in contempt. Whenever we looked in the want-ads there were always ads for ‘dancers’, which of course, meant ‘strippers’.

Of course, I could have done the job, but being naked in front of a roomful of guys, while exciting as a fantasy, was not something I had any ambition for. Not to mention I’d still be dealing with drunks who wanted to paw me. Except now I’d be naked!

“Yeah, but you’d get paid a lot better,” Annie said when I pointed this out.

My phone went off and I reached back and plucked it out.

“Yeah?”

“Hey, Randa, how’s tricks?‘

“Hi Aunt Carol,” I said. “Pretty good.”

Across from me, Annie was making weird faces and feeling herself up. I scowled at her.

Aunt Carol had discovered she was a lesbian last year, left her husband and taken up with a scary looking blonde lawyer with a deep voice.

“Are you still looking for a job?”

“Kind of,” I said warily.

“Danika and the man she works with downtown need a receptionist slash hostess.”

“I don’t think that’s for me,” I said reluctantly.

“Oh give it a try! Go down and talk to her and Bradley, that’s her partner. It’s not just sitting behind a desk. It’s a very fancy office and it’s sort of like part-time receptionist, part-time hostess for their rich clients. You get coffee and delicacies from the kitchen for them, and there’s a clothing allowance and even a hair allowance.”

“A hair allowance?” I asked in disbelief.

“They have a fancy set up and they want a tall, pretty girl who can give that sort of European attitude, you know. Stylish and sexy. So they‘re willing to pay to have your hair done and to get European type clothes and shoes.”

“I’m not all that stylish or sexy,” I said doubtfully.

“Oh of course you are, darling. Well, you can be. Danika can show you how. Just act aloof and snotty, like you’re better than anyone else.. Remember that clothing allowance. And because they don’t like high turnover they pay really well so girls stay on.”

“Well, I was reluctant, but I thought it sounded interesting, certainly better than what I was doing now, and I was less likely to be drooled on by low-class drunks. Serving wine to rich people didn’t sound terribly difficult, and I could do snotty and aloof easily enough.

So later that day I caught the bus downtown. Pessimistic, I refused to put a lot of effort into dressing up, and went as I was, in jeans and sweatshirt with a football jacket over them. I regretted this as soon as I saw the building. It was all fancy chrome and glass and stone in the lobby, with lots of people in expensive outfits. The elevator was shiny steel and chrome and mirrors, and I felt really out of place.

The twenty third floor lobby was all soft, think blue carpet, the expensive kind, not the cheap, industrial version. I walked up the corridor to the end. Aunt Carol’s … friend, I guess you could call her, girlfriend, whatever, her lover (ick!) had a corner office. They were, my Aunt once said, attorneys for people who mostly didn’t need attorneys. For rich people who wanted lawyers to “represent” them in all sorts of stuff which you probably didn’t even need a lawyer for.

The door to Bartholomew Representation, the name of their firm, was solid wood, a deep, dark, polished wood with brass kick plate and handle. I opened it and found myself in an elegantly appointed reception room. The desk was a fancy, ultra modern thing with a multicolored stone base and a tinted glass top. There were modern art pictures on the wall - which meant god knows what they were supposed to be of - and a strange sculpture on a pedestal to one side. Instead of the waiting room chairs you found most places there were several chairs that looked rather ugly but were probably horribly expensive. They looked like directors chairs, only wider, and without arms, made of leather, with steel legs.

There was no one behind the receptionist desk, and I looked around, again feeling out of place and wishing I’d put on something nicer.

There was a hall behind the desk, and I moved around it hesitantly.

“Uhm, hello?” I called.

An attractive man in his thirties came out of an open door. He was stylishly dressed in a three-piece suit

“May I help you?” he asked with raised eyebrows.

I opened my mouth, hesitated, then blurted out “Probably not. Uhm, I was told you were looking to hire a receptionist.”

My face flushed a little as he examined me, because I sure knew I didn‘t look very elegant or stylish, And this man, with his clearly expensive clothes and hair and, yes, manicured hands looked at me doubtfully, but then got one of those “oh yes, I remember” expressions.

“Would you be Miranda?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said gratefully.

“Ahh, of course. Danika mentioned you might be stopping by. Come in, come in.”

He motioned me back down the corridor and knocked briefly on another door before opening it.

Danika’s office was huge. It was in the corner, with big glass walls looking out on the city, and the same type of stylish furniture as in the waiting room - all chrome and glass and leather and ultra modern. I didn’t care for it, to be honest, but it probably cost a fortune. 

Danika rose from behind a huge marble desk and came around to greet us. She was a tall woman, even taller than me, but much broader in the shoulder and hips. She had a narrow waist, though, and long legs, which you could certainly see beneath a short, tight business skirt.

She wasn’t unattractive, but no one would call her pretty. She was … handsome, with a too-strong jaw for most women to carry off. She looked like a dominatrix or something. It was a good thing she wasn’t wearing leather.

“Ahh, little Miranda,” she said with a broad smile.

She had an accent, but it wasn’t deep, and her English was quite precise.

“Uhm, hi Danika.”

I’d only met her once, and I think I had probably stared at her like she was an alien or something. I mean, my Aunt Carol taking up with a lesbian!? That hadn’t gone over big at my place, or with the family. And she was a tall, scary looking lesbian too! She had really short blonde hair that was sort of spiky, not quite punk, and with a little black streak on one side. It was weird to see her and think this woman was like, fucking my Aunt Carol!

I had never fooled around much with girls beyond play-acting for the guys at some parties, especially when I’d been drinking. I couldn’t help wondering, as she came forward, what it was like to have this woman naked on top of you. How long did sex last for lesbians anyway? I mean, it wasn’t like one of them got soft and had to take a break.

“What do you think, Bradley?” she asked, coming up to me, then moving behind me and pulling the football jacket off.

I stood there a bit uncomfortably under their scrutiny.

“I think with the right hair, yes, and clothes, she could be ideal,” Bradley said.

“I know she will do wonderfully,” Danika said. “I’ve bought you a dress and shoes, dear. Come in the back and change.”

“Uh, you bought me a dress!?” I asked in surprise.

“You wear a uniform at your job, yes? This is like a uniform. It is meant to convey an image of the firm,” Danika said.

I didn’t like that. I mean, I understood, but if she’d gone to all the trouble of buying me a dress and shoes - well - it made me feel obligated now to take the job, you know? And I wasn’t sure I wanted to yet!

It did pay really well, though, and I was impressed by the fancy surroundings. I wouldn’t be on my feet all the time, and it was a day job, unlike my bar.

Danika got a box and a dress, black, it appeared, which was encased in plastic, and took my arm, leading me to the side of her enormous office, where there was another door leading to an en-suite bathroom. Jesus, it was a full sized bathroom complete with shower! Nice office to have!

I felt a little strange getting undressed, though. But I always did anywhere but my bedroom. I toed off my shoes, undid my jeans and slipped them down ad off, then peeled the sweatshirt up and off. I was glad I’d worn my black thong and bra because I suspected - rightly, as it turned out - that the dress would be tight.

“Oh shit,” I whispered, looking at it.

It wasn’t much longer than a sweater. It was a tight, form hugging black dress with a skirt even shorter than the kilt I wore at the bar. It was the kind of dress to be worn with high heels, by a girl with nicely done hair and makeup. I gathered it up above my head and pulled it down. It was tight at the shoulders, but elastic, and made of some sort of soft, silky, yet stretchable fabric that shimmered as it slid down my body. 

I had to stretch it more to go over my breasts. It was tight! And then I had to pull it over my hips, where it hung just a little below my buttocks, stretched across my ass just as tightly as it was across my chest.

I hesitated for long, long moments, then stepped into the shoes. They were awesome looking shoes, let me tell you! But God they were high heels! I’d never worn heels this tall in my life! These were major fuck-me shoes!

I looked at myself in the mirror and felt like a child in a costume. I mean, this outfit was just not me! But there was nothing for it. I had to open the door, go out and let them see me. I tugged on the hem as if I could pull it just a little lower, then unlocked the door and stepped out into Danika’s uncomfortably well-lit office.

“I don’t know about walking in these things,” I said, blushing as I held the door frame and stepped out.

The two of them didn’t gasp or laugh, at least. That was something.

“Come forward, dear,” Danika said.

She took my arm and slid her other arm around my waist as she walked me forward. I didn’t think anything of it, grateful for her helping me keep my balance at the start. Then she and Bradley looked me up and down and circled around me while I stood awkwardly in place.

“Perfect, once she has the right hair,” Bradley said.

“And the proper makeup,” Danika added.

“I don’t wear makeup,” I said.

“You will,” she said, waving my objection away.

“Isn’t it a little… short?” I asked anxiously. 

It was much shorter than eve Danika’s short skirt.

Brad smiled. “We cultivate a European sense of elegance here. Short skirts are de rigueur among the fashionable young ladies there. You’ll need a new hairstyle, however. Not a major change, but more in keeping with European style.” 

They seemed quite enthusiastic and flattering, overriding my hesitancy and concerns. Danika even called the fancy hair place across the street and got me into a vacant appointment, telling me the gallery would pay for it. I found myself kind of rushed through everything to the degree I was eventually, somewhat dazed, standing back in front of them with a haircut which left my hair long, but completely flat, right down to bangs which fell straight down over my forehead almost to my eyebrows..

The girl at the place across the street had even done a quick job of makeup so that I now wore thick, glossy red lipstick. I felt completely and unnaturally girly!

“Exceptional!” Danika said.

“Marvelous,” Bradley echoed her.

“B-but I don’t even know a lot about law!’ I protested feebly.

“You aren’t required to. That’s my job. Yours is to act elegant, receive our guests, see to their needs, and answer the phone now and then.”

And so I went to work as a receptionist slash hostess. Danika seemed very happy, hugging me so tightly I gasped - and pressing very large breasts into me a she did - and Bradley smiled benignly.

* * *

Danika was one of those women who seemed to be overtly sexual almost all the time. Her mannerisms were such that it was like she was posing, even though it seemed to come naturally to her. She was very firm in her instructions, and could raise her tone just slightly and convey a degree of menace that would raise the hairs on the back of your neck. There was no mistaking who was the boss, too, even though it was Bradley’s name on the door - well, his father’s name.

She taught me how to walk in very high heels, and did so in a way which put us very physically close together, though of course, at the time I had no clue there was anything deliberately sexual about it. But we would walk, arm in arm, or something, with her arm around my waist and mine around hers, back and forth across the room.

“Swing your hips more, darling,” she would said, and trace a finger along my hip as she spoke.

“No, slower, not so fast. You want to sway as you walk, not wiggle. 

“No, no.” 

She slapped my bottom. “Like this.”

And she walked, and I imitated her.

“Head back,” she ordered, hand against my forehead, other hand against the small of my back

“Chest out. God gave you breasts for a reason, darling.”

“For children?” I asked a bit impudently.

“So they can drive men to distraction. And yes, men are children.”

She wet her finger and slid it suddenly into my mouth, wiping it quickly along my lower lip and pulling it back before I had even begun to formulate a response.

“Keep those lovely lips moist, dear,” she said.

She moved behind me and slid her arms around me, pulling me in tight against her so I felt her breasts against my back.

“Feel me move,” she said, rolling her hips slowly and lightly.

I blushed, but tried to imitate her.

“Get their attention with the walk, and then seduce them with your eyes.”

“I don’t want to seduce your customers,” I complained.

She drew back and slapped my bottom before gripping my arm and turning me to face her.

“You use whatever works, darling,” she said. “You use your body, your voice, your eyes to seduce people into wanting you, into liking you, into desiring you so they will please you, so they will favor you. Don’t tell me you’ve never had a boy carry something for you, or do some other unpleasant thing for you by batting those pretty green eyes at them.”

I shrugged uncomfortably.

“You have to learn how to seduce people with your eyes,” she said, narrowing her eyes and giving me a smoky gaze.

“Combine it with a haughty sense of superiority. Remember, you’re an elegant European and they’re just crass Americans. So what if they’re rich. You’re still better than they are.”

“But I’m not a European,” I protested.

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Dear, it’s the attitude that matters, not your passport. And Europeans long ago mastered arrogance.”

She snatched a paperweight off her desk and handed it to me.

“Let me see you go to that coffee table in the corner, and put it down. Pretend there’s a client sitting there.”

I had no idea what she wanted. I walked over to the table and put down the paperweight. She shook her head and held out her hand. I walked back and gave it to her and she slapped my ass again, hard enough to make me yelp.

Then she … strolled… over to the table. “Here is your tea, Mr. Smith,” she said in a dusky voice.

She bent over at the waist, in a way they say not to do because it’s not good for your back. Plus, of course, it sticks your ass up in the air for anyone looking. With her legs perfectly straight, she simply bent right over and placed the paperweight on the table. Then she smiled at the non-existent Mr. Smith, a distant sort of smile, straightened up, turned, and strolled elegantly away.

“It’s especially effective if you have cleavage,” she said. “We‘ll have to get you a few dresses with some tasteful but obvious cleavage.”

I flushed a little uncomfortably. I‘d never really worn anything that had cleavage in it. I‘d worn lots of tight tops, but nothing with cleavage.

I walked over to the table, rolling my hips, bending forward at the waist, and thanking Mr. Smith. I did it several times, in fact, while she watched me. 

“This skirt is so short I‘ll be lucky if they‘re not looking at my panties,” I grumbled.

“You only think so. It‘s not really that short. But so what if they do? I presume your panties match the dress?”

And with that she casually lifted up the rear of the dress. I yelped and snatched it back and she chuckled in amusement.

“Lovely thong, dear,’ she said.

“Danika!”

“Oh please, don‘t be such a virgin. It‘s only an ass, dear,” she said with a smile. “We all have one. Though I must say yours looks quite firm and round.”

I blushed and she laughed in delight, then hugged me, pressing those big breasts against me again.. I had felt those breasts against me repeatedly since she’d started “teaching” me, and I was starting to wonder if it was deliberate. I was also starting to, oddly, wonder about her breasts, about what they looked like, about what it would be like to touch them - with my hands. I mean, she was a lesbian, after all, so presumably she would want to do me, just like all the guys I knew.

I couldn’t help but be aware of that, couldn’t help but think idly about it from time to time, especially when her body was pressed against mine so firmly. What would it be like to have sex with a woman? Especially Danika. Though to be honest, despite how she was teaching me how to sway and walk and act like a seductive female she struck me as very male in most of her behavior. Even her voice was deep.

“I think I’ll need to shave my legs more often,” I said ruefully, looking down at the short skirt.

“Shave? Oh, darling, you’re so old fashioned,” she said with a smile.

She put her foot up on the back of a chair, just that easily, extending it out beside me, then took my hand and placed it on her thigh. I froze as she rubbed my hand up and down against her outer, then inner thigh, finally jerking my hand back as if it was burned.

“She chuckled in amusement. “Not a hair to be found, darling, not anywhere on my body below the neck. Lasers do wonderful things for a girl these days. None of that icky shaving and waxing nonsense.

“I couldn’t afford that,” I said with a shrug.

She turned me towards her again, as she had a habit of doing, and then tilted my chin up. “Darling girl, if we’re paying for your dress and hair and makeup and shoes, why shouldn’t we pay for electrolysis? It’s all a business expense, you know, which means we can write it off on our taxes.’

“Oh but I…”

“Don’t be silly. Get it done and then no more shaving!”

That was an offer that made so much sense, and if they were going to pay for it… well, gee. I hated shaving my legs! It would be great to never have to do it again! I didn’t know what it cost. I was sure it was hundreds of dollars at least.

Just as she had a dress place and a hair place, she had a place for laser hair removal, called, and got an immediate appointment so that I really didn’t have time to think about it or object. She had me stop in after work, and I did. The clinic seemed very fancy, but hey, I wasn’t paying. I was a bit nervous, but they seemed very professional, and the girl who took me into the room was not that much older than me and very reassuring.

I didn’t have to take off my top, just my jeans, and she put dark glasses on me and on herself, and then we chatted about actors and actresses, TV shows, and then, as she got higher on my legs and observed my thong, types of lingerie and stores. She saw a lot of it in her business, and made me laugh at her tales of some of the things fat, middle aged women wore there to get their hair removed.

I was glad I hadn’t worn something plain or embarrassing.

As she got higher, though, I started getting a little uneasy. Well, maybe that’s the wrong word. But I was aware that my legs were spread wide and her fingers were sliding slowly along my inner thighs less than an inch from my pussy as she worked the little laser wand. She was completely professional and clinical, but I guess having been exposed to Danika all day I was having strange lesbian thoughts!

She was amazed my work had paid for it, and I told her about wearing the short dresses and acting all European haughty. She laughed. “Maybe you should pretend you were French and just grow your hair so it sticks out all over.”

We laughed and then she straightened. “Do you want to remove your thong now?”

I blushed. “Uhm, do I have to? I mean…”

“Well, your boss paid for the whole thing, right from ankles to hips.”

“She did?” I gulped, my chest suddenly getting tight.

She shrugged. “Might as well. I mean, why stop and leave hair for you to continue shaving?”

“Uhm, well, but it’s not like I’ll be showing that to the customers!”

She laughed. “No, but it’s part of the package she selected. And it’s quite expensive so you might as well get it done.”

“How expensive is it?”

She told me and I gasped in shock. It was thousands of dollars! For the cost wasn't just for this visit, but for all the followup visits I’d need over the following weeks, and the special soothing creams I’d need for my legs.

With that much money I felt I couldn’t just say no. I mean, it was non-refundable and everything, so, blushing a lot, I slipped my thong off, and she set to work. I felt really awkward and uncomfortable, at first, with her gloved fingers actually touching my pussy as she moved the wand along, but I started to relax after a few minutes, to get used to it.

But then, weirdly, as she worked, I started feeling this sort of, well, sexual thing. I was sure it wasn’t coming from her. We’d already talked about her boyfriend, and she hadn’t done anything that wasn’t completely professional. And I don’t mean I wanted her, or anything. I just started feeling… well, aroused, and that made me squirm with discomfort lest she somehow realized it and thought I was some kind of lesbian.

The room had been darkened, and there were incense sticks burning to set a mood, I guess, of relaxation. I felt my mind kind of floating, floating down dark, lushly erotic paths as I stretched out like that, naked below the waist. A part of me actually longed for her to touch me in a sexual way, and I didn’t think I would have resisted if she had. It didn’t happen, though, leaving me feeling somewhat -- empty -- unsatisfied, in a weird way.

I went home, with a bag with bottles of expensive creams, and of course, the first thing I did was to strip naked and look at myself in the mirror. My pussy was a little sore, as were my legs, feeling kind of sunburned, but they felt incredibly smooth and soft to my fingers as I explored down there.

I stared at myself in the mirror, imagining her sitting there looking right at my pussy like she’d been doing. God! What a view!




























Chapter Two

















The hair was pretty easy to manage, but when drying it I had to practically iron it to make sure it fell precisely flatly. The only time I could use the hair dryer was on the bangs, so they were fuller. I put on another black bra and thong, wondering if I’d have to buy a bunch - wondering if I dared mention it to Danika and ask that they pay fro them. Then I took the bus downtown again, reflecting how much better it was to be working in the day instead of the evening.

Danika ran me through more play acting, stopping me several times, once by putting her finger to my lips to silence me, once by slapping my bottom. “Never seem eager,” she said. “Never seem rushed. You are poised and posed, you are relaxed and aloof. You speak slowly and distinctly. Don’t use contractions. Don’t say don’t. Say do not. Don’t say I’ll, say I will. Always, always, always say sir or madam.”

The dress she had for me was not a lot different from yesterday’s except it was a little more gray, and it had a bit of cleavage in the front, though nothing serious. It was just as short, though.

And now I began to get phone calls, and to take messages. I began to get clients coming in the door, too. I would wait to see if they came to the desk, and smile, but not broadly. Then I would offer them a seat and something to drink, a little wine perhaps. They knew the routine better than I did, though, and that made it easier.

Down the hall, the first door was to the kitchen. And it had a nice little wine cupboard. There was more wine in the fridge, and there were crystal glasses, and fine china for tea or coffee or cappuccino. I did my best to master aloof yet helpful, haughty but welcoming.

There was also ordinary office stuff to do, like photocopying and stuff like that, which I did whenever Bradley or Danika called me. There were also phone calls to be made. People actually called Danika to get them tickets to the opera or plays or sold-out football games! They called her to arrange for cars or limos to be rented, or to make hotel reservations. They called her to contact potential private schools for their children, and report on them, or to look at potential investments and report back on them. They called her to check out potential or existing employees.

The work was rather varied and sometimes interesting. 

And of course, Danika wanted to check out my newly done legs. She ran her fingers slowly along my thighs, but thankfully didn’t ask to see higher. But she continued to touch me, to hug me, to slap my bottom on occasion. Twice she kissed me on the lips, just brief pecks in passing, after thanking me for something, but it left my mind buzzing with wild uncertainty. Was Danika wanting me? Was she hot for me?!

I should have been grossed out at the thought, but I wasn't. Because she was a woman I didn't consider her the kind of threat a man would be. And besides, she was living with my Aunt Carol, so how bad could she be? I mean, worst came to worst I'd have to say no, and maybe she'd be sulky. So anyway, I wasn't exactly worried more intrigued. She gave me lots of little caresses – not anywhere dangerous – and hugs and the occasional slap on the butt. But at the same time she was very, very firm in her requirements, in my duties, and when she said jump she expected you to jump.

Even in a short skirt.

After I'd been working there a few days I was sort of getting used to her physical ways. They still made me a little uncomfortable at times, still made me blush at times, but they also sometimes gave me a kind of mushy, swirly feeling that had me – I wouldn't exactly say aroused but – sort of just below that on the scale, if you will.

She came up to me from behind and I felt her hand on my ass. It squeezed my butt fully and firmly, and as I turned towards her she used her hand to kind of pull me in against her body and kiss me full on the lips. It was more than a peck, too, but a good, hard kiss that widened my eyes. She pulled back, though after a moment, but her hand was still on my ass.

“Excellent, excellent job with all those employee calls,” she said.

Then she gave my ass another squeeze and moved away, leaving me feeling somewhat breathless and confused about what I should be feeling.

We'd had a call from a client to check out about fifty potential employees for his yacht. That meant contacting private investigation firms in half a dozen countries and arranging for the details to be faxed to them. It was rather interesting, really, but I didn't think it was all that complicated. Still, I was pleased she was pleased, and feeling a little, uhm, swirly inside.

The next day, however, things got a whole lot more interesting at work. Danika was really pissed off over something to do with a legal case, and snapping and snarling at everyone on the phone, at me, and even at Bradley. I did my best to stay away from her, and was very tense around her. The woman could be very nasty when she was upset!

So anyway, I was in her office later in the day, at the table across the room from her desk. The table was another fancy thing, similar to the receptionist desk, made of stone, but with a heavy glass top. It had a couple of drawers on one side too. Anyway, I was kind of bent over it gathering mail when I felt her come up behind me.

Her hand landed on my shoulder and slid down my back, rubbing my back as I turned towards her.

“I hope I haven't frightened you today, little bird,” she said, smiling.

“Uhm, no,” I said.

Her hand slid down onto my ass, and pulled me in against her as she had the other day, and she gave me a quick peck on the lips.

“This look really suits you,” she said, her hands sliding through my hair. 

Her face was inches from mine, and I felt a sudden tightness in my chest, then her hands were sliding behind my head, through my hair, and she was pulling my head forward as she kissed me again. But this kiss was no peck. It was a long, slow kiss that had her easing her tongue into my mouth as she pulled my body in against hers. Her other hand was on my ass, kneading my butt as her lips began to move against mine.

My 'swirly' sensation erupted into full-blown panic combined with a wild dark sense of excitement, a sort of sexual electricity rippling along my skin as her fingers slid through my hair, her hand squeezed my ass, and her lips pressed down very firmly against mine. 

I blinked my eyes rapidly, not knowing what to do, how to react or respond. Should I kiss her back!? Should I push her back?! It wasn't right for her to be kissing me like this. She was my aunt's girlfriend! But my mind was spinning like a tire on ice, not knowing what to do or say or how to react, and in the meantime she kind of moved in harder against me, pinning me against the table, which dug into the backs of my thighs just below my buttocks.

She was leaning into me and I was sort of trying to lean back. But with the table pressed into the backs of my thighs that meant kind of leaning back, which in turn caused my legs to instinctively widen to try and balance myself. Only she kept leaning in and forcing me back to the point I wound up laying back across the table with my feet coming off the floor, my long bare legs apart as she stood between them bent over me.

I hadn't spoken, but then I couldn't have with her lips on mine. And she was getting hotter and hungrier in her kisses, more passionate. Her tongue was thrusting deeper into my mouth as her lips moved sensuously against mine. My hands were on her shoulders, sort of feebly pushing against her mostly because I didn't know where else to put them.

And then her right hand slid up onto my left breast and began to knead it through the little dress, and that just made my stomach churn even more violently as heat started to spill through my veins. I knew this was wrong, and pushed harder against her shoulders, but I was so confused, so well, dazed, by this that I didn't really know what I wanted to do or say or how to react.

And then she pulled her lips away and straightened as her hands slid down onto my hips. But of course, my legs were spread wide around her, and the dress had slipped back up to where it basically at my crotch, or a bit above. Her hands slid under it, gripped my thong, and pulled it out from under my butt in a smooth, quick, strong motion that had my legs forced up straight into the air in front of her as she pulled the thong off my feet.

There was a sudden, almost shocking explosion of sensations and emotions inside me! I had not been expecting this and I had no idea what to do! My immediate inclination was to yelp and try to cover myself, but she was having none of that. She sat down in the wheeled chair next to the table and slid it in, leaning forward over my now nakedly exposed pussy. She gripped my wrists and pinned them down on either side as her lips traced a line along the throbbing opening to my sex.

My pulse was racing and my heart pounding a mile a minute. I was flushed with shock, excitement and a wild, raw embarrassment as she bent over my naked pussy and began to – lick!

I let out a cry of shock, my hips jerking, but she had her elbows spread out to either side, even as she held my wrists, and her forearms pinned my legs wide as she opened her mouth and took my whole pussy into it, sucking and growling weakly, letting me feel the warm heat of her mouth against me. Then she slid her tongue out and traced the line of my sex, up and down, up and down, pushing deeper with each stroke, then sliding it up across my clit.

“D-D-Danika!” I gasped.

Her lips closed around my clit and she started to sick as her tongue did this weird little flitter thing that had my hips jerking up helplessly against her even as I tried to frame a demand she stop! My thinking processes were scattered by the sudden burst of heat and sensation and my eyes widened as I gasped aloud.

Holy shit! Ohmygod!

Her hands slid up my body and stopped over my breasts, kneading and squeezing them, and it was a few breathless moments before I realized that my wrists were now free. It took longer to think on what to do about that, or remember why I should care. Sexual heat was rippling through my blood and bones and along my nervous system in ever increasing waves that had my body trembling and my hips grinding even as I tried to get myself under control.

This was insane!

The sensations grew more powerful, more intense, almost uncomfortably intense, and I writhed and gasped and pushed feebly, almost instinctively at her head, trying to ease the force of those hot, raw, overpowering sensations. She stood up abruptly enough to make me dizzy, grabbed my arms and pulled me up to a sitting position against her. Her lips rushed mine in and instant and her hands slid around me, running down my back. 

