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 CHAPTER 1

 New Job

 "Come in Sandy." Michael and Frederick sat on the couch in his office, a large leather couch that sat up against her wall. They pulled the table out of the way, giving room for Sandy to stand in front of them. "Over here, in front of us." Michael’s voice was more demanding than he was during the day, needing to set the mood right away that they were in charge and Sandy had no option but to submit.

 She walked over to them, self conscious of the way her body moved, knowing they were following her with their eyes. She felt as if her breasts were bouncing more than usual and she couldn’t control the swing of her butt as she walked. She finally made it in front of them, standing, waiting for their first command.

 "You’re very lovely Sandy." Frederick complimented her, his hand reaching down to straighten out his cock, his pants constraining it as it drew hard at the thought of Sandy naked in front of him. "A very lovely body."

 At first it sounded like a compliment, and then more of an expectation of what was to come. "Thank you Frederick."

 "Sir, it will be Sir, after work Sandy. During the day you may call us by our first name, but when you are in one of the private sessions, you will address us as Sir or Master."

 "Yes Sir." It sounded so ominous now, not a sign of respect but of control.

 "I think we can start with you showing us that lovely body of yours. Naked." He waited, seeing the look of resignation on her face as it finally dawned on her the reality of the situation. This would be the ultimate test. To strip naked for them. If she performed this, the rest would come naturally. "Now do it slowly. Tease us with what you have to offer." Michael sat back in the couch, waiting for Sandy to perform.

 This was it, the time where she would have to ultimately decide her future fate. She had said yes before, but now they wanted action. And the act they wanted was for her to strip naked for them, a task she didn’t even perform for Thomas after years of living with him. And they wanted her to do this slowly and sexily, teasing them as she revealed her most intimate body. She was sure that this was only the beginning, sure that they would want her to perform sexually for them before the night was over. She didn’t want to fathom the depths of depravity that she would be forced to perform.

 Her hands went up to the row of buttons of her white blouse, averting their eyes as she fumbled with the first button, finally feeling it pull loose, her blouse opening slightly. Her trembling fingers moved down, a shiver running through her as her fingernail traced lightly over her chest, grasping the next button, disappointed when it sprang open so easily. She felt the blouse begin to spread open, more of her chest revealed, her white lacey bra poking out between the parted blouse.

 "Arch your back Sandy. You have very lovely breasts. Be proud of them. Stick them out for us." Frederick’s voice broke the silence of her ragged breathing.

 She obeyed, feeling the blouse strain, pushing against her breasts as she moved her hands down to the next button, the strain on it making it pop free with very little effort on her part. It was down to her bra, her hand moving down to the next button, quickly opening it, pulling her blouse out of her skirt to get the final button. She unbuttoned it, her hands frozen on the two halves of her blouse, holding them together, anything to prolong the inevitable. Even though she had already posed in the show in her bra and panties, this was so much different. She would have to strip down to her naked skin sure they would make her pose for them, the thoughts of how obscene the positions they might force her in rushing into her brain. She saw their look and knew she could no longer evade the inevitable. She let the blouse slip from her shoulders, her hands in front of her breasts still trying to protect them from their searching eyes. She then threw it onto the table near her and stood trembling before them, her hands crossed in front of her breasts. She put her head down, not wanting to see their looks as her hands hung uselessly by her side, her back arched for them, feeling their eyes burning her skin.

 "Bend over and hold your head up. Let’s see those lovely tits." This time it was Michael ordering her.

 She was forced to look at them, staring at Michael with her pleading eyes as she bent over, feeling her pendulous breasts hanging down, feeling the cheap bra struggle to hold them in. She held her head up high, seeing their eyes staring down at her breasts.

 "Very lovely tits Sandy. Stand up straight again and take off your bra. We’ll have to make sure you are supplied with a good sample of our more risqué lingerie. Some things to tease our eyes." Frederick knew the salesman would love seeing Sandy modeling the Frederick’s of Hollywood line.

 She stood up straight, her back arched, her hands trembling as she reached back to unsnap the catch on her bra. She felt it suddenly release, her breasts breaking free of the tight constraints. Her hand reached the front of her bra, one hand holding it between her twin breasts, the other hand slowly pushing the bra straps off of her shoulder, one shoulder at a time, letting it slip down, her arm pulled out, her other hand clutching the tiny garment to hide her breasts until the last minute. She stood in front of them waiting.

 "Now Sandy. Take off your bra and arch your back. Thrust up those lovely tits for us to see." Frederick was more impatient, wanting to see them, wanting more to play with them.

 She closed her eyes, letting the bra slip to the floor, feeling the material slide over her nipples, teasing them into hardness, her back arching her breasts up almost obscenely. She felt the cool air hit her breasts, feeling goose bumps appearing on her flesh, her nipples so hard they almost ached. She felt a sudden rush of wetness between her legs, clamping her thighs tightly together, not understanding her own body, ashamed that she was becoming aroused at performing a strip tease, blackmailed into giving her body to them for six months.

 They both ogled her naked breasts, large pendulous breasts with dark brown areolas, almost black, the size of silver dollars. Her pink nipples stuck out as if beckoning them to touch them, to suck them into their mouths, thick, long targets in a sea of firm, naked breast flesh. Her skin was an alabaster white, contrasting sharply with her areolas. "Rub your fingers over your nipples Sandy. Show us how hard you can get them. Just as you would do when you masturbate alone in your bedroom."

 Sandy couldn’t understand how she got into this position. It hadn’t started out this way when she took the job. Sandy started working for Acme Undergarment Company almost six months ago. She had moved from a small town in Connecticut after graduating from High School seven years ago. She moved with her boyfriend, Thomas to New Jersey, a strange place to go, but almost anything was better than a small town in Connecticut. Her parents had died just before she graduated from High School, an auto accident taking their life. There just wasn’t anything to keep her there any longer.

 It was 1952 a time of great prosperity, the end of World War II, bringing the men back to the factories, the women expected to go back to the home to raise and take care of a family. But for some, the prosperity had not come.

 Sandy was an "old maid" by the standards, twenty six years old and still not married. It was for this reason she was often given a bad reputation, but it was nothing close to the truth. Yes, she did live with a man that wasn’t her husband. Thomas had asked her to marry him, but she refused. Living with Thomas was tough enough, marrying him would be worse. She wondered almost every day why she still lived with him. She knew he chased other woman, though she couldn’t prove it. He had more jobs in one year than Sandy had had in her lifetime, always finding some excuse to quit, the company just not understanding him. What they didn’t understand was why he didn’t come to work, or when he did, why he drank too much at lunch, rendering him useless in the afternoon.

 It sure wasn’t the sex. Sandy was more conservative than most. She still wouldn’t undress in front of Thomas, slipping into her nightgown in the bathroom before coming to bed. Sex was in the missionary position once a week, usually on Friday, Sandy laying back as Thomas grunted and groaned on top of her until he came, her diaphragm her only protection. An orgasm was still a mystery to her, only induced in her solo masturbation. She was brought up that way by her strict Catholic parents.

 So it was surprising that she went to work for Acme Undergarment Company. Her last job was a dead end, and Sandy wasn’t sure how much longer she would be with Thomas. Each day was a chore. She needed something with a brighter future, a job where she could support herself without Thomas. She saw the ad in the paper, made an appointment for late the next day so her boss wouldn’t be suspicious, telling him she had to leave to go to the Doctor for "woman things". That was all that was required to end the conversation.

 The ad read;

 "Secretary needed for up and coming company. Highly energetic, young staff company needs a secretary to keep the owners efficient. Personable, intelligent, responsible only need apply. Good pay with opportunity for additional pay."

 Acme was about thirty miles away, and Sandy drove there. That was a good thing. If she broke up with Thomas, she really didn’t want to be living in the same town. She did like the upper Saddleback Valley of New Jersey. It had lots of trees and none of the oil refineries that the coast was famous for.

 She pulled up in front of a non-descript building, with a large sign proudly proclaiming "Acme Undergarment Company" sprawled across the front. It was large, with glass windows in the front, a small lawn along the edge of the sidewalk, and parking for over a hundred cars in the lot. Over half of the parking lot was filled with all makes and models. Volkswagen Beetles, Fords, Chevy’s, even a few Cadillac’s graced the front parking spaces, with reserved signs discouraging the reckless that would dare park in the owners spaces. She found the visitors parking spaces, pulling her black 1947 Ford into a space. It wasn’t much to look at but it was hers, and it was dependable, which was more than she could say for Thomas.

 The receptionist looked at her when she walked in the door, and knew she was here for the secretary job, the job that she wanted. Fern was only nineteen, working for Acme since she graduated. She was sure that she was hired for her looks, and always reminded them by flashing them glimpses of her long legs, and arching her back to push her breasts into their faces. No matter how much she flaunted her body however, they still refused her the secretary job, and no one took her up on her body. "May I help you?" She flashed her receptionist smile at Sandy.

 "I have a four o’clock appointment for the secretary position. I’m not sure who it is with."

 "Fill out this form completely. Michael will be with you once he gets it." Fern looked her over. She was older, quickly noticing that she wore no wedding ring. She dressed frumpy, though she could discern what appeared to be a nice set of breasts and as she turned around she caught a glimpse of her ass when her dress swirled around, molding for a moment on her cheeks. No wonder she was still single. She didn’t flaunt what God gave her. It took Sandy about fifteen minutes to fill it out, passing it to Fern. "Have a seat," looking down at the application, "Sandy’, she added. "I will give your application to Michael."

 Sandy sat down, crossing her legs, drawing the long black dress down over her legs. She didn’t have a chance to dress up for the interview, not that she had anything that was any better. The offices were nice, much nicer than where she was now. She looked at the receptionist. Young, blonde hair, probably natural. She wore a white sweater that clung to her breasts, a gold chain that hung down between her cleavage, drawing your eyes to her breasts. If they hired only girls like her, Sandy was wasting her time.

 "Fern, will you send Sandy in?" This voice came from the telephone speakers, garbled and with static in the background.

 "Yes Sir." She turned toward Sandy. "Through that door and the first door on the right. You will be meeting with Michael, the President of the company."

 Sandy got up, nervous already. While she had a secretary job now, it was for one of the lower level supervisors, not the President of the company. She crossed her fingers and went through the door. It was completely different once you went through the door. The hallway was long, with high green shag carpeting and wood paneling. She could see some of the bigger offices at the end of the hall, glass doors with people rushing in and out. Through the door at the end of the hallway, a quick glimpse of a factory floor beyond it could be seen.

 She stopped in front of the door, a large brass plate proudly declaring, Michael Pershing, President. She knocked, and a booming voice answered.

 "Come in."

 She opened the door, the office was massive, larger than her own apartment. Her eyes were first drawn to the man that was behind the large mahogany desk. Sandy had expected someone much older, Michael couldn’t have been more than mid thirties. He had short hair, clean shaven, chiseled features, a mans-man. Not what you would expect to run a company, more the type you would find relaxing at the pool, sipping a martini, a cigarette in one hand and a blonde in the other. He looked like the type that could have any woman. And did. His blue eyes were staring directly at her, a smile on his face.

 He got up when she entered, ushering her to the chair in front of his desk with his eyes. "I’m glad you could make it Sandy. Have a seat. Anything I can get you?"

 She sat down, smothering her dress down, regretting not putting on something nicer. He was still staring at her, almost discerning the way he looked at her. "No thank you Sir. That would be my job if you hired me." She smiled back at him.

 Michael was surprised by her answer. He almost expected a mousy woman, if her dress was any indication. "Yes, that is part of it. But not the most important part."

 It was the better part of an hour, the interview lasting much longer than Sandy had expected. He dug deep into her job qualifications, but also probed her life almost intimately, even asking her of her martial status, inquiring about her relationship with Thomas. He was very thorough, knowing more about Sandy than she even knew by the time he was finished.

 "I have a few more interviews before I decide. I will finish by Monday. He stood up signaling the ending of the interview and moved around to the front of her chair.

 He looked at her, holding her hand as she stood up, holding it longer than necessary. He was handsome, slim figure, a firm grip, sure that there were muscles beneath the shirt that clung to his firm abs. She could feel a strange tingling between her legs, just as she did when she masturbated. She could only imagine what he would be like in bed, his naked body on top of hers, his hard cock between her legs, pumping up and down inside her pussy. "Thank you very much. I appreciate the time you spent and I feel that I would be an asset to your company and yourself. I could serve your every wish." She almost wished she hadn’t said that, sounding so much as if she was trying to seduce him sexually.

 He could see her face turning red as she let the last remark slip. He thought there was a tiger hiding behind the prim façade. She just needed to have it unleashed. He ushered her out, going back to work.

 * * * *

 She took off her clothes in the bathroom, as Thomas waited for their Friday night ritual. She looked at herself in the mirror. Even though she was now twenty-six, she still had a good figure, almost better than in high school. Her breasts seemed larger and firmer with very little sag to the firm flesh, her nipples capped by large, dark areolas. She exercised every night, her stomach taut, her butt tight. She had a dark bush and full hips, but few saw her lovely figure. She wore baggy clothes, not wanting to flaunt her figure. She had an imaginative sex life, her real sex life boring. It was much easier to do things in your mind than having to do them in real life, especially in front of a man. Sandy had never been naked in front of a man, including a Doctor. She slipped into the nightgown, a long black gown that covered her from her neck to her ankles. It was lacey, but opaque giving only a glimpse of her body beneath it. She took a deep breath, opening the door and getting into bed quickly, Thomas waiting for her as she pulled the covers up to her neck. "Turn off the light."

 "Why can’t I see you naked at least once?" It had been seven years and he could honestly say he had never seen her naked pussy. He had caught glimpses of her naked breasts when the moon was full and it lit up the room, but that was the extent of it.

 They had had this argument too many times, Thomas always wanting more than she was willing to give. "I’m too bashful. Now do you want to have sex or not?" That was the way she always ended the discussion, an ultimatum. He always surrendered, snuggling up to her. Sandy laid back and gritted her teeth as she waited for him to start. He kissed her, she kissed him back, feeling his tongue slip into her mouth, Sandy allowing that privilege. His hand moved quickly up to her breast, his fingers seeking out her firm flesh, gripping it too tight as she cringed, his fingers searching for her nipples. He pinched them, a gasp coming from her lips as she felt the pain of her crushed nipple, his lips still covering hers. His leg moved between hers, pinching her thigh as his knee jammed harshly between her legs, spreading them forcefully. He lay on top of her, her legs spread submissively, feeling his hard cock rubbing back and forth over her pussy. She had to concentrate on getting wet, concentrate on making believe she was enjoying it. She began to move her hips, feeling his cock slip between the lips of her pussy, her nightgown pushed in, the garment a bit harsh on her sensitive flesh.

 He couldn’t wait to get inside her, her hot pussy always tight. It should be, as Thomas was allowed to fuck her only once a week. After seven years it was still a fight to get her into bed. He moved off of her, grabbing her hand. "Touch my cock." This was the only thing he could get her to do after seven years, stroke his cock. He had tried oral sex, but Sandy was adamant about not taking his cock in her mouth. Anal sex was out of the question, and Thomas would not even attempt to mention or try that. The closest he ever got to her asshole was grabbing her ass cheeks as he fucked her, drawing her hard onto his waiting cock.

 She let her hand move down, surrendering, her hand wrapping tightly around his hot flesh, beginning the ritual of stroking it up and down. She tightened her grip as her hand slipped over the head, hearing his moan of pleasure. A couple of times she had gotten lucky, making him cum with her hand, not having to take his cock inside her. His hands were not idle, slipping her nightgown up, making her naked for him. She let him pull it over her head, her hand moving back down to stroke his cock. She braced herself, knowing what was next.

 He slipped his head between her breasts, loving the feeling of her firm flesh on his cheeks. His lips sought out one nipple, sucking it deep into his mouth, his other hand pinching her neglected nipple, his tongue lashing back and forth over the trapped flesh. He felt her stop stroking his cock when he first took her nipple into his mouth as she braced herself, finally beginning to stroke his cock again after he had sucked her nipple for a while.

 Sandy felt him move back and forth between her breasts, leaving his hot spit on her flesh as he made the tips hard, unable to stop them from being stimulated by his hot tongue. She suffered under his oral caresses for long minutes, her nipples beginning to get sore. She felt his head moved down, pushing aside the blankets as his tongue lapped across her stomach, moving lower over the flat plane of her abdomen before she stopped him. Her hands gripped his head tightly. "NOOO!" She knew what he wanted to do. He wanted to lick her pussy. She refused, not because it might not feel good. On the contrary, she had vivid dreams of being tied down, a head between her thighs, licking at her juices as she bounced around in her bondage. She refused because she knew he would want her to reciprocate and Sandy would never take a cock in her mouth, the thought of his cum filling her mouth was just too repulsive. She squeezed his cock hard. "NNNO!"

 Thomas relented, his head moving back up again, crawling between her legs, pushing her knees out, making her spread for him. "Put my cock in you!" He was more adamant now, knowing that she would be more accommodating after refusing his oral advances.

 She spread her legs wider, bending her knees, feeling his cock jerking between her pussy lips. Her hands slipped down, gripping his cock and sliding it up and down her slit, trying to get it wet with enough juice to make it easier for him to penetrate her. She knew she had to accommodate him. She placed his cock at the entrance of her vagina, feeling his hips begin to move, her hand tightening on his cock, trying to stop him from entering her too quickly. She let it slowly sink inside, feeling her lips stretch around the head as she fought to keep him from shoving to0 harshly. She was small, and Thomas was always trying to take her before she had lubricated enough to allow his cock inside her.

 "Yes, take my cock inside you." He was growing impatient, needing to cum inside her hot pussy. He pushed harder with his hips, feeling her pussy slowly enclose the head of his cock. "MMMM," pushing harder, fighting Sandy as he pushed deeper inside her. His hands slid under her ass, arching her up, feeling his cock slip deeper inside, winning the battle as he took her.

 She couldn’t stop him any longer, moving her hands away as his cock took her, her pussy spreading painfully wide as it pushed inside. Her ass was off the bed as Thomas’s hands lifted her up unceremoniously in order to plunge his cock into her. "Slower," she begged, but he was beyond reason. He had felt her hot insides, and was eager to cum inside her, Sandy surrendering submissively to him as he began to fuck her. She could only groan as he fucked her hard, his cock pounding in and out, taking his pleasure with her body. She was embarrassed as her breasts began to rock back and forth as his cock plundered her treasures. His body was on top of her now, Sandy barely able to breath, his hips a blur as he fucked her with such vigor, his belly slapping noisily against her.

 He loved how hot and tight she was, her insides clinging to his cock as he plunged inside, her body trembling beneath him as she surrendered to his cock. He pushed her legs back farther, a groan from her lips as he pressed down on her, bending her legs back painfully, his cock fucking in and out with a renewed effort, her cries of pain always exciting him.

 It felt as if she was being split up the middle, Thomas fucking her without regard for her pleasure, grunting on top of her as he fucked her hard. It went on for ten long minutes, her body buffeted by his, his sweat dripping down on her as he plunged in and out painfully. His hands under her ass pulled her cheeks apart, feeling as if he was going to tear her, a strange feeling in her anus as she felt it pulling open. She couldn’t do anything, waiting for the moment when he would cum. She heard him moaning loudly now, Sandy began the rhythmic clenching of her pussy on his cock that she knew would bring about the end of her painful fucking. He pumped harder, puffing as he was ready to cum, Sandy feeling his cock plunge painfully deep inside her, feeling as if it would bust through her cervix. He buried it deep inside her, his cock twitching as she felt him cum, her insides bathed with his hot sperm.

 He emptied his balls inside her clenching pussy, deriving so much pleasure from her tight hole. Three times he came inside her, pulling his cock in and out, riding on his hot juices as he unloaded the final shot of cum inside her. He pulled his cock out with a loud pop, getting off and rolling over. He heard her get up and go into the bathroom.

 She came back from the bathroom after cleaning up, Thomas already snoring noisily. She got into bed, curled up into a ball and fell into a deep sleep, trying to put the experience out of her mind for another week.

 * * * *

 Sandy was surprised to get a phone call on Monday from Michael, almost not remembering who he was. "Yes Sir," the job interview popping into her mind. She didn’t think she had much of a chance to get the job so she shut it out of her mind.

 "I would like you to start work in two weeks. The pay is $.85 an hour. You can buy our products at cost and there are opportunities to make additional money modeling our products, but we will discuss that after you have been here for a while." Michael only heard silence, not even sure if she was still there. "Sandy?"

 Her mind was racing. $.85 an hour, that was more than $.20 an hour than she was making now. "Sorry Sir. I would love to come to work for you. You will be very pleased with my performance Sir." Sandy almost regretted saying it, each time she talked to him it sounded as if she was propositioning him for sex. Maybe it was just her, her mind always deep in sexual fantasies.

 Michael thought she would be an excellent secretary, even better if he could get her to loosen up, especially with her dress. Not quite like Fern, but at least give him a glimpse of what lay beneath that baggy dress she wore. "I look forward to your first day." He hung up, sending the paperwork over to Personnel to make sure they would take care of the necessary reference checking.

 Sandy was so excited about the new job that she greeted Thomas with a big hug and kiss. "I got a new job. It pays over $30.00 a month more." Even Thomas seemed to be pleased with the news. Their relationship had been deteriorating for a long time, maybe this was what was needed to get it back on track. She had cooked a big meal, spending more than she could afford, but she would have more money soon.

 * * * *

 Sandy lay in the crook of Thomas’s arm, dinner finished, tomorrow still another day of work but she was still excited about her new prospects. She didn’t even stop him when Thomas kissed her, his hand slipping down to cup one of her breasts, Sandy almost purring as he stroked her nipple until it hardened. Her hand went up to stop him when he unbuttoned her dress, slipping his hand inside and grasping her almost naked breast, her thin slip not doing much to stop him from fondling her. "Please, no." She protested but she couldn’t stop him, his hand forced inside her dress, pinching her nipple as she squirmed on the couch. She felt herself being pushed down onto her back, unable to fight him, her dress pulled to the sides, her slip her only protection.

 Thomas thought he had a chance. She was in such a good mood he thought he would push his luck and try to get some sex from her. She was protesting what he was doing, but he ignored her, pushing her down on the couch, her hard nipples pushing out the silky fabric of the slip. He let his head slide into her cleavage, his hand continuing to play with her hard tips, her body squirming beneath him.

 "No Thomas, No!" He had slipped the dress off her shoulders, his mouth running back and forth between her half naked breasts, one hand holding her two wrists over her head, his other hand tearing the straps of her slip as the fell down her arms. His face pushed deep into her cleavage, pushing the flimsy garment out of the way as he sought her naked nipples. She struggled as best as she could, but he was pinning her to the couch, Sandy panicking. It was almost as if he was trying to rape her on the couch. She bucked beneath him, feeling him slide on top of her, spreading her legs out until she felt the unmistakable hardness of his cock grinding on her pussy.

 "Yes, fuck back at me." Thomas was mistaking her fear as ardor, her hips rubbing up against his cock. Maybe he would finally get to see her pussy naked. He let his hand slide her slip out of the way, her naked breasts bouncing free, his eyes devouring the naked flesh. "Such great tits Sandy." He plunged his lips down on her nipples, moving quickly from one to the other, lapping at them, sucking them deep into his mouth as his tongue lashed back and forth over them.

 He was stripping her naked on the couch, the lamp next to it burning brightly. Her wrists hurt where he held them tightly together, Sandy never before thought Thomas was that strong. His beard was scratching her tender breasts as if they were being rubbed with sandpaper. She couldn’t understand how her nipples were so hard or why her pussy so wet, his cock rubbing up and down her slip, her legs pushed carelessly to the side as he dry fucked her. "NNNOO!" His free hand slid down her hip, moving back up her tender inner thighs under her dress, his arm pushing it aside, his jeans rubbing harshly on her sensitive flesh as he continued to rub her salaciously.

 He spread her legs out wider, his knees pushing on the insides of her thighs until she complied, Thomas never getting this far with Sandy before, his cock throbbing as it took in the sight of her half naked body beneath him. Her naked legs were drawn up, her knees bent as she lay submissively beneath him, his cock rubbing up and down the white panties. He looked down, her slit outlined on the white virginal panties, pushing his cock into the crack, moving up and down.

 This couldn’t be happening, Thomas was a sex crazed monster as he held her down, rooting up and down on her as if he were a horny dog. She squirmed beneath him, shoving her hips up to try to buck him off, but he saw it as arousal, groaning as she made contact with his hard cock. She couldn’t do anything, Thomas was overpowering her, holding her against her will as he sought to take her sexually against her will. She had often fantasized of being raped, held down while her body was stripped naked, forced to perform, forced to fuck back as she was taken brutally by a dark stranger, his cock shoving deep into her body. But this was real, and Sandy was ashamed as her body was bared to Thomas for the first time in their seven year relationship. "EEEEHH," his hand moved between her legs, gripping her sex as if it were a bowling bowl, one fat finger sliding between her lips, moving up and down as she bucked beneath him.

 He could feel her wetness, his finger sliding between her lips, the tip of his finger rubbing over her clit, pushing hard on the her pelvic bone, driving her clit down hard as his fingertip moved back and forth. He wished he could let her hands loose so he could force her to put his cock inside her, but he was too far gone to stop.

 She was getting aroused by his hands, her sex gripped harshly, his finger grinding her clit into her pelvic bone. She looked down, her body half naked, her naked breasts bouncing up and down, her naked legs pulled back as if she were willingly offering up her body for him to fuck her. Worst of all was her hips as they moved up and down, rubbing herself obscenely against him. She had to stop. "NNNOOO!!" She screamed so loud that it startled Thomas, her wrists free for the first time. She took the opportunity to push him off of her, and Thomas found himself sprawled on the floor next to the couch, with a surprised look on his face. She jumped up, pulling the dress over her breasts, running for the bathroom and shutting the door and locking it. She sat on the toilet and began to softly sob.

 Thomas couldn’t believe it. Just when he thought he was doing so well he found himself unceremoniously thrown to the floor, Sandy racing from the room. God, he had to do something about this. It has been going on for seven years. He wanted more than the Friday night ritual sex. He wanted excitement and passion. He began to stroke his cock, grabbing a handful of tissue paper from the box so he would be ready when he came. He began to think about Pauline upstairs. She was always smiling sexily as he passed her at the mailboxes. He had talked to her a few times and she seemed interested in him even though she knew he was with Sandy. Pauline was from Maine, starting off in New York City, hoping to become a star on Broadway, but after a year of failure, took a job in New Jersey where it was cheaper to live. He loved her mouth, the bright red lipstick that graced her lips, the image of her kneeling in front of him, her mouth wrapped tightly around his cock. Her head would move up and down as she sucked him, making her press her abundant breasts against his balls as he came in her mouth. He shot his cum into the tissue, his hand stroking up and down as his imagination took in Pauline sucking his cock. He wiped the abundant cum from his cock, getting up and going to the closed bathroom door. "Are you okay Sandy?"

 It was Thomas. She was ashamed of both of them. Acting like two sex crazed monsters. "Yes," she stammered. "I’ll be in bed in a minute." She heard him leave and go into the bedroom. She waited fifteen minutes until she came out in a flannel nightgown. She went into the bedroom, the light out, Thomas snoring as usual. She slipped into bed.

 * * * *

 The next morning Thomas got up early, already eating breakfast in the kitchen when Sandy entered. He made no mention of last night and neither did she. At least it was a whole week until Friday when she would have to feign passion in bed. She gave him a peck on his cheek when he left.

 




 CHAPTER 2

 The First Day of Work

 The two weeks passed quickly, Sandy a little sad about leaving her old job, she wasn’t big on change. That was one of the reasons she was still with Thomas. She took her time getting dressed wanting to look good for her first day. She had spent the last week making the dress she wore, buying the pattern and material and meticulously making it at night. It was a black and white checkered dress, with a pure white yoke and collar. She borrowed a shiny black leather belt that cinched her slender waist. The skirt was darted and then flared out, her petticoats pushing it out. It stopped about half way down her lower leg, and Sandy was almost ashamed that it showed so much of her naked legs. She bought a pair of the new black, seamless nylons, a pair of black shoes that had two inch heels, relatively low for the time. She had seen stiletto heels, and was not sure if she would be able to walk in anything that high. She put on her coat, a slight nip in the air, a pair of black cotton gloves completing her outfit. She looked in the mirror, surprised that she even looked that good.

 She drove the thirty miles to Acme, the road relatively empty. She pulled into the parking lot at fifteen before eight, turned off the engine, and paused to catch her breath before she went in. She saw Fern walking into the building, one of the men hanging onto every word she said, and saw the exaggerated swing of her ass. It was no wonder that any man would love to get into her pants. She almost wished she were more like her. She got out of the car. The walk was short to the door, and Sandy almost wished it were longer. She hated first days at work, or first anything’s. There were always such expectations, your life almost determined by what happened on the first day.

 "Good morning Sandy. Michael wants you to fill out this employee information and then I will show you around." Fern was trying to be nice, after all, she would have to work with Sandy.

 "Thank you. I’m sorry, I don’t know your name."

 "Fern."

 "Thank you Fern." She sat down, going through the piles of tax and employee information forms. Fern seemed so much friendlier now. Maybe they might develop a friendship; Sandy had trouble making new friends. It took her about twenty minutes to fill out the forms, and then she handed the completed folder to Fern.

 Fern showed her around the offices, starting with Accounting at the end of the hall. They ended up back at the front of the hall.

 "This is your office. Michael’s is next door through that door. There is one other owner, you will probably meet him later. Frederick runs design and advertising. He has his own secretary. He’s the creative one amongst the both of them. Most of your work will involve Michael."

 Sandy loved her office, it was bright, with a large wooden desk on one side and file cabinets covering the opposite wall. A few plants and it would be homier, she thought. She sat in the chair.

 Fern opened the bottom drawer, there was a large metal box inside. She handed Sandy the key. "This is the petty cash box. Count it as you will be responsible for it." She watched as Sandy opened the box, surprised at how much money was in it. "A thousand dollars. Each time you pay money out, you get a receipt and attach it to the petty cash slip. Accounting replenishes it once a month. Sometimes they go through the money quickly, other times it’s barely touched during the month. It all depends on how many clients come in to see the line and what expenses they have in entertaining them."

 Sandy had never seen that much money in one place in her whole life, never mind being responsible for it. She carefully counted it out. "One thousand dollars." She closed the metal case, locking it with the key. She put it on her keychain, she was never without that.

 "Michael doesn’t come in until about nine, so your first hour is to get ready for him. Check all his appointments for the day, and get whatever information or files he needs for them. It gets hectic as soon as he comes in. You have to break me for lunch at twelve for a half an hour. It’s not hard to answer the telephones, I’ll show you later. I’ll leave you to get ready for Michael. See you at noon."

 Fern left, the door closing sounding so final. Sandy went through her desk, everything she would ever need was already in it. It looked like the previous secretary left a short time ago, so nothing looked like it was way behind. She went through the file cabinets quickly, familiarizing herself with what was in them.

 Sandy was startled when the door leading into Michael’s office suddenly opened. She turned to see Michael standing in the doorway. God, he was more handsome than she remembered, wearing a dark blue pinstripe suit, a starched white shirt and a red stripped tie. His pants were impeccably tailored all the way down to the black penny loafers on his feet. "Good morning Sir."

 "Good morning Sandy. And it’s Michael, not Sir. We’re going to spend a lot of time together, so I’m quite informal."

 "Do you drink coffee Sir, I mean Michael?"

 She was efficient, knowing where to start, Michael thought. "Just a hint of cream, no sugar." He went back into his office.

