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TITLE SUMMARIES





BLACKMAILED & BOUND




Headstrong in life and submissive in private, Penny Mason finds herself fired from a job she hates and at the mercy of her boss. He offers Penny a choice: Work for him servicing the big-wigs of the town, or be sent up the river.








Penny's kink for being dominated and Jeff's power-tripping nature lead to a steamy session where sex signs the contract.




HONEST SEDUCTION




Penny receives her first paid job, and she's surprised to see that he's the single woman's dream in both looks and personality. Although she didn't have any intent to develop feelings for a client, Penny's first proves to be willing to go beyond a simple booty call.








Will the secret they decide to share put Penny at risk? And could Penny have found a savior in her first customer?




MERCY BONDAGE ACADEMY




Penny gets the strange request to report for "training." She isn't sure what Jeff wants out of this job, agreeing to meet Nora and Will for her night of instruction.








When she arrives, Penny learns that it's more than just a couple teaching the basics of bondage. In fact, she may have bitten off more than she can chew. Can Penny handle the harsh discipline of her handlers?




FORBIDDEN LOVE




Penny keeps her promise to Troy, devoting herself to his pleasure for a day. He proves to be the most sexually frustrating man she has ever met again, refusing every advance with disinterest.








Unable to provoke him into action, Penny loses her patience with his reluctance. Can she break down his defenses and seduce him again? Or will she go home without the gift she secretly longs for?
  




DOMINATED BY DARKNESS




Penny finds herself at the mercy of four power-tripping lawyers with no regard for her safety. While she had always fantasized about being taken and ravished in a gangbang, Penny may find herself in over her head on this job.








Luckily, the law clerk she had tempted on her way to the job isn't so ruthless. Will Penny come back from Jeff's latest assignment, or will this be her last?
  




UNEXPECTED THREESOME




Penny receives the job she's been waiting for: A bang with the mayor so that she can use her recordings to blackmail her way out of the contract. When she learns that it's going to be a three-way between herself, Mayor Brady, and her white collar pimp, she's more than willing to please.




SUBMISSIVE PARTY FAVOR




Penny wakes up, tied and set for her next job. Not willing to defy her boss/pimp Jeff Strunk, she knows that her only option is to get the satisfaction she craves out of the night.



However, Penny has failed to realized that this isn't an ordinary gig to satisfy an important client. Jeff has plans to thoroughly establish the nature of the work. As Penny begins to resist the domination, how far will Jeff go to prove his ownership of Penny?




MAKING HIS WIFE WATCH




Penny awakens, still bound from her previous job. Her employer has a new job ready, and this time, it's personal.



While Penny relishes in showing her recently discovered dominant side, she isn't quite sure about exercising it on another woman being played by her white collar pimp. Even so, her immense draw toward Jeff leads her to feats of sexuality that would leave any jilted wife unfortunate enough to be watching green with envy.




READER ADVISORY:




These stories are works of erotic fiction and are not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this collection of stories, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. Please exercise personal discretion if you believe you may find this content objectionable. If you proceed further you accept full liability for your actions and consent to reading adult material. 



The characters and events in the  contained stories are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. 



In summary, if you are above the age of 18 and do not find heavy erotic themes offensive, please read on. If you fail to meet either condition, scram.




BLACKMAILED & BOUND




The white bread image of middle management didn’t even have the sense of ceremony to call Penny into another room. Tapping her on the shoulder, Mr. Blehm slipped the official Notice of Termination around the clerk’s shoulder, making sure he grazed her left breast as he slid the paper in plain view of the customer. “I’m sure you know what this is, Penny. They’re telling me to cut the most recent hires. I’m sorry.”




No, you’re not.

 The pensioner across the counter averted her eyes, just hoping another clerk would come to process the check before the bank closed in five minutes. Any dignity that could be saved by a graceful exit had already been torn away. “That’s some nerve you’ve got, rubbing on my tits while you fire me.” Tellers and impatient customers cocked their heads as the air exited the room. Blehm went pale as sweat started to bead around the collar of his cheap shirt.




Bastard.

 The corner of Penny’s lips twitched upward as she hoisted the mounds covered by her gray turtleneck into Blehm’s line of sight. “Are these worth getting sued?” The initial chattering of a scandal started to spread in irritating whispers through the lobby. “Well, you plan on answering or not?”



Blehm could only stare at the hands cupping the breasts he had been fantasizing about for weeks, visions of divorce papers and a shattered career flashing in the back of his mind. Regaining the sense to look Penny in the face, he noticed the smirk framed by blonde, neck-length hair. “Penny, you know that wasn’t my intention.” Just above Penny’s head, he could see the eyes of all four lines locked on him. Some shook their heads in derision as others barely held back laughter.



Noticing the scene through window shades and plate glass, Jeff Strunk rose from his desk to fulfill his duties as Branch Manager. Taking long, confident strides toward harasser and harassee, he maintained the businessman’s detached smile. Penny took notice as the suit in charge stopped behind Blehm. “Arthur. Penny. My office, now.”



True authority was the one thing Penny had always wanted to dominate, but the path to doing so had never been clear. It’s power was both irritating and panty-dropper fetching. Jeff Strunk actually possessed this trait, unlike the petty reprimands and power trips of a man like Blehm. By the time Penny was seated next to Arthur, her mind was seething with a desire to call the shots.



Strunk closed the blinds to block the rubberneckers in the lobby. Not bothering to take his seat, he broke the momentary silence. “Arthur!”



The balding middle-manager jerked with attention, raining perspiration. “What happened out there was a complete misunderstanding, Jeff. I’d never make sexual advances toward a subordinate!”



Strunk closed his left eye and measured up Blehm. “You’re lying.”



Blehm attempted a response. “I would never-”



“Bullshit! You’re talking like a bureaucrat.” Jeff interrupted before the denial could come out in full. “People who tell the truth don’t talk like they’re reading a memo out loud.”



Arthur’s complexion turned outright snowy. He could barely crack out, “I’d like to have my fair say in this.”



“You don’t get to say shit! I’m the only one in charge.” Jeff cast the look of predator’s sympathy toward his subordinate. “I’m transferring you to the branch in Somersville effective tomorrow. Now go home and be fucking thankful.”



Blehm cupped his forehead in his hands, processing the order. Fearful gratitude leaked from the smile that was slowly developing between his jowls. Pulling himself out of the chair, he uttered, “I understand, Jeff. You just saved my ass.”



Penny didn’t bother to watch Blehm leave, but the short amount of time between him getting up and the door closing meant that he had to have ran for the first time in decades. “So Mr. Strunk, about that sexual harassment suit.” Penny assumed an air of confidence. “When would be the best time for my lawyer to contact you?”



“Can it. You’re not suing anyone.” Strunk removed the black blazer and straightened his tie. “Stay right there. I’ve got a bank to close.”




This ass only speaks in orders

 . “And if I don’t?”



Jeff didn’t bother stopping on his way out to speak. “We’ll be suing
 
you

 for that little stunt, plus a few other things.” The door slammed behind him.



Alone in the office, Penny knew better than to let the coming conversation occur without evidence. Flipping through the menu on her phone, she tapped the voice recorder app. After setting the phone to begin recording, she spent the next ten minutes peering at the mass of certificates, awards, and trophies from the local Chamber of Commerce and City Hall - The owners of this town.



Strunk returned after the customary racket of employees leaving like the building was on fire settled down. “Penny, I’ve got a proposition for you that the last woman who cried ‘harassment’ here turned down. I’d advise you not to do the same.”



“And what happened to her?”



Strunk took his seat across the finely appointed desk. “We made sure that she faced embezzlement charges. Her release date isn’t for another three years.”




Arrogant prick

 . “So this is blackmail?”



Jeff leaned back in his leather chair and smiled. “No. I’m simply putting facts forward so you might take this situation seriously.” The anger in Penny’s heart swelled, as did the heat and moisture between her thighs. Losing control had always been one of Penny’s triggers. “My friends in this town are powerful folks, and they might have use for someone like you.”



“So what would I be doing for the bastards? I’m sure they’re just as kind and generous as you are.”



Strunk’s eyebrows ticked upward as he maintained the grin. “Sarcastic and feisty tonight, aren’t we?” The branch manager’s teeth glared white in the dingy accent lighting overhead.



Penny grasped the leather-studded arms of the chair. “You’ve got balls, Jeff. I’ll give you that much credit.”



“My point exactly. I’ve got balls, and so do all of these powerful men I’m speaking of.” Strunk slowly leaned forward over the desk, then Penny felt the tip of her chin being lifted by a single finger. “And you’ve got several things my friends and I would enjoy, rather greatly.”



Penny could see that her rapid breathing was starting to excite Jeff. “So I fuck these men, and I don’t get sued? That’s not in my favor.”



“I realize that, my beautiful, hard-assed lady. That’s why you’ll also be getting a salary to keep your mouth shut. You meet with three of these men a week, and we’ll provide you a comfortable living.” Strunk’s blue eyes pierced Penny’s. “A living that costs three times what you’re making now. I can even arrange for your utilities and rent to be free, seeing as how the men you’ll be getting these services from are also my dear friends.”



“So I’m a high-class whore, then?”



He lifted harder on the bottom of Penny’s chin, motioning for her to rise from her seat. Not removing his finger, he got on his feet as well, strolling around the desk until he and Penny were directly touching torsos. Gazing down at her, he said, “Not even that. You’re a whore for the high-class. There’s a difference.”



Penny could feel her cheeks blushing with what she hoped was hatred. “Fuck you.”



“Exactly. You’re catching on quickly.” Penny felt shame that her body and mind weren’t as resistant to the idea as her words.




I’m getting this all on a recording, so why not give a lawyer something else to go after? I could fuck this bastard, get myself off, and have ammo for more criminal charges

 . Penny changed her demeanor and pushed her breasts into Jeff. She leaned in so that the phone could not pick up her words, whispering, “So, Mr. Strunk, how do I get in on this proposition?”



Jeff preferred to show Penny, rather than tell. The loss of control had sent Penny into a blind drive, absolutely looking forward to what Jeff’s erection promised as it pressed between her legs through layers of fabric. Penny felt firm hands on the small of her back, pulling her closer to Strunk as he said, “But I’m only agreeing to this if I think you’re good enough. Don’t disappoint me.”



Penny felt the swell of her nipples pushing hard against the inside of her bra. She pulled Jeff’s shoulders down to nibble his earlobe, quietly stating, “I could fuck you silly with my hands tied behind my back.” Penny clenched the ear harder with her teeth. “Take that tie off. When I tell you to stop, that means fuck me harder.”



Air rushed by Penny’s face as she saw the top of the desk approach. The chill of the air-conditioned office met her stomach and back as the turtleneck lifted up. The air almost left her lungs as Jeff’s left hand pushed down on her ribs, the right unclasping her bra. He had the foresight to know clothing couldn’t be completely removed from bound limbs. Penny gasped for breath as the turtleneck was being yanked over her head and the world went dark.



Penny felt the silk tangling around her wrists, the broadness of the fabric allowing it to bind her tight with little discomfort. The jerk of the final knot was met with a firm grip on her hair. Strunk’s arm pulled backward, forcing Penny to her feet and turning her around. A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Hands bound, their crotches meeting, and naked aside from jeans and heels, Penny felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt more helpless, had never felt such a need to have herself filled.



She noticed a glint of knowledge in Jeff’s eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right peak shuddered through Penny. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Strunk repeated with the left breast. Cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands, he parted his legs, forcing Penny’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”



Penny hung her head, trying to hide a satisfied expression. “Jeff, no.” She felt his fingers slip between the waist of her jeans. “I said stop.”



“That’s lace down there. I think you were expecting something.” Penny felt pressure against her mound, Jeff’s fingers surveying the texture of her panties. “And that heat. Dear lord, the heat.” She felt the snap of a button being undone, then the buzz of the zipper. Strunk looked admiringly at the black panties riding low on Penny’s waist.



He disappeared from Penny’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes, the usual relief of their removal. Strunk’s frame rose back up. He gripped Penny’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you filthy slut.” She obeyed.



Jeff put his finger’s in the pockets of her jeans, giving them a hell-bent thrust downward. He then grabbed a silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. Penny felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. She saw the banker step back, taking an appraising look.
 
He’s eyeing me like I’m a new toy. Property.

  



Jeff spotted the tinge of hatred Penny had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed his signature smile of self-serving bullshit. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping those gifts you’ve got to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”




Evil and self-entitled. What a nice guy.

 Penny could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air caused her to shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Strunk approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness began to creep over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.



Strunk backed off and cradled his chin between his thumb and index finger. “I don’t see any problems. Your tits are just the right size, your ass is firm, and I’d have fun driving my Jag through those curves.” He clapped his hands with approval. “You’re clean-shaven, young, and submissive too. My older friends would like that thrill without risking jail time.”



The last statement lit the bulb between Penny’s ears.
 
We’ll see about that. I’ll burn all the bastards.

 “So am I free to go now?”



“God no! You can’t give a man a new toy and not let him play with it.” Penny kept herself steadied as Jeff wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. His tone took on a darker shade, growling, “You’re mine until I’m through with you, and get used to it. This is your new life.”



Penny gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Penny propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Strunk stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers. She shouted, “No, I’m not on birth control!” It was a lie, but an excellent one for recorded evidence. A sharp crack echoed through the office as she felt a sting on her buttocks.



“Then get on it. We’re not in this for a kid.” Penny saw his organ throb twice, the idea of utterly conquering a fertile, young pussy working its magic on the male brain. She felt another slap on the rear, this time with more force. “Now shut up! You don’t get paid to tell me no.”



Penny felt the tentative prodding of Strunk’s dick as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Jeff as she restrained her voice so as not to reach the phone recording across the room. “But I do want that cock inside me.”



She moaned as he pinned her head down with a frustrated hand and granted her wish. He dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Penny felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Jeff grabbed the silk binding Penny’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.



Strunk managed to belt out between the heaves of his dick, “You… ne… ver… tell… a… man… like… me… what… to… do!” Penny could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had recently turned twenty-three, and she felt ashamed of herself for enjoying every second of it.



Jeff slowed down as Penny could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She knew how to motivate him. “Stop! Please stop!” He surged his efforts, grunting with newfound reserves of spite for the young blonde on the other end of his dick. He could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.



Penny’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Jeff clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Penny felt her pussy trying to expel Jeff’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.



She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Jeff took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Penny’s excess juices that were causing the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”



Penny was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Jeff’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Penny’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Penny leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I’ve thought about fucking you since my first interview. Why didn’t you just ask?”



The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Jeff slid his fingers from the balls of her feet to the toes. “I planned on banging you eventually. I knew this day was coming for months, so I figured I’d wait until you couldn’t refuse.”




Motherfucker.

 Penny slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Penny that Strunk wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my hot, wet pussy riding that dick?”



Jeff leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”



She ground herself harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Jeff began to arch his back. Penny wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… I said you can’t cum in this pussy.”



Strunk opened his eyes, pushing Penny off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”



Penny was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no cumming inside me.”



Penny knew that she had reached the limit of Jeff’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging her to his desk. He released the grip on her blonde locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Penny then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.



Looming above her, the fierce look on Jeff’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Penny, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”



Penny raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”



“I don’t care what you say.” Jeff slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. The eager dick readied itself to fulfill its ultimate purpose.



Penny kept acting, trying to make sure her voice carried through the pocket her phone was hiding in, and to encourage her fuck of the night. “You can’t do this to me, Jeff. What if I get pregnant?”



“So what if you do?”




It’s official, I hate him.

 Penny spread her legs even wider than Jeff had forced, biting her own lower lip. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Strunk plunged as far as Penny’s body would allow. Penny reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Jeff’s digits felt the increasing wetness that the nubile, panting blonde released.



Penny could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Jeff’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Strunk plunged as far as Penny’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.



She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Penny screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.



Penny could barely make out the sounds coming from Jeff, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.



Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of cum forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Penny felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Jeff managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Penny looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”



His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since college.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Penny to the core. “You’ve got a talent that you should put to use.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.



 Penny felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Strunk was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”



He released her spent body, reaching for a pen and the book of checks that had been slung to the commercial carpeting. He filled out the signature and purpose lines quickly, then paused for the amount. “How much money do you need, right now?”



Penny wasn’t expecting the question.
 
Bills, groceries, and other shit. I don’t know. Two-grand for the month?

 She decided to lie. “Five-thousand. I’ve got some debt I need to clear off, fast.”



Jeff filled in the amount with broad strokes, then hovered the check above her head. Penny’s eyes grew and her breath became short at the sight of a ten followed by a comma and three zeros. Her arms struggled to break free for the grab, but the tie binding her refused to yield. Strunk laughed at her predicament. “This is fun, isn’t it? You’ve got almost half a year’s pay for your old job right before your eyes, and there’s not a damn thing you can do to get it.”



Penny felt that she was still, in fact, totally vulnerable. She hoisted her legs to get herself off the desk, feet on the ground. The frigid temperature of the room stole the heat from her body as sweat evaporated and another rush of Jeff’s load poured down her thigh, dripping to the floor. “I’ve got two questions. Why so much, and when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.”



Penny’s situation hadn’t escaped Jeff. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other, still grasping the check. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin.



Looking down at her, he began talking. “Penny, my dear, you’ll be getting four thousand dollars every month, as well as a new place to stay with all utilities paid. The only condition is, like I said, you have to provide services three times a week.”




Shit, that’s some nice cash.

 Her body began to shiver, as much from the temperature as from the prospect of more than doubling her income. “And by servicing, what exactly do you mean?”



“Whatever they want. Some will come to you, and others you’ll be meeting where they choose. It could be one man, multiple men, and maybe even the odd woman now and then. I can’t say what you’ll be doing until I make the arrangements.”




Penny Eve Mason, town whore. I never thought this is what I’d grow up to be.

 “And they’re all as twisted as you are?”



“Who knows? If you can think of anything that might turn on some sick bastard, surely there’s at least one said bastard out there who gets himself off to it.” Strunk’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “You’ll get a few odd requests, but mostly it’s just powerful men in this town who get tired of fucking the same wife after a decade or two.”



“So discreet, anonymous sex, then?” The idea didn’t seem so terrible. Penny’s college days were filled with casual sex, usually the result of someone catching her eye at a bar or party. The only differences were the age of the man involved and actually getting paid to get off.



“Discreet, yes, but you already know who these people are. If he’s got a large interest in the commerce and governing of this town, you’ll probably wind up with him balls deep in you at some point.”



Penny nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. “I understand. I think I’ll like it better than cashing paychecks bigger than the one I was getting.”



Strunk appeared satisfied with himself. He assumed that he had a perfectly willing toy for his friends, and the idea of his swimmers currently working their way through Penny’s fertile reproductive system satisfied the void his childless marriage had left. He placed himself behind the chair containing Penny, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”




Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death!

 “Not until we shake on it.”



Jeff finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Penny felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Strunk leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded blazer in her lap. “And by the way, that extra money is to buy new clothes. You’re not processing forms and checks anymore, you’re letting people live out the fantasies they have whenever some young, perky thing like you walks by. Dress the part.”




If one of the bastards makes me call him ‘Daddy,’ I’ll fucking scream.

 Penny quickly donned the jacket, trying to preserve what little warmth she still had. “So, tomorrow I go shopping. Sounds fun.” Penny got up and leaned down for her pants, bra, and turtleneck. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took time in sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Strunk’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”



Jeff looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, placing it in the top drawer of his desk. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. If you do half of what you did tonight for these people, they might tip generously.”



Penny began dressing herself, donning the jeans first. “I like the sound of that.”



She felt Strunk’s eyes continuing to study her. “And Penny, I’ve got a point of advice.”



“What’s that?”



“Your clients will have varied tastes. Keep that in mind while you’re trying things on tomorrow. The only thing they all want is that bald, wet pussy of yours.” He reached under her jeans to rub the silky outer labia. Penny suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “Make sure you keep getting Brazilians.”



She backed away, knowing that letting Jeff get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of mintues, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “I will. Just keep your hands off unless you’re the client. You don’t own me.”



She was shocked at his response. He took his seat back, reclining and placing his legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. It would be a shame to keep you all to myself, tempting as that idea is.” He sighed as Penny tossed the blazer, slid on her turtleneck, and began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “Now grab your check and get the fuck out of my sight. You can cash it here in the morning, or go to another bank if you don’t want your former coworkers to start talking. I don’t care. The side door’s still unlocked.”



Now fully dressed, aside from the denim rub on her lower lips from going commando, Penny reached the office door and looked back at Jeff. She felt the outline of her phone rubbing against her thigh. Before parting, she decided to leave Strunk a bit of her own advice. “By the way, you could have had me for free. Blackmail isn’t one of my turn-ons.”




HONEST SEDUCTION




Penny heard the phone’s vibrations buzzing on the nightstand. The light of mid-morning penetrated through the curtains as she reached over, shielding her eyes as she tapped the screen to see who was calling. The bold text read Jeff Strunk.
 
Why does this asshole call so fucking early?

  



She pressed the representational button on the screen to answer. “What do you want?” 



She could hear Jeff self-amusement. “Fired for two days and you’re already sleeping in? No wonder you showed up late all the time.” 