Then, before I could even understand what was happening, she'd gripped the hem of my tight little mini-dress and yanked it upwards. It peeled up and back, and my hands, now on her shoulders, were abruptly forced up above me as she yanked the dress right over my head and tossed it behind her. I gaped, and she yanked me forward off the desk so that I would have fallen had she not had such a firm grip on my arms.

She spun me about, undid my bra, and yanked it down my arms. She slid it off one arm but left the straps around another, using it to pull that arm back as she grabbed the other. In seconds, she had the bra tangled around my other arm and was twisting it in so that my arms were forced back together behind me and then bound tightly at the elbows. My hands were free – sort of, but I couldn't do anything with them, as they sort of stuck out to either side, my right hand past my left hip and my left past my right.

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

Her hands came around me and kneaded my bare breasts, then pinched the nipples so I yelped in pain.

I was just starting to figure out what the hell she was doing, and had no idea why, and then she grabbed the back of my head and roughly bent me over the desk so that my my overheated breasts were pillowed out against the glass surface. She slapped my ass with a stinging blow that drew another startled cry, then gripped my thighs and yanked them apart.

I was in a state of disbelief, embarrassment, confusion, and wild, dark heat as I felt her entire mouth, lips wide, envelope my mons, and give it a sort of open mouthed kiss. The kiss morphed into hot, rhythmic sucking as her tongue thrust out and drove into my now embarrassingly wet pussy and kind of – wiggled around – in the mouth of my sex.

Then she caught my clit between my lips and started sucking, doing that little flittery thing with her tongue as I gasped and moaned and my hips jerked with alarming violence.

She slapped my ass again, making me cry out, then her hands, her thumbs, slid into me and slowly peeled my sex open. I shuddered as her mouth pushed in against it, her tongue thrusting in amazingly deep, twisting and swirling inside me even as fingers stroked at my clit.

She stopped suddenly, leaving me gasping, panting, staring at the wall behind the desk, then through the glass of the desk. I realized I was drooling a little, and I shook my head.

Holy shit!

I was fucking naked! I was bent over a desk, my breasts kind of mashing against the hard glass, and against some envelopes that were there, my nipples aching, my ass raised up and my legs apart. I could actually feel the chill of the air conditioning against my wet, naked pussy!

I jerked my arms helplessly, instinctively trying to push myself erect. When I couldn't I used my stomach muscles to straighten, or try to. I felt her hand on my hair, gathering it up, jerking it up and back so that I cried out again. I was bent forward, but now my head was forced up and back as she smiled darkly at me.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred again.

But I'm not! 

And then I saw this – thing – sticking out of her. Her short skirt had been hiked up, and she'd strapped a thick, fat, lumpy looking black dildo to her groin. It was long, and it was thick, and it was vaguely menacing even before I realized what she intended to do with it.

“N-No!” I gasped, twisting in her grasp.

“Oh yes,” she cooed, shoving me down, pressing my face into the glass. 

I gasped as she slapped my bottom, then I felt the pressure of the – thing – against my moist pussy opening. There was something on it, something cool and slick, and it pushed into me with a strange, delicious sensation of size! I mean it jammed against my opening, spreading open the lips of my sex, but not enough, then pushing against them, pushing forward rhythmically, the pressure growing and easing, growing and easing as I felt my pussy lips slowly pushed back and apart, opening me up.

“D-Danika!” I gasped. “Please!”

“You don't have to beg, naughty girl,” she said. “That will come later.”

I gasped as the thing forced the lips of my sex far enough apart to push into me. Then I was beyond speech. The sensation was almost indescribable. The state I was in, the thickness of the dildo, the aching inside me, the alarm and embarrassment... It was – incredible! It felt so wild, so intense, so wonderful as it pushed into my body in a long, slow, delicious thrust that had my mouth open in a wide, soundless gurgling moan of sheer animal reaction.

Oh! My! God!

Ohmygod..ohmygod...ohmygod!

She rolled her hips and twisted the thing around inside me as she pushed, drew back a little, then pushed deeper, drew back, and pushed even deeper, so that the ache became something like pain. But I didn't care. I was impaled on that massive thing and felt it deep, deep inside me as my mind was roiled by wild waves of raw excitement and heat.

I felt the straps and her bare thighs against the inside of my thighs, against the underside of my buttocks as she jammed it in to the hilt. I felt a shock-wave, remembering the size of the thing, that she could possibly get it all inside me without killing me!

You see, I'd always loved being penetrated. I realize that physically, that's not what is supposed to set you off. But it's the psychological thing. I don't really know why, but it just turns me on, turns my mind to mush, to have a nice, big cock sliding into my body. And this, while not a cock, was certainly big, and stiff. It was also made of some kind of material which, while silky soft, also caressed the lips of my sex and the inside of my pussy in a way I'd never felt before. On top of that, of course, were all those lumps and bumps on the thing which created their own unique sensation as they slid over my sensitive flesh.

Emotionally I was still stunned, dazed, by what had happened, and how fast. I could hardly believe it actually was happening, that I was naked, legs spread, bent over a desk, my arms freaking well tied behind me, while Danika was fucking me with a dildo!

And she was fucking me gooooood! Danika knew what to do with the equipment better than the guys I'd slept with, grinding and rolling her hips, changing the angle of her penetration, shifting the rhythm from slow and teasing to hard, fast and intense, then back again. She was turning my brain to mush even as she kept yanking it out of the strange, languorous sexual fever she'd put it into. She'd slap my ass and call me her slut, or grip my hair and yank my head up and back as she leaned in and sucked and chewed and licked at the nape of my neck.

The orgasm arrived almost the same time her finger slid under me and she began to rub it roughly across my clit. It was wild, soaring, intense, and had me twisting and writhing and bucking back in uncontrollable sexual release as I cried out in helpless pleasure.

It was an incredible orgasm, a shattering, all-consuming orgasm that was so much more intense, so much more powerful than any I'd remembered before, and so overwhelmed my mind that I hardly noticed when Bradley came to the door and looked in.

“I think I'd best close this in case a client walks in,” he said with a smile, drawing back and pulling the heavy door closed behind him.

I didn't care. I saw and heard but my mind didn't process it as I jammed myself back onto that delicious hard cock Danika was shoving into me.

It hurt but I didn't care about that either. The wild heat had me in its grip and was shaking me like a rag doll. When it eased, I just lay there, dazed, drooling, eyes glazed over. 

Danika slapped my ass again, but I barely noticed. Then she did something with the straps around her waist which I also didn't notice. I didn't even really notice as she turned those straps inside out and fit them together around my waist. The dildo was now buried in my quivering belly, and the straps went up between my buttocks, and up my abdomen to the one she drew together around my waist.

I gasped as she yanked me back off the desk by the hair. My legs collapsed and I fell to my knees on the deep rug, gasping, chest heaving as she turned me around, again, by simply using my long, thick hair as a handle. Now she stood before me, like a goddess, tall and strong and eyes glinting as I knelt before her naked. She pulled my face forward by the hair and my lips pressed against her pussy.

She was as bare as I was, and I had only a moment to think that before she was rubbing me against her and ordering me to lick. I didn't understand, was too dazed, and she twisted her fingers in my hair so I gasped in pain.

“Now, my little slut. Show me how grateful you are.”

I didn't know what she meant, but she ordered me to lick and, starting to get control of myself again, I licked.

I should have been grossed out. The thought of licking a girl's pussy held no pleasure to me. I mean, I can see kind of rubbing my body against another girl whose soft and warm like me. But I'd never really thought about doing oral sex on a girl. But now, despite the massive orgasm which had rolled through me like a freight train, I was in a state of sexual heat such that I would have accepted virtually anything she wanted.

She gathered my hair up at the top of my head, using it as a handle to hold me there, and began to instruct me in what to do, in how hard, and what direction, in all the little things she wanted done to her pussy. And, of course, I did exactly as she ordered, without really even thinking about it. I licked and I sucked and mouthed her until she came, surprising me again.

She was one of those women who ejaculated, whose pussy cream gushed out – and in this case into my face, into my open mouth. I gasped in dazed confusion, but kept licking as she twisted her fingers in my hair and tugged at my scalp.

My pussy squeezed tightly around the big dildo thing inside it, and I moaned in pleasure even as she pulled over the chair and sat down. She slumped back, legs across the arms, and drew me in by the hair to continue my instructions.

I was more in control now, my mind capable of rational thought. I was still deeply, sensuously aroused, but I could think. I felt a sense of embarrassment, of discomfort, at what I'd done, at what I was doing now. I was in a downtown office naked licking a woman's pussy! Not to mention that there was a big dildo stuffed up inside me!

Holy shit!

And now my ears burned as I remembered Brad sticking his head into the door. I felt the heat spreading over my face and down my chest as I cringed mentally, thinking of what he must have seen, what he was thinking...

I gasped as Danika pulled my hair, and my eyes rolled up towards her. There was a scowl on her face. “Lick,” she growled in that voice which made me immediately focus and redouble my efforts.

I licked and sucked, and brought her to another come – one considerably less violent than mine had been, before she was apparently satisfied.

She dragged me up by the hair until I my bare body was pressed against hers and she could kiss me again. Her hands were in my hair, then also rubbing my back and kneading my buttocks as she kissed me.

“My pretty little slut,” she whispered.

She straightened up, pushing me back, onto my feet, and stood up. I blushed and dropped my eyes, conscious of a sense of – I don't know – deep inferiority? Something. I mean, there'd been no question who was the boss before, who was in charge, who was stronger, both physically and mentally. But now I felt just... I don't know how to describe it. It was like I was so low compared to her that I was embarrassed about being so low, so inferior; a wretched, embarrassingly ill-bred little girl before her beauty, strength, and sophistication.

She jerked back on my hair, forcing my head back, my back to bow, and caressed my taut breasts with her other hand. That hand slid down my body and between my legs to where the straps held that big dildo up inside me, and she palmed it and pushed, rolling her hand, grinding it, twisting the thing inside me as I shuddered and moaned and whimpered at the sudden overwhelming sensation of heat that swept around me.

I came again, bucking helplessly against her hand, crying out weakly as she bent and bit into the center of my breast. Pain and pleasure swirled and churned inside me and I ground feverishly against her before collapsing onto my knees once again.




























Chapter Three

















“Get dressed, little girl. There's still work to be done,” Danika said, suddenly brusque.

She bent and untied the bra, then pulled me to my shaky feet. She found my dress and pulled it down over my head, basically dressing me as I sat back breathlessly against the edge of the desk. It was only when she was tugging it down around my hips I realized my bra was still on the floor, and tried to reach for it.

“Don't worry about that. You don't need it, little one,” she said.

Nobody else had ever called me 'little one', but I don't think it was a physical description.

“But I – .”

“You've got nice firm breasts,” she said. “Teenage breasts.”

She gave them a squeeze through the dress.

“It's a black dress, and I think you can get by fine without them. And don't worry about the panties,” she said with a thin smile. “What you're wearing will do fine.”

What I was wearing were the straps which held the dildo inside me. I blushed at that, and opened my mouth to protest but she kissed me, gently enough to cause me to start to melt – then drew back, Spun me around and slapped my bottom. “Get back out there and check to see if there have been any messages,” she ordered. 

“But... Bradley... he saw!” I said in an anguished voice.

“Yes, so? Bradley is used to my ways. And he's far from being a saint. I assure you he won't have been bothered.”

She propelled me out the door and into the hall, closing her door behind me.

Leaving my underwear behind!

I hurried past Bradley's door, red-faced. The world was coming back in a rush and I was feeling more and more shocked at what had happened, more and more chagrined that I'd let Danika use me like some kind of whore. I was also horribly embarrassed that Bradley knew of it, never mind had seen it!

I was going to have to leave, and that was that. But of course, I couldn't leave now. Not without my underwear! With this... thing inside me! I didn't wear these little dresses on the bus, of course. They were kept here, but I changed in Danika's en-suite bathroom, and that was where my clothes were, hung up in a little closet there.

So there was nothing for it but to sit down and try to survive the horrible embarrassment which would inevitably result when I saw Brad again.

If I could sit down.

I looked around the waiting room anxiously, then over to the mirror to check myself out. My hair was a mess, and I quickly got a brush and carefully brushed it out. My braless state was, to me, fairly obvious, but at least it wasn't, well, obscene. I mean, it's not like anyone could see my nipples or anything. Nor was it evident what I was 'wearing' under the skirt.

I pulled out the chair and lowered myself very gingerly into it. I gasped as the base of the dildo made contact with the chair and I felt the pressure growing on the tip – lodged deep inside me.

Could I sit down? God, this was ridiculous! It was obscene! 

I tried to support myself with my hands on the arm of the chair and sort of angle myself in. slumped back so that my weight didn't come directly down on my pussy. That kind of worked, as long as I was slumped, but if I sat forward – ouch!

I needed to take this thing out! But how? I was reasonably sure Danika intended it to stay inside me, the perverted bitch. I couldn't go to her office and ask to use her bathroom and take it out there.

I kept having flashbacks, both visual, and sensory. I remember most being bent over the table, utterly naked, and so aware of it, staring at the floor through the glass, feeling that big dildo thrusting into me. 

Ohmygod!

I was buzzing just thinking about it! Just remembering the wild, hot carnal need and hunger which had gripped me.

I winced as I shifted my position a little and felt the pressure deep inside me.

I went over the messages. There were only two. We really hadn't been at it that long, surprisingly. One of them, unfortunately, had been left for Bradley, and he had to be told about it. I cringed at the thought of talking to him. What a slut he must think I was! Not to mention a lesbian! I wasn't a lesbian!

It's not that I had anything particularly against lesbians, I mean, no more than most girls. It's just that, well, I didn't want to be known as one!

I winced again, reaching down and trying to adjust the thing.

Then the door opened. A couple came in. The man was fawning and obsequious, the woman older, sterner, much like Danika, come to think of it, except she was gray haired. They came up to the desk and I had to straighten, wincing and gasping lightly at the sudden hard pressure deep inside me.

“I wish to speak with Mr. Bartholomew,” she said sternly.

“Yes, ma'am,” I gulped. “Who shall I say is calling?

There was no question of avoiding it. I picked up the phone and dialed his number on the intercom. “Mr. Bartholomew, Mrs. Higgins is here to see you,” I said.

He came out immediately, all gracious and welcoming, a real suck-up I thought as he led them into his office. 

“Can I offer you anything?” he asked, all smiles.

“A little wine,” Mrs Higgins said.

“Of course. And you, Paul?”

“Just a beer,” the man said.

“Miranda, a white wine, and a Beck's please,” Brad said over his shoulder.

The white wine was a chilled Riesling Ice wine, kept in a special wine fridge in the kitchen. I fetched it, poured a glass, and then got the beer and poured that, as well. I put both on a silver tray and then, more nervously than since I'd first started, carried it to Bradley's office.

Like Danika's office, his had a lot of windows, and was thus brighter than the reception office, which made me more anxious in my braless state, especially with my short skirt and the dildo stuffed up inside me. I did my best to act 'normal', though, as I carried it over to them, but bending over was even more of a difficult task, as I could sort of feel the long dildo sort of bending a little with the movement of my body.

The strap which went up my front was grinding against my clit, too!

Mrs. Higgins hardly noticed me, but her husband was looking at my breasts, and I flushed as I slid the beer onto a little doily on the table and straightened. I definitely did not look at Bradley, my cheeks pink as I tried to be as invisible as possible while he chatted with the woman.

“Bring me the Higgins folder, if you please, Miranda.”

“Yes, Mr. Bartholomew,” I said awkwardly.

I walked out of the office, closing the door, breathing again on the other side, then reached down and tried to adjust the strap that was grinding against my front as I walked across to the file room on the other side of the little hall.

I got the folder and went back, knocking and letting myself in. The Higgins' were chatting as I handed it to Brad, and I couldn't help flicking my eyes up at him to meet a sort of knowing smirk that made my face flush and my eyes jerk away.

I retreated quickly and gratefully. Outside, I tried again to adjust the strap. The fucking thing was too tight! But I couldn't see how to undo it. The buckle was in the back!

I again sat down – carefully, and checked through email until the door opened and the Higgins' left. I was squirming, both mentally and literally, and watching the clock until I could go home. 

The phone buzzed and I looked at it warily before answering it.

“Miranda, would you get those responses from the employment agency for me?” Bradley called.

Shit!

“Yes, Mr. Bartholomew,” I said.

I printed out the responses and then carried them to his office. His place was as well-appointed as Danika's, but in a more traditional dark oak, including a huge, antique desk, and bookcases along the walls.

Have I mentioned before that Bradley was a good looking man? He wasn't huge or anything, but was tall, and had nice shoulders and a nice ass. He was too old for me, of course, but then again, I doubted he was any older than Danika, who had just finished fucking me like I was her slut – her lesbian slut.

And I wasn't! A lesbian, I mean. If I was going to be fucking anyone at work it ought to be Brad.

I could see myself bent over the desk with him behind me, thrusting into me. That would be more normal, more exciting, more … 

God, why am I thinking this shit for?!

He was my boss! Or at least, one of my bosses. Of course, I'd just been royally fucked by one of those bosses – and he knew it. I blushed as I walked in, knowing what he had seen when he'd come into Danika's office. What a slut he must think I was, a lesbian slut!

But I'm not! Or … or I wasn't! And I didn't want people thinking I was, especially an attractive man. Don't ask me why that mattered but it did. I'd always liked it that men looked at me and thought of me as – desirable. And wearing this tiny skirt over the past few of days had been kind of a high. I mean, it was like being given the freedom to dress – provocatively – as part of my very respectable job!
It had been embarrassing, at first, but I'd come to enjoy it, to bask in the looks people gave me as this hot, sophisticated, sexually desirable girl. Yet I'd been able to remain aloof, distant. No one had hit on me, or tried to grope me or anything. Well, until today.

Had I led her on in some way? Probably. I had taken to enjoying how hot I looked, and kind of posing provocatively. And while I hadn't had any previous experience with lesbians, well, it had intrigued me, and I had sort of enjoyed Danika's attentions, her interest, her looks, her little touches.

Of course I hadn't expected her to bend me over and fuck me with a strap-on dildo!

Holy shit!

“Close the door, please,” he said, his voice taking on a serious tone.

I obeyed, my pulse starting to beat faster. Was he going to tell me off? Was he going to tell me how disappointed he was in my behavior? Was he going to fire me? Could he fire me without Danika agreeing? And what did it matter if I was planning on leaving?

I set the responses on his desk and stood, flushed, face down.

“Look at me, please,” he said somewhat sternly.

I had to obey, and he looked up at me seriously from behind his big desk.

“I was going to congratulate you on the great work you've been doing for us, Miranda. It's been good enough for us to decide to take you on for good, and to reward you.”

“Reward me?” I asked uncertainly.

“We give higher wages and benefits here because we want to keep people on. We don't want the typical high turnover you get among support staff. With the higher wages comes a car, by the way.”

A car?!

“A car!?” I exclaimed.

He waved his hand dismissively. “It's completely tax deductible,” he said, “so is the gas for it.”

A car? Wow, that would be so cool!

“Uhm, thanks,” I said, still flushed.

“Now can you explain this?” he demanded, pointing at his screen.

I shrugged helplessly, and moved forward and around the desk to stand beside him. On the screen were the messages logged, including that one I was supposed to be looking out for him and had forgotten to give him.

I gulped in embarrassment.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Bartholomew,” I said. “I was uhm, distracted.”

“Distracted doesn't cut it, young woman,” he said sternly. “We don't pay such a high premium for girls who don't do their jobs properly. Our clients are extremely demanding and so we need to be demanding on our staff or else the clients go elsewhere.”

“But I – .”

“No excuses! When you screw up here, Miranda, you admit it and then you take what's coming to you.”

I flushed and jerked my head up and down. “Yes, sir,” I said in a subdued voice.

But it still wasn't fair!

“And I have to add that you will get cut no slack by sleeping with one of the bosses,” he said. 

“I wasn't... I didn't... I mean...”

I was nearly speechless with embarrassment and indignation. I mean, okay, yes I had let Danika fuck me, sort of. I mean, it wasn't like I'd wanted her to! And it wasn't like I'd really had a lot of choice! But it wasn't that I had thought to fuck her and get something out of it either!

Except some amazing orgasms.

“I'm not saying it was all your fault,” he said. “In all likelihood your being a lesbian was one of the reasons Danika hired you in the first place.”

“I'm not a lesbian!” I exclaimed.

He raised his eyebrows, and I flushed, remembering again what he must have seen.

“That was all Danika! I mean, it wasn't my idea! I'm not into girls!”

“You could have fooled me,” he said dryly. “Or maybe those cries of pleasure were my imagination?”

I blushed even more furiously, deeply embarrassed, but also, for some reason, determined to set the record straight.

“I'm not a – .”

“It's really irrelevant,” he said. “The point is, you screwed up. Right?”

I shrugged helplessly.

“Admit it and take what's coming to you?”

“Okay,” I said uncertainly. “Uhm, what's coming to me?”

“Well, we could suspend you for a day or two but that just punishes us. We could dock your pay but that would seem overly cruel given how little you have and how much you need. We prefer to deal with our young staff in a more direct way which will leave a lasting impression but not damage them financially.”

“Uhm...”

He sighed and pushed his chair back, then jerked his head to one side and down.

“Across my lap,” he said

I stared at him in confusion, then astonishment. I was dumbfounded. What did he – ?

And then he had gripped my wrist and pulled me firmly forward – and down, and by the time I had even thought about resisting I was already halfway across his lap. The shock of that realization kept me from doing a lot until he actually pulled me fully down, and then I just kicked and wriggled and tried to twist free.

“Settle down. It'll only take a minute and then you can get back to work.”

Was he crazy!? Were both of them crazy!? They were depraved!

His hand slapped down on my bottom through my short – very short skirt, and I yelped and twisted, thrusting my hand back as the hand came down again, and again, yelping again, trying to get my hand in between his and my butt.

“Stop! Don't! You can't spank me!”

“I certainly can,” he snorted.

He gripped my wrist and pinned it against my back as his hand came down on my ass again, and then again. I don't know if you've ever been spanked, or at least, if you can remember being spanked as a child, but it stings!

“Don't! Oww! Oww! Please!” I gasped, legs kicking feebly as his hand cracked down onto my bottom.

He gripped my thigh, and I gasped at how high his hand was, barely an inch from my pussy as he quite casually adjusted me across his lap. My other hand was thrusting back and he just pinned them together with one hand around my wrists, and slapped my ass again!

“If you want to act like an irresponsible little girl you'll be treated like one,” he said.

“I wasn't! Oww! Oww!”

I wriggled and moaned, astonished, outraged, embarrassed, and entirely flustered, not knowing what to do or how to react. And I knew because I could feel it that my skirt was riding up high, partially baring my bottom, and... what was there between my legs. 

“What's this?” He asked, tugging my skirt completely over my bottom.

My face burned, and I felt a shock hit me that robbed me of my ability to speak – or even think as he touched the strap going up between my buttocks.

“This looks uncomfortable,” he said dryly. “Did Danika leave that inside you? I bet that's distracting.”

“It is!” I gasped helplessly.

At least his hand wasn't spanking me, wasn't producing those stinging slaps to my tender bottom. But I was mortified as he investigated the strap-on, as my bottom was completely bared, as he chuckled softly.

“How long is this thing, anyway? I bet it's hard... er, difficult to sit with it up inside you.”

It was but I felt somewhat speechless, even as he undid the buckle. A part of me was relieved at having it undone, but then of course, as he drew it slowly back the dildo attached to it began to slide up out of my pussy – which he was looking directly at.

My face burned as he slid the dildo out and made astonished sounds at how long it was.

“Now how does she expect a girl to work with one of these up inside her?” he said.

He pulled it free.

“There, now. I hope you're not feeling too sore,” he said solicitously.

I might have been able to work up the breath to answer if his hand hadn't, at the same time as he asked, cupped my bare little pussy and rubbed it gently.

Oh. My God!

“Those straps can rub a girl raw,” he said, his finger sliding up and ever so lightly rubbing against my aching clit.

OHMYGOD!

“They stretch a girl out, too,” he said, his finger slipping easily into the mouth of my sex, then driving down through the soft, moist folds of my pussy right to the knuckle.

“P-Please!” I gasped.

A second finger pushed into me, then a third, and they pumped lightly in and out as he stroked against my clit.

“M-M Mister... Mister... Bar-Bartholamewwww!” I moaned.

“Yes, Miranda?” he asked patiently.

Oh my God!

His fingers felt so good inside me! I mean, pulling that thing out made me feel so good, but then putting his fingers into me felt incredible, as well. And the way the strap had jammed against my clit had made it sore and now hyper sensitive, so that his gentle rubbing was making my insides burn and throb and boil with sharply rising intensity which was making it hard to even think, much less talk.

He released my wrists, and resumed spanking me with his left hand, and I yelped and twisted at each stinging blow. But his right hand was right there between my legs, fingers pumping inside me, stroking my clit, rousing a wild, dark, carnal hunger within me which was turning my mind to mush.

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please! Oh! Ooooh! Oww!” I gasped as I writhed in his lap.

His spanking hand paused, sliding up and down my spine, pushing my dress up higher, so it was now bunched around my waist. The hand slid around and squeezed my breast, then gripped the fabric of the dress, tugging it up my body.

“D-Don't!” I gasped weakly.

He ignored me, and then the dress was bunched up under my arms and he was kneading my bare breasts, his fingers rolling and stroking my nipple as his other hand continued to work at my pussy.

Then the dress was off entirely, and he was pulling my arms up and back behind me. I was – distracted – to say the least, but I know he opened a drawer in his desk. Then my wrists were being tied together with some kind of leather cord tied tightly together so that a sense of overwhelming helplessness settled over me. 

You'd think that would scare me – and it did, but a dark excitement rippled up my spine at the same time, and then I gasped as he seized my thigh hair and jerked my head up as he kind of twisted my body around until I was laying across his lap on my back instead of my belly. 

“D-don't!” I whimpered as he forced my head down, then closed his lips around one of my hard, throbbing nipples.

I shuddered as his fingers pumped inside me and stroked at my clit. I mewled piteously as he sucked hard on my burning hot nipple and the sensations exploded within my chest.

“Come on my fingers, you hot little lesbian,” he purred.

For some reason I wanted to deny that. I wanted to say – I'm not a lesbian!

But I just shuddered and came, grunting and gurgling and grinding myself against his fingers as he chuckled and sucked on my aching breast.




























Chapter Four

















He lifted me upright so my head at least wasn't hanging back across the arm of his chair, lifted me into a sitting position across his lap. I moaned weakly, eyes fluttering, as his right hand gently caressed my naked body.

“What a sexy girl you are,” he whispered, bending in to lick and suck softly at my breast.

God! It felt incredible! My breasts felt hot and swollen, the nipples tingling, burning. When he closed his lips around it and sucked, when his tongue swirled around and around and over the nipple I couldn't help shuddering and gasping. I was so hypersensitive between the legs that he wasn't even moving his hand there, but his hand kind of cupped me there, and I felt myself throbbing.