 Fern had showed her the break room, finding Michael’s cup in the cabinet near her desk, filling it with the hot coffee, finding the cream in the refrigerator. She carried it into Michael’s office, but not before she picked up her steno pad and pencil. She put the coffee on the coaster on his desk, and sat in the chair to the side. She crossed her legs, her steno pad and pencil at the ready.

 Michael looked at her, pleased at her new appearance. She actually had a delicious body, her new dress better showing off her attributes. Michael worked long hours, having very time left for a social life and the office was the only place to find female companionship. And he had no compulsion of bedding down a subordinate, after all that is where she would end up anyway, under him. And with their product line, women’s undergarments, there was always a bevy of half naked beauties to model their products, many of them the girls that worked for the company, the opportunity to do something risqué was often just too hard to pass up. He looked at her lovely legs, hoping that Sandy would be one of them. In the meantime, maybe he should work on getting Fern into his bed, though he didn’t think it would require much persuasion.

 Sandy was the model of efficiency, always one step ahead of Michael as if she could read his mind. While she had only worked for supervisors before, she seemed to have an inane knack at taking care of Michael. The office was busy, and the phone rang constantly for Michael. Sandy quickly learned who was to be rung through and who was to be politely told that Michael was presently not available but if you leave your name and number he will gladly call you back.

 * * * *

 The days turned to weeks and the weeks turned to months, with Sandy fitting in her new position with ease that surprised even her. Her relationship with Thomas had gone from bad to worse. He had lost his job about three weeks ago and didn’t seem very motivated to find a new one. He almost seemed content to let Sandy support him, and she wasn’t even sure what he did during the day. Money was beginning to get a bit tight, even with Sandy’s new pay. She often found money missing from her purse and was sure that Thomas was taking it, but not sure how to broach the subject to him. It seemed easier to allow it to happen and avoid the inevitable argument and probable breakup.

 "Hello Sandy."

 Sandy looked up from the mailbox to see who it was. "Oh, hello Pauline." She had seen Pauline in the building before, living two floors above them. She was an attractive blonde, though a little too flashy. Thomas had told her that she was an aspiring actress and model.

 "Thank Thomas for helping me with my sink. It would have flooded without him."

 "He was glad to help," Sandy lied. Thomas hadn‘t even mentioned helping her. She picked up the mail and hurried off. She went in, slamming the door behind her. "Pauline says thanks."

 Thomas looked up from the television, a beer on the table next to him. Sandy noticed a few empties in the trash can.

 "She was in a panic. Her sink burst, spraying water all over the place. She couldn’t get hold of the super so I helped her. It wasn’t much. I shut off the water and was able to put a new washer in it. It was more of a mess than a major plumbing problem." Thomas smiled sheepishly. Yes, she did have a plumbing problem, but Thomas ended up doing more than he said. Pauline was so grateful that he ended up in bed with her, the first time he had sex in a long time. And he hadn’t had sex like that since before Sandy. Pauline had a gorgeous body and she loved to show it off. She even stripped for him, slowly masturbating for him while he watched. He finally couldn’t wait any longer, jumping on top of her while she moaned and groaned beneath him, fucking back as he took her on the kitchen floor. Hell, she even sucked his cock after he came, making him hard again, finally spewing his cum into her willing mouth. Like a gentlemen, he reciprocated, eating her pussy until she screamed in pleasure, her naked body spread so unashamedly on the kitchen floor.

 "Maybe you should get a job as a plumber," Sandy shot back sarcastically.

 Thomas could see that she was jealous. He got up, hugging her close to him, kissing her as he cooed in her ear. "You know I only got eyes for you baby." He let his hands start to drift over her body.

 Sandy pushed him away. "I’ve got to change and cook some dinner." She left him standing in the kitchen while she shut the door in the bedroom, quickly changing her clothes, not wanting Thomas to come in while she was undressing. She had been avoiding sex with him for over three weeks now, even the Friday night ritual.

 * * * *

 Thomas lay in bed with Pauline, his hands gently running over her naked breasts, the bright sunlight shining into the bedroom. They had been making love for over a month now and Thomas enjoyed her sexual freedom and their enthusiastic lovemaking.

 "Let’s go to California, Thomas," Pauline blurted out.

 "Whaaatt!" He was a bit taken back by her outburst.

 "Hollywood. California." She desperately needed to leave New Jersey. She had been unsuccessful in finding acting jobs in New York City after six months. She had been told that it would be easier in Hollywood, movies and television having more opportunities, especially for a blonde. "We could drive, be there in a little more than a week. Just in time to miss the winter in New Jersey."

 His relationship with Sandy was declining rapidly, especially since she met Pauline. It was only a matter of time. Even the sex was non-existent, not that it mattered since he met Pauline.

 "I don’t have any money."

 "Nothing!" Damn, she was hoping that he had the money needed for the lengthy trip. With gas, food and hotels and emergency repairs on her car they would need at least $500.00, a princely sum of money. She only had about $50.00, her meager earnings barely able to keep her head above water.

 "I haven’t had a job in more then a month now. It’s tough to get Sandy to give me any money. Most of the time I steal it from her purse when she isn’t looking." He quickly tried to think of ways. "How much do we need?" He had always thought of leaving New Jersey and the thought of moving to California with someone as beautiful and sexy as Pauline, was certainly a tempting offer.

 "Maybe would could get by with $400.00. Any way you can get it?" She cuddled up next to him, purring in his ear as her hand stroked his cock. "Pleaaaase." She could feel him getting hard again. "I’d do anything for you. Anything."

 * * * *

 Sandy was surprised when Thomas showed up at work to take her to lunch. He had never taken an interest in her new job, never mind taking her to lunch.

 "You surprised me Thomas. Is something wrong?" She looked at him. He was still as handsome as ever, but the spark had gone from their romance. Was he going to dump her? Was that why he was there?

 "I just thought I would take you to lunch." Thomas really wasn’t sure why he came down to see her. He had already decided to leave her to go to California with Pauline, he just had to figure out how to get the money. He wasn’t ready to tell her yet. The door connecting her office suddenly opened up, and a man came in.

 Michael was surprised to see someone in Sandy’s office.

 Sandy stood up quickly. "Yes Michael?"

 "I didn’t mean to interrupt you Sandy. But I need $50.00 in petty cash right away. I’ll be gone for a couple of hours."

 "Yes." She reached into the bottom drawer of her desk, pulling out the petty cash box. Taking the key from her keychain, she opened it, pulled out two twenties and a ten, and handed them to Michael along with the receipt for him to sign. She was responsible for the petty cash, though she didn’t consider it petty cash. When it was fully replenished, it had $1,000 in it, a half year salary to her. "I’m sorry for being so rude. Michael, this is Thomas." She added. "My boyfriend."

 Michael shook his hand. "Glad to meet you." He took the money quickly, signing the receipt. "I have to rush off. I have lunch with an important client." He turned as he walked off. "I forgot. I hope I’m not interrupting your lunch plans with Thomas but I need for you to go to Frederick’s office and get the samples of the new products. They need to be packed up and ready for the courier to pick them up in an hour. I promised that you would have them ready. He has a new customer that is dying for the new product line but they need samples right away before they’ll give him an order. Production is ready to go, just waiting for the order." He left the office without even waiting for an answer, knowing that Sandy would take care of it with her usual model of efficiency.

 "Can it wait until I get home Thomas?" She hated confrontations, especially at work, her sanctuary from Thomas. She needed to hurry, the courier was due in less than an hour.

 "Oh yes. I was just going to take you to lunch. But we can do it another day. Hurry, you don’t want to miss your deadline. I’ll let myself out and see you tonight." He watched as she closed the box, locked it, put it back into the desk and drops her keys into her purse.

 "Thanks." She gave him a peck on the cheek and left the room, rushing to Frederick’s office at the far end of the hall. She found the samples, more than she thought. She grabbed them and rushed over to shipping, found boxes for them, placing them neatly inside and sealing them. It took her half an hour before she finished, and returned to her office. She sat down and ate a sandwich at her desk, the courier arriving only five minutes later.

 Thomas waited until she left and slipped her keys out of her purse. He opened the drawer, slipping the petty cash box out quietly. He looked at the large wad of bills, and counted out $500.00 in large bills, leaving a large wad of smaller bills. With any luck, it would be a while before anyone found out they were missing $500.00. He stuffed them into his pocket, wiped off the box, slipped it into drawer, secured it and dropped her keys back into her purse. He wiped off the keys and drawers before he left, whistling as he walked out the building. Sandy was honest as the day is long, and no one would blame her for stealing the money. And he would be long gone by then.

 * * * *

 "Get packed, we’re leaving for California. Now!" Thomas was out of breath. They needed to get out before Sandy came home.

 "We don’t have the money." Pauline could see the excitement in his eyes. Did he get the money?

 He flashed the roll of bills. "$500.00." He could see the smile on her face, her arms circling his neck and kissing him passionately. He broke off the kiss. "We’ll have time for that later. We have to leave before Sandy gets home. I don’t want to do a big tearful thing with her."

 "I can be ready in ten minutes." She didn’t even want to know where the money came from though she suspected it had something to do with Sandy. "Meet me next to the car." She raced around the apartment, throwing her sparse possessions into her ragged suitcases. She lugged them down the stairs, puffing and saw Thomas already throwing his things in the trunk.

 Thomas threw her suitcases in the trunk, opened the door for Pauline, a flash of naked thigh already making his cock hard. He got into the driver’s seat, turned the car over and pulled out of the lot, heading quickly for the Interstate highway.

 Pauline reached over, seeing his cock jutting out his pants, stroking it. "I’ll take care of this tonight," she whispered sexily into his ear. "I’ll take real good care of it for you." She was finally going to get to Hollywood, sure that her future was taking a turn for the better. It would only be a matter of time before she was a movie star. Or better, one of the new television stars. Maybe even a part on Bonanza.

 * * * *

 Sandy realized something was wrong as soon as she entered the apartment. It seemed too quiet. Then she saw it, the neat white envelope parked up on the picture of Thomas and her, the neat block letters spelling out "Sandy" in Thomas’s writing. She ripped it open, read the contents slowly, tears already forming in her eyes as she did. Even thought their relationship had been on the way out, this was so final. And to be dumped by him made it so much worse. She lay on the bed and cried herself to sleep. When morning came, she showered and dressed for work, their romance behind her now. She had more important things to consider. She didn’t have enough money for rent which was due in five days. She needed another $20.00 even if she didn’t spend a dime until then. And her landlord was less than forgiving, wanting his rent or eviction would happen within three days.

 She quickly got to work, wanting to catch Fern before work started. She found her in the break room, sipping a hot cup of coffee, never understanding how she could look so beautiful, so early in the morning. "Morning Fern," sitting down across from the table.

 "What’s the matter?"

 "Why do you think something is the matter?" Sandy shot back quickly.

 "Your eyes are red as if you were crying and you’re here too early. Did you boyfriend dump you?"

 Did she look that bad?"Yes. But that’s not my problem. Or at least now it isn’t. Rent’s due in five days and I’m short $20.00."

 "Sorry, I can’t help you," Fern shot back quickly. "I barely have enough myself."

 "No. No, that’s not what I was asking. Did you ever do any modeling here? For their lingerie line?" Sandy never even stripped naked in front of Thomas and was not at all sure how she would be able to prance around a stage in her underwear. But she needed the money.

 Fern looked at her. She looked so much like a prude, how would she be able to model lingerie? "No, but I always wanted to. Just didn’t have the nerve yet." She looked at Sandy, seeing the desperation in her eyes. "You need the money that bad?"

 Sandy lowered her head. "Yes. That bad."

 "Well, I’ll tell you what. If you want to model, I’ll do it with you. I heard that they are having a show tomorrow night. From what I understand, they pay $20.00 for the night." She saw Sandy’s eyes begin to light up. "Are you sure you can do it?" Fern didn’t want to be stuck doing it alone, although the thought of standing on a stage in her lingerie in front of a room full of men did excite her. Especially if Michael was there. She had noticed subtle hints from him in the last month, more flirtatious than anything else. Maybe if she modeled half naked he would finally get around to bedding her, Fern was more than willing to sleep with the boss to get ahead.

 Sandy needed the money that bad, willing to do anything, well almost anything to get it. And maybe it would spice up her life, get her mind off Thomas dumping her. She just wasn’t sure how she would be able to do it in front of Michael and face him the next day at work. Would he see her in a new light, imaging her half naked as he dictated letters to her? "Yes. I need the money. And I won’t let you down."

 "Okay. I’ll talk to Frederick. He is the one that arranges them. You’ll have to be here at eight tomorrow night. Not much use going home, how about both of us having a quick dinner after work? Maybe a drink to take the edge off."

 The rest of the day passed rather quickly, the anticipation of tomorrow weighing heavily on Sandy’s mind.

 * * * *

 The next day Michael almost looked at her funny and Sandy was sure that he knew about her plans to model. She finally mentioned it at the end of the day. "Do you know that I’m going to model for the show tonight?"

 "Yes, Frederick told me. I emcee the show so I’ll be there. Don’t worry, it won’t change our working arrangement, though I’m sure I’ll see you in a new light," he laughed.

 Sandy turned red in humiliation, his eyes seemed to be burning through her clothes as if he could see her naked already. "I’m really nervous," she blurted out.

 "You’ll do fine Sandy. As far as I can tell, you have a beautiful body beneath all those clothes. You will make our lingerie proud." He saw her cringe at his comment. He couldn’t wait to see her half naked body. Maybe he should make a play for Sandy instead of Fern, wanting one of them for his bed.

 She couldn’t say anything, picking up her steno pad and leaving with only a curt goodnight. She met Fern in the parking lot, both of them hopping into her car. Fern took them to a small restaurant not far from the company, a small booth, some Italian food and a bottle of wine made her feel easier already. They paid the check, Sandy feeling a bit lightheaded, making it easier to go back.

 Sandy looked at the clothes left at the dressing table. Fern and two other girls from the factory floor were getting ready for the show. There were a number of pairs of bra and panties, along with garter belts and stockings, most of them dainty and revealing, much more glamorous than she had ever worn. She held up the bras, inspecting them, noticing the deep cleavage between the cups. The panties were cut low, so Sandy would have to suck in her stomach. Even the shoes, three inch high heels were higher than she had ever worn before, not even sure how she would be able to walk on them. She looked over at Fern for some support, but Fern was so wrapped up in this, delighting at the clothes she was being asked to model.

 "Ten minutes ladies. Julie, show Fern and Sandy what they need to do. I want this to be a good show tonight. We have some important buyers. If you girls are good, there’ll be good orders tomorrow."

 Sandy grabbed the first pair of lingerie and slipped into one of the changing booths, a small closet with a curtain pulled across the front. The other two girls didn’t even bother, quickly stripping naked in front of the mirrors while they slipped into the lingerie. Sandy’s heart was racing a mile a minute as she took off her clothes. She placed her plain white underwear aside, her naked reflection shooting back at her from the full length mirror next to her. She didn’t look half bad. Her breasts were still firm, no sag to them. She always loved her nipples and areolas, large dark circles almost the size of silver dollars, her pink nipples like a bull’s-eye in the center of a target. She never ate much so she was slim, with full hips. Even her ass was firm, not sagging like other girls. She never had much of an appetite so a little exercise went a long way. She slipped into the silky panties, pulled them up, and almost tore them when she tried to pull them to her waist. They were cut so low that her mound was just barely covered. Luckily she didn’t have a hairy bush. She looked into the mirror, her pert cheeks tightly encased in the material. She almost thought she could see her crack, but sure it was her imagination. The bra was next, slipping into it. She felt her nipples get unexpectedly hard as the silky material slid over them. She snapped it shut in the back, and looked in the mirror.God, you could almost see all of her breasts, the deep cleavage pushing up her breasts so brazenly, pushing them together almost as if she was offering them out to the men that would be in the audience. She put on the garter belt, a lacey black garment that seemed to draw attention to her sex. She sat down, slipped into the nylons, slowly rolling them up her long legs, snapping them to the garter belt. She slipped into the high heels and tried to stand up and balance on them.

 Sandy faced the mirror. She couldn’t believe the image that shot back at her. It was almost as if it weren’t her. She blinked her eyes in the mirror to make sure it was her. Her breasts looked so much bigger, pushed up and together by the black lacey bra. The panties clung to her body, her mound even pressing against the silky panties, afraid if she got excited her panties would reflect her wetness. Her legs looked even taller, the black nylons with the crease up the back seemed to draw eyes to her ass. Her legs shook for a second while she tried to get used to standing on the high stilts. Her legs were drawn taut as she got used to the heels.

 "Two minutes. Hurry Sandy," Fern yelled out to her. She liked the lingerie they had given her. The bra was so thin that her hard nipples poked through, Fern teasing them erect before she put it on. The panties were equally transparent, glad she shaved her bush over a year ago, her slit clearly visible. Fern was getting so wet at the thought of the men drooling over her body as she teased. She was perched atop a pair of stiletto heels that shaped her legs, white nylons firmly encasing her legs up to her naked thighs, the garter belt teasing them with a patch of naked skin.

 Sandy almost burst out of the changing room, the other girls looking at her as she did. "Ready," was all she could blurt out, looking down, not wanting to see their reaction.

 "Lookin’ good Sandy!" Fern was almost surprised at how good she looked. She always thought that she had a nice body beneath her plain clothes, but this even surprised her.

 "Outside girls. We’re ready." Frederick yelled in to them, the show already starting, Michael onstage already priming the buyers.

 Luckily Sandy was not the first one out. The two girls that had done it before were followed by Fern while Sandy stood in the wings waiting her turn. Michael introduced her and she strode out onto the stage or more correctly she stumbled out, the high heels difficult to stand up on. She looked into the audience, over twenty middle age men ogling her half naked body as she strutted, turning as she saw Fern do, her firm ass almost wagging at the audience. She kept breathing deeply, unconcerned at how her breasts were heaving up and down, more concerned with not falling down on her face. She couldn’t believe she was doing this, standing half naked in front of these men, one foot out in front of the other while she pushed her chest out brazenly. She slipped to the other side of the stage, following the girls to change into the next outfit.

 The next hour passed quickly, having to change into four different outfits, each one seemed to be more revealing and she noticed the way Fern’s nipples seemed to burst out of her bra. Each time it got a bit easier, but she still felt the shame of parading her half naked body in front of the men. It was finally over, and the girls rushed into the dressing room.

 Michael was waiting for them when they came back in. "Great job girls." He walked over to Fern and Sandy, his eyes scanning Sandy’s half naked body. "You did great Sandy."

 She felt so odd to be standing in front of him half naked, as if it was so immoral. His eyes seemed to be devouring her, staring down at her up turned breasts. She blushed when he caught her looking down to his crotch, noticing the bulge in his pants. She could feel the dampness between her legs. "TTTThank you," she stammered.

 "Well I have customers to take orders from. See you tomorrow." He walked out the door.

 Sandy was a lot more relaxed, especially with the $25.00 in her purse. Frederick had even given each of the girls an extra $5.00, because the buyers really liked the show and Michael took a substantial number of orders. She went home and it suddenly hit her again that she was alone, with the room so quiet. She lay down on her bed, naked, something that she normally didn’t do. She spread her legs and began to masturbate, her image of her half naked body strutting across the stage as Michael watched her, his cock hard, wanting her. She came when she imagined the men circling around her, one of them loosening up her bra until it fell down on the floor, hands running casually over her naked breasts, fingers pinching her nipples into hardness. Other hands slid her panties down, hands between her thighs forcing her legs apart, Sandy shocked to feel the wet tongue running up the inside of her thighs, as unseen hands touched her in places she never allowed before. She clenched her thighs tightly together, trapping her two fingers inside her wet pussy when she came, imaging the feeling as a wet tongue lashed up and down her slit. She had no trouble sleeping, her body exhausted from the bizarre events of tonight.

 Michael didn’t make mention of the show, though his eyes seemed to roam over her body as if he was mentally raping her. That wasn’t so bad, what bothered Sandy the most was that she seemed to enjoy the way he looked at her.




 CHAPTER 3

 Caught

 "Are you sure?" Michael was puzzled, not believing it was true.

 "I checked it twice." Bill had been Michael’s Controller for over five years and was the most honest man he knew. "She was there when I counted it and confirmed it. She’s outside, though she is upset, she’s been crying for about half an hour now.

 "Send her home and tell her to come back tomorrow at four. I’ll need some time to talk with Frederick and see what we want to do." Michael wasn’t sure what to do with Sandy or how it even happened.

 Bill walked out, he heard him talking to Sandy, heard her sobbing. It was soon quiet and Bill walked back in.

 "She was really upset as if she really didn’t know what happened. It was a bit more than $500.00. She doesn’t look like the type of girl that would do it, but she does need money. Fern said that her boyfriend left her and she was so hard up for money that she did the show last month. I don’t know whether to believe her or not. What are you going to do?"

 "I don’t know Bill. I’m as puzzled as you are. We’ll see if Frederick has any more insight. When you go back to your office, could you tell him what happened and have him stop in to discuss it when he has a chance?

 Sandy sobbed all the way home. Fern tried to soothe her before she left, but Sandy was too embarrassed to stick around.How could it have happened? She went into her apartment, laid down on the bed, sobbing, too upset to do anything.What was going to happen to her? Would they call the police? Bill hinted that they might. Thomas was gone, her job was in jeopardy, even a chance at jail, all hanging around her neck like a heavy noose. She had to get out of this no matter what she had to do. She would beg Michael for her job.

 * * * *

 "It’s five hundred dollars. That’s a lot of money. Do you think she is worth it?" Michael was taken back a bit by Frederick’s solution, but the more he thought about it, the more it made sense. Sandy was an excellent secretary, the best one he ever had. He would hate to lose her. And he was still not sure she did it, though he was not sure who did.

 "Why not? She took advantage of us. It’s only fair that we take advantage of her. What is she going to do, refuse the offer? Have Sheriff Dawson sitting in the lobby when she comes in. Offer him a little something for his participation. You know what he likes. And its not that you aren’t tempted by her. I’ve seen the way you look at her. I think she’d be a hot little number once she gets rid of her inhibitions and what better way than this. And I can use a model for my new line. It’s not like any of the other girls would wear them".

 * * * *

 Sandy noticed the police car as soon as she drove up, and worried even more when she saw the Sheriff sitting in the lobby, a sober look on his face, looking Sandy up and down as she walked over to the counter. At least a friendly face was also there, Fern smiling at her.

 "Michael said to go in. Be careful Sandy," Fern whispered. "He called the Sheriff and told him to stand by. Just do what you have to do, anything is better than jail. Good luck," giving Sandy a smile of encouragement.

 "Thanks," her high hopes seemed to be fading already. She walked down the hall as if it were her last. She knocked on the door and entered. Michael looked up as she came in.

 "Sit down Sandy." He motioned her to the chair in front of his desk, the chair she usually sat in to take his dictation.

 "Thank you Sir." Michael made no mention of correcting her on calling him Sir.

 "Let’s get to the point Sandy. Did you take the $500.00 from the petty cash?" He waited, seeing her eyes already beginning to tear up.

 "No Sir." She waited, afraid to say anything else.

 "Then can you tell me how it is missing when you have the only key?"

 She took a deep breath. "No sir. I always locked it after I used it. I’m not even sure when it became missing. There is always a large wad of bills. I don’t count it in between times I take money out.

 "I’ve discussed this with Frederick. We can’t allow you to go free when $500.00 is missing. I’m sure you noticed the Sheriff in the lobby. We intend to prosecute this to the full extent of the law. It would set a bad precedent in the company if we let you go. Other employees would think we were a soft touch and begin stealing." His voice was very demanding and matter of fact. He waited to see her reaction.

 A stray tear fell down her face. She had no one to fall back on. If she was arrested, she would probably spend some time in jail. She heard that she could get at least a year in jail. Even when she was released, her life would be over.Who would want to hire someone that was caught stealing money? It was now or ever. "I’ll do anything Sir. Please don’t fire me and have me arrested." She begged him with her most pitiful face.

 "Even if I don’t have you arrested, you would still have to be punished. And then there is the restitution for the missing $500.00. That’s almost 1/3 of your yearly pay. How could you ever pay that amount back?"

 "You could punish me Sir," she blurted out, not even sure what she was saying. Anything was better than jail. "I’ll work overtime, model for you, anything to pay the money back."

 "Anything?"

 She saw a glint in his eye. "Yes Sir," she quickly shot back.

 "Are you sure you are willing to do anything?"

 She began to worry, not sure what he meant by anything. At least he was considering it. "Anything." She said it, now she would have to live with her decision.

 "Frederick had a suggestion. We have a new line of lingerie coming out called Fredericks of Hollywood. It is very risqué, leaving nothing to the imagination. We do need a model for it. I don’t think the other girls would be willing to model them." He waited to see her reaction.

 "Risqué?"

 "It’s the most daring. Morals are changing, sexual liberation is taking over the country. We plan to be at the forefront. The bras have holes, allowing for the nipples to pop out. The panties are crotchless. When the wearer spreads her legs all of her charms will be revealed. You would have to model lingerie like that." He waited for her response. If she agreed to that, then he would breach the rest of the agreement.

 He was suggesting that she pose almost naked, in front of strange men. She waited, contemplating his suggestion.

 "The Sheriff is outside if you should decide not to go along," hurrying her decision.

 She gulped. "Yes Sir. I would do that for you." She was glad it was over. It would be tough to do what he wanted, but the thought of jail was much worse. She almost smiled.

 "And then there is the punishment." He hesitated.

 Her smile went away quickly. There was more. "Punishment?"

 "You don’t think that you could steal and not be punished?"

 She hung her head down. "No Sir."What did he have in mind? Would she have to spend time in jail? "Don’t send me to jail Sir."

 "I think we can avoid that if you are willing to cooperate Sandy. Cooperate and let Frederick and I punish you in any manner we see fit." His cock hardened at the thought of Sandy being punished by him or the both of them.

 Sandy began to get scared now. His voice was menacing. "How are you going to punish me Sir?" She was afraid of the answer.

 "I’ve discussed this with Frederick and we think a period of six months is sufficient."

 "Six months. Six months of what?"

 "You would have to be available to us sexually for six months."

 It hit her like a locomotive. "Sexually?" Already she had agreed to model almost in the nude. Now they wanted her sexually. She was startled, never even contemplating such a thing.

 "I’m not sure they would treat you much better in jail. I’ve heard horror stories about what happens to pretty girls like you in jail. And it’s not just the men jailers, it’s also the other women prisoners." He let it sink into her mind.

 She was afraid to ask. "What would you do?"

 "Anything we desire. You would have to submit to all of our desires. You would have no chance to protest anything we wanted to do or it would be off to jail." Michael’s cock jerked in anticipation, the though of Sandy performing whatever perversion he desired making his heart race.

 The thought of Michael in bed had always excited her; often her masturbatory fantasies involved him. But it was just plain vanilla sex, Sandy even uncomfortable with that. What if he wanted her to perform some nasty perverted task? Like oral sex.Would she be able to do it? And what about Frederick? He wasn’t as handsome as Michael, and she had never even considered sex with him.Could she actually have sex with someone just for the sake of sex? Would that mean she was a whore? She saw Michael waiting for an answer, her mind racing quickly through all of her options. She saw no way out of the predicament, six months as a sex slave her only option.Sex slave ! It suddenly dawned on her what she was getting herself into. From a girl that could barely bring herself to normal sex to a sex slave in minutes. "YES!" She blurted it out, not giving herself time to change her mind.

 Michael looked at her in a new light, his mind conjuring up all the things that he would do to her. And that Frederick would do. The image of both of them taking her at once jumped into his brain, his cock jumping at the thoughts racing through his mind. "A very smart decision Sandy. It is almost the end of the day. Why don’t you get some work done for about half an hour until everyone is gone? Then I want you back in my office to begin your retribution."

 It suddenly became real. She didn’t imagine it would start so soon, her mind putting the decision into the back of her head to deal with at a later date. Michael and Frederick would begin immediately, in less than an hour. She got up without saying anything, and went to her desk. Fern came into her office within a couple of minutes.

 "Is everything okay? The Sheriff left and you are still here." Fern was puzzled, but Sandy seemed to still have her job.

 "Can you keep a secret? A big one." She had to tell someone, speaking it aloud would make it better.

 "Of course. After all, we were half naked together on a stage with a bunch of old men ogling us." She tried to make light of it, hoping to make Sandy’s difficult time easier.

 "I have to pay the money back by modeling their risqué lingerie."

 "I’ve heard about it, crotchless panties, naked nipples. Are you sure you can do it?" She knew she had a hard enough time with the regular lingerie; these would leave nothing to the imagination. Fern wasn’t even sure if she could go through with such a thing.

 "It wasn’t much of a choice on my part with the Sheriff waiting outside for me. But there is more. Much more." Sandy was so ashamed to even speak it, but she had to hear it aloud.

 "Tell me," Fern listening intently.What else could they make her do?

 "I will become Michael’s and Frederick’s sex slave for six months." She stated it so matter of fact, as if it was going to happen to someone else, the words so jarring to her mind.

 "Sex Slave!" Fern couldn’t believe what she said.

 "Yes. I have to do anything they want for six months. Anything sexually they desire." It sounded so perverse when she said it aloud, yet she also began to feel a stirring in her loins that she never felt before. Maybe a bit like when she was modeling the lingerie, the feeling that she had no control over her own body and had to submit to the men in the audience, prancing half naked for their pleasure. Now it would be a private audience of Michael and Frederick and they would use her body in the most perverse manner and Sandy would have to submit to their violation.

 God, Fern almost wished she could take Sandy’s place, the thought of Michael using her for his own pleasure making her wet, aroused at the thought of being taken so ruthlessly for his own pleasure. And Frederick, both of them taking her with their hard cocks. Yet she felt she should feel sorry for Sandy, her uptight values about sex would make it difficult for her. "I’m sure it was the only way Sandy." She put her arms around her and hugged her, hoping to comfort her. "Don’t fight it Sandy and you might find that it isn’t so bad after all."

 "Thanks Fern. You’re a good friend. I’ll be okay. See you tomorrow."

 "Are you going to be okay tonight? We could have a drink after work if you want to talk about it."

 "I can’t. Michael and Frederick are expecting me after work to begin." She added. "To begin my new life as their sex slave."

 Fern was almost envious, not having a date in a couple of weeks, not having sex in over a month. Now with Sandy being Michael’s sex slave, her chances of Michael taking her to bed vanished. Maybe she should steal the petty cash!

 Fern left, leaving Sandy alone. She heard Michael’s door opening and closing, sure that Frederick had shown up. She cleaned her desk, putting small things away, anything to stall the inevitable. She finally got up and walked to Michael’s door, slowly turning the handle as if she were a death row inmate on her final march down the hall.

 Frederick and Michael were staring at the door when she entered, eagerly awaiting her arrival. Frederick was not surprised by Sandy’s acceptance, even though Michael had his doubts. Michael smiled at her when she came in, hoping to put her at ease.

 Sandy looked at Frederick, the more flamboyant of the two. He oversees design and advertising, while Michael takes care of the business side of manufacturing and accounting, but Frederick was the creative side of the business. She was a little shocked at the new line of lingerie, especially when she would have to model them. Fredericks of Hollywood sounded a bit fake when they were in fact made in New Jersey. Frederick was a couple of inches shorter than Michael, not as handsome, though he wasn’t ugly by any account. His hair was slightly receding, with a hint of a bald spot already beginning to show. A pair of black glasses further tarnished his image. He would be the one in high school that was the book worm, not the most popular guy with the girls. That would have been Michael.