Humor wasn’t one of Penny’s talents when the fog of sleep hadn’t yet lifted. “Quit laughing and tell me what’s going on.” 



Strunk’s tone became official. “I’ve got your first client lined up for six o’clock tonight. He’s the horny, lonely bastard that runs the school district.” 




Fucking shit.

 “So I bang this guy and get paid?” 



“At the end of the month. Don’t tell me you’ve already gone through that ten-grand I gave you.” 



“No, but I want to know when I’ll get the money. Future reference and all that fun stuff.” 



“Your last client of the month will hand it to you.” 



Penny realized that she was still naked from falling asleep right after the previous night’s bath, then decided to press the coincidence in her favor. “By the way, Jeff, I’m not wearing a damn thing right now. You should come over with some more money.” Her free hand slithered below her waist. “I could use a warm-up.” 



“Greedy, nasty girl. I like the idea, but I’ve got enough to deal with already. Blehm’s been blowing up my phone for the past day. He’s paranoid that you’re still going to sue.” 



“I could sue him, personally.” 



“Not a chance. That kind of thing would kick back on the bank, which means it circles around to me. Try it, and I’ll change the terms of our agreement to where you don’t get money for it, just the privilege of staying out of jail.” 




Scumbag

 . “Fine, I’ll just twirl my lady around for cash. Anything else you need?” 



Strunk paused for a moment. “This may sound awkward, but I have to ask you to do something before you meet the client.” 



“What’s that?” 



“He’s a sad sack of a man because he got burned by an old girlfriend. The more like her you can be, the better. His name is Troy Garmon.” 



Penny wondered how long ago that incident might have taken place. “So how do I replace his old flame?” 



“The girl he’s ruined himself over had a thing for sucking dick and big, pouty lips. It was back in the eighties, so you should probably tease your hair a bit.” 




There are worse things he could want, I guess.

 “You didn’t say he wanted to piss on me, so I probably got off easy. I’ll put on my reddest lipstick.” 



The creaking of Jeff’s swivel chair reached Penny’s ear. “Good girl, you’re getting the idea of this whole shebang awfully quick. Go down on him, ride his dick, and go home. That’s all I ask.” 



“And where do I meet the freak?” 



“His house. He lives alone, so I assume he won’t mind if you get loud. It’s at 219 Sutherland Drive. Park in the garage and walk in without knocking. He said he’d be expecting you in the living room.” 




Quick and easy. I gotta remember to brush my teeth and gargle later.

 “Right. If you talk to him again, tell him not to cum in my face. I’ve got a thing about that.” 



“That’s not up to me.” 




God damn it.

 “Okay then. I’ll have him sucked dry before you know it.” 



“Don’t disappoint him.” 



“I haven’t had a complaint yet.” Penny decided to turn the thumb-screws, knowing where to hit a possessive man like Strunk. “Just imagine my pretty face getting violated by that dick while you’re spending time with that wife of yours tonight.” She hung up, preferring to leave him unable to answer. 



 



Penny drove into the residential neighborhood as the sun crept behind ornamental pear trees and identical houses. Sutherland Drive was full of kids playing in perfectly manicured yards, purebred dogs sniffing for a bush to piss on, and boring sedans sitting on flawless blacktop. As the 200 block rolled up, she slowed her aging Maxima. When she saw 217 through the passenger-side window, she looked ahead to see the client’s house next door. 



Nothing looked out of place aside from the flawless 1980’s Camaro occupying one half of the garage. The typical image of a man bearing a mustache and aviator sunglasses flashed across her mind, a pregnant teenager sitting beside him as wind whipped through the car’s T-top.
 
This is some straight up bullshit.

 Aside from the hang-ups she had about the preserved vehicle, everything else looked normal about the house. The lawn was freshly-cut, the landscaping pruned, and none of the windows revealed wood paneling on the walls. 



She pulled into the open space of the garage and shut off the engine. Inspecting her teeth in the rearview mirror and applying a final layer of ruby red lipstick, the oddity of her new life dawned upon her.
 
You’re nothing but a paid slut now. That little girl who wanted to be a veterinarian is dead and gone.

 She yanked the hem of her black skirt down as she exited the car, trying her best not to look the part of the homeowner’s paid entertainment. She set her phone to record once again before hiding it in her handbag.
 
Fuck my life. Let’s get this over with.

  



Penny pulled the door at the end of the garage open, looking at the effects of the eternal bachelor’s kitchen. No cooking utensils visible, but plenty of cereal boxes and packs of ramen noodles crowded the rear of the counter. She heard the distinct blare of a 1980’s guitar solo emanating from the open archway to the living room.
 
Suck him good, girl, then go home.

  



The hardwood of the kitchen gave way to plush carpeting as she entered the next room. Penny was shocked to see her client, well-dressed and relaxing with his eyes closed, reliving the glory days of youth gone by. He didn’t seem to notice as she dropped her purse on the coffee table, preparing herself for the oral task at hand. 



The middle-aged man suddenly looked at her, lifting his hand to pause the stereo with a remote. “So you’re the girl Jeff told me about?” I’ve gotta say, you’re better looking than I expected.”  



Penny let out a fake smile, taking a seat next to the man she estimated to be in his mid-forties. “Everything he said was good, I hope.” 



The man shifted his position, staring Penny down with an undressing eye. “Better than just good. He told me that you’ve got the ability to make a man feel young again. He’s been bragging to all of us.” 




Us?

 Penny decided to play along, hoping that getting on the client’s good side would mean an easy fuck and exit. “Did he now? What did he tell you?” 



Garmon looked at Penny with a knowing glare, stating, “That what you’ve got between your legs isn’t the run-of-the-mill muff. It wants dick, and you don’t mind putting it to good use.” He raised his hand to her cheek, feeling the plush pillow of her lips. “But he didn’t say a thing about what your mouth can do.” 



Penny hesitated, unsure of how to react. “I could tell you, but that’d ruin the fun, wouldn’t it?” She crossed one leg over the other, leaning in to run her hand through his hair.
 
He’ll be bald in ten years. I’m probably the last action he’ll ever get. Poor bastard.

  



Troy grabbed Penny’s free hand that rested on her thigh, pulling it toward the mount that was slowly rising underneath his khakis. “I like the sound of that, but let’s talk for a bit.” 



“About what?” 



“About you. Why would a nice girl like you show up at my house?” 




Money, and do I really have a choice?

 Penny grasped the handle that was slowly becoming rock hard behind the zipper, moving her hand slowly from base to tip. “Because I like a hard dick like this one. Older men appreciate young women like me more than someone my own age, and last longer. You know that youth is wasted on the young, right?” The shaft in her palms grew faster at the end of her statement. 



Garmon slid one of the straps from Penny’s skirt off her shoulder, then reached for a vulnerable breast. Penny felt the hand massaging, each circular stroke moving in toward the center. She squeezed his rod, moving herself on top of his lap. The stiffness of his member struck her as she slid herself back and forth, feeling the lump rub against her pussy without the interference of panties she neglected to wear. 



Penny leaned back, grinding herself into his growing phallus as she hiked up the black dress.
 
Maybe I can get out of here without having to suck him off. There’s nothing worse than cum in my mouth.

 “So, how about you unzip those pants for me?” 



He looked at the peach flesh rubbing against his trousers, at the thin lips of Penny’s honeypot being spread apart on top a dick covered by smooth fabric. The highest satisfaction crept across his face, simply enjoying a moment he had not experienced for more than twenty years. Penny continued the heavy lap dance, hoping to blow his load before putting a dick in her mouth became necessary. 



Garmon placed both hands on her hips, halting her rhythmic progress toward his climax. “Why rush things? It’s not every day a girl like you just falls into my lap like this.”
 
Shit.

 He pulled down the other strap of her dress, then dragged the fabric down to reveal two breasts the perfect size for a man’s eager hands. 



“So what do you want to do to me? I’m always up for giving a massage, taking it up the ass, or having you eat me out all night.”
 
Anything’s better than cum on my face. Anything.

  



Troy didn’t seem to know what to do with himself, or the woman offering herself to him. He paused for a moment, then raced his hand down her stomach. Penny sensed the eager hand, the middle finger finding its way into her pink warmth. The client appeared pleased with himself. “I forgot how a good pussy feels inside.” The wriggling of the finger caused her to moan quietly, hoping it would excite him into settling for standard-issue sex. 



Penny felt herself being lifted and dropped into the sofa.  Troy’s one finger was then joined by a second, moving in and out, hooking to reach the sensitive area just beyond and above her opening. Penny spread herself wide to show off the hairless prize, trying to entice full entry before the idea of receiving oral sex crossed the client’s mind. 



Garmon lifted the skirt even further up her stomach, getting on his knees for better access. She sighed as he licked the soft folds, the stubble of his chin rubbing against her inner thigh. The two fingers were joined by a third as he began waving them, making sure to hit every possible bit of her interior. A thumb rested itself on her clitoris, rubbing side to side as she began feeling the desire to have him deep inside. 



Troy continued the foreplay until Penny was ready to climax, then stopped. “You’re getting yourself all worked up. That’s good, but I’m not quite ready yet.” She looked down with disappointment as he rose, heading off toward the garage. The closure of the door rumbled through the house as she waited patiently, her legs still open and inviting. 



Garmon reappeared from the kitchen a moment later, minus his clothing. Penny gazed at the bare man, noticing his flat stomach and toned legs. Although he had been celibate since before she was born, it was obvious enough that he had spent at least a few nights a week at the gym. Penny felt herself becoming wet as the man’s refusal to hurry became maddening. 



Penny watched as he approached, rubbing her opening with two fingers that pinned her clit, stimulating herself with pressure rather than friction. “Don’t get yourself in a hurry, I’ve waited more than twenty years for someone like you. Being picky has its disadvantages. Relax.” 



Penny continued to excite herself, crying out as each stroke increased her sensitivity. She felt his hand on top of hers, holding still as she looked up to his smiling face. The gray eyes locked into her as the look of kindness flashed across his face. Penny could only watch as he did the unexpected by moving her hand aside, then deciding to put his clothes back on.
 
The fuck?

  




 




The game continued until ten, with Penny eagerly trying to provoke Troy. It was a hard game, pleasuring herself in front of him, rubbing against his arm suggestively as he paid more attention to the book he had picked up. Every time she neared her limit of self-indulgence, his hands would stop her. It was driving Penny insane, seeing the cock rise with every pant and scream she produced.
 
I thought every man was controlled by his dick.

  



“How long do you plan on doing that to yourself, Penny? I asked for you to be here for a reason.” 



Penny leaned in toward the man with the patience and self-control of a saint, or the twisted humor of a demon. “And what would that be?” 



“You’re the first woman I’ve been with for years, and frankly, I’m just enjoying having you around.”  




This guy’s warped. Is he so damn lonely he doesn’t remember how to fuck?

 “I see you’re not the horny type. Why would you have me here if it wasn’t for sex?” 



Troy gently took Penny’s hand away from her swollen lips, resting it on her lap. “I can’t bring myself to have sex with you right now. It doesn’t feel honest. I’ll tell Jeff you showed me the time of my life, though.” 



Penny grabbed the hand on top of hers, feeling a bit of sympathy. “I see. Do you want me to stay a bit longer?” 



“If you want, I don’t mind.” The look on Garmon’s face was the opposite of Strunk’s wolfy smirk. Penny thought of how lonely the man must have been through the years. 



“I’ll stay as long as you need me to.” She repositioned her skirt back into proper wearing position, crossed her legs, and leaned into his shoulder. “I’m actually glad not everyone sees me as something to fuck and get rid of.” 



Garmon leaned his head over, resting it on Penny’s. “That sounds awful. How did you get into this line of work?” 



“I’m actually new. You’re my first real client.” 



“I see.” He slid his arm around Penny’s waist. “If I’m doing anything you wouldn’t let me do without payment, just tell me to stop.” 



Penny giggled and leaned even closer. “I don’t mind. I actually think what you’re doing right now is sweet.” 



A satisfied smile flashed across his face. “I’m glad. You’re worth far more than what he’s asking. Don’t you ever think otherwise.” 




This poor guy.

 “Thank you,” she stroked the side of his cheek, “and that’s not just the job talking. I really am enjoying myself now.” 



“And I’m sorry about earlier. I forget myself sometimes.” 



“Don’t worry about it.” Penny felt his warmth, emotionally and physically. She was surprised to feel herself attracted. Troy wasn’t her type, and certainly far older than she preferred. His fingers ran through her hair, making her scalp tingle like it hadn’t done since her first date with a crush as a teenager. 



“That makes me feel better.” Penny knew he was being truthful, which made her want to actually get to know Troy Garmon on a personal level. 



Penny pulled away, then leaned back in to give him a peck on the cheek. “I wanted to do that, not because Jeff told me to.” She stared into his tired eyes, whispering, “As far as I’m concerned, I’m off the clock now.” She felt herself being held tighter, thankful for the kindness he was showing her. 



“I’m glad you aren’t just leaving. I never cared much for Jeff, but he’s the man you have to go through to get anything done in this town.” 



Penny rubbed her fingers against his neck, resting her bare legs and stilettoed feet across the couch, facing and paying attention to nothing but Troy. “Can we not talk about Jeff tonight? I can’t stand that man after what he’s done.” 



Anger rose up on his face. “Did he hurt you, physically?” 



Penny wasn’t willing to discuss the experience that still had her feeling sore between the legs. She knew she could play this man like a fiddle if she wished, but felt no desire to abuse his trust in any way. “I’d rather not talk about it right now. I just want to be here with you and get away from it all for a night.” 



He seemed to understand, cradling the woman half his age. “It’s not right. He’s got to pay for what he does to people. One way or another, I’ll…” 



Penny cut him off with a sudden kiss on the lips, maintaining contact for several seconds. She leaned back out, saying, “I said shut up about that.” She kissed again, this time opening her mouth in invitation. His tongue slipped in and was met by her own. Penny didn’t expect to have actual feelings for Troy Garmon, but in the moment, she felt certain that the only place she should be was in his arms. 



Penny felt his hand moving down her waist, then felt his tongue withdraw. Troy looked as guilty as a child caught stealing candy. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t.” 



Penny made sure to smile with crimson lips. “Troy, if I didn’t want to be here right now, I’d have been gone already. Let me decide how far we’ll go.” She didn’t give him time to respond, resuming the make out session straight out of a senior prom. Troy complied graciously, helping himself to thighs as slick as glass. 



Penny snaked her hand under his shirt, feeling abs that could have only been the product of disciplined exercise.
 
If he’s too old for me, then I’d better get to aging, fast.

 She felt the short length of her skirt lifting up, Garmon’s fingers carefully exploring her buttocks. The firm resistance of his pecs as Penny moved her arm further up his torso only cemented her curiosity. 



She pulled away from Troy’s lips, noticing the adoring look on his face. “Can I make one request, Troy?” 



“Anything you want.” He pulled his hands away, fearing that he might have crossed some sort of boundary that she was uncomfortable with. Penny grabbed the hand, placing it back where it was. 



“Take me to your bedroom. I don’t want just some random fucking. I want it to feel right.” 



Troy didn’t object, lifting her up as he rose from the couch. Penny’s body reacted to literally being swept off her feet, suddenly flushing with heat and overflowing with wetness. Her mind and body both felt that all was well with the world, and that there was a void in her life; a void that could only be filled by what Troy Garmon could provide. 



Penny saw her feet dangling over the banisters as he couple climbed to the second floor. The look on Troy’s face betrayed the absolute joy in his heart that had been hiding for decades. Penny felt her feet brush against the doorframe of the bedroom, not minding the unmade bed she saw as they entered. Troy placed her down gently, acting as if he was afraid to break a priceless sculpture. Penny noticed the care, fueling her desire as she grabbed his shirt and pulled him down on top of her. 



His hands were once again working their way up her thighs, reaching for that lofty goal where both legs met. Penny felt both thumbs rubbing in a circular motion, relishing the extra care he was putting in to give her pleasure. She knew the difference between a simple fuck and the act of lovemaking. 



Penny suddenly felt the urge to please Troy in the best way she knew how. “Take those pants off. I heard you liked getting sucked off.” Troy acted like he didn’t hear a word, continuing his slow advance toward the heat and moisture at Penny’s core. “Did you hear me?” 



Troy stopped, having finally reached the opening his hands were slowly marching toward. “I heard you, but that’s not what I want.” 



Penny placed her hands on his. “Why? I thought that was your thing.” 



“It is, but you’re not Emily, and I don’t expect you to be her. I want this to be about you, not her or myself.” 



Penny felt truth of his words as the sensations coursing from her folds sent her into a fit of gasping. Fingers held her curtains apart as Troy sent his face lunging into her, his tongue flicking upwards on her clitoris. The occasional lick from the bottom of her entrance to the top of her slit forced her to grip the sheets. Her enthusiasm only added to his, encouraging him as he penetrated her with his tongue. Her hands grasped his hair, pressing his mouth even harder into herself as she felt the first tremors of an orgasm. 



Troy continued as she shifted in violent fits, finally shuddering to a halt as he eased up on the speed and effort. She was hardly able to breathe, but managed to gasp out, “Don’t fucking stop.” Her pleasure added to his, prodding him onward to her second climax only a moment later. 



Penny was unable to move her arms and legs, still shaking out the pleasure she couldn’t comprehend. Troy gave her a slight reprieve, moving up to hold her tight to his chest. He enjoyed the expression of her pleasure, feeling the warmth and admiring the flushed complexion of her skin. He struggled to hold her still through the last of the convulsions. She was finally able to regain control of herself, melting into him. 



Troy began playing with her fingers, saying, “There’s a shower through the door over there. Wash up and we’ll get some rest. You look like you need it.” 



Penny felt strong arms embracing her, feeling the security of a man who only wanted to share a mutual happiness. “What if I said I’m not done yet?” 



He didn’t say a word as he got up from the bed, offering a hand to the young woman in her physical prime. “Come on then. I could stand for a shower myself.” Penny undid the ties on her high heels, discarded the black dress, and then took the hand that was being offered without condition. She followed him into the small bathroom less than ten feet from the foot of the bed. 



Troy undressed before her hungry eyes, then turned the silver handle of the fixture, watching for steam to rise from the cascade emanating from the showerhead. Penny wasn’t feeling so patient. She pushed his muscular frame into the stream, enjoying the sensation of ice cold water against her naked body. Troy pushed her away to reach for the tube of body wash, squirting a hefty glob into his hand. He pulled Penny ass-first into him, rubbing suddy hands between her breasts, down her curves, between her legs. The piney, leathery scent flooded her mind, enjoying the unintentional claim he was staking on her with the masculine essence. 



Penny enjoyed every stroke, and finally decided to get ask about the treatment she was getting. “Troy, how are you still single?” 



He paused, turning Penny around and holding her slippery body close. “I lost the girl I loved years ago when she decided to be with someone else. I suppose I’ve been holding out hope that she’d come back to me.” 



Penny leaned her face up into his shoulder, trying to make up for the difference in height between the two shower-mates.
 
That’s awful. How could any girl give him up?

 She decided not to push the subject of loves lost. “Troy, I can’t believe what’s happening right now. Despite how we met and how short it’s been since then, I think you’re the nicest man I’ve ever known.” She stroked the outline of his bicep, feeling completely safe in arms that sought nothing but her happiness. 



Troy kissed her forehead, drawing her into himself. Penny felt his shaft rising between her legs, rising past her entrance and up against her stomach. She was too short in comparison to him for a standing entry, but she loved the feel of his erect member, rising just past the upper reaches of her belly button. She grabbed the swelling flesh, sizing up the object she had been thinking about since Troy revealed his lack of dishonorable intentions.
 
Not a record-breaking length, but it’s respectable. And damn is it thick.

 The hefty pole responded to the slightest movement of her fingers, growing harder by the second. 



Troy placed his hand on the small of Penny’s back, hoisting her up to face level. She wrapped her legs around him, feeling herself slide down from the extra lubrication of the soap covering her body. He held her in place, not daring to let her crash to the floor. Penny grabbed the back of his head, pulling it into hers as their tongues met.
 
I can’t believe he’s real. No man is this nice.

  



Troy wiped the sopping hair from Penny’s face, looking into her eyes. “I don’t know why we met, but I really don’t care. Are you sure this is what you want?” 




It’s kind of cute when he doubts himself.

 “I’m sure. You’re not just a client.” Penny dug her fingernails into his back. “I
 
want

 you inside me, now.” 



Troy complied, using his hand to rub Penny’s clit with his tip, then penetrating into her willing entrance. She gasped at the first thrust, gripping Troy closer with arms, legs, and hips. The guns holding her up braced her weight, moving her out of the water’s stream and against the shower’s wall. 



Troy plowed into her, enjoying each gasp that Penny let out. He cupped her right breast, making sure to be gentle as he massaged the nipple with care. Penny didn’t mind the lighter touch, although it was less foorceful than she preferred, encouraging him onward by increasing the volume of her screams. He pulled her body down lower on his own, letting himself sink deeper into Penny with each push. Her body slid against his, the soap removing any friction her breasts and stomach might have presented. 