“Please!” I gasped, not even really knowing what I wanted to ask, to beg.

Did I want him to let me go? Did I want him to keep touching me!?

He was still gripping my hair with his left hand and holding my head firmly. Now he pulled my head up and turned it towards him, and his lips met mine in a way which was so much more – I don't know – masculine than when Danika had kissed me. It sent a hot pulse of heat running down my spine to my groin, where his hand lay, and I moaned, my hips grinding as his tongue slid into my mouth and caressed my own.

What was I doing!? How had this happened!? This was insane!

His finger began to lightly stroke against my clit again and I moaned into his mouth, hips jerking at the raw, powerful sensations.

He pulled his lips back and pulled my head up and back to make my back arch.

“You have an incredible body,” he said in such an admiring tone that a part of me preened.

His other hand came off my pussy and stroked gently up and down my body. Again, it was distinctly masculine, different than Danika's softer hand, and I moaned as he caressed my breasts.

He lifted me up suddenly, turned and sat me on the edge of his desk. Then, in much the same way Danika had, he gripped my thighs, lifting them up and apart, dropping my back onto the desk where I gazed, dazedly between my breasts as he sank down and mouthed my pussy.

It had been so recently that Danika had done it I could actually compare them. There was no question she was better, but he was – incredible – so far ahead of any other man I'd ever had that I felt my eyes rolling back in my head as my hips ground against his agile tongue.

Then he was jerking me up again, up into his arms as he sat back down – with me straddling him.

I moaned helplessly as I found myself straddling him like a fucking lap dancer or something! Yet my wrists were still tied tightly behind my back! He sucked and mouthed my breasts lazily, his hands caressing my body, then he reached down and undid his pants, unzipped, reached in, and pulled out a thick, long cock that widened my eyes. It might not be as thick as the dildo Danika had shoved up inside me but it was thicker than any cock I'd ever taken.

He was going to fuck me!

Why that should shock me I don't know. But it did. His hands squeezed my butt, lifting me, and I kind of rose shakily, dazedly. I moaned as he pressed the nose of his cock against my now dripping wet pussy, then sank slowly down as he shifted his grip onto my hips.

Oh God it felt good pushing up inside me! It was way better than Danika's fake cock! It was hard, and yet soft, slick, yet caressed me deliciously. I sank down fully and just about came just from the feel of it up inside me.

He ran his hands down onto my buttocks, squeezing and jerking me in and out as he sucked on my breast, and I DID come, within seconds, jerking and writhing and grinding feverishly against his body.

“Y-You guys are making … making me i-insane!” I gasped weakly, hair half covering my face.

“Good. We like crazy girls,” he said softly.

His fingers dug into my buttocks and he lifted. 

I shuddered, and rose up, then sank down.

“Ride me, baby. Ride me, you hot little slut,” he growled, slapping my bottom.

I moaned and obeyed, wearing nothing but my stilettos, riding up and down on his cock as my pussy throbbed and boiled and sucked on it. Deep, powerful sensations rolled through my mind and body every time I sank down on it, and left me momentarily breathless. It would have been easier if my hands had been free to grip his shoulders, but his hands on my ass helped me ride up and down, and we were both soon gasping and panting as I rode faster and harder and more frantically.

He shifted his hands, cupping my breasts, then took just my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, pinching tightly, making me gasp and moan.

“Ride me, slut,” he teased. “Ride that hard cock, you nasty little girl.”

He pulled at my nipples each time I sank down, pinched them and pulled them up to force me back up, then pulled down to force me back down. Not that I exactly needed to be forced..

“Oh! Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

“Say please.”

“Please! Please!” I gasped, nipples burning.

“Say please, sir.”

“Please, sir!” I moaned.

He released my nipples, taking one into his mouth instead, and I shuddered and came as he sucked and licked at it.

I rode frantically, my mind spinning, buffeted by wild star-bursts of sensation as I impaled myself again and again on his delicious hard cock.

I was drowned, the me, the Miranda who had sense, who took care of how she acted, or what she did, or how she treated people and how she let them treat her. It was all swamped, submerged by this wild, chaotic flood of heat, arousal and desire so that I couldn't think straight, could only respond to his talented mouth and fingers – and cock.

I sank down, panting, moaning, as the orgasm seeped away from me. He didn't insist I keep riding, but seemed content to gently caress my body. He pulled my face down against his again and kissed me hungrily, and I moaned as his fingers combed through my hair.

Then he pulled slowly back on my hair, back... back... back as I groaned helplessly, back until my dazed eyes were looking at the wall behind me and my back was bowed sharply. But he held me sitting upright straddling him, his cock still inside me. I could feel his other hand caressing my breasts, my hard nipples, then sliding down my belly and fingering my clit.

I gasped at the hot, raw sensation as his finger stroked across my sizzling little clit.

“Oh! Oh!” I gasped.

“Do you love cock, Miranda?” his voice purred.

I moaned as his knuckles ground into my scalp.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped helplessly.

“Let me hear you say it. You're not a lesbian, right? You love cock. Say it, little slut.”

“I-I love cock!” I gasped, my pussy squeezing down on the one inside me.

His thumb stroked across my clit, then suddenly it turned sideways, and his nail, the edge of his nail was jammed against my clit painfully. I writhed and gasped and moaned until it turned and again his soft, slippery thumb caressed me.

"Tell me you love cock, little slut.”

“Nasty little girl,” he said. 

Then his thumb turned again, the nail digging into my clit painfully.

“Tell me you love cock, little slut.”

“I-I love cock!” I moaned.

His thumb turned again, stroking lightly, gently. He pulled me forward a little and I felt his mouth on my breast, his tongue on my nipple. Then he caught the nipple between his teeth, very carefully, and bit down on it lightly. I moaned in pain, writhing in his grip, and his teeth eased up.

“Do you love cock?”

He bit down on my nipple again, harder.

“I love cock!” I cried.

His teeth slid away and he licked lightly and sucked softly on my nipple.

His hand slid down and he dug his nail into my clit.

“I love cock!” I cried dazedly.

His thumb turned, and I knew I had the hang of whatever dark game he was playing.

He let my head up and I was dizzy as I tried to focus my vision on him, then his tongue was in my mouth and his hands on my ass, jerking me up and down. I started riding him again, moaning in pleasure as his cock slid back and forth deep inside me.

Again, very suddenly, he grasped my hair, jerking my head up and back, if not as far.

“Are you a cock lover?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm a cock lover!”

“A re you a cock loving whore?”

“I'm a c-cock loving whore!” I moaned as he sucked on my nipple.

He leaned forward, then stood up, lifting me in his arms, setting me down on the desk on my back – well, on my arms, and spread my legs achingly wide. Now standing next to the desk, he started thrusting into me, harder – harder, my entire body jerking to the blows of his cock as he held my legs up and apart.

God it felt good! I was being fucked so good! So hard! So wild!

I moaned and gasped and grunted, head back, back arching as his big cock drove into me. 

He lifted my legs up and dropped them over his shoulders, his hands now free to knead my breasts and roll and caress the nipples.

Yet he would stop every, oh, thirty seconds or so, and pinch and pull at my nipples instead, until I gasped out that I was a cock loving whore, then he would start stroking and caressing them again. And then, even though he was pinching my nipples, I came, came as his hips slammed into my buttocks, as his cock drove deep into my belly, as my body shook to the hard thrusts and my nipples burned and ached.

I came again – and then again, used like a bitch, like a slut, like a cock loving whore.

* * *

So who do you talk to about something like that? Not even my closest friends! No way I could tell them that I was fucking, not just my boss, but both my bosses! And one of them was a lesbian who was sleeping with my aunt! It was so freaking weird, so insane, so perverted, that there was no one I could even begin to think about confiding in.

It had me rattled, had me confused, had me wondering what the hell to do, how to react. The fact I was away from them, pacing back and forth in my room, didn't seem to make it a lot easier to make any decisions. 

I had driven myself home in my new car, or rather, in the company car. It wasn't exactly a Lexus, but it was a nice Cobalt, and I loved the feel and smell of it. It was clearly new, and I felt terrific not having to take the bus home. 

I'm not stupid, okay. I know it was a bribe. I knew that in part, I was whoring myself for a car, and a nice pay check

But if it had only been that I would have just walked away, quit and not looked back. The way they had treated me had been completely disrespectful, far worse than anything in my other jobs. And yet, my blood burned just remembering the wild, nasty, wicked, exciting things we had done! My nipples throbbed with remembrance of the incredible pleasure, the seething sensual heat which had gripped me during those nasty sexual sessions.

I felt like a slut, but … oddly, while I felt guilty, as I should, a part of me felt cocky at having experienced something so wild, at having, I don't know, a sophisticated affair, if you will, with adults. It had been incredibly slutty, but it wasn't like I could do anything about that now. And I felt, for some reason, more sophisticated for having undergone it, like a baptism of fire into the raw, nasty, more sophisticated sexual games adults played.

And frankly, it so beat out everything else I'd ever done sexually in my life that it was like opening a door in my mind and showing me just how wild and intense sex could be. So as appalled as I was by what had happened – and don't mistake me, I was appalled – a darkly daring side of myself wanted to experience it – or something similar – again!

I lay on my bed in the dark, unable to sleep because of those memories, naked. My feet were flat on the mattress and spread as wide apart as my aching thighs would allow as I ran my hands over my body – and remembered.

I didn't remember so much the actual sex as bits and pieces, stark flashes of the erotic moments. I remembered the feel of my bare breasts as they pressed down against Danika's desk, my ass in the air as she slid that dildo into my quivering sex.

I remembered straddling Brad's chair, nude but for those stiletto shoes, sinking down onto his stiff cock as his mouth sucked hungrily at my breast.

I remembered the shock which had rippled through me as I found myself belly down across his lap, and then as I lay naked across his lap, wrists tied behind me.

I remembered how helpless and aroused I felt as Danika had put me on my knees, my arms bound behind me, forcing my face up into her pussy.

God! God! God! It was impossible! That wasn't me! I never did anything anywhere near as wild as that! I was boring Miranda the shop clerk! I had always been proud of my body, and the looks I got because of it, proud of being pretty, but I was so bound up in the fear people would think I was vane, or slutty that I never really wore anything revealing. I mean, my jeans and tops might be tight on occasion but nothing more. The short skirt I used to wear at the bar was simply what all the girls wore.

Being naked around people, naked, lewdly exposed, used so … so wildly, had been such an intense, erotic roller coaster that I felt almost like a different person. Or maybe like a girl in a play, pretending to a role that wasn't really her. But if I was playing a role I was free to do different things, to act in different ways than I always had before. And no one would judge me amiss because of it. Well, perhaps they would, but none of my friends would know. Working for Danika and Bradley was so distant from them in that respect I didn't need to even concern myself over damaging my reputation or anything.

And Danika surely wasn't about to tell my aunt about what had happened!

Slut, I thought to myself, my vision of myself wrapped in both guilt and heat as I fingered my throbbing pussy. Nasty little girl, they had called me. Nasty little slut!

* * *

I was nervous the next day. I was wondering what would happen, if I would be, like, attacked by my perverted bosses or something! And my nervousness wasn't improved when I saw what dress they'd laid out for me.

The dresses were kept at the office. They said because they were sort of uniforms. I hadn't really questioned that since I hadn't wanted to wear them on the bus. But now I wondered if it was also because Danika didn't want my parents discovering what kind of outfits I wore around her office.

This dress was black like the others, but perhaps even shorter. It was tight, and made of some sort of very thin, clingy material so it hugged my every curve. It also had cleavage. It wasn't a ridiculous amount of cleavage. It wasn't the kind of cleavage a daring girl would wear to a disco, say. But it was certainly noticeable, and kind of out of place in an office – at least an office outside Europe, maybe.

Though honestly, I wondered if girls actually dressed like this at an office there either!

The dress had a built-in bra, so I couldn't wear mine. That meant I had to strip down to just my little black thong to put it on. But as wary and nervous – and perhaps even a little hopeful – as I was, no one burst in to grab me, and both Bradley and Danika were both completely casual as they said hello, treating me as a receptionist and nothing more. 

In fact, I got a ton of new work to do which kept me busy all day long. The only thing even somewhat sexual that happened was that Danika called me into her office to dictate a letter – which seemed suspicious to me since she could have typed it just as easily.

But the only thing out of an ordinary boss-employee relationship that happened was that at the end, she had hooked her finger into the front of my dress, pulling it – and me, forward, and kissed me on the lips for a moment before slapping me on the bottom and telling me to go and write the letter.

So I spent all day in this strange wary state of anxious, and simmering sexual … awareness, if you will, constantly ready to be grabbed, to be seduced, to be tied up again! But nothing happened, and I was feeling kind of .. disappointed in an odd way. Don't get me wrong, it wasn't like I was eager for sex with either of them. In fact, I had prepared all sorts of arguments why I shouldn't, and ways to tell them they shouldn't be doing such things with me. I mean, I was quite wary of having that kind of relationship with either, especially given they were so much older than me.

And yet despite that I kept waiting for something sexual to happen, something hot and nasty and exciting to thrill my mind and body.

Brad called me into his office towards the end of the day, and I rose, all nervous and anxious, my pussy thrumming faintly. A sort of low, simmering sexual tension had been gripping me all day and it rose as I walked to his office. My chest tightened as he looked up at me.

“Close the door please, Miss Connors,” he said sternly.

Oh shit!

You would think I could call him Brad, but for some reason he was still Mr. Bartholomew and I hadn't even tried to change that. Of all the memories from the previous day which had shocked and aroused me it was being across his knee being spanked that had stood out as the most wicked, most alarmingly exciting. And I could feel my chest tightening as I closed the door, my face going a little pale.

“You spoke to Mr. Appleton in Denver about an investigation,” he said, making it a question.

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I said, fumbling a little in my nervousness. “I told him that we needed to check out a potential employee and that he had been recommended to us as a reliable investigator.”

“Did you give him the details of the case?”

“Well... yes,” I said hesitantly.

“Were you not told to solicit his interest and price only and leave the details for afterward?
“Well... Danika said...”

“You mean Ms. Bozek,” he growled.

Boy, he was being such a prick!

“Ms. Bozek said that we always went with the people recommended if they were available,” I said, face flushing.

“But that isn't your decision. It's our decision. We don't want you making decisions which commit this firm to paying money to people, Miss Connors.”

“I'm sorry,” I said meekly.

“I'm certain you are. However, punishment is in order.”

I felt a sudden pulse of alarm, of fear, and yet with it a sudden throbbing hunger in my lower belly. Was he going to spank me again!?

It had stung at first, but after that it had been so fucking wild and hot!

He stood up, and I backed up anxiously, finding my pulse suddenly racing as he walked across to the rail near the bookshelves.

Like I said, his office was old fashioned, all gleaming dark hardwood. One entire wall was bookcases, and they were on a sort of raised floor. It was only a step up but it looked nice. A hardwood bannister ran alongside the raised step and he beckoned me forward. I walked forward anxiously, heart thumping, and his hand slid out behind my neck, pulling me forward.

“Bend over,” he said brusquely.

OhmyGod!

His hand pushed and I was forced to bend forward as the bannister pressed against my upper thighs. He bent me right over, with my knees against the rails and the smoothly rounded top rail pressing into my abdomen. Of course, the short skirt rode up as I bent, but even if it hadn't his other hand gripped the hem in back and slid it up so it was around my waist.

“The best way for a young girl to remember a lesson,” he said, “is to make it hurt.”

I whimpered involuntarily, nervous, anxious, a bit fearful. At the same time my stomach was churning with a wild sexual arousal which was growing so rapidly it was beginning to overtake the embarrassment I felt at being bent over like that with my bare butt in the air.

I felt his hands caressing my buttocks, then slapping lightly, and gasped helplessly.

And then his door opened and Danika came in.

“Well, I see you're about to teach our little receptionist the error of her ways,” she said in a haughty voice.

I gasped, my head jerking around in shock at her voice. I felt heat flooding my face and tried to jerk up and turn away, but Brad kept a firm hold on my neck and pushed me back down again.

“I am indeed” Brad said.

“Nasty little girl,” Danika sniffed. “Honestly, who do you think you are making decisions without consulting us?

She stepped onto the raised area and walked over in front of me, and then abruptly her hand reached out and gripped the back of my dress where it had been raised to my waist.

“There's no point keeping this in place so it can be damaged,” she said in annoyance.

And with that she tugged it up quickly, so quickly I hardly realized what she was doing until she was yanking it off over my head. 

I gasped in shock, and my immediate instinct was to try and cover myself, but she only snorted in disdain and bent over.

'I can see you're going to have trouble with her today, Bradly,” she said. “Clearly she's in a disobedient mood.”

As she was talking she was wrapping a sort of thick black cloth around my right wrist. Only it wasn't exactly cloth, and it closed tightly with velcro. It had a kind of cord attached to it, about two feet long, and she simply drew it down and out to my right and tied it to one of the rails. I was gaping at that as Bradley distracted me from any kind of protest by gripping my thong and literally tearing it off me!

I let out a cry of shock, my hips jerking back by the harsh way the material dug into my waist and groin for a moment, and then Danika was pulling my left wrist down and wide as she wrapped another of those fabric things around it.

“I think this nasty little slut needs something a bit harsher than the other day,” he said.

“Definitely,” Danika said, rising.

OhmyGod!

I pulled at the things binding my wrists, but those cords were locking them tightly down and apart. I couldn't rise now, couldn't do anything as I felt Brad's knee between my thighs forcing my legs apart.

“Something harsh and agonizing,” Brad said in a cruel voice, his finger running along my moist slit.

“Well, not necessarily cruel,” Danika said. “She definitely needs a beating, of course. But I think given how new she is, we ought to do something to... to ease the worst of it.”

“Something to distract her, you mean?” Brad said.

“Yes, exactly!”

“I think I know just the thing.”

Bear in mind I was now naked, again save for my high heels, and bend over a bannister with my ass in the air – in an office! You would think I would be less astonished given what had happened yesterday, but I felt like a tennis ball being batted back and forth between two people. Something would hit me, and before I could figure out my response to that something else would hit me, completely distracting me!

How about this?”

Brad tossed something to her and she examined it. I managed to raise my head enough to stare up along her body to what she held, and gasped aloud.

It was even fatter than the one yesterday! It wasn't a dildo, though, exactly. I mean, it wasn't exactly shaped like a cock. It didn't have any kind of cockhead on it or anything like that, and it was slightly curved. The end was more rounded and the body grew thicker towards the middle, then thinner at either rounded end. It was sort of like a giant bean or maybe a black glistening cucumber, in a way, and just as thick and long!

“It's a little thick,” she said, as if pondering that, “But then, she is a slut, and a slut can take almost any size inside her.”

“Indeed,” Brad said “but we'll make it nice and slippery first.

“Or her.”

“Or her. Good idea.”

And then suddenly she grabbed my hair and yanked my head up and back, looking down at me coldly as I looked up at her with wide eyes.

“You're a naughty, nasty little slut,” she said. “So don't even think for a moment you don't deserve to be punished! You should be grateful how Bradley and I are taking the time to educate you!”

I couldn't respond, because just then I felt Brad's hands on my ass, and his mouth on my sex, and as before, my attention was suddenly jerked away from her to what was going on behind me!

“Oh!” was about all I could gasp out.

“And see how Bradley is doing his best to ensure that you aren't too traumatized by the pain he's about to give you,” she purred, winding my hair around her fist. “I think you should show your gratitude.”

She pulled my face right in against her then, and lifted her own short skirt with her other hand. Of course, she was naked underneath, and she guided my face right in against her pussy as her knuckles jammed into my skull.

“Show us your gratitude, slut,” she purred.

I licked. What else was I to do?! I mean, I didn't want to, and was even kind of grossed out by licking her pussy, but a wild, dark churning excitement had hold of me and as Brad squeezed and kneaded my buttocks and licked and sucked on my clit I gave myself to it and moaned into her groin as my mouth sucked and licked at her clit.

For a long minute I tried to do to her what Bradley was doing to me, though it was a bit difficult since we were in different positions. I mean, I was bent over, and he was licking me from behind. 

The pull on my scalp was a constant ache, for my wrists were bound tightly down and apart and I could not raise my chest. Gravity also wanted my head to be down there, upside down, not lifted up and back.

Then I felt his fingers sliding into me. They were slippery with something warm, slippery like I hadn't ever felt before, a delicious slickness better even then when I soaped up my soft skin and ran my hands over it. I groaned as his fingers pumped in and out, plunging deep even as he continued sucking on my clit. My hips started to jerk, my legs to quiver and my feet to dance awkwardly.

Brad stopped, and suddenly my ankles were forced wider, those fabric things wrapped around them. Then my ankles were bound tightly to the lower rails as he resumed licking and sucking and fingering me.

He drew back and then something hard and thick pushed against the mouth of my sex. I groaned as the first inch entered. It was about as thick as a cock. But the second inch was wider, and the third wider still. My pussy lips spread and spread as he turned and twisted it, pulling it back, then sliding it in again

“Lick me, you little whore,” Danika growled, twisting her fingers in my hair.

“I moaned, face flushed, licking again as she yanked my attention back from what Brad was doing.

But then the next inch pushed in, and it was wider still. I gasped and moaned, my ankles pulling feebly against the things binding them in place. It... ached, but somehow the pain didn't really matter. I was being so filled up! I shuddered and felt the heat flaring wildly inside me.

He eased the thing back, then pushed it forward, and suddenly it was like the widest part, the middle, had slipped into me and now the strain on my pussy lips eased as it began to narrow, and my body sort of – sucked it into me – with the help of his hand pushing on it, of course. I groaned aloud as it drove achingly deep inside me, and Danika twisted her fingers in my hair again.

“Lick me, slut,” she growled.

I licked, breathless, moaning, quivering, a hot, sexual fever taking hold of me as my clit burned and my mind was gripped by a wild, helpless arousal.

Oh God it's so thick! Oh God!

I felt utterly crammed with that thing.

And then, Danika released my hair and my head dropped abruptly. I gasped, staring behind me at Brad's chest, for he was kneeling behind me.

“This slut is enjoying it too much,” she growled.

“You think so? Perhaps we should make it less enjoyable,” Brad said.

I felt a little shock of fear and alarm, but it was still surrounded by a wild sexual heat.

“I think I know just how to do that,” Danika said.

I gasped as I saw her squat in front of me. I saw what looked like a sort of leather cord in her hand, with a neatly bound loop in the end. She reached in and gripped my breast, squeezing tightly, making my already hard and quivering nipple stand out even more, then slipped the loop around it, and carefully pulled it tight – then very tight!

I cried out in sudden pain, my nipple burning, feeling crushed.

“Oww! Oh don't! Owww! That hurts!” I cried.

“You deserve pain, little slut,” she said.

I felt Brad's tongue slid up and then circle my ass, and was suddenly shocked into silence as his tongue circled in and began to stroke across my wrinkled little anal opening. I hadn't even imagined anyone would ever lick me there! And I was quite astonished by the sensations as his tongue swirled and licked and then squirmed into my ass!

OhmyGod they were such fucking perverts!

Then I gasped, my attention yanked back to Danika as she slipped another such loop around my other nipple.

“No! Don't!”

She tugged it tight and I cried out in pain even as Brad's finger pushed into my ass.

“OhmyGod! OhmyGod! Please!” I cried.

They were driving me insane!

I pulled helplessly at the bonds holding me in place, to no avail, of course, as Brad's finger pumped in and out of my ass and Danika fed the cords bound to my nipples in and around the vertical wooden rails to tie together.

Then she stood up and gripped my hair again, only now as she forced my head up and back and pulled my chest out it pulled my nipples against those loops! I gasped in alarm and pain, and she jammed my face into her pussy again.

“Lick me, slut,” she growled in a scary voice that had me immediately licking rather than complaining.

Brad's finger, now fingers were pumping in and out of my ass, twisting and turning as he licked at my clit again. And Danika was sort of pulling my head forward in a rhythmic fashion; in and relax, in and relax, in and relax, that kept tugging my nipples against those loops.

 I was lost, just fucking lost. My mind swirled and churned and my body flared and exploded into orgasm as the whole wild erotic scene came crashing down around me and my quivering, throbbing clit burned in Brad's mouth. He was sucking hard as his tongue whipped across it, and his fingers, now at least three, were thrusting deep into my ass at the same time!

My entire lower belly was burning, throbbing, swirling and churning! My mind was a mush of wild, floundering confusion, hit by shock after shock at what they were doing to me, and overcome by a dark sexual fever that was as intoxicating as liquor. I couldn't do anything, could only experience it all, and my mind and body flared wildly as pleasure burned through my nervous system and washed over my mind like a hot flood.

Danika tugged especially hard on my hair, forcing my head up and back, not steadily, but in short little jerks that kept pulling my nipples against those cords, making them burn hotly

“Nasty little slut, “she purred. “Are you coming, you dirty girl? Are you coming on Bradley's tongue?”

Bradley slapped my ass sharply. “Slut,” he said.

She released my hair and my head dropped abruptly. Breathlessly, I gulped in air, staring out between my spread legs, out through the wooden spindles of the rail at Brad's chest behind me, almost unseeing, though, groaning dazedly.

Then my head was raised up and forward again and I found Danika kneeling before me. She had her hands on either side of my head as she leaned in and kissed me. The kiss was surprisingly gentle, at first, and as my mouth opened her lips slid against mine, her tongue dipping and swirling across my own tongue. She kissed harder, then, pulling me in, her lips crushing mine as our tongue slid together, and I moaned helplessly as she reached in and kneaded my breast.

Then I felt something fat and hard pushing against my ass, and I shuddered as I was slowly stretched open. I knew immediately it was a second of those dildo things shaped like cucumbers, and I groaned aloud into her mouth as I was slowly forced open, as the slippery thing turned and twisted and pushed deeper and deeper into my ass.

I'd never had any kind of stuff back there before, you know. I mean, one of my boyfriends had wanted to but I'd said no. I had been kind of tempted, but now I could feel that thick round thing pushing slowly up into my belly and making me even more FULL.

He started licking my clit again as he pushed the thing in, and then, like the first one, it reached about the thickest point, and something inside me sort of sucked it forward. I groaned as I felt cramps rippling through my belly. It was so fucking big!

Neither of them would fully fit within me. They were too long. But most of them did, and then Brad untied the laces holding my ankles wide and pulled them together instead, wrapping the laces around the rails and my ankles to bind my legs together. I could feel the hard pressure of the things sticking out of me, the one against the inside of my buttocks, the other against my thighs.

I was spiraling up towards another massive orgasm when he stood up behind me. Then Danika stood, as well, and gripped my hair, pulling my face into her groin.

“Are you a bad little slut, Miranda?” she purred.

She twisted a hair so I gasped in pain.

“Answer me, nasty girl.”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

She twisted another hair and I gasped in pain again.

“Say it, nasty girl.”

“I'm a … a bad little slut!” I gasped in a choked voice.

“Again.”

“I'm a bad little – uhng – s-slut!” I gasped.

“Bradley, this bad little slut needs to be punished,” she said.

She walked around behind me, and then Bradley appeared before me. I gasped as he wound my hair around his fist and slowly but firmly pulled my head up and back. He unzipped, and rubbed his cock across my lips, and I moaned and licked at it. He pushed the fat, swollen head through my lips and I sucked eagerly, excitedly, dazedly as it slid deeper – and deeper, filling my mouth, pumping in and out, getting slick and slippery with my saliva as I sucked and licked.