 "Come in Sandy." Michael and Frederick sat on the couch in his office, a large leather couch that sat up against her wall. They pulled the table out of the way, giving room for Sandy to stand in front of them. "Over here, in front of us." Michael’s voice was more demanding than he was during the day, needing to set the mood right away that they were in charge and Sandy had no option but to submit.

 She walked over to them, self conscious of the way her body moved, knowing they were following her with their eyes. She felt as if her breasts were bouncing more than usual and she couldn’t control the swing of her butt as she walked. She finally made it in front of them, standing, waiting for their first command.

 "You’re very lovely Sandy." Frederick complimented her, his hand reaching down to straighten out his cock, his pants constraining it as it drew hard at the thought of Sandy naked in front of him. "A very lovely body."

 At first it sounded like a compliment, and then more of an expectation of what was to come. "Thank you Frederick."

 "Sir, it will be Sir, after work Sandy. During the day you may call us by our first name, but when you are in one of the private sessions, you will address us as Sir or Master."

 "Yes Sir." It sounded so ominous now, not a sign of respect but of control.

 "I think we can start with you showing us that lovely body of yours. Naked." He waited, seeing the look of resignation on her face as it finally dawned on her the reality of the situation. This would be the ultimate test. To strip naked for them. If she performed this, the rest would come naturally. "Now do it slowly. Tease us with what you have to offer." Michael sat back in the couch, waiting for Sandy to perform.

 This was it, the time where she would have to ultimately decide her future fate. She had said yes before, but now they wanted action. And the act they wanted was for her to strip naked for them, a task she didn’t even perform for Thomas after years of living with him. And they wanted her to do this slowly and sexily, teasing them as she revealed her most intimate body. She was sure that this was only the beginning, sure that they would want her to perform sexually for them before the night was over. She didn’t want to fathom the depths of depravity that she would be forced to perform.

 Her hands went up to the row of buttons of her white blouse, averting their eyes as she fumbled with the first button, finally feeling it pull loose, her blouse opening slightly. Her trembling fingers moved down, a shiver running through her as her fingernail traced lightly over her chest, grasping the next button, disappointed when it sprang open so easily. She felt the blouse begin to spread open, more of her chest revealed, her white lacey bra poking out between the parted blouse.

 "Arch your back Sandy. You have very lovely breasts. Be proud of them. Stick them out for us." Frederick’s voice broke the silence of her ragged breathing.

 She obeyed, feeling the blouse strain, pushing against her breasts as she moved her hands down to the next button, the strain on it making it pop free with very little effort on her part. It was down to her bra, her hand moving down to the next button, quickly opening it, pulling her blouse out of her skirt to get the final button. She unbuttoned it, her hands frozen on the two halves of her blouse, holding them together, anything to prolong the inevitable. Even though she had already posed in the show in her bra and panties, this was so much different. She would have to strip down to her naked skin sure they would make her pose for them, the thoughts of how obscene the positions they might force her in rushing into her brain. She saw their look and knew she could no longer evade the inevitable. She let the blouse slip from her shoulders, her hands in front of her breasts still trying to protect them from their searching eyes. She then threw it onto the table near her and stood trembling before them, her hands crossed in front of her breasts. She put her head down, not wanting to see their looks as her hands hung uselessly by her side, her back arched for them, feeling their eyes burning her skin.

 "Bend over and hold your head up. Let’s see those lovely tits." This time it was Michael ordering her.

 She was forced to look at them, staring at Michael with her pleading eyes as she bent over, feeling her pendulous breasts hanging down, feeling the cheap bra struggle to hold them in. She held her head up high, seeing their eyes staring down at her breasts.

 "Very lovely tits Sandy. Stand up straight again and take off your bra. We’ll have to make sure you are supplied with a good sample of our more risqué lingerie. Some things to tease our eyes." Frederick knew the salesman would love seeing Sandy modeling the Frederick’s of Hollywood line.

 She stood up straight, her back arched, her hands trembling as she reached back to unsnap the catch on her bra. She felt it suddenly release, her breasts breaking free of the tight constraints. Her hand reached the front of her bra, one hand holding it between her twin breasts, the other hand slowly pushing the bra straps off of her shoulder, one shoulder at a time, letting it slip down, her arm pulled out, her other hand clutching the tiny garment to hide her breasts until the last minute. She stood in front of them waiting.

 "Now Sandy. Take off your bra and arch your back. Thrust up those lovely tits for us to see." Frederick was more impatient, wanting to see them, wanting more to play with them.

 She closed her eyes, letting the bra slip to the floor, feeling the material slide over her nipples, teasing them into hardness, her back arching her breasts up almost obscenely. She felt the cool air hit her breasts, feeling goose bumps appearing on her flesh, her nipples so hard they almost ached. She felt a sudden rush of wetness between her legs, clamping her thighs tightly together, not understanding her own body, ashamed that she was becoming aroused at performing a strip tease, blackmailed into giving her body to them for six months.

 They both ogled her naked breasts, large pendulous breasts with dark brown areolas, almost black, the size of silver dollars. Her pink nipples stuck out as if beckoning them to touch them, to suck them into their mouths, thick, long targets in a sea of firm, naked breast flesh. Her skin was an alabaster white, contrasting sharply with her areolas. "Rub your fingers over your nipples Sandy. Show us how hard you can get them. Just as you would do when you masturbate alone in your bedroom."

 It was getting worse, they wanted her to play with her own body, to do things that she did only in the privacy of her own bedroom, not for them to watch her most intimate moments.What else would they require of her?She was afraid when she would have to bare her sex to them. Would they require her to masturbate for them, forced to cum in front of them?

 She shuddered when her fingers touched her nipples, almost as if they were Michael’s fingers, touching her with an electric touch made them ache. She began to squeeze them as she did when she was alone, tightening the grip on the rubbery tips until they hurt, her mouth grimacing as the pain shot to her loins. But it wasn’t pain, but the tingling that reached her sex, Sandy learning a long time ago that a bit of pain turned to pleasure, though she tried to mask her true feelings, not believing that she could be aroused by such things. She tugged them, feeling them stretching, twisting them as she did, her back arched up higher as if it were Michael’s hands on her breasts ruthlessly tugging them. Her hand gripped her breasts, squeezing them tightly, feeling the hard nipples in her palms. She squeezed and twisted her nipples again, a deep moan from her lips as her legs shook, barely able to hold her up. Michael’s voice brought her back to reality, quickly realizing that she was not alone, they were watching her vulgar display. Her hands went to her sides as if she were a little girl caught by her Mother masturbating for the first time, her face turning red in shame.

 "I think we might have found a secret desire in Sandy. We’ll soon find out, but first we must have you naked. Slowly lift your skirt until it is above your waist. Give us a glimpse of that lovely pussy, nestled beneath your cotton panties."

 Her hands went to the bottom of her skirt and slowly raised it up, feeling the material rubbing along her leg as it rose up, higher, now above the tops of her nylons, glad she wore a pretty garter belt today, not sure why she did. She didn’t stop until it was high above her waist, feeling ashamed as she realized that they would be able to see that her panties were wet.

 "Spread your legs Sandy." Michael’s voice rang out in the room.

 Her feet shuffled apart, slowly feeling the cool air in the air-conditioned room blowing on her tender insides.

 "More Sandy. I want to see your panties tightening up on your mound. Tease us with what lays beneath the plain white panties."

 Her legs moved wider, feeling shame as she felt her sex getting wetter the more she stripped for them.What would happen when she was naked? Would they be able to see her sex glistening with her juices?

 "Very lovely Sandy. Look at how her slit is revealed by her tight panties. And is that a wet spot on your lovely panties? Are you juicing for us Sandy?" They watched as her face turned red in shame. Michael stood up and walked over to Sandy, seeing her eye him as he approached.

 She got scared when she saw what was in his hand, a long knife, the edge glistening in the light. "What’s that for?" Her voice trembled as she spoke.

 "I like you in that lovely garter belt and nylons. So I’m going to cut off your panties. Now hold real still, I wouldn’t want to cut you." He moved the knife close to her, seeing her eyes watching so intently. But he didn’t move the knife to her panties. He let it slide along her side, seeing her hold still as the sharp point traced a line up her side. He moved the knife to her breast, the look in her eyes priceless as he let the tip move to her nipple, pricking it gently; almost lifting her nipple up by the tip of the knife, knowing it was piercing her skin.

 She didn’t move, not even when it moved up her side. She shook as it moved to her breast, her breathing halted as she watched the knife dig painfully into her sensitive nipple, biting her lip as she struggled to stay still. She could feel a sharp pain as it pushed into her nipple, a shiver running through her body. But it wasn’t pain, it was pleasure that rippled through her body. She looked down, seeing her nipple twice the size, a dark red, a tiny drop of blood running out from the small nick the knife had put into her flesh. Michael seemed to be smiling at her.

 Michael moved the knife down to the edge of her panties, slicing through the material with a quick swish. He moved around her, his hand on her waist, her body trembling at his touch, the other side of her panties quickly shredded. He pulled the panties down, watching them fall to the floor. He stood back to admire her naked body.

 She looked down, her body naked, her garter belt and nylons doing more to draw attention to her naked body than if she was completely naked. Michael still stood by, the knife in his hand. She could feel her juices running down the inside of her thigh, ashamed at her body’s betrayal. She sucked in her gut when the knife touched her just below her belly button, slowly sliding down it pushed into her bush, the thick dark hair highlighted by her white skin.

 "Maybe I should shave that." He let the knife push into her abundant bush, grasping tiny hairs, yanking them out painfully as he twisted the handle of the knife.

 She stood as still as she could, suffering the sharp bite as Michael plucked errant hairs from her bush. She was afraid he would knick her with the knife, especially so close to her slit. And her clit. "Please don’t." Her eyes pleaded with him.

 "Maybe if you show us your pussy. Spread your lips open with your fingers so we can see your pretty pink pussy. Would you like to do that Sandy?"

 She had to get him to stop running the knife over her body. It would only be a matter of time before he cut her, accidentally or on purpose, not a big difference between them. "YYYYes!" She stammered, her fingers moving over to the lips of her mound, finding her lips wet, barely able to grip them. She slowly spread them open, peeling apart her puffy lips, feeling the cool air rush over her super-heated pussy. Another rush of juices running down her thigh told them how much she was enjoying the humiliation, Sandy ashamed at her own behavior.

 "Wider. Pull them until they ache. I want to be able to see inside you." Michael nodded to Frederick, seeing him sit up on the couch, wanting to get a better look at her intimate hole.

 She tugged them, her fingers hurting as she pinched her lips, the slick flesh hard to hold. She yanked them wider, feeling them stretch, feeling her vagina begin to open at the obscene spread. She shifted her legs wider, realizing she was exposing more of her intimate body to their leering eyes, but she tried to relieve some of the ache in her loins.

 "Now your clit Sandy. Show us your pleasure button." It was Frederick’s voice, sitting up closer to her.

 She moved one hand up the slit, sliding effortlessly over her wet pussy until she came to her clit. Two fingers pushed back the clit hood, her clit squeezed tightly between her fingers. She could feel the blood rush to the end of it, looking down, surprised at how large and swollen it was.How could the humiliation they were putting her through excite her so much? Was she a whore for being aroused? God, it felt so good, trapped between her fingers. She squeezed it tighter, fighting the urge to let her fingers rub it, the urge to have an orgasm increasing. She almost wished they would force her to masturbate in front of them. Anything to cum.

 "Such a lovely pussy Sandy. And so wet. It looks like you want to cum so bad," Michael laughing. "You have such a lovely ass. Turn around and let’s see it better." He knew she wanted to cum, but not yet. He had so much more for her to do first and it would be easier to make her do them while highly aroused.

 She turned her back to them, spreading her legs apart, knowing that they would require it of her. She didn’t expect the next request.

 "Bend over and spread your cheeks for us. Show us all of your charms. Especially that lovely little asshole. I bet it’s a tiny little pink hole."

 She turned to them. "No! I can’t do that!"

 "Nonsense Sandy. You’ll be surprised what you can do to stay out of losing a job and going to jail. Now turn around again and do as you were ordered." Frederick’s voice was more demanding.

 She turned back around, bending over, her body bent in two. She slowly let her hands reach behind her until she could grasp her cheeks, her fingers digging into the tight flesh.

 "Now!" It was Michael’s voice now.

 She felt the humiliation as the cool air blew on her exposed anus, feeling the uncontrollable clenching of her muscles as she pulled her cheeks apart, her anus stretching. She was sure they could see inside her.

 "Wider Sandy."

 She pulled until it ached, her tiny hole burning as her fingers sat so close to her anus. She had never even touched herself there, never even considering that it was a sexual place. But Michael and Frederick didn’t seem to have the same idea and that was what scared her the most.What would they do to her? To her backside.

 "Just as I expected. So tiny. Have you ever been sodomized Sandy?"

 "Sodomized?"

 "Yes. Have you ever let a boyfriend stick his cock up your asshole and fuck it?" Michael was sure he knew the answer, but he wanted Sandy to say it.

 "NO! NEVER!" She couldn’t even fathom such a thing.Why would any boy want to put his cock up her ass when he could put it in her pussy? The place God meant it to go. Only gays took it in their backsides, because they didn’t have a pussy.

 "You’d be surprised Sandy. It’s a very delightful fuck. The muscles have a tendency to tighten uncontrollably, a highly arousing feeling on a hard cock. Almost like a tight glove that squeezes. You may turn around now Sandy."

 She was relieved, wanting them to forget all the talk about her backside. She just wasn’t sure what they would want from her now.Would they fuck her? The couch was big enough, sure that she would have to take both of them, never having made love more than once at a time, most boys she went out with, including Thomas couldn’t get it up more than once. Or didn’t want to.

 Michael moved next to her again, his hands on her shoulders. "It’s time for you to take care of us Sandy." He pushed down on her shoulders, the look on Sandy’s face priceless as she figured out what would be required of her.

 She didn’t understand at first, then it hit her like a ton of bricks, Michael’s hands pushed down hard on her naked shoulders, forcing Sandy down onto her knees. It was when she came face to face with the front of his pants that she realized what they wanted her to do. "I can’t do that," she pleaded. "I’ve never done it before." Maybe if they knew she didn’t know how to do it they would let her use her hand. She reached out with her hand and touched the bulge that pushed out the front of his pants. "Let me do it with my hand." She squeezed his cock, surprised that it was so big and hard. Much bigger than Thomas. She could barely circle her hand around it.

 "Don’t worry Sandy. We’ll teach you. You’ll be an expert cock sucker after you suck our dicks." Michael didn’t mind teaching the inexperienced, finding enthusiasm made up for lack of experience. She really wouldn’t have much to do. All she had to do was take it in her mouth and keep her lips wrapped tightly around their cocks. Not too difficult because their cocks would stretch her lips anyway. Their hands on her head would guide her into the rhythm they would require of her, more of a face fuck than a blow job. And then all she had to do was swallow. Swallow large quantities of cum.

 Michael reached down, his hands lifting her chin up. "Put your hands beside you and don’t move them." His voice was stern, wanting no chance of her interrupting the oral sex. He saw the look of surrender in her eyes, and let go of her chin, his hands were busy unfastening his pants and pulling his cock out.

 She could only stare as the loud sound of his zipper filled the room, his hands eagerly pulling down his pants and stepping out of them. She could see the hard cock straining his shorts, threatening to push out the slit in the shorts. He lifted her chin up again as he pulled his shorts down, his cock jumped out as it was no longer restrained, bouncing inches in front of her face. She had never really seen one so close. Michael’s cock was huge, at least seven inches long and as thick as the top of a Coke bottle. It had a strange looking helmet on it, a dark angry red with one large eye in the center. A rim ran around the helmet, a darker red than the head. The shaft was thick, with veins running up and down the length. She looked and saw his balls, the hairy sack hanging beneath his cock, heavy and swollen. Michael’s hand encircled his cock, aiming it at her face, waving it in front of her, the head already glistening with his juices.God, how could she ever get that monster in her mouth? And her mouth was too short to take it all inside, sure that she would barely get half of it.

 Michael watched Sandy as her eyes stared at his cock, almost as if she were analyzing it. He waited, letting her mind take in the situation, bouncing his cock in front of her face, his cock leaking out cum as he felt the first hot breath of her mouth on his cock. He began to move his hips in closer until he felt the silky skin of her cheek rubbing against his cock head, feeling her jerk from the first touch. He moved it around her cheek, leaving a trail of cum glistening in the light until he came to her tightly clenched lips. He moved the tip along her lips as she fought to keep his cock out, but Michael was not making any attempt to put it in her mouth yet. He let it run around her lips almost as if he were applying lipstick, but his lipstick was sticky, hot cum. He watched her eyes following his cock, though she made no attempt to move away, almost as if she were hypnotized by the hard cock.

 She could feel the heat from his cock as he rubbed it over her face. Sandy was humiliated as she kneeled submissively before him, naked, her hands at her sides, his cock leaking his cum all over her facial features. She clenched her lips tightly together, but Michael was moving his cock around her lips and the salty fluid leaked into her mouth no matter how much she tried. It wasn’t as bad as she thought it would be, but it was thick and the taste never quite disappeared from inside her mouth as if it blended so deeply with her own saliva. His hand pulled her chin up again, this time his other hand held his cock poised at the opening of her mouth. She clenched her lips tighter together, determined not to take the monster into her mouth.

 His cock jerked in pleasure from her wet lips, her innocent eyes staring up at him, his cock poised at her mouth as she clenched her lips defiantly. He let her think she had won, his cock jerking on her lips. He finally grew tired of the game and his hand moved up to her nose. With two fingers, he pinched her nostrils together and felt her jerking her head as if trying to escape. But she never moved her hands from beside her, she was never that defiant.

 It shocked her when he clipped her nostrils together, panic setting in as she began to get desperate for air. With her nostrils closed and her lips clenched tightly together she could no longer breathe. She held her breath as long as she could, finally figuring out Michael’s motives. The first time she opened her mouth to suck in the precious air she needed, she would find her mouth filled with his massive cock, unable to spit it out. Her lungs began to burn as she held out as long as she could, but she finally had to surrender and her mouth opened wide to suck in air. Michael’s hands pulled her head up by her nostrils. She waited for the feel of his cock inside her mouth. She felt it sliding along her lips, then Michael’s hips drove the head of his cock into her mouth. She couldn’t do anything other than accept the inevitable, her mouth opening wider as his cock got thicker, her lips stretched tightly around the hot flesh. She couldn’t believe it. She had a hard cock in her mouth, feeling so full, her lips drawn tightly over the shaft, the head of his cock pushed her tongue down to the bottom of her mouth. It felt even harder in her mouth.

 Michael almost came when his cock entered her mouth, her hot, moist breath making his cock jerk in excitement. He pushed farther into the depths of her mouth, finally stopping, letting her get used to having something as alive as his cock in her mouth. He pulled his cock out slightly until only the head was trapped by her tight lips and her tongue was released from the bottom of her mouth. "Run your tongue over the head of my cock. Get used to the taste of my cum," his voice demanding of Sandy. He pulled her head up to enforce her obedience.

 She knew she didn’t have any choice, her mouth already breached. The only way she would be finished with this despicable task would be to make him climax, hoping that he would rather spray her face with his cum than inside her mouth. She hesitantly moved her tongue, pulling it back on initial contact with the rubbery head of his cock, finding it hot, almost as if it would burn her. She moved it back, this time running slowly over the tip, the salty taste hitting her taste buds again, filling her mouth with the thick juices that leaked from the head. She felt his hands gripping the side of her head, urging her on, his voice sounding so distant.

 "God, what a hot tongue!" Michael exclaimed as her tongue began to work over the head of his cock. He made his cock jerk in her mouth, her soft innocent eyes staring up at him making his cock even harder. "Keep tonguing it and make your lips tighter." His hips began to move, feeling her lips tighten on the shaft as it slid slowly into her mouth, the saliva on her lips making it slide easily. He pushed half of his cock into her mouth, holding still as her tongue danced around the shaft, sliding up and down the thick shaft. She was a natural in spite of never having done it before.

 It wasn’t as bad as she thought it would be, though it was a bit discerning having something so big in her mouth and she was afraid that he would shove it down her throat. His hands held her head tight and Sandy was unable to do anything but obey, servicing his cock with her mouth. It felt strange, her tongue able to distinguish every bump, ridge and vein on his cock, lathering it with her saliva as it began to slide in and out. She couldn’t believe it, but he was fucking her in the mouth! And she was aiding him, making her mouth tight, her tongue moving all over his cock. She saw it out of the corner of her eyes, a shadow cast before he finally came full into view. It was Frederick. And he was naked, his hard cock sticking out in front of him like a lance. It was almost as big as Michael’s.What did he intend to do? Her mouth was already filled with Michael’s cock. She hadn’t even thought of Frederick, concentrating on Michael, thinking he would be content until Michael finished with her.

 Frederick stared down at her, such a beautiful girl, her sweet lips curled around Michael’s cock. He had to get some of her mouth now, not able to wait until Michael was finished with her. She would have to learn to take more than one man at a time, as this would be only the first of many times that she would service multiple partners, her body able to accommodate more than one cock at a time in her various orifices. He saw the look of fear on her face, his hand stroking his cock until it grew to touch her cheek, her eyes following his hand as he used broad strokes up and down the shaft, his cock growing as he stroked it.

 Michael smiled as Frederick stood next to them. It had been a while since they had both taken a girl together, thinking back to the one girl that modeled one night, both of them taking her in the dressing room after the show. She took Michael in her mouth while Frederick took her pussy, both of them riding her hard.

 She felt the other cock rubbing over her cheek, the wetness left behind as it dragged along her skin.What was he going to do? She felt her head turned toward Frederick, almost disappointed as Michael’s cock slipped from her lips but not before she gave it a broad swipe with her tongue. She couldn’t do anything except open her mouth wide, with Frederick’s hands taking Michael’s place, gripping the sides of her head. His cock slipped into her wet mouth, his hips sliding it farther into the depths of her mouth before it finally stopped. She already knew what to do, her tongue beginning to run over the cock, feeling it jerk in her mouth. It was different than Michael’s. It almost seemed like it was curved, the head pushed hard against the roof of her mouth. It allowed her to explore the underside of it with her tongue, running up the length of it as it throbbed in her mouth.

 Frederick couldn’t help it, he fought the urge, his ass cheeks tightening as he tried to stop the tingling in his balls. He shuddered, squeezing tight his prostrate as he shot a small load of cum into her mouth before he could contain himself. His cock was still hard, and he kept it still, fighting the urge to cum again.

 She wasn’t sure what happened but suddenly her mouth was filled with cum. His cock jerked once, a shot of hot cum shooting out onto her tongue as she froze in place, afraid to move, not sure what happened. Frederick’s body was still, and Sandy fought the urge to move her tongue, with the thick cum still on it. His hands tightened on her head, holding her in place.

 "God, your mouth is so hot I couldn’t help myself and came in it. Don’t worry Sandy, my cock is still hard. You’ll get to suck it some more." He tried to joke about it, finally able to regain his composure. "You can start sucking again," he ordered her. Her tongue began to move again, but not before he saw her throat moving, swallowing the cum he shot into her mouth. He saw the look of displeasure on her face from the taste of it.

 It was so thick that she had a hard time swallowing it, but she had to get it off of her tongue. It was difficult with his hard cock still in her mouth. She gulped as the thick crème slid slowly down her throat, the salty taste permeating her mouth.God, what would happen if they came in her mouth? Could she handle that much? She didn’t have much time for reflection, Frederick demanding that she service his cock with her tongue and mouth, his hands urging her face up and down his cock. The curved shape was difficult to take, slamming against the top of her mouth each time he shoved in, each time sliding deeper as it slid along the roof of her mouth. Her tongue began to move along the shaft, sliding up and down, hoping to please him with her mouth. She didn’t have time to react again, her head was pulled suddenly to the other side, the familiar feel of Michael’s cock thrust into her mouth urgently.

 They took turns with her, never leaving her mouth empty for more than a few seconds, her tongue aching as she tried to please them. For the first time taking a cock in her mouth, she was being put through her paces, two hard cocks looking for pleasure. Michael pulled his cock from her mouth, the first time they left it empty, his cock poised near her lips. Frederick moved closer, his cock bobbing only inches from Michael’s. Her head was held up, Michael’s hand under her chin.

 "Stick out your tongue," Michael ordered her. They could hardly wait, her tongue stretching out to please them, met by twin cocks bobbing in pleasure.

 She knew what she had to do, lapping at each one, never neglecting the other, her face rubbed with a hot cock as they moved closer. They pressed their cocks against her lips, Sandy opening her mouth, afraid of what they would do, but their perversities also excited her, not caring to admit to herself that she was being aroused as she knelt before them naked, her mouth used to satisfy their lust. Her lips began to stretch, Michael’s hands were on her head holding her tightly as she felt two hard cocks fighting for the inside of her mouth. She tried to shake her head no in protest, but they wouldn’t take no for an answer, Michael’s hand holding the back of her head and pushing. She felt them jerk inside her lips, two thick heads pinned side by side. Her tongue slapped across them both, tasting the thick crème that leaked out of them.

 Michel couldn’t believe the sensation as she managed to get both of their cocks inside her lips. Her lips were spread so wide it almost looked like a smile, and Michael was unable to control his cock as it jerked up and down as her tongue lashed at the tip. He pushed harder, feeling her fight, but their cocks were winning the battle as they pushed in deeper. Her eyes were wide open in terror as she was slowly forced to take two hard cocks in her mouth at once.

 She couldn’t believe it. Not only was she sucking a cock in her mouth, but it was two. Her lips felt like they were tearing but the men didn’t seem to care, pushing harder as she grunted in pain. The head was inside now, slowly taking the thick shaft that followed, her cheeks stretching to accept the thick flesh. She felt them push to the back of her mouth. "AAAGGHH," she gagged as they began to push farther than they should. She tried to shake her head free of them, but Michael’s hands held her tighter.

 Frederick wanted to throat fuck her, but knew that she couldn’t take two cocks at once, it was difficult enough to take one in her throat. He grabbed Sandy’s head, pulling her towards him. "Let me have her first," Michael agreeing as he pulled his cock out of her mouth.

 Sandy felt a brief reprieve when Michael took his cock out of her mouth, her tongue moving to please Frederick. She was afraid, his cock pushed all the way to the back of her head, his hands holding her head tightly. She clenched her fists as she felt his hips shove forward, his cock head pushing against the opening of her throat, his curved cock sliding along her tonsils. "EEGGH," she choked on his thick meat. She felt her throat opening as she gagged, his hips urging his cock into the tight passage. It felt as if a snake was sliding down her throat and into her stomach. Each time she gagged her muscles would first open wider as she gagged then close down on his thick cock, clenching tightly on it. She could feel his cock jerking in pleasure inside her throat.

 Her teary eyes stared up at him, her face grimacing each time she choked. But he couldn’t deny the pleasure his cock was receiving from her pain. It felt as if a tight glove slipped over his cock, massaging it as he pushed his hips forward, making her take more and more of his cock. She figured out quickly that she had to take deep breaths through her nose, her throat plugged with hard cock. He looked down at his cock, over three quarters of it in her mouth and throat. He slowly pulled it out, seeing the relief in her eyes as she sucked in as much air as she could, her naked chest heaving up and down.

 At last she could breathe again, sucking in the precious oxygen, her lungs filling. She continued to run her tongue over his cock, wanting to please him, not wanting his cock in her throat again. She tightened her lips, sucking his cock inside her mouth, her cheeks pulled in by the powerful suction. Anything to keep it from her throat.

 While it felt good to have his cock in her throat, she seemed to take on a new found urgency in pleasing him, sucking his cock as if she were a ten-dollar whore. For someone who was sucking cock for the first time, she had an innate talent to do just the right thing at the right time. His balls began to tingle in pleasure, ready to cum and shower her with his hot crème. His hands held the side of her head tightly, his hips beginning the ritualistic thrusting that would culminate with his cumming. He pushed in and out, her lips tightening each time as he pulled out, her tongue racing over the head before he thrust back in. He moved faster, his cock sliding in and out, the friction of her lips and tongue drawing out the cum from his balls.

 Her mouth was tiring quickly, but she could feel him ready to cum, doing everything she could to bring about his ultimate pleasure. Her mouth went from empty to full in broad strokes. She still gagged when he shoved too far into her mouth, but it was more from over enthusiasm than the intentional plan to plug her throat again. She suffered the attack on her mouth for five more minutes and then she felt it. His body stiffened, his hips jerking forward, filling her mouth with his thick cock. She couldn’t believe it, but it grew in size, the thick head almost as big as a soda can, plugging her mouth. He pulled her onto his cock until it banged against the back of her mouth. He waited,

Sandy trembling in fear of the unknown.

 "Flutter your tongue on my cock when I cum. Do a good job or it’ll be down your throat that I’ll shoot my cum." Frederick warned her as he pulled his cock out until only the head was resting on her tongue. He tensed, his buttocks tightening, the shudder running through his body as he felt the pleasure run through his cock as his cum shot out. He couldn’t believe the delightful feeling that raced through the head of his cock as her tongue fluttered sensuously over it as he came.

 She didn’t have to wait long before she felt it, her tongue slapping back and forth over the head. It shot out like a fire hose, not the small drip that he shot into her mouth before, but her cheeks bulging out as she tried to contain the copious fluid that filled her mouth. It was so hot, feeling as if it would burn her as it shot out onto her tongue with such force that some shot to the back of her mouth, Sandy choking as her mouth quickly filled with his cum. She hardly had time to swallow before she felt another jet of cum shoot out, her tongue obeying him and fluttering enthusiastically over the tip of his cock. She couldn’t believe that he had that much cum in him, three times he filled her mouth, and three times she felt the hot fluid slowly sinking into her stomach. She felt relief when she felt his cock softening in her mouth, Frederick slowly pulling it out over her lips, leaving a trail of hot, salty cum.

 It almost felt like she didn’t want him to take his cock out of her mouth, her lips still tightened over the shaft of his cock. He saw her lips glistening, his cum coating them like lipstick, her throat still bobbing up and down as she tried to swallow his cum. He pulled out, moving aside as Michael took his place.

 Michael thrust into her mouth, Sandy’s eyes opened wide in surprise as she was quickly impaled again. "My turn Sandy." He began to thrust in and out of her mouth, holding her head as he fucked her. He lifted her chin up, pushing with his hips as he pushed to the back of her mouth. He wanted to see the look on her face when his cock breached her throat. Her eyes pleaded with him, but he only felt the lust in his balls as he shoved, a deep gag allowing his cock to enter her throat. He couldn’t believe the way her throat muscles clenched uncontrollably on his cock almost as if they were rippling up and down it. Tears ran down her cheek, her lips drawn tight around his shaft, her eyes opened wide, her chest rising and falling as she sucked in as much breath as she could through her nose.

 Michael wasn’t as considerate as Frederick, fucking her throat, never quite pulling it out as his hips pushed in and out. It felt like it was going to drive deep into her stomach. Her throat felt as if it were being rubbed raw by his cock, unable to stop her muscles from making the painful throat fucking so pleasurable to him. She was getting dizzy as Michael continued to ravage her throat, pumping up and down. She heard his groan of pleasure, felt his cock rippling as it jerked and jumped in her throat. She knew he was cumming, shooting his cum deep into her stomach. She couldn’t do anything but be a receptacle for his cum, at least spared the mouthfuls of salty cum.