Penny felt her hair slapping against her face in sopping locks. The heat of the shower combined with the humidity was making it hard to inhale without the sensation of drowning. Troy was obviously struggling as well, easing the speed and intensity of his stabbing thrusts. Penny refused to let the moment die. “Your bed. Now.” 



Troy obeyed, failing to break the penetration has he leaned into the shower’s door. Penny felt to cold titillation of her freshly cleansed body, the force of Troy’s organ pumping with each step he made, occasionally hitting her favorite spot just beyond and above her outer walls. 



The final chill of the drop enveloped her as he exited her body, which was soon countered by Troy’s body providing the warmth she needed, right on top of her. He resisted the urge to plunge back in, instead forcing his member up and down the silk valley between her legs. Penny felt his full length rub against her clit. She wrapped legs around his waist, curling her feet as the bliss increased with each stroke. 



Troy’s ran his hand ran through her hair, gently circling the scalp in another effort to pleasure every nerve of her body. It responded with the sudden crash of her third orgasm. Penny went sailing into a fit of violent twitching, crying out with every pulse of sensation that rippled through her body. She felt Troy’s head being squeezed in the vice of her thighs as he maintained the speed and intensity of his licks. The impulse to tense up lifted her head from the sheets. 



The involuntary response in Penny’s muscles left her without control of her body as her eyes rolled back into her head. Troy released her pussy from the oral embrace, sending her crashing back down into the bed. He slid up to hold her blushing, twitching beauty. Penny felt his tip prodding against her as she gradually regained her breath and motor control. Troy backed away, draping her with a spare blanket. “You look spent, Penny.” She felt a hand caressing her jawline. 



“Where the fuck are you going? You haven’t finished yet.” 



Troy snickered at her. “But I think you are. You can hardly breathe as it is.” 



Penny turned and grasped the wrist dangling to her side. “Get back down here and finish fucking me!” Troy didn’t budge. Penny gripped harder, tossing the blanket aside with her free hand. “Now.” 



“You’re not obligated to let me finish. I was a selfish lover when I was young, and I didn’t always let Emily enjoy herself.” He tried to pull his hand free. “I feel like I’ve got a debt to pay.” 



Penny bit her bottom lip, letting go. Troy turned away, stepping toward the chest for something to wear. The idea struck Penny as he pulled the drawer open. “I won’t be finished until you’ve given up a part of yourself.” 



Troy pulled a pair of silk boxers out, getting ready to slip them on. “What do you mean by that?” 



“It’s rude to have your first night with a girl and not leave her a gift.” Troy turned his head back. Penny sat up, spreading her legs. “What I mean is, I want your love. Not in my heart, but dripping out of my pussy and on your sheets.” 



Penny saw Troy stop, letting the boxers fall to the floor. “You’re joking. I’ve never been with a woman who let me do that.” 



She run her hands down her thighs, stopping at the knees as she looked up at Troy. “Do I sound like I’m kidding? I want you to cum inside me. You had your thing with Emma or whatever her name was, and you can have this with me.” 



Troy’s member twitched in agreement with Penny’s words. The restraint and discipline he had driven her mad with suddenly collapsed. His reproductive system primed itself, ready to fulfill its true purpose. Back at the foot of the bed, he leaned over to grab Penny’s ankles. She felt the cotton sheets slide underneath her. When the world stopped flying by, the muscular tone of Troy’s chest was framed by her soft legs. 



Penny felt the bead of precum as the head of his erection circled around her entrance. “Troy, let me do the work this time. You get on your back for once, and I’ll show you what I can do.” 



Troy smiled broadly, letting go of her thighs and reclining with his hands behind his head. “And you’re sure about this? You don’t mind?” 




Quit asking stupid fucking questions and fuck me.

 Penny slid herself on top of his lap, pinning his cock down and sliding her labia up and down the shaft. The excess wetness that Penny flowed with provided enough lubrication to make the skin-on-skin contact feel as slick as oiled glass. Penny thrust her hips forward, feeling Troy at her opening. She pushed back, inviting him deep inside. It was Troy’s turn to close his eyes and moan for once. 



Penny ground herself down slowly, giving Troy the full enjoyment of each movement. She felt the desire to let him savor the experience, stopping her motion each time she felt his cock hardening further.
 
He wants it, but he can’t have it yet.

  



Penny rested herself and smiled as Troy attempted to use his hands to increase the rate. “No, Troy. I’m not done with you yet.” 



“I won’t last much longer.” 



“I know. Let’s make a bet.” 



Troy was cocked his head, saying, “I’m intrigued. Tell me.” 



Penny leaned over his face, taking her time to give him the excitement of her walls shifting around him. One corner of her mouth lifted, her sly and modestly evil intent coming out. “I’ll bet that you won’t cum until I do again. And if you lose, I show up here on Sunday so we can do this again.” 



“And if I win?” 



Penny crept two fingers down to where the two lovers collided, starting to caress her clit. She leaned back for better access, moaning, “You won’t.” 



Felt Troy thrust himself upward as he said, “If I cum first, we’ll make it happen at your place.” 



Penny raced her fingers across the sensitive pearl at the top of her slit. “Deal, and fuck me harder!” Penny felt Troy’s pumping driving her hips into the air, his hands pushing them back down and trying to hold them close.  



The great pleasure turned into absolute euphoria as Troy halted his own hips, rhythmically shifting Penny in a tight circle. She heard his excited breathing, wondering how much longer he would need. Penny imagined her honeypot overflowing with his gift, sending her into the first jerks of bliss. 



She surged forward, burying her face in his chest as she felt her pussy clamp down like a trap. “Fuck, fuck… I’m cumming! Fu…fu…fu-uck!” She released her clit, gripping her hair with both hands as she came harder each time she felt Troy’s girth hit her roof. She rode it out, heaving and screaming as the electric feeling coursed through her core. 



Troy grunted heavily at the end of Penny’s orgasm. She attempted to raise her chest from his, barely succeeding through the tremors. She abandoned the effort and crashed herself down. She turned her head to whisper in his ear, “Cum for me. I want to feel that cock explode inside me.” 



Troy only moaned in response, wrapping his arms around her back to melt even deeper inside. Penny slid herself against him as his movement stopped. She felt his grip on her shoulders tighten. 



“Deep inside me. That’s right. It’s amazing, isn’t it?” Penny felt the first tap of semen mix with her wetness, the warmth beginning to fill her. Troy gasped with each spurt. “Just think about that hot cum wrapping around your dick.” 



Troy belted out, “Oh hell! It’s great, more than great.” He shuddered with the final load, then relaxed as he remained completely inside her.  



Penny, feeling the cum working its way down to her exit, nudged her face into his neck. “You haven’t seen the best part yet.” 



“Penny, how could anything be better than that?” 



She leaned forward, feeling the first drip leave her pussy as the cock exited. “You get to watch it come out.” 



Troy grinned as Penny shifted onto her back at the edge of the bed, hanging her cream filled muff over the floor. The milky substance crept toward the light, getting closer as Penny tensed herself. Cum streaked the bottom of her pussy as gravity took over. 



Troy admired his handiwork, then dropped himself back on the bed next to her. Penny saw his expression of total satisfaction, then asked, “Do you want to get it out, or should I?” 



“No, no. Leave it in there.” 



“But your sheets.” 



Troy got back up, paying the protest no mind. He grabbed a red and black flannel shirt from the coat rack on the bathroom door. Returning to Penny, he sat next to her, once again looking at the peach slowly leaking his ample supply of cream. He placed the shirt on her naked chest. “Put this on. I’d like it if you slept in here tonight.” 



Penny felt the soft fabric, noticing the faint smell of man coming from the shirt. She raised herself up, wrapping herself in the warmth as she rested her body against Troy’s chest. “I wouldn’t dream of leaving.” 



She knew it was the best way to let a man enjoy a good creaming. Sleep next to him, wear his shirt to bed, and let him be proud of the stain on his sheets in the morning. He slid his arms underneath hers, pulling both of them across the unmade bed. Neither said a word, simply enjoying the moment. Penny felt secure wrapped in his arms, warmed by his flannel, and filled with his seed.
 
God if I wanted to have a kid, this would be the way to get the job done.

  



Troy pulled a sheet over himself and Penny, not letting their tight spoon break. “Good night.” 



Penny wasn’t drowsy in the slightest, but felt no compulsion to get up. She rubbed the hand resting on her stomach. “Troy, I won our bet.” 




MERCY BONDAGE ACADEMY




Pennny felt her pulse quicken when the phone displayed Jeff’s number, playing the girly pop tune she had set as her ringtone. While the first proved to be a pleasant surprise, she knew that not all would be as understanding, handsome, or sweet as Troy Garmon. She noted the evening’s approach through the kitchen window as she answered, “Who’s the lucky prick tonight?”



Jeff Strunk replied in his usual direct, forceful manner. “You are. I’m sending you on an educational assignment tonight.”



“I’m confused, Jeff. What the hell do you mean?”



“I suppose you could call it a finishing school. You know your way around a dick, but I think it’s a worthwhile investment.”



Penny’s cheeks flushed with irritation.
 
That asshole thinks I need lessons on sex?

 “So what are they teaching? Blowjobs 101 and Intro to Buttplugs?”



Strunk thought for a moment, then began his vague explanation. “You’ll either love it or hate it. Either way, I don’t care. I can only say you’ll have a strapping time.”



The idea clicked into place. “I get it, but I don’t like it. A little restraint now and then is nice, but I don’t like the heavy stuff. Thanks, but no thanks.”



Jeff took on a gravelly tone. “You don’t get to turn jobs down. Remember our agreement? Break it in any way, and you’d better find a damn good hiding spot.”




Shit.

 “Fine, I’ll go to your little academy or whatever. How did you find out about the place?”



“It was given a rave review by one of your future clients. His wife’s been the perfect lay ever since.”



Penny dropped herself into a dining chair. “So if his wife’s so great now, why would he ever need me?”



“Can’t a man ask for a threesome now and then, Penny?”



Strunk’s commentary was already wearing her patience thin. “So when and where tonight?”



“There’s a warehouse type of place on the northern edge of Plainview. It’ll be in the one with green lights above a door in the front. Go in there and meet Nora and Will. They’ll be taking good care of you tonight.” Penny heard Jeff’s breathing pulsate with silent laughter.



“Fine, but I want Sunday off for doing this. Deal?” Jeff went silent, increasing Penny’s nervousness by the second. “Hello, Jeff? We have a deal or not?”



Strunk indulged himself in a few more seconds before answering, “I’ll make it happen just this once. Keep your schedule open from here on out.”



Penny’s felt herself smile, crossing her bare feet below the chair. “Thank you. I’ve got to do something that means a lot to me.”



Jeff interjected, trying to probe the reason for Penny’s request. “You don’t seem like the churchgoing type. Heading out of town?”




How is it any of your business?

 “No, I’ve got to meet a friend I haven’t seen in a while. We had it planned out before I quit being your bank teller and became your whore.”
 
I can’t let him find out about what happened with Troy.

 Her thought reminded her to find out what her review was like. “By the way, how did Troy rate my performance a few nights ago?”



Penny heard Jeff huff before he answered. “He said you were amazing, exactly what I had promised and then some. I didn’t know you had the weak gag reflex for deepthroating.”




Troy, you’re such a dear, but god you’re sick

 . “I’m glad to hear that.”



“Good. I’ve got other things to take care of. Be at the warehouse at eight, and wear something easy to take off. Nora told me that’s a requirement.”




What the hell is this bullshit?

 “I’ll be there.”



“Talk to you when the next client comes around.” Penny heard the beep of the call ending. She stared at the touchscreen until it blanked out, wondering what she was in store for her that night.
 
Spanking? Hot wax? Fisting?

 The thought of unfamiliar fetishes had her curious, but frightened.



Penny pulled up to the front of the warehouse, eyeing the green light over the door suspiciously. Underneath the industrial fixture hung a sign warning away trespassers, freshly painted in red lettering. For all the efforts at security lighting in the industrial park, Penny felt ill at ease, expecting to have a knife at her throat and a hand on her snatch the second she exited the car.



She got out warily, not locking her doors in case a quick escape was needed. Penny wasn’t at all comfortable with the slow pace she was making, the deep bed of coarse gravel making walking in heels difficult at best. Finally at the door, she inhaled as deeply as she could, letting it out in an upward blow that danced her bangs around her forehead.



As Penny opened the door, the odor of lube and sex perked her nostrils. She found herself in a small waiting room, lit with the same kind of sickly green as the outside door. Porno magazines littered the tables in the corners, and the only seating appeared to be metal benches that were meant for the outdoors. She walked to the other side of the room, finding the door locked.



Panic struck her.
 
Fuck, my phone’s in my car!

 Penny went back to the exit, pulling at the handle after discovering it had locked behind her.
 
God damn it!

 She felt the blood rushing through her ears, hearing the faint rush.
 
If this is some kind of serial killer’s lair, I’m coming back to haunt Jeff.

  



Penny returned to the second door, pounding on the cold metal. “Hello? Anyone? I’m stuck in here, and I’d like to get out if you’d be so fucking kind!” Claustrophobia set in as her breathing accelerated.



The authoritarian clatter of heeled boots on concrete approached from the other side. The rather deep female voice behind the door spoke calmly. “Ah, you’re here early. We like that kind of eagerness.”



Penny watched the door handle turn, then saw the red light of the next room. The woman in the hallway before her wore nothing but thigh boots and a latex halter that stopped below the ample breasts and above wide hips. Penny thought the woman might be a Latina from her complexion, but the green cast was making the judgment difficult. Either way, Penny found the woman attractive for her mid-thirties.



“I’m assuming you’re Nora?” Penny struck a hand out in greeting. “I’m Penny. Jeff said you and Will were expecting me.”



Nora’s brown eyes narrowed as Penny kept her hand outreached. Penny felt a firm swat on the back of her hand and jerked it back. Nora stormed over and grabbed her by the throat, putting her mouth right at Penny’s ear. “Your name isn’t Penny tonight, little darling. You have no name, and you have no right to talk to anyone. You say ‘Yes ma’am,’ and ‘No ma’am’ to me only.” Penny felt the grip on her neck tightening, cutting off her oxygen. “Is that clear?”




Not the time to be a smart ass, I see.

 “Yes ma’am.”



Nora removed her fingers from Penny’s trachea and smiled. “Good. We understand each other. Follow our orders, and we’ll treat you like a goddess. Disobey our orders, and you’ll have trouble sitting down for weeks.” Nora snuck a hand under Penny’s skirt, giving her pussy a firm tap. “Follow me, dear. The others are in the next room.”




What others? I thought it was just her and Will?

 Penny shadowed Nora, watching her plump buttocks meander from the painfully high heels. At the end of the corridor they stopped at another metal door.



Nora put her hand on Penny’s waist, giving a reassuring series of pats. “When we get in there, don’t say anything, and don’t refuse anything. Remember that you’re being graded, and Jeff gets the report card.”



“Yes ma’am.”



“Now let’s go. Will has everything ready.” Nora pulled the door wide open, flaring her arms up as the dim, white light of the main warehouse floor enveloped her.
 
Filipino maybe?

 Penny kept pace, nervously looking at the three men and two other women standing with arms crossed thirty feet away
 
.

 Wooden benches and tables were spaced throughout the room, some with straps riveted in. Penny tried to ignore the exam chair with a short seat to her right.



Nora stopped just ahead of the five barely dressed in leather and latex. “My friends, this sexy little lady is Penny,” Nora did a mock curtsey, “and she’s very talented from what Mr. Strunk has told me. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”



“Yes ma’am.” Penny felt a harsh sting on her ass.



Nora donned her angry expression from earlier. “Wrong answer! You don’t know the first fucking thing about serving with your all. Jeff told me all about how you begged him to stop.”



The three men approached, surrounding Penny and Nora. Arousal born from fear sparked up inside Penny. Nora continued, “We’re going to show you what it means to give yourself, body and soul. You’ll learn how to read what your partner wants, and how to provide it. Do I make myself clear?”



Penny gulped, knowing she was in for a rough mix of ecstasy and pain. “Yes ma’am.”



“Very well. Boys, take her to the orientation table.” Penny felt herself being lifted up by the trio of men. She didn’t dare resist, knowing what the consequences would be. The metal ceiling far above drifted by until she felt herself being laid on a planked surface, then stripped of her clothing and heels.



Penny remained still, her arms folded over her naked breasts and her legs straight. Nora stood over her from behind her head, black curls falling into Penny’s face. “Everyone would like to introduce themselves.” Penny gasped as she felt hands grab her wrists from her waist. She heard the buckling of leather straps, relieved to feel the stuffing sewn over the rawhide.



The first man came into her view, with hair as blonde as her own. “I’m Rabbit, and I don’t like women who cum early.”



A short-haired brunette woman popped her head over, smiling politely. “I’m Diamond, and I can tell I’ll like the taste of you.”



The second man hovered over, his shaved, waxed head glaring. “I’m Will, and I’m Nora’s eager bitch.”



The final man entered Penny’s eyesight, his short, dark hair cut just the way Penny found irresistible. “I’m Pup. I like women who come early, and I also like everything I see right now.” Penny flushed at the compliment. Pup lingered for a second, smiling with perfect teeth.



The last woman crept her red-haired head over from the side. “I’m Rain. Pup’s my man, and I don’t like to share.” Penny felt a brisk slap on her cheek. Departing, Rain uttered, “Whore.”



Penny jerked at the inward push on both ankles. She looked up to see Diamond stripping the blue panties away. Her ankles were forced apart, then strapped in the same manner as her wrists. Penny struggled to test her mobility. None.



Penny saw Nora hover over. “I’m sorry dear, but it’s time for your first test.” Penny saw the black ribbon close in on her eyes. Nora wrapped it around her head, securing it with a loose knot. “It’s just a preliminary assessment, but you have to guess who is enjoying you correctly three times in a row.” Penny felt Nora’s lips on top or her own, holding the kiss until a fast buzz met her clit. “Guess well, and I hope you enjoy yourself as much as we’ll enjoy you.”



Penny moaned as the unknown toy pressed harder. She felt rough hands massaging her thighs. A finger entered, testing her readiness - Almost there.



The toy moved up and down, massaging the pink wall just above Penny’s opening. She her tube top being raised and the streak of a tongue across her stomach, tingling at the cold left by the saliva. The toy pressed into her clit again as she tried without success to bring her legs up against the straps.
 
This is amazing.

  



The finger entered again. Penny noticed the lack of friction as it entered and withdrew. The vibrations on her button sped up as she groaned involuntarily.



The buzzing increased to an exhilarating level, too much for her clit to bear. She attempted to strain away, but remained in place.
 
Fuck, fuck, fuck.

 “Fuck!”
 
Will. It’s got to be Will.

  



Penny heard the dull noise of an electric motor. Another toy entered her, pumping in and out slowly with mechanical timing. She felt a distinct head, as well as solid ridges like veins.
 
Dildo, power tool. God I’m close.

  



The tool accelerated with increased racket. Penny’s muscles tensed against the restraints to no avail. Barring movement, she reacted in the only way her body could. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” The tool and toy stopped.




They wouldn’t let me finish yet. It’s got to be Rain or Rabbit.

 Nora leaned close, asking, “So who was it dear?”




Shit, I don’t know which one. It wasn’t painful, so it couldn’t have been Rain.

 “Rabbit, ma’am.”



Penny felt Nora’s hand rubbing her cheek, then a quick slap. “That’s right. You’ve been paying attention.”



The next host joined in as Penny felt the soft texture of a tongue slide over her slit. She reacted with a deep groan, struggling against the straps binding her. The tongue moved down to her opening, barely entering her interior. It explored slowly, obviously enjoying her flavor.



Feminine hands crept up to Penny’s breasts, massaging just below the areolas.
 
I’ve decided: I like Diamond.

 She enjoyed herself as the tongue flicked back up to her clit, a slight grin coming over her face. Penny could hear Nora speaking in the background. “She’s loving this. I think we need to make this quick and move on to the second test.” There was a pause in the talking as Penny heard Nora’s heels clicking against the floor. “Make her cum, then let the next person in.”



The tongue sped up as two fingers entered. Penny felt the fingers pinch hard on her nipples. She felt the tongue be replaced by lips, drawing in hard for suction that sent her careening toward pure nirvana. Right at the cusp of orgasm, the play stopped.



Nora’s voice once again rang through. “So who was it?”



“Diamond, ma’am.” Penny was exasperated at the denial of her climax, hoping desperately that the next participant would finish what was started.



“That’s two correct answers. One more, and you’ll get what you want. I can see the desire all over your face.”



Penny felt the next set of hands, also feminine, running from her knees to her upper thighs. They stopped just before the union of her legs. The sting of a hard slap to her folds made Penny scream. She heard giggling in the background, already knowing who was in control.
 
Shit, it’s that jealous bitch Rain.

  



Penny cringed at the metallic cold and electric jolt that flowed through her clit. The snapping sound didn’t register in her ears until she had already tensed up. It bit again, lingering for a second. “Shit! What the fuck is that?”



Penny heard Rain’s angry voice. “Quiet, you. Nobody said you could ask questions.” Two more zaps, then the feeling of another metal object on her clit, producing nothing more than a mild galvanic buzz. Through the pain, Penny felt herself getting close again. The amperage increased, slowly climbing into painful territory. Penny felt a hard, final jolt as she came dangerously close to finishing.