Then, something hard snapped down across my upraised bottom. It snapped and cracked and hurt! It was some kind of strap or belt, and I whimpered against her pussy as she tightened her grip on my hair.

“Are you a bad little slut?” she growled.

Bradley pulled his cock out and twisted his fingers in my hair.

“I'm a bad little slut!” I gasped helplessly.

Crack! The thing snapped across my bottom again and I cried out in pain.

Bradley jerked on my hair, which jerked my head up, which jerked my nipples against the cords, and rubbed his cock against my face.

“Are you a bad little slut?”

“I'm a bad little slut!” I cried dazedly.

Crack!

“Nasty little slut,” Brad said.

Crack!

“Dirty little slut,” Danika sniffed.

Crack!

“Filthy little slut,” Brad said.

Crack!

“Foul little slut,” Danika said.

Crack!

Bradley shoved his cock back into my mouth, pumped it in and out, and then, forcing my head way up and back so that my nipples burned, he pushed forward, driving his cock right into my throat, and down it.

Now fortunately, I happen to be somewhat good at deep throating guys. I guess, for whatever reason, it was a talent of mine, not having much of a gag reflex. I and a girlfriend had joked about it once as I had demonstrated, using an extra long hot dog, pumping it easily in and out. I had demonstrated even more thoroughly for a couple of boyfriends, who had been awed and delighted at my ability to take them deep and bob up and down on them for extended periods of time without breathing.

Of course, I could breath. There was a knack to it, to getting air around the cock in your throat. You just had to make sure you didn't panic, and you breathed slowly and continuously. Now I fell back on that expertise as Brad shoved his cock so deep in my throat my face was jammed into his groin, feeling the smooth fabric of his trousers against my nose and lips

Danika was swinging a belt of some kind down against my ass, not quickly, but in careful, measured blows that had my body jerking convulsively to the sharp, biting pain each blow brought, which had me crying out weakly – my voice heavily muffled by Brad's cock in my throat, of course. The pain was mounting, but somehow I wasn't concerned by it. There was a wild, tumultuous sensory storm swirling through my nervous system, and most of it was hot, nasty sexual pleasure erupted as brief flashes within that storm but couldn't push it away, and my mind was dazed by the dark heat and wild, nastiness of it all as Brad began to pump his cock in my mouth and throat, calling me his fuck toy, his slut, his sex slave, as my nipples were tugged again and again against that cord, as my pussy and anal muscles squeezed down around the fat dildos that had been shoved up inside me, as those hot, snapping pains burst into me with every blow of Danika's belt.

I came, screaming, shaking violently, my mind rolling in dazed animal heat.




























Chapter Five

















I went home with a sore bottom, and sore nipples, my insides kind of aching, my face covered in dried pussy cream, my mind as frazzled as it had been the previous day. I felt traumatized, not in a way which had me wanting to curl up and cry or anything, but just in a way that had me kind of shocky and amazed. Wow. I mean, just... just wow!

I was lucky I didn't run into anyone on the way home, given how distracted my mind was.

I managed to make it in one piece, though, parked, went inside, and had a shower. I just stood under the hot water, still stunned by the wild, dark, nasty events that had occurred at the end of the day. My nipples were still hot, still erect, and sore. I was lucky I hadn't yanked them off, I thought ruefully.

I soaped up, and slid my hands over my body, enjoying, as always, the tactile feel of my slick, warm skin against my fingers. My hands slid over my buttocks, and then my fingers slid in to rub lightly against my anal opening. 

Brad had fucked me in the ass there today.

Or maybe I had fucked him. I had been on top, after all.

I moaned, my soapy fingers rubbing gently against my wrinkled back opening as my other hand rubbed against my clit. Memories flashed before my eyes again; hot, nasty memories.

His cock is up in my ass!

It was one thing to have that plastic dildo thing up inside me, quite another to have a man's cock up there. After strapping me they'd pulled the fat dildo thing out out of my ass, undone those things which were around my wrists and ankles, removed the loops from my nipples, and raised me upright

My nipples had immediately begun to burn all over again with the release of the tight, constricting pressure, and that had distracted me as they'd pulled my wrists up and back behind me, kind of forcing them up against my shoulder blades on opposite sides of my back. The long cords had gone over my shoulders, down around my breasts one on each side, circling my breast, then back up again.

This had effectively tied my wrists up – to my breasts! The cords had encircled each breast tightly at the ribs so that they were both sort of forced out into fat, hard balls. Then Bradley sat down and pulled me back – and down.

Onto his cock.

My ass had started to recover from that thick thing which had been jammed up inside it. It was tight around his cock, yet not at all painful as I had been pulled back to straddle his chair and sank down onto it. I whimpered and moaned as they pushed me down, as it slid up deep into my ass, and then he pulled back on my hair, forcing my back to arch, and Danika had knelt between my legs and began to lick my pussy.

Her hands slid up onto my breasts as I rode up and down on Bradley's cock, as he forced me up and down, and another orgasm, then a whole series of orgasms had torn through my body and mind as the wild scene had torn away the last remnants of sanity gripping me.

My mind blinked back from the memory to find I had three soapy fingers up inside my ass, pumping in and out, and I had a sudden hot, raw need to be fucked – hard – in the ass!

What was I becoming!?

My self image had been shattered, and I didn't know how to fit it back together again.

I should quit, I told myself. But then what? Go back to my boring life? Give up that car? Go back to work in a bar or a store?

That all seemed so – colorless and pale compared to this dark exciting life. I felt uncomfortable with what I was doing with them, my mind squirming at how slutty it all was, but at the same time it was just too exciting to want it to end.

I went back to work the next morning, wondering again what the day would bring. I felt so – alive – so filled with life, the world all sharp, bright edges. Was today going to be another long, hard working day with a wild finish? Would I make a mistake that would require me to be punished again?

As with yesterday, a bubbling sexual heat gripped me from the moment I walked in. Unlike the previous day, I didn't have to wait long for something to happen. I had no sooner dressed and sat down at my desk when Danika walked past, dropped some folders on my desk, then suddenly gripped my hair, forcing my head up and back across the top of my chair, and thrust her other hand down between my legs, then into the front of my little thong as her lips crushed mine.

It was a long, harsh kiss, and had me breathless, even as her fingers rubbed and caressed my clit and pussy. But it only took about maybe five minutes, then she simply stood up and said “Good morning, little slut,” and went back to her office.

As you can imagine that had me somewhat distracted for a while. 

And I didn't become any more settled when Brad came up behind my desk. He wasn't as harsh as Danika, but leaned over to kiss me gently. His right hand slid down the front of my dress, though, to cup my bare breast and knead it gently as he kissed. As with Danika, it only took a few seconds, then he was gone back to his office.

Danika called me into her office about twenty minutes later.

“I have a little present for you, darling,” she said as she slid an arm around me and guided me towards her desk.

I was not terribly surprised but felt a wild dark thrill as she bent me over the desk. She lifted my skirt and pulled my panties down around my knees. Then she showed me her present.

It looked like, well, sort of like a golf ball, black, made of some spongy material, with a long hook sticking out one side. There was a little spiked ball on the end of the hook. I'd never seen anything like it.

“What is it?” I asked doubtfully.

She pushed down my head and her fingers caressed my pussy, then gently spread the lips of my sex apart, stretching them wider and wider until she could push the spongy ball into me. It was not made of material which slid easily against my skin, but she pushed it up through my sex lips as she held them apart, and once past my pussy lips it fit very snugly inside me. 

The hook was a thin piece of metal not much thicker than a coat hanger which stuck out of my pussy, curving up sharply so that the little spiked ball thing was pressed against my clit.

She pulled my my thong, slapped my bottom, then pulled me upright.

“Back to work,” she said.

“But...”

She pushed me to the door and as I moved I felt the little ball thing rubbing against my clit. It should have hurt, but it didn't, not with the low, simmering heat I was feeling. I went out of the room and sat down gingerly. But sitting down with this thing in me wasn't like the other day with the long dildo. It was quite easy to sit down naturally, as the ball was entirely inside me. The slender curved metal presented no particular problem either.

The little ball, on the other hand, kind of rubbed against me as I moved. The pressure wasn't heavy, but it was noticeable. And with the rest of what was going on it served to raise my low simmer to a low boil that had me squirming helplessly in my padded chair. It made it extremely difficult to concentrate on anything else. 

What was worse, a series of clients came in, and I had to attend to them, get them wine or coffee or little snacks and whatnot. And every time I moved around that little ball thing sort of ground against my clit.

By noon I was a wreck, and I wasn't at all surprised that I had forgotten to make an important phone call, nor terribly upset when Brad called me into his office to punish me.

“Take off your clothes,” he said in a cold voice.

I flushed as I peeled my tight dress up and off. Then I bent, slipping the thong off to stand before him naked, embarrassed and nervous, but awash in heat and hunger.

He glowered at me, then took a pair of those fabric things and wrapped them tightly around my wrists. He led me over to the bannister again, but to the end, where it opened. There was a floor to ceiling post there, and projecting sideways was the end of the rail, angled sharply down. He made me straddle that rail so it was pressing up into my pussy, then put my hands up and around the post. He tied them there, behind the post, so I was leaning forward with the wooden rail jammed into my pussy.

Then he produced those cords with loops, slipped them around my nipples, and pulled them forward on either side of the post, stretching them and tying the cords together on the other side of the post.

I was breathless and moaning as he pushed a fat butt-plug into my ass, but then he pulled back my hair and a ball gag was pushed into my open mouth and strapped behind my head.

“We don't want the people in the hall to hear your screams,” he said.

I jerked in alarm, but seething hot sexual desire burned through my system, and I moaned as my nipples throbbed against the post.

It was the strap again, only I think he was swinging harder today. It cracked painfully against my bottom again and again, and each blow drove my hips forward, grinding my sex up against the angled part of the rail. The thing Danika had put inside me was still inside me, and my bucking movements made the little ball grind harshly across my clit.

He paused after a dozen or so blows, my bottom hot and throbbing, my pussy hot and throbbing even more, both aching as I leaned forward against the post.

His hands came around me, kneading my breasts.

“You should get your nipples pierced, little slut,” he said. “It would make it easier on both of us.”

Pierce my nipples? What an idea! Given the heat swirling through me, though, it was an idea I welcomed. I moaned helplessly as he tugged on my hair, pulling me back against the hold my nipples were under.

And then the door opened, and Danika came in. I felt a hot surge of excitement mixed with embarrassment. And then a moment later another man came through and my embarrassment turned to humiliation and horror as he ran his eyes over my lewdly exposed body.

“So this is where your pretty little receptionist is,” the man said.

I recognized him. He'd been in a few days earlier. He was one of Danika's clients, a rich football player. He was a black man with enormously broad shoulders. His hair was cut very short against his scalp, and he wore a half dozen thick gold necklaces and an equal number of shiny gold and diamond rings, as well as a diamond earring.

I was horrified, mortified, and pulled frantically against the restraints as Danika chuckled and slapped my red bottom.

“We're punishing her, you see, for her nasty attitude.”

“She got a nasty 'tood, does she?” The man in amusement.

“She hates Black men, you see,” Danika said apologetically, “And she refused to serve you.”

I felt a shock run through me. I mean, I was raised by liberals, and no one had ever accused me of racism! And it was ridiculous! It was a total lie! I had never said any such thing!

“Well then she deserves to be punished,” he said.

“We're very sorry if her racism offends you, Jeff,” Bradley said apologetically.

“Well it does offend me,” he growled. 

“Well she'll be properly punished, as you see.”

“And how does that make anything up to me?”

“Well, I think you're right and she has a lot to make up to you for,” Bradley said.

“Ooops, there's my phone,” Danika said, turning and leaving.

“I'll go and get your contract, Jeff,” Bradley said.

Then he turned and followed her out the door, closing it behind him.

I moaned helplessly, wildly embarrassed, shocked, as I was left alone, naked, with this big black football player who had just been told I was some kind of evil racist who wouldn't even serve him beer.

And of course I knew Bradley and Danika were lying, were play-acting, but that didn't make me any less horrified to find myself naked like this in front of a stranger!

“A little strapping ain't nothing,” he said, his hand coming down on my bottom and caressing it. “I think you need a lot more punishment than that, you little racist bitch.”

He wasn't nearly as good an actor as Danika and Brad, and his words were amused and mocking, so that there was no question in my mind that he was in on whatever it was they'd planned. Oddly, I felt relieved, because that meant he knew I hadn't said anything racist about him.

“I'll show you what we do to nasty little white girls in the hood,” he said, moving closer.

I moaned as I heard his zipper go down. A moment later the butt-plug Brad had shoved up inside me was pulled free. I gasped, eyes wide, trembling, shocked and helpless, as I felt his cock pressing against my back opening, and then pushing up inside me.

Holy God! What was going on! What were they doing to me!? I didn't even know this guy and … ohmygod!

I moaned into the gag as his cock slid slowly up into my ass. Of course, he was also pushing my body forward so that my pussy ground up harder and higher against the angled railing, and that jammed the ball thing into my clit. 

I gasped as he pulled back on my hair, then his teeth came in against the nape of my neck, biting sharply.

“You like that, slut?” he purred, “Nasty little racist bitch. You like that black cock up your tight little white ass?”

He reached up to the post above where my wrists were bound, leaned into me, and started to thrust. His cock was so big and so tight inside me that it hardly moved, at first. Instead his grinding in and out motions moved my whole body in and out, grinding my pussy against the railing. But the butt-plug had lubed me up pretty nicely, and soon his big cock was sliding in and out with more authority, and I was gasping and moaning in helpless heat as a dark, nasty, wicked sexual arousal took hold of my mind.

Okay, I had already been wildly aroused before he'd come in. His presence had merely shocked me out of it for a few minutes. But now I was sinking back into that churning, swirling sexual vortex where all I could do was thrill to the sensual pleasure burning away at my body and mind.

I moaned with every thrust, gasped every time he pulled back, and whimpered as my pussy ground up and down against the rail. The sexual heat grew to unbearable levels so that I was actually trembling as he worked my hips back and forth against the rail, as his big cock thrust up into me, driving achingly deep with every stroke, as his hands mauled my breasts and his teeth bit into the nape of my neck.

Then he pulled back, or at least, his upper body pulled back. His hips were still thrusting into me. He gripped my hair and jerked it back harshly, cruelly as his hips slapped into my buttocks.

“Nasty little white slut,” he growled, pulling my upper body back so that my nipples burned against the cords. “Take that nigger cock inside you, slut! Take it deep!”

I was crying out with every deep thrust now, dazed, moaning, gasping, feverish. 

He undid the strap of the gag, and then pulled the gag out of my mouth. I gulped in air and then gasped as his huge hand encircled my throat.

“Tell me you love that nigger cock, bitch!” he growled.

I gurgled weakly. Yet he wasn't choking me – much.

“Say it, white slut!” he growled, tightening his hand momentarily

“I-I love nigger cock!” I gasped.

He tightened his hand again and my eyes bulged.

“Again, slut!”

He loosened his hand

“I love nigger cock!” I gasped.

“Again, whore!”

He roughly groped my breast.

“I love nigger cock!” I cried weakly.

I came, crying out, arching my back, crying out again, and then again, and again, until his hand closed around my throat. Then my eyes bulged and the top of my head felt like it was going to explode. The orgasm seemed to actually redouble in power, and as his hips pounded against my ass and my pussy ground down against the rail I screamed silently as the sexual pressure tore through my mind like a runaway freight train. It was like... like my orgasm had an orgasm!

He had both his big hands wrapped around my throat, pushing me forward now as his hips slammed into my buttocks, as his cock speared me, skewered me, punching deep into my ass with every cruel stroke. It hurt. It was like being punched in the belly – inside me – but the wildfire pleasure was like sexual electricity crackling wildly inside me, and nothing else mattered – not even breathing.

* * *

I don't know how I even stayed conscious. The orgasm had been so intense, so prolonged, so wild, that it left me a dazed shell, basically hanging from my wrists against the post, drooling and moaning, eyes slitted and glassy, barely aware of my surroundings.

I became aware the Black man had gone and that Danika and Brad were back in the room. I was aware that the gag was back in my mouth, but didn't remember who had put it there, or when. I was drooling out of it, though, and my pussy ached against the rail.

My insides felt as though they'd been torn up by his big cock, churned into a froth, into a stew inside me. I felt almost hollow inside.

“Your punishment was merely interrupted,” Bradley said. “It's time to continue now.”

I moaned insensibly.

He and Danika were talking about something. It was my nipples, and piercing them I realized dazedly. I didn't care. I was just trying to breath, trying to recover from that wild, amazing, horrible, incredible orgasm.

Danika removed the loops, the cords, from my nipples, and they burned like fire. The pain was enough to draw me out of my dazed lethargy, and my eyes fluttered helplessly.

“It's really not good for them to be so tightly constricted,” Danika said. 

Which, of course, ignored the fact she'd done it yesterday.

“It's a useful way of controlling her, though,” Brad said.

“Yes, but I have a better way.”

I didn't really care what they were talking about.

Then Danika was pressed against me, and her hand cupped my right breast. She squeezed it up against the post, kind of squashed it there, especially just behind the nipple. I felt hands on my hair, pulling it up and back, but forcing my chest forward against the post. Then I felt a sharp, biting pain at my nipple, and jerked convulsively, crying out in pain. The pain grew worse and I jerked again, mewling helplessly as my nipple burned.

The pressure against my breast eased only to be replaced by her hand on my other breast. The sharp, biting pain I my nipple eased, as well, though it continued to ache hotly.

Then I felt a similar pain against my other nipple, and trembled and shook as it grew worse, then eased.

Brad eased up on his pressure, and I moaned weakly as my head was freed. I looked down and saw that a pin had been shoved into my right nipple, into the side, and then the pin, with a little round pearl end, had been jammed into the post, effectively pinning my nipple to it. The same had been done on my left side.

My nipples had been completely pierced and pinned to the side of the post!

It was difficult, given my state of mind at the time, to actually grasp that, to understand it, to accept it.




























Chapter Six

















My mother passed on a message from my Aunt Carol that she needed some help with some papers at her place. I don’t know exactly what I was expecting. I guess I was both hoping and afraid that it would be much like at the office. I figured Danika’d flirt, tease me, grope me a little when Aunt Carol wasn‘t looking, and then, well, I’d wind up hot and bothered. I was nervous that she would do something to embarrass me in front of aunt Carol, or do something and get caught. But then, I, anxious, and still quite uncertain of myself about all of this… this sex stuff. I was so new to this sort of nasty, wild sex and not at all sure I wanted to become more familiar with it. All I knew was the alternative was boredom and unemployment.

She opened the door, and I felt myself a little tongue-tied, my pulse rising noticeably.

“Come in, dear,” she said in a smooth, casual voice.

She was wearing a sort of casual look, which for her was black slacks and a t-shirt. I was wearing a long sleeved shirt and jeans. I stepped inside, looking past her for my aunt, and she closed the door behind me.

Then, suddenly, she grabbed me from behind, jerked me back, and shoved me hard against the wall. Her body was pressed against mine and her lips were on mine as her hands seized my head and hair and her tongue thrust into my startled mouth. I felt my heart race, thinking about Aunt Carol seeing us, and struggled against her.

She grinned and eased back, but gripped my wrists and shoved them up against the wall above my head.

“My aunt will see us!” I gasped, looking past her.

She smirked. “Your aunt isn’t here, dear.”

I blinked in surprise.

“Your aunt, in point of fact, is on a business trip.”

“But my mother said…”

“I didn’t technically say your aunt wanted to see you. I just let her think it.”

She released my wrists and stepped back.

“Come in, dear”

I was even more nervous now, but for different reasons. I was relieved my aunt wouldn’t see her doing anything, but now I was alone in the house with her, and God knew what she had in mind for me!

She took my hand and led me into the living room, then stopped and turned.

“Take off your clothes.”

I felt a little shock and my chest tightened.

“But my aunt -- .”

She grabbed me by the shirt collar, jerked me forward, and kissed me again, hard. Then her arms slid around me, her hands on my back, on my ass, while she kissed. Her breasts were squeezed against mine, and her tongue was in my mouth again.

She was a very masculine kind of kisser, very… invasive, with her tongue, but she was also a very good kisser, and her tongue did some wild things inside my mouth. I guess she used it more, and it was more agile, if you know what I mean…

She pulled her hands back and unbuttoned my shirt, pushing it open but also holding it to hold me in place as she got more gentle, kissing and lightly sucking along the nape of my neck, and then my upper chest and shoulders as she pushed the shirt back. Her hand came up and cupped my breast, and I felt a hot rush of heat as her thumb stroked across the nipple.

Then she stepped back a step, her hands dropping to my jeans. She undid the belt, popped the catches on my jeans, and jerked the zipper down.

“Take them off or I’ll make you come in your pants,” she said with a smirk.

I was already flushed, and then she turned and sat down quite casually, her foot propped up on the coffee table. She raised her eyebrows and made a little gesture with her finger, like I should continue.

Well, what else was I to do? Blushing, feeling embarrassed and self-conscious, I finished removing my shirt, then pushed down my jeans, toeing off my shoes before stepping out of them. She made a ‘continue’ gesture, and I removed my bra and then slid my panties down and off. My nipples were already quite hard, tingling, my breasts warm and feeling swollen.

I didn’t really understand why. I still didn’t like having sex with women. I mean, it wasn’t revolting, but it wasn’t exciting either. But what was exciting was -- her, and the things she did to me.

I started forward and she held up her hand for me to stop, then sort of cocked her head to one side.

“I haven’t taken the time to properly look at you before,” she said. “stand straight.”

Blushing, I did. I felt -- self conscious, and shifted my weight awkwardly from one leg to another as I looked around the room.

“Stand straight,” she said, her voice suddenly stern.

I looked at her in surprise.

“Head up, chest out. In fact, put your hands behind your neck. Now!”

The tone was one that commanded obedience, ad, well, I was used to doing as she told me, and she was my boss, right and, well, I just… did it, with hardly a second thought. I felt even more self conscious, though, as I stood there like that.

“Legs apart,” she barked.

Again I obeyed, and stood before her as she inspected me. She got up, and my heart beat faster as she walked slowly around me.

“Face forward,” she ordered, slapping my bottom.

She gripped my hair and jerked my head back further, then continued to circle me.

“Very nice,” she said. “You have a lovely body.”

She traced a hand along my buttocks as she moved, as she circled me. The hand slid along my hip, and over my stomach as she moved in front of me, then up over one breast as she moved around to my side, then up and down along my spine as she moved behind me again. Firm, smooth, soft, but with curves in all the right places,” she said.

She moved around in front of me again, and her fingers slid down to my pussy, rubbing at my clit, then spreading my sex lips open. “You have a beautiful pussy, did you know that? Such delicate, firm little pussy lips, not sagging at all, not floppy or discolored…”

She moved around behind me, her hand tracing a line over my hip, then down between my buttocks.

“Lean forward. Now,” she barked as I hesitated.

She slapped my bottom and I obeyed with a gasp. Then her hand on the back of my neck forced me to bend much further over.

“Nice little rosebud back here, too. So delicate and pink.”

She let her finger circle my anal opening as I blushed again.

“Just right for big, stiff black cocks,” she added.

I gasped, face coloring, and rose upright, glaring at her.

“You shouldn’t have done that!” I said.

“Done what? Make you come like a whore?”

I squirmed mentally. “You shouldn’t have shown a man into the office when I was naked and tied up!”

“It was for your benefit, dear. You should thank us.”

“Thank you!” I sputtered.

“He was part of your education, your enlightenment. It’s hard for you to appear sophisticated to clients when you’re such a naïve innocent. I want to make you more worldly.”

“By letting some black football guy fuck me!?”

“By showing you that your body is your playground,” she said with a smile, “that you don’t have to pay attention to those patriarchal attitudes which says you have to keep your legs closed at all times except for a man who loves and respects you.”

“I knew that already,” I grumbled.

“Liar,” she replied. “And don’t tell me you didn’t react to having a big stud like that behind you, to feeling that big fat black cock up into your belly.”

I flushed with embarrassment.

“I have so much to show you, my little slut.”

“I’m not a slut.” I retorted.

“Why not?”

The question puzzled me. I wasn’t sure what she meant.”

“Would you say that all men are sluts?”

“Well duh,” I said.

“Stand up straight,” she snapped, her finger thrusting at me imperiously.

I obeyed, and even put my hands behind my neck again.

“The worst thing a young person can have is no discipline,” she said. “So I intend to teach you discipline, as well. I and Bradley.”

“Is that what Brad calls it when he spanks me?” I grumbled.

“You will refer to him as Mr. Bartholomew,” she said coolly. “And you will refer to me as Ms. Bozek.”

Bitch!

“I don’t think I like your impertinent attitude today, Miranda,” she said. “Just because we’re not in the office does not give you permission to act up. 

“I wasn’t -- .”

“Kneel,” she barked, pointing that finger at the floor in front of me.

Flushing, I did.

“Hands behind your neck. Do I have to tell you everything twice?”

I brought my hands back and thrust my chest out, feeling irritation and indignation, but also a sense of bubbling sexual anticipation.

“Sit back on your heels, little slut,” she said.

I did, and she gestured with her finger again. “Open your legs. Wide. I want to see your pretty little pussy.”

I flushed once more but obeyed. “I’m not a lesbian, you know,” I said.

“You should keep your options open, dear. Don’t be locked into behavior patterns society requires of you. Spread your knees wider.”

I did so.

“Lean back more.”

“I’m going to fall down,” I panted, arching my back, tilting my head way back.

“Being impertinent again, I see,” she said.

“I’m not being impertinent,” I protested. “All I said was I wasn’t a lesbian.”

“You need something big and hard inside you to make you happy, do you?”

“I just – .”

She stood up and walked past me, and I eased up on my posture. She returned a half minute later and I felt a sudden fluttering in my stomach, a tightness in my chest as I saw she had in her hand a long green zucchini, and a plastic tub of margarine.

“Wha-what are you going to do with that?” I gulped.

“I? Why nothing, my little slut.”

She buttered the end of the zucchini, then rolled the front half in the tub and smiled at me. It was a dangerous smile, a dark smile, a slightly menacing smile.

“I know what you want my dear little niece.”

“I’m not your niece,” I gulped.

She bent forward, then knelt in front of me.

“Rise,” she said in a non-nonsense voice.

I gulped and eased up off my heels as she placed the zucchini in between my thighs, under my pussy.

“Down,” she said.

“I don’t – .”

“Down!”

I sank down hesitantly. I flinched when I felt the cool margarine pressing against my pussy, then reluctantly eased down. The tip was not terribly thick, but the vegetable thickened rapidly, not unlike that black toy thing she and Brad had put inside me the other day.

It felt slick and cold, but what I was doing, though embarrassing, was also heating up my insides. It was strange, because in a way, I felt like I couldn’t say no to her. Of course, I could have, but she was not only my boss, not only a very strong-willed, determined women, but well, in a way she was just an overwhelming personality, and in a way, she was like an aunt, or an older relative, one you’re accustomed to obeying. That I was old enough now not to have to care, not to have to mind her, was irrelevant.