 He had never cum while having his cock in a girl’s throat, but Sandy did not have the option to refuse him. Her throat clenching on his cock was so pleasurable that he just waited until the familiar shudder ran through his body. His head lifted up as he let out a deep groan, the cum racing up from his balls and shot into the depths of her throat. It felt better than it had ever, his cock clenched in her tight throat as it swelled in pleasure. He kept it in her throat, shooting four times, holding her head tight as he imagined her stomach filled with his cum. Her throat was finally successful at squeezing his cock out, the rapidly shrinking flesh pushed out like a cork. When she sucked in the precious oxygen she almost sucked his cock back in again, finally using her tongue to push it out, his flaccid cock slapping against her chin. "Very good Sandy. You’ve proven to be quite a cocksucker."

 Sandy choked, spitting out a mixture of saliva and cum onto the floor. She looked up, seeing two shiny, flaccid cocks in front of her, almost proud of herself at having performed so well.Is this what the next six months would be like, forced to perform whatever perversions they would thrust upon her? It was strange. As much as she suffered under their duel attacks, her body was aroused, and she almost wished one of them would fuck her. But they were already dressing, their lusts satisfied by her mouth. It would be a lonely masturbation on her bed tonight.




 CHAPTER 4

 Used and Abused

 Sandy brought Michael his coffee, a "good morning" and a list of things for her to do at work was his only response, no mention of the oral sex she performed on Frederick and him yesterday. She wasn’t sure but she thought she saw him looking at her. Looking at her body, but she wasn’t sure if he was or if it was her imagination. Or if she wished that he was looking. She went home last night, masturbated, the vision of Frederick and Michael forcing her to suck their cocks driving an orgasm from her body. And a second one later when she woke up unexpectedly about midnight, her body aroused again. And a third one in the shower. She couldn’t understand how aroused she was over performing sexually for them.

 * * * *

 "I need you to model for us tomorrow night after work. For the Fredericks of Hollywood line. It’s Friday night, so don’t expect to go home afterwards. We have an apartment nearby that we use for clients or entertaining. You will stay there this weekend. You won’t need any clothes, they will be supplied, though you will be naked the majority of the time. You have a lot of repaying to do." Michael said flatly, his tone expressionless.

 "Yes Sir." She felt a rush of juices between her legs, her thighs clenching tightly.God, how could his voice do such things to her? Never mind what he and Frederick were actually going to do to her. What really bothered her was the modeling tomorrow. She wasn’t sure how she would be able to prance around half-naked in front of a room full of strangers. It was bad enough with Michael and Frederick.

 * * * *

 Friday went quickly, with Sandy trying to drive out of her mind what she would have to do tonight. She ate lunch with Fern and with no mention of her deal with Michael brought up, Sandy was relieved that she could try to put it out of her mind. Frederick was rushing in and out of Michael’s office all afternoon, both of them preparing for the show. This would be the first time that buyers would get a glimpse of the risqué lingerie, and Michael made sure Sandy realized the importance of fulfilling her end of the bargain and the alternative if she failed. He even mentioned that the Sheriff would be attending tonight, a subtle threat.

 Sandy was alone in the dressing room this time, the collection of clothes she would have to wear spread over a long table. The other show had required four changes, but this one required six and Sandy would be the only one doing the modeling. She took off her blouse and skirt, placing them neatly on the table, anything to delay the action of looking at what she would be required to wear.

 She stood in her white bra and panties, picking up the first item. It was a black corset and Sandy had never seen anything like it before. It was satin, so smooth as she ran her fingers over it. It had hooks and eyes up the front, a lace up back and she was not even sure if she could get into it alone. Next to it was a pair of black fishnet stockings, Sandy blushed at how she would look in them, more like a hooker than anything else. A sexy garter belt was sitting next to the stockings, a pair of pointed patent leather stiletto pumps that had to be at least five inches high rounded out the outfit. She cringed as she took off her bra and panties; racing to put the corset on before anyone could walk in, pulling it up. It slid easily over her flesh, the satin smooth. When she pulled the straps over her shoulders she had to suck in her stomach, the garment fitting her like a second skin, cupping her sex so tight that it felt as if a hand was doing it. She slipped on the garter belt next, sitting down to roll the fishnet stockings up her legs. The door suddenly opened when Michael popped into the room unannounced, Sandy put her hands in front of her to modestly cover herself. "You scared me."

 "I thought you might need some help. Especially with the corset. You certainly look different in that outfit." Michael’s cock thickened at the sight of her. The outfit clung and highlighted every nook and cranny of her lovely body, far better than the frumpy clothes she wore to work. He walked over to her, his hand touching her side as he spun her around. He began to do up the laces on the back, pulling them tightly as he did.

 She shivered when his hands touched her naked back, the feel of his rock hard cock pushing against her ass reminded her of how big his cock was. She had to hold her breath until he finished, finally able to breathe again. She bent over to snap the garter belt on the stockings, and when she stood back up again, Michael’s eyes were plastered to her chest. She looked down, suddenly realizing how revealing the corset was, especially when she was bent over. The underwire support of the corset pushed her breasts up, making them look so big. Most of her cleavage was bared, the corset barely covering her nipples. Nipples that were hard and pushed out the satin garment. Sandy was so ashamed at how her body was responding. She stepped into the heels, wobbling as she tried to get used to standing on stilts. She looked into the mirror and was surprised at the reflection.

 The black corset and stockings highlighted her alabaster skin, making her appear more naked than she actually was. The back of the corset cupped her ass gently, a wide expanse of naked skin revealed. And her breasts were brazenly revealed, pushed up and separated, the white skin of her cleavage highlighted against the black satin garment. "You look good enough to eat Sandy. But that can wait until later," he joked to her. "Frederick is ready to start. He wants you on stage."

 She felt how damp her crotch was as she walked, ashamed at getting aroused, but Michael’s comments no matter how embarrassing were also strangely complementary. Sandy never thought of herself as sexy or even having a nice body. Those types of compliments were always directed at girls like Fern. She stumbled and Michael caught her before she fell. "Thank you, I’ve never walked in anything like these heels."

 "They certainly do make your legs long and lovely." He slapped her on her ass, loving the feel of her flesh beneath his hand. "On the stage now, and be a good girl and obey Frederick." He watched her as she walked away, her ass swinging exaggeratedly as she struggled to walk in the heels.

 She could smell the cigar smoke before she even walked on the stage already having a preview of what to expect from the last show. But this was different, the bright lights shining in her face blocked her view of the audience until she was in the middle of the stage. And the men were less civilized, some of them hooting and hollering as if they were in a strip joint. She froze in the middle of the stage, finally able to see out in the audience, a large group of older men staring at her. Not at her face, but at her body.

 "Turn around and walk up and down the stage. Let them see the front and back. And do it sexy." Frederick yelled from the other side of the stage.

 She obeyed him, turning around, someone yelling out a vulgar comment about her ass, Sandy walking from one side of the stage back to the middle. When she got close to Frederick, he whispered over to her.

 "When you get back to the center, stand straight ahead and spread your legs out. And push out your tits for them." He had a stern look on his face.

 She strutted to the center of the stage, standing as she caught her breath. She spread her legs, her pussy wet, balancing precariously on her heels. She felt the corset tightening on her crotch, afraid of looking down to see how obscene she looked. But she knew that she was posing like a whore. She pushed her chest out, looking down and seeing how high her breasts were pushed up and how much was exposed. They clapped as she walked off the stage, with Frederick walking in from the other side to keep them entertained until she came back.

 "Hurry up," Michael coaxed her. "I don’t know how long Frederick can keep them occupied."

 Sandy raced to the dressing room, picked up the next garment, getting progressively worse as she looked at it. This was baby doll pajamas, Sandy realizing quickly that except for the sheer panties, she would be naked beneath it. And the material was quite translucent. She pulled it over her head; the end of the pajama’s stopping just below her crotch. She looked down at her breasts, hard nipples easily distinguishable as they pushed out the thin material. Anyone could see through it, her dark areolas standing out starkly through the white garment, sure that Frederick had picked the color to outline her nipples and her dark bush. She slipped her feet into the white stiletto heels, hearing Michael’s voice already booming aloud for her to get on the stage.

 She knew what to do, strutting back and forth before she stood center stage, a small spotlight shining on her this time as she spread her legs.

 Frederick shined the spotlight down to her crotch. "Notice the transparent panties, the bush so sexily revealed, barely hiding the treasures that lay beneath." He moved the spotlight up to her breasts. "And look at the dark areolas of our lovely model beneath the sheer top. And the way the garment teases the nipples hard. Any woman would love this to tease her mate." Frederick was good at selling, the men hooked as they stared at Sandy’s half naked body.

 Three more times Sandy changed into different clothes, each time the garments more revealing. Now it was the last, Sandy picking up the bra and panties, cringing at them. The bra was a lacey black but what were so revealing were the cups. Each one had a hole where the nipple would be. And if that wasn’t so bad, the thin, low cut panties were crotchless, a large slit that would reveal her pussy when she spread her legs. And spread her legs she was sure that Frederick would require of her. She stepped into them, pulling them up her legs, her hands reaching down to fix the crotch. The bra was next, ashamed at how hard her nipples were, the material running over them making it worse. They stuck out of the bra at least an inch, her pink nipples contrasting with the black bra. She put the stiletto heels back on, slipping out of the room before she had time to change her mind. Michael smiled at her as she passed, his eyes eagerly seeking out her naked charms. She walked onto the stage; this time Frederick standing in the center, a small raised stage next to him, two steps leading up onto it.

 "And our final attraction, certain to be a success in any store." He motioned for Sandy to come over towards him. The audience gasped in pleasure as she walked out, her breasts bouncing so delightfully, the bra only used to push them up, not to support them. He was pleased at how hard Sandy’s nipples were, much more than he had expected. Maybe she was actually enjoying it. He would soon test her. "Up on the stage," Frederick motioned her up the two steps to the raised stage; Sandy cringing at what she knew would be humiliating.

 She stood facing the audience, her legs tightly together, hoping to postpone the inevitable.

 "If that bra wouldn’t tease her mate, I’d think the man was dead," Frederick joked to the audience. "Look how enticing those pink nipples are. Ready to eat!" Frederick knew he had a success, the men ready to take out their checkbooks. There was never anything like this before. "And it’s the men that will buy these. For their wives and girlfriends. And the girls will wear them for their mates, able to turn their men into putty. And hard studs!"

 The audience was eating out of his hand, now for the best part. "And that isn’t even the best. There is more to come." He whispered up to Sandy. "I want you to crouch down. And spread your knees out. Real wide." He saw the look on her face when he said it. "Now!"

 She couldn’t even fathom what he asked of her. To do so would reveal her sex obscenely to the audience. Even her pussy lips would be pulled back and spread. She was sure they may even be able to see inside her. She shook her head no in protest, but Frederick was demanding, a threatening look in his eyes, motioning her to look in the front row, the Sheriff sitting over in the corner. She knew she had no choice. She kneeled down, her knees together in front of her. The audience went silent as they waited in anticipation. She trembled in fear and shame. She closed her eyes as she spread her knees out, feeling the hot spotlight shining on her exposed sex. Her knees went out until they were almost at a right angle to her body.

 "Crotchless panties!" Frederick shouted it out, jarring the audience back to reality. The audience was mesmerized as they stared at Sandy’s pink pussy glistening in the harsh glare of the spotlight. They could see how wet she was, her lips pulled back obscenely, her pink insides contrasting sharply with the black panties that seemed to frame it. He didn’t want to lose his audience. "Turn around and do the same thing. Show them your ass." He whispered to Sandy, her eyes opening up to confront him. "It’s almost over, don’t blow it now," he warned her.

 Sandy resigned herself to the final indignation and stood up, her back to the audience. She crouched down again, her knees bowing out to the side, feeling the air rushing over her anus as the panty slit spread open to reveal her crack and all of her treasures. She could almost feel the juices running down her thighs as she was left open and spread while the men oohed and awed over her.

 "What man wouldn’t want his wife in a pair of crotchless panties?" He knew he had them, time to close the deal. "Step down Sandy. Come meet the men."

 "Dressed like this?" She just wanted to race back to the dressing room and hide her face in shame.

 "Of course. I need orders and with you by my side, they will fight to get the first ones off of the production line. Just be accommodating."

 "Accommodating?"What did he want her to do now? She stood next to him, both of them walking into the audience, Sandy feeling her juices running down the inside of her thighs, the crotchless panties doing little to soak up her arousal.

 "If they want you to pose, pose for them. And don’t worry about a stray finger or hand. Their orders will keep the factory humming. And help repay your debt to the company," he added for emphasis.

 "Hello Mr. Halbrook. How do you like the new line?" Frederick started selling instantly.

 "Loved it, though I would like to see it close up if you don’t mind."

 "Mr. Halbrook owns the largest chain of adult shops in the country Sandy. Why don’t you give him an intimate look?" He gave her a look that she had better obey.

 "I would love to," she managed to say, forcing a smile on her face. She stood in front of him, pushing her chest out, feeling her nipples get harder as Mr. Halbrook stared at her near naked breasts.

 Mr. Halbrook couldn’t stand the temptation, his fingers running around the hole in the bra, making sure that his finger grazed her pink nipple. "Nice tight stitching around it," he commented, though more interested in the pink flesh that seemed to grow as his finger touched it.

 His fingernail scraped along her nipple, a strange tingling between her legs as she stood submissively while he faked interest in the bra.

 "But it’s the crotchless panties that I like most," Mr. Halbrook smiling as he gazed down at her crotch, her hairy bush pushing out the front open panel of the thin garment. "Sit on the chair Honey," he urged Sandy, wanting a more intimate look.

 Sandy couldn’t do anything but obey, as Michael was staring at her from across the room. She sat down, her thighs together, but she knew it wouldn’t be long before he would have her spread her legs.

 "Very nice Honey, but spread your legs. Show me how the crotch opens up." He waited, bending over until his head was almost in front of her sex, waiting for her to show him. She wasn’t the usual sleazy girl that modeled adult clothes and toys. No, this one was the girl next door and he always wanted to gaze at the girl next door with her legs spread obscenely wide. He wasn’t sure how Frederick had gotten her to do this, but he could tell it must be some type of blackmail, her body was flushed in shame, not arousal.

 As she spread her legs, Mr. Halbrook’s hands were already on her, his large hands pushing out her inner thighs until her legs were spread obscenely wide. She looked down; her pussy lips pulled back, her pink insides glistening with her juices. She felt his fingers running along the sewn crease of the open crotch as if he were checking the quality, but his eyes were staring at her slit, his fingers innocently touching her pussy lips, teasing her hairs as his fingers moved up and down.

 "I was wondering how my female customers would react to wearing crotchless panties Honey. Does it make you wet to be so openly exposed?" He didn’t move his fingers, resting them on the edge of her pussy lips, a finger flicking over the errant hairs that peaked out.

 His fingers were arousing her, Sandy fighting back the urge as he touched so close to her inner pussy lips. He was teasing her pubic hair, the follicles oscillating back and forth against her sensitive skin. "YYYYeess," she stammered to him. "It would make them wet." Her thighs trembled as his fingers seemed to burn a hole in her skin as they touched her so close without actually touching her where she wanted to be touched.

 Mr. Halbrook couldn’t wait any longer, his finger moving to run up and down her slit so fast, a sharp intake of Sandy’s breath her only protest. His finger was soaked in her juices as he pushed aside her swollen lips, stopping only when he got to her clit, snapping the hard bud before deserting her as if he didn’t do anything.

 Sandy almost jumped out of the chair when he touched her, his finger running up her slit, her ass rising up from the chair as he snapped her clit. She fought back the desire to cum, aroused but left unfulfilled, Mr. Halbrook leaving her empty.

 "I’ll take 1,000 bra and panty sets. If this young lady is any indication of its success, I’ll have a reorder within a month." He smiled down at Sandy, looking still lower at her sex, her legs still spread wide. "One last thing Honey. Bend over the chair. Let me see how it looks from behind." He couldn’t lose this chance to see the tight little asshole he knew this girl possessed; sure that no one had been up her ass yet.

 Sandy stood up, bending over the chair, her hands on the seat, her ass pushed out.

 Mr. Halbrook’s hand moved over her naked back, pushing down on it. "Down a bit Honey. Now raise that cute little ass up in the air. Legs spread real wide. I want to see how those panties open up in the back." His hand ran over her ass, not even caring any longer, knowing she was beyond protesting.

 She spread her legs, his hands already running up the naked crack of her ass, starting at her drenched pussy and moving up. "EEEEHH," she moaned, biting her lips as his fingers ran up her moist crack, trembling as he touched her most intimate hole. She fought her muscles but couldn’t stop the strange flutter in her anus, ashamed at how it must look from behind, her tiny hole opening and closing uncontrollably. His finger pushed down on her anus, Sandy bracing her feet as she felt his other finger run around her vagina, her slick hole almost sucking the tip of his finger inside.

 "Make it 2,000 of each," Mr. Halbrook standing back up, his finger pushed to his nose as he inhaled her sweet scent. "It’s all because of this young lady Frederick. She should get a raise. Or something else," he joked.

 It was about twenty minutes before Frederick let her go back to the dressing room, the other men not as bad as Mr. Halbrook, though they all made sure they caught a good glimpse of her wet pussy through the crotchless panties. Most of them ordered some of the garments and Michael congratulated her on an excellent performance.

 She sat in the dressing room, her head in her lap as she cried, not really sure why. It had been humiliating, more than she could ever have expected. But it was more shame than humiliation. Shame at how aroused she had become as she was forced to expose her most intimate parts of her body to a group of strange men. And she was still aroused, wishing she was home so she could masturbate in the privacy of her own bed. She began to get dressed. She still had to deal with Michael and Frederick for the weekend. At least she was sure that her arousal would be satisfied. eHer

 She followed Michael’s car, having a hard time keeping up with it. He pulled into a large apartment complex, motioning her to park into the empty space next to his in front of the long row of two story townhouses. It was surreal, the outside façade giving little indication of what would soon transpire in the private rooms of the apartment. Michael was almost a gentleman, taking her arm as they walked up the sidewalk, the light tap of Sandy’s high heels the only sound besides the crickets in the background. It was almost as if they were coming home from a date, not that she was a sex slave to him and Frederick entering to perform whatever perversion they would require of her. He opened the door and Sandy entered.

 It was a bright, airy apartment, tastefully decorated although it lacked the things that made a house a home. It didn’t mimic the personality of the owner, more like a hotel, a place for people to sleep temporarily. Or to have sex.

 "It’s a two bedroom," Michael said. "Frederick and I have a room, you will go where you are needed."

 As needed, almost as if she were a nurse, not a slave, ready to minister to the needy, in this case the horny. She almost laughed, the whole thing so unbelievable.

 "You did very well tonight Sandy." Michael was pleased with the show, and the way Sandy handled herself. He knew it was difficult for her to parade around as she did and the provocative positions the men required of her. She was learning her place in life. At least her place for the next six months.

 "And your lovely, half naked body has aroused me. It’s time for you to take care of the problem." Frederick was rubbing the front of his trousers, his hard cock already bulging out in front. "Take off your clothes." He sat down on the couch.

 She looked at Michael and then back to Frederick, both of them waiting for her. No preliminaries, no foreplay, nothing but pure sex for the sake of sex. She began to unbutton her blouse, letting it slip to the chair nearby. Her skirt quickly followed, standing in front of them in her bra and panties, a nicer pair than last time, Michael furnishing her with the best lingerie the company had to offer. She reached behind, unfastening her bra, her hand clutching it to her breasts as she slid the straps down off her shoulders. She threw it to the chair, standing naked from the waist up, Frederick’s hand clutching his cock as he watched her. She sat in a chair, slowly pulling off her high heels, the nylons next, carefully rolling the silk nylons down her smooth shaved legs. She stood up and slipped off the garter belt, hesitating before she took off the panties. She slid them down her legs, blushing as she saw the wet spot on them, sure they had also seen it. She straightened up, naked, her hands at her side, waiting for them to tell her what to do.

 "Sit on the chair." Frederick ordered her, standing as he took off his clothes. Michael made no attempt to do the same, content to watch from the side. Frederick took off his trousers, slipped his shorts down and sat on the couch, naked, his hard cock jutting up in the air, his hand rubbing it up and down as he teased it larger. "Put your legs over the armrests and slide forward a bit."

 She sat down, the chair cold on her naked body. She let one leg slip over the armrest, her hand innocently protecting her sex from the prying eyes of the men. She swung her other leg, feeling the way her sex pulled back, feeling the cool air on her hot inner lips. She slid forward, her ass rising up from the chair.

 "Your hand. Move your hand." Frederick wanted to see the hot, tight hole that would soon encompass his cock. He watched her hand move away, her sex obscenely spread before him. She had a fairly dense bush, dark brown hair though it seemed to be neatly cropped. With the wide spread of her legs, she was openly exposed. Her fleshy lips were pulled back, her pink insides already glistening in the light, Frederick not sure if from exposing herself at the show or now, naked on the chair. Which ever the case, she was aroused now. He could see her dark hole, slightly open, his cock jerking eagerly as he thought of how tight and hot she would be. "Play with your pussy Sandy." It was a direct order, not a suggestion.

 She blushed as her hand slid down over her stomach, a shudder running through her body as her fingers lightly traced up and down her slit, surprised at how wet she was. Her other hand moved to her breasts, two fingers rubbing one hard, pink nipple, Sandy enjoying the way her nipples always responded to being touched. It was almost as sensitive as her clit. Two fingers pushed aside her lips, her fingers now wet as they moved up and down her slit, careful not to touch her clit. At least not yet.

 "Inside. Put your fingers inside you. Show me how hot and wet you are." Frederick’s hand slid up and down the thick shaft of his cock watching Sandy as his balls tingled in pleasure.

 She didn’t hesitate, already aroused, looking at Michael, his eyes staring at her open sex. She pushed a finger against her tight opening, feeling the petals open and engulf the tip of her finger.God, it felt so good, her finger sliding deeper inside her, her hips rising up as she impaled herself on her finger. She rubbed her finger around inside, bending her finger as she moaned in pleasure. She pushed a second finger alongside the first, her ass rising up, her legs spreading wider as she felt both fingers push inside her tight pussy. She squeezed her muscles on her fingers, a sigh of pleasure from her lips as she spread herself open, the thick fingers pushing aside all resistance as they dug deeper inside. Thomas had always told her she was tight.I guess I will find out for sure tonight, positive that Michael and Frederick would soon have their cocks in her. She began to slide them in and out, fucking herself, her muscles clenching on her digits as she pulled them out, relaxing as she shoved them back in.

 Michael watched her fuck herself, her fingers glistening in the bright lights, wet with her juices. "Do you mind Frederick? I would love to taste it."

 "Go ahead." Maybe he would use her mouth while Michael ate her.

 She looked over at Michael, already rising up and moving near her. She looked down, seeing the hard lump that pushed out the front of his trousers. No one had ever touched her down there with their mouth, but that was not going to deter Michael, Sandy shivered as she thought of how it would feel when his tongue touched her.What if she came while he did it? She would be ashamed of herself it he induced an orgasm from her while using his tongue.

 "Lay back a bit Sandy. I want to taste that hot little pussy." He knelt down on the floor in front of her, feeling her tremble as his hands touched the inside of her thighs, pushing them back wider, spreading her out before him. He inhaled her scent, his cock jerking as he smelled the sweet scent of arousal. He couldn’t wait to taste her, her pussy wet with her juices. He dug his fingers in her thighs harder than necessary, asserting the power he had over her. She spread her legs wider. His head moved forward, his tongue out as he started to run his tongue up her silky thigh just above her knee.

 She almost came when she felt his tongue on her thigh, shuddering at how hot and rough it was. It slid up her thigh slowly, goose bumps jumping up as it left a wet trail as it moved higher up her thigh, his hands tight on her muscles. Her ass rose up from the chair as he moved higher and Sandy braced for the first touch of his tongue on her pussy. She trembled when his tongue slipped into the vee of her legs, only millimeters from her pussy. He seemed to be teasing her, his tongue moving back and forth, but never quite touching her. "Mmmmmm," a deep moan from her lips.

 Michael reached down and took his cock out of his pants, the trousers too tight to contain his rigid member. His hand slid up her thighs again, this time not stopping, sliding along her puffy labia, teasing the hairs as he pinched the skin tight. His fingers moved to her lips, gripping the wet flesh with two fingers, tightening them and slowly peeling her lips back to expose her pink insides. He licked his lips as he inhaled the smell of aroused flesh. He gripped her thighs tight, his tongue snaking out to touch the top of her slit.

 God, she thought she was struck by lightening, a jolt rushing through her body, his tongue touching her so intimately, the touch so unexpectedly pleasurable.His tongue moved along her slit, sliding her lips aside as it dragged along. She couldn’t believe his tongue was so rough and hot, almost as if it were sandpaper that was caressing her inner lips. She thought she came, her body shuddering, her juices flowing so freely that she felt them running down her thighs. His head moved, his tongue finding her excess juices, lapping them up before returning to move between her lips again. "GGGGDDDD," unable to contain her own emotions, the feelings rushing through her head.

 His tongue fluttered back and forth along her slit, her slightly salty juices filling his mouth with her taste. He pushed his tongue in harder, rasping hard along her slit, his fingers peeling back her lips to expose her inner lips. She was so silky smooth, his tongue exploring her inner lips so intimately as if he were a doctor examining her. Her body jerked and jumped as his tongue lashed out at her. His tongue moved down to her vagina, the tip of his tongue pushed against the tight hole, her muscles fighting it from entering her. He pushed harder, one hand sliding under her ass, lifting her up, delivering her sex up to his tongue. Her muscles fought, but his tongue was stronger, finally breaching her defenses and sliding in.

 "NNNOO," she screamed out, not sure if in pleasure or pain, his tongue trying to fuck her like a cock. His hands controlled her body, arching her ass up, delivering her sex to his probing tongue. "EEEEEHH," she screamed as she felt his tongue enter her. Not a hard cock, but a rough, wet tongue that seemed to be everywhere, sliding inside her as if it were a snake. She had never felt anything like it before, impaled on his tongue as it wagged back and forth. It felt as if he were trying to drive it deep into her body, pushing hard inside her, her muscles uncontrollably trying to push it out.

 Frederick watched her thrashing about on the chair as Michael ate her pussy. She obviously never had anyone go down on her before, her head thrown back, moaning, her breasts rising and falling, her eyes closed in ecstasy. His cock needed attention, and he moved until he stood next to her head, Sandy not even realizing his presence.

 "EEEEGG, GGGODDD," she screamed again, Michael’s tongue still moving around deep inside her, but his fingers moved up, pressing the side of her clit until she felt the tiny bud plucked out, his fingers gripping it tight. She almost came, tightening her muscles as she struggled to contain her ardor. "MMMGG," her open mouth was suddenly filled with hot flesh, her eyes open, Fredericks stomach pushed close to her eyes as he plugged her mouth with his organ.God, she was being taken by the two of them at once. She knew what she had to do, her tongue already lashing back and forth over the head of his cock, the familiar taste of his cum filling her oral cavity.

 Michael’s tongue was pinned inside her pussy, her powerful muscles gripping it instinctively, not sure whether she was trying to keep it in or out. He saw Frederick fucking his cock in her mouth, her cries of pleasure silenced by his thick cock. She finally relaxed enough, his tongue slipping out. He cupped her ass cheeks, deserting her clit for more forbidden territory. If this was the first time someone had ever ate her pussy, he was sure that no one had ever rimmed her before. Her body jerked when his tongue touched her perineum, his hands holding her tighter, not giving her a chance to escape. He unceremoniously peeled her cheeks apart, the faint musty smell of her asshole making his cock jerk in pleasure. His tongue slid along until it found the slightly raised anal pad, feeling the tiny hairs that protected her small hole. He almost laughed as he felt her hole spasm, not used to such an intimate touch, her hole puckering open and closed as his tongue ran around the tiny hole.

 She shook her head back and forth in protest, but Frederick would have none of that, his hands on both sides of her head holding her in place, unable to protest the rude tonguing of her backside.No, he couldn’t do such a filthy thing, Michael’s tongue lashing out on her opening. Her ass cheeks clenched tightly, but a sharp slap to her ass forced her to relax her cheeks, open to his forced tonguing of her backside. She now had more problems. Frederick was shoving his cock deeper into her mouth, the unpleasant memory of being throat fucked filling her head. She moved her tongue back and forth over his cock head, hoping to please him enough to make him cum. She couldn’t control the muscles in her anus, his tongue stirring strange feelings in her backside. She hoped Michael would soon tire of this perverted act and return to her pussy.

 Michael’s fingers moved to the edges of her anus, his fingers digging into her skin as he slowly opened her anus, his tongue ready to enter her. He tightened his fingers and then plunged his tongue into the hot, depths of her asshole, fighting her muscles as he sought to breach her rectum. She tried to avoid him, her ass shaking, his head following her every movement as he pressed deeper into the depths of her bowels. He felt her muscles gripping his tongue, deep into her rectum as she shuddered.

 It was strange to have something enter a place that was used to pushing things out. It was even worse that it was his tongue.How could he put his tongue in such a dirty spot? Her body fought every movement of his tongue as it slithered up inside her. Frederick had become a major distraction, her throat forced open, Sandy gagging as she was forced to swallow the thick head. Her body did everything to fight the men as they used her, powerless to stop the acts of perversion they forced upon her. The only saving grace was Michael’s fingers moving back to grip her clit, her body jerking as he pinched her sensitive pleasure button, her ass relaxed and Michael was able to stick more of his tongue inside her. It felt so huge in her backside, not what you would expect of a tongue.

 "I’ve got to fuck her," Frederick pulled out of her mouth. His cock was wet with her saliva, hard and ready to plunge inside her. Michael had deserted her pussy, left it glistening in the light. "How did you like having your ass rimmed Sandy?" He saw her face turn red in shame, unable to utter a word. He moved over to the couch, lying down, his hand thrusting his cock up high. "Climb on top of me Sandy. Show me how well you can fuck?"

 It was bad enough that he was going to fuck her, but he wanted her to do all the work. She had never been on top before, her sex confined to the missionary position, her boyfriend always on top. Frederick was going to make her put it inside her, not sure if she would be able to take such a monster between her legs without a lot of pain. She walked slowly over to him as if it were her last. She looked down at his cock, the hard throbbing member pushed up by Frederick’s hand, the head a deep red, still glistening from the saliva in her mouth. Michael sat in a chair, content to watch. It was difficult, but Sandy kneeled on the couch, spreading her knees wide apart to sit outside of his legs. Frederick was staring at her, or more to the point at her sex, Sandy realizing how spread apart her lips were. Her hand moved down to his cock, her hand encircling the thick shaft, the flesh hot, jerking when she touched it.

 He thought he would shoot when she touched him, Frederick let go of his cock as her warm, soft hand cradled his cock almost protectively. He felt it grow in her hand as she bent it until it stood straight up. He was mesmerized as she sat up on her knees, sliding forward until his cock jerked in pleasure as her hot pussy rubbed against the head of his cock. "MMMM," he moaned in pleasure as Sandy began to run his cock up and down her slit, his cock jumping as her lips folded tightly around it as she pressed it in deeper. It felt so good, his hips urging upward, wanting to be buried deep inside her hot, tight hole.

 Her eyes were closed, her hips rocking gently back and forth as she felt the cock slipping between her lips, her juices coating it as she maneuvered it up and down her slit. It felt so good, almost forgetting that she was being forced to perform, forgetting that Michael and Frederick were both watching her perform such an intimate act. She rose up on her knees as she pushed his cock to the opening of her vagina, feeling his cock jerk as it touched her small hole. She wasn’t sure how she would get such a big cock inside her, but she was past the point of return, her arousal at a fever pitch, Michael’s tongue leaving her unfulfilled. She began to push with her hips, feeling her opening up, his thick cock stretching her wide. It felt as though a baseball bat was being shoved up inside her, her hand trembling as she held his member rigid, feeling it moving inside her.