Nora untied the knot on the blindfold, tossing it aside. “I guess you know Rain was the third.” Penny felt her hand stroke from her neck to her breasts. “Other than that one little outburst, you did well.”



“Yes, ma’am.”



Nora strutted to Penny’s right side, slowly playing her fingers down Penny’s stomach. The tips lingered on the soft, glass-smooth skin above Penny’s honey pot. “My, my. You take good care of that pussy, don’t you? It’s almost a shame that we have to abuse it tonight, don’t you agree?”



Penny gave a knowing smile, hoping to convince Nora to let a much needed orgasm come. “No ma’am.”



The pain of a hard slap to the labia registered in Penny’s brain as the harsh sound echoed through the metal rafters above. “Good girl. Good, good girl. I like where this is going.” Nora’s hand remained between Penny’s thighs, gently rubbing up and down against Penny’s outer folds. “Rabbit, Will, let her out.”



Nora continued massaging as Penny felt the straps come undone. Penny rested her arms on her chest, bending her legs to enjoy the momentary freedom and the caring pleasure she was receiving.



Penny saw Pup walk over, holding a purple vibrator in one hand, a tube of body oil covered in frost in the other. He handed the vibrator to Nora, who gladly activated it and began pushing its whirring surface against Penny’s clit.



The device’s speed increased, forcing labored gasps from Penny’s mouth. She heard the oil’s cap release, then felt the sting of deep cold as Pup squeezed part of the tube out on her stomach. Both sensations were joined by Pup’s firm hands rubbing the icy fluid over Penny’s torso. She felt two more streaks hit her inner thighs. At the near height of her ecstasy, she could see both Nora and Pup bending over her, grinning like devils.



Nora caught the look. “Do you like what you see, sweetie?”



Penny tried to answer, but could only moan with delight. She felt three of Pup’s fingers glide into her without effort or friction. They drove deep, straight to the knuckles. Penny clashed her arms against the table in rapid succession. Nora pressed harder as Pup slid his fingers in and out.



The room seemed to go fluorescent when Penny’s dearly wanted orgasm threatened to course through her body. She felt the grip of hands on her wrists and ankles. Nora again cranked the vibrator. Pup withdrew his fingers, letting his superior work her magic.



Nora crammed the massaging tool against Penny’s clit harder with each violent shake. The hands forcing the squealing woman against the wooden platform were unyielding, despite the clenching of her every muscle. Penny began shaking her head to each side, curling her fingers and toes in an effort to handle the unfathomable overstimulation.



Over her own ear-splitting shouts and shrieks, she barely made out Rain yelling, “Harder! Wear the bitch out!” Nora refused the demand, releasing Penny’s quivering slit from its purring hell. The hands released her as the orgasm took over, sending Penny into a fit of writhing and whimpering. She curled her arms and legs into the fetal position, riding out the forceful contractions and the temporary scrambling of her mind.



The world came back into focus around Penny. She suddenly felt cold and vulnerable, resting on her side with knees pulled up into her face. She released the hug on her legs, peering out between blonde locks that were saturated in sweat. She saw Nora observe her from up close, trying hard to get a look at the worn expression on Penny’s face. Her sultry voice leaked out in a comforting tone, “You did great. How does it feel to know what an orgasm really is? You can speak, for the moment.”



Penny raised herself up on her left elbow, trying to steady herself against tremors of weakness. Her voice was shaky and weak. “I… I can’t describe it. It’s the greatest pleasure I’ve ever felt, but it’s horribly painful at the same time.”



Nora leaned in to caress the tight skin on the small of Penny’s back. “Yes, I know. You’re more sensitive than most girls. You should have seen how turned on Pup was at how easily you came.”




Am I that sensitive?

 Penny smiled at Nora. “So what’s next?”



Nora drew away, motioning to Will with a quick wave of her wrist. Penny watched as the shaved head drew closer. She felt herself being picked up, then slung over his broad shoulder, his muscular arm pinning her thighs to his chest. The first table shrank in her vision until she felt herself being set on her feet beside a twin bed with a bare mattress.



Nora caught up, leading Pup and Rain as they walked behind her, guided by leash. “Penny, my dear, your second test is to measure your effect on people. You’ll get to be the cruel one this time, and maybe pass the third test while you’re at it.” Nora released her grip on the chain leading to Pup’s neck, jerking the one tethering Rain. “Normally, we’d let you pick your partner, but my hand’s been forced on this one.”



Rain’s face turned red, knowing that Penny’s upcoming performance was going to be at her expense. Penny felt excitement at the idea, watching eagerly as Nora pulled up a folding metal chair and began securing Rain tightly to the frame. Nora played with Rain’s long, copper hair, whispering unknown somethings into her ear. With each word, the redhead’s expression became increasingly grim.



Nora stood up straight, strutting over to where Penny was standing. “Given Rain’s unfortunate behavior tonight, you get the privilege of showing Pup what you’re made of. Make sure you take advantage of the fact that she has to fucking watch.” Penny looked over at Rain, seeing the pure anger and jealousy well up.



Hesitation wasn’t on Penny’s agenda. “Yes ma’am.”



“You get the point. Finish Pup off quickly or enjoy yourself.” Nora shot Rain a frigid stare. “Just make sure that helpless slut hates you when you’re done.”



Pup sat himself on the bed, stripped of his leather and studs, his erect cock giving the thumbs up to Nora’s change of plan. Penny felt a streak of Jeff enter her. “May I speak, ma’am?”



“Of course. What is it?”



“Move Rain onto the bed with us, and keep her in that chair. I want her to feel, hear, and smell everything I do to him.” Penny looked at Rain in mock sweetness, noticing the deep readiness of her body.
 
Yes… I like this test.

  



Nora didn’t bother concealing her pride in the new student, turning around to face Will, Diamond, and Rabbit. “Are you guys hearing this? Don’t let the innocent look or that cutesy hairdo play games on you. Penny’s our own special kind of nasty.”



Rabbit shouted, “Fuck yeah!” Nora turned back to Penny, gently taking her hand and arm to guide her onto the bed next to Pup. He didn’t show outward signs of joy toward the situation, but his arousal was making itself known to all in the room.



Will and Rabbit hauled Rain over, placing her at the head of the bed, the chair tipped over on its side. Her eyes took on the dead look of resignation as Penny shoved Pup’s shoulders back, moving herself down and between his legs. Penny gently felt the eager shaft with her fingertips, marveling at the clean-shaven dick and pouch in front of her.



Penny closed her eyes as she hovered her mouth above the head. She pressed her lips against the very tip, the slowly enveloped it. Penny moved further down, stroking the small flap of skin on the bottom with the end of her tongue. She heard Pup’s satisfied groan, then held the member in her mouth. Penny opened her eyes, looking straight into Rain’s tormented face.
 
Bitch.

  



Penny held the gaze as she consumed the rest of Pup’s length, feeling reach to the back of her throat. She slowly withdrew, working her way back to the head. Penny stopped to take a deep lick as she smiled at the captive, cradling the warm erection with her fingers.



Penny took lingering bows, feeling herself become wet from the jealousy she was inflicting on the bound redhead. Pup moved his hands into Penny’s blonde hair, gently rubbing her scalp to show his pleasure. Rain’s breathing became heavy as she began struggling against the nylon rope that kept her a reluctant witness. She attempted to close her eyes, being met with a firm slap to the check from Diamond.



The short-haired brunette turned from Rain, sliding beneath Penny from behind. Penny felt the first flicker of the tongue on her pussy, moaning into Pup’s cock. The added sensation caused him to increase his grip on Penny’s hair, pulling just enough to excite her into more effort.



Diamond’s tongue explored the pink folds as Penny held Pup in her mouth, sliding her tongue over every bit of skin. Penny’s muffled groans of pleasure vibrated her mouth ever so slightly. Rain stopped fighting against her bindings as Penny took her last taste, sliding her tongue up the dick until she ran out of length. It waved back and forth from the release of forward pressure. Penny felt another orgasm approaching.



She stood up from Diamond, not quite ready to peak again. Penny looked at Rain’s expression of relief at her pause, running her index finger from the tied woman’s ear to the slick edge top edge of her latex cocktail dress. Penny felt the average heft of her breast, leaning in to whisper, “Don’t worry, I won’t finish until he does.” Rain broke into a fit of resistance, jerking the overturned chair a short distance across the mattress. Penny mocked her with a virginal giggle, trying to find the nipple underneath the black latex. She found it and squeezed, licking her ear through red curls. “And you’ll get to watch that hot cum drip out of my pussy. Won’t that be fun?”



Rain tensed up, trying with a total lack of success to break the rope around her arms and legs. Rage seethed out of her mouth like venom. “You fucking slut… I hope that pimp of yours breaks you.”



Penny raised up as Diamond punished Rain with another hard slap. It was no longer a matter of revenge for Penny, but a heartless desire to crush Rain’s soul. “I don’t want you to just watch anymore.” Penny turned her head toward Will, noticing the pleased look on his face. “Will, can you be a sweetheart and tie this bitch up without the chair?”



“I can, but why?” he asked as he approached.



“You’ll see. Trust me and just do it.”



Penny surprised Pup by taking his cock in her hands, having a seat in his lap, facing him. She straddled the eager dick, letting the shaft rub against her dripping entrance. Rain attempted to break free, but Will’s firm grip kept her movement in check. Diamond rewarded her disobedience with another swat to the face.



Penny watched with deep satisfaction as Rain had her ankles tied and her wrists bound behind her. Pup’s eagerness made itself known by the slight muscle contractions around his penis, causing it apply slight pressure to Penny with each draw. Seeing that Rain was now immobilized, Penny slid up the willing dick, inserting it into herself with a slow drop.



Penny saw Pup crane his neck back in reaction to Penny’s warmth and texture. She kept him buried to the root, rolling her hips forward and backward. Penny stroked Rain’s shoulder as she rode, chuckling and whimpering as she enjoyed the tortured look on her face. The play on power aroused Penny even further, moistening her to the point that Rain could hear the juices moving between her man’s dick and Penny’s walls.



Pup’s tip swelled within Penny as she draped her arms over his bare shoulders. Penny rolled her head and eyes back, staring straight up to a night-darkened skylight. “My goodness Rain, now I know why you’re so possessive of him.” Penny groaned as she moved her hips faster. “He feels so good inside you, doesn’t he?”



Penny felt Pup’s hands grab for her mounds, tenderly gripping them with careful pressure. He was getting close already.
 
So this is why he likes women who can’t last long.

 Penny stopped her movement, rising from Pup’s shaft as the leftover moisture on its surface reflected the lights above.



Penny got down on all fours, sticking her ass in the air. Pup didn’t bother hesitating, positioning himself and driving deep inside her eager wetness. Penny reached for Rain’s exposed pussy, taking measure of her arousal.
 
Wow.

 “Rain darling, you’re actually enjoying this, aren’t you?”



She felt Rain trying to clench herself shut around her fingers. “Eat shit, whore.” Diamond leaned in for another slap.



Penny saw it coming and put her arm in front of the oncoming hand, stopping it just before the cheek. “No, I think I can win her over. I need that purple vibrator.” Diamond backed off, watching as Penny massaged Rain’s clit, Pup thrusting himself the entire time.



A moment later, Penny felt the tap of plastic on her shoulder. Nora handed her the toy, taking the liberty of a quick rub of Penny’s ass as she retreated. Penny tested the dial, cranking the device to its highest speed.



Pup ceased his motion, getting the general idea. He helped Penny move Rain to the center of the mattress. Penny crawled on top, placing the vibrator firmly between their warm pussies. Both reacted with a harsh gasp, tensing up as the buzzing wand sent both women into mutual enjoyment. Penny knew she was quickly approaching her own limit as she tried to determine exactly how much it would take to make Rain climax.



The weak feeling of getting close coming into her knees, Penny lifted her entrance back up to Pup’s impatient cock. It was harder than before, finding the blonde and redhead before it to be just the right stimulus. It gave no quarter to Penny’s walls, rapidly pumping with a distinct clash against her with each thrust.



Penny closed her lips around Rain’s, both moaning in anticipation and delight. Penny felt a tongue enter in a peace offering, which she gladly accepted. Rain began to quiver with the first signs of an orgasm as Penny heard Pup’s breathing grow heavier. The pure frenzy of her two partners drove her mind wild.
 
Fuck, I want this so bad.

  



Rain suddenly pulled her face away, belting out a primal, high-pitched scream of pure pleasure. Penny felt the warmth of semen inside her. The combined orgasms were too much, sending her over the edge.
 
Oh my fucking god!

 Penny released the vibrator between Rain’s closed thighs, letting her cum in forceful jerks. The growing amount of warm fluid in Penny’s pussy provided extra lubrication for Pup, letting him slide in and out of Penny without resistance.



Penny buried her face in Rain’s ample hair and straining neck, feeling her walls pulsate around Pup’s exploding cock. “Fuck! Fuck… fuck! I’m cumming, I’m fucking cumming!”



Penny heard Pup’s final grunt as he made the last thrust, trying to drive himself as deep as possible for his final emission. Rain trembled beneath her, burning with what felt like a fever. Penny felt the dick pull out, then rapidly slid her pussy up to Rain’s mouth. Rain gladly accepted the offer of her man’s gift, sticking her tongue into Penny.



The tongue forced Penny to shudder as she rode the grateful redhead’s face. Penny felt the intense tickle of an orgasm taken too far as Rain began taking slow licks, causing her to yelp in mixed pain and pleasure. Rain giggled as Penny crashed side first into the mattress. The look of hatred had been replaced by one of gratitude and utter fulfillment.



Penny saw Nora approaching, stopping to take a cheap shot at Penny’s pussy with the discarded toy, buzzing her clit. Penny jerked involuntarily, laughing as she righted herself and noticed Pup’s face drenched in sweat.



The head mistress stood before Penny and Rain, hands on her hips. “Congratulations on passing the second and third tests. You’ve just taken someone from the depths of hatred to the heights of pleasure.” Nora stooped to kiss Penny on the lips, lingering for a few seconds. She looked Penny in the eyes, mildly stating, “Excellent, excellent work. If I hadn’t seen it myself, I’d never believe it.”



Penny looked up innocently. “Thank you, ma’am.”



“Don’t ma’am me anymore. You’re done here. If we did anything else tonight, it’d ruin that perfect ending we just saw.” Nora lightly tapped Penny on the cheek. “Now get dressed and go home. I’ll make sure Jeff knows exactly how good you are.”



Penny felt her happiness drop a level at the mention of Jeff Strunk. She saw Rabbit toss her clothing toward the bed, then felt the drape of her miniskirt and top crashing into her breasts. She gripped the soft fabric of both garments, seeing Will tuck the blue panties into his leather chaps as a souvenir.



“Nora, can I ask you something?”



“Anything dear. Go right ahead.”



Penny hesitated for a moment. She finally gathered the nerve to ask, “Am I any less of a person to you because I work for Jeff?”



Nora smiled broadly, patting Penny on her naked shoulder. “Of course not. The fact that you’re asking that question tells me enough to know you’re not just some whore-for-hire. I can guess how you got yourself into this.” Penny saw Nora’s eyes stare knowingly into her own. She felt Nora’s mouth move into her ear. “There’s a man named Ted Sandbeck who stops by here every now and then with his wife. They’re old money, and they’re looking for someone to take on a unique contract.”



“What does that have to do with Jeff?”



“He could buy and sell Jeff Strunk any time he wanted to. Find this man, and ask him what he wants. He won’t tell me, but I’ll make sure he hears about your talents.”



Penny gazed at Nora’s earnest face, reciting the name in her mind.
 
Sandbeck… Sandbeck… Sandbeck…

  




FORBIDDEN LOVE




Penny pulled her car into Troy’s garage, getting out and smashing the button to bring down the door. The harsh light of mid-morning retreated, leaving her feeling the relative cool of the suburban garage. Bristling at the feeling, she entered the white door to the kitchen. Troy was already aware of her presence, standing at the counter with his mug of coffee. 



She pulled at the white pencil dress, not used to the restriction of such a small opening for her legs.
 
Why the hell did I dress like I’m going to church, anyway? I’m a whore, not a housewife.

  



Troy placed his cup down, smiling gently as Penny made her way to him. “You look absolutely amazing this morning, even more beautiful than I remembered.” 



Penny’s blushed shyly, not caring that Troy only bothered to throw on jeans and an old t-shirt that appeared to be a size too small. His relative fitness for a man in his forties showing through the worn fabric couldn’t be a problem. 



She lifted off her white heels to peck him on the cheek, wrapping her arms around his neck. “I thought I’d try on something you might like. I’m glad I did.”  



Penny felt Troy’s cheek press into the top of her head. “So how have you been? I was worried about what Jeff might have you out there doing.” 



Aside from her last visit to this same house, Penny had only been assigned Nora’s fetish session. “It’s not something you need to keep yourself up at night about. I can take care of myself.” She pulled herself into him.
 
But I’m glad someone cares

 . 



Troy slid his hand around, rubbing the back of Penny’s neck. “I’ve been thinking about something. I know it will sound crazy, but hear me out.” 




Oh god, he’s nuts! He can’t be serious about proposing after a one-night-stand.

 Penny remained silent, not outwardly bothered by her assumptions. 



“I’ve got a vacation home in Maine. I can get you away from all of this.” 



Penny felt her eyes begin to water. “I can’t. You know Jeff would hunt us down, or pay someone else to do it.” 



Troy failed to speak, unable to argue with Penny’s refusal or its reason. She felt him grip the small of her back, massaging through the cotton of the dress. She felt the intention of comfort, knowing lust wasn’t his primary drive.
 
Fucking him is going to be some work this morning.

  



Penny nuzzled her face into his collar, resting her left hand on his chest. “I’d love nothing more, though. Thank you for trying to save me.”
 
But I don’t want to be saved. I’m sorry.

  



She felt him grab her by the upper arms at the end of her sleeves, gently pushing her away. Penny could see the worry on his face, despite the smile Troy had plastered on. “I thought I’d at least offer. If I didn’t think you were worth it, the idea wouldn’t have popped in my head.” Troy backed away fully, letting Penny’s hands fall to her side. “Now come on outside with me. There’s no point in sulking when we’ve got a whole day together.” 



They exited through the double doors to the patio, Penny’s heels clacking against the herringbone pattern of brick. Penny looked at the tall, wooden privacy fence, admiring the English ivy that draped over the top like curtains. “Why are we out here?” 



Troy continued making his way for the broad hammock tied between two birches. Penny’s internal reaction took the form of warmth, rather than wetness. “I thought we’d relax for a bit. No work, no worries, and no talking if that’s what you’d prefer.” She leaned in on him when they reached the swinging braids. 



Penny snuck her hand down to Troy’s zipper, gripping the lump underneath.
 
Hard. He’s not getting away with being a cunt-tease like last time

 . Troy ignored the advance, falling into the hammock. Penny followed, curling herself on his side. She felt at his groin again. “Don’t turn me down this time.” 



“You’re not obligated to. I’ve told you that already.” 



Penny kicked off the heels, letting them bounce into the grass. She smiled with contentment as she gently stroked through the denim, resting her head and breasts on his torso. “You’re just hard to get. I can tell you want it.” 



Troy gripped Penny’s shoulder, drawing her in as the world bobbed up and down around them. “Want what?” 



“My hands, my mouth, this pussy you liked so much… All of it. It’s yours if you just ask.” Penny squeezed his fresh erection, loving the increased hardness it drew out. 



Troy closed his eyes and relaxed. “Has anyone told you you’ve got a one-track mind?” 



Penny began easing down the zipper. “I’m sure they’ve thought it, but nobody’s ever brought it up as a complaint. Is it a problem?” She curled a finger between the blue seams, finding the warm dick reaching out of his boxers. 



Troy smiled with true contentment at Penny’s touch. “Not at all. I’ve got a sweet, beautiful blonde beside me in a hammock, and she’s feeling me up on a warm Sunday morning. What problem could I possibly have right now?” 



Penny jerked the zipper down the rest of the way and tore at the button. Troy’s member waved in greeting. Penny stroked it with one hand, leaving the other free to run up Troy’s shirt.
 
Abs and a cock. I’m feeling pretty good about the world myself, even if I can’t get any action right now.

  




 




Troy continued to exasperate Penny with his iron reluctance. Two hours of slow dick massage on the hammock? Sexless. Pulling her dress up for a long dry hump in the afternoon? Fruitless. Penny felt the final straw drop when she saw Troy go for the thick book he had been reading a few nights before. As he stood in front of the couch to sit, Penny snuck behind him.
 
Fuck it.

  



Penny grabbed the waist of Troy’s jeans, yanking and prying them down to his ankles. Penny got back up to her feet, then sat herself down on the couch, straddling Troy’s legs inside her own. She held the inflating member in her hand, giving it a firm squeeze as she spoke. “Troy, I’m sucking this dick, whether you have hang-ups about it or not.” 