I gasped as more of it sank into me.

“It’s… cold,” I gulped.

“You’ll warm it up with that hot little pussy of yours,” she replied.

She sat back on the sofa now that I was firmly down on the thing. My pussy lips were spreading wider and wider as I sank lower, and I gasped weakly as it stretched me out.

“Lower, little slut.”

“It’s… thick,” I panted.

“You like them thick, little slut. You like having big, thick, hard objects up inside your tummy. You are a slut, after all. Aren’t you?”

“I-I’m not,” I gasped.

“Do you want another strapping?”

“No.”

“No, Ms. Bozek,” she corrected.

“No, Ms. Bozek,” I said.

“Then answer me. Are you a slut, kneeling there with your pussy sucking on that zucchini?”

“Yes, Ms. Bozek,” I sighed weakly.

“A slut can take almost any size inside her hot, tight little pussy. Sink lower.”

I had been trying, working myself up and down a bit, easing my weight up, then sinking it down. I had almost half the thing inside me and groaned as I sank lower and it pushed deeper into my belly.

“It will go in easier if you rub your clit while you sink down,” she said. “Go ahead and do that.”

I relaxed from my hard arch, dropping my arms before I knew it. It was only when my fingers were almost at my clit that I understood what she was telling me to do. My face blossomed with heat once again, but I began to rub my clit with my finger anyway, heat billowing up inside me as I sank down, bit by bit, grunting with every inch that passed into me.

“Why don’t you have your nipple rings in?” she demanded suddenly.

I blinked in surprise, flustered, my mind not working very quickly. “oh, I, I took them off. I was afraid my mom or my aunt would see them.”

‘If you take them off the holes will close again. You need to keep them in all the time, you silly little girl.”

She stood up and walked behind me, then I felt her hands on my shoulders, pressing down.

“Oh! Oh wait! Oh! Oww! Don’t!”

I sank down, her weight added to mine to force my pussy several inches down, and it slid slowly, thickly, slickly, deeeeep inside me!

“Hugh! Uhhng! OhH!”

She pushed me down until it was so deep inside the tip was jammed up past my cervix, and only when my cry of pain became really animated did she stop.

“Get on your hands and knees. Now,” she snapped.

She gripped my hair and yanked me forward and down, and I caught myself on my hands, gasping weakly as she forced my head low, my chin against the rug.

“Push your little ass up high. Higher, little slut,” she growled. “And spread your legs wide! Wider!!”

She released my hair, and straightened up, but then put her foot against the back of my neck, the pressure firm but not painful.

“Spread your legs wider, slut,” she growled. “And bring your knees forward more! I want to see you all ready to be mounted, just like the hot little bitch you are.”

I was shocked, but darkly, desperately aroused. The weight of the thing in my pussy and the way it was stretching me out was a hot, throbbing ache inside me as she looked down at me.

“Now that’s better,” she purred. “That looks like the proper position for a nasty little slut like you. Let me hear you say `Please fuck me!’”

I moaned weakly and her shoe pressed down harder on the back of my neck.

“Did you hear me, slut?”

“P-Please fuck me!” I gasped.

“Louder, slut.”

“Please fuck me!”

“Please fuck me, miss Bozek,” she said smugly.

“Please fuck me, Miss Bozek!” I moaned, flushed with heat and embarrassment.

I gasped as she pressed down harder on the back of my neck.

“Louder. Put more passion into it, slut, “she growled.

“Please fuck me, Miss Bozek!” I cried.

“Perhaps,” she said, easing up on my neck and stepping away.

She moved around behind me and I started as I felt the flat of her foot against my bottom, then the heel pressing against the bottom of the zucchini protruding from my stretched pussy opening.

“You were made to be mounted and used,” she said. “By some big, brainless bull of a man who’ll shove his giant cock down into your belly and fuck your little brains out.”

I gasped as she pressed against the bottom of the zucchini.

She moved away. “Don’t move, slut,” she said over her shoulder.

I stayed in place, panting weakly, swirling and churning with heat and anxiety, with embarrassment and a sense of outrage, with heat and a dark, eager sense of lust and hunger. Why was I so turned on by this? I don’t know, but I was. It was so much wilder, kinkier, nastier, than any kind of sex I’d ever had before, and it made my body pulsate with heat and arousal.

She returned, and her high heeled shoe pressed into the rug next to my face. Then I felt something pressing against my little rosebud in back. I gasped as something sort of rubbed me there. My eyes jerked up and I saw her leaning forward a little, holding a long, thin black thing in her hand. She saw me looking and smiled, straightening, and showing me what she had.

“It’s a riding crop, little slut. Have you ever seen one before?”

Oh shit!

“N-No, Ms Bozek!” I gulped.

It had a leather handle, a slim, pencil thick leather body, and a flat little pad on the tip.

“Are you going to be a good little slut?”

“Yes, Ms Bozek!” I gulped anxiously.

She smiled. “You and I are getting to know each other nicely, Miranda. You don’t have to call me Ms Bozek. You can call me… Mistress. Yes, I like the sound of that. Let me hear you say it.”

I felt a wave of something indescribable at the word. Part of me wanted to laugh at the cliché. Part me wanted to roll my eyes and tell her to shove it. But a much stronger part of me felt a strange sense of delight in how kinky and dark the very notion was of addressing her as mistress. I mean, for real!

He leaned over, and I felt the flat pad of the crop rubbing against my little wrinkled opening, then she slapped me there, not sharply, but startling me.

“Let me hear you say it, slut.”

“Mistress,” I gulped.

“Now let me hear you beg me to fuck you, slut.”

She slapped at my rosebud again and I winced. 

“Please fuck me, Mistress,” I gasped, my pussy squeezing down hard on the zucchini at the words.

She slapped at my rosebud again, harder, and I felt a strange little shock run through my lower belly at the impact.

“You need to show me your devotion first, slut,” she said.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

“You need to show me you’re worthy of my attentions.”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“You need to show me you can be a disciplined little slave girl.”

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

Slave girl?! God, she was a kinky slut! A part of me again wanted to laugh, but the fact is this stuff was incredibly hot! I was still in a state of strange disbelief even as I felt myself grinding my breasts into the rug, my nipples burning as she slapped the crop down against my surprisingly sensitive little rosebud. I gasped again and again, my hips jerking and flinching with the little snapping slaps to my anal opening. And my pussy continued to squeeze and suck on the thick vegetable buried deep inside me.

“Put your hands out in front of you, slut,” she ordered.

An easy request to obey, as I breathlessly did. I watched, fascinated, my eyes hot with excitement as she pulled a length of black rope from behind her, and then tied my wrists together. The rope was surprisingly soft and she wrapped it tight around my wrists, then looped it again and again and again before twisting the rope up between my wrists and then standing. 

She pulled on the rope, raising me up and back on my knees, then up onto my feet, and led me a little ways back into the center of the room, stopping . She pulled a chair over and stood on it, and I looked up to see a hook, a ring, really, set into the ceiling. She passed the rope through it, then hopped down, keeping it taut, and pulled ti aside, then, and over to the wall, where another ring sat. I felt the tension, the pull grow harder against my wrists and rose onto the balls of my feet, feeling the pressure of the cucumber against my thighs as they came together.

She tied off the rope, and I found myself panting eagerly, anxious, embarrassed, terribly aroused, and also feeling a bit stupid, to be honest, standing on the balls of my feet naked.

She caught my nipples in her fingers and pinched them, pulling them up and forward.

“Oww! Oww! Oww! Please!”

“Please Mistress,” she cooed.

“Please, Mistress!” I gasped.

She jerked my hair back hard and crushed her lips against mine, her other hand mauling my breast as her tongue drove deep into my mouth. The kiss was long, passionate, and I moaned as I felt myself melting against her. Woman or not she knew how to kiss!

My nipples ached from her pinching but they also throbbed hotly, and when she bent and took one into her mouth I let out a helpless groan of pleasure.

Her hands raced over my body, groping me, caressing me, squeezing and kneading and stroking me. I gasped as one hand thrust between my thighs, her fingers pushing rhythmically on the base of the zucchini as her thumb stroked against my clit.

“Nasty little slut,” she purred. “Are you my sex slave? Are you?”

She tightened her grip on my hair and I gasped in pain.

“Are you, slut?”

“Y-yes, mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut.’

“I’m your… your sex slave, mistress!” I said, delighting in how hot, how nasty the words were in my mouth.

That doesn’t mean I meant it, of course, not for a moment, but it was very kinky and exciting to say it, to play along. My nipples were tingling and my pussy burning and every touch of her hands on my flesh was a delicious, outrageously exciting intimacy.

My wrists kind of ached, but so what.

She held something up to me, then gripped my hair, pulling my had back as she pushed it in front of my mouth.

“Lick it, slut.”

It looked sort of like a little penis head, only it widened quite a bit and then narrowed to almost noting where it was attached to a flat base. I licked it, and she pushed it into my mouth, like it was a big pacifier.

“Suck it, slut,” she growled, pinching my nipples again, twisting and pulling them as I moaned and gasped and twisted helplessly.

She pulled the thing out of my mouth and moved behind me, and I felt her fingers pressing my buttocks apart as I felt the nose of the thing pushing against my rosebud. I moaned in embarrassment mixed with excitement as she slowly pushed it up into my ass.

Everything she did to me, every touch, was in some way, outrageous. I mean, partly that was because I had never actually given her any permission to touch me, because we were not even friends much less lovers, and because, like I said, women don’t do it for me. Well, and because she was way older, and my boss! So it was outrageous for her to take any of the liberties with my body she had, and every touch made me uncomfortable in a sense.

And yet for some reason that very discomfort, that very outrageousness was feeding a dark, hungry fire of arousal, just as it had that day, just as it had the other day. It fucking turned me on! I don’t know why but it did! I was practically trembling with sexual heat as I felt the fat part of the thing pushing up into me, and then felt my ass sucking it in and the rest following. It was fully within me, save for the base flat against the outside of my rosebud. I felt a fleeting thought that at least she couldn’t slap me with her crop there now.

Then she picked up the crop and gave me a cruel little smile that made my stomach lurch.

“Nasty little slut slave,” she purred.

She thrust the thing between my thighs, angled down, sawing it along my clit, then pulled it up and moved around behind me. I yelped as it suddenly snapped across my bottom, sending my hips jerking forward so hard I practically ran out from under the rope. Only the much greater pressure on my wrists jerked me back in place as she continued to move around me. I felt a sudden nervousness, anxiety, wariness, as I wondered what she was going to do with that crop, and whether I could protest, could demand she not hit so hard, and whether she would pay any attention to it.

“Tell me again how you’re my sex slave,” she said. “I like to hear it.”

I didn’t want to. I wasn’t her sex slave! 

But then she slid that crop down, letting the flat tip rub against my clit, and I felt my lower belly squirming with heat, felt my buttocks clenching again and again.

“I’m your sex slave!” I gasped.

She slapped it down against my clit and I yelped.

“Mistress,” she growled.

“I’m your sex slave, mistress!” I gasped.

Fucking bitch!

The thought was partly angry, partly admiring, partly fearful.

She rubbed the tip against my left breast, the flat part right against my hard little nipple. Then she slapped it down lightly, quickly, using a kind of flick of her wrist. She did it again, and again, and again, kind of like she’d done to my rosebud, and my nipples became hot and aching as I moaned weakly and realized, pulling against the rope, just how helpless I was.

She moved around me, the crop tracing a line along my ribs, then snapping across my bottom with another stinging blow.




























Chapter Seven

















I heard the front door close, and I was swept by a sudden terror that my aunt had come home unexpectedly. But when I jerked my head around it was to see Bradley walking smugly into the living room. I blushed, but was relieved even with the added embarrassment.

“I see you started without me,” he said.

“It’s hard to resist when you have such a tasty delicacy laying there before you,” Danika said

I didn’t say anything. What the fuck was I supposed to say!? 

Brad gripped me by the hair and kissed me just as hard and passionately as Danika had, his other hand running down my bare back to grip my bottom and grind me against him.

“Tell Mr. Bartholomew what you told me just now,” Danika ordered.

Tell him what? My head was fuzzy.

The crop snapped across my bottom with stinging force and I yelped and lurched forward.

“Tell him, slut.”

“I-I’m a sex slave. I mean, I’m your sex slave, mistress!” I gasped as the crop snapped down again.

“Wouldn’t you rather be my sex slave?” Bradley asked with a grin.

Yes, I would actually.

Wait a minute! I wasn’t a sex slave! Jesus!

“I think this slut is anyone’s sex slave,” Danika said. “And she does love cock.”

“Is that right, little slut?” Brad asked, pulling back on my hair. “Do you love cock?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

“Say it then.”

“I-I love cock!” I moaned, head forced back.

“Master,” he said. “Call me master.”

Oh come on!

“Master! I gasped. “I love cock, Master!”

“Then I have just what you need,” Brad said.

“If she loves cock that much I think I have just what she needs too,” Danika said.

Brad moved around behind me and Danika moved forward, holding a kind of dildo in her hand. It was big and thick and very lifelike, but not perfectly straight. Instead it was kind of curved, and softer than I guess the normal dildo was -- not that I’m any expert on dildos. And it had a sort of fat ball, like a squeeze bulb on the end.. She grabbed my hair and forced my head up and back, then pushed it into my open mouth.

“You love cock so much, you little slut? Well suck on this,” she growled.

The thing filled my mouth, pressing down on my tongue, and up against the roof of my mouth, then gagged me as it pushed deeper. Suddenly some kind of liquid, slick and not bad tasting, filled my mouth. Maybe the thing at the end WAS a squeeze bulb! She pumped the dildo in and out of my mouth as Brad kneaded my buttocks, then thrust it forward into my throat.

It was thick, but soft and flexible, and curved, so it wasn’t terribly hard to take, especially given how wickedly aroused I was. She kept pushing, sliding the whole long thing down into my throat, until that round, squeeze ball thing at the bottom was pressed against my lips. Then she shoved that in too. It too was flexible, and she was able to squash it on one side, pushing it in bit by bit, forcing it through my wide open mouth until it was like a big, fat ball inside my mouth, completely filling it.

She slid down my body, sucking and licking my nipples, then letting her tongue trail down my belly until it was licking at my clit. Brad’s arms slid around me, his hands kneading my breasts as he bit lightly and kissed the side and rear of my throat. I moaned, trembling between them as the heat inside me burned even hotter, and my body shook with the intensity of my need.

Then Brad moved back. He took off his blazer, not that I was paying a ton of attention to him, and then returned behind me. 

I felt a sudden blow against my back. It was not heavy, and was kind of scattered, but it stung, and I gasped and jerked my head around, eyes wide.

He had a whip in his hand!

Oh. My. God!

It looked like something you’d see in a movie, a short, thick handle with a thick black bunch of slim leather laces attached. It was the laces which had struck my back, spreading out to strike a broad area. My back felt like a cat had clawed it, stinging, sore, and -- .

Danika squeezed my buttocks, digging her fingers in, forcing my legs a little wider, so that I was barely able to keep my toes on the floor.

Brad swung again, the whip snapping across my bare back with enough force to make me cry out. Not that I could make much noise, of course.

This is insane! This is insane! Ohmygod! Thisisinsane!!

“Nasty slut,” he growled.

Crack!

“Filthy little sex slave!

Crack!

“Whore,” Danika sneered from between my legs.

Crack!

Danika sort of thrust her arms in between my thighs now, spreading them so she could suck and lick at my clit better. That forced my legs far enough apart that I was now hanging completely by my wrists. She sucked at my clit voraciously, and I cried out, again and again, though hugely muffled, as Brad whipped my back with slow, measured blows.

It hurt! It fucking hurt! The stinging got worse with every blow, until my back was flaming enough to distract me from the incredible heat coming up from where Danika was licking at me. It hurt enough I would have demanded he stop, would have begged him to stop. Only I couldn’t say a thing!

Then, thankfully, he stopped. There were tears starting in my eyes by then, and I was gasping and breathless. It was hard to breath around a thick cock in your throat, no matter how skilled you are, especially if you’re breathing hard. So I was getting light-headed at the same time. 

Danika stood up, sliding her hand up my body to fondle my breast, the other still between my legs. She had her palm against the bottom of the zucchini, pressing upwards rhythmically as her thumb stroked across my clit. Then she jerked my head back by the hair, licking and sucking and kissing along the front of my throat.

I felt Brad’s hands down between my buttocks. He pulled the butt-plug out of me and then I felt his own cock nudging my opening. He must have lubed himself, or maybe the lube on the plug was enough Because his big cock pushed up into me fairly smoothly, even though it was still a tight fit. I moaned as I felt his smooth flesh sliding up through the slippery, tight confines of my belly, and gasped at how deep his cock pushed, and the little cramps that rippled through me because of it.

My heat grew worse, and I felt an orgasm sweep over me just as he bit into the nape of my neck and started grinding and pumping himself against me. Danika bit into the nape of my neck on the other side, mashing her breasts against mine as she fingered my clit and pushed on the zucchini. I cried out wildly, knowing a kind of freedom in not having to care who heard - because of how I was gagged. I gave myself to the climax, my head thrashing, my hips jerking and bucking, my body flaring with wildfire heat as the two of them mauled my body and drove me into wild convulsions.

Danika laughed softly and then moved away, leaving me with Brad pressed against me, inside me. His hands slid around me, cupping and massaging my breasts for a bit as he worked his cock slowly in and out. Then one hand pulled back on my hair, forcing my head back as he made little bites and kisses along the side of my throat. His other hand slid down my belly and began to finger my clit, and I moaned dazedly, insensible, head pounding as the orgasm faded.

It had been an intense orgasm, but I still had a man’s cock up my ass, and a big fat, hard thing up my pussy, and the sexual heat still gripped me, still rolled over me as I tried dazedly to balance myself and not give in to the weakness and simply hang limply by the wrists.

He jerked back on my hips, forcing my butt back, forcing me up onto my toes to keep from hanging, and his hips began to thrust in and out in longer, harder strokes, his cock thrusting up deep and hard with every stroke so that my body jerked and trembled. His right arm was curled around my waist, his hand down my abdomen, fingers stroking at my clit. His left kneaded my breasts, then gripped my hair and jerked my head up and back as he again licked and bit on the nape of my neck.

My mind was spinning and churning through the swirling froth of sensory overload my body kept flooding with, and I could only gurgle and moan and gasp as Brad drove his cock up into me with harder and harder strokes. His cock was fat and long and it ached, but as tight as I was around it he rode a slick layer of something which made it stroke across my skin like silk on silk - except that I felt as though I could actually feel the veins standing out on his bulging cock as it stroked.

Danika moved in with the crop. She pinched my nipples, then started hitting them with the tip of the crop, delicately aiming the little slapper on the end of the crop to strike just the hard, swollen nipples as my breasts wobbled and shook. My upper body was leaning forward slightly now, with my hips and ass back, and brought the crop straight down, sometimes missing my breast entirely, but most times snapping the slapper directly into my hard, pulsing breasts to produce hot flash waves of sensations.

I was on the edge of what I knew was going to be a massive orgasm when she switched back to the other whip, the flog, the one with the long, slim laces. Brad drove himself all the way into me and ground his hips against my buttocks, then withdrew, sliding free completely just as Danika brought the flog slashing down across my chest.

Okay, well, it wasn't much of a slash, so much as a light swipe. But it still stung a little! But then I felt a harder blow across my back, and jerked my head around to see that Brad had a similar whip! Danika jerked my head back forward with another ‘swipe’ that had the thin laces slapping against my chest, then Brad made me cry out - silently, given the thick gag still stuffed down my throat, as his whip cut across my back much harder.

Danika began to hit harder, swinging with more determination, and she and Brad took turns, sending my mind reeling and spinning. I tugged futilely against the strong rope around my wrists but could do nothing to escape as the two took turns lashing my back and front. My skin heated up, my breasts beginning to sparkle with hot flashing pain as the laces cut across them. And the pain rose to the point I started to feel a sense of panic. 

I couldn’t stop them! I couldn’t even tell them to stop! And the whipping continued as I writhed and twisted and thrashed helplessly, often running and jerking out from under the straight line the rope required for me to keep my feet, and then my full weight would fall on my wrists until I could regain my balance.

And then -- something strange happened. I felt a strange, dark epiphany, an understanding that there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop or even deter what was going on, an acceptance that I would simply have to endure it. As much as it hurt, I was sure it wouldn’t actually harm me, and so I would just have to brace myself and take it. And so I did, trying to hold still as the blows continued, the cat claws across my breasts and belly, across my ribs and back and buttocks.

And the starkness, the sharpness seemed to twist and fade, and turn into something else, into a strange, hot, raw, razor sharp sensation of -- I can’t call it pleasure, but something other than pain. The sensations were halfway between; a painful pleasure, if you will, or perhaps a pleasant pain. I absorbed the multitude of little shocks as the laces snapped and bit at my soft flesh like a series of firecrackers going off, each blow producing a strange little echo of pain/pleasure.

It put my mind into another place. Mind you, my mind was already floating and dazed from lack of oxygen and the wild, sexual fever which had enveloped me for so long - and which was reigniting now that my panic and the worst of the pain had gone. 

And then Brad was inside me again, driving himself to the balls in my tight belly. His arms wee around my waist, jerking my hips back as he thrust furiously in and out. My body trembled and shook as his cock speared up into me again and again with relentless force.

I groaned as Danika jerked my head up and back. Her other hand was between my legs, palm jamming at the end of the zucchini, thumb stroking roughly across my clit. 

“Whore,” she said. “Filthy little slut animal! Bitch! Slave!”

She bit into the center of my breast and sucked voraciously, and I came, too dazed to even scream, came with wide eyes for the towering force of the orgasm that crashed down upon me. I collapsed under its weight, twisting and jerking and convulsing as my nervous system came apart and I became little more than a collection of frenziedly spasming muscles and nerve endings. I remember the screaming, but it was all in my mind. I remember the intensity of the raw sensations that pounded through me. And that was all, for it was the first time an orgasm was so massive I actually lost consciousness.

* * *

How do you hang out with your friends and talk about boys and clothes after something like that? Especially when it loomed so hugely in your mind, and yet you couldn’t tell them, couldn’t even hint lest somehow they pry some horrible detail from you. I wanted to tell someone, if only to see their wide eyes and shocked expressions of disbelief. But no way I could. 

Sex slave? Ridiculous! I was certainly not anyone’s sex slave. I could do as I wanted, including quitting that job and going somewhere else. If I wanted. And a part of me did. But working there, and this kinky, sick relationship with Bradley and Danika, was like a hot, wild game that was thrilling some part myself which was previously just dulled and bored. I felt more alive than I’d ever been. And also, curiously, more independent, more mature, more sophisticated. 

Given they tied me up all the time and pretended I was their ‘slave’ independence might not come immediately to your mind. But I felt as though I’d been lifted from the ranks of ordinary, boring girls and made into a hot, sleek, sophisticated woman now. But that status depended on the relationship with them continuing.

We went out, a bunch of us, as usual, and were at a club, talking, dancing, drinking, enjoying ourselves. We were joking around, and the girl-girl thing came up, and some of us girls started teasing the boys by pretending to make out. Tiffany, who was this hot blonde, grabbed me and we kissed while the boys hooted and stared and made lewd comments. I usually resisted that sort of thing, or played along only as far as I had to, but this time I kind of got into it, mostly into the boys staring and getting all hot watching us.

But I let my hand slide along her ribs and then give her breast a nice squeeze, which drew excited comments from the guys. Then Tiffany squeezed my boob, and it kind of stopped there. But Tiffany was a little flushed, and frankly, from things she’d sort of hinted at before, and how she looked, I was pretty sure I could have had her. I mean, if I wanted to, I could have gotten her back to my place and we could have done it together. A part of me wanted to, just to see what it would be like to be with a girl -- who wasn’t bossing you around and tying you up. 

Besides, I’d learned a lot from Danika. After I’d woken up from what they’d done to me I found they’d set me down on the rug, and then as I started to wake, they tied my arms behind my back. I spent the next hour, at least, tonging Danika’s pussy while she pinched my nipples and pulled my hair to ‘instruct’ me on how to properly please a woman. Brad spent that time fingering me, using a vibrator, and then pulling the zucchini out of me and fucking me hard.

Wild. Insane!

The thought of sex with Tiffany seemed mild and gentle by comparison. Sex with the guys, on the other hand, seemed – boring. I mean, not that I had turned into a lesbian, but ordinary sex with guys, at least, these guys, didn’t hold any thought of excitement. Doing it with Tiffany would be a novelty, something I’d never done before, a new experience. 

All of which shows you how wild my attitude had become. Because having sex with a guy, prior to this, was a huge decision for me, a huge commitment that involved all kinds of fears and worries about what would happen, and what he’d say about it later to the other guys I knew. Had the wild kinky shit Brad and Danika had done with me spoiled me for ordinary sex? Was I now a kinky slut who needed an edge to her sex?

For that matter, was I a fucking nympho now? Because I thought of sex all the time. It wasn’t just the wild memories of sensations and emotions and pleasure that kept flashing through my mind from what they had done to me. I often would just see something and it would now trigger a dark, sexy fantasy, which often as not involved some kind of bondage.

I was wearing a tight sweater, and pulled it off, or rather half off. I pulled the top up and over my head but then it kind of got stuck a little, but the way it was pinned my arms to my sides. Right away, I felt a rush of excitement, as if I was tied up or something. I paused, inhaling deeply, squeezing my thighs together, then pulled it the rest of the way off.

I was leaning over a counter, and my breasts pressed against the surface. Instantly, I flashed to my first time with Danika, my breasts pressed against the top of her desk. My bottom kind of rose and I imagined someone behind me getting ready to…

I straightened and moved on, a little flushed.

I was getting ready to go out, and put on a silver bracelet, and froze. I put another bracelet on my other hand, and imagined they were like, handcuffs or something. I put my wrists together above my head and arched my back in front of the mirror, then stripped off my top and bra and posed like that, with my nipple rings dangling from my hot, swollen nipples.

It just didn’t take much to set me off! And I masturbated all the freaking time! My mother had been quite the homemaker. You never knew when she would rearrange your dresser or clean out your closet. She laughed at the idea of privacy. So I sure had never had any sex toys when I was living at home. Now, my roommate Cindy, was a snoop, and given to borrowing shit from me at any time. I didn’t want to leave a dildo laying around where she could find it either. So I still had no sex toys.

But when I was shopping, I passed - zucchinis. Yeah, you can guess where my mind went. I decided to buy one, then two, then, because I felt guilty about my nasty thoughts, I bought four, as a sort of disguise. That was silly, I know. Probably most people didn’t even think of vegetables as sex toys. Probably most women bought them with the usual purpose in mind - namely food.

Guilty thoughts I guess.

Cindy wasn’t home when I decided to experiment. I got some baby oil, and lubed up my pussy and the narrow end of the zucchini, then straddled it, just like I had at Danika’s, and sank slowly down onto it. I rubbed my clit as I did, panting in heat as it pushed deeper inside me. It felt way better than at Danika’s because these vegetables hadn’t come from a refrigerator, and weren’t covered in cold margarine! 