 Her pussy began to swallow the head of his cock, Frederick watching her as he felt the sensations as her hot pussy slowly engulfed the head of his cock. He could see her pussy stretching as his head slowly disappeared inside her, unable to contain his lust any longer. He pushed with his hips, the head of his cock finally encased in her hot, tight pussy. It felt like a vice was squeezing his cock.

 "EEEGG," she screamed out in pain as Frederick suddenly pushed his cock inside her, Sandy unable to do anything but gasp in pain. It felt as though she was torn as his cock pushed ruthlessly inside her pussy. She stopped, her body shaking as she tried to grow accustomed to the large cock inside her, fighting to relax her muscles. She took a deep breath, the pain gradually dying down, the feeling of fullness taking over. She moved her hips slightly, his cock jumping inside her. She was perched high on her knees, the thick shaft still underneath her, not sure she would ever get something that big inside her. But Frederick was growing impatient, the sudden thrust inside her signaling her to move quicker. She opened her eyes, looking down between her legs, unable to believe that she had even gotten the head inside. The pain was now gone, the arousal she felt earlier returning. She pressed down with her hips, grunting in exertion as the thick cock began to bore deep into her soul. She pulled up, feeling it rasping against the walls of her pussy, pushing back down again to further impale herself on his thick cock. Up and down she moved, each time taking a bit more of his cock inside her, each time her juices making it slide easier. She was surprised that over half of it was inside her, her knees spreading wider to relieve some of the tightness. She tightened her muscles, pleased that Frederick’s cock responded, jumping inside her.God, it was beginning to feel good.

 Frederick enjoyed Sandy, not having to do anything but lay back, his cock enclosed inside her hot, tight pussy, so tight it felt as if it were a leather glove. If she wasn’t already tight enough, when she squeezed his cock it almost felt as if she were trying to squeeze the blood until the head of his cock burst inside her. He watched her as she began to rock back and forth on his cock, three quarters of his cock buried inside her, her tits gently bouncing up and down. Her hips moved in a tight circle, her inside muscles gripping his cock as it rubbed up and down her tight passage. He struggled to contain his orgasm, not wanting to cum until he was fully buried inside her. He began to move his hips back up, meeting her downward strokes as he joined in the fucking.

 Frederick was rising up to meet her, her pussy stretching to take the thick member completely inside her. Sandy had never felt anything like this before, able to control the movements, his cock touching places insider her that were never touched before. Her fingers moved down to her slit, finding her clit, grabbing the swollen bud and pulling it until it touched his hot cock. The shock as his cock slid along her clit sent a tremor through her body, a feeling she had never experienced before. Most of the time she fucked, it was her partner that achieved the orgasm, Sandy adept at faking her pleasure, solo masturbation her only pleasure. She knew this would be different. She pushed down hard until she felt his cock banging painfully against her cervix as if she were trying to drive it through her body. She had taken it all, her muscles clenching on the hard shaft. It felt strange as she rose up on her knees, his cock pulling from her pussy, a powerful vacuum formed by the thick head. She pulled almost all the way off, stopping until her pussy gripped it tightly beneath the head. She felt Frederick’s hands on her hips, knowing what he wanted her to do. She didn’t hesitate, sending her pussy down hard on his cock, burying his cock completely inside her with a sudden thrust that took the air from her lungs. "EEEHHH," she yelled out, not caring how it looked any longer. She went from empty to full in seconds, a strange masochistic thrill racing through her body as she began to fuck Frederick. And fuck him hard. Up and down she bounced on his cock, her pussy slick with her juices, his cock hard. She never felt taken so completely as she was now, controlling the powerful strokes as she engulfed his cock with her hot, wet pussy.

 Frederick enjoyed the way her body bounced on top of him, her tits slapping noisily against her chest, her grunts of pleasure as she impaled her hot, tight pussy onto his cock. She was not the shy, innocent girl but a mindless whore intent on giving him the most pleasurable fuck imaginable. And she was succeeding at it. Her fingers held her red, swollen clit along the shaft of his cock, sliding along the thick shaft as she fucked him hard and deep. He wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer and neither could she. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed tightly, her face contoured in pleasure, ready to cum. Her hips rolled from side to side, her inner muscles clenching uncontrollably on his cock as she rode him for all she was worth.

 She couldn’t contain herself any longer, the pleasurable feeling rushing over her body. Her nipples were hard and swollen, almost wishing Michael would get up and suck them deep in his mouth. Her pussy was being reamed by Frederick’s cock like nothing she had ever experienced bofore, her hips a blur as she fucked him like a two-dollar whore. She screamed in pleasure, the orgasm ripping through her body. "EEEEYYYY," she yelled at the top of her lungs, her pussy tightening on his cock until she felt his first shudder and then the hot spray of his cum deep inside her. It felt like a fire hose bathing her insides, her hips moving back and forth, her finger yanking her clit so hard that it hurt, pushing it hard along his cock. She came again, feeling her pussy bathe his cock with her juices, mixing with his abundant sperm inside her. She jumped up and down on his cock until she managed to extract a final orgasm from her body, the sweat glistening on her body. She finally slumped down on him, her pussy clenching uncontrollably on and off his rapidly deflating cock. Her nipples felt so sensitive as they rubbed against his hairy chest as she collapsed on top of Frederick, her body spent.

 Frederick pumped her body full of cum, each time an orgasm overcame Sandy, her muscles tightened on his cock, driving another load of cum from deep inside his balls. He had never felt a pussy so tight or a partner as enthusiastic as Sandy. She finally collapsed on his chest, her breathing heavy and ragged, her pussy tightening on his cock until it finally succeeded in pushing it out. He felt the rush of cum shoot out, soaking his flaccid cock with their juices. He lay there breathing heavy, Sandy’s body still sprawled across his.

 She finally got up, the juices rushing down her thighs as she did. "I need to clean up," her only excuse as she left them to go into the bathroom. She sat on the counter, contemplating what had just happened, her body spent from the multiple orgasms.So this was supposed to be punishment? She almost laughed aloud. She washed up, sure that Michael would want a turn next, not sure what he would require of her. She was still naked, feeling a bit self conscious now that her arousal was fulfilled. She finally got her nerve back, leaving the safety of the bathroom for the living room. Frederick had left, but Michael was still there, only now he was naked. She looked at him, or more directly at his cock. It jutted out from his body, bigger than Frederick’s. It had to be at least a good seven inches, thicker than her fingers could reach around and the head was huge, almost domed shaped. It was a darker red, Michael’s hand slowly running up and down the shaft as he sat in the chair. Beneath his hand she caught a glimpse of his balls, heavy and swollen in lust. She looked up, Michael staring at her face, Sandy blushing at getting caught looking at his cock.

 "This is for you to take care of. Just like you did to Frederick." Michael stroked his cock faster. "Come over here. Kneel at my chair."

 She did as he said, his eyes watching her as she walked, Sandy feeling self conscious of her naked body, her breasts moving as she walked. She kneeled down in front of him, feeling as if she were a servant girl. She knew what he wanted, or at least thought she did. Her hands reached out and touched his cock almost hesitantly, feeling strange at touching her boss’s naked cock, a forbidden thrill racing through her body.

 Michael lay back in the chair wanting to see how Sandy would take care of him without any further instructions. Her hands felt so soft on his cock, almost as if she were afraid of touching him too hard. She began to stroke him, running her hand up and down his shaft, her hand beginning to clench tighter on his cock as she began to feel more comfortable touching him so intimately. Her eyes were glued to his cock, as if she were mesmerized by it. She was a natural, quickly learning what pleased him, her fingers tightening on the head of his cock when she stroked over the head, Michael’s cock jerking in pleasure as she did. She finally looked up at him, Michael nodding his head in approval.

 His cock was so hard and hot, her hand running up and down the thick shaft. It was the first time that she had really ever seen a cock, their previous encounter had their cocks in her mouth before she could do anything. She noticed that the shaft had thick veins running up them, a dark ridge just under the head of his cock. His cock jerked in pleasure when her fingers ran over the ridge, Sandy paying special attention to it on each stroke. As she stroked his cock she noticed the tiny drops of pre-cum leaking from the head, her finger tentatively touching the hot, sticky fluid. She snapped her fingertip along the tiny slit, back and forth until she coaxed another drop of cum from it. She finally looked up, a smile on Michael’s face, Sandy pleased with herself as Michael nodded his approval. She knew what she had to do next, his cock close to her face. She moved closer, rubbing the tip of his cock along her cheek, the flesh so hot as it jerked when it touched her silky cheek. She was only inches from it, her hand controlling it as she moved it to her lips, running it around her lips almost as if it were a lip stick tube, his sticky cum the lipstick.

 Michael fought the urge to cum when he felt her hot breath on his cock, her hand rubbing it on her lips. Michael was eager for her tongue. He didn’t have to wait long before her tongue peeked out between her lips, touching so gently the head of his cock, her hand holding it tightly, preventing it from jerking in pleasure. He couldn’t help from moaning softly as her tongue flicked over the head of his cock. Michael fought the urge to plunge his cock deep into her mouth.

 She moved her tongue over the head of his cock, learning quickly what pleased Michael, the taste of his cum filling her mouth with its saltiness. She lapped almost eagerly over the tip, her tongue pushing into the tiny hole in the tip as her finger did, her reward, another drop of cum on her tongue. She pressed his cock into her mouth, her lips opening wide as she sought to accommodate the thick head. She pushed the head all the way into her mouth, her lips clasping tightly just below the head, her tongue lashing out inside her mouth on the head, slapping all around it as if she were bathing it. She felt so powerful, the intense feeling rushing between her legs as she sucked his cock, a task that only days ago she vowed never to do. Now she was doing it willingly. Well, almost willingly, not sure if she would’ve done such a thing if she wasn’t being blackmailed. Her cheeks pulled in as she sucked his cock into her mouth, the thick shaft sliding over her tight lips, over half of his cock in her mouth, bulging out one of her cheeks.

 It felt like her mouth was a vacuum cleaner, his cock pulled into the hot depths as her tongue ringed the shaft. He watched his cock disappearing, the strong suction dragging drops of cum from the tip of his cock. "Yes, very good Sandy." She began to move her head up and down his cock, her lips so tight that they felt like a tight rubber band. Her tongue would flick under the ring of his cock when it pulled out, her hand gripping his cock tight as she sucked it back in. He felt the head of his cock bump against the back of her mouth, a sharp gag escaping from her tightly stretched lips as it sought entrance to her throat.

 She pulled his cock too deep into her mouth, gagging as it pushed to the back of her throat. She held it there, feeling it jerking, another gag, her throat opening up. She didn’t know why she did it, but she did, her head pushing forward as she strove to swallow his cock. "GGGHHH," she choked as the head of his cock breached her throat. Her stomach heaved as she repeatedly gagged on the thick cock in her throat. It felt so huge inside her, her nose sucking in as much air as she could, tears filling her eyes.

 Her throat muscles seemed to pulsate on and off of his cock, massaging his cock like no hand could do. He looked at her tear stained face, her throat bobbing up and down as she held his cock deep in her mouth and throat. She finally pulled it out, her mouth opening wider as she sought to fill her lungs with the precious air, her breathing ragged.

 "You please me Sandy. But it’s your pussy I want now." He pulled his cock from her lips and she almost seemed to be disappointed that he did.

 "Yes Sir." She licked her lips, staring down at his slick cock, covered with her saliva.

 "On the floor on your hands and knees." He ordered her.

 He wanted to take her like an animal mating, taken from behind, her mind quickly conjuring up an image of a dog on the back of a bitch, his red cock plunging in and out of her in a rapid fucking. She had no choice, moving to the center of the floor, kneeling down on her hands and knees, her thighs still together. Michael got up from the chair and walked behind her, as Sandy waited for the first thrust inside her.

 Michael’s hand moved to her back, pushing down. "Lower your head." His other hand reached under her and pulled her ass up. "Arch your back and thrust out that lovely ass for me."

 She felt his hands moving her body around, the shame racing through her body as she was bent over submissively, her ass thrust up as if she were offering up her treasures for him, her head bowed in reverence to his power over her. She felt him kneeling behind her, his hands moving between her tightly clenched thighs, pushing out, forcing her legs to spread.

 "Spread your legs for me." He pushed each time she complied, forcing her to spread wider until he was satisfied, her knees widely spaced, her ass cheeks parted, her pink pussy spread. Even her tiny asshole was exposed, the tiny pink hole barely visible between her cheeks.

 She never felt so exposed, not even when Frederick was fucking her. Michael was behind her, staring down at her widely spaced legs, her pussy, even her anus open and exposed to his glaring eyes, no part of her intimate body hidden from his view. Michael’s hands still held her thighs, his hot hands digging tightly into her sensitive skin, holding her open for him. His hands began to roam intimately over her flesh, Sandy feeling his cock pushed against her ass. His fingers pulled her cheeks farther apart, his fingers creeping closer to her tightly clenched anus. Sandy did not like him touching there. She couldn’t deny she enjoyed his tongue, but she liked it better on her pussy than when he pushed it into her anus. It was just not a place that she ever even considered to be a sexual part of her body. But she was sure that Michael and Frederick didn’t share her same beliefs. His thumbs peeled apart her cheeks, his fingers so close to her anus that she felt him pulling the pucker out of her tiny hole, the cool air of the room touching inside her hot hole. His cock jumped against her ass, sure that Michael could almost see inside her and that was what was exciting him. She was relieved when his fingers moved down, sliding along her perineum, surprised how sensitive the tiny strip of skin was to his touch.

 Michael plunged his fingers into her dripping wet pussy, surprised that she was that wet, her hot insides seem to suck them deep inside, her muscles squeezing tightly on the twin digits. She gasped when she was initially impaled by his fingers, but pushed back once she grew accustomed to them, driving them deeper into the hot depths of her pussy. He twisted them from side to side, Sandy’s body beginning to rock back and forth on the invading fingers. He couldn’t wait any longer, pulling his fingers out of her and replacing it with his cock. He watched as her pussy lips slowly encased the head of his cock as he kneeled behind her, his hips ready to drive it deep inside her.

 His fingers felt good, but his cock was even better. His hands moved to her hips, pressing hard into her flesh as he readied her to take his cock. He pulled her ass up even higher, her sex open and exposed, his cock already banging at her vagina. She felt so vulnerable, her head lying on the floor, her legs aching from being spread so wide, her ass thrust open obscenely. She felt his hands dig into her hips as he moved his hips forward, her pussy forced to open to take the thick head of his cock inside. It felt huge, much bigger than Frederick’s as he pressed forward. She tried to move away from him but his hands always dragged her back onto his cock, each time more of the thick cock impaling her tight pussy. "EEEEhh," she yelled out, Michael suddenly shooting his hips forward, his rigid cock burying deep inside her in a single thrust. Her pussy clamped submissively around the large head, gripping it and Sandy was not sure if she were trying to keep it out or in. Michael had stopped, jerking his cock inside her, making her feel the power he had over her, his hands holding her ass submissively up for his cock.

 It was so tight, her pussy clenching onto his cock possessively. He even noticed a slight movement of her hips as she began to wag her ass back and forth as if she didn’t want him to feel her arousal. His cock wanted more, his hands pulled her back onto his cock as if her pussy was a sock that he was trying to put on his foot. She was so tight, her hot insides massaging his cock as he began to take her with short, staccato thrusts, each time going in deeper, grunts coming from Sandy as his cock opened up her insides for him. He pulled out until the head was gripped by her pussy and then would shove back in forcefully, each time his cock driving deeper inside her body. He enjoyed her grunts of pain, each thrust trying to make her grunt louder, each thrust harder than the last, his hands holding her hips, Sandy was unable to do anything but take his cock.

 It jerked in and out of her pussy, Michael making her take his powerful strokes, almost as if he were trying to make her yell out each time. It bore deep inside her, pushing aside all of her muscles resistance, Sandy felt lucky that she was wet enough. His powerful hips drove his cock in and out, her body held tight by his hands as her pussy was forced to take the full measure of his cock. She finally felt it, the loud slap of his abdomen against her up thrust ass cheeks, his cock buried deep inside her. She could feel it jerking against the tight walls as he lay motionless behind her. She tightened her muscles on his cock, his cock jumping around inside her.

 "Yes, I like that." Michael pulled his cock out, her muscles gripping his shaft as it pulled free. He shoved back in again, taking her with a powerful thrust that drove his cock head hard against her cervix, his hands holding her tight as she fought to escape the punishing thrusts. "Take it Sandy." He pulled out and back in again. He began to fuck her now, not stopping each time, his hands making her hips move around in circles, his cock enjoying the uncontrollable clenching of her hot insides. "Such a hot fuck." One hand held her hip, the other moved up to her wide spread crack, his thumb finding her anal pad, pushing hotly on the raised hole. She bucked beneath him. "Hold still," he warned her.

 His thumb was so big that it completely covered her anus, sitting hard on it as he pressed down, feeling her hole having no choice but to open. It felt strange, unable to control the clenching his thumb was provoking, her hips rolling around as his cock continued to fuck her. He was thrilling her at both of her holes, her anus burning as his thumb was proving successful at breaching her hole no matter how much she tried to keep it out. "No please!" Eeeehhh," she screamed as her anus burned, forced open by his thumb, the thick digit suddenly engulfed in her hot hole.

 Her pussy clamped defensively down on his cock when his thumb breached her asshole, Sandy unable to comprehend the duel ravishment. He loved the way she fought but continued to move her hips, her hot insides gripping his cock almost lovingly. He pushed deeper with his thumb, her rectum gripping his finger as he buried it deeper into her virgin hole.

 It burned when his finger entered her, not like his tongue. She couldn’t control her own muscles as they sought to shove it out, this part of body used to pushing things out, not allowing them to go in. But Michael’s finger was stronger than her ass, pressing deeper as she gasped each time. His cock continued to plunder the treasure between her legs, reaming her out as he fucked her hard, her breasts slapping back and forth as her body rocked from the powerful fuck. She could do nothing but wag her ass and take the punishment. Her ass began to accept the fat finger inside her, just as her pussy took the powerful strokes of his cock. She was being rocked by his fucking, sliding along the floor, Michael always behind her, driving his cock deep inside her. Her ass shot up by the unexpected touch of his hand underneath her, finding her clit with little trouble, the harden bud so pronounced and swollen. He pinched it hard, and Sandy was forced to arch her ass up into the air, where it was met by his plundering cock, driving it deep inside her. She fought the urge, not wanting to cum while taken like an animal from behind, but Michael kept up the assault on her body.

 Frederick had entered the room again, but Sandy had not noticed him as she was busy under Michael’s assault. He took out his cock again, the sight of her naked body on the floor getting fucked by Michael making it hard instantly. He stroked it as he silently walked towards her. He reached down when he stood over her, his hand gripping her by her hair and suddenly pulling her head up. Michael saw him and gripped her hips hard, keeping her in place. He had the chance when her mouth opened to scream from the pain of her hair tearing, but Frederick silenced her quickly with his fat cock, plugging her mouth. He shoved hard, holding her head as he plunged to the back of her mouth, jamming his cock head against her tonsils.

 She was shocked, her hair felt as if it were ripped from her head, as she was jerked upright. She was instantly shocked to find herself staring at Frederick’s hard cock, her mouth opened to yell in pain when she gurgled as her lips were speared by his hot flesh. She couldn’t do anything, his hands holding her head, pulling her face onto his hard cock. It hit the back of her throat. "GGGHHH," she mumbled as the hard cock battered at the entrance to her throat, her eyes watering as she choked on his hot meat. The two of them began to take her ruthlessly and fully, twin cocks battering her at both ends, Michael’s fingers kept up their masturbation of her clit as they made her take the full measure of their cocks with each thrust. One battered her cervix with each powerful thrust while the other sought entrance to her defenseless throat, her body a plaything for them. But she couldn’t stop the orgasm that had been building in her body as they used her for their pleasure, their cocks difficult to refuse. Even the thumb in her ass felt natural, all three of her holes filled while she submissively kneeled on the floor for them. The thought of what they were doing to her along with the mastery of their cocks and fingers sent her over the edge, her pussy clamping tight on Michael’s cock, her asshole going into an uncontrollable spasm that clenched on and off the rampaging finger in her rectum. As for the cock in her mouth, Sandy let her tongue race over the head, hoping to coax out the cum again. She didn’t have to wait long.

 Frederick couldn’t believe she could make him cum again so quickly, but the naked sight of her body being taken by Michael, her lips wrapped around his cock so tight and her energetic tongue was all he needed to cum again, this time filling her mouth with his thick crème.

 When her pussy clamped down on his cock it was all that needed to drain Michael’s balls, the cum racing up his shaft, shooting out deep into her pussy, bathing her insides with his hot cum. He shot again, her muscles clenching on his cock, another load of cum bathing her pulsating muscles as he plunged his cock in and out of her pussy, slick with their juices. Her body jerked underneath him as she came, his cock drenched in her juices, mixing with his to run down her thighs as he continued to plunder her body. Her mouth was pushed hard against Frederick’s stomach as his cock buried deep in her throat, shooting his cum directly into her stomach, her choking and gagging milking his cock of his cum.

 Frederick pulled his cock from her mouth, satisfied, one last load of cum rushing over her tongue. She bent over, gasping and choking, cum dripping down onto the floor underneath her. Michael moved his body over her, pressing her flat on the floor, his knees bowing her legs out, his cock still thrusting in and out of her pussy from behind as he came. She could barely breathe, Michael’s hand trapped beneath her body, his fingers still pinching her clit hard, the pleasure turning to pain as her orgasm began to retreat. She fucked her ass up into the air to escape the sharp bite on her clit, driving his cock so deep inside as she felt her pussy bathed one last time with his cum. Michael finally slumped down on top of her, and Sandy struggled to throw him off, unable to breathe. She laid there on her stomach, the fl0or beneath her a puddle of cum as it dripped from her ravished pussy, exhausted from the multiple orgasms they had extracted from her untrained body.

 * * * *

 The weekend was a long succession of sex for Sandy. It was either Frederick or Michael taking her. She was allowed a short baby-doll negligee to wear, naked underneath it, always available to them when they wanted her. And they did want her often, Sandy found herself on her knees often, her mouth used to make them hard. Once they were ready she found herself in one of their bedrooms, sprawled across one of the beds, her pussy filled with their hard cock. She was placed in almost every conceivable position there was, many Sandy had never even fathomed. At night she slept in Michael’s bed, her sleep broken by the feel of a hard cock slipping into her, luckily she found herself wet, never understanding the why of it. Finally Sunday night she was allowed to go home to get ready for the week of work, but not before her mouth was plugged with hard cocks, swallowing two large loads of thick cum. She went home exhausted, falling asleep on her own bed, relieved that she was alone at last. She knew they would leave her alone during the day at work, but she also knew the nighttime was theirs, especially the weekends.




 CHAPTER 5

 Punishment

 Sandy wasn’t sure what to tell Fern, but being alone at home left her with no one to talk to and they seemed to have become friends. This was in spite of the fact that Sandy had taken the job that Fern wanted, but she seemed to have gotten over that. They were sitting in the cafeteria, another fifteen minutes before they started work, a morning ritual where they shared stories over coffee.

 "Can I ask how your weekend was?" Fern wasn’t sure exactly how much Sandy wanted to talk about her new "relationship".

 Sandy looked up at her, needing to tell someone. "Well, if I had been a virgin before Friday, I think you could probably call me a spent whore today," Sandy kidded, more to herself than to Fern.

 Fern’s ears perked up, not having been laid in almost a month; even to live it vicariously was better than nothing. "Details Sandy, details."

 Sandy didn’t even know where to start. "The modeling was much more humiliating than I could ever imagine. And the clothes left nothing to the imagination. The men stared at me in the most obscene positions, all of my sex exposed to them."

 Fern waited for more, finally chiming it. "But did it make you wet?" She almost wished she had been there, delighting in parading her naked or half naked body in front of others.

 "I could say no, but I would be lying. By time it was over I wanted to race home and masturbate."

 "Where did you go then?"

 "Michael and Frederick have a company apartment not very far away. I spent the weekend there. With both of them."

 "More details, come on tell me more." Fern was desperate, her pussy wet at the thought of what they did to Sandy.

 "They both fucked me in every conceivable position that they could think of. I didn’t think some of them were even possible. And it wasn’t the missionary position that I was used to, sometimes I was even on top, forced to fuck them. And as much as I hate being forced into this position, I honestly can’t deny that I enjoyed it, having my first of many orgasms while getting fucked. And I always thought I could only do it while masturbating." Sandy waited for a second, letting it all sink in. "They must have done me at least ten times."

 "God, I wish it were me." Fern could imagine the both of them taking her, forcing her to ride each one until they climaxed inside her, the other ready nearby, his cock hard for her. "What about this week? Did they say what they were going to do to you?" Fern wanted to know if they would get more perverted in their desires, wishing it were her that was being taken sexually by them.

 "I don’t know." Sandy hadn’t really thought about it, trying not to let her imagination get the best of her. They had already forced her to suck their cock, even drove their hard cocks down into her throat while she choked and gagged. The bell rang, signaling the first shift to the warehouse. "See you at lunch."

 Fern watched as she walked off, not sure if it was her imagination, but she seemed to walk a bit funny, almost bowlegged. She was jealous. She had to think of a way that she could join in. Stealing the petty cash wasn’t an option, it had already been done. She would have to think of another.

 Sandy brought Michael his coffee, her steno pad in her hand, sitting down in front of his desk as he looked over his messages. "Good morning Michael."

 Michael looked up, smiling at Sandy. "Good morning Sandy. You look attractive today."

 "Thank you."

 "Schedule a meeting with all the department heads for 2 o’clock today.

Make sure Frederick knows about it."

 Michael had made no mention of the weekend, almost as if it hadn’t even happened. Sandy was at least grateful knowing that work was still work, and not a place where her other talents would be discussed. It wasn’t until Thursday that the subject was broached.

 "Can you get to the apartment by yourself? Do you still remember where it is?"

 Michael threw it out so abruptly that Sandy was confused for a minute. It was Thursday; the week had passed quickly, and Sandy had almost forgotten her deal. "Yes," she managed to stammer.

 "I want you there Friday by eight. Plan to stay for the weekend. You received the pleasure last weekend; this weekend will require you to receive your punishment." Michael said it so matter of fact.

 Punishment! Sandy hadn’t really thought of punishment, the humiliation of posing almost naked and having Michael and Frederick take her sexually in her mouth and pussy was bad enough. Yes, she did have orgasms from it, but she still thought of it as punishment. What Michael was alluding to sounded like real punishment. Physical punishment. She had to ask. "Punishment Sir? What are you going to do?"

 "I think the suspense will make it that much worse, don’t you?" He smiled, seeing the look of fear in her eyes.

 "Yes Sir." Michael handed her some papers to file, the conversation ended, back to the business of business.

 She told Fern Friday morning and it almost seemed that Fern delighted in hearing it. "What do you think they will do Fern?"

 "My pussy gets wet at the thought of Michael punishing me. To think of him standing next to me, his hard cock jerking as he punished me, knowing that he would take me when he was done, taking me ruthlessly, my cries of pain only making him harder." Fern sounded like a romance novel.

 "What about the pain? That doesn’t sound very enjoyable."How could Fern think that being punished was enjoyable?

 "There’s a fine line between pain and pleasure Sandy. When you are aroused, you’d be surprised how enjoyable the pain can be. Your only thought is how it is going to feel to take that big, hard cock inside you once he is finished. And how much pleasure he is getting from punishing you. God, I wish it was me."

 "I wish it was you also!" She could almost have laughed at Fern if it wasn’t so serious to Sandy. She wasn’t sure she had the same attitude if their places were exchanged.

 "Good luck. And don’t forget I want details on Monday." Fern knew her only release this weekend was going to be solo masturbation, but she would be imaging it was Michael punishing her that would make her cum. And she was sure that she would cum a lot this weekend.

 

 * * * *

 The drive to the apartment came too quickly for Sandy, pulling into the parking spot, noticing that Michael’s and Frederick’s cars were already there, the lights on inside the apartment. Including the lights to the bedrooms upstairs. Sandy walked to the door, and it suddenly opened without her even knocking.

 "We’ve been waiting for you Sandy." Michael had been patiently looking out the window for the last five minutes, knowing Sandy’s habit of punctuality.

 "Yes Master." She hoped that her submissive behavior would somehow help the situation.

 Michael smiled; she was trying to play him, not thinking she had such deceit in her. He let her come in, looking down at her lovely ass. His hand ran over her cheeks, feeling her stop, letting him have his way with her. He squeezed her ass, his cock jumping at the thought of punishing those lovely twin cheeks. And punished they would be. Wait until she saw how they transformed the second bedroom.

 His hands roamed freely over her butt, Sandy stood still letting him have his way with her. She smiled at Frederick, not even noticing him at first as he sat on the couch staring at her.

 Frederick got up, and Michael motioned Sandy to go up the stairs. Again, there would be no preliminaries; their sexual desires already peaked, wanting her instantly without any foreplay. Frederick’s hands roamed over her ass and the back of her legs as she went up the stairs. Sandy wondered which bedroom she would go to, which man would have her first.

 Michael opened the door, turning to Sandy to see her reaction. It was what he had expected if not more.

 Sandy’s eyes opened wide when she looked inside the room, the shock hitting her suddenly. Gone were the bed and dresser. In its place were various pieces of wooden structures, Sandy not even sure what to call them but they were definitely not furniture. She knew what their purpose was. It would be used to force her over or on or up, depending on which piece it was. It would be used to put her into positions to punish, sure that somewhere along the way she would be bound to them. She could have never even fathomed that anyone would be bound, not in this modern day. Not unless you were being robbed or raped. But to be bound so that they could punish her, unable to stop them from doing whatever they wanted to do to her innocent body. It was almost inconceivable. She turned to Michael, hoping for some sympathy. "What are you going to do?" She was scared.

 "Anything we want," was Michael’s only answer. "And everything we want." Michael motioned her over to the spanking bench. It was more of a triangle shaped bench, bent at a right angle in the center raised up on four large wooden posts. Each corner of the triangle bench had large black metal cuffs attached to the wood. The back part of the triangle had wooden beams that sloped outward, not like the parallel running beams in the front.

 Sandy became even more scared now; the large cuffs were strong and would be confining her to the massive bench. She knew that she would be forced onto the bench, her body bent in the middle, her head and hands sloping down in the front, her legs sloping down and out in the back. Her ass would be the most prominently displayed part of her body, thrust up and out at a convenient height to be punished. With her legs bound and spread, even her sex would be so obscenely exposed to punishment, a thought she never even considered before. Michael spun her around until she was facing him.

 Michael began to unbutton her blouse, her breasts straining the buttons. Each button popped open revealing white naked flesh. His finger grazed her skin, tiny goose bumps appearing on her skin. He pulled the blouse out of her skirt, pulling it to the side, off her shoulders and down her arms until it fell on the floor. Sandy volunteered and turned around without being told, Michael’s fingers expertly unsnapping her bra with a flick of his finger, his hands moving to her shoulders to slip the straps down her naked arms. He turned her around facing him, her hands limply at her side, her naked breasts revealed.

 Sandy watched Michael’s hands run up her sides as if she were hypnotized, Sandy fighting back the urge to laugh, his hands tickling her. His hands moved to cup her breasts, his large hands able to cup her large breasts, his fingers already teasing the tips harder. "MMMM," she moaned as his fingers tightened on the hard tips, squeezing harder than she would have liked but unable to stop him, knowing that it was only going to get worse.