“Penny, don’t. You already-“ 



“Shut it!” Penny gazed up, channeling the hours of sexual frustration into fierce anger. “Your dick. My mouth. Now!” Troy froze, absolutely speechless. Penny took the window to shoot him one more look of wrath before wrapping her lips around his shaft. She felt the extra circulation flowing through as she violently sucked and licked, feeling his size at its greatest. 



Penny slowed her pace to look up at Troy’s reaction. His eyes, half closed and deeply satisfied, gazed down upon her. She rubs her hands up his waist, fondling the abs she had found jarringly perfect, taking him deep inside her mouth. Penny maintained the penetration, rolling her tongue up and down Troy’s length as he began sighing his appreciation. 



Troy placed his hand on the back of Penny’s head, causing her to flinch in anticipation.
 
Oh please Troy, not the gagging shit

 . He gently pulled her by the hair, releasing his dick from her supple lips. Penny looked up, frowning. “I wasn’t done yet.” 



He shrugged, casually saying, “We’ve got all night.” Penny felt the sudden force as Troy pushed her into the sofa, being on top of her the next instant. She felt him slide the fabric of her dress past her trembling knees, up her warm thighs, and beyond the white lace that hid the ultimate goal. She smiled as he quickly pushed the sheer covering aside, feeling the dick enter her heavenly wetness. 



Penny squealed with unexpected pleasure, wrapping her legs around his back to coax him deeper. Despite the encouragement, Troy kept the thrusts slow and tender, savoring the fresh heat. Penny lifted the dress a bit more, freeing her access to the top of her panties. Cruising her fingers below, she began rubbing herself to the rhythm of his movements. 



Twitching her fingers harder with each thrust, Penny felt her right leg being lifted up onto Troy’s shoulder. His drilling became shallow and fast as she felt herself becoming saturated. The helmet striking her spot fluttered about. Troy cradled Penny’s shoulder, burying himself deep. Penny moaned as the greatness of the sensation unfurled within her, no longer having the strength or reason to stimulate her clitoris. 



Troy pulled her thighs together, resting both of her ankles on his tight shoulder. Penny gripped the side of the couch, holding herself in place as she felt him impacting her cervix. Holding tight to her angel cake legs, Troy rammed hard with the speed and force of a jackhammer. Penny went into hysterics, putting her hands in her face in a vain attempt to contain the distilled pleasure. 



Penny’s orgasm struck without warning, catching both of them off guard. The sudden flash of wetness on her thighs indicated to Penny that something amazing had just happened: Troy performed the rare feat of making her squirt. His delights were proving too much, forcing Penny to shudder back in twitching paralysis. Troy rammed three fingers in from the side, waving them around as Penny’s waves of bliss crashed ever harder. The shouts could easily have been mistaken for unbearable pain, but Penny’s wild flailing and look of dizzying stimulation betrayed the unspeakable heaven of her mind. 



Troy removed the fingers to plunge himself in once more. Penny felt herself unable to breathe reliably, gasping for air as she clenched her fingers into his back. She felt him force his stubble into her neck as he stopped moving his hips. Penny rode out the aftershocks of the most pleasurable climax in her memory. 



Finally able to inhale fully, Penny lacked the strength to even talk. Troy rose up, standing at the edge of the couch. He nudged his cock at Penny’s lips as she watched, earnestly wanting to taste herself. She still felt her pussy opening and closing, feeling absolutely electric. 



She attempted the first tentative licks as control over her body returned, gradually pulling a jittering hand up to massage the balls that were sopping with her excess fluids. Her own flavor was enthralling. Troy nudged himself forward, allowing Penny to give a full oral embrace. 



“Penny, that was fucking beautiful. I’ve never seen a woman cum so hard in my life.” She felt him stroke her cheekbone, twirling a finger in her thoroughly messed hair. Penny attempted a smile, barely cracking a slight grin around his girth. She leaned into the hand, enjoying the extra support it provided against the give of the cushions. 



Troy withdrew the eager cock, much to Penny’s disappointment. The lean, muscular arm cradling under her knees and shoulders told her that his nurturing streak was shining through again. He lifted her up the stairs for the second time that week, gingerly placing her on his bed. Penny had regained enough strength to hold his shoulder close. She stared into his eyes, barely holding her voice steady as she whispered, “Again.” 



Troy kissed her on the cheek, saying, “No, I don’t think you can take it right now. Rest a while, then you’ll get what you want.” 



Penny was having none of his refusal. Still wobbling, she drug herself onto her hands and knees, presenting an ass that was an homage to beauty. The outer folds of her pussy glistened below, hoping to present Troy with another shuttle to paradise. “I’ll let you know when I’ve had enough. Now fuck me until I cum like that again.” 



The invitation was too much for even Troy’s disciplined reluctance. Penny felt him enter from behind, riding on the leftover juices from earlier. She felt his hands gripping her ass, pushing fingertips hard into her satiny cheeks. Penny whimpered with each poke, adoring the deep-rooted feeling of her pink lady getting what she wants. Penny resumed the twirling of her clit, wanting to experience the indescribable feeling of the climax again. 



Troy propped one foot on the edge of the mattress, giving himself more leverage to drive deeper with less effort. Penny’s shrieking became ear-splitting, unable to contain the pulsating intoxication that flowed from her land of milk and honey. 



Penny’s fingers worked the pearl at the top of her slit as Troy parted her walls. She could feel the supple head probing its way deep into her as he ground himself in an effort of exploration, trying to learn the secrets of her hidden valley. His dick began to throb with each gasp he belted out. His enjoyment added to Penny’s, sending her careening toward the heartily desired second orgasm. 



She felt the first drop of precum enter her as Troy withdrew, vaulting Penny into her own personal Elysium. Her face plowed into the sheets, almost yodeling Troy’s praises with each shudder of her inviting entrance. The sensation was almost stinging as she finished off her clit, bracing herself against the mattress as the full impact walloped her brain with arresting bliss. She reacted to Troy’s hand tapping her folds from beneath, flipping onto her back with a propelling shudder. 



Troy forced her legs apart, his tongue invading her pussy as it convulsed. Penny felt his taster become clamped by her crushing contractions, reeling into an unexplored height of pleasure that damned logic. Her mouth opened, belting out an instinctive cry like a banshee. Penny felt herself being lifted by one spastic leg, forcing herself away from the brain-melting tongue. 



Penny continued to shiver and moan as Troy grabbed her by the ankles, dragging her back to the edge of the mattress. He planted himself deep inside, enjoying Penny’s quivering as it slid her walls against his brimming cock. Penny felt him burst inside of her, the increased sensitivity inside making the cum feel like an electric shock. Troy wrapped his hands around her thighs, not allowing Penny’s longed-for pussy to shift away as he drained himself into her. 



Penny beat her fists into the bed as she felt the last spurt fly out of Troy, coating her interior with incredible warmth. He pulled out with a groan that shook the ceiling, Penny’s continued vibrations stimulating his dick beyond his limits. He collapsed on top of her jerking body, trying his best to hold her tight through the last tremors. 



 



Penny came to her senses in Troy’s arms, already dressed in the same flannel shirt from earlier in the week. She felt the stream of cum that had dribbled out of her, the sweat soaking her hair already cold. She felt Troy stir at her first mumbling, not knowing how long she had been out. 



“Good, you’re awake.” Troy waved the hair out of her face, planting a tender kiss on her lips. “I was starting to wonder if you were out for the night.” 



Penny couldn’t recall anything but vague scraps of the paradise she was trapped in moments before. She returned the peck, feeling one breast peeking out from the unbuttoned flannel. She lifted the front of the open shirt, wrapping it around Troy. The full contact of their exhausted bodies made her feel like she could face no harm, just so long as Troy was close. “So I wasn’t dreaming. I can barely remember a thing.” 



Troy chuckled, pulling her into his warm security. “You came so hard you passed out.” The daze in his eyes informed Penny that Troy had spent at least the past hour holding her.  




When all this is garbage with Jeff is over, I hope he’s still single.

 “Troy, can I tell you a secret?” 



Penny felt the rub of his hand on her thigh, slowly working its way back to her exhausted pussy. “I’d listen to anything you’ve got to say.” 



She gracefully ran her index finger down his jawline. “I’ve got a fetish, and I think you know what it is.” 



Troy  pulled her thigh over him, bypassing his supposed target and choosing the small of her back as his rubbing target. “Yeah, I’ve got it figured out.” 



Penny smiled shyly, feeling herself blush.
 
I’m glad he knows, but I can’t bring myself to say it.

 “Then tell me what it is.” She felt her way down to his flaccid member, trying to revive the dick that she had found guilty of greatness. “I can’t say it unless I’m having sex. I don’t know why.” 



The life began returning within her hands as Penny felt the gradual inflation. “I won’t say it either.” 



“You’re embarrassed, even though you like the idea.” 



Penny saw her first trace of his true desire in the slight reveal of his teeth. “No, I want you to say it. Hell, I want you to scream out the details.” The growing desire between his legs forced her fingers to part slightly. 



Penny let out a girlish chuckle, amazed at his eagerness so soon after finishing. “Let me clean myself up first.”
 
If I can get him in the shower again, I’ll be the happiest girl alive.

  



“That’s fine with me. I’ll hit the shower and run a bath for you.” 



She pouted her lips, drawing her breasts into him. “But I wanted to do what we did last time. I haven’t taken a shower at home without making myself cum while thinking about it ever since.” 



Penny felt his finger press against her lips, shushing the complaint. “You should relax. How many women can say they’ve had a bath drawn for them?” 




That kindness might make me love him eventually, if it doesn’t turn into hate first.

 Penny humored his sweetness, pressing her thighs against his. “That sounds wonderful.” 



Troy quickly raised himself, nakedly speed-walking to the master bath with enthusiasm in his step. Penny heard the dull roar of water pressure being unleashed.
 
Could I fall for Troy? I don’t want anything long-term, and I couldn’t have it right now if I did. But I like being with him, at least when he’s not turning down free pussy that’s half his age.

  



Penny raised up, pulling the flannel tight to ward off the relative cool of the room. She pulled harder at the fabric in front of her belly button as she approached the bathroom, trying her best to accentuate the elegant curve at the junction of her hips and waist. The mild sting of the cold tile hit her bare feet as the humidity of running bathwater filled her lungs. Troy sat on the lip of the tub, testing the water’s temperature. 



“You’re not joining me?” Penny rested her head on Troy’s shoulder, running her fingers along the contours of muscle on his back. 



He stared into the rising water. “Not enough room. I’ll hit the shower.” Penny felt the soft rub of his hand on her lower thigh. Troy moved his digits up, stopping just before they stroked Penny’s waxed mound. 




Yep, he’s a cunt tease.

 Troy popped open a bottle, emptying an excessive amount of fluid into the rolling water. A white cloud foamed up, inundating the room with a transporting aroma. Penny let the shirt fall from her shoulders, barely clinging to elbows and breasts. “My god, that’s the same stuff we used before. What is it?” 



Troy inspected the black plastic. “Dusk forest.” 



Penny felt herself getting worked up, the associated smell of their game in the shower pulling out fresh memories. The wetness Penny felt rendered words useless.  



Troy noticed the wrist jerking back and forth between her legs. “If I knew cheap body wash got you this worked up, I’d have brushed my teeth with it this morning.” 



Penny groaned from her own stimulation, biting hard on her lower lip. She looked up to see the man who fucked her so well in the shower wasn’t just in her head. She ceased the hard flicks, placing the sopping fingers on Troy’s firm dick. “All you have to do is smell like that night and I’m yours. I can’t help it. It’s like smelling flowers and thinking of spring.” 



Troy raised up from the edge of the tub, cutting off the water. “Bath’s full. Get in and relax for a while.” 



She felt the ache of disappointment, pouting, “You’re turning me down again? That’s cruel.” Penny dropped the flannel completely behind her, pinning her balls of her feet into the fuzzy mat before the tub, hiking her heels. “I’ve never had a man say no to me before I met you.” 



Troy chuckled at the obvious guilt-trip. “Trust me, I’m not turning you down. You’re too fucking amazing.” Penny’s neck prickled as she felt him wrap his hands around her waist. He lifted her up to her feet, pulling her back into his abs. The slight scruff of his neck grated into her hair.  



The air vacated Penny’s lungs as she felt Troy insert himself into her, stopping just within her boundaries. She pushed herself into him, guiding the rigid warmth through her channel.
 
Amazing.

 Troy exerted one mighty thrust, then withdrew. 



Penny wheeled around, smacking him on the chest. “Don’t do that to me again!” 



Troy raised a knowing eyebrow, joking, “Do what?” 



“Just giving me a taste is worse than turning me down completely.” Penny lowered herself back onto the edge of the tub, placing one foot in. She mustered her best scolded puppy impression as she looked back, bowing her head and fluttering her eyes up at Troy. “You don’t give a toy to a kid just to get a laugh out of taking it away, do you?” 



He wasn’t falling for it, heaving a sigh as he cranked the shower handle. “You’ll get what you want, Little Miss Fussy. Relax in the tub for a bit, and I’ll make it worth your while.” 



Penny held the sad, mocking look. “You promise?” 



“I promise with my life. Cross my heart and hope to die inside you.” 



Penny smiled, acknowledging her part in the game. “And I promise I’ll tell you what my kink is while you’re railing me.” 



He shut the glass door of the shower. Through the frosted surface, Penny could see Troy pleasuring himself.
 
You get to play with that dick all the time. I’m gonna be pissed if I don’t get my turn.

 She lowered herself into the pleasantly hot water, feeling the bubbles bursting around her nipples.
 
I’ll cum just from smelling this stuff again. I’m buying a bottle on the way home.

  



Penny began fingering herself under the bathwater, feeling Troy’s emission floating out of her.
 
Fresh and clean for round two.

 She pinched her clit between her thumb and index finger, letting the middle hook its way to her G-spot.  Penny slid under the bubbles, letting herself be engulfed by the aroma that was a pleasure garden for her mind. 



She could hear the crash of water from Troy quickly washing himself.
 
Well now, it sounds like he’s in a fucking hurry.

 Penny torqued harder on herself, belting out moans that reverberated against the tile walls. The sounds from the shower became even more chaotic. Penny increased her pressure again, crying out in teasing ecstasy. 



She heard the shower door fly open, the steaming water still running. Troy was hardly out when he gave in to her invitation. “Fuck it!” Penny felt a firm grip on the hand gripping the porcelain edge, jerking her out of the water.  Steam rose from her bath-pink skin and into the cool air as Troy forced her into the floor. The fuzzy bath mat cradled her crash to the floor, feeling Troy slide behind her almost instantly. 



The rush of penetration rode on the back of her own efforts at satisfaction. Troy pounded into her like the fist of an angry god. The two lovers writhed into each other, feeling themselves in the true union that only the perfect fit of their anatomies could bring about. Penny continued to stimulate herself, wailing with each hard push Troy made into her depths. The noise she generously gave pushed him harder, which in turn sent her into new heights of sensation like hot sauce for the brain. 



Troy paused his movement, demanding his answer before Penny could lose her ability to form words. “Tell me, what’s that fetish of yours?” 



She felt his hands gripping her breasts, spreading out over the entirety of her mounds. “I don’t care what you do to me. I just want you to cum inside me.” 



Penny began to quiver, progressing rapidly into a shudder that sent her crashing against him. She arched herself backwards, gripping the back of Troy’s head, pulling hard as her bit into her shoulder. His labored breathing provided her the signal to release the grip on her pearl. 



Muscles locked into contraction as she felt the blizzard of endorphins wash over her senses. Troy continued to piston himself into her furiously as her legs pushed against his. The mighty struggle of her pussy to expel him only drove him further, wrapping his legs around her to push deeper. Penny’s world turned to naked perfection as she felt and heard his orgasm. The forceful ejection pushed her beyond the brink of pleasure. Her back began to flex in a last ditch effort to halt the sensory overload. Troy clung to her, keeping himself locked to rock-bottom. 



The chorus of sensations crested over Penny as he withdrew, gradually subsiding as she felt her reward flowing out of her opening. Troy held Penny’s overheated body, gently massaging her flushed cheek. “So why does a man cumming inside you get you so hot?” 



Penny gasped for breath, not even attempting to speak. The warmth flowing out of her felt rapturous.
 
I don’t know.

  



Troy press again for an answer. “Tell me why. I promise I won’t judge you.” 



Penny tried to gasp out an answer, only resulting in a whimper of bliss. 



“Is it because you want to have a family? Is that it?” 



Penny finally gathered herself enough to whisper, “It just feels right.” 




DOMINATED BY DARKNESS




 The afterglow of Sunday’s night with Troy still lingered on Tuesday. Penny felt herself undergoing the transition from mere fondness of the man, to outright admiration. The pangs of his absence hit at random intervals, leaving her wondering if she could sneak in a visit later that evening. When Jeff’s number showed up on her phone, Penny abandoned the hope. 



Penny ran her hand through her hair in exasperation, asking, “Yes, Jeff, what’s the job for tonight?” 



Jeff cut right to the chase. “A very important one. There’s a property dispute holding up a shopping center that’s supposed to be in construction now, and I need you to solve the problem.” 



“And how is a whore supposed to do that?” 



Strunk heaved the air in, getting ready for his list of instructions. “I’m sending you to White, Lowery, Smith, & Larson. It’s a law firm on the square. They’re the firm representing the dumbass who’s trying to block the project, and they’ve told me that I can convince them to fudge the case with the right incentive. Be there at seven, and make sure you’re on birth control if you’re not already.” 



“Why birth control?” 



Jeff sighed into the phone, reaching Penny’s ear with grating effect. “Is your memory that short? They may not admit it, but older men dream of knocking up a young thing like yourself. If that actually happens, you’ve voided our contract.” He paused, remembering the previous two jobs. “Has anyone came inside you since I did a week ago?” 



Penny grinned with a bit of ferocity, wanting to incite his jealousy. “Yes, two men actually. Mr. Garmon and one of the guys at that little finishing school you sent me to.” Further sadism entered Penny’s mind. “But I’ve been feeling queasy of the mornings since we had our fun, and my period was supposed to start on Sunday.” 



The emptiness of Strunk’s lungs could be felt over the phone. “You’re fucking joking… Right?” 



“No.” 



He remained silent for a moment as Penny barely contained her laughter. Finally, he responded to the false announcement. “So, I suppose we shouldn’t panic.” 



Penny caught the confusion in his mind and considered playing along. The irritation of simply talking to Jeff Strunk cut her meanness short. “I’m kidding, Jeff. I’ve been on the shot for two years. That act I put up about not wanting you to cum inside me was just to get you worked up. It’s not a good, proper fuck unless that’s how it ends.” 



The relief in Jeff’s voice was a bankable truth. “You’re warped in the head. You know that?” 



“Yes, yes. Go home tonight feeling relieved about not losing your sexless marriage over some whore. I’m sure it’ll make you feel all warm inside.” 



The turning of the power balance was striking on Jeff’s ego. He barked out out, “Get the fuck over to that law firm at seven on the dot, and quit screwing around! I’ve got enough horseshit to deal with already.” 



Penny snapped to attention with feigned respect. “Yes sir!” 



Strunk was still feeling the sting of Penny’s insolence. “And my marriage isn’t sexless, by the way. I’ll make sure one of your upcoming appointments is with me and my wife.” The harsh silence clipped into the speaker in Penny’s ear, followed by the annoying blip of the call ending. 



“Asshole.” 



 



Penny arrived at the front door of White, Lowery, Smith, & Larson. The glass door clattered against its metal frame, locked from the inside. Penny spent her free minutes waiting as her phone only recorded the noise of traffic circling around the Georgian architecture and pampered landscaping of the courthouse. The town square was the land of the true owners.
 
I’ll be fucking lots of people in these buildings, I guess

 .
 
They’ll always screw you in one way or another.

  



She stared in irritation at the stick-figure family in the rear window of the green minivan parked in front of the law office. “I wonder if little Timmy and Suzie know what their daddy’s about to do behind mommy’s back.” The scattering of bumper stickers listing off minor academic and athletic achievements grated on Penny’s last nerve.
 
God I hope I never have kids. Irritating, needy little shits.

  



Penny jerked as she heard the lock snap open behind her back. A young man wearing grey dress pants, a poorly ironed button-up, and a tacky necktie eyed the legs extending beneath Penny’s miniskirt.
 
This creep must be Larson. Lowest brass on the totem pole

 . 



His voice cracked like it had just crawled from puberty. “We’ve got everything ready. Get up here and get to work.” 



Penny slid herself between the young man and the wall just beyond the door. She placed her palm on his jaw, fiddling with his small ears and brown hair. “Tell me, Mr. Larson, how old are you?” 



A blush rose to his cheeks. “You’re talking about Ken Larson, maybe? I’m Johnny, and I’m just the errand boy.” 



Penny crept her free hand down to his crotch, feeling the rising excitement underneath the cheap slacks. “I asked you how old you are, and you didn’t answer me.” 



Johnny’s Adam’s apple did a backflip in his throat. “I’m twenty, ma’am.” Penny slid down on the ratchety zipper, finding her way to the swelling chub within. “And how old are you?” 




I’d be amazed if this kid’s ever been laid. Did he really just ask me that?

 “I’m young enough to be the junior you thought of while you played with yourself as a freshman.” Penny felt her sadistic streak return with a vengeance as she withdrew her hand from the eager dick. “Now who am I supposed to be fucking tonight?” 