I sank low, moaning in pleasure, then rose up and placed the second one against my rosebud, sliding gently and slowly down onto it too. I masturbated to orgasm three times as I sank and rose, sank and rose, grinding myself against them, trying to take them ever deeper.

After the third orgasm I had this weird, kinky idea, that I could walk around in public with them in and nobody would know. Kind of like when Danika had strapped that dildo inside me the first time.

My third orgasm had jammed them in really deep. But they were still too long to fully fit inside me. About an inch or two stuck out. I stood up and walked around with them like that, feeling the sexy, exciting pressure against the insides of my buttocks and my thighs. I didn’t want some uncomfortable cord, so I got a scarf. I had a thin belt I wrapped around my middle. Ten I tied the scarf to the back of the belt, pulled it between my thighs and up in front, so it pressed against the bottom of the two zucchinis, and tied it in front of me.

Then I put on my denim dress, and went outside, walking slowly, carefully, surrounded by a bubbling sexual excitement at how daring and wicked and slutty I was being. Imagine if these people around me had a clue!

I hadn’t planned to be out for long. I mean, the two thick, heavy vegetables inside me were holding the mouth of my sex and my rosebud open, and I was getting increasingly horny. I just wanted to walk around the neighborhood -- which was around my apartment building -- and enjoy the nasty, delicious feeling of nobody knowing what I was doing.

I got back to my apartment building just as a car rolled up bearing my Aunt Carol and Danika. I was -- stunned -- needless to say. I had that fight or flight instinct, whereby I felt like bolting, but of course, didn’t.

“Hello, dear,” Aunt Carol said.

“Uhm, hi, Aunt Carol,” I replied nervously. “I heard you were out of town.”

“Oh just for a day, dear. Get in. Danika and I have a surprise for you.”

Oh shit!

“Oh well uhm, I should go up and change first,” I said, babbling stupidly.

“What you have on is fine, dear,” Aunt Carol said in confusion.

“Get in,” Danika said, pushing open the rear door of the car.

Shit!

Afterward I thought of all kinds of excuses that would at least let me go upstairs and get these things out of me, but now I had to get into the car and sit down -- lingeringly, carefully, without them being aware of why I was being so careful. I winced as the pressure of the cushions pushed up against the base of the two vegetables, and jammed them up into my belly.

“We have a surprise for you, dear,” Aunt Carol said.

I felt a bizarre notion that she might be in on Danika’s kinky shit and blanched. I definitely did not want to have sex with my aunt!

But now that I thought of it, what kind of a woman would live with Danika if she wasn’t into kinky bondage shit? I looked at my aunt in a new light, wondering what they did together in their bungalow.

“You know how you’re always complaining about your apartment and your roommate?” Aunt Carol said. “Well, we found you another one!”

“What!?”

I was slumped in the back, trying to ease the pressure against my insides. That worked better for the one in my pussy than the one up my bottom, which was really jammed painfully inside me and giving me cramps.

“Our clients have many needs,” Danika said, “And they don’t end at five o’clock. So we’ve taken on a new partner who will be working evenings. There isn’t enough work to hire another girl to work evenings, but we would like you available from time to time. It would be ideal if you lived downtown near our offices.”

“But we don’t want you in a bad area, and the nicer buildings are a little expensive for you,” Aunt Carol said.

“The firm has rented an apartment,” Danika said. “You will pay us rent, or rather, we’ll take it out of your pay check. It will be the same as what you pay now, but you’ll have a downtown apartment. It works because of course, we can write it off on our taxes.”

I was shocked by the offer. It actually distracted me from the ache in my belly, at least for a time. I mistakenly tried to sit forward to get closer and ask a question, and then gasped in pain and sat back quickly.

“Are you feeling all right, dear,” Aunt Carol asked.

“F-Fine,” I said.

The apartment wasn’t exactly a luxurious penthouse or anything. But it was way nicer than what I was living in. It had a nice little living room with a gas fireplace, a nice bedroom, and a kitchen with a bar counter separating it from the dining and living rooms. It was really nice! The thought of living there on my own was exciting!

But as I walked around with them I had the constant distraction and ache of the two zucchinis inside me. Sitting down for the trip up had jammed them even deeper inside me than I would have believed possible, and my abdomen felt bloated and full.

I thought I I was doing a good job of covering up my physical distress, though. Except that got worse as we moved around the apartment because Danika tended to stay at my side or behind me while Aunt Carol rushed forward to show me some new wonderful aspect of the apartment. That gave Danika the opportunity to give me little squeezes and gropes on my butt, and I was afraid she might feel something back there if she squeezed too hard.

Then Aunt Carol got a phone call. She had to leave immediately for a crisis that had just popped up at work. She would take a cab, she said, and Danika could drive me home. She gave me a hug and hurried out, and I eyed Danika with sudden anxiety and fear. She smiled coolly back at me.

“Strip,” she said.




























Chapter Eight

















“Danika -- ,” I started to protest.

“It’s mistress to you, when no one else is around.”

“I have to -- .”

‘Strip. I want to see why you’ve been acting so oddly.”

“O-Oddly? I’m not acting oddly!” I protested.

“You forgot to say mistress -- slut. Are you looking for a spanking?”

”No! Mistress,” I gulped.

She grabbed me and turned me around, bending me over the kitchen counter and jerking up my skirt. My face burned as she laughed at what she found, and I gasped as I felt her fingers at the scarf, felt her feeling the ends of the zucchinis sticking out of me.

“I guess our little session the other day gave you an appetite for zucchinis,” she said with a laugh.

“I was just.. I was just playing!” I said desperately.

“You don’t have a nice dildo to play with?” she asked with a broad grin.

“No! I don’t! Okay!”

“Watch your tone, slut,” she said.

I pursed my lips, red faced, then gasped again as she fingered the zucchini.

In short order she had stripped me naked, and untied the scarf. She used it to tie my wrists together behind my back, then, with the zucchinis still inside me, I got to demonstrate how well I’d learned my previous day’s lesson in oral sex. 

After she’d come - twice – she drew me across her lap and spanked me for my impertinence, fingering me at the same time so that I came – three times. I had to keep calling her mistress, had to say I was her sex slave again and again, and had to beg to be allowed to come. It was nice and kinky and nasty, and while a part of me rebelled at it my body burned with hunger and exploded with pleasure.

Then she delicately removed the zucchinis.

Oh it felt so good to have them gone at last!

“I can see we’re going to have to buy you some things,” she said. “You only have a double bed and one dresser, after all. You’ll need furniture -- and other things.”

So we went shopping. I had no underwear, for she had said I didn’t need my bra because the denim dress was thick enough, but at least I didn’t have the zucchinis inside me. She bought a leather sofa set with coffee tables and lamps, an entire bedroom set, including a big four-poster queen sized bed with mattress and base., and kitchen appliances and utensils, and all the hardware to install everything.

Getting all that free was an amazing thing. But that wasn’t to say it was all fun and games. Or rather, it was fun and game to her, while I had to be very anxious and careful. For example, buying the bed, she made me lay down in the middle, which was a reasonably ordinary thing to do before buying a bed, I guess, but remember I was wearing a zip-up denim dress, and the skirt, well, it wasn’t exactly a long one.

“I like this one,” she said. “It’s got a lot of places to tie you to.”

I blushed, looking around quickly, but no one seemed to have been close enough to hear.

“Spread your arms and legs out towards the corners, dear,’ she ordered.

“Danika -- !” I whined.

“Do you want a spanking right here in the store?”

She wouldn’t dare!

But after a woman pushed a baby carriage past, with her back to us, and nobody really nearby who was looking, I obeyed, spreadeagled myself on the bed for her.

“That looks sweet,” she said with a coy smirk.

I got out of bed, and she led me around to the foot of the bed. There was a round, carved foot bar, very thick, running between the two corner posts. She bent me over it, assessing whether it was the right height.

As for the hardware, it included a number of rings and hooks which could be placed in the roof and against various locations so I could be tied up.

I was of two minds, of course. First, I was excited at the idea of having my own apartment, and everything provided. Second, she was obviously doing it, at least in part, so she could fuck me easier outside the office. I wasn’t sure I wanted that at all. What was going on at the office was a dark, kinky game which was separate from my actual life. Did I want them mingling together?

Then she dragged me into a sex shop! 

I have to say that it wasn’t at all like I had imagined. It wasn’t a dingy, dirty place run by a hairy pervert. It was a stylish, bright, colorful store with oodles of shiny floors, shelves and signs. It was unashamedly about sex, sex toys, sex books, sexy lingerie and clothes, including costumes, and lubes, oils and herbal aids for prolonging sex.

We headed to the dildos. There was an entire shelf of them on display, with boxes underneath. 

“Hmm,” she said, looking at the biggest. “How big do you think you can take?”

I blushed, looking around furtively. She wasn’t being very soft spoken!

“Please talk lower, mistress!” I whined in a low whisper.

“No,” she said.

She held up a huge black dildo, thicker than the zucchini, and longer.

“I bet you’d like this up your tight little pussy,” she said.

“It’s too big,” I said, blushing furiously.

“Mistress,” she growled.

“It’s too big, mistress!” I said in an anguished whisper.

“Given the size of those zucchinis you shoved up yourself I wonder.”

Again she wasn’t being quiet, and I’m sure some people nearby heard. I was blushing fiercely.

“Too bad they don’t have a room to try them out,” she said.

She picked up a slightly smaller one. This one was circled by huge, thick veins, and she ran her fist up and down it. “I bet you’d love the feel of this pumping inside you,” she said. “It’s about the size of the one you took up your ass from that football player.”

I dropped my eyes, face burning, and she chuckled.

She had actually picked up a basket, and handed it to me. Now she dropped two of those big black cocks into it - thankfully in more restrained looking brown boxes.

Then I was forced to stand beside her while she examined various vibrators, telling me of what effects they’d have on me as people walked back and forth. She bought several, though I didn’t look at them, staring at the floor instead.

We moved on, and suddenly I had a pair of furry handcuffs around my wrists. She tried them on by locking my wrists together behind my back with them, and then wouldn’t unlock them!

“You’ll have to carry the basket then,” I hissed.

She smiled “No, dear. You can carry it behind you.”

So I had to walk around, with my hands cuffed behind me, holding the basket.

But first, she tried on various bondage collars. Or rather, she tried them on me, and it wasn’t like I could stop her with my hands cuffed! All I could do was protest - softly - and try not to draw anyone’s attention.

“Ooo, this looks sexy,” she said.

She picked up a ball gag, and, smiling, turned and pressed it against my mouth. I widened my eyes as if to say “Not here!” but she narrowed hers as if to say “do it!”

Nervously, I let my mouth open, and then she forced it wider, shoving the malleable ball in until it filled the inside of my mouth and kind of stuck out a bit. She pulled the strap behind my head, combing my hair out of the way first, then snapped it tight.

“That looks nice,” she said. “We’ll take that.”

And then she walked on! I had little alternative but to scurry after her, trying to keep my face away from where anyone would see.

She bought a few collars and some leather restraints, bondage rope -- and nipple clips.

“This looks interesting,” she said.

She was holding a thin elastic cord - a Y-shaped cord, with tiny clips on the ends She turned to me and without a word, pulled the zipper down the front all the way to my waist! I gasped and tried to twist free but she simply smiled and ignored me, reaching in to finger my unsurprisingly hard nipples. She sighed. “You will have to learn to wear the rings I bought you, little slave slut. Maybe I can find rings here that can’t be removed.”

I yelped - fortunately into the gag - as she snapped the first clip on my left nipple. The right one followed, as I danced from foot to foot and moaned pitifully.

“If you had your rings in I could have attached them that way,” she said calmly. 

I was turning as much as I could towards the shelves to hide my nudity, and she unzipped the skirt further, then tugged the elastic cord downward, stretching it until she could finger my clit. I shook my head frantically, but she just smiled, and then I howled as the clip bit into my clitoris.

It fucking hurt!

I dropped the basket and trembled and shook as she pulled up the zipper, then bent and picked up the basket. “Now, let’s go check out the clothes,” she said.

Clothes! There were slutty costumes, slutty lingerie, and slutty leather. There were no ‘clothes’!

I walked, or maybe shuffled, in a kind of haze as I fought to cope with the pain between my legs. Granted I’d been aroused, but this was damned painful! And it wasn’t going away quickly! 

I kept my head down, or turned towards the shelves. Everyone we came near was staring at me in my collar and ball-gag, with my hands cuffed behind my back, and I felt mortified!

“Sit here. Let’s try on a pair of these,” she said, pushing me onto a padded bench next to a shelf full of boots and shoes.. 

Good thing I didn’t have the zucchini inside me any more!

She lifted up my leg - and remember, I’m wearing a reasonably short skirt and no underwear, and checked the shoe size, then pulled over a pair of freaking thigh-high stiletto heeled boots! 

I’m like Are you fucking kidding!? But of course, I had no way of saying a thing.

She pulled off my shoe and slid the boot over my foot and up my leg, then pulled me upright so she could slide it the rest of the way. It was so high it actually rose up underneath my skirt!

She zipped it up, then pushed me down again, and put the other one on. I had to try and walk around in them with my hands cuffed and that stretchy cord tugging on my nipples and clit as I moved. Of course, I had had some practice now walking on stilettos so it wasn’t that bad, but I had to do it in a store with people walking back and forth staring at me!

“Let’s try this on,” she said, picking up a sort of leather vest. I blanched, fearful she would take my dress off right there in the store, but she at least led me to a change room, thank God, and then inside.

I moaned and shook my head at her but she ignored me, unzipping my dress completely down the front and pushing it back over my shoulders so it hung at my waist, not able to come off because of my cuffed wrists. 

Unfortunately, she didn’t need to remove the cuffs to put the best thing on. It was sort of a bustier, or maybe a corset, kind of, but the slut’s version. Like, the cups - weren’t there. Instead there was a sort of hardened shelf which pushed my breasts up. Then straps went around my back, three of them, cinching really tight so I could hardly breath. Straps went up around the outside of my breasts, curled in and cross the top, crossed each other between and above my breasts, then went over my shoulders and buckled tight.

So basically, my boobs were lifted up and squeezed together, but completely naked. The tough leather squeezed in tight at my chest and my upper belly, but she hadn’t brought in any kind of pantie to go with it.

Instead she pulled up my dress again, then opened the boxes holding the big black dildos. I shook my head wildly, but she only grinned, gripped my hair, bent me mover, and, using a little squeeze bottle of lube from the basket, shoved them both up inside me. The best I can say about them was they were made of softer, nicer material, had more give in them, and were a lot lighter.

They still stuck out of me, though.

She zipped up my dress and then we walked out of the changing room. I felt vaguely faint with the shock of it all, my face and chest flushed as she took my arm and led me along the aisles. I kept ducking my head whenever I saw someone looking in our direction.

“Ah, jewelery,” she said, sounding pleased.

There were a lot of rings, of course, and I don’t mean the kind that go around your fingers. But what she settled on were a pair of very ordinary stainless steel rings, except that, unlike most, they had no little ball to screw them together. They looked like perfect round rings, like you’d wear on your finger, maybe. But it turned out that they could bend a little, and there was a little tooth in one end that stuck into the other.

And right there, in front of the sales guy, she unzipped my dress right down to the waist, then removed the clips from my nipples. I moaned, blushing furiously, the pain biting at me and slowly turning to pins and needles as she gripped one of my areolas and worked the ring into my nipple. She did the same to the other, and they looked like perfect shiny rings hanging there from my nipples. And because my nipples were so incredibly hard, they barely touched my actual breasts, instead dangling there loose.

She clipped the elastic cord to them and closed the zipper, saying “See, how much easier it is if you wear your rings?”

Then she bought two more rings, though she didn’t say why. We headed up to the front cash, and there was a lineup there that had my face burning and my heart pounding. 

“I’m going to get you home and make you scream,” she said in what was perhaps supposed to be a whisper, but was loud enough for everyone in the line to hear.

I dropped my chin down onto my chest, wishing I could fall through the floor!

And it only got worse when we got to the front of the line. There were a couple of people behind us as she began to put stuff on the counter. Four studded leather restraints, several vibrators, various lubes and hot oils, and a couple of empty boxes.

“Uhm, these are empty,” the sales girl said in confusion.

She was a punk type with short blue hair and a pierced eyebrow, not exactly a virginal innocent, but she seemed fascinated at looking at me.

“Yes, she’ll be carrying them out herself,” Danika said with a smile.

The girl looked at me, in my tight denim dress, and knew I certainly wasn’t carrying them in a pocket or purse. She blushed but dutifully scanned the boxes.

“Oh and there’s these,” Danika said, pointing at the boots. 

The girl leaned over the narrow counter and Danika helpfully pulled my skirt up higher, letting her scan the tag at the top of the boots. She let my skirt drop, then unzipped the front and showed the girl the leather corset thing, which again made her blush, as she scanned the tag on it, then on the elastic cord clipped to the nipple rings, then the price tag for the nipple rings - which Danika had removed.

She zipped me back up, unhurriedly, then turned me around and let the girl scan the furry handcuffs.

“Don’t forget these,” Danika said.

I guess there was a tag at the back of the ball gag, because the girl scanned around the back of my head., then on the back of my neck - for the collar I guess.

Danika spent almost five hundred dollars on all that shit, but she didn’t act like that was a lot of money.

Until she turned to me, jerked my head up and back by the hair, and said “I’ll have to come up with some way for you to pay me back, little slave.”

Again, in front of everyone!

She walked me out to the car, put her stuff in the back, then opened the front passenger side.

“Inside, slut,” she said with a grin.

I jerked my hands against the cuffs, which despite being furry things seemed plenty strong enough, but she shook her head. “I like you the way you are. Inside, sex slave.”

Sex slave! Ridiculous!

I pouted, but got in - carefully. It was hard, with the boots. They didn’t bend that well, and then I had to sit carefully because of those dildos stuffed up inside me.

She held me sit down slowly, but she did make me sit upright. That meant pressure against the dildos jammed them up harder inside me. And somehow - I admit that I was quite wet for some reason - somehow they pushed up virtually entirely inside me. I found that astonishing because I knew they were foot longs - it even said so on the boxes!
She got in and we headed for home, or so she said. She didn’t say whose home!

I figured we couldn’t be going to her place, not with Aunt Carol there. It looked like we were headed for the new apartment. But it didn’t have any furniture yet. Then suddenly the car turned off into a small parking lot.

“I want to get a drink before going home,’ she said.

She said it so casually, as if there was nothing at all strange about it. 

Except of course that I was handcuffed and gagged and had two dildos stuck up inside me and a stretchy cord pulling at my clit!

She went around to the side and opened the door, then pulled me out.

“Don’t worry, slut, it’s fairly dark in there. Most people won’t notice a thing,” she said.

She paused. “This is rather obvious, though,” she said, running her finger along the ball between my mouth. “And you’re drooling, too, which is rather unsightly. “I’ll take it out as long as you promise to be a good, polite, obedient little sex slave.”

I nodded my head reluctantly. I didn’t want to go into some kind of bar with a gag in my mouth. The boots and cuffs were bad enough. And maybe she’d remove the cuffs.

She undid the gag and pulled it out, and I gasped and licked my lips.

“Do you have any idea how embarrassing that was!?” I exclaimed.

“Somewhat,” she said. “And you forgot to say mistress. From now on when you forget you get a slap.”

She turned me against the car, forced me to bend, jerked up my skirt, and slapped my ass stingingly.

“And don’t think I won’t do it in front of other people, “she said, pointing her finger warningly at me as she pulled me upright.

“But I don’t want to go to a bar dressed like this, Mistress!” I blurted.

“Honestly, as if it matters what a sex slave wants. I’ve just gotten you an apartment and a ton of furniture, not to mention some pretty toys. The least you could do is show your gratitude, you nasty little slut.’

She took my arm and jerked me forward and we went through a narrow door into a very dark bar. There were colored lights at the actual bar, and small lights at the tables and booths, but no other light. For which I was exceedingly grateful!

She pushed me ahead of her, which again I was grateful for because it meant she hid my cuffs from anyone who might be looking.

I looked around anxiously as we moved, and almost immediately noticed the absence of men. God, were we in some kind of a lesbian bar!?

That seemed to be the case as she stopped at a round booth in the corner.

“Hi, Annie,” she said.

There were three women at the table, all of them in their mid to late thirties, all of them dykes. I mean, there just wasn’t any doubt with hair like that. Danika pushed me in first, and I squirmed in and around as she came in behind me, blushing even in the dim light as the other three women looked at me carefully. I very obviously wasn’t a dyke, or at least, didn’t look like one. And I think they all noticed my hands behind my back almost immediately, because they began to smirk and grin.

“And who is this little dear?” one of them asked.

“This is my little sex slave, Miranda,” Danika said, making me blush furiously.

“She still doesn’t seem to realize she’s a sex slave. She insists on thinking she’s only doing what she wants to do.”

I gasped as I felt her hand on my hair, pulling my head up and back.

“Say hello to mistress Ann, Mistress, Julie, and Mistress Heather,” she said, pointing her finger at each.

“Hello,” I croaked.

“I’m just starting to train her,” she said, then twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Say hello, Mistress Julie.”

She jerked my head forward and, face burning, I said “Hello, Mistress Julie,” to a thin faced woman with short, curly hair.

“Now say hello to Mistress Heather.”

Heather was a slightly plump woman with big boobs. I said “Hello, Mistress Heather.”

Then I said hello to Anne,a short woman with small, harry potter style glasses and hair pulled straight back from her forehead and sides.

“Where do you find them, Danika,” Anne said.

“Money, my dear. Tax write offs and fat salaries,” Danika said.

A girl came to the table and Danika ordered a white wine, and a Russian Club - which, silly me, I thought meant a club soda.

“So Miranda works for you?”

“She’s our receptionist slash hostess,” Danika said smugly.

“Very nice,” Heather said.

I looked down at the table, blushing furiously.

“And what does your partner have to say about this?” Heather asked.

“Well, he seems to think she’s his sex slave, but we agree to disagree. She is a cock loving little whore, though,“ she said. 

I was kind of stunned, sitting there, the way she was talking about me in front of these strangers, and it only got worse.




























Chapter Nine

















The drinks arrived, and Danika lifted my glass to my lips. I drank quickly, and then gasped as the liquid, almost pure alcohol, burned my throat. The other women laughed in amusement.

“It’s called a Russian Club because it’s made of Russian Vodka that will hit you in the head like you’ve been clubbed,” Anne said.

Danika held the drink out again and I drank, not because I wanted my throat burned but because, frankly, I needed a fucking drink! I needed to be a little drunk to cope with this shit!

“So how goes her training?”

“Her tongue is coming along when she uses it for something useful. But she insists on talking with it.”

The other three all laughed and I blushed deeply again. I leaned forward, drinking from the glass, which Danika had now put a straw in.

I started as I felt a hand caressing my thigh. And it wasn’t Danika either! I stared nervously at Annie, as she looked at the top of my zipper.

“She’s a pretty thing,” she said across me to Danika.”

“Oh she is, and very responsive, too. You never saw a little girl squirm so much with a tongue on her.”

I was squirming now! And wishing I could be somewhere else! I drank deeply from the glass, feeling my head starting to buzz now. Good! 

Anne’s hand slid up under my denim skirt, and I tried to close my thighs tighter, looking at Danika as if I could somehow tell her what the woman was doing. But she didn’t show a lot of interest, and Anne forced her hand up higher, until she felt the base of the dildo which was now just about flush with my pussy opening. Then she laughed gently.

“What have you got inside her?” she asked.

“Two monster dildos,” Danika said.

She said it right out in the open, not even trying to keep her voice low, right in front of everyone!

I flushed horribly as the other women laughed. I drank some more.

“Open your legs, slut, so mistress Anne can see how thick it is,” she ordered, her hand on my thigh.

She pulled it to the side while Anne pulled the other one, and I quivered helplessly, wanting to drop through the floor as Anne rubbed her hand across the opening to my sex.

“A girl meant for big things, eh?” she said in amusement.

The others laughed again.

Then Anne drew her hand up and back, but gripped the zipper of my dress and tugged it slowly down.

“Please don’t!” I gasped.

“But I want to,” she said with a smirk.

She lowered it all the way down, all the way to the hem, so that my dress could open! Then she and Danika pulled the dress aside, and back over my shoulders! I was sitting in a public bar naked! Completely naked! I couldn’t believe it! I was stunned! Horrified! I didn’t know what to do, not that I could do anything. My desperate, feeble attempts at covering myself only jerked my wrists hard against the furry handcuffs.

Anne was caressing one of my breasts, and then Heather leaned over the table to squeeze the other!

“And is this attached to what I think it is?” Anne asked, tugging lightly on the elastic cord.

I gasped in pain as it pulled on my clit, and she and the other women laughed.

“I guess it is,” she said.

I wanted to scream, but that would only draw more attention, and so far in the dimly lit bar I didn’t think anyone else had noticed that I was naked - and I didn’t want them to!

“Danika! Take off the cuffs! Please, please please!” I whimpered.

She jerked back on my hair and I let out a gasp of pain as she forced my head right up over the back of the booth. That, of course, made my back arch even as hands gripped my thighs and pulled them wider, lifting my legs up and across Anne and Danika’s legs.

“But we like you naked, little sex slave,” Danika purred.

Hands moved over my breasts and between my legs, caressing and squeezing and pinching and massaging me. I felt fingers gripping the base of the big dildo in my pussy and pulling it slowly out, then thrusting it back in deep.

“What a lovely little piece of ass,” one of the women said.

Was that what I was? A piece of ass? A sex slave? A slut? Worthless and not even human? Just flesh to be enjoyed? Like a sex doll?

It was how they were treating me, the bitches. 

And yet, you know, there is a kind of calmness in being a sex doll, an inanimate object. You certainly don’t need to feel embarrassed or guilty about anything. It’s not like you have any control over anything either, so you don’t have to wonder about what to do. All you have to do is just lay there and let people use you as they want to sate their lust.

The big dildo was pumped in and out as fingers rubbed my clit. Then two mouths dropped onto my breasts and started to suck and lick. 

The elastic clip was removed from my clit, and from my nipple rings, and I hissed and gasped and wriggled as the dull, throbbing heat suddenly grew much more intense. But then, thankfully, it eased, and eased further, and my nipples began to feel better, as well. The relief flooded my body.

The dildo was pulled completely free of me, but then three fingers, I think it was three, pushed in and began to pump in and out. A fourth quickly joined the three, pushing in deep. Hands tugged a little harder on my thighs, jerking me forward on the seat, lifting my legs up and apart more so that I was sort of slumped back.

Then I felt a mouth at my pussy! I gasped and jerked, but could not really move. Apparently one of the women had crawled under the table! At least there was a tablecloth to hide what was going on as her mouth began to gently lick at my throbbing, aching clit. It was still sore, and hypersensitive, and her tongue felt -- well -- delicious, wonderful, gentle, soothing, and exciting.

My initial horrified embarrassment had faded now. And though I was still stunned, still filled with anxiety, fear and shock, my body was beginning to respond to what was happening. Let’s face it, I was a lot less shakable than I had been even a couple of weeks ago, and much more obsessed with dark, nasty, kinky sex. The thought of being discovered, of having everyone in the bar notice what was going on still filled me with a sense of panic, but my nipples were throbbing and pulsing in the mouths of the two women sucking and licking at them, and the tongue at my clit was making my hips jerk and twitch and grind in helpless need.