 Michael pulled on her nipples, his fingers tugging tighter on her swollen flesh, twisting as he pulled, Sandy fighting to keep her position as her breasts stretched. "Such nice big nipples. Made to be punished." His hand slid down to her waist, undoing the button, the zipper sliding easily down. He let it go, falling to a puddle at her feet. "Step out of it."

 Sandy stood almost naked in front of him, her panties her only protection, stepping out of her shoes, them making her feel even more naked with them on. Michael’s hand slid down her abdomen, Sandy unconsciously spreading her legs slightly when she realized where his hand was going. He cupped her sex as if it were a bowling bowl. She felt her pussy get drenched at the touch of his hand, Sandy still unable to explain her own arousal. His finger felt good, too good when it slipped between her lips, pushing her silky panties between her slick lips. She shifted her legs when his finger began to move back and forth.How could she be getting aroused when she knew he was only teasing her until he was ready to punish her?

 "So wet," he commented as he began the gentle masturbation of Sandy as she stood submissively in front of him. He knew if he kept it up much longer she would cum and he didn’t want that. He wanted her aroused when he punished her, the pain much easier to take when aroused. "Over the bench Sandy. It’s time for your punishment. Take your panties off first. We want you naked and available."

 She hated for him to stop, her pussy drenched, his finger so pleasurable. She slipped her panties down her legs, kicking them to the side. She moved toward the bench, trying to figure out how to get on it. Michael helped her, holding her steady while she crawled up the thick beams until she felt the sharp ridge pushed against her stomach. Her arms inched down the front, her body sloping over it until her hands almost touched the metal cuffs. She had to arch her ass up as the sharp ridge dug into her stomach, her knees perched on the back beams and her legs spread to accommodate the outward sloping beams. Michael’s hands continued to move across her body, putting her into the position he wanted.

 "Put your hands in the cuffs." He got her posed; wanting to explore her body, but not before he had her bound. He tightened the cuffs on her wrists before moving to her legs. He pushed her leg outward until it banged into the cuff, snapping it closed. The final leg was secured, Michael standing back with Frederick to admire his work.

 The loud clanging of the cuffs as they closed was so final, the cold metal so tight on her wrists and ankles. Her legs were spread, spread farther than she would have liked, her sex and cheeks opening up to the wide expanse. She could barely turn her head to see them as they stood in back of her, sure that she was giving them a good view of her sex from behind, only inciting her lust between her legs even more as her mind raced at what they were planning to do to her. The cuffs held her securely, unable to do anything but protest verbally what they might do. She felt hands running up her legs, already familiar with Michael’s touch as his powerful, rough hands moved along her silky thighs. She thought she had wet herself, her pussy drenched as he teased his fingers along the top of her legs, rubbing so close to her pussy without actually touching it.

 Michael peeled back her pussy lips, her body jumping as he touched her, her lips slick, her juices flowing now. She might protest what they were going to do to her, but her arousal was apparent. Michael slapped her ass suddenly, her body jerking up as the sharp slap rang out in the room. Her white skin instantly turned a dark pink, her cheeks quivering in pain. He touched the skin, feeling the heat from the blow, slowly caressing the silky skin.

 "EEEEHHH," she screamed in pain, his teasing finger abruptly turning into an instrument of pain, his palm beating hard on her up thrust ass cheeks, one cheek bearing the brunt of his attack. She braced herself for the next blow, her cheeks tightened protectively as his hand moved almost lovingly over her cheeks as if it was someone else that had struck her. "EEEGG", she screamed again, arching up her ass in pain as her other cheek received the powerful blow. Another slap came quicker, Frederick joining in, each of them paying special attention to each cheek almost as if they were trying to see who could make her cry louder in pain.

 They both enjoyed the way her body jerked up in pain from their powerful slaps, her ass moving higher, her pussy opening up as she screamed in pain. Michael’s hands moved lower, slapping the tops of her thighs, the skin particularly sensitive. Her head was turned towards them, her eyes begging, tears running down her cheeks as they continued their punishment. Her cheeks were now a bright red, a testament to their powerful hands.

 "No! Please No!" She protested loudly when she saw the paddles Michael brought over. Their hands were bad enough, the black leather paddles would be even worse. She held her breath, her ass cheeks tightly clenched as she waited, Frederick’s hand raising up high, the leather paddle glistening in the light as it swung down in a wide arc. She heard the noise of the leather meeting her flesh first, the loud slap ringing out nosily in the room. The shock of pain hit her brain with such a rush, a scream tore from her throat as the intense pain raced through her ass cheeks. It felt as though her ass cheeks wore torn, Sandy sure that they were bleeding.

 Frederick was surprised by the loud shrill of her scream, his cock jerking in pleasure as her body bounced on the spanking bench, the cuffs keeping her bound and spread. He watched as Michael swung his paddle, catching Sandy when her cheeks were loosened, slapping hard along her crease, sure that he caught her tiny asshole exposed. Her scream confirmed his observation.

 "AAAAGGG." It felt like he was driving a spike up her asshole, Sandy breathing heavily in pain, her cheeks unprotected as the paddle slapped her ass hard. Her anus fluttered uncontrollably as the leather paddle hit her square on the tiny hole, her ass cheeks clenching tightly, trying to squelch the unbelievable pain that radiated from the tiny hole. "EEEGG," she cried out as a paddle hit her high up on her thighs, her tender skin bearing the brunt of the large leather paddle. She could only bounce around her ass, the cuffs leaving her bound and spread at their mercy, the both of them delighting in making her cry out in pain. Michael was now paying special attention to her inside thighs, Sandy unsuccessfully trying to close her legs, the leather paddles slapping hard against her tender inner thighs, bowing her legs out even farther each time. Her head slumped down as they grew tired of hitting her.

 Michael caressed her flesh, enjoying the way she tried to jerk away each time, his hand pushing hard on her. Her skin was almost hot to the touch. His fingers moved up between her legs, pulling her cheeks forcibly apart, her little asshole red and swollen, the paddle taking its toll on it. His fingers pushed to the sides of her hole, seeing her muscles fighting the rude intrusion, pulling out until her hole began to open. "Stop fighting me!" His fingers pulled out harder, seeing her hole begin to flutter open, the blackness inside so mysterious.

 She hated it when he touched her back there, her anus aching from being hit with the paddle, his fingers harshly spreading her open, her muscles clenching on and off as his fingers pulled her anus open. She felt so exposed, Michael so close that she could feel his hot breath blowing on her pucker, afraid of what he planned to do. She arched up, moaning softly when his other hand moved between her legs, pushing apart her lips to glide up and down her wet slit, Sandy having no choice but to arch up, his fingers pushing harder on her anus.God, how could she being get wetter after all he had done to her ? She bucked up and down as his finger found her clit, tapping at the bud until it grew swollen in lust. "EEEEHH." His hand moved away from her slit, but she felt the gentle tap on her pussy from behind, Sandy afraid of what he might do. He began to slap her on her pussy; Sandy astonished that anyone would even think of such a thing, never mind do it. It was almost as if he was spanking her pussy, his hand tapping harder and harder as her ass jerked up each time, the cuffs clanging noisily. She thought she saw stars when he slapped her harder, high up her slit, his rigid fingers slapping on her exposed clit, driving it hard against her pelvic bone, smashing it.

 Her pussy was getting wetter and wetter each time he slapped her from behind, his fingers drenched in her juices. Her anus fluttered uncontrollably, opening and closing, exposing her dark hole to his gaze, Sandy had no control over her own muscles. He was hitting her slit harder; her lips forced back, his hand finding her sensitive inner lips slick and vulnerable. She couldn’t control the way her ass jerked up and down, almost as if she were fucking back down on the slapping hand. He hit harder, grunts of pain, or maybe pleasure coming from her lips, her body glistening with her sweat as his hand kept up the rhythmic slapping of her pussy.

 She was so exposed, unable to stop him from spanking her pussy, his hand moving up so high so he could attack her clit, the hand always coming back again to hit it harder. It was almost as if he was fucking her and his hand was his stomach banging against her with each powerful thrust of his cock, Sandy’s mind drifted off to imagine his hard cock fucking her, driving deep inside her. She could feel it, the deep arousal, knowing that she was about to cum, unable to control herself any longer. "Harder!" She shouted it out; ashamed at what she was asking, but she needed something to drive her over the edge. Michael didn’t disappoint her, her ass arching up high, a scream tore from her lips as he slapped her harder than he had ever before. "GGGGHHH." It hurt so good, his hand slapping her on her slit, pushing aside her lips to attack her delicate pink flesh. Her clit, swollen in lust was slapped harshly, driving it into her pelvic bone, unable to absorb any of the punishing blows. She felt the orgasm take over her body, her body shaking in pleasure, her pussy tingling, Michael’s hand rubbing up and down her slit as he forced her to cum. Her nipples hardened until they ached in pain, her pussy muscles tightening up, looking for a cock inside her to squeeze. She could only hump up and down on the masturbating hand as she came, ashamed at having cum while being spanked. Especially pussy spanked. The pleasure raced through her body, her pussy drenching Michael’s hand as he continued to rub up and down her slit. A sharp slap with a paddle on her cheek drove her pussy hard onto Michael’s hand, another orgasm dragged from her body before she finally slumped down on the spanking bench, her body spent from the multiple orgasms.

 Michael continued to rub her pussy gently now, his hand covered in her juices. "Sandy seemed to enjoy her punishment again. Maybe we need to be harsher or she’ll never learn her lesson." They both laughed at her as she turned red in shame.

 They were right, their punishment even turned to pleasure, Sandy ashamed at how her body continued to betray her each time. She felt them take her off the spanking bench, their hands gentle as they helped her up, her legs numb, her ass sore from the spanking.Would they fuck her now, now that they had punished her?

 "Over there," Michael pointing her to the other side of the room. He saw the look in her eye as she spied the chain that hung down from the ceiling. It had taken a bit of construction, making sure that it was firmly anchored in the ceiling, but they had succeeded, testing it with a 200 pound weight. It would easily hold Sandy, even if she struggled, which they were sure she would.

 Sandy walked over to the chain, afraid of being bound again, not sure what they would do to her this time. She thought they were finished, but obviously this was not to be the case. Frederick moved closer to her, a pair of leather cuffs in his hands, Sandy submissively pushing her wrists out in front of her, waiting to feel the cold touch of the leather on her slim wrists. She didn’t say a word as Frederick made quick work of securing her, the leather digging painfully into her skin. A quick snap and the cuffs were attached to each other, Sandy pulling on her wrists to test them, finding her wrists bound tightly together.

 Frederick lowered the chain, pushing the red button on the small electronic panel that hung down next to the chain, setting into motion the electric winch that brought the chain down until the hook at the end was at Sandy’s wrists. He hooked her cuffs, pushing the button again and watched as the chain pulled her wrists up into the air.

 Sandy felt her breasts straining as her arms pulled over her head, leaving her breasts unprotected, her nipples hard in spite of herself. She felt her body pulled taut, Sandy forced onto her toes before Frederick stopped the chain. Her shoulders already began to ache, feeling as though her arms were being yanked from their sockets. Michael smiled at her, fear running through her. The smile was so sinister.

 Michael moved in front of her, his hands already reaching for her lovely breasts, his fingers snapping her nipples to attention. His fingertips slapped harshly on the swollen tips, a sharp gasp from Sandy’s mouth making him do it a second time, enjoying the look of anguish on her face. He pinched the twin tips in his powerful fingers, finding them hard and erect, easy targets for his harsh touch. "Don’t you like me playing with your tits Sandy?"

 The pain shot through her chest as his fingers mauled her sensitive nipples. She felt her breasts jiggling up and down, seeing her pink nipples turn red as his fingers snapped them hard. He was pulling on her nipples now, the tips stretched as they pulled into cones, her beautiful breasts yanked out of shape. Frederick was behind her, his hands on her naked hips, his hard cock pressed into her ass, sliding back and forth against her satiny skin, the harsh reminder of the spanking she received sending tremors of pain in her cheeks. "NOOO!" Michael had pulled a pair of shiny clamps out of the drawer, Sandy having never seen one before, but instinctively knowing where he was going to place them. They looked painful, the shiny metal glistening, the clip covered with ridges, sure to bite painfully into her skin. The springs looked powerful, Sandy trembling in fear, her nipples hard, an easy target for the clamps.What would it feel like when they bit into her nipples? While she was surprised at the feeling she felt when Michael pinched her nipples, she was sure that this would be pure pain.

 Michael dragged the end of the nipple clamps across her nipples, the tips hardening even though it would give him an easier target. He had thought about a gag, sure that she would scream as they bit into her nipples, but he had checked, both neighbors gone for the weekend. They would be able to enjoy her screams of pain. He reached down, unzipped his pants and pulled his hard cock out, the material too confining. He pushed the head of his cock against her, enjoying the feeling as his cock jerked in pleasure, bumping up and down on her silky skin.

 She watched Michael’s cock pop out of his pants, hearing the zipper behind her, both of them touching her with their hot cocks, feeling them jerk in pleasure, the hot organs sliding along her skin. Her pussy got wet when they touched her with their cocks, Sandy tugging uselessly on the chain that strung her up like a piece of meat, the overpowering feeling of helplessness making her arousal even more pronounced. She didn’t even think about what they would do, or where they would put their cocks, Sandy having no ability to stop them from having their way with her. Michael snapped open one nipple clamp in front of her, enjoying the look on her face. He rubbed it, the sharp ridges harsh as they touched her sensitive nipples. She clenched her lips tightly together when she saw the clamp opening up wide, Michael’s fingers poising it over her hard nipple.

 "EEEEEGGGH," her scream was almost inhuman; Sandy never felt such intense pain. The clamp snapped shut on her nipple, the pain shooting though her breast to rush to her brain. Her soft nipple flesh was clamped harshly, the ridged clamp biting painfully, the blood forced to the tip, feeling as if her nipple would burst. She could barely breathe, hyperventilating, the pain overshadowing all of her bodily functions. Even breathing was difficult, her breasts rising and falling as she sucked in air, the clamp moving, igniting more pain. Tears ran down her cheek, biting her lip, the taste of blood in her mouth as she tried to cope with the unbelievable pain that radiated from the simple clamp on her nipple. Through all of the pain she felt their cocks jerking in excitement against her skin, Frederick in back, sliding back and forth over her cheeks, Michael in front, his cock bobbing up and down her slit. Her pain had made them excited.

 Michael’s fingers touched the dangling nipple clamp. He watched the clamp move up and down, the pink nipple pinched beneath the gleaming metal now dark red. Sandy looked at him with tear stained eyes, pleading for relief, Michael too excited to stop. He picked up the other nipple clamp, rubbing it over her unclamped nipple back and forth, teasing it into hardness.

 "NO! Please! Not another!" Sandy pleaded with him, but she could see it in his eyes. There would be no mercy for her nipples, Sandy bracing for the initial burst of pain in her chest. The sharp pain from the first clamp had been reduced to an aching that radiated throughout her breast, the slightest movement of the clamp making it worse. Her eyes opened wide as she saw the clamp gleaming in the light move close to her nipple, holding her breathe as she saw it poised over her swollen tip. Then it hit her again. "GGGGGGODDDDD!" She screamed out in pain, shaking her breasts, the pain worsening as the clamps shook up and down, her nipples trapped beneath the powerful metal clamps.How could anyone do such a thing? Her proud nipples crushed beneath the unrelenting metal, their cocks rubbing along her skin in pleasure while she suffered the immense pain.

 Michael smiled as he looked at her breasts, her once perky nipples now pulled down by the weight of the clamps, her face contoured in pain. He snapped both nipple clamps, watching them dance up and down on her chest. "Now it’s more like punishment Sandy." His hand slid down to grip his cock, rubbing his cockhead along her slit, pushing aside her lips, surprised that she was still wet.

 Her nipples felt crushed, pulled down by the sheer weight of the metal clamp, Michael’s fingers playing with them, sharp pains shooting through her chest each time he tapped at them. His cock was between her legs, slowly masturbating up and down her slit. He pushed closer to her, the shaft of his cock nestled tightly between the lips of her pussy, his hips moving to drive it up and down her slit. It moved higher, up over her clit, the hot, thick head rubbing the sensitive bud of her clitoris. She fought the feeling of arousal that crept between her legs. She couldn’t let them find out she was getting aroused. Not while they were crushing her nipples so harshly. It would only drive them to find harsher and more painful ways to punish her. She hated her body for betraying her emotions.

 Michael’s hands reached up and grasped her breasts from below, hefting them up, the clamps standing straight out. He knew he would have to take them off soon, not wanting to permanently harm her nipples. He shook her breasts, the clamps shaking up and down rapidly, Sandy grimacing from the sharp pain. "Would you like me take the clamps off your nipples?" It was a rhetorical question, already knowing the answer, but he wanted to hear her plead with him.

 Fredericks cock was trapped between the cheeks of her ass, his hands folding her pert cheeks over the thick cock, his hips moving up and down, his cock sliding effortlessly between her sweat coated crack. It was discerning to feel his cock sliding over her anus, Sandy afraid he might decide to take her in the butt, their hands already taking too many liberties with her tiny hole. She didn’t know how anyone could take a thick cock up their backside; sure they would ruin her for life if they did. Every muscle in her body ached from being bound and hung like a piece of meat. Michael’s cock was still between her pussy lips, gliding back and forth over her clit, Sandy trying to drive the pleasurable feelings from her mind. She needed to have the clamps removed. "Please. I’ll do anything if you take them off." She had only her body to bargain, their throbbing cocks telling her that they wanted relief that only her body could give them.

 "Of course you will. And that is what you will have to do." Michael smiled as his fingers moved to the first nipple clamp, snapping his finger against it, making it jerk up and down, seeing Sandy bite her lip in pain. It she thought that hurt, wait. He stared into her eyes, wanting to see her reaction when he took the first clamp off. He pressed his cock tighter against her, feeling Frederick do the same, her body trapped by the twin cocks. He released the first clamp, opening it and pulling it from her tip.

 "GGGGGHHH," she screamed out in pain. She had expected to be relieved of the dull ache in her breasts, not the intense pain she felt. It shocked her system as the blood rushed painfully to her crushed tip, the pain shooting to her brain with such quickness that she became dizzy. She was almost grateful for Michael’s fingers that rushed to the battered tip and began to squeeze and pinch it, too hard, but at least the feelings were coming back. Her chest rose up and down as she panted, the dull ache in her other nipple the constant reminder that there was still one clamp left. She feared it now, especially when she Michael’s fingers move toward it. "No! Leave it on!" She was sure that leaving it on was preferable to the lightening pain of taking it off. Anything was better than that.

 "Nonsense Sandy. You’ll ruin your nipple unless I take it off. And they are too lovely to do that. Get ready," he warned her.

 His other hand was still kneading her breast, the shock of pain rushing to her nipple as the last clamp was removed from her nipple. "EEEEWWW," her scream bouncing off the walls as the sudden pain shook her body. Michael’s fingers felt good this time as they rubbed her nipples, bringing back the blood to the crushed tips. The intense pain was gone, Michael’s fingers rubbing her sensitive nipples, the tips tender to the touch, but anything was better than the clamps. She felt a sense of relief when Michael placed the clamps on the table, Sandy not able to understand how such tiny devices could cause such pain. "Thank you," not sure why she was thanking him for stopping the pain that he caused.

 Frederick moved in front of her, his cock jutting out obscenely from the front of his pants. He bent down in front of Sandy, a length of rope in his hand. He tied the rope around her ankle, the rope denting her skin as he tied it tightly. He saw her watching him, the look of fear in her eyes again. He stood up, the end of the rope in his hand, Michael moving next to him. "Relax your leg and it will go easier," he cautioned her.

 She felt them lifting up her leg, forcing her to bend her knee, her sex flowering open as they pulled her leg higher. Sandy thought they were just going to spread her leg, but they didn’t stop until her leg was along side her body, her feet pinned next to her ear as Frederick began tying the rope to the chain holding her hands. He pulled it tight, her crotch feeling as if they were splitting her up the middle. She looked down; her crotch opened wide, her pussy lips pulled back by the obscene spread. She worried what they were going to do to her next.

 Michael brought over the bowl of steaming water, a straight razor and the shaving cream. "I think your pussy would look great bald. Like a baby. I’m told that it makes you more sexually sensitive. Not that it is a problem with you," he laughed. Michael kneeled beneath her, looking up at her split legs, her pussy glistening with her juices. You could almost see inside her, her dark hole so forbidden and inviting, Michael and Frederick needing relief soon that Sandy would be more than willing to provide.

 Her body shook, the edge of the straight razor glistening in the light.

"Please be careful." She was afraid that he might cut her, even by accident.

 "Don’t worry Sandy. I wouldn’t ruin such a tight pussy as yours. We both will be enjoying it soon. It will just be bald then." Michael sprayed out the lather onto his fingers. He began to rub it on her dense bush. "This isn’t going to work. Too much hair. Give me a scissors Frederick." He wiped off the lather from her bush, grabbing the black scissors. He pulled out a large sprig of hair, stretching it out, snipping the large clump. He began to trim her bush, the hair piling up quickly on the floor. He looked at her pussy. While not very even or neat, it did fix the problem, her hairs much shorter, easier to shave with the razor. He sprayed out the lather onto his fingers, moving it around her vulva, covering the hairs as if they were just snowed upon. He enjoyed touching her pussy, making sure the lather reached all the parts of her sex, even spreading her lips apart and sliding some of the lather up her slit. He would enjoy her trembling body when he would shave the errant hairs from the inside of her lips. He had already sharpened the razor, the edge sharp enough to split a single sheet of paper. "Now hold very still Sandy." As if she really could move, the bondage keeping her pulled taut.

 She trembled in fear when the razor approached her vulva, Michael starting at the top of her bush, slowly drawing the blade down to one side, Sandy feeling the blade run over her skin as she was shorn of her bush. Back up and another stroke in the same spot, this time the blade shaving the last of the stubble from her tender skin. He continued shaving both sides of her lips until it looked as though she had a Mohawk haircut on her pussy, a long strip running along where both sides of her lips joined. She worried about that part the most, her skin the most tender, her sensitive pink insides so close. She felt his fingers pulling one of her lips out, stretching it until it was taut, the sharp razor running completely down in one swift stroke that scared her. The other lip was next, the straight razor making quick work of it. She was impressed by Michael’s ability with the razor. Impressed and grateful.

 "Just a few errant hairs on the inside of your lips to get." He pulled back one of her lips, stretching it out until the skin was taut. The delicate inner lips were exposed to the glistening blade of the razor. His fingers slid the blade along her pink skin, sliding along the lather that had spread inside, making short work of the tiny delicate hairs that were on her inner lips. A yank on her other lip, pulling it harder until it folded back, exposing her pink insides, the blade slicing the hairs completely off.

 She was relieved when he let go of her lips, a strange tingling as she was examined and touched so intimately. It had aroused her, her pussy slick with her juices. His fingers touched her naked vulva, feeling strange as they touched her naked skin. Still, she was glad that it was over. She looked down, Michael spraying more lather on his fingers, his touch rubbing along her perineum before moving back to lather her anus, her hole going into uncontrollable spasms. He was pressing his soapy fingers against her anus, pressure finally allowing them to pop unexpectedly inside, the natural defense of her muscles to clench on them and try to force them out.

 "Look at the tiny blonde hairs around her tiny asshole," Michael calling over Frederick to inspect her asshole.

 Sandy felt so ashamed as they both pressed their faces so close to her anus that she could feel their hot breathe blowing on her exposed hole. Michael finally pulled his finger out of her rectum, but she felt her hole fluttering long after it left, knowing that she must be giving both of them a good show. She felt the razor slicing along her perineum and stop. She braced herself for the next touch of the blade, this time running delicately over her crinkled hole. "EEEEh," feeling a sharp pain as the razor nicked her anus.

 "Sorry," was all Michael could say. They were both mesmerized at the way her asshole fluttered open and closed, a tiny nick from the razor turning red, a series of spasm giving them a brief glimpse into her dark, black hole. Not tonight, but soon they would both enjoy the delightful clenching of her asshole on their cocks. Soon she would be sodomized for their pleasure. They both stood up, quickly stripping off their clothes, Sandy watching as they got naked.

 She was relieved when they finally released her, but now they were naked and she knew that she would have to sexually service them now. She had a hard time standing, the bondage making her muscles ache. Michael moved next to her, in his hand a bottle of warming massage oil, Sandy spreading her legs slightly as he began to rub it in her bald mound. It felt good, too good, his touch exciting her as he never did before. The oil began to get warm, her sex enveloped in his large palm, one finger sliding between her naked lips, finding her insides already wet, moving up and down in a gentle masturbation.

 Frederick stood to the side, another bottle of oil in his hands as he began to oil her breasts, his fingers running over the tips, turning them hard to the touch. He stopped when her breasts reflected the light, slick with oil, the nipples hard and pointed. His hand reached down and stroked his cock, pouring some of the oil on his rigid member, now hard and throbbing for release.

 Michael oiled his other hand, sliding along her pert ass cheeks, pouring some of the oil down her crack, his fingers massaging the oil into the tight crevice of her ass cheeks. One finger slid along her crack, pausing for a second to massage her asshole, the tip of his finger sliding effortlessly into her hot, tight hole, massaging her rectal muscles. His finger slid out, her asshole gripping it as it left, sliding down between her legs to meet the hand that was gripping her sex.

 She felt the hands running all over her body, oiling her up for her unknown task, Michael’s fingers entering all of her holes until she stood on her toes, one finger in her ass, two fingers plunging into her tight pussy. Frederick was busy with her breasts, the warming oil making her nipples hard and tingly. She needed their cocks inside her as much as they wanted her.

 Frederick lay down on the bed in the corner of the room. "Over here Sandy." He motioned her over to him.

 Sandy didn’t know what he wanted him to do. She moved over to the bed, climbing on, moving up to him.Did he want her on top?

 "Rub those lovely tits over my cock." He settled back, ready for a nice titty-fuck, making Sandy do all the work. She had a puzzled look on her face, but that didn’t stop her from trying. She let her breasts dangle above his cock, slowly lowering down until he felt the hard nipples sliding along his shaft, his cock jerking in pleasure. She pushed down lower, his cock slowly enveloped between her luscious pillows of flesh. "Use your hands to wrap your tits around my cock." He moaned in pleasure as her tits tightened around his cock. "Yes, so good Sandy. Now rub up and down. Keep them tight around my cock. Jerk me off with your tits." He settled back to enjoy the pleasurable feelings as she began to fuck his cock with her tits.

 It felt strange and a bit degrading as she clenched her breasts around his thick cock, his hot flesh snuggled deep in her cleavage. She began to move back and forth, feeling his cock sliding along her slick breasts, her nipples touching his shaft as it slid up and down. She looked down, the head of his cock popping out the top, glistening in the light, throbbing as it jerked up and down in the tight confines of her breasts.

 "Faster and tighter Sandy." Frederick urged her to perform. His cock jerked and throbbed in her tits, feeling his balls sliding along her chest. Her nipples felt good as they rubbed over his cock. He fought the urge to cum, wanting to enjoy the pleasurable feeling as long as possible. "Take it in your mouth when my cock pops out of your tits."

 She looked down, seeing the dark red head of his cock popping out from between her breasts, slick with oil. She had no choice, her chin touching the top of her chest, her mouth opened as she waited for the return of his cock. She rotated her body back and forth, her lips quickly enveloping the head of his cock, the taste of oil and cum filling her mouth. Her tongue slapped back and forth over the head of his cock until it slipped back out, watching it disappear between her white breasts. She began to take broader strokes, his cock pressing deeper into her mouth, giving her a chance to bathe it longer with her tongue, her lips pressed tightly around the thick shaft. She had almost forgotten about Michael when she felt hands behind her, placing her on her knees, powerful hands pushing her inner thighs apart until he was happy with the spread of her legs. Sandy waited to feel his cock, suddenly she was fully impaled on a thick cock that shot into her wet pussy in a single thrust that buried it deep inside her. She almost swallowed Frederick’s cock as the suddenness of the act took her breath away.

 It felt like a hot furnace as his cock plunged into her tight hole, pushing aside all resistance, her muscles clenching uncontrollably on his thick shaft. He grunted as he forced his cock into her until three quarters of it was buried in a single thrust, his cock jerking in her hot, tight insides. He watched as her mouth engulfed Frederick’s cock, her tits wrapped tightly around it, giving him a titty fuck. He pulled his cock out until her pussy gripped the head of his cock tightly, then thrust back in until he battered her cervix with the large head of his cock. Her muscles seemed to swallow his cock up, rippling along the thick shaft as her ass arched up submissively. He gripped her hips tightly and began to fuck her, taking hard, powerful strokes inside her, her pussy gripping his cock like a tight rubber band as he slid in and out.

 She was being forcibly taken again, Michael behind her plunging in and out of her pussy, his hands digging into her flanks, guiding her hips back and forth on his cock. Frederick’s hands had gripped her head, pulling her down on his cock, driving his cock deeper into her mouth as her tits rubbed up and down the shaft. Michael’s fingers reached around to pinch her clit, pulling her clit hood back, exposing her pleasure button to the harsh fondling of his fingers. He yanked and slapped at her clit, driving her hips up and down, his cock filling her so completely. She felt the painful stretching as something battered at her anus, burning as it slowly forced her hole to open. She had expected something, but she couldn’t even fathom what he was trying to stuff up her backside, barely able to grunt, her mouth already filled with a thick cock. She felt something enter her, filling her so completely, her anus stretched tightly around it, her rectum filled and expanded, fighting her muscles as it plunged deeper inside her. She screamed in pain.

 Michael took the butt plug, greased and ready and pressed it against her tiny asshole. He forced his cock deep inside her, his fingers pressing the large butt plug, watching as her tiny hole fought the intrusion, his fingers finally winning, her asshole slipping over the thick rubber plug. He enjoyed the way her asshole fought, but he succeeded in burying the thick rubber plug inside her, letting her get used to having something so big inside her, spreading her open. His cock jerked at the thought of replacing the butt plug, enjoying the tight muscles of her asshole on his cock. He began to fuck her again.

 She had never felt so full of cock before. Her mouth, her pussy and now her asshole, all stretched wide around thick cock, or artificial cock. She wasn’t sure what Michael had shoved up her backside, but it was huge, stretching her and keeping her open, her muscles burning. At least he didn’t move it, except for an occasional tap of his finger on it, the vibrations rippling through her bowels in a pleasurable feeling that disturbed her. Frederick and Michael were now taking her with the full measure of their cocks, Frederick battering the back of her mouth while she gagged on the thick head, Michael slamming his cock so deep inside her that she thought it would come out her mouth. His fingers continued to strum her clit as if it were a musical instrument, playing it until she felt the tremors of a powerful orgasm rip through her body.

 Michael felt it on his cock, her muscles sliding up and down the shaft as she came, her legs pressing tightly together, trapping his cock inside her pussy, her powerful muscles refusing to let his shaft go. He tapped hard on the butt plug, driving it deeper into her asshole.

 She began to cum just when Frederick did, her mouth suddenly filled with his cum, the hot, thick crème bulging out her cheeks as she fought to swallow as fast as she could. Her tongue lapped back and forth over the spewing head of his cock, bathed in the salty fluids. She felt her pussy flooded with her juices, squeezing her inner muscles onto Michael’s cock as she felt his cock bursting inside her, blasting her passage with his hot cum. She tightened her muscles when his fingers drove the large instrument in her ass so deep it felt she was being split up the middle, unable to distinguish the duel ravishment any longer. It was just one huge member that split her between her legs.