He pointed up the long flight of stairs, trying his best to keep his breathing under control. “Behind that door. They’re ready for you.” 



Penny saw the young man turn to leave through the first door. She stopped, grabbing him by the back of his collar. “That’s not happening.” Penny gripped the overstarched cotton harder as he strained against her hold. “You deserve a bonus for running a copier and getting coffee all day. My treat.” 



Johnny slowly turned himself toward her. “Mr. White said I needed to leave after I sent you up.” 



Penny gripped the bottom of his tie, jerking it up the height of the two stairs between them. “And I said you’re coming with me. I think you know what’s going to happen.” She hauled Johnny up the stairs, pulling with just enough tension to guide him along. She could feel his eyes gazing at the panties under her skirt, bending herself over slightly to reveal more of the floral pattern that barely hid beneath black polyester. 



Johnny refused to take the final three steps before the top of the stairs. “What if they fire me?” 



Penny smiled back at him. “So what if they do?” She lifted the hem of her skirt. “At least you’ll have something to tell those virgins you call friends tomorrow.” Penny turned completely to face him, taking his hand and placing it between her thighs. “Won’t that be neat?” 



The instant his brain failed to drive back the hormones, he became confident. “Fine. Let’s go.” 




Awkwardness aside, this kid is downright adorable. Or maybe it’s because of it.

  Penny shifted her panties aside, giving Johnny full access to the satin wonder beneath. “I’ll make sure you get the most attention.” Bending over, she could see him staring in awe at the entrancing paradise between her legs. His hand failed to return the greeting. “Go on. You get the first sample.” 



His index finger prodded along her channel, then joined with the middle finger at her entrance. Penny felt the slick warmth building within her. Johnny inserted the two fingers at a glacial speed, acting as if he feared breaking something. He mounted the step just below her, fiddling with the open zipper to let his eager cock fall out. “I can’t believe my luck today.” 



Penny shivered involuntarily as the head bumped against her pink shutters. “You’re in for a good night, but not yet.” Moving herself forward to avoid the penetration, the moved her panties back into place and lowered the skirt back over her ass. She saw the knowing grin on Johnny’s face, pulling him by the tie once more. Opening the door in one fluid motion, she held the vise grip on the makeshift leash. 



The four partners in law sat leisurely in paisley club chairs, eyeing the goddess in the flesh as she led their lust-struck assistant into the dim lobby. The eldest man, appearing to be in his early fifties, arose first. His statesman-like appearance born by a graying mustache and stout, navy suit failed to hide the rough edges of his voice. “By my hairy fucking nuts! Why did you bring that
 
boy

 up here?” 



Penny foxed a quick smile. “Haven’t you ever heard ‘the more, the merrier,’ Mr. White? Your little gopher looked like he could use a bonus.”  



The dour expression on his face held except for the narrowing of his eyes. “It’s not his place.” 



Stopping in front of White, Penny gave Johnny’s tie one last jerk forward, bringing him to the right of her. She propped her right hand on his shoulder, turning to run the left down his chest. “Then give him a taste of what you’ve earned and give him some motivation to apply himself.” She turned to look at him again, awaiting his answer. 



White took a step closer to Penny. “Alright then, but he’s only getting what’s left of you after we’re all finished. We follow a strict seniority around here.” 




So let me guess how this will go: White is older, so he’ll blow his load early and then go take a nap. Lowery’s probably the tall redheaded guy who looks like he’ll be rough. I guess Larson is that hunk of man that seems to be the youngest. Smith just looks like he’s an okay fuck.

 Penny turned her attention to White, nuzzling her face against his collar. “So, what would you like me to do first?” 



White threw his wrist up, addressing his three partners behind him. “Move the chairs from around the coffee table. I’ve got first crack at this little beauty.” Penny watched as the three men in ties shoved the chairs out of the way, scooting the coffee table out a bit from the couch occupying the middle of the arrangement.  



The hurried chaos of the effort ended with the scattering of magazines and pamphlets onto the floor. White snuck his hand into the waist of Penny’s skirt, taking a slow feel of her velvet buttocks. Penny pushed herself into him, playing along with the bad attempt at foreplay. Turning her head back to Johnny, she asked, “Can you be a good boy and put my purse in one of those chairs? I don’t want to forget it after we’re done.”
 
I might as well get a nice recording to burn these assholes later, just like I did with Jeff.

  



White pulled himself away from Penny, wandering to the couch to plunk himself down in the middle. “Get over here and put on a show for us first.” Penny closed in on the table, stopping to run both hands over her breasts. White snapped out, “I want the best view I can get. Do it on top of the table.” 



Penny obeyed, stepping up to raise herself for the enjoyment of the five men watching her with visceral interest. She began running both hands along her curves, turning her rear to White as he observed happily. Rubbing down from her shoulders to her waist, Penny began playfully undoing the buttons from her blouse, feeling its tightness decrease around her breasts as she worked her way back up. 



The full splendor of her cleavage sent a ripple through the room, each man ogling the perfect orbs that barely hid behind the flowered bra. Penny wasted no time in reach back to remove it, slowly weaving herself through the air. As the bra fluttered to the floor, she began caressing herself, pushing both tits together and bending over to display her features to White. 



Raising her shoulders back up, Penny could see the approving nods and tightening slacks that surrounded her. She took a detour from the usual strip order, pinching the fabric of her panties from beneath the miniskirt and slowly pulling them down to her thighs. They slid down with each slight movement of her legs and twist of her torso. 



Her true goods were still out of sight. Penny continued running the tips of her fingers along her body as she got down on her knees, playing with the hem of her barely-there skirt. She felt the gouges her heels had made into the tabletop, noticing the lack of concern from the distracted attorneys. 



White’s trousers began rising, slowly but surely. Penny pushed the waist of her skirt outward with her thumbs, sliding it down her thighs to reveal the shaved plains of passion at the bottom of her hips. The elder lawyer eyed his goal, completely enthralled as Penny bobbed from side to side, popped herself from front to back, and gyrated in orbit. “Ms. Penny, I’ll have you know that is the damn finest looking snatch I’ve ever laid eyes on.” 




And I’m sure it’s the first one you’ve seen since 1980 that’ not worn out.

 “Well, Mr. White, why are you just looking?” 



White harrumphed, raising himself to cup her breasts in his hands. Penny could feel his fingertips caressing the bumps of her areolas, attempting to gain a firm grip on a nipple before it could get away. She surged forward as he wrapped his arms around her, burying his face in the twin pleasures he had been watching so intently. 



Penny ran her hands through his gray hair.
 
At least it’s not a rug.

 She felt one hand press harder into her back, White’s other running its way to the bottom of her skirt. The whole hand was surveying her folds as she felt the warm slickness of a tongue pleasuring her breasts. 



Two fingers plunged inside her, eliciting an unexpected moan of pleasure. His thumb found its way up to her clit, circling clockwise as Penny felt her wetness begin to surge. The exploration was providing enough of a distraction for the other three attorneys to slink away. 



White continued the internal tickling, taking Penny’s breasts in his mouth with intense euphoria. His age was now a blessing, providing him with decades of experience in pleasuring a woman. Penny’s gasping prevented her from hearing the footsteps approaching from behind. 



The three younger lawyers announced their return as Penny saw the ball gag quickly move from above her head down to her face. She felt another pair of hands grab her wrists, holding them tight behind her back as White’s fondling became aggressive.
 
Jeff didn’t say a damn thing about being dominated tonight. I agreed to fuck these guys, not be their toy.

  



Penny struggled to break free, turning her head to see Lowery’s tall frame pushing the massive document cart into the lobby. Smith and Larson wrapped their arms around Penny, hoisting her up from the table. The squirming was doing her no good. Copperheaded Lowery produced two sets of steel handcuffs from the pocket of his blazer, clasping them to the cart’s handle. 



The frigid surface jolted Penny’s back like a bed of ice. Lowery took her wrists above her head, locking her into helpless position. Smith pulled her torso down, leaving her ass barely hanging off the front of the cart. Penny heard the hollow rip of duct tape as it began wrapping around her ankles near the wheels. Larson and White emerged from below, nodding to each other as they turned toward the corner Johnny was trying to disappear in. 



White opened up, “Johnny, my dear boy, get over here! Let’s find out if you’ve got what it takes to be a cutthroat lawyer.” 



Penny and Johnny met eyes from across the room, both sensing their mutual fear and arousal. He sauntered over, never breaking his gaze from the hands-off perfection bound to the cart he had spent most of the day pushing from office to office. “I don’t know if this is what we hired her for, sir.” 



The eldest partner braced his chest with one hand, heaving himself forward with laughter. Lowery, Smith, and Larson joined in around Penny, chuckling and jabbing one another like frat boys around a black-out drunk coed. White gathered his breath, resting his hands on Penny’s thigh. “Son, before you decide to head off to law school, you have to know what an attorney’s real job is.” 



Johnny threw his arms to the side, facing his palms upward as if he were balancing two glasses of water. “And what’s that?” 



White eyed his colleagues, then winked at Penny. “Custody hearings, lawsuits, and wills are fine if you plan on being a small fish. If you want to be successful, your job isn’t to represent your client.” 



Johnny’s confused, frightened look held. Penny fought against the restraints holding her down, clattering the cuffs’ chains against the wooden handle.
 
God damn I’m glad I’ve got my phone recording. These sick bastards are as evil as Jeff, if not worse.

  



The mustache above White’s lips lifted with his smile. “The key to being a good lawyer, Johnny, is to fuck people. Fuck them until they’re spent. If they try to resist like the little slut we’ve got sitting pretty on this cart over here, it makes your reward that much sweeter.” White paced in front of Penny, clasping his hands behind his back. “But there’s a moral code you do have to follow. I’m sure you know what the primary rule of it is.” 



“I do. Always look after your clients’ best interests.” 



Penny heard the exasperation in the four lawyers’ sighs. White slowly approached Johnny, placing his hand on the assistant’s back. “No, no. That’s the dumbest fucking thing I’ve heard today.” Master and apprentice approached Penny, looming over her. The veil of her miniskirt lifted and she felt the sliding his middle digit into her warmth. Continuing his lecture through the fingering, White carried on, “You always look out for yourself first.” 



Johnny squirmed under the moral pressure. “You’re telling me that you really don’t care what happens in court.” 



“Oh no, I do care. So long as I get paid, they could set the serial killers free and I’d still sleep at night. What I don’t get paid for is taking a stand for piss ants and their little problems. Take the moron who hired us to block the zoning for that shopping center, for instance.” 



“You’re throwing the case?” 



The finger inside Penny curled up, stretching her opening beyond comfort. “Not quite. The bastard just can’t pay as much as our highest bidder.” 



She looked at Johnny with blurring vision, seeing his face aghast with fear and disgust. “The developers bribed you, didn’t they?” 



“Bribe is such a negative word, don’t you think?” White paused to unzip his trousers with his free hand. Penny tensed herself against the bonds in a final effort. “Every time you cash a paycheck, you’re reaffirming your allegiance to the person who wrote that check. When someone with a bigger account comes along, you jump ship.” 



“That’s malpractice, and you know it, Mr. White.” Penny’s eyes began drifting to the back of her head as Johnny stared daggers into his boss.
 
Both of you shut up and fuck me so I can get off this fucking cart!

  



“And what’s your point? I’m in the game for the money.” White’s granite-hard erection revealed itself through the zipper as he turned to Penny. He leaned over to squeeze her breast, using the grip to pull the cart closer to his waist. “And sometimes the big clients send nice gifts our way.” 



Penny felt White’s finger withdraw, making way for the sudden thrust of his cock. She struggled to scream against the gag, only getting out a faint whimper. With each collision of their thighs, White became harder as Penny’s ecstasy released itself through an increase in her wetness. 



The firm grip of the ball gag’s leather straps released as Smith’s dick fell onto the cart beside Penny’s face. She craned her neck in an effort to reach it, eager to please so long as it meant being released from the unbearable position sooner. Lowery and Larson placed their members in Penny’s hands. Gripping the two poles firmly, she wrapped her lips around Smith’s head as White began to piston her with jarring force. 



The vibration of Penny’s vocal cords jarred Smith to the core each time she attempted to scream. Through the pain in her back, wrists, and hips, the overwhelming dopamine storm of a climax built into a thunderhead. The torrential wetness of her pussy met the first grunts from White as he tilted his head back, rooting himself deep within her. The grip on her thighs tightened as White released himself inside her swelling pussy.  



He quickly withdrew after finishing, letting her face the cruelty of an orgasm denied. The law partners switched places, Lowery assuming his senior’s position at the junction of her bound legs. White nudged Smith aside, placing his own spent cock on her lips. Penny licked, tasting the mixture of her juices with his, enjoying the feeling more than she expected. 



Penny cringed at the new sensation bumping against her ring, seeing Lowery spit in his hand, rubbing it on his dick. The friction of his raw entry sent her into a whimpering fit. White shuddered under the overstimulation, unable to take the shrill hum against his satisfied member. He backed out, allowing Smith to fill the wailing mouth that threatened to pierce every eardrum in the room. 



Penny jerked her head away from Smith, attempting to writhe her way out of bondage. Pleasure and pain melted together as she tried in vain to expel Lowery’s intrusion. Smith gripped her hair by the root, forcing her mouth back onto him. The helpless, humiliated sense of total ravishment edged over Penny as she struggled against the dual tortures of dry anal sex and orgasm denial. 



Her struggle only drove Lowery on, driving himself balls deep as he began teasing her clit with sharp flicks like it was crumb on his sleeve. Penny’s heart rate quickened with adrenaline as the overpriming of her sexuality tested her endurance. She began to gasp for air around Smith’s unforgiving cock, desperate for the oxygen her body desperately needed to keep functioning at the most vital level. Lowery responded with increased speed, damning mercy to ensure his own pleasure. 



The surge of lubrication eased Penny’s suffering as Lowery dropped his head, groaning with every increase. He pulled out, letting his seed drip from Penny as he and White backed off. Penny felt Larson massaging her breasts, as Smith rounded the cart. He slapped her mound with flesh-rippling force, amping up the incredible pain, putting her on the verge of insanity and medical distress. 



Smith abandoned her erect, blushing nipples to reach into his slacks for a pocketknife. Quickly opening it, he freed Penny’s legs from the cart. Larson continued the torturous stimulation as his partner held Penny’s wrists with one hand and unlocked the cuffs with the other. 



Penny attempted to break free of his grip, if only to push herself into the deliverance of climax. Smith held firm, locking her arms behind her back. Penny felt herself being forced from the cart as she noticed Larson already waiting on his back in the floor, nude from the shirttail down.  



Smith lowered Penny onto him, her throbbing slit eagerly taking him as she attempted to grind out an orgasm. A hand forced her face into Larson’s chest as Smith prepared to mount from behind. Penny felt herself getting close to the promised land, wailing lustily as tears began to form at the corners of her eyes. 



The brutal abrasion of Smith entering her ass barely fazed Penny. Larson forced her hips to stop moving, letting Smith take full advantage of his leverage to belt out another dose of harsh ecstasy. The pattern was held until the mascara left bold streaks down Penny’s cheeks and her face became flush from the lack of oxygen.
 
Fuck me harder. Please! I can’t handle it any longer…

  



Her pussy lips began to quiver as Penny drifted in and out of consciousness. Each thrust roused her awareness momentarily as coherent thought became too much of an effort. Johnny watched in horror as she began convulsing with an orgasm that she had no awareness of.  



The finale arrived as Penny shook on top of Larson’s chest, sending both men into near hysterics as they simultaneously came inside her. Knocked clear out and ragdoll limp, Penny was shoved aside like garbage as the two partners rose to clean themselves up before returning home. Whether Penny was alive or deceased couldn’t be determined until he bent over to frantically search for a pulse. 



 



Penny awoke the next morning, feeling the unfamiliar chest and sheets that surrounded her. The tiny bedroom had the standard beer and swimsuit model posters of a male college student plastered over the walls. Past being released from the document cart, the events of her last job eluded her memory. 



“You’re finally up. I thought you were dead for a few seconds last night.” 



Penny struggled through the fresh awakening, barely making out Johnny’s concerned face. She realized that she was clutching him like her life depended on it, and that it very well might have been at his mercy. “What happened?” 



“After Mr. Larson and Mr. Smith were done with you, everyone left me to clean up the mess. That included getting rid of you.” 



She felt the urge to vomit. Gathering herself, Penny fought back the impulse, if only for the sake of returning his hospitality. A bit of heavy breathing had her within enough control to speak. “You mean they didn’t care if I died up there?” 



Johnny tried to hold himself steady, but she could feel the trembling of his fist as he spoke. “Those bastards. I looked up to them. Wanted to be like them.” Penny saw the steel in his eyes, never wavering from some invisible point above. “And this is what they really are.” 




You’re a good kid. I shouldn’t even bother asking if you took advantage of me while I was passed out.

 Penny fought through the ache in her limbs to caress his neck. “Johnny, listen to me. The world is full of people like them, and there’s not much you can do about it. Believe me, I work for one myself.” 



His furious stare never broke as he brought a hand up to his collar to caress her silken forearm. “I know, but I can’t live with that fact. Not after what I saw and heard last night.” 



“You have to.” 



“They were perfectly fine with you just dying in that office, like you were nothing. Even if you don’t know someone, just letting that happen makes you the worst kind of scum.” He broke the angry trance to look over at Penny. She snuggled in closer, thankful that someone had the decency to take care of her after coming face to face with her own mortality. 



Penny leaned her neck in for a quick peck on his lips. “I guess I should thank you for giving a damn.” 



His face blushed a fiery red, as much from flattery as from anger. “Don’t worry about it. I’m just sorry I didn’t try to stop them before it went that far.” 



“And how would you have done that? They would have tossed you out of there, and I’d have really been up shit creek. You did everything right.” 



“But I let it happen.” 




Stubborn twit.

 “It’s over and I’m alive. Don’t worry about it.” 



Johnny huffed the air from his lungs, driving himself mad with the previous night’s memories and their implications. “I want to bring them down somehow. They deserve worse, but I’d settle for exposing them for what they really are.” 



Penny leaned further into him, resting a hand on his bare chest. “Did you grab my purse?” 



“Yeah, it’s next to the bed. Why?” 



“Give me the phone in there. You’ll like my souvenir from last night.” Johnny leaned over the side of the bed, rifling through cosmetics to find his goal. He pulled out the glass and plastic box, handing it to Penny. She flicked through menus to the recording that ended after two hours when the drive space ran out, forcing the app to cease recording. 



Tapping her finger at what seemed like a promising time in the audio, Penny started the playback. White’s familiar voice cracked out over the tiny speaker, “…for piss ants and their little problems. Take the moron who hired us to block the zoning for that shopping center, for instance.” 



Johnny’s eyes lit up. “You’re a fucking genius. You know that?” 



“No. I’m just digging my tunnel out of this life. I don’t want to be blackmailed into being a whore forever.” 



“Either way, that’s enough to stir things up.” 



Penny smiled, struggling to force back a wince of pain. “And I’ve done the same thing to Jeff Strunk. He’s not getting away with what he’s done to me.” 




Johnny broke her embrace, leaning in close. “So let’s talk. What can I do to help you put the nails in these bastards’ coffins?” 





UNEXPECTED THREESOME




Penny figured that her white collar pimp Jeff Strunk knew what had happened to her on Tuesday night. The lack of work requests that lasted until Friday afternoon told her that much. The short break only meant that he knew what had occurred.
 
I almost fucking died…

 
and

 
the bastard doesn’t even call to check up on me.

  



Her brief reprieve ended with a knock on the door of Penny’s apartment. Spying through the peephole, Penny saw Jeff’s canine grin warped into the face of psychopathy by the distortion of the glass.
 
If he’s the client for the night, I can deal with it. Jeff’s a decent fuck.

  



Penny opened the door in wide acceptance, implying permission for him to enter. Jeff took the cue, walking right past her without exchanging the most basic greeting. 



She slammed the door and crossed her arms, staring daggers at the man claiming her loveseat as his own. “What’s so damn important that you came all the way out here, Jeff?”  



Strunk loosened his tie, then draped his arm over the back of the seat. “I’ve got another job lined up for tonight, and you’ll shit when you hear who it’s with.” 



Penny’s thoughts turned to her habit of taping the audio of her fun with powerful clients.
 
The higher and mightier, the better.

 “So who is it?” 



“It’s actually two clients. I’m client number one, and the mayor will be joining me.” Jeff scratched his neck with casual disregard. “And how are you feeling? I heard those boys at the law firm put you through the wringer.” 



“They nearly killed me is more like it. Their assistant thought I might have been dead after I passed out.”
 
And I doubt you really give a damn.

  



He exhaled in amusement, hardly trying to conceal his enjoyment of Penny’s report. “I know, I know. They had you so worked up your heart almost gave out. Denying an orgasm through enough fucking can do strange things to a woman.” 



Penny resisted the urge to draw a hand back and ram it into his cheek. “I’d appreciate it if you told me exactly what the client wants in the future.” 



“But that’s exactly what they wanted. Attorneys aren’t big on asking for consent before taking people for all they’re worth. I’m sure you would have refused if you knew ahead of time, or if you could have talked at all.” 