The fingers pushing up against my pussy turned and twisted, jamming in harder and harder. My pussy was well lubed, and had been stretched wide by the big dildo for a while, and now it stretched even more as the knuckles slid into my body. I gasped and groaned and my hips bucked and twisted, but they held me easily as they slid deeper -- and deeper! I felt the stress and strain against my pussy lips ease as the woman’s entire hand slid into me!

My eyes went wide, and I gasped and yelped and twisted, but couldn’t do anything about it. Then someone pushed the ball gag into my mouth because I was making too much noise -- apparently, and that hand… that hand slid deeper!

Oh. My. God!

Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!

I felt her hand, her entire hand, turning slowly inside me, twisting, turning, then squirming deeper, the individual fingers turning and stretching and pressing against my insides! Meanwhile, her mouth -- I assumed it was the same woman -- was licking at my clit with a skillful touch that had my senses flooding with wild, desperate pleasure.

I felt completely lost, like a leaf in a hurricane, blown this way and that at the mercy of the winds. I cried out now, because I couldn’t help it, cried out as her hand reached deep into my belly. My pussy lips stretched wide around her wrist, then wider still as her forearm slid into me. She slowly drew her fingers in and back to form a solid fist inside me, and I came, screaming, twisting and writhing and bucking and arching as they bit and sucked at my nipples and the woman licked and sucked at my clit, and her fist pushed -- deeper.

I didn’t care if the rest of the bar heard now. I didn’t care about anything. I was out of control, writhing and bucking and crying out as explosive waves of intense, sharp-edged pleasure tore through my body and hammered my mind. Nothing mattered any more but the heat and pleasure and wild, animal lust that had taken over my body. I was also, more than a little drunk, I thought. I’d only had the one drink, but holy shit, what had been in it? My mind was spinning with more than sex heat.

I felt that fist moving deeper, pulling back, then moving deeper, pumping inside me, slowly, turning and turning back, pumping in and out, in and out, as the woman sucked on my clit, and another massive orgasm tore through me

I could sense the lust surrounding me, the lust and heat and excitement of the other women, and a preening, smug part of me knew it was all because of me, because I was so -- so hot, so sexy, so beautiful -- and that added to the heat filling me as they continued to maul my naked body.

The hand slowly pulled free of me and I cried out in pain as the heel of the hand slipped out of my gaping pussy. The action seemed to have stopped, and I was vaguely aware of a pair of women standing at the table, talking to Danika. Lesbian leather bars had different standards than regular bars, but it seemed they had exceeded even those. Rather than kicking us out, though, we were being directed to a private room.

My dress was zipped up by someone. I certainly couldn’t have managed it. I was breathless, dazed, exhausted, moaning as they practically lifted me up and, like a drunk, held me as I was led stumbling through the dark bark and into a private room in the back.

It wasn’t like a small room with a table in the middle and four chairs either. No, this was a room lit by red light. It was a heavily carpeted round room, and had padded leather benches on all sides facing each other. There was a low round, solid table between them - or what could have been a table. But they placed me on it, and it was more like a stage. I lay, panting, moaning as the four women sat around me staring at me like hungry wolves with a sheep.

My dress was gone, just like that. But my hands were still cuffed. My legs were forced achingly wide as one of the women - and I don’t even remember her name, licked and fingered me. Then I was spun sideways so the next woman could lick and finger me, then again, spun for the next woman. Meanwhile the other women pawed at me, groping my breasts, pinching the nipples, pulling at the rings, coming their fingers through my hair.

Danika pulled me off the table and across her lap and spanked me as the others looked on, laughing and hooting and shouting suggesting. Someone, Danika or the woman next to her, pumped the dildo that was in my ass. Then the other was found and thrust deep into my pussy. They passed me around like that, so each of them could spank me, grope my breasts, and work the dildos in me, then they made me dance.

They took the handcuffs off, at least, but then they turned on this wild music, and made me stand on that round table and dance for them, grinding and rolling my hips, doing the stripper grind kind of thing that I had been doing in front of my bedroom mirror forever.

And then, guess what, one of the bar employees came in carrying - a bar. Yes, apparently the round “coffee table” served many purposes. There was a hole in the center which I had paid no attention to. Now the woman thrust the bar through it, and hooked it up top in the roof, and suddenly there was a stripper pole there.

The four women gave orders, complete with slaps to the ass, and I was soon writhing around the bar, twisting and grinding myself as they looked up at me and leered. Only there was more than four of them now, I dazedly realized. There was six. Two more had come in at some point and I hadn’t even noticed. I danced awkwardly, embarrassed but darkly excited, grinding my pussy up and down against the bar, sliding up and then down.

Whenever I slid down hands would reach out to grab and grope me.. A couple of times I was pulled completely off the table and across someone’s lap, where one or two or three of them would paw and grope and kiss me and work the dildos in and out hard and fast.

There were eight women in there now, I realized breathlessly, sitting on the benches around the table - or stage. I ground myself against it, anxious, overheated, and thrilled, despite my embarrassment as I ground and rolled my hips.

Then there were ten women, then twelve, and the room was filled. They completely encircled me, sitting shoulder to shoulder as I danced, as I arched and twisted and circled and shoved my ass and pussy back at them lewdly.

Danika made me get on the floor, straddling the table, which meant with my legs way far apart, leaning forward and gripping the bar for support. Then the woman behind me pumped the dildo in and out of my pussy while the one next to her fingered my clit. I was embarrassed, but felt a wild, hot, dark sense of masochistic pleasure at the same time. This was so fucking outrageous! So unbelievably nasty! My body was burning up with the heat inside me!

I mean, fuck! Fuck! Was this me!? This wasn’t me! How could I, Miranda, a perfectly normal young woman with perfectly normal morals and standards and history, be standing here in this pink room under red lights, naked while all these women Cheered and yelled and made obscene demands and suggests at me, while they pawed me and groped me and slapped my ass and now fingered me and pumped dildos… I t was fucking impossible this was happening!

No one I knew, none of my friends and families would have believed it. Even if they saw me they would be sure it was someone else, a look-alike. This was so not me!

And then I collapsed, my fingers slipping down the length of the bar as I sank down, as my body jerked and quivered through an incredible orgasm.

Both dildos were being pumped hard and fast into my pussy and ass, while someone fingered and rubbed my clit. Hands were thrust forward from the sides, groping my breasts and pinching my nipples. I shuddered and bucked spastically, gurgling and moaning and crying out - yes, crying out, for at some point the gag had been removed - God only knows when.

I lay sprawled across the table, dazed. Most of the women left, and then the pole was removed. I groaned as Danika pulled me back off the table and onto the seat. Someone removed the table - or stage - and then I was on the floor, kneeling, and Danika had spread her legs and pulled me in by the hair.

I licked at her pussy as others fingered mine and pumped the dildos. I moved from pussy to pussy, licking and sucking and mouthing their pussies. My hands were cuffed together behind my back again - for effect, I guess, since I certainly wasn’t capable of resisting. My mind was mush.

I licked pussies until I couldn’t make my tongue work any more - and was dildoed and spanked and fingered through multiple orgasms as I did.




























Chapter Ten

















I woke up on the floor of my new apartment.

I was sitting on the floor, to be precise, naked, my legs stretched out in front of me. I was leaning back against a wooden post which ran up to the ceiling. Those studded leather restraints Danika had bought were on my wrists. Another pair were on my ankles. My wrists were up and back behind the post, and cuffed there somehow. My pussy hurt, and after just a little disoriented shifting around I realized I was sitting on a big dildo.

Shit.

My pussy hurt, and I looked down at it wearily. At some point, and I didn’t even remember it, I’d had my clit pierced. There was a shiny ring through it now. I stared at it a little dumbfounded for a while, then, shaking my head, my throbbing head, I tried to rise a bit., because that dildo was jammed painfully high inside me.

That elastic thing was clipped to my nipple rings. It was not clipped to the clit ring, but went through it and then forward a bit to clip to a ring set in the floor.

I grunted with effort, but found that, first, the dildo was somehow fastened to the floor, and second, that as I rose, the elastic thing pulled on my nipples, and then on my clit.

Shit.

I settled back down, but the damn thing hurt me! It was too fucking deep! I rose up a bit but my nipples ached, and my clit, which ached anyway, being newly pierced, ached even more.

I settled for something in between. I sat kind of, but not quite on my heels, with my legs folded up beneath me. That kept my pussy a couple of inches off the floor so the dildo didn’t hurt, and the pull on my nipples and clit was tolerable.

I didn’t know what fucking time it was, or how long I’d been sitting there like that. I knew it was daylight outside, and that was it. Where the fuck was my dress? Had she brought me back here naked? 

The memories of the previous night were kind of fuzzy, but not fuzzy enough for me to forget the stripper thing, all those women pawing and groping and yelling at me, and that fist inside me. Oh my God I don’t think I’ll ever forget that fist inside me! Oh my God! I thought I was going insane with the raw, wild sensations! It felt so hard and thick! And the knowledge it was someone’s HAND inside me was incredible! It hurt, it ached. I think I still ached, though maybe the clit piercing was overshadowing that. But it was worth it! Fuck!

And now I was kneeling impaled on a fucking dildo with my wrists bound up and back behind me against the post. At first I felt annoyed, aggravated, irritated. Danika and her stupid kinky shit again! I wanted to get into a nice warm bed, or a nice warm shower, or something. I sure didn’t want to be chained up here like a fucking animal.

But there wasn’t a lot I could do. I spent a few useless minutes trying to see if I could pull my wrists free of the leather restraints, then trying to see if I could somehow unbuckle them. After that I just kind of sat back against the post and waited for someone to come and unlock me.

Every small movement I made was a jarring reminder of the kinky, nasty sexual nature of my bondage, shifting my body around the big dildo inside it, pulling against my nipples or clit. And slowly, gradually, I started to feel a dark, masochistic sense of excitement at it all. I mean, being chained up naked like that. It was like I was some kind of – well, sex slave. Okay, granted Danika called me that, but we both knew I wasn’t.

But I kind of feel like one!

With the backs of my feet pressed against the floor, my legs bent, I could control how much of the dildo was inside me by shifting my legs out or in - to a certain degree. I could also, if I wanted, rise up a little, then sink back down. I discovered that I could use my arms for leverage, pulling against the leather wrist restraints to help raise me up. And after a while, I was bored, and had that bubbly sensation because of thinking of myself as a helpless sex slave held captive by an evil witch, and I kind of started to do that.

It felt deliciously nasty and slutty and wild to be riding up and down on the dildo like that, and as I moved, my body’s movements continued to tug against the elastic cord, pulling against my clit and nipples. My clit stung, and my nipples throbbed, but a little pain didn’t matter. If anything, it actually added to the growing heat within me.

Then there was the sound of a key in the door and I froze, sinking back down, staring, face flushed, towards the door. It opened, and Bradley came in. I felt a sense of relief, then a dark sweeping lust, then embarrassment, then a strange, weird combination of them all as he closed the door and walked over to me. 

He was dressed immaculately, as always, and didn’t seem surprised to find me locked up like I was. He squatted before me and smiled.

“And how is our little sex slave doing this morning?” he asked, combing the bangs out of my eyes.

Did I mention the gag? Yeah, the ball gag was in my mouth, not that that had mattered given I was alone until now. I had been drooling a little around it, though, which was kind of embarrassing. But Brad didn’t seem to care.

“Do you have any idea how incredibly hot you look?” he asked.

I felt a little glow of heat and pleasure.

His hand slid down between my legs and I winced as it fingered the new clit ring.

“This is new,” he said. “Is that sore?”

I nodded and he stopped fingering it. Then he smiled. “You know, rubbing it might hurt, but maybe this wouldn’t.”

He stood up, picked up something from the counter above and behind me - which I couldn’t see, of course, and knelt down again - with a sort of vibrator in his hand. I mean, I was sure that was what it was though I’d never seen one quite like it. It was basically a handle with a thin extension, at the end of which was a little round ball, like a ping pong ball, only not as big. He turned it on and it began buzzing, and then he lowered his hand and let the little ball press against my clit.

It buzzed and it vibrated, and the sensations, particularly as it touched the ring and set it to vibrating, were - wild. My clit still stung and ached, but the vibrations sort of shifted that pain - and it was still pain - into something hot and delicious and exciting that made my entire lower belly quiver and throb in time to its wild vibrations.

He began to rub it up and down against my clit and I moaned helplessly into the gag. I started to slowly ride up and down on the dildo and he chuckled, then turned off the vibrator. He undid the elastic cord from the ring in the floor and freed my clit, then my nipples.

“Come on. I’ll help you up,” he said.

He did something so the two wrist restraint things were able to come apart, then gripped my arm and I rose slowly, easing myself up off the dildo.

He led me into the bathroom. He had brought towels and shampoo, and told me to have a shower while he took care of the deliveryman who was bringing some of the furniture Danika had bought.

Bless him!

He also put his finger against my nose, gave me a very stern look, and in a very serious voice, said “And you are not to masturbate. Understand?”

I blushed and jerked my head up and down.

Imagine a man telling you that!

“I want you to speak aloud.”

‘Okay,” I said, embarrassed.

“No, you know what to call me,” he said, with a quirky smile.

I rolled my eyes, but, blushing, said “I promise not to masturbate, Mr. Bartholomew.”

He slapped my butt lightly and sent me into the bathroom.

I could hear the sound of the movers as I turned on the water and let it pour down around me. I still felt hot, still felt excited and aroused. I obeyed his order not to masturbate, though I did let my fingers caress my soapy pussy a few times, despite how my clit stung. The thing is, I was sure he was going to want something from me soon, maybe punish me, and I took that way better when I was aroused. When I’m hot, it just doesn’t matter. So if he was going to spank me or strap me or something, I wanted my pussy hot and hungry.

I shouldn’t have been surprised when the door opened and he came in. I blushed a little, but it wasn’t like he hadn’t already seen me naked. 

“That didn’t take long,” he said. “It’s pretty easy when you’ve got nothing to move around.”

“Is it all out there?” I asked curiously.

He raised his eyebrow, then smile evilly. “I think now that you’re calling Danika mistress, you ought to call me master,” he said.

I gave him a look and his smile deepened. “Go ahead, try it. I think I might like the sound of it.”

“Master,” I said dubiously.

“Now ask me again.”

“Is all the furniture out there - master?” I asked.

And you know, I felt a hot little surge at saying the word for some reason!

No, only the living room. The bedroom stuff will come later.”

He had a cup of coffee in his hand and leaned in and offered. He held it up and I leaned out and put my lips on it, drinking gratefully.

“You know you’re a bad girl for removing the restraints and collar?” he said, eying them there on the counter.

“But… they would have gotten wet… master,” I said.

“So? They’ll dry. They won’t shrink or rust. You’ll have to be punished for taking them off without permission, slave girl.”

“I’m sorry, master,” I said, half anxious, half excited.

I eased back as he sort of perched himself on the edge of the counter.

“You can continue,” he said with a mischievous grin. “Soap up.”

I blushed, but felt my heart beating faster. I got the soap and soaped up - again, my pussy throbbing as he watched me.

“Is your clit sore?”

“A little,” I said shyly.

“Say master,” he said.

“A little, master,” I said, my belly squirming a little at the word.

I know it’s silly but it was turning me on!

“You look hot all soapy,” he said. “Why don’t you ease back into the corner there.”

I did as he said, a bit confused.

“Spread your legs, little slave girl.”

I licked my lips nervously, then raised my right foot and put it on the rim of the tub as I pressed my bottom into the corner of the tub.

“Let me see you run your hands over your breasts,” he said.

I swallowed and felt another hot surge of heat, then ran my hands up and down my soapy body, squeezing my breasts, lifting them up and pressing them together.

He grinned. “Now, I want you to masturbate.”

The word hit me hard for some reason. I gasped aloud. I felt a surge of embarrassment, and faltered.

“Go ahead. I want to watch you come.”

The embarrassment eased a bit, and a hot, dark surge of excitement pushed it back further. Was it just the word? 

I felt my fingers shake a little and my skin warmed as I slid them down my belly, down my abdomen, down to my pussy. My clit stung but somehow I didn’t care. He sipped his coffee and watched, and I began to slowly rub my clit, my breath getting more and more ragged as he looked on. I moaned low in my throat, and my head rose up and back as I arched my back. I rubbed faster and harder not caring that it hurt, grinding my hips helplessly as the sensations grew in power and intensity.

“Stop,” he ordered.

I blinked in surprise and looked up at him.

“Rinse yourself off. Come on. Right now.”

He clapped his hands together and I lurched away from the corner and into the stream of water. I let it wash down around me and rinse me off, and then he held out a big towel for me as I turned it off.

He wrapped it around me and toweled off my hair, then my body, then he pulled me in against him, his lips on mine, and we had an incredible kiss that must have lasted at least a full minute as he held me tight in his arms. His hands massaged my still damp, warm back and then slid down to squeeze and knead my buttocks.

Then he gripped my damp hair, pulling my head back, and licking and kissing along the nape of my neck and up under my ear as one of his hands kneaded my breast. The towel dropped away, and he led me by the hand out of the bathroom to see that my living room -- MY living room - had been set up. It looked gorgeous! I felt a rising sense of excitement - not sexual - about having my own place, and it being so nice.

“This is so nice! Thank you guys!”

“You’re welcome, slave girl,” he said. “But you can thank me in another way.”

I grinned. “How would you like me to thank you… master?”

He smiled and combed his fingers through my damp hair. “Sit down and spread your legs.”

I laughed, but obeyed, sitting down on the leather sofa.

“Slump back, spread your legs wide.”

I obeyed again, and then he handed me the dildo which had been stuck to the floor.

“Go ahead. Masturbate.”

I felt a tightness in my chest, another hot rush of embarrassment, but excitement, as well. I rubbed the dildo against my pussy and then slowly eased it up into my belly. I felt a growing sense of wild, dark, thrilling heat as I rubbed my clit and began to pump the dildo. He sat down across from me, crossed his legs and watched.

His watching was making me crazy! This was so nasty! So wild! I was naked and masturbating with a dildo while my boss watched!

I didn’t have to pretend to be hot, to be aroused. I pumped the dildo faster, gasping and panting, my breathing ragged as I massaged my breasts and rubbed my clit.

He had me stop, then kneel on the wide coffee table - reminding me of Danika and her lesbian friends - and pump the dildo while he watched from behind. Then he had me sit down on the edge of the table and ride up and down on the thing as I rubbed my clit. Then he had me lay on my back again, and slide another dildo up my ass! It was all so nasty, so dirty! I was putting on such a filthy show for him!

And he had ordered me not to come. I was to stop whenever I got too close.

That kept me in a state of hot, bubbling hunger and need the entire time!
He went and got the collar and put it around my throat. He put the restraints around my wrists and ankles, then he bound them together, leaving me hot-tied, in effect, laying on my side on the coffee table, panting, moaning, the dildos deep inside me.

He took off his suit jacket, at last, then unzipped his fly. Kneeling next to the table, he gripped my hair to pull my head back, then fed his hard, throbbing cock through my open lips and into my mouth. I sucked eagerly, licking and lapping and trying to work my head on his shaft as he pumped it slowly in and out. 

He pulled it out and rubbed it against my lips.

“Do you love my cock, slave?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped. “I love your cock, master!”

He slid it back into my mouth and I sucked and licked. It pushed deeper, and then I gagged only slightly as it pushed into my throat. I quivered with heat as the whole shaft passed through my lips and his cockhead slid down deep into my throat. Then he was grinding my face against him, still clutching my hair tightly.

He pulled back slowly, and again rubbed his saliva-coated cock over my face.

“Do you love my cock, slave?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped. “I love your cock, master!”

“Beg me to fuck you, little slut.”

“Please fuck me, master!” I whined.

“I don’t know, slut, it doesn’t sound like you want it enough,” he said as he slid it back into my mouth, then down my throat.

I moaned around it as his other hand moved over my breasts, then in between my legs, fingering my clit.

He pumped slowly in and out of my throat, then pulled free.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me, master!” I exclaimed breathlessly.

“Are you my nasty little sex slave?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped. “I’m your nasty little sex slave slut! I love your cock, master!”

I can’t tell you how much I wanted that cock inside me right then! Dildos were just no substitute!

But he pushed it back into my mouth and down my throat again.

“Filthy little slave whore,” he purred. “Nasty little fuck toy. You need to beg more. Tell me what a low, miserable sex slave you are. Beg for my cock inside you.”

“I’m a filthy sex slave! I’m a nasty, dirty whore! I’m a filthy, disobedient slut! I love cock! I need your cock inside me! Please, master! Please give your dirty little fuck toy your beautiful cock!”

He rubbed his saliva coated cock against my face as I begged.

He chuckled, then reached behind me, and my wrists and ankles came apart as my body slowly unfolded. I groaned in relief, though I found my wrists still bound behind me.

I gasped in pain as he pulled harshly on my hair, half dragging me off the table, my legs working frantically to help my movement as he kind of flung me on the leather sofa. He turned me over, and unzipped. He spread my legs wide, and, knelt over me, then pulled the dildo out of my pussy. I felt momentarily vacant, then shuddered as his cock entered me.

He lifted my ankles up and back, and back, back over my shoulders, then thrust into me so fast it hurt. I screamed, but he started pounding away almost from the beginning. My legs were folded up, my body crushed beneath him as he rammed his hips down, as his cock drove wildly, savagely into my belly. It hurt, it ached, and I screamed as I came, wild with the thrill of being absolutely drilled, absolutely nailed!

The orgasm tore through me like a hurricane, battering at my mind and body until I was dazed and drooling again. But he kept pumping, kept thrusting, and another orgasm tore through me, and then another, and another. I remember thinking, a touch frantic, whether he was taking Viagra or something, then another orgasm tore through my aching belly as he continued to thrust deep and hard. He had actually forced my ankles back so far now that they were pressed together above my head, and my spine ached as his heavy hips slammed down again and again.

* * *

My outfit at work the next day was a leather mini and a matching halter top. The halter was tight, and low enough to display the soft, creamy flesh of my breasts but not so low as to be slutty. Somehow, the outfit worked. I mean, it didn’t look slutty. It looked completely inappropriate for the office, of course, but then, our office was different.

I started out the morning by licking Danika to a come. Then, half an hour later, Brad called me in and I knelt next to his chair and deep throated him. I called them master and mistress at all times when no one else was around. When clients arrived I smiled in a friendly yet aloof fashion and got them drinks and snacks. I also did all the typical jobs of a receptionist/assistant, making phone calls, opening mail, and forwarding things to them, as well as filing and getting files.

And then Jeff Arnett showed up. He was the black football player who had fucked me in the ass the last time, only a few days earlier. I froze when I saw him, and blushed, but I tried to maintain my act, smiling in a friendly way.

“Yes, sir. I’ll tell Mr. Bartholomew you’re here,” I said.

I called Brad, then asked him if he would like a beer.

“Get me a Coors, baby,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said eagerly.

I went into the kitchen, taking as long as I dared before going back to him with the glass on a tray. 

“Here you are, sir,” I said.

“Thanks, baby,” he said.

A big black hand gripped my leg just above the knee and he grinned up at me.

“You got a nice tight ass, did I tell you that, baby?”

“Th-thank you, sir,” I gulped, blushing.

“Is your mouth as good?”

The door opened just then and Brad came out, all welcoming and loud and expressive in how happy he was to see Arnett. He let go of my leg and shook Brad’s hand and the two went into his office, much to my relief.

Then, ten minutes later, Brad buzzed me and asked me to come in.

Nervously, I knocked and entered.

“Come in, Miranda, and close the door,” he said.

My stomach churned, but I obeyed, coming forward with a smile pasted on my face to hide my wild embarrassment and anxiety.

“Mr. Arnett was expressing his interest in learning about your oral skills, Miranda,” Brad said. “I assured him they were unrivaled, but he’d like to see for himself. Would you please demonstrate?”
I felt a sharp blow to the chest, a shock. Was he asking me… was he telling me to… I mean, he’d spoken as casually as if he’d asked me to get the man a coffee! The black man was slouching back in the chair and grinning up at me and I jerked my eyes back to Brad, a bit panicked.

“Now, Miranda,” he said, his voice stern.

I felt weak-kneed, suddenly! But then, a bit in a daze, I moved over to where Arnett sat, and then sank down to my knees on the floor in front of him. He unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock. It was like a snake, sort of curved, not soft, but not hard either. I flinched as I slid my hands around the base, and then I lifted it up and after a moment, licked it. 

A wave of heat swirled around me now as I thought of how kinky, slutty and nasty this was. I was having another oh-my-god moment, but my pussy was now starting to burn as I felt Brad watching me and took more of the black cock into my mouth.

I knew my skirt must be riding up in back, because it was pretty short, and I had no panties as I bent over, bobbing my head up and down on the man’s cock. It began to harden as I licked the underside, and then his hand came down on my head, his fingers combing through my hair for a few seconds. One undid the strap behind my neck, then reached down and and the straps holding the halter together, and it came away, leaving me topless.

A shudder passed through me, and I felt my pussy spasm and throb as his big hand slid down to cup and knead my breast. He fingered the nipple ring, tugging on it, making it sting, and his other hand pushed down on my head. I bobbed lower, then took him into my throat, gagging just a bit, because he was pretty thick. I wasn’t going to take him all the way the first time but his hand pushed down on my head and left me no choice as my lips slid all the way down to the base of his shaft.

He held me there a moment, then pulled on my hair and I eased back up, gasping for breath as he popped free. He chuckled and pushed himself back into my mouth, then reached down along my back and undid the skirt so it too fell away. Now naked, I bobbed up and down, taking him deep again and again as he fondled my breasts. Lights flashed again and again, and when I pulled up I looked aside to see Brad holding a camera.

“For the office Christmas album,” he said cheekily.

Then Arnett pulled me back down on his cock so I didn’t have much to say.

He pulled me off, and had me lick and suck his balls while he cooled down a little. Then he pulled me up by the hair and, stomach fluttering wildly, I straddled his chair, sank down onto his lap, and took his fat cock deep into my belly.

God it felt good! But I felt wild and slutty and crazy as I rode him, as he sucked and chewed at my breasts, as his hands mauled me. I rode up and down, gasping and panting and moaning as that big black prick impaled me, and then came as more lights flashed and Arnett’s finger pushed up into my ass.

And then, after Arnett had come, and I’d licked his cock clean, I put on my leather skirt and top and went back out front to check on emails.

I was awash in disbelief as I did, as I filed some things. I could hardly believe I’d done that, but Jesus it had been wild!

Later that day there was another client, this one older, in his forties. I served him wine, and he went in to see Danika without issue. But then Danika called me in and said Mr. Smithson had a complaint about the quality of my service. Mr. Smithson was smirking, which made my stomach churn again.

“Bend over the desk, Miss Connors, and lift your skirt,’ she ordered.

She picked up a strap and my skin prickled with alarm and embarrassment, but when she gripped my arm, turned me around, and bent me over the desk I didn’t fight her. She lifted my skirt up to bare my bottom - and more - to the man sitting there, then began to strap me. I dug my fingers into my palms as the strap snapped across my bottom with stinging force again and again, until tears filled my eyes.