 She came over and over as they blasted her with their cum, her throat frantically trying to swallow the abundant cum that filled her mouth. Michael began to move his cock in and out of her pussy again, their fluids mixing as he continued to cum inside her, the hot crème running down the inside of her thigh, the sloshing of his cock inside her pussy sounding so loud. They finally all collapsed into a heap of naked body parts, cum leaking from all of her holes, the painful withdrawal of the thick instrument in her backside the final indignation, a tiny fart escaping as it pulled out, Sandy hiding her head in shame.

 Sandy finally saw what Michael had shoved up her backside, a large butt plug in the shape of the head of a cock, Sandy fearing what they might do in the future. He seemed to be preparing her to take his cock up her backside, but Sandy was sure that he couldn’t get anything that big inside her.

 The rest of the weekend was mainly with Michael, as Frederick had to leave town to be in California for his Frederick’s of Hollywood line. Michael was still more than adequate to keep her sexually occupied, her mouth and pussy taken over and over, Michael making her ride him to climax, her tits bouncing up and down until he came deep inside her again. But he also cuddled up with her at night, his softening cock pressed against her ass, his hands around her waist pulling her up against him. In the morning it was different, his soft cock now hard, a morning fuck needed to awaken him, her pussy gripping his cock until he came. And she did.




 CHAPTER 6

 Fern Joins Sandy for a Weekend

 Fern was nervous as she sat in Frederick’s office, her skirt riding high up her thighs on purpose, Frederick not failing to notice her naked, shapely legs. Sandy had told her about the last weekend with Michael and Frederick, her eyes opening wide as she told them of how they had taken her after punishing her, Fern’s panties drenched by time Sandy told her of the bondage, the nipple clamps, even the butt plug. Even Sandy was having trouble reconciling the pleasure she received from them with the pain she endured, not even sure if she could even call it being punished any longer. Sandy seemed to be more possessive with Michael; therefore that was why she was in Frederick’s office instead of Michael’s. Sandy and her had become good friends and she didn‘t want to jeopardize that, especially with what she was proposing.

 "So you know all about Sandy’s agreement with us?" Frederick was a bit surprised by Ferns statement. She didn’t think that Sandy would have told anyone. It least it was only Fern that she told it to and that had provoked her strange request.

 "Yes. Including all of the details." Fern’s hand slid down to her naked legs, Frederick’s eyes following exactly where she wanted them to go. She slid down lower in the chair, her skirt riding up higher until her skirt was barely covering her panties, her long naked legs completely exposed. "And I want to be part of it."

 "You want to join Michael and me punishing Sandy?" He wanted to make sure that he understood what she was proposing.

 "No Sir. I want to be just like Sandy. I want to be punished along with her." She clenched her thighs tightly together, wishing she could rub her soaked pussy.

 "But you didn’t do anything to deserve it. Not like Sandy."

 "I don’t think Sandy did what you are punishing her for. She’s not that type of person. She’s too good. She didn’t have any alternative but to submit to both of you. So neither of us would be deserving of it." She rubbed her smooth, naked legs, noticing the way Frederick shifted in his chair; sure he was straightening out a hard cock beneath his pants.

 "You realized that once you decide to submit, you will not be able to pick and choose what we will do to the both of you. This is an all or nothing proposition. Once you agree, your body is ours to do with as we please. And that includes punishment as well as pleasure." He always lusted after Fern’s tight body, resisting the urges to bed her, not wanting to have one of his employees falling in love with him. This would be different, it would be pure lust.

 She wasn’t even sure what she was getting into; the perversions Michael and Frederick had Sandy perform were beyond her imagination. And that is what perked her interest so much. Their sexual imagination, the thought of what they would make her do or do to her, making her so sexually aroused that she could barely sleep at night. She found herself in a non-stop solo masturbation that went sunset to sunrise, tired but sated at least temporarily by morning. Until Sandy would fill her head with the perversions that Michael and Frederick had perpetrated on Sandy’s body the previous weekend. "Anything you want Sir. My body is your plaything to enjoy or punish." She almost felt relieved to say it aloud.

 "Spread your legs for me," Frederick’s only response.

 It was his agreement to take her. She uncrossed her legs, her hands reaching down to lift her skirt higher, raising her ass off the chair so she could pull the tight skirt off of her ass. She sat back down on the chair, the cold wood on her naked legs. She opened her legs, watching Frederick’s eyes staring down between her legs. She opened them obscenely wide, her hands on the inside of her thighs, pushing them open for him. She wanted so bad to touch her pussy, his eyes exciting her. Boys usually tried so hard to please her. This would be different. She would have to work hard to please not only Frederick, but also Michael. And while Sandy watched. An image suddenly flashed into her mind.What if they wanted her to have sex with Sandy while they watched? Would they both be able to do it? There would be no refusing them.

 He could see her white panties, the front of them stained with her juices. She wanted this bad and they would use this against her, sure that they could drive her to perversions that would far exceed her imagination. And there would be no backing out, bondage would make her available whether she agreed or not. Friday would soon be here, but he wanted a quick glimpse of Fern before then. "Stand in front of me."

 She didn’t hesitate, getting up quickly from the chair, making no attempt to slip her skirt and cover her legs; sure that Frederick would have her skirt up or down soon, Fern hoping that he would masturbate her. She needed to cum so bad and she wanted to feel a man’s fingers inside her, not her own. She stood in front of him, his eyes traveling up and down her body, devouring her flesh.

 "Lift up your skirt and spread your legs for me." He watched as her hands quickly complied with his request, her skirt high above her waist, her hands holding it, her legs parting wide. Her white panties were pulled across her sex, the shape of her slit showing through the almost transparent panties. He noticed her bush pushing out her panties. "This weekend I want your vulva bald as a baby. Just like Sandy."

 Sandy didn’t tell her about that. "Yes Sir." She would comply with his wishes, anything to please him, wondering what it would feel like to have her pussy completely shorn of hair.

 "You have a very lovely body Fern. Slip off your panties so I may see your pussy. I can see that your panties are soaked. Are you enjoying this?" His cock throbbed in his pants. Fern would have to take care of that before she left.

 She trembled as her panties slid down her legs, kicking them aside, standing back up, spreading her legs even wider than before, hoping to please him. And hoping he would please her. "Oh yes Sir." Her fingers slid down to her slit, pulling her lips open so that he could see her pink inner lips, her fingers slick from her juices. She never felt so exposed. Or excited.

 "Would you like me make you cum Fern?"

 She couldn’t stop herself, her fingers running up and down her slit, her legs shaking as she trembled in pleasure. To be so openly masturbating while he watched her made her so excited, unable to control sexual urges any longer. "Please make me cum. I can’t stand it."

 Frederick stood up, moving the papers off of his desk. "Lie down on the desk. Naked. On your back." He began to take off his clothes, watching as Fern did the same. Her skirt fell to the floor, her fingers rushing to unbutton her blouse and pull it off her shoulders. She reached back to unsnap her bra, a luscious pair of tits thrust out in his face. The bra fell to the floor, Fern’s fingers unable to resist in touching her nipples, Frederick watching as the two pink nipples turned instantly hard beneath her touch. She had the largest areolas he had ever seen, the size of silver dollars, a dark brown that was almost black. They stood out on her white flesh, her pink nipples standing out like hard erasers.

 She licked her lips sexually when Frederick dropped his pants, his hard cock bulging out his briefs, the outline of a thick head pushed against the fabric, the end wet with his semen that leaked out. She had excited him, a thrill running though her body that she possessed such power with him. With boys it was different, Frederick was a real man. The type of man that would demand things from her body. The things she would have to do to pleasure him. She couldn’t wait to see his cock. His briefs slid down his legs, his cock popping out like a jack in the box, bobbing up and down. God, it was huge. And thick. She never realized how small the cocks were of the boys she had dated, looking like pencils compared to Frederick’s.Would Michael have an equally formidable weapon?

 Frederick stroked his cock, Fern’s eyes glued to his hand as he did. Her eyes grew as his cock did, his hand making it harder and longer, sure that she had never seen anything quite like it before from the boys she dated. "On the desk now Fern." He eyed her naked body as she crawled on the desk, looking over her shoulder as she settled back. Frederick stood over her, looking down at her naked body. His hands pulled her towards the edge until her head hung over the end of the desk, her neck bending as she lost support of the desk.

 She felt the desk fall away, her head looking back at Frederick, upside down. She knew what he wanted, his cock only inches from her. He wanted her mouth, her dangling head now convenient. She had performed oral sex on a number of boys before, but it was always where she controlled the action, her hand keeping it from going too deep in her mouth. And when they came, it was always in her hand, not her mouth, refusing to take a mouthful of hot cum. This was going to be different. Real different. Frederick would be controlling her, her mouth just a receptacle for his lust. Fern would be unable to stop him from doing what he wanted with her. She didn’t have time to contemplate the situation, Frederick already moving until his balls were dangling along her face, his ball sac dragging across her silky skin, rubbing over her nose. His body enveloped her face, Frederick almost sitting down on her.

 He pulled her legs back, spreading them wide, the sweet smell of arousal coming from her pussy. He licked his lips, bending her body in two, pulling her back until her sex was almost up in the air, her pussy and her ass completely exposed. He licked her inner thighs, teasing her. "Lick my balls and then take them in your mouth." It didn’t take long until he felt her tongue sliding along his ball bag, suddenly feeling a hot tightness as she sucked them into the hot confines of her mouth, Frederick pushing down onto her face.

 She had a hard time breathing, her mouth bulging, his hairy balls filling her mouth, her nose almost crushed in between the cheeks of his ass. He pushed down, trapping her, his thighs pinning her head between them. She felt his tongue running across her sensitive inner thighs, forgetting her full mouth as the hot tongue ran up her slit, his fingers yanking her lips open harshly. "MMMGG," the only sound she could make, her mouth still filled with his balls as he lapped at her pussy. His tongue took its time, running up and down her inner lips, slowly lapping at every intimate part of her pussy, drinking her juices as she fought the urge to cum.

 Frederick pulled his hips back until his balls popped from her mouth, his hand reaching back to grip his cock. "Open real wide now Fern. Take my cock in your mouth. I want you to do a good job sucking it. Use your tongue and keep your lips tight." He pressed his cock along her chin until he reached her mouth, feeling her wide open lips waiting for his cock. He pressed it into her mouth, slowly pushing down with his hips as her lips closed on the thick shaft of his cock. He pushed deeper, his head back between her legs, licking at her nectar.

 She had never felt anything so massive enter her mouth. She was gagging on the hairs left in her mouth by his hairy balls, but he didn’t give her anytime before he plunged his cock into her waiting mouth. She couldn’t do anything but close her lips on it as it pushed deeper into the depths of her mouth. Her tongue danced over his shaft as Frederick began eating her pussy again. His fingers and mouth brought such delight to her, his hands spreading her open for him, his tongue finding every intimate nook and cranny in her body, lapping up her juices as fast as she could produce them. His crotch was pressed against her face, his thick cock pushed deep into her mouth. "AAAG," she gagged as the head of his cock jammed against the back of her mouth. It didn’t pull back, instead pressing urgently at the opening of her throat, Fern sucking in as much air as she could though her nose. The thick cock began to enter her throat, her gagging opening up her throat, her muscles forced to allow his giant member inside, rasping as it pressed deeper. She had never felt anything like it before, taken so completely by a man, his cock throat fucking her without any regard for her feelings. At the same time, no one had ever spent so much time to give her so much pleasure, his fingers and tongue delighting her in ways she never knew existed. Her clit was sucked deep into his mouth, his tongue rubbing back and forth over the enlarged bud, slapping at it as her body trembled beneath his assault.

 He began to fuck her mouth, his hips driving his cock in and out of her mouth, her lips drawn tightly around the shaft, her tongue dancing over his cock. He struck the back of her mouth, a sharp gag drawn from her lips, poised while he let her get used to having it fill her so completely. His tongue swiped up her slit, his fingers pulling her lips apart wide, stretching them open, leaving her sensitive inner lips vulnerable as his tongue explored every inch of the slick surface. He found her dark, inviting hole, running his tongue around the entrance, feeling her muscles tighten as he pushed his tongue inside, her muscles gripping it. His hips jerked back and forth, eager to test her resolve, eager to plunge his cock down her waiting throat. He knew it would go easier if she was highly aroused, his tongue moving up her slit, his fingers finding her clit, pushing back her clit hood, leaving the swollen bud defenseless. Her body jerked as his lips wrapped around the sensitive bud, sucking in, drawing the harden bud from her body, his tongue waiting for it, attacking it once he drew it into the hot confines of his mouth. He could hear her muffled cries of pleasure, his hips driving his cock deep into her mouth, feeling her resist the advance of his cock, a sharp gag allowing her throat to open involuntarily, his cock taking advantage to plug her throat with his massive head. His thighs trapped her head, feeling her fight as he took her so completely. He enjoyed her throat muscles clenching uncontrollably on his cock, massaging it as hands couldn’t even do, the muscles rippling up and down his swollen head.

 Her stomach turned over and over, Fern fighting the urge to vomit as her throat was plugged by his cock. She had never felt such a thing before, his hot, hard flesh invading her mouth and throat so fully, taking his pleasure from her. His thighs trapped her, her hands hanging uselessly by her side as she submitted to his demanding cock. He began to pump his cock in and out of her mouth, each time his cockhead breaching her throat, each time her choking and gagging pleasuring his cock, the thick member jerking in pleasure as it plugged her throat. But through all of it she felt his tongue arousing her body to a fever pitch, her nipples so hard that the breeze in the room almost hurt as it blew over them, her sex spread before his skillful tongue that raced up and down her slit. His fingers kept her clit trapped, pinching and pulling her pleasure button as her ass bounced up and down on the desk in pleasure. His hands suddenly pulled her legs up higher, her ass rising up from the desk, his cock forced deeper into her throat by her bent position. His tongue slid along her perineum, Fern trembling as she knew where it was heading. To her forbidden hole, his tongue feeling so foreign as his fingers pulled her cheeks apart until she could feel her anus stretching open, the cool air rushing into the waiting hole. She came uncontrollably as his tongue touch her most intimate spot, rimming her tiny anus, her body jerking in a series of uncontrollable spasms that ran through her body. His fingers yanked her clit, pulling it from her body, stretching it as she bucked up and down on the table, his tongue piercing her anus and slipping into her rectum. She couldn’t control her muscles, her backside clenching and unclenching on the foreign tongue that slid so intimately up her backside.

 He felt her cumming, pulling his cock from her throat, feeling her tongue bathing his shaft as he felt the tingle in his balls, his cum racing through his shaft to shoot forcefully onto her waiting and willing mouth, her tongue fluttering back and forth over his cockhead. His fingers were covered with her juices as she came, his tongue racing to lick up the sweet nectar of her orgasm, his finger finding her empty asshole waiting, plunging into her hot and tight asshole, massaging her rectum as she bucked up and down in pleasure.

 Her mouth could barely contain the cum that filled it, running down her chin as she swallowed as fast as she could. Her cheeks bellowed out, gulping as she tried to swallow the thick crème that filled her mouth. As soon as her mouth emptied, he filled it again, her throat bobbing up and down as she fought to swallow the abundant crème. And her orgasm or series of orgasms that ripped through her body, his tongue everywhere, each time inciting another spasm of pleasure to rip through her body, her mind exploding in pleasure. Finally she felt his cock softening in her mouth, her tongue lapping at the last of the juices that covered it before it slipped out, her lips wet with his juices. He lowered her legs, but not before his tongue made one last swipe down her slit, from her asshole to her clit. She watched as he got up, his semi-hard cock still not fully satisfied.

 "Friday night. Come with Sandy to our apartment. Expect to spend the weekend and leave your inhibitions at home. Your lovely body will be mine to do as I please." He looked down at her spent body, sweat covering her naked body in a sheen that glistened in the light.

 "Yes Sir," a she tried to get up, her legs feeling like rubber, shaking as she tried to get back into her clothes. She couldn’t wait to tell Sandy, hoping that she would be as excited as she was, the fear of the unexpected a powerful aphrodisiac.

 * * * *

 Fern could barely speak, so excited at the prospect of being taken so forcefully by Michael and Frederick. And her mind drifted to the unspeakable, the thought of what they might make her do. With Sandy.

 "Are you crazy?" She couldn’t believe what Fern told her.

 "No. You can’t say that Michael and Frederick don’t arouse you. Arouse you like you have never been before." Fern looked at her, noticing her in ways that she never dreamed of before.

 Sandy hated to admit it, but she was right. She had never climaxed except in solo masturbation, even afraid of taking off her clothes in front of a man. But she had no choice with Michael and Frederick, forced to strip naked, forced into provocative positions as they examined her so intimately. And she couldn’t deny the powerful orgasms that they induced in her body, their perversions even scaring herself, unable to comprehend how her own body could react to the obscene acts they perpetrated on her body. Now she even looked forward to the weekend when they would take her, masturbating during the week, her mind racing with the thoughts of their cocks in all of her orifices. She hung her head in shame. "Are you sure you know what you are getting into?" She hated to admit it, but she was a bit possessive, not wanting to share Michael and Frederick with Fern. Especially Michael.

 "Frederick already tested my willingness. He took me in his office. Took me like no one had ever done before." She hesitated, and then added. "He made me cum like I never did before, his cock and tongue dragging out deep, dark desires in me."

 "And Michael. What did he do?"Would she come between her and Michael?

 "He wasn‘t there." It suddenly dawned on Fern. She wasn’t worried about her; she was worried that she would take Michael away from her. While Michael was handsome, it was Frederick that she was interested in. She had seen the clothes he had designed; instinctively knowing that he understood women, especially sexually. While Michael was more handsome, she loved what Frederick had in his head, the understanding of women so completely. She tried to think of a way to reassure Sandy, but couldn’t articulate it. She would just have to see it on Friday. "I’m going with you this weekend to their apartment." She waited for a response.

 Sandy would have to try hard to please Michael this weekend. Harder than she had before. She could only smile back. "I hope you know what you are doing?"

 "I don’t, but that is what makes it so exciting. My pussy is wet just thinking about it." Fern was blunter than Sandy was, not hiding her sexual feelings.

 "They’ll love that," Sandy laughing, resigned to the new arrangement. "Just pack light, just the clothes on your back. Which won’t last long," Sandy laughing louder.

 * * * *

 They were both dressed identically, having to change at Fern’s apartment, not wanting anyone to see them. The men had insisted on it. They hurried up the steps, not wanting anyone to see them. The door opened before they even got to it, Frederick there to greet them both, Michael sitting on the couch waiting for them.

 "Yes, just like I envisioned." Michael looked at Sandy, the outfit transforming her. Her hair was pulled into a pony tail. She wore a white, cashmere sweater, her tits thrusting out, almost pointed. Her skirt was a blue checkered wrap-around, high up on her legs, a long expanse of white naked skin before his eyes caught the blue navy knee high socks. Black patent leather shoes adorned her feet. Fern was dressed identically, her breasts a bit larger, her hips fuller. Michael couldn’t wait to see the back, his preference always a lovely tight ass. And tonight he would indulge in his ultimate fantasy.

 Fern twirled around Frederick, her short skirt riding high up her thighs, hoping he caught a glimpse of her blue panties beneath. She could feel the dampness between her legs, already aroused.

 "It looks like a couple of naughty schoolgirls that need to be punished." Frederick’s cock was already hard. Michael had told him of his plans; sure that both of the girls would be shocked by what would be required of them. That is what made it all the better.

 Sandy knew she had to play along, wanting to please Michael, afraid that he would want Fern, her body more full, her sexual desires more jaded. She had to prove that she was better. "Oh please Sir. Don’t hurt us. We’ll be good girls," she feigned innocence.

 "We’ll do anything Sir," Fern said, her lips pouting, her legs crossed coyly in front of her. "Please don’t punish us."

 "I don’t know. What do you think Frederick? They are very pretty girls." Michael needed no further encouragement.

 "Let’s see how good you can be." Frederick looked at Fern, knowing she would have to be the one to initiate it.

 "We’re real good girls." Fern fluttered her eyes at him.

 "Kiss Sandy." The command made the room silent, the look on Sandy and Fern’s faces priceless.

 Fern suspected that they might do this, what man wouldn’t want to watch two girls making out. Fern moved closer to Sandy, looking into her eyes. "It won’t be so bad," she whispered, her hand on her waist. Michael and Frederick had sat down on the couch, the both of them standing in front of them, ready to perform for them. She licked her lips, wetting them as her hand drew Sandy’s body closer to hers.

 It seemed surreal, the men sitting on the couch as Fern prepared to kiss her. And more. This was something that she never even fathomed. She could feel Fern’s breath, her face so close, her lips puckered. Fern’s hand held her so possessively, almost as a man would, drawing her body closer to her, their breasts the first to touch, a shudder running through her body as their nipples pressed against each other. Her lips were surprisingly soft and gentle, not what she had expected. She almost forgot about the men watching them as she felt the unexpected feel of Fern’s tongue slipping between her lips. At the same time, Fern had slipped her knee between her legs; Sandy forced to spread her legs, Fern slipping between them to rub up against her. A shudder ran through her body as she felt a rush between her legs, the first hint of arousal. The tongue plunged deeper into her mouth, finding her tongue, Sandy with no choice but to reciprocate. It felt so strange and at the same time comfortable. Not the harshness of men, but the gentleness of another woman.

 Fern moved her hand to cup Sandy’s ass cheeks, drawing her tight against her, a gentle fucking motion as she rubbed salaciously against her. Her nipples tingled as they touched each other, her tongue darting in and out her hot mouth. Sandy began to react, her hips moving back and forth, feeling her pussy grinding against hers, her pussy dripping with desire. Sandy began to kiss back, their tongues intermingling, their bodies gliding back and forth against each other.

 Michael could see that they were enjoying themselves, both of them losing their inhibitions quickly. He stood up, Frederick following, each of them stepping behind one of the girls, the girls too engrossed to even notice their presence.

 She felt the unmistakable presence of Michael behind her, his hard cock outlined on her butt, the smell of his cologne giving away his closeness. She continued to kiss Sandy, Michael not making any movement to break them up. She felt his hand sliding along her waist, moving up until he cupped her breasts from the sides, his cock jerking in pleasure as he squeezed them gently. She could see Frederick behind Fern, his hands running over her body, Fern moaning into her mouth.

 Fern moved her arms, allowing Frederick to pull her sweater up over her head, seeing Sandy stripped in a similar manner. Their bodies pressed together again, this time naked flesh meeting naked flesh, their tongues intertwining more passionately. It felt so natural for them to kiss, not even the presence of the men behind them could diminish their arousal for each other. She felt fingers fumbling with the catch of her bra, expert fingers unsnapping it with just a flick, hands sliding down off her shoulders, Sandy’s hands at her side as it slipped to the floor between them, falling along side of Sandy’s bra.

 Sandy held her breath as their bodies met, naked breasts against naked breasts, unexpectedly finding their nipples hard. She ground her breasts against Fern, finding unexpected pleasure as her nipples dragged along her hot flesh. Michael was nibbling passionately on her neck, his hips moving side to side, his cock rubbing pleasurably against her ass. She thrust her ass back against him, finding pleasure as two of them took her, this time one of them a female.

 "It’s time to go upstairs," Michael’s voice breaking up the passion between the two girls. His cock was hard and he wanted relief soon.

 Sandy pulled back from Fern, ashamed at how hard her nipples were, her face flushed, and her lips still savoring the taste of Fern. They wanted them upstairs, Sandy already aroused and excited, sure that they would be surprised from what they had planned for them. Hopefully, pleasurably surprised. She felt a bit self conscious as her breasts bounced gently, Sandy looking over at Fern, much more endowed, her firm breast proudly thrust out almost defiantly. She just hoped that she knew what she was getting into.

 The door to the bedroom opened up, two sets of beds almost filling the room. The men had been expecting the girls. Sandy noticed it first, both of them lying side by side on the table. She had never seen one before but she could easily guess the purpose. Each had a short leather handle, gripped so that it could be held securely. The leather end tapered outward, starting at about three inches, building until it was about six inches wide. The leather was smooth and shiny. It was a spanker, Sandy afraid of where it would be used. She already learned that no part of her body was immune from spanking, Michael relishing spanking her pussy with his large palm, sure that the leather spanker would be much more painful. Yet she couldn’t help getting aroused, the image of Michael as he lorded over her, her legs spread as he brought the thick leather spanker up between her legs to strike her on her opened sex. And with Fern in the room, she wanted to do anything she could to please him, already noticing how much of a nicer body Fern had, wanting to keep Michael interested in her. It seemed strange now, in the beginning Sandy agreeing to this strange arrangement to keep from going to jail. Now she was only thinking of what she needed to do to please Michael, no perversion too extreme for her to submit to. And it was arousing her. She turned to face Michael, her breasts heaving up and down.

 Fern looked at the bed, her pussy wet at the thought of Frederick’s cock deep inside her. He turned her towards him; his hands at her naked waist, slowly moving up to cup her breasts, his large hands easily able to cradle even her ample chest. She could already feel her nipples growing, even before his fingertips began the gentle slapping of her pink tips. She looked down as his fingers gripping each nipple, Fern feeling the pressure as he squeezed them harder, mesmerized as his fingers twisted the hardened buds, yanking them out as she braced her feet. She couldn’t believe how far they stretched, her breasts now elongated, the nipples twisted in a circle. The pain went deep in her chest, but she didn’t dare move, letting him have his way with her breasts.

 Fern was submitting to him, Frederick testing her resolve. He let go of her nipples, the twin orbs bouncing up and down on her chest. He swung one of his hands, slapping hard on the side of her left breast, seeing the surprised look on her face. She held her ground, his hand slapping her other breast, the twin orbs bouncing against each other, the skin turning red.

 She couldn’t believe that he had slapped her delicate breasts, but there was no doubt in her mind when she felt the burning where his palm had visited. Again, she suffered the brutal attack on her other breast, her lovely breasts manhandled so harshly. His fingers returned to her nipples, pinching them while she bit her lip in pain.

 Frederick slid his hands underneath her short skirt, sliding up her naked hips. "Lift up your skirt," he ordered her, her hands moving down, gripping the hem and lifting it up. "Higher," not letting her stop until it was high above her waist. Her panties were pulled tightly over her mound, her slit clearly visible beneath the silky panties, the unmistakable wetness of arousal on the front of them. His hands cupped her ass cheeks, feeling her tighten her muscles. "Relax your cheeks." She felt her surrender, his hands gripping the twin taut cheeks, his fingers digging into the crack to pull them apart harshly.

 She wished he would touch her pussy, but instead his hands were yanking her cheeks apart, Fern felt her anus stretching open, an unfamiliar feeling from such a place. Until Frederick had rimmed her in his office, she had refused adamantly any boy that tried to touch her there, slapping one when his tongue moved back over her anus while he was eating her, the act despicable. She fought her muscles as they sought to tighten up, a burning as his fingers pulled her cheeks wider. She felt the sharp pain as he spanked her ass cheek, first one, then the other, stinging under his powerful hand. Her hips pushed forward, as he continued to rain down a series of slaps that rang out in the room.

 Sandy felt sorry for Fern, but she had her own problems. Michael had turned her around, her skirt already at her feet, standing half naked in her brief panties. She felt them pulled down just below her hillocks, her naked cheeks vulnerable. She trembled when she saw Michael pick up one of the spankers, the whistling ringing out in the room as he tested it in the air. It looked even more formidable when he picked it up, the end of it rigid and much thicker than she thought it would be.

 "Stick your ass out," Michael’s hand pressing on her back, Sandy arching her naked ass out for him. "Farther, you can do better than that."

 It felt so obscene, her naked ass thrust out for punishment, sure that the leather paddle was going to be much more painful than his hand had been. She arched her ass up higher for him, feeling her cheeks grow taut. She put her hands on her knees, her breasts dangling down, her legs partly spread, the panties confining her legs. "EEEEEHHH!" She screamed out loud, stumbling before she moved back into position, her backside ablaze in pain. She couldn’t believe how much it hurt; Michael making sure the paddle struck both of her cheeks simultaneously, the thick leather paddle unyielding as it struck her skin. The only consolation was Michael’s hand as it rubbed her cheeks.

 Michael’s cock jerked in his pants when the paddle struck her naked, up-thrust ass cheeks. Her cheeks turned red instantly, his hand reaching down and rubbing the flesh, feeling the heat from the blow. She didn’t even protest as he dragged his fingers along her sweat drenched crease, rubbing over her anus. "Up again," he prompted her, his hand forcing her to arch her ass up higher for the next blow. The paddle swept up from the floor, catching one delicious cheek with the harsh leather, slapping hard against the tender flesh. She held her position with only a gasp of pain. He delivered another blow to the other cheek, the leather catching the tender flesh where her ass cheeks joined her delicate thighs, Michael knowing that it stung terribly.

 Sandy hoped he would grow tired of hitting her ass, her backside glowing in pain, afraid how it would feel it she would have to lay down. Or maybe that was Michael’s purpose, knowing that she would bounce around, giving him a nice ride if he fucked her on her back. She looked over at Fern, not faring much better than she was. She was already naked, bent over the edge of the bed, her ass arched up submissively. What started out as a spanking with his hand had progressed to the paddle, Frederick flourishing it with vigor, her cheeks equally red.

 It was time to test Fern’s resolve to accept his dominance over her. He nodded over to Michael; both girls would receive the same treatment. "Get up and turn around," Frederick almost gentle with her as he turned her until she was facing him, all of her naked treasures open to his lustful gaze. Fern had a lovely body, abundant tits, broad hips, full ass and he couldn’t wait to enjoy the treasure between her lovely thighs.

 Fern looked over at Sandy, naked as she was, the men standing in front of them, the bulges in their pants reflecting the hard cocks that Fern yearned for. Her pussy was drenched, in spite of the spanking. Or maybe because of it. Frederick would spank her, but then his hand would caress her, exciting her, even when his fingers ran over her anus, the excitement of the unknown perversions that ran through his head making her drip with arousal. Frederick stood in front of her, Fern quickly obeying his order, her legs spread wide until he nodded his approval. Sandy was undergoing the same treatment, both of them linking their hands behind their heads, their elbows pointing outward until their breasts rose up proudly, their hard nipples pointed.

 Sandy knew instinctively what they were being prepared for; sure the Fern never even had an inkling. But it even took Sandy by surprise when Michael picked up the leather paddle, rubbing it up and down her sleek inner thighs. Her eyes pleaded with him, but all she saw was the lust in his eyes as he tapped at her sensitive inner thighs until she spread her legs wider.

 It suddenly dawned on her when Frederick drew the leather paddle between her legs, Fern bowing her legs, hoping to please him, hoping that she was wrong. Sandy had told her how Michael had spanked her pussy. But that was with his hand. Even that sounded painful, the thought of someone slapping her delicate sex for their pleasure so obscene that she could barely comprehend it. To use a leather paddle, her ass testament to the harsh treatment her cheeks received under the unyielding leather was unfathomable. She would never be able to take such severe punishment. And Frederick expected her to pose her body to receive the maximum pain willingly. She looked down as Frederick slid the leather paddle along her slit, her lips pushed apart by the dry leather, her juices quickly coating it with a slick coat of her juices. She couldn’t stop her hips from a gentle fucking, pushing against the leather paddle as she rode it in a gentle masturbation, the punishment racing from her mind.