The topic became stale in Penny’s mind as she plopped down beside Jeff, slipping her hand between the buttons of his dress shirt. “So when do we leave?” 



Jeff leaned forward, cupping his hands in front of his knees. “He’s meeting us here at your place. Anonymity and all that.” 



Penny’s eyes drifted around the combined living and dining area of her small apartment.
 
It’s clean enough, and if not, too fucking bad.

 “I don’t mind if it means I don’t have to drive and hunt down an address. You’re both leaving as soon as you’re through.” 



“I was hoping to stick around for a while to discuss the terms of our contract, but we’ve got a few minutes before Mayor Brady shows up.” Penny saw him look at her through the corner of his eye, surveying the nervous posture she realized had come over her. 



She straightened up, hoping despite prior evidence that the new terms would be in her favor. “So what’s changing?” 



“Nothing, but start changing into pajamas or something while we talk. Some fantasy about college girl sleepovers is Pete Brady’s thing. I just want to make sure we’re both on the same page here.” 



Penny got up to head for the bedroom, Strunk following close behind. The full-size bed was in its customary state of complete disaster as Penny shoved him into the mattress. “Stay there while I find something. You’re not getting anything extra from me tonight after what I had to put up with on Tuesday.” 



Jeff relaxed completely, letting himself lie flat on his back as he watched Penny sift through sweatpants and sorority sweaters in the dresser’s top drawer. “So exactly how bad was it for you?” Penny let her jeans drop to the floor around her legs. “I mean, did you actually think they might kill you?” 



Penny grinned as she found the baby blue fleece of her favorite pair of tiny gym shorts. Hiking them up her thighs around grey panties, she replied, “I didn’t really know. I remember Smith and Larson having their way with me on the floor of the lobby, and then it’s a blank.”
 
There’s nothing on the tape after they finished but Johnny trying to wake me up.

  



“Your personal safety is what I want to discuss, actually. I can’t let anything happen to you while you’re servicing these clients. There’s an old saying about powerful men always being brought down because someone found them with either a dead girl or a live boy.” 



Penny slipped an old sorority sweater over her white tank top, looking Jeff straight in the eyes as she moved to stand before him. “You’re concern for my well-being is touching, Jeff! Who knew you cared so much about the careers of your friends to worry about whether I make it home alive?” She grabbed a pillow from below the headboard and tossed it in his face. “And fuck you, by the way.” 



She crossed the hallway to enter the white pale of the bathroom, teasing her hair and applying a fast coat of pink lip gloss to create a visual throwback to her coed days from just a year ago. Penny could hear Jeff making his way back to the living room, which gave her the opportunity to get her phone from her nightstand and set it to recording again.
 
I should invest in some way of getting video. I’m sure a sex tape with the mayor would be plenty to get these guys under my heel.

  



Penny crossed back into the living room and placed her phone on the coffee table, microphone side up. Strunk had resumed his station on the loveseat and paid no attention to the makeshift recording device that she had already used to record their first throwdown, no even two weeks prior. So far, only the initial incident with Jeff and the law firm were useful to Penny in reversing the blackmail situation. She was hoping that tonight might provide her with enough evidence to provide a damning pool of evidence to use in her planned threat. 



Jeff opened up, “We’ve got some powerful people coming into town over the next month, and they’re looking to invest in some property. I need you to show them our hospitality.” 



“And how is this different from what I’ve done so far?” 



Jeff reached into his rear pocket, producing the slick leather of his wallet. He pulled out a folded sheet of paper, handing it to Penny. “These are the date’s you’ll be servicing them. If you look, you’ll see an appointment that lasts a few days.” 




Days? What the hell for?

 “Is it travel, or just a guy with plenty of endurance?” 



“You’ll be out of town, but not far. One of our visiting dignitaries is looking for an escort for more than just sex.” Jeff began rifling through paper bills, pulling out eight hundreds and handing them to Penny. 



She stared at the money, asking, “And this is for what?” 



His demeanor shifted to worry. “There’s a white-tie gala going on at the state capitol. I assume you don’t have a ball gown or a hairdresser worth a damn on retainer. This is to cover the expenses.” 




God I hate formal parties. I’m already bored to tears just thinking about it.

 “Can I ask what the dinner’s for?” 



“I don’t know, but there’s a piece of old money in this town who’s good friends with your client. They’ll both be attending, and our guy wants a piece of arm candy to rival Sandbeck’s wife.”
 
That name! Sandbeck is the guy Nora told me to get in touch with.

  



Penny struggled to hide her deep interest, knowing that Strunk might have begun tying his own noose. “I’ve never heard of Sandbeck. What do you know about him, Jeff?” 



“His family made a fortune way back in the railroad days, and he decided to settle down out here in the middle of nowhere.” Jeff leaned back, feeling chatty and ready to spill dirt on a potential threat.  “I’ve heard a few rumors that his wife might actually be his sister and they’re just pretending that it’s a marriage to protect the money. I don’t know what the real story is, but you should look for a family resemblance when you meet them at the ball. I’d like to know about that myself.” 



The door pounded to life as Penny feigned disinterest by adjusting the socks that rose just below her ankles. Jeff leapt up, swinging open the door to allow the mayor inside.  Penny did not recognize the man despite his position. Local politics had never really interested her until she learned that her new job was to pleasure every mover and shaker in town. 



Jeff ushered his friend to the couch, trying his best to suck up enough favor to get one into Elysium. “So Pete, how’s that reelection campaign coming along? I’m sure that donation I made might get some signs in plenty of front yards.” 



The stocky mayor paid him no mind as he approached Penny. She saw the desire in his eyes, knowing that Jeff’s instructions about her appearance were spot-on. “And who might you be, young lady?” 



Penny got up from her seat, extending a hand in greeting. “Penny Mason, sir. I would say I work in the service sector, but really I’m just Jeff’s newest toy.” Strunk’s face dropped in the background as Penny’s grin crept up to the surface. 



He ignored the offer for a hand shake, gripping Penny’s shoulders. “You already know who I am, so I’ll get right down to it.” Mayor Brady’s broad jaw and crew cut framed the concern. “I can’t let anything about tonight leave this room. One word gets said, and I’ve got a failed reelection and an expensive divorce on my hands. I’m sure you understand where I’m coming from.” 




If he only knew.

 “I understand, Mayor Brady. I’ve already forgotten who you are.”
 
But I’ll make sure your wife and the paper get a copy of tonight’s recording when the time comes.

  



Pete Brady smiled with reassurance as he shifted his hands down to Penny’s waists. “Understanding and still in school. I think we’ll get along just fine.” The authoritative palms stroked her curves through the sweater as Jeff moved closer. 



The banker interrupted, lifting Penny’s fleece to reveal the bra containing her feloniously beautiful breasts. “These are what I’ve been talking about, Pete.”
 
Damn it Jeff, are you always this much of a pig?

  



Mayor Brady stepped back, admiring the lace and flesh alchemy that was setting his hormones to a boil. Reaching both hands in for a tender grip, he replied, “You came through this time, Jeff. This girl’s a real looker.” 



Tired of being inspected for grade and quality again, Penny finished the sweater’s removal with a hard toss across the living room. She followed suit with the shorts and ankle socks. “Why don’t you two sit down? There’s no rush, and I’ve got plenty of fun in store for both of you.” With a mild shove from her willowy fingers, both men hit the cushion. Penny draped herself across the laps of both men, facing up to stare the mayor in his desirous eyes. 



Penny felt the strokes along her thighs and breasts, slowly working her own desires into motion. All four hands progressed under the remaining fabric covering her body, eagerly seeking the pink splendor of her areolas and warm folds. Jeff took the time to remove her socks and she mayor reached behind her back to unclasp the bra. She felt the panties sliding down her legs in the final act of her undressing. 



Mayor Brady admired the nubile body in his lap, exploring her elegant features with care and awe. Penny felt Jeff’s fingers enter without warning, feeling shocked at her level of readiness. Her breathing increased its pace, heaving her breasts upward toward the hungry eyes above. 



A quick swat to the ass was enough signal for Penny to rise to her feet between the two men. She shuddered in delight as the light touch of lips trailed down her back. “God, keep doing that,” she begged, leaning forward  as Jeff worked her erogenous zone. The mayor joined in with teasing nibbles and licks to her breasts, bringing her pleasure and desire to almost cruel levels.



The sheer enjoyment on her part was unexpected, almost as if it were a fantasy that hid in plain sight.  Two tongues hitting the right buttons as four hands worked their way up her thighs to the Promised Land above. Her only task was to enjoy the ecstasy, feeling the surge of wetness that threated to overflow. They grabbed at her, rubbing and caressing, their mouths sucking on her flesh as though they couldn't get enough in this life or the next.



Jeff pulled her back down to the cushions as both men rose to clear the way. The two men descended between the inviting thighs. Mayor Brady occupied himself with a teasing course that wound its way to her ready pussy.



Jeff quickly removed his trousers and boxers, violently shoving his ironwood-hard cock in her open mouth. Penny clasped a hand around the pulsating shaft, trying to keep his eager thrusts toward the back of her throat in check. The mayor’s tongue moved in random flicks around her clit, forcing ecstatic groans out of Penny. The vibration only encouraged Jeff as he gripped her hair, plunging his way to her oral limit.



Penny fought the urge to gag on Jeff’s length as Mayor Brady continued as the perfect gentleman, rolling her clit between his lips, pulling it deep into his mouth. The desire for penetration became unbearable as Penny gained the wherewithal to relax her throat. She arched her back as two fingers entered her channel, working their way deeper through the excessive lubrication that Penny’s most basic urge was producing.



Jeff withdrew himself from her mouth, placing a firm grip on her neck. He leaned in to kiss her as she opened her lips in a struggle to breathe against the constriction.  His tongue entered against the suction, fiddling with her own as Penny opened her eyes to see the demented look of pleasure on Jeff’s face. The mayor twisted his fingers and pressed his own tongue against her pearl.



The selfless pleasure from below merged with Jeff’s sadism as Penny’s climax surged through her in tectonic fits. The hand around her neck clamped harder as she moaned into Jeff’s mouth. She felt the wrenching of her left nipple as her body overloaded with the mix of sensations, adding yet another layer to the panoply of excitement.



As Penny reached her breaking point and shifted involuntarily to escape the wagging tongue below, Jeff withdrew from her mouth and broke the chokehold. The rush of oxygen filled her lungs like manna from Heaven. The exhalation carried through in a violent scream as the shock of one finger penetrating her ring sent Penny into hysterics.



Brady mercifully ceased the pleasuring of her clit as Penny clenched every muscle in her body, locking herself against Jeff’s efforts to hold her in place. She slid from the loveseat, finding herself panting and gasping in the floor as the living room came back into focus. Both the mayor and Jeff were busy removing what clothing remained on their bodies.



Penny rose and tried to steady herself against the arm of the seat. Jeff took advantage of her temporary weakness by shoving her face first into the cushions and readying himself from behind. The mayor took position at her front. Penny gripped the throbbing shaft that bobbed in her face, taking the head in her lips.



Jeff’s own dick pressed against her opening, sliding up and down between her dripping folds. She licked around Mayor Brady's dick, allowing him deeper into her mouth. Her pleasured noises sent vibrations through his flesh as he eased himself into her.



Jeff plunged inside Penny from behind as she took on the form of a woman cooking on a spit, lightly supported on both ends by the willing, blood-swollen shafts. Two weeks of service to the banker and his powerful friends had not yet worn the tread from her tires, leaving enough tightness that his girth caused slight pain that made her whimper into Mayor Brady's cock. Jeff's dick continued to fall into her against the tightness and friction, finally planting himself against her inner limit.



The dual thrusting was leaving Penny with a combined feeling of ultimate discomfort and pleasure. Then Jeff began moving himself in and out of her, grinding against her interior walls. Her pussy was easing up on the tension and the wetness from within her core seeped out, providing the lubrication he needed to begin pounding away against her rump.



Penny moaned as the boiling ecstasy within her increased with each thrust from Jeff, pushing her mouth harder against Mayor Brady. The three of them moved as a single unit, Penny the ultimate source of pleasure in the middle of their poles, taking it from either end.



Her channel constricted around Jeff as she curled her back. Both men worked her inner surfaces, colliding with her soft, burning hot flesh. Her body began to spasm as another coming orgasm threatened to send her into low orbit. The mayoral cock in her mouth surged with ever-increasing hardness at each muffled scream. As the crest thundered over her, Jeff pulled out and began spanking the outer surface of her pussy. The total of the stimulation was too much, forcing her to eject Brady from her mouth, writhing in complete bliss.



Before the orgasm had completely worked itself out of her system, Penny sensed that the two men had traded positions. Jeff lifted her face and jammed himself past her lips without the courtesy of a warning. The mayor was more hesitant and polite, easing himself past her pink gate with a deep sigh. Penny continued riding the current of the stimulation, feeling her third orgasm approaching already.



Jeff’s abuse of her mouth began producing its ultimate result as the first taste of precum hit Penny’s tongue. The dick buried in her from behind began working itself around her interior, prodding out a mind-melting sensation with each contact. Strunk forced himself to the back of her throat as his breathing became heavier.



The mayor broke the spell of labored panting without words, groaning, “I’m close! Son of a bitch, I’m close.” This sent Penny and Jeff over the edge. She felt the warmth spurting from the cock that was hitting her uvula like a punching bag. Most of the semen worked its way down her throat as she came, screaming her orgasm into Jeff’s.



Mayor Brady exploded inside her with a hearty grunt and moan. The shared focus of pleasure centered on Penny’s orgasm. Her knees threatened to buckle beneath her as the reality of three simultaneous climaxes within the same body manifested itself in bone-melting surges of pleasure. She cried into Jeff’s shrinking dick, savoring the salty, sweet semen as what of it remained in her mouth worked its way to her taste buds.



Both organs pulled out of Penny as she collapsed face-first into the loveseat. Catching her breath and regaining her senses, she watched the mayor and her pimp give each other a congratulatory high-five.



Jeff solicited the mayor for a performance review. “So, was she everything I promised or not?”



Brady looked admiringly at the spent beauty leaking his seed. “If I could afford to keep her for myself, I would.”



Penny rolled over onto her back, forcing the last of Jeff’s cum down her throat with a hard swallow.
 
Sorry Mayor Brady. Jeff’s got me up for rent, not for sale.

 She reached a hand down to the floor, searching among the discarded clothing for her own. Grabbing the fleece sweater, she propped up and pulled it down over her head and breasts.



 



Mayor Brady had already left after cleaning himself up. Penny and Jeff remained in the living room.



Penny broke the awkward silence. “So, what’s my sale price?”



“What do you mean?”



“How much would it cost for someone to buy me from you?”



Ever the banker, Jeff roamed his eyes to the ceiling as the calculation ran in his head. “Three clients a week paying me twelve-hundred comes out to just above fourteen grand a month. Count in long-term potential against the quick payoff, and I’d let you go for a hundred thousand dollars.”




I’m worth that damn much to him? I don’t know if I should feel proud or insulted.

 “You’re not factoring in wear and tear, Jeff. Nobody wants to buy a burnt out whore.”



“When you get to the point that they’re all tired of fucking you, I’ll gladly let you go. Free and clear of any debt or obligation to me.”




How nice of the prick. Use me up and then toss me aside.

 “Good. That means I won’t be sucking dick forever.”



“Five years is about how long you’ll last. Once you get close to thirty, it’s hard to pull off that young, fertile look you’ve got going for you right now. Most of your clients specifically want that.”



Penny resisted the urge to walk into the kitchen, pull a knife from the block on the counter, and plant it between his shoulder blades. “So my only hope is becoming a trophy wife or some rich fuck’s kept woman. That’s not encouraging, Jeff.”



Strunk rose up to leave, not wanting to carry on. Turning back to her he said, “I don’t expect you to like it, but you get paid well enough. I’ve got a place better than this shithole apartment in the works for you. If you can find a cash buyer before I drop the money in the next sixty days, I’ll cut your price down to eighty grand.”




Shit, I’m a steal at that price.

 Penny smiled to herself as he left. She returned to the coffee table, turning the phone over and ending the recording. Under her breath she muttered, “And I’m sure I can cause more than eighty grand worth of trouble with a few more of these.”
 
What I need is video.

  




SUBMISSIVE PARTY FAVOR




Penny awoke to feel her wrists bound behind her back with nylon rope and the hardwood floor against her chest. The blindfold disguised her surroundings, but she could make out two familiar voices: Her white-collar pimp Jeff Strunk and Mayor Pete Brady. The draft of air on what of her body wasn’t touching the floor informed Penny that she was completely nude.



The last memory she could recall is arriving for the job at the local country club Strunk had been vague about earlier in the day. Jeff’s warning of, “Show up on time and be ready to put on a show. Otherwise, it’s your ass,” flashed through Penny’s mind as she tried to squirm out of the restraint.



Her movement had drawn the attention of the two men. The sound of loafers on oak pattered closer until Penny felt a sole press against her back. Jeff’s voice muttered out, “That won’t help. Do as you’re told, or we’re no longer working together.”



The threat was enough to halt her small attempt at resistance. Penny knew better than to defy Jeff while false charges of embezzlement hung over her head. The threatened Sword of Damocles that had turned her from bank teller to unwilling whore had always been enough to keep the business arrangement in place.



The footsteps resumed, fading a small amount with each passing step and stopping where they had initially began. “So Pete, do you think we’ll get that damn building restriction lifted by the end of next month?”



The mayor’s husky voice bellowed out, “If your lady friend can show all of the players involved as good a time as she showed us a few days ago, I don’t see why the fuck not!” Penny had come to terms with the fact that her immediate future would have plenty of dicks in store, but Pete Brady seemed to have a way that made the idea freshly revolting. “These men are like us. They want to make a deal, add to their bank accounts, and chase a little strange every now and then.”




And Mom wondered why I didn’t bother to vote last year.

 “I’m sure she’ll do her job. We’re working for gain, but she’s working to keep from losing what she has. Getting people in that trap is the key to lending money.” 



“You’re a harsh businessman,” Brady said as Penny tried to be subtle about working her wrist restraints. Her priority was more about making sure her extended middle fingers could be seen than breaking free.



“Harsh is what our friend here will be seeing tonight. It’s what our guests have been looking forward to.”




Strunk and Brady’s hands sat Penny down on what felt like a table covered in a high thread-count cloth. Jeff’s relatively soft hands pulled her ankles up and lashed them together with the same type of nylon rope restricting her wrists. Jeff forced Penny’s feet against her ass, then tied another length between the ankle and wrist restraints. The total immobility settled on Penny like a blanket of lead.



Penny’s vision returned as the blindfold was removed. One side of the country club banquet hall spread out before her. The lack of windows and dim lighting cast the room in an ominous atmosphere.



The muffled voices of several men were drawing closer as Strunk and Brady strolled off toward them. Penny cringed at the idea of being nothing more than a centerpiece for the people she had grown to hate most, but the moisture and heat between her legs began to rise at the idea of being used so completely.



As the new arrivals entered into Penny’s vision, she failed to identify any of the men with certainty behind the Venetian carnival masks. The eight new walking suits split apart, taking seats on either side of Penny. The chatter and catcalls merged into one horrid symphony backed by the scooting of expensive chairs.



The harsh tone of a silver spreader knife knocking against crystal pierced the room in quick succession. Penny tried to bend her neck to the left to see the commotion, but her view was blocked by one of the guests.



Jeff’s voice echoed through large hall, “Gentlemen, friends, and business partners! Are we all in a good mood tonight?”



One of the voices shouted, “We are now!” The statement was backed by a low rumble of harrumphs and grunts from the crowd.



A voice Penny recognized as White, the senior attorney from the job before last, gave his personal recommendation. “I can tell you from experience, gentlemen, our first course is enjoyed best with friends.”



Jeff resumed control, saying, “We’re here to discuss business tonight, but first we’re having a little fun.”



Penny struggled to keep, “
 
Go fuck yourself,”

 sealed between her lips as the excitement in the room became palpable. 



“As you all know, we’ve got building restrictions that are keeping us all from making a killing on some real estate developments. It’s going to take every entrepreneur and policy-maker in this room, and then some folks we have to win over, to make this deal a reality.”



“Here, here!”



Penny could tell Jeff was beaming without even looking at him. “And all of the pieces are in place. By the end of the month, we should all be guaranteed a fortune.”



Mayor Brady’s voice cut in, “As soon as we’ve convinced the Sandbeck family over to our side, those piss ants from the historical society and the environmental hippies won’t be able to stop us.”
 
Sandbeck again.

  



“Calm down Pete, we all know this boost to your campaign funds for next year has your dick hard as a rock.” Polite laughter leaked out of the guests at Jeff’s wisecrack.
 
And it’s a fucking shame I’ve only got evidence to send some of you up the river.

  



Jeff’s voice boomed out to keep dominance over the meeting. “So we’re all here, and we all know why. Who wants to open this meeting with a bit of excitement?”



The crowd once again agreed with a chorus of desire. The soft patter of Jeff’s footsteps circled around the banquet table. The warmth that had remained between her thighs began to spread in anticipation, finally overpowering the relative cold of the room.