Then she pulled me upright by the hair, and forced me to my knees.

“Now apologize to Mr. Smithson,” she ordered.

Fortunately, Smithson was satisfied with a blow job, or maybe it was just that after he came deep in my throat he couldn’t get it up again.

I went back out front, and wasn’t called back again until the end of the day. Danika fondled me to the point of orgasm, despite my being more than a little uneasy and upset about the day’s events, then licked me to another intense climax. Then we sixty-nined each other on her couch before she sent me away.

I went back to my new apartment, The super had let the delivery men in with my bedroom set and they’d set it up for me. It wasn’t exactly how I’d have placed things but it was all a bit heavy to move by myself, and it wasn’t bad at all. I got to spend some time enjoying it before Brad arrived. He tied me spreadeagled to the bed and spent the next several hours taunting, teasing and tormenting me with all kinds of objects, from ice cubes to hot oil, to hot wax from candles dripping on my nipples. He used vibrators and dildos and his own tongue, fingers and cock to make me come again and again and again, until my belly ached from the orgasms and I could hardly breath.

Then he brought me into the bathroom, and we showered together - with my arms still bound behind my back. He washed me, he shampooed my hair, then afterward, he dried me, blow dried my hair, and then put me back on the bed, spreadeagled to the corners again - and left.

A half hour or so later Danika arrived. She took up where Brad had left off. And she had a friend with her. So one ate me while I ate them. I was spanked, strapped, and fisted again, and came so hard I lost consciousness.

It was almost midnight by the time they left. I’d spent almost six hours being fucked by her and her friend and Brad before them! 




























Chapter Eleven

















I was weary the next day, and sore, and thankfully it was a fairly peaceful day. I sucked Bradley's cock, then licked Danika's pussy, then the rest of the day was mostly just regular work, aside from some groping when they passed me or when I had to bring something to them. Aside from that, the only weird thing anyone observing our office routine would have noted was that instead of calling them Mr. Bartholomew and Ms. Bozek I called them Master and Mistress.

It wasn't like I took the titles seriously! But that was what they wanted me to call them, so that was what I called them! Do I sound defensive when I say that?

At the end of the day, though, Danika sent me across the street to have my makeup done, and a new dress fitted. 

“Why... mistress?” I asked in confusion.

“Because I say so, slave,” was her cool reply.

So I went across the street, and they did my makeup – really nice makeup, as if I was going out somewhere fancy, say, with deep red lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, rouge, and all. The dress was something else again. It was green, very silky and slinky. It was a full length gown type dress which cinched tight at the waist and had a plunging neckline. I'd never worn a dress that low cut, and blushed to see myself.

It had a built-in bra, so none was necessary, which was a good thing, because no way would you find a bra that wouldn't show in that cleavage. It also was divided up one leg, a strip about four inches wide curling up from between my legs at the ankles, to the side of my right leg at mid thigh, then curling up across my hip, and around to my belly. This strip was open, and held together by strips of cloth. It didn't actually show any naughty bits, but was awfully suggestive. And, of course, you couldn't wear panties or the string would show on the hip.

I wasn't quite as self conscious, after that business at the lesbian club, as I might have been, but I was quite uneasy about wearing it in public. They boxed it and I carried it back to the office, where I had to put it on and model it for the two of them.

“You'll be going out with Bradley tonight to a ball,” Danika said. “It's being held by a very important client so we want to impress him. We expect your behavior to be impeccable.”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, head down.

“Of course, we also don't want you to forget what a filthy little slut you are,” she said with a smirk.

She bent me over her desk and carefully pulled the long gown up to bare my bottom, then slapped it and said. “Spread your legs.”

With my legs apart she slid a butt-plug into my ass, quite a big one, though at least it was nicely lubed. Then she put that puffy ball thing up into my pussy, the one that had a little leather covered metal hook that slid out of my pussy and up over my clit, with the spiked ball at the end.

We went in a limousine, and I have to say I felt quite excited by it all. And more than a little wary, and out of place. The party was at a hotel, in a huge room with a double row of immense crystal chandeliers overhead and hundreds of people. My role, as far as I saw, was to simply let Bradley impress people by being on his arm. That was kind of flattering, an ego-boost, you know, that they thought I was so pretty that Brad's status would rise if they saw me with him.

It was also embarrassing. Because unlike the darkened club this place was very brightly lit, and we were milling around with a lot of very fancy people, and I was showing a huge amount of cleavage! Guys were looking at it all the time, some of them then winking at me or giving me leers. And some of those guys were older than my father!

As I moved, the little spiked ball thing rubbed intermittently against my clit, reminding me, as Danika had said, that I was a cock hungry slut. And after my initial embarrassment had passed I began to feel a little exhibitionist' sense of thrill about being in such a sexy dress and having so many people looking at me and thinking how hot I was.

I had to be very careful how I moved, especially when I leaned over for some reason, so my nipples didn't wind up showing. And I felt a bit nervous about that open strip that curled over my hip that maybe someone might be able to see something from the side if the angle was right. I mean, I wasn't even wearing panties!

Bradley moved around the room, talking to various people, most of them men. The men talked to him, and he introduced me, but none of the men, aside from saying hello, tried to talk to me. For which I was grateful. The talk was all on business subjects of which I knew very little.

After an hour or so, he and a man named Bruce Phillips got together. Philips was some sort of sports agent. He was forty, with a bit of a beer gut, and a receding hairline. Then they were joined by another man named Martin Collins, who was also a sports agent. I gathered from the conversation that they handled multimillionaire football and basketball players and contracted a lot of the errands and work to Bradley.

The three of them wandered, talking about a particular contract the NFL was pushing, into a side hall, and then into a kind of lounge. It had an elegant writing desk, antique chairs and a deep red rug. The door had no sooner closed behind them when Brad looked at me and smiled.

“On your knees, sex slave,” he said.

I hadn't been caught totally unawares. I had suspected at the beginning, of course, that sex might be involved, would probably be involved tonight in some way. And when we'd gone away from the crowd I'd felt an upsurge in wariness. But the bluntness of his command left me red-faced and speechless. 

“Now, slut,” he said, his voice hardening.

I sank to my knees, my face still hot. I mean, I was wearing this really nice gown, and in these fancy surroundings, and the three of them were wearing black tuxedos. It just didn't seem like the place for, well, nasty, kinky sex.

The two men grinned down at me and unzipped, then pulled their cocks out. Phillips was already hard, but Collins was soft. I knew what was required, and the sudden unpleasant look on Brad's face said I better get to it fast!

I reached out for both of them, taking their cocks into my mouth. I leaned in and licked up and down along the underside of Collin's cock, then mouthed it, sucking on the head as he began to harden. I shifted quickly over to Phillips cock, which I had been pumping with my hand, pumping my hand on Collins' cock as I sucked and licked on Phillips' cock.

Brad undid the strap behind my neck and the front of my dress collapsed, baring my breasts.

“Now that's a pretty sight,” Collins' said.

“She's got a great rack,” Phillips' said.

I shifted back and forth between their cocks, pumping one while sucking the other. I was embarrassed, but that was fading. I was aroused, too. In fact, doing something this wildly sluttish had made my pussy burn so hot so fast that I only then realized I'd been feeling a bubbling sense of heat for some time.

I deep throated Phillips, then Collins, then Phillips again, wondering if Brad was going to get in on the act. But he stood back calmly watching as I serviced the two men. Phillips pushed me back off his cock at one point, and I sucked on Collins' instead. Then Phillips stopped me from pumping my hand on his cock. There seemed to be some sort of communication between the two, because suddenly Collins pulled out as well, then both of them came at the same time, spraying themselves over my face and breasts.

Then they laughed and high-fived each other.

Bradley said goodbye to them, and after they left, ordered me to just rub their come into my face, into my skin, over my lips, lightly, so as to not spoil my makeup. I rubbed it into my breasts, embarrassed, kind of grossed out, but also sickly excited as it kind of disappeared and I looked – normal, again.

I pulled up the dress and fastened it in back and we went back to the ball.

Forty minutes later I sucked another man's cock, in the same room. Then a half hour later we went home. He said he'd see me to my door, and told the limo driver to wait. That surprised me as I had been sure he'd want to fuck me after what he'd seen that night.

Inside my apartment, well, their apartment, he got the wrist restraints and buckled them around my wrists, then pulled me into the center of the floor and chained them above me to a ring he'd put in the ceiling. He adjusted the tautness so I wasn't able to bend my arms even an inch, and had to stand absolutely straight in the high, stiletto heels I was wearing.

He put a ball gag between my lips, and then bent and removed my high heels. Well, with them gone I was no longer standing straight. I was basically hanging by my wrists, only my toes on the floor. Then he pulled the string at the back of my gown and it slid down around my waist. Another pull, and it was pooled around my ankles. He bent and removed it, leaving me there on tiptoes, naked.

Then he left.

Oh shit!

My first fear was that he was going to make me stand like this all night. I couldn't, of course. It only took a few minutes before my toes were burning and my feet were giving out on me, and then I was basically hanging by my wrists. I don't know if you've ever hung by your wrists, but it's not easy.

That's not to say I wasn't feeling – hot – aroused – sexy – nasty. It's not to say I wasn't feeling a squirmy sense of masochistic hunger at being bound and hung by my wrists like that. My insides were bubbling and churning, and I was grinding my thighs together, feeling the pulsing sensations from my groin every time the little ball shifted against my clit.

I figured then that likely Danika was going to come by, but didn't know when. It wasn't late. I think we were out from about six to nine or so. I wondered when she would show up, and felt a breathless sense of anticipation, wondering what she would do.

I'm not sure how much time passed, maybe an hour. My wrists were aching, throbbing, numb. My chin was on my chest. I was exhausted. It was hard breathing! My body was aching; but especially my chest, arms and shoulders.

The door closed behind me, and my chin jerked up as I twisted my head around. I was relieved, at first, until I realized it wasn't Danika there. 

I didn't even know who it was! Except he was big. He was black, too, like Jeff Arnett. He didn't have his shoulders, but he was well-built, and very tall, well over six feet. I felt a sudden shock as he looked at me, and a tremor seemed to pass through me as my face flooded with heat. I had no idea who this man was! That someone, Danika or Bradley had sent him, I was not really doubting.

Which meant I was his to do with as they chose; his sex toy.

I felt a wild surge of indignation at Brad and Danika, that they hadn't even asked me, hadn't introduced us, hadn't said anything at all. 

Then there was no time to think about them, because the guy was right in front of me, and his hand was reaching out, his finger tracing the line of my lips where they were spread apart by the ball gag.

Then he gripped my hair and twisted my head up and back as he groped one of my breasts. His mouth dropped onto my nipple, and he sucked on it, then released me and moved away.

His hands moved over my body, quite casually, enjoying the tactile sensation of my skin against his fingers. Then he went back to the hall closet and pulled out a box which had been placed there. I had some idea what was in that box, for Danika had put it there.

He pulled out a flog, and I quivered as he walked back to me, a cool, smoky look in his eyes.

I quivered tensely, my breathing picking up as I stared at the flog fearfully. I didn't want him to flog me! But I couldn't stop him, or even protest!

The flog cut across my back, and I cried out, arching, twisting, legs jerking and dancing as the pain clawed at me.

He watched me, listened to me, and only when I had gone still did he swing again, producing much the same results. I felt a growing sense of panic as he whipped me, as blow followed blow, and he neither spoke, nor gave any indication of what he wanted me to do, other than suffer from his whipping.

My back was on fire, and he whipped it again, and again, and again, as tears of pain and anxiety and frustration filled my eyes. Still he brought the whip snapping down across my back, upper and lower, then across my ribs at the sides, so that the tips of those slim leather strips curved around and bit at my sensitive breasts and my soft, flat tummy.

The tears started to spill from my eyes down down my cheeks as the whip continued to claw at me. My body was burning, front and back, my breasts hot and flaring, my nipples stinging, my belly raw and aching.

And finally, finally he stopped!

He stepped back as I hung there, gasping, sniffling, moaning, drooling around the gag, and then he began to take pictures. He moved from side to side, bent low, changed angles, and the camera flashed and flashed and flashed again as I turned slowly on the end of the chain, dazed and more than a little stunned.

He reached for the chain which went through the ring overhead, and I felt it going slack. I was able to get my feet on the floor, and then groaned as my arms began to lower. That, however, lowered me, since my legs were too rubbery and I was too dazed to stand. I sank to my knees before him, and there he held the chain taut in one hand, so my wrists were still tight over my head.

He unzipped his black trousers and pulled his cock out, then let it hang like a dead snake as he reached behind me and undid the buckle of the ball gag. I was eager to please him, very eager, much more eager than arousal had made me. I was desperately anxious to please him so he wouldn't hurt me any more!

He pulled the gag free, and I gasped weakly, but almost at once he was pressing his cock against my lips, and I leaned in to suck on the head, licking at it eagerly as I took it deeper into my mouth. I rolled my eyes up at him, noting no sign of emotion as he looked down at me. My heart fluttered, wondering if he was some kind of nut job, wondering if I needed to fear for my safety. I redoubled my efforts, sucking and licking his thick black cock as it hardened, bobbing up and down, taking him into my throat without instructions, all with my arms still taut over my head.

He started to thrust then, and gripped my hair, holding me still as he drove his cock deep into my throat and held my face pressed against his groin. He pulled back, and thrust deep again, then did the same again – and again, fucking my face with hard, cruel strokes that had me gagging and gurgling despite my deep throating abilities.

I sensed something dark in this man that had nothing to do with skin pigmentation, something nasty, and I struggled to please him when all I was being allowed to do was kneel in place while he fucked my mouth and throat. He pulled out the camera again, holding it low, snapping pictures from side of me with my mouth full of his black cock. He snapped a picture with his cock right on my lips, then another with the head in, then two more as he pushed it deeper, than a final one with my face pressed into his groin.

He pulled out, put down the camera, and then squeezed his cock, pumping it as he came in my face, spraying himself over my cheeks and forehead and lips, then jerked back on my hair and pressed his balls into my mouth so I could suck and lick them.

He still hadn't said a word. He was rough, but not brutal, and I sucked anxiously, licking at them, licking up and down his semi hard cock, licking and sucking on the head until I got him hard again. I didn't dare protest about the camera as he picked it up from time to time to snap more pictures.

He pulled on the chain, lifting me to my feet, then released it, unhooking my restraints from it, turning me roughly around and locking them together behind my back. Then he was shoving me down on the rug, spreading my legs. I gasped as he jerked my legs achingly wide, then pressed his thick cock against me. He sneered as he jerked the ball thing out of me, as if that made me some sort of slut, then he was thrusting into me, fucking me, fucking me hard.

He made no attempt to kiss me or anything. He knelt there, his hands on my legs behind the knees easily holding them up and apart. In fact, holding my lower body right off the ground as he thrust into me. I lay on my back, on my bound arms, my legs up and apart, my bottom held in mid-air as his big cock skewered me, thrusting in hard and painfully deep, stretching me, filling me.

It was a rough, hard fucking, but then I was kind of used to that, and now that he wasn't whipping me, felt a resurgence of dark excitement as I stared down the length of my body at his big cock penetrating me.

He pulled out and flipped me over as if I were a rag doll, then jerked my hips up, slapped my bottom, spread my legs, and thrust into me from behind.

He rode me even harder, and I cried out with every deep thrust that drove his cock into the back wall of my pussy.

The camera flashed, then flashed again as he gripped my hair and yanked my head up and back. He basically lifted my upper body up off the ground and held it by the hair, me bent over, dazed, wrists cuffed behind me. And then he snapped more pictures, holding my hair with one hand, moving his other hand out to either side, then up, then down again. 

When he dropped the camera, he slapped my ass, and slapped it again, thrusting hard, thrusting deep, ramming himself into me as I cried out at every deep, hard stroke.

He let my hair go, let my face and chest drop to the floor, and seized my hips, thrusting faster, then pulled the butt plug out of my ass and let his thumbs slowly push down into it, twisting, moving, opening me up. He pulled his cock out of my aching pussy and then shoved it down into my ass.

He had pulled off his shirt by now, and his gleaming black chest, rippling with muscles, settled atop my back, his arms going around me, his hands filled with my breasts as he began to pump into me with hard, deep strokes. He bit into the nape of my neck, and into my shoulders, sucking, chewing, but not kissing, never kissing, as his hips drove his big prick deep into my ass.

I was kind of in a state of shock, like I'd been attacked by a wild animal, you know. He was so wild, so rough, so raw, so quick and violent. All my focus was on pleasing him, on not doing anything to anger him. But now he was thrusting into me hard but not brutally hard. And with his heavy body atop me, pressed into me from behind, gripping me from below, I felt less threatened, less menaced. Panting raggedly, I trembled in his arms as he drove his cock into my ass, feeling the rise of that now familiar masochistic heat as I lay cuffed and naked below him.

His flesh was warm and soft against me, despite the hard muscles underneath, and I felt surrounded by his raw, masculine strength. The fact he was black – and I mean black – as in very very black skin – made it seem even wilder and nastier and wickeder.

Then there was a knocking at the door. He kept thrusting, but slowed, then pulled out. I started to move and his big hand came down on the back of my neck, jamming my face into the rug and holding there for a minute before withdrawing. The message was pretty clear.

He got up and went to the door while I knelt, naked, my body quivering, exhausted, sweating, my back opening gaping, my hands cuffed behind me, and peered through the peep hole, then opened it. I heard the murmur of a male voice, then he came back in and a black woman entered. She was much like him, very tall, very black, very little hair, but with wide shoulders and a very fit look about her. She stared right past him at me, and I dropped my eyes, flushing, mortified anew, my stomach quivering with fresh anxieties.

She walked across the room and then halted with her very pointed black high heels inches from my nose.

“Look at me, slut,” she growled.

I raised my face a little, rolling my eyes anxiously up at her.

“Did I say you could fuck my man, you white whore?”
I blinked helplessly, and she raised her foot and brought it down against the back of my neck, forcing my face back into the floor.

“Did I, slut?” she demanded.

“N-N-No!” I squeaked.

I felt the pointed heel pressing down harder.

“No, mistress!” I cried.

She drew her foot back and the pointy toe pressed against my face, nudging me to rise it a little. The black guy had sat down on my sofa and was watching, sprawled out naked, looking, I have to say, incredibly hot, masculine, naked, his cock hard.

She pressed the point of her shoe into my mouth and forced my jaws apart, pushed it deeper.

“Suck on that, slut!” she said with a sneer, “Filthy little white whore.”

I didn't know what else I could do! I was frightened of her, even though I was fairly sure this was, like the thing with Danika and with Brad, a sick dark game. 

“Lick it, slut!”

I licked, and when she pulled the shoe out I continued to lick.

“Don't forget the side!”

I licked along the side, then cried out as she swung something down at me – a riding crop, I thought frantically. Where had that come from!?

“Lick, white whore!”

I licked, all along the side, all along the side, gasping as she brought the crop down on my ass, moaning as she slapped the tip against my rosebud.

She gripped my hair and yanked me forward, then twisted it so I fell on my back with a cry, legs sprawling apart. Then she peeled her own dress up and over her head, tossing it onto the sofa. She took off her bra and panties, and then straddled my face.

“Eat me, slut,” she said.

And so I did, licking and sucking as she ground her black pussy into my face. And whenever she was displeased she reached back and slid a finger into one or the other of my nipple rings, tugging on them until I cried out and my tongue worked faster. She came with a shuddering moan, grinding her pussy back and forth over my mouth and tongue, then sank fully on my face for long seconds before pulling herself up.

She gripped me by the hair, dragging me, turning me onto my belly. I rose to my knees and she dragged me forward to where the guy sat sprawled, then up, dragging me up between his legs, up until I was straddling him. 

“You want that black cock, white girl? You want it?” she demanded, pulling at my hair.

“Yes, mistress!” I cried.

I sank down on his prick, shuddering, dazed but still hot and throbbing for some reason. This was all so fucking dark and nasty and kinky and exciting, once you got past the fear!

I rode his cock slowly, but he gripped my ass with his big hands and pulled me up and down. Then I felt something at my ass, and the black woman, wearing a black strap-on, drove herself into my ass.

She pressed her bare breasts into my back, into my shoulder, as she leaned over me and kissed the guy, and the two of them worked their cocks, real and not, into my belly as their tongue twisted together.

I felt hands on my breasts, male and female, as they shared me, and my lower belly was torn and churned by their hard black cocks until a wild, trembling come spilled through my nervous system and made me twist and shake and cry out in dazed pleasure.




























Chapter Twelve

















How does your psyche recover from a battering like that? I mean, it wasn't like I was forced, but I might as well have been. It's not like I'd had any choice, not like I'd been asked permission. Afterward, yes, I found it incredibly hot. I'd been kind of anxious and embarrassed and fearful – not to mention in pain – during much of it. But in the end, they hadn't hurt me, and so my dark fantasies were filled with memories of that hot, nasty evening as I masturbated again and again and again.

The next few days were fairly normal at work, which was to say I dressed in very short black dresses, did my job, served clients, and occasionally performed oral sex on Danika and Brad. I only did the same to one client during that time. So aside from that, and calling them 'master' and 'mistress' it was almost like a normal job. Kind of. If you know what I mean...

And then the day after that one of Danika's lesbian friends nailed my tongue to the floor.

Okay, so my job wasn't entirely normal

In fairness to her it wasn't actually a nail. And she sprayed something on my tongue first to kind of deaden the pain. 

When I got home from work, there a low, square block of polished wood on the floor. I had no idea where it came from, but it reminded me that as they were paying for the place, they had keys. An hour later Danika arrived with her friend.. I was ordered to strip, and then lay belly down across it. The woman, whose name was Jasper, a very small, thin redhead who might have been forty.

The first thing she did was to take these straps which were about an inch wide and maybe eight or nine inches long, and use a drill to attach them to the block of wood. Naturally, she screwed them in place around my legs, just above the knees, to bind them to one end, and then with my arms pulled straight along the sides, she placed straps over them and screwed the straps in place, two of them on either side, one over my wrists, one over just above my elbows.

The block of wood was only wide enough to support my lower body. The rest of my body hung over the end, my breasts and chin were pressed against the floor. She wound my hair into a tight tail, then pulled it up and back, bound it in cord, and tied it around the base of the dildo she forced up my ass. This held me up by the hair so that my breasts weren't quite touching the floor.

She fingered my nipple rings and removed them, then placed what I at first thought was a small nail against the hole in one of my nipples, and using a hammer, hammered it through.

Now my nipples were already pierced, but the nail thing was wider than the piercing, and so it hurt, it stung, and I cried out both in pain and fear of pain. But as the wide head of the nail got nearer the floor she hit it more and more lightly, so that my nipple wasn't crushed when she got it in as deep as she wanted.

The other nipple was then hammered in place, of course, so that my nipples were now literally nailed to the floor. 

She then ordered me to stick out my tongue, and gripped it with rubber covered pincers. She sprayed it with something which deadened the pain and then was able to grip tighter and pull my tongue down and forward. When it was pressed against the floor, she pressed a sort of stainless steel nail against it an inch or so back from the tip, then pressed it hard, so that my tongue stung. She dropped the pincers, picked up the hammer, and nailed my tongue to the floor.

She worked a penis gag into my mouth, then used a flog on my back, then a riding crop on my ass and pussy

With me bent over the block, and my legs spread so much, my pussy was elevated a little and she sprayed that same deadening stuff on me there, then I felt each of my outer labia pried wide and down and then nailed to the block, after which her fingers, then her entire fist was thrust into my belly and rammed into the back wall of my pussy again and again as she rubbed my clit.

And I came – wildly – insanely – hysterically – helplessly – like a wild animal.

The two of them went over to the sofa and spent two hours making love while I lay there, dazed, moaning, aching, and literally, nailed in place.

Then, after refreshing themselves and having a drink, they returned and let me up, unscrewing the straps, and prying up the nails – which weren't really nails. The holes in my labia, nipples and tongue were filled with stainless steel rings of a thicker gauge than I'd had in me before. The ones dangling from my nipples would be rather obvious now, no matter what clothes I wore.

The one in my tongue was equally obvious, the size of a quarter, and a thick gauge that made it hard to talk. They then fastened what I first took for rather thick bracelets around my wrists, then ankles. They were stainless steel, polished, and snapped together so you hardly saw the opening.

A similar collar went around my throat. It was more heavily decorated, though, with stylish little outlines of roses cut into it. It could look like a decorative piece of jewelery, I suppose, except for the ring in the back. But then, my hair could cover that.

The reason they fit so well together, Danika said, was because there was no keyhole or any mechanism to open them. The tongue in one side fit into the opening in the other, and locked tight – with no way of ever opening it again.

The same was true of the rings in my clit, my labia and my nipples. The one in my tongue, fortunately, was an exception.

They had me straddle the block, sitting down on a really thick dildo, with another up my ass. They drew my feet back behind me and chained my ankles to the side of the block. Then, with my wrists chained up and back to the rear of my collar, they attached lines to my nipple rings and my tongue ring, pulling them up and out. 

Danika then placed a vibrator on the block right in front of me, and they shut the lights and went home for the night.

I came again and again and again, as the moon rose through the windows outside, and moved slowly across the sky. I was sore, exhausted, aching in so many places, but couldn't stop grinding myself against the vibrator, couldn't stop riding the dildo, however it hurt, and couldn't stop coming.

Did I mention it was a Friday night?

No one came to release me on Saturday – all day.

The vibrator was plugged into the wall, so it never wore down.

I did. How I stayed conscious, I don't know. I had to stay seated, however, or tear the rings through my nipples and tongue.

Early Sunday Brad came for me. He was very gentle, eased me up and carried me to the bathroom, bathed me, shampooed my hair, fed me some soup, then put me to bed.

Mind you, he put me to bed with my arms locked together behind my back and my collar chained to the head post. And he put me on my belly, spread my legs, and sodomized me first. But I didn't mind that as I was grateful he didn't hurt my still sore pussy lips.

I slept for hours only to be wakened by Danika. She helped me to the bathroom, and, since my wrists were still locked together, even wiped my pussy and flushed the toilet before leading me back to bed. She fed me and gave me something to drink, and all I had to do was tell her I was her sex slave and her bitch toy with every drop of fruit drink and every morsel of food.

After my piercings healed it was back to work. Bradley fucked me every day, at least once. And I often serviced their clients. Sometimes that was at the office, but more often now I would be sent to their offices or hotel rooms. Or they would be sent to my apartment. None of them were gentle. All of them were rough and domineering, often punishing me and making me grovel – just the way I loved it.

But I wasn't a sex slave! I mean, it was all out of my own free will. I couldn't conceive of leaving, or refusing and finding another job. They had ignited a kind of fire in my belly, in my groin, really, and in my mind. I was addicted to hot, nasty, degrading, even savage sex. Everything else paled in comparison. Everything else was boring, dull. I tried sex with others on those few evenings I had free, and it was just so – dull.

So I'm just being a sort of pretend sex slave, that's all. Because... well, I can't imagine doing anything else, being anything else. Maybe some day the fires inside me will dampen and I'll change my mind. Until then, this is just a job – with unusual benefits.

And if Mistress... I mean Danika, doesn't want me some day, well, I'm sure someone else will.









End
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