 Michael had turned the paddle around, sliding the hard, rigid handle along her slit, Sandy knowing what he wanted. She even crouched down when she felt the end of the paddle’s handle pushing against her vagina, trying to relax her muscles, finding that it wasn’t so bad when the handle slid inside her. The grip of the paddle was rough to make it easier to hold onto tightly, but that seemed to thrill her all the more. Her muscles rippled along the handle as it slid in and out, Michael fucking her with it, her hips joining it, fucking up and down on it. She was disappointed when it slipped out, more fearful that she would have to receive the other end, this time as punishment.

 Fern was jarred back into reality by the sharp crack of the paddle next to her, the sudden shriek from Sandy.

 "OOH, GODDDD," Sandy cried out in pain, her thighs trembling in pain, her sex ablaze. She was almost mesmerized as she watched Michael swing the paddle up from the floor, not fully registering what was happening. He struck her with a powerful blow that made her stand on her toes, her feet settling back on the ground before the pain raced to her brain. It hurt so bad, Sandy fighting the urge to cushion her sex with her hands, struggling as she fought to maintain her composure. Michael had slipped his cock from his pants, the throbbing member rigid and powerful, his hand sliding up and down the shaft slowly as he enjoyed her pain. She barely had time to prepare herself when the next blow came, this time hitting her straight on her puffy labia, smashing the tender lips beneath the harsh leather paddle. "EEEEEHHH," Sandy crying out in pain, sure that her sex was bruised by the terrible paddle, looking down to see Michael’s cock harder than she had ever seen before, the head slick with his juices as he stroked it up and down. He was enjoying her pain.

 Frederick stood next to Fern, the paddle lightly tapping her pussy. "Your turn. Are you going to be a good girl and stay in position?" He felt her hips jerking each time he struck her with the paddle.

 The light tapping wasn’t as much painful as it was annoying. It hurt, but not as bad as she knew it was going to and it wasn’t as pleasurable as it could be if he stroked her with it. She knew Frederick was testing her, Fern would show him that she could submit. "Yeeess," she replied, her voice trembling. She felt his other hand slid down over her cheeks, slipping between her crack, Fern fighting the urge to clench her cheeks tight. She felt a cold, wet finger pushed against her anus, felt her muscles already beginning to fight the intrusion even though he made no effort to push his finger inside her. The finger just teased her, circling her tiny hole, sending perverted shivers through her body. He tapped harder on her pussy, her hips moving back away from the harsh leather paddle, suddenly finding her anus impaled on his finger. Or more importantly, she impaled his finger on her anus. She felt the burning as her anus spread wide to accept the finger, Fern finally realizing that it was she that was doing it, her hips freezing still, the finger embedded into her rectum. Her muscles tried unsuccessfully to push it out, the paddle tapping her pussy, not allowing her to push her hips forward again. The finger was trapped inside her, moving around unceremoniously, pushing on her muscles.

 He was ready, drawing the paddle back, swinging it up into an arc that drove it low on her sex, catching the puffy part of her sex with a powerful blow that made her body rise up high into the air. At the same time it drove her hips back, his finger thrust deep into the hot depths of her colon, her muscles clenching uncontrollably from the pain and the rude intrusion. She was so tight, even his finger found it hard to get so deep inside her. But the powerful blow of the paddle forced her to impale herself on his waiting finger.

 "EEEGGG," she screamed in pain. The pain in her sex was bad enough, but coupled with the finger that pierced her asshole, tearing along the virgin passage without regard to pain was more than she could fathom. The whole area between her legs was ablaze in pain. The paddle began to lightly slap her pussy again, Fern tightening her muscles, expecting the sharp bite of the paddle again, the finger securely in the depths of her colon. "Please," she begged. "Your finger hurts."

 He twisted his finger in her asshole. "But it’s so hot and tight Fern. And your clenching is so delightful." He slapped her pussy again, feeling her attempting to resist shoving back any farther back on the finger. But it did no good, the blow too powerful.

 She couldn’t even control her muscles any longer, her pussy twitching in pain, her backside gripping the finger so tight as if it didn’t want it to leave, the tip of his fingers wiggling deep inside her, touching places never touched before, sending tremors through her body. She was relieved when Frederick stopped tapping her pussy with the leather paddle. She slowly pulled her anus off of his finger, the painful extraction slow and deliberate, until his finger finally popped out, her hole clenching as it felt so empty.

 Michael had finished with Sandy, slapping her pussy with the paddle while she struggled to stay in position; her legs spread wide, her sex exposed and vulnerable. It hurt and felt good all at the same time. Michael would slap her pussy, and then the leather paddle would push apart her lips and rub up and down her slit while she struggled to not fuck back on the masturbating paddle. She was grateful for his next order.

 "It’s time to fuck," his hard cock needing a hot, tight place. A place that Sandy had nestled between her legs. "On the bed. On your hands and knees." He quickly stripped off his clothes, his hard cock jutting out like a flag pole.

 He wanted to take her from behind like a dog. It was the most humiliating position for Sandy. And it also left her ass vulnerable to his fingers. Still she did as he wanted; kneeling up on the bed, knowing that she was giving him a nice view between her legs as she crawled up. She got into the center of the bed, Michael close by, Sandy waiting for him to get her into the position he desired.

 Michael loved her ass and never gave up the chance to position it for maximum pleasure. "Put your head down on the bed," his hand along her back. He liked the way her sleek back arched up to her ass. He slipped a hand underneath her. "Now stick your ass up higher Sandy." He lightly slapped her ass, delighting in the already red skin as her cheeks pulled taut. "Yes, such a good girl." He climbed on the bed behind her, his hands on her ankles, spreading her legs out so he could crawl between her legs. His hands slipped between her thighs, pushing out. "Now spread real wide for me Sandy. Show me all of your treasures." He continued to spread her thighs until her pussy lips began to part, her cheeks opening, her crack almost disappearing. Her pink pussy peeked out from between her delightful milky white thighs, her anus exposed, still pink from his probing. She was ripe to be taken.

 All Fern had to do was watch Sandy, Fredericks hand guiding her until she found herself in the same position, her ass arched up submissively as if she were begging to be fucked from behind. And she almost was. The paddling of her sex had aroused her. Not so much the pain, but the submission to Frederick. It seemed no matter how perverse his requests were; it only made her more willing to do anything to please him. And that was what scared her and aroused her, afraid of how perverse the acts he would commit on her untrained body. She had to fight the urge to fall to her knees when Frederick stripped off his clothes. Fall to her knees and take his thick cock in her mouth again. But she wanted the fullness of taking his large cock inside her pussy, pleasing him with her hot, tight pussy.

 Michael looked over at Frederick, both of them with their hard cocks in their hands, rubbing them up and down the wet slit of the girls, preparing to fuck them. He placed the head of his cock on her dark, forbidden opening, feeling the petals of her sex fold back over the head of his cock. He poised it, waiting. He nodded to Frederick, both of them shooting their hips forward, their hands on the girl’s hips, drawing them both onto their hard cocks.

 Sandy found her pussy suddenly filled with a thick cock, the large head of his cock pushing aside all resistance, his cock finding her slick and ready, her muscles gripping his cock as it drove inside her. Her hot insides seemed to engulf his cock, wrapping around the thick shaft as it pushed deep inside her. Her hips began to wag back and forth, as she panted in pleasure, her ass up thrust as she took his powerful weapon inside her.God it felt so good to be taken, his cock quenching the lust that had built up in her loins. Her mind quickly forgot the painful spanking and paddling, welcoming the pleasure that his cock brought her. She looked over at Fern, her face contoured in pleasure as Frederick’s hands danced her body onto his cock as he fucked her. Michael took her with three powerful strokes, each time deeper until he buried his cock deep inside her. He pulled out, then thrust back in again, taking her breathe away at his powerful strokes.

 Just as suddenly she felt empty. She turned to look at Michael, seeing a strange look on his face, her pussy empty, wanting to feel him inside her again. He pressed his body over hers, his hands fumbling between them, Sandy shocked by what she felt. He dragged the head of his cock through her pussy lips, but didn’t stop there. He pulled back over her perineum until she felt the wet, rubbery head of his cock poised on her anus. "No! Not there!" She cried out in panic, but his hands gripped her hips tightly, drawing her ass up, his cock throbbing on her anus. He was going to sodomize her. She always drove the idea from her mind but it always came back, each time Michael playing with her anus, piercing it with his fingers as if he were preparing her for the ultimate act of sodomy. She heard Fern gasp, knowing that Frederick was preparing her, their anal virginity to be taken like an animal, taken from behind.

 Michael watched as the head of his cock covered her tiny hole until it couldn’t be seen. He pressed harder with his hips, his hands pulling her up. He felt her anal ring begin to open, his cock slowing forcing its way into her tight anus. She grunted in pain, her head lying on the bed, her lips tightly clenched. She looked so beautiful as she took him in the ultimate submission, her virgin ass.

 She did everything she could to make it less painful, pushing back as his cock sought entry into her backside. She felt the slow, gradual opening of her anal ring, the burning as his relentless cock continued to bore into the depths of her soul. "EEEEEGG," the sharp intake of her breath as her anus finally opened wide, slipping over the head of his cock like a rubber, the spasms in her anus rippling along the head. She hyperventilated; it feeling like a giant rock was being shoved up her backside, sitting inside her, stretching her open. A sharp scream from the bed next to her and Fern was similarly impaled in her ass by Frederick. She didn’t have the luxury of worrying about Fern, Michael was becoming more insistent now. She felt his cock begin to press deeper inside her, fighting her own muscles as he sought entrance for his shaft.

 Michael couldn’t wait any longer, her tight muscles clenching on his cock. He began to push deeper inside her, exerting as he fought her asshole, his cock hard and relentless. He pressed in another inch, pulled slowly back, feeling the powerful vacuum behind the head of his cock. He then shoved in harder, each time burying his cock deeper into her clenching rectum. She was so hot and tight, like a furnace, her insides rippling along his shaft as he plunged into her virgin passage. He had over half of his cock plunging in and out of her asshole, her anal ring stretched tightly over his shaft as if it were a rubber band, her tightness bringing him such pleasure. He reached beneath her, finding her pussy, plunging two fingers deep inside her. He moved his fingers around until he found his cock, separated by a thin tissue of skin, touching the head of his cock as if he were masturbating.

 It felt as if his cock was going to come out her mouth, driving deep inside her, his rigid cock straightening out her intestines, powerful cramps in her stomach as his cock sodomized her. And now she had his fingers to contend with, the whole area between her legs one mass of fullness, fingers and cock piercing her, filling her so completely. "EEEG, OOHHH GGGGODDD, it’s too big! Please take it out!" She begged him, yet his hands continued to pull her up over his cock, impaling her virgin passage with his rampaging cock. His hands moved her hips side to side, Sandy getting dizzy as the cock seemed to fill her every being. She couldn’t control her own muscles, from the spasms of her anus, to the deep clenching in her bowels, all making the painful sodomy more pleasurable for Michael. She looked over at Fern, her head hung down, tears in her eyes. She looked back at Frederick, the opposite expression, his head thrown back in ecstasy, his cock thrust deep inside Fern’s asshole. She had Michael to contend with now, his hips pulling his cock out, feeling as if her insides were being pulled out, the painful burning as her anus stretched wide over the shaft.

 Michael drew his cock almost all the way out, stopping when only the head of his cock was gripped so tight by her asshole. He yanked her back by the hips, impaling her with a powerful stroke until his stomach smashed against her up-thrust ass cheeks. Sandy cried out when his cock was buried deep into the depths of her hot colon, jerking in pleasure as her insides clenched and unclenching on his member. He pulled back again, Sandy grunting when he thrust back in with another powerful thrust that sent his cock into her bowels. His hands slid up to her clit, finding the bud surprisingly hard, his fingers lightly tapping over the aroused head. She wiggled her ass.

 Her ass went from empty to full in seconds, his hot flesh invading every nook and cranny in her most intimate hole, Sandy never ever imaging that she would ever take a cock in her backside. When he plunged inside her, her stomach would cramp as it strove to take the thick flesh, her insides clinging to the shaft as it pulled out almost as if she didn’t want it to leave. Her emotions were racing, from pain, to pleasure, to arousal, his fingers finding her clit and exciting her as only he could. The cock still hurt in her backside, but it also gave her a fullness that she couldn’t describe, his cock deeper in her backside than he could have ever got inside her pussy. It jerked in pleasure inside her, pressing against her insides as it dragged in and out as Michael fucked her. Fucked her in the ass. His fingers on her clit drew her ass up higher, leaving her vulnerable to deeper strokes.

 The room rang out with the grunts and the slap of flesh as both girls were sodomized. Fern couldn’t believe that she had taken his cock inside her asshole, amazed that it fit without tearing her apart. It wasn’t without pain, his thick cock beating her muscles into submission until they surrendered, his cock sliding in and out of her ass with abandonment, his belly slapping against her ass each time, signaling the depths of his cock in her bowels. She began to roll her hips, Frederick enjoying her submission, taking long, deep strokes each time, his fingers finding her clit. He would roll it in his fingertip, driving her back onto his cock in pleasure, her body trembling as she imagined what it would feel like when he would fill her with his cum. She almost came as the thought of his powerful jet of cum bathing her bowels raced in her mind. Her insides clung to his cock as he drew back, Fern‘s hips moving in a tight circle, enjoying the fullness of his large cock stretching her ass.God, it was so perverted. Taken in the ass ruthlessly and she could only think about making it more pleasurable for him. He pushed back in again, spreading her insides open for his thick member until it buried deep into her guts, feeling as if it was going to come out her mouth.

 Sandy’s anus still burned as it clung tightly to the thick flesh that pierced her so intimately in her backside. When he was fully inside her, it felt like she just ate a full meal, sure that her stomach was bulging where his cock was. The cramping was not so bad any longer. Either that or she was ignoring it, moving her ass around as she hoped to please him with her virgin ass.

 "Tighten your muscles on my cock when I pull out." Michael wanted to enjoy her tight asshole as much as possible, Sandy more accommodating tonight than any other time. He suspected that she was jealous of Fern, Michael taking full advantage of the situation. He pushed deeper inside her, pulling her ass back onto his cock as if he were pulling a glove on his hand. His cock jerked inside her bowels, her hot insides gripping his cock possessively. He was ready to cum, preparing Sandy to do the same. He wanted to feel her pussy convulse in ecstasy the same time he shot into her asshole, sure the rippling of her orgasm would pleasure his cock beyond expectations. He slipped a third finger into her pussy, her legs bowing out to take the thick fingers, a grunt as his knuckles harshly opened her vagina painfully. He twisted and turned his fingers inside her clenching pussy, his knuckles pushing harshly against her tight insides, his other hand finding her clit. Her ass arched up higher, his cock driving deeper into the depths of her bowels as he pinched her clit.

 "EEEHH," she cried out, Sandy feeling her body explode in pleasure as her clit was yanked and tugged by Michael’s fingers. She felt so full, fingers and cock buried deep inside her, moving and twisting against her clenching muscles as she came. It hurt when she felt Michael come, his cock getting bigger, the image of the head of his cock inside her swelling in pleasure, spewing his hot cum in her asshole. It was all she needed, her pussy drenching his driving fingers inside her, her ass arched up so high. It felt different when he came inside her, his cock feeling as if it was shooting her guts with gallons of hot cum, the burning fluids filling her as an enema would. Michael began to tear his cock in and out of her with abandonment, making her take the full measure of his thick cock in her resisting hole, beating her muscles into submission.

 Michael couldn’t even fathom the pleasure that her asshole gave him, his hips driving up and down her asshole, her muscles clinging to his shaft possessively. Even Sandy’s face was contoured in pleasure, not what he expected, her orgasms racing through her body as he came inside her. Her asshole milked his cock of his cum, his fingers slick with her abundant crème as she came with him.

 Only when Frederick slapped her pussy, driving her ass high up into the air, driving his thick cock into the hot recesses of her asshole did he begin to cum. The scream that tore from her lips as she was doubly pierced for his pleasure drove him over the edge. And the pain of the pussy spanking failed to diminish her pleasure; her body rocked by a series of orgasms that made her muscles rippling along his shaft spews its hot cum deep into her body.

 Frederick took her so ruthlessly, slapping her pussy, sodomizing her, all for his pleasure, her body a receptacle for his forbidden lust. Yet Fern couldn’t stop the ripples that raced through her body as she came with him, her insides bathed with his hot crème, the unexpected pleasure of having a man’s cum inside her asshole releasing an orgasm like she never felt before. It felt like a fire hose shooting inside her with a powerful force, her insides taking his hot crème. He held her tightly by the hips until he finished with her, his cock finally getting soft, her muscles gripping it so tight that it forced it out with an embarrassing pop. She felt a sudden rush of hot fluid race out her anus, running down her thighs as Frederick finally let her slump to the bed. She looked over at Sandy and Michael, their faces mirroring the pleasure they had received.

 * * * *

 It was only later that Fern realized that Sandy and Michael were no longer in the room. She must have dozed off, her body spent from the orgasms that raced through her body. Frederick was lying next to her. "Where‘s Sandy?" Her hand slid down over Frederick’s abdomen until she felt his cock, surprised that it was semi-hard.

 "They both left for his apartment." He felt her fingers bring his cock alive again, her hands soft and gentle as she began to stroke it to hardness.

 It grew in her hand, her fingers stroking over the thick head, a fingernail scraping lightly just under the rim. It jerked in pleasure. "How come?" Her head slid down until her mouth was only inches from his cock, blowing on it, holding it tightly as it jerked from her hot breath. She opened her lips wide, pushing her head down farther until she engulfed the head in her mouth, closing her lips tightly on the throbbing member. The taste of his soiled cock filled her mouth but her tongue began to lap at it until it was clean and slippery with her saliva, Fern willing to do anything to please him. She sucked his cock deeper into her mouth until it banged against the back of her throat, her tongue racing up and down the thickening shaft.

 "Michael and I had a discussion. Since there are now two of you, we thought it would be better if each of us would have one of you. Michael took Sandy and I have you." There was no discussion with the girls; the men had decided their fate. His hands went to the top of her head, pushing her down onto his cock until he heard her gag, his cock driving into her throat, her muscles clenching tightly to it. "Yes, I like that."

 She didn’t have any say in her fate. And she liked that. She choked as his hands pushed her down over the head of his cock until she felt it deep in her throat again. He used her head, forcing her up and down on his cock, making her take it in her throat until he was hard. Then she found herself bound to the bed, her arms tied to the headboard, her legs pulled up high to the headboard, each leg tied to the bedpost, her sex spread open and available to him, Fern unable to do anything but submit. Frederick took her possessively, Fern finding her pussy and asshole filled with his cock and vibrators, clamps yanked tightly to her pussy lips until they were stretched painfully. Each time he came inside her, her body was abused until his cock grew hard again. Each time he came in her she came with him, his orgasms triggering hers.




 Epilogue

 Two Weeks Later

 "The Sheriff is here to see Michael. I thought things were going great with him?" Frederick and Fern were doing better than she had imagined. He always seemed to surprise her. Not only in the acts of perversions had he required of her. But also the orgasms that he induced in her and the tenderness he always seemed to have after one of their vigorous sexual encounters. Even the modeling of the Fredericks of Hollywood line excited her. It was partly the rush she felt when the men paid so much attention to her, the garments leaving little to the imagination. But it was also knowing that it was Frederick’s creations that were so warmly received and that she was instrumental in making it a success.

 Sandy didn’t understand it. Michael had taken her to his apartment every weekend, Sandy even looking forward to submitting to him. And submit to him she did, each week finding her naked and bound, her mouth, pussy and now her asshole pleasuring his cock. And he didn’t stop with just sex, her body punished for his pleasure, his cock jerking each time she screamed out, Michael never running out of instruments of to use on her naked body. She even began to relish her new life, eagerly doing whatever was necessary to please him, even if it was her pain. She found that the pain was sexually gratifying, Michael always making sure that her body was satisfied, Sandy learning to accept the fact that she often came while she was being punished, her mind confused by her own emotions. She wondered what she did wrong to make Michael bring the Sheriff back. She still had over three more months on their agreement. She let the Sheriff into Michael’s office, her eyes not even daring to meet his. She shut the door, going back to her desk, her mind racing.

 The intercom rang, scaring her back to reality.

 "Step into my office Sandy. Now." Michael’s voice boomed out the telephone.

 She got up and marched into his office almost as if it were her last steps. She opened the door, the Sheriff still sitting near his desk, the only chair available next to him. She sat down, her head hung down.

 "The Sheriff has something to say Sandy concerning you." Michael looked at Sandy, seeing the look of fear in her eyes.

 The Sheriff looked at Sandy, wondering how Michael‘s deal with her had progressed. He enjoyed watching her at the first Fredericks of Hollywood fashion show, his cock hard at her delightful body. But it was only Fern’s that he saw after that, not that it was a bad thing, her body just as exciting. "I received a phone call from the Hollywood California police department. At first I thought it had something to do with your new lingerie line. But it seemed that they had picked up a couple for Grand Larceny. When they began to interrogate the female suspect, she began to rat out her partner in exchange for a suspended sentence. But it wasn’t only for the current crime. It seemed they were from here. His name was Thomas and hers Pauline."

 Sandy looked up when she heard Thomas’s name. "Thomas Johnston?"

 "Yes, your old boyfriend from what I have learned. And Pauline was a young lady that lived in the same apartment building as the both of you."

 "So she was the one. I suspected that Thomas left with her." Sandy found out later that Pauline had left about the same time as Thomas, leaving behind a partial month of unpaid rent.

 "She said that Thomas told her that he came into some money and they drove out to California. He later told her that he had taken the money from Acme’s petty cash box one day when Sandy left the room. He saw her put the key in her purse and he took $500.00. He never expected Sandy to get blamed for it." The Sheriff looked at Sandy and then Michael.

 It was as if a heavy load was lifted from her shoulders. She held this shame for over three months and now the truth was out. She was innocent. She looked at Michael, smiling with a grin. "What’s going to happen to Thomas?"

 "He’ll probably get a year in the local jail. Even though it was grand larceny, the dollar amount just barely made the lowest limit. Them folks in California are a lot more lenient than we are. Probably all the drugs they do."

 "Thank you Sheriff for all your help." Michael ushered out the Sheriff, Sandy still sitting in the chair. He went back in, Sandy beaming with a big smile. "I hope you can accept my apology Sandy." He paused. "And our agreement is over. Anything I can do to make it up to you?"

 Sandy got up, shaking her ass as she walked out the door. "I enjoy working here and you are a good boss. I hope that can continue."

 "Of course. And there will be a raise in your next check." He watched as she closed the door.

 * * * *

 They both sat in the cafeteria the next morning, their usual morning ritual. "So what are you going to do Sandy?" Sandy had told her briefly about the news from the Sheriff last night, but Fern had to hurry over to Frederick’s house last night. She had been spending more and more time with him and they even planned to go together to Hollywood next month for a lingerie show for the new line, Fern volunteering to model.

 Sandy looked up at Fern. "I went to Michael’s house last night."

 "You did. What happened?"

 "I confronted him. I didn’t want to do it at work."

 "What did you tell him?"

 "I told him I didn’t want anything to change. Not even when the six months was up."

 Fern’s head shot up, the look of surprise on her face. "You What!"

 "I decided a couple of weeks ago actually, this just cleared me officially. I might have protested at first what Michael and Frederick did to me and made me do. But I can’t deny how much Michael arouses the sexual urges in me. Deep inside me. I don’t want to lose that and I don’t think I will ever find anyone that can do it as Michael can." Sandy felt her pussy get wet just at the thought of Michael.

 "What did he say?" Fern couldn’t wait to hear Michael’s response.

 "Not a thing." She waited.

 "What do you mean?"

 "I just found myself being stripped naked. Ropes tying me spread eagle on the bed. On my stomach. Then I felt his huge cock up my ass as he took me. And that was just the beginning of a long night. If Michael felt bad about what happened, it didn’t show. He took me in his usual dominating manner, using my body for his pleasure. He even surprised me, whipping my pussy with a riding crop while I took his cock deep in my throat until he came inside my stomach." She paused for a minute to let it sink in. "And the riding crop made me cum. He didn’t even touch me. Just the leather riding crop beating my clit until I came."

 Fern smiled at her, happy at Sandy’s decision. Frederick had already used the riding crop on Fern, making her spread her legs willingly as the crop slapped hard between her pussy lips. And like Sandy, she came from the feel of the leather. "I’m glad were both happy."

 "Oh, we’ll be real happy. Michael and Frederick are going to force us to have girl sex while they watch. And probably join in."

 The thought of a double dildo between their legs as Michael and Frederick took them in the ass excited Fern. She hoped they would force them to sixty-nine, Fern always wondering what Sandy would taste like. And with Michael and Frederick watching would make it more exciting. She had to control her emotions, wanting to reach over the table and kiss Sandy passionately. "We’ll be real happy!"

 THE END

 EBOOKS FROM SIZZLER EDITIONS

 1-900-BDSM – Claire Thompson

 Ace of Slaves: A Tale of Erotic Captivity–Adrian Hunter

 Bedtime Tales–Michelle Houston. Stories of wicked pleasures and dangerous dreams.

 Bisexual – Michelle Houston

 Boarding School Slave – J. W. McKenna

 Bonded – Madison West

 Business Unusual–mariana. Sizzling tales of workplace encounters.

 Chain Reaction–Adrien Hunter. The award winning B&D author's newest collection.

 Come True–Adriene Hunter.

 Controlled! – J. W. McKenna

 Controlling Chrissy – Reese Gabriel

 Daddy's Girl–Victoria Manley. Older dom, younger sub. "Hot stuff!" the Erotica Readers and Writer's Association.

 Dana's Release – Laura Hammond

 Darkness Bound: Beyond Bondage and Discipline–Raven Kaldera

 Dark Masquerade – Audrey Godwin

 Dark Seduction – Danielle Engle

 Domina Tricks: How a French Mistress Enslaves Men–Gala Fur

 Education of a Dominatrix–K. L. Mulvany. Her goal: the complete enslavement of a man.

 Foreign Affairs–Eric George. Sizzling obscenity trial leads to sizzling sex.

 Foxy: A Smoking Hot Tale of Biker Babes – D. Musgrave

 Frog: A Tale of Torture and Sexual Degradation–Claire Thompson

 Hard Time: A Tale of Sapphic B&D in a Women's Prison–J.T. Langdon

 Jenny: A Novel of Sexual Enslavement–C. A. Tessler

 Julie's Submission–Claire Thompson. Newest tale of erotic B&D from bestselling author of Slave Girl.

 Just as I Am – Christina Rhys

 Kidnapped – Claire Thompson

 Lady Davenport's Slave, Vol. I. The Collaring of Amber–J. T. Langdon. The modern classic of lesbian B&D.

 Lady Davenport's Slave, Vol. II: The Claiming of Amber– J. T. Langdon. To claim her, the mistress first had to punish and tame her.

 Mask of Passion – Rod Harden

 Mansion of Slaves: A tale of training in submission–Lady Blade

 Master and Baby – J.J. MacGuire

 Memories from the Mind of Sherezade: Erotic Fictions–Mary A. DeCarlo

 Midnight Mistress – Audrey Goodwin

 Mistress Margot: A Tale of Sapphic Slavery–Susanna Valent

 Mrs. Smith's Academy Vol. 1: Amanda's Punishment

 Mrs. Smith's Academy Vol. 2: Amanda's Revenge

 Naughty Whispers – Michele Houston

 Night Sweats–Victoria Manley. Why was the prostitute being stalked by a killer?

 Office Slave – J. W. McKenna

 Officer Judy and the Pastor's Wife – Rex Gordon

 Out of Control–J. W. McKenna. Tales of dominance and submission.

 Out of Control 2–J. W. McKenna. More tales of dominance and submission.

 Power Play and Other Loverotica–Andrew Hobson.

 Property Rites: A Deed of Enslavement – Han Li Thorn

 Pussy in Boots: The Autobiography of a Very Kinky Lady–Helen Hentley

 Sex in Silicon Valley–Kiana Tower. Non-fiction revelations: What computer geeks do and how they do it!

 Shadow of the Master – Jay Lawrence

 She Devils – J. T. Langdon

 Sisters of Omega Pi – J. T. Langdon

 Shades of Seduction – Tina Hess

 Slave Girl–Claire Thompson

 Slave Girls of Lesbos–Corbie Petulengro. Sapphic b&d in ancient Greece.

 So Spank Me! Tales of Blistered Bottoms–Lawrence and DeBarquet

 Sold into Slavery – J. W. McKenna

 Spike Trap–Han Li Thorn. A novel of female submission.

 Strictly Bi-: Best Bisexual Erotica–Jamie Joy Gatto

 Suddenly Sexy: 20 Ultra-Hot, Ultra-Short Stories–Jamie Joy Gatto

 Sweet Tastes of Seduction–Victoria Manley. A new collection of mind-bending erotica!

 The Abduction of Anna – Rod Harden

 The Boy Toy–Victoria Manley. Every young man's dream: to be seduced by an experienced older woman.

 The Ensnaring of Susan – Jay Lawrence

 The Hostage – Lady Blade

 The Hunting of Bambi – Rod Harden

 The Perfect Wife: A Tale of Male Dominance – M. J. Rennie

 The Queen's Slave Woman Book I: The Punishing of Jendri–

 Susanna Valent. Another modern masterpiece of Sapphic B&D.

 The Queen's Slave Woman Book II: The Training of Jendri–

 Susanna Valent.

 The Slave Girls Trilogy 1-3 – Rod Harden and Alison McKenna

 The Taking of Keeley – Reese Gabriel

 The Training of a Concubine–Jim Miler. She was trained to serve.

 The Sintown Chronicles Vol. I., II, III– David O. Dyer, Sr. Three complete adult novels in each volume! All about the dot on the map residents called "Sintown USA!'

 The Watcher & Other Tales of Passion Unleashed – Rod Harden

 The Woman's Around-the-House-Guide to Masturbation – Tina Hess

 Tracy in Chains: A Tale of Sexual Punishment and Humiliation–Claire Thompson.

 Trail of Seduction: A Novel of Frontier Passion–D. Musgrave

 Trans-Sexual: Tales Along the Gender Devide–Jean Marie Stine

 THE BEST OF CLASSIC EROTICA IN SIZZLER E-BOOK EDITONS

 (From the Victorian Age to the Roaring Twenties)

 The Altar of Venus

 Autobiography of a Flea

 Boudoir

 Crumbling Facade

 A Crumbling Facade

 Darling

 Depraved Angels

 Ecstasy On Fire

 Eveline

 Fanny Hill

 Innocence

 Kama Houri

 Lady F.

 Love Pagoda

 Mastering Mary Sue

 Maudie

 Memoirs of Madeline

 Memoirs of a Young Rakehell

 Misfortunes of Mary

 Miss High Heels

 My Life and Loves

 Nadia

 Night in a Moorish Harem

 Nunnery Tales

 Pauline

 The Pearl Vol. I

 The Pearl Vol. II

 Perfumed Garden

 Pleasures and Follies

 Presented in Leather

 Prodigal Virgin

 Professional Charmer

 Sacred Passions

 School for Sin

 Slave Women of the Czar

 Suburban Souls, Volume I

 Suburban Souls, Volume II

 Suburban Souls, Volume III

 The Love Pagoda

 The Sweetest Fruit

 Venus in India

 Venus in India 2

 Venus in Furs

 Vice Park Place

 Wanda

 Way of a Man with a Maid

 Whipped Into Shape

 White Thighs

 Young Adam

 Youthful Days

 http://www.sizzlereditions.com

 

About this Title

 This eBook was created using ReaderWorks®Publisher 2.0, produced by OverDrive, Inc.

 For more information about ReaderWorks, please visit us on the Web at www.overdrive.com/readerworks