Strunk appeared into her view and stood before Penny. The bulge in his slacks announced itself one foot in front of Penny’s face. She could feel the attention of the eight guests and two hosts centering on herself.



Strunk crouched down to eye level and cradled her cheek with unexpected gentleness. “Enjoying yourself yet, Ms. Mason?”



Hatred welled up in Penny. She failed to stifle, “Eat a dick and die.”



Jeff pulled her head back by the hair and adopted a sadistic grin. “Boys, I think our party favor is ready!”



An unknown voice piped up as Penny heard a chair scoot back against the herringboned wood. “Then I’ll be the first to dive in.”



Penny felt the trickle of chilled wine dribbling down the sides of her back and heard a zipper slide open. Strunk pulled his own member out. Penny could feel a strange pair of hands running themselves along her inner thighs, sending a tingle coursing through her body.



A large hand wrapped itself around Penny’s left ankle. The sudden pierce of a diamond-hard cock forced itself into her pussy without ceremony. Penny gritted her teeth, fighting against her pussy’s demand of a deep moan.



The second thrust overwhelmed her ability to hold back. Penny gasped as Jeff’s dick entered her mouth with the opportunity of a waiting hole. The third thrust caused her to scream into the hard shaft as Strunk jerked on a pulse of hair.



Both rods plunged themselves to the limits of her anatomy as a neighboring guest to the right crashed his hand into her ass with a loud
 
pop

 . The hand followed through on the motion with a lingering squeeze that only intensified the sting. 



Penny held back tears as a riding crop replaced the hand, whipping her relentlessly on the buttocks. The rear cock slammed into her cervix as Jeff’s crashed against the back of her throat, thoroughly skewering her body from each end. Each twitch of her body’s reaction to the fine mixture of pain and pleasure seemed to urge both men on. The sensations were ramping up her response in a cascade.



The first tear streaked down her cheek as Jeff pulled his cock out of Penny’s mouth. Finally able to gasp and scream without obstruction, Penny’s throat vibrated with the involuntary sounds each thrust pushed out of her.



The guest to the left jerked her head back by the hair. Penny let out a bellowing moan, feeling the solution of tears and mascara streaming down her cheeks. The riding crop increased its frequency without giving up force.



Jeff’s voice echoed against the walls, “It’s a fine day to be balls-deep in a whore, right gentlemen?”



The dick from behind began thrusting faster as the crop traded speed for power. Jeff crouched down to face level with Penny, distorted by the sociopath’s grin.



Jeff leaned into her ear and whispered “Street trash. That’s all you are.”



Penny’s fingers clenched between her toes with a final, hard slap of the crop. The cock ejected itself from her pussy. Penny tried to spit in Strunk’s face, but she could only manage to dribble from exhaustion and pain.



Jeff noticed the attempted defiance and pushed her head back by the throat. Penny feels the index fingers of two hands from behind playing with the fresh void her opening.



Strunk raised his voice. “Tell everyone here what you are.”



Penny tried to sob, but her effort was cut off by a scream as another guest twisted her right nipple.



“Tell them!”



“A whore!” Penny’s voice cracked with the emotional agony her body couldn’t express in its bound state.



“Whose whore?”



“Yours!”



Jeff squeezed both of Penny’s makeup smeared cheeks together as he demanded, “Now all together.” Penny couldn’t hold back sobs of utter defeat and ownership. “Who do you belong to and what are you?”



Strunk’s grip released just enough for Penny to speak. “I’m Jeff Strunk’s whore, sir!”



Penny could see through the blur of tears that Jeff’s smile had changed to one of satisfaction. She realized that her purpose for being present that night wasn’t to reward Strunk’s friends. It was to demean and totally break her.



Penny noticed that at least six pairs of hands were taking full liberties with her body.  The whir of a massage wand barely announced itself over the chatter of compliments about her figure and excited laughter.



The wand tapped Penny’s clit several times in a teasing rhythm. Penny whimpered with each contact. Jeff planted his hands on the table just to each side of Penny’s face, the crash carrying enough volume to make her ears ring.



“Pete, that’s enough toying with her. She’s here to be used and tossed aside after we’re done.”



The wand drove itself hard into her pearl at the highest setting. Penny screamed from the primal areas of her brain, arching her back and neck on her own this time.



Jeff’s hand clasped around Penny’s neck once again, as he shouted, “Open your eyes!” Penny struggled to comply through the cruelly mounting climax. Strunk’s face was blank, giving Penny no indication whether his next request was for mercy or amusement, but Penny knew the man well enough to know the purpose. “I’ll give you a request. Say it.”



Penny barely managed to belt out, “Jeff, can I cum?”



Strunk frowned and slapped Penny’s right cheek with his free hand, “No.”



The crop whipped harder into the border of Penny’s ass and back as the first wave of her body’s attempt at the denied climax hit. She felt her legs begin to shudder as she tightened the grip between toes. Her screams lowered in pitch and drug themselves out as the harsh metal buzzed against her clit without any sign of letting up.



The mental fuzz barely allowed Penny to overhear Jeff exclaiming “You men have a choice: Each of you can make this whore cum, or you can cum yourself. We have business to discuss.”



Penny caught herself starting to feel thankful to Jeff for the gesture in the fragments of thought she was capable of with the building climax.



“But this one’s a freebie, Pete.”



The wand pressed even harder into Penny’s bean as she feels her throat becoming raw from the screaming. She blacks out for a fragment of a second, reawakening to a hell of overstimulated nerves between her legs.



The wand suddenly lifted, turning the inferno into a twenty car pile-up of bliss and release. The restraints dug into Penny’s skin as her body attempted to contract every muscle. Unable to control herself, she thrusted her face into the piled up tablecloth and screamed through her locked jaw. 



Penny’s consciousness faded through the passing waves of orgasm, finally giving in with the final pulse.



Penny awoke to a slap in the face. Although the restraints were gone, she couldn’t force her body out of the fetal position. Through the fog in her eyes, she could tell that the dinner party was still gathered around her like starving wolves.



Strunk’s voice piped up. “You see that mascara running down her cheeks? I want to see it clear past her tits by the end of this.”



Penny felt Jeff’s finger tracing a line from her ass to her neck. The index finger crept across her right shoulder, neck, and face. It finally hooked her cheek.



“Miller, help me with this slut.”



Penny was pulled back violently to where her bare feet now touched the floor. A broad hand she could only guess belonged to whoever Miller was planted itself between her shoulder blades and held her fast to the table.



With all the pity of a circling buzzard, Jeff said, “Gentlemen, drop your pants. I think she’s ready for another round.”



Another hand from the front pressed her cheek against the table. Miller’s hand moved to hold back her wrists where it was joined by the other. Penny’s arms felt as if they were going to be pulled out of their sockets as she cried out from the pain.



Miller’s cock thrust itself inside with no announcement, immediately jackhammering Penny’s already soaked pussy. Her arms were being used as leverage for each drive forward, her hips pressing hard against the edge of the table at every stroke. The closeness of her legs forced her walls to grip the shaft tightly, giving her the questionable benefit of friction for resistance.



The dick remained as Penny’s left knee was forced on top of the table. Miller increased his speed and drove deeper, pulling himself less than halfway out for each new strike against her depths.



Miller tossed Penny’s arms to the masked man in front of her, who pulled her forward as Miller held her waist with his right. The left snaked its way around Penny’s thigh to her clit, rubbing it beyond its capacity for sensation.



Penny tried to hold back any expression of the competing Heaven and Hell she was being put through, when Strunk’s voice erupted. “Hurry up and finish, Adam. My slut’s being uncooperative.”



Trying to curry some favor with Jeff and to urge the man she now knew as Adam Miller to finish, Penny’s mouth opened to make a sound. A particularly deep and hard thrust finally allowed her to belt out, “Gawd-hngsht-FUCK!”



Miller’s finger slipped from her clit, giving Penny the momentary relief of her second orgasm. Jeff suddenly boasted, “Would you look at that? The little whore’s coming all over his dick!”



Penny could make out the heavy breathing from behind. As if to deny her the pleasure of being filled as her orgasm tailed off, Adam quickly pulled out. The warm spattering of cum shot at random against the small of her back, feeling warm for a few seconds before turning into what felt like white ice against Penny’s skin.



A middle-aged man, nude, hoisted himself onto the end of the table and lied on his back with his head pointing at the far side, the guest’s eager member standing at full attention. Without being allowed the dignity of cleaning Miller’s mess from her back, Penny was grabbed under each arm from behind by two guests and tossed into the waiting man’s chest.



Jeff stood over the other side of the table as Penny looked up. “Will the slut be so nice as to show Mr. Williams what she’s capable of?” Penny wished death upon her pimp as she had so many times before.



One of the men sat a camcorder on top of the table as Jeff explained his request. “I’m giving you a chance to audition for future clients, so put on your best show. Our deal is riding on it.”



Penny smiled to seem pleased at the task, despite the wish to see each man in the room burn. As she centered her pussy over the waiting prick, Jeff hit the record button on the top of the camcorder and sat back in his chair, his feet propped on the far end of the table from Penny.



Trying her damndest to act like she was in the game Penny slid her lower lips along the shaft, returning her partner’s smile and then looking up to let it show for the camera. Arching her back, Penny grinded herself on the member and felt an extra margin of hardness swell up in the rod. 



The demonstration client moaned as Penny asked him, “Does your wife do this for you?”



He shook his head to each side and grinned enough to force his eyes shut. They remained so as Penny felt her own wetness lubing up his cock. Penny could see the eyes upon her, enthralled by the performance so far.



“It’s such a big cock. I don’t know why she wouldn’t.”



Williams rested his hands on Penny’s waist. Penny forced out a feminine giggle, trying to channel her drama club days back in high school. Resting her clit on the pulsing head of the cock, she popped her hips to the left and right, trying to get some kind of stimulation out of the performance for herself.



Penny closed the distance between her mouth and the client’s ear. “I don’t know if I can take it all at once.” Penny knew it was a lie, but the client kept smiling out of bliss. Penny pulled herself back up and asked, “Do you want to try?”



Williams nodded without breaking the blissful expression. Penny slid forward, letting the tip prop itself against her opening. Sliding back, she let out a moan as it penetrated deeply. She decided honestly enjoying the fuck would be the only way to satisfy her boss.



Sliding herself up and down the length, Penny noticed the grip on her waist weakening. She propped herself up with her hands behind her and stared up at the ceiling. Letting her moans come out as near-whispers, Penny rocked herself back and forth, letting the rhythm of her movements match the intensity of sound from the observers.



With each whistle or clap, Penny surged her efforts. The surrounding men caught on quickly enough. Clapping, stomping, and calling in unison, they created a soundtrack for the show. As the tempo picked up, so did Penny’s vocalizations and proximity to climax.



Williams made it apparent that he hadn’t been used to such treatment. Penny felt the loss of friction from precum, deciding to end the advertisement with a grand finale. Bending over to plant her face on his shoulder, giving herself a hand down below.



Penny could sense the orgasm that was threatening to give the lucky bastard a massive heart attack. As Williams’ breathing picked up, Penny felt his legs starting to separate underneath her own. His cock expanded slightly more in preparation for delivering its payload.



The first groan from Penny’s current ride provided the signal she needed to release her pearl from the two-fingered embrace. Screaming in well-earned delight, she grabbed for Williams’ hands and intertwined their fingers. The first splash of semen against her cervix felt powerful enough to leave an exit wound as Penny’s own contractions began to lock every muscle.



Applause and hoots rose around the table as Penny found herself able to breathe once again. Feeling the indignity of the situation settle back upon her, Penny forced herself to look at the camera and smile with forced satisfaction. Jeff, however, didn’t look so pleased.



Slamming a balled fist into the record button, Strunk rose to his feet and planted open hands against the table. “Didn’t I say each person here is only allowed to make himself
 
or

 the slut come?” 



Each of the men around the table glanced at one another in their seats. “The whore needs to be punished for violating the rules!”



Penny caught her eyebrows arching toward her nose in the nick of too late. Jeff stormed over in response to her look of spite. Violently wrapping his arms around Penny’s waist from the side, he lifted her off of Williams as his juices leaked out, leaving a straight trail from his groin to the edge of the table.



Planting her feet squarely on the floor hard enough to sting, Jeff glared over at Mayor Brady. “Pete, I need the chair, some rope, and that vibrator.” Brady hesitated for a moment until Strunk’s voice betrayed inconsolable rage. “Now!”



Penny knew she had gone too far with the look of displeasure. Hearing the mayor drag the ornate dining chair over, she could feel the shakes of rage in Jeff’s hands as he began twisting her to face him.



“Two men down and only seven to go. How does that feel?”



Penny couldn’t stand holding up the charade any longer. Her face turned to piss and vinegar as she asked her boss, “That’s nine, and there are ten guys in this room. Are you bowing out, dear leader?”



“I’m taking the two of these men who finished already and starting the meeting in the other room.” Jeff paused his speech to force Penny knee-first into the waiting chair. Binding her left wrist to the embossed wood, he continued, “But tomorrow night, you’re all mine. Special assignment with my wife.”



Penny whipped her right hand up and turned Strunk’s head sideways with a fluid, blurry-fast swipe of her open palm. The crack of flesh against flesh evacuated the air from the room. Jeff straightened his neck and finished binding the wrist.



Snatching Penny’s offending hand out of mid-slap, he held it tight to the wood and began fixing its restraint. “You’ll pay for that one tomorrow night. For now, these men have free use of you for as long as they wish.” Jeff finished the knot, making sure it was far tighter than necessary.



“Go to Hell,” Penny seethed out. She knew the open defiance would have consequences, but Penny couldn’t have cared less. Her current situation didn’t warrant the courtesy of obeying.



“I’m glad our feelings are mutual. I like honesty, but not from a common whore.” Jeff turned to Penny’s remaining customers for the evening. “Duct tape. We need duct tape.”



Penny saw one of the men quickly don his pants and run off to another room as if knowing where to find things in the building.
 
I know the bastard who runs this place is in on this.

 One of Strunk’s hands bounced off of Penny’s ass with a
 
crack

 that echoed three times through the enormous room. 



“My little slut’s about to graduate to the next level. I hope you know what this means.”



Penny looked over her shoulder at Jeff. “I don’t. Why don’t you fucking enlighten me?”



Another slap to the ass. “It means you’ll know how fully you’re ours after tonight. Each of these men could own you ten times over. But you’re not worth that much.”



“So why don’t you throw me away and get it over with?”



Strunk frowned as if Penny had taken the name of some god of greed and ego in vain. “Are you sure you don’t have a pair of balls hiding in that sleek little body of yours?”



The bystanders stood in awe of Penny’s belligerence toward her superior. Of all of Strunk’s puppets, Penny seemed to be the first capable of even talking back without the most severe of all possible consequences. “Why don’t you check for yourself? You might have missed them the first two times you had your way with me.”



Jeff grabbed Penny by the jaw in response. “You have no idea what you’re talking your way into.” The apparent bigwig at the country club returned silver tape in hand. Handing it to Strunk, the delivery boy quickly retreated to the crowd.



The color came back to Penny’s cheeks as Strunk released his grip. The wand buzzed to life behind her. Seconds later, she heard the rip of the tape unrolling.



Jeff announced, “Williams, Miller, you’re with me.” Penny felt the unfeeling metal of the vibrator spark her clit to life, already held in place by the first layer of duct tape that clung to her skin. Penny whimpered as six additional loops were made around her hips, ensuring climax would never come through what was guaranteed to be at least another hour of being used.



As the first of the remaining participants made his entrance from behind, Penny watched as Jeff and his two spent companions exited through the door they had entered from earlier. Groaning from the sensory overload, Penny wondered whether any of the men left had the sense of decency and compassion to bow out early.



Her body beginning to strain for a climax that wouldn’t be given, Penny’s thoughts turned for a moment to the euphoria of her clit and pussy. Being used and dominated had always been her fetish, but the satisfaction of needs fulfilled quickly ended.



As the orgasm attempted to escape the 7,500RPM torture chamber, Penny felt her awareness of her surroundings lapse as her screams made her throat raw. Her vision faded as the cock spurted it’s delivery a moment later.



The door to Penny’s bedroom slammed shut behind Jeff. Her hands and feet were bound together as she woke nude on top of the sheets. “That stunt you pulled last night is going to cost you.”



Having never been a morning person, Penny groggily asked, “Why the fuck are you here, and why am I still tied up?”



“Brady said you passed out quickly, but it won’t happen today.”



Penny yawned and realized her pussy was still throbbing from the previous night’s abuse. “I asked you why I’m still tied up, asshole.”



“I’m here to pick you up for the next job. It’s a boring Saturday, so I figured we’d start earlier than expected.” Jeff sat on the edge of the bed, toying with Penny’s right tit. “Be glad I didn’t leave you here wondering what was going on all day like I had planned.”




Penny was simply pissed that she had been woken up early by her least favorite person. Yawning all the while, Penny said, “I still wish you’d just up and die one day.” The sudden twist to her nipple jumpstarted her motor faster than all of the coffee in Columbia. “Preferably sooner, rather than later.”

  




MAKING HIS WIFE WATCH
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“I’m here to pick you up for the next job. It’s a boring Saturday, so I figured we’d start earlier than expected.” Jeff sat on the edge of the bed, toying with Penny’s right tit. “Be glad I didn’t leave you here wondering what was going on all day like I had planned.” 



Penny was simply pissed that she had been woken up early by her least favorite person. Yawning all the while, Penny said, “I still wish you’d just up and die one day.” The sudden twist to her nipple jumpstarted her motor faster than all of the coffee in Columbia. “Preferably sooner, rather than later.” 



Jeff failed to see the humor, pulling the nipple until Penny winced as he said, “If I died right now, you’d be stuck here. In fact, you should be thanking me for showing up early.” Jeff released the pinch, leaning over to grab Penny’s ankles.



Feeling her boss loosen the nylon rope, Penny asked, “So what’s this business I’m supposed to be doing with your wife? I’m starting to think you two never had kids because she’s really into chicks.”



Strunk finished releasing Penny’s legs, and then smacked her ass for the insult. The resulting pop echoed back through the tiny apartment. “No. I just never wanted any.”



Penny took the opportunity to pull herself up, struggling against the bindings that held her wrists behind her back. Standing to stretch out the legs she could have barely moved all night, she cast a grim smile and said, “You deciding not to reproduce is a service to humanity.”



Jeff had reached his limit, jumping up and grabbing Penny by the left arm. Trotting her over to the laundry hamper, Jeff plucked a pair of panties out of the wad of clothing. “I think you’re done talking for now.” Forcing Penny’s unwilling mouth open with a hard pinch to the clit, he jammed the undergarment between her lips.



The fabric soaked the moisture out of Penny’s mouth as it muffled her protests. With the same brutality, he marched Penny out of the bedroom and straight to the bathroom just across the hall.  Penny wondered if she had pushed her pimp just a bit too far over the edge.



Penny stood and watched as Strunk pulled the stopper and began filling the tub. Letting the water begin to pool, he turned around to say, “By the way, five men came inside you, and three on you last night. I’m washing the slut off of you before we leave.”



As Jeff tested the water temperature, Penny wondered if she could kick him in just the right place to knock him out and have his head stay underwater.
 
I’d like to try, but I don’t know how far he’d go if it doesn’t work

 .



Turning the handle to allow more hot water, Jeff looked back at Penny to ask, “So, what did you plan on doing with your life before all of this?”



Still gagged by the panties, Penny’s eyebrows reached for her nose.



“Right. I forgot.” Jeff turned the water a tad hotter, finally standing back up as steam rose behind him. “I really don’t give a damn anyway.”



Penny stepped backward, giving the rope binding her hands one last attempt at release. It failed to yield.



Jeff still wasn’t done being chatty. “But I have to ask, and you can shake your head yes or no, do you enjoy fucking your clients?” He looked away from the running water, expecting a prompt answer.



The sudden inquiry shocked Penny to her core. Whether or not Jeff was playing a game with the questioning was as clear as white paint. Penny nodded, sending a bolt of blonde hair coursing over her face.



The realization of what she had just admitted to forced the blood straight to Penny’s face. Strunk grinned at the display, having struck an awkward chord with his most abused employee. “Even when you were just the bank teller with the ass I’d stare at through my office windows, I knew you were a slut.”



The tone of the crashing water gradually changed as the tub filled. Jeff turned the hot and cold handles after running a hand through the turbulent surface.



Standing to point at the basin, Jeff pointed and said, “Get in.”



Penny knew better than to disobey. Taking three steps forward, she paused at the edge of the tub and dipped a foot in. A bit hot, but not uncomfortable.



“I said get in, not fuck around.”



Penny followed the order, feeling the water’s burn until her skin adjusted as her ass broke under the surface. Bound wrists made her avoid lying down until Jeff pushed her shoulders back. The momentary panic of submerging up to the neck forced Penny’s legs to thrash, sending a breaker of water over the rim.



Regaining her composure, indignity coursed through Penny’s veins as Strunk took the loofah from the showerhead and dunked it in the bath. Hiding her shame and to saturate the panties blocking her mouth, Penny slid downward to submerge her head. The soaked nylon wicked the moisture into her bone-dry mouth to ease the most pressing of several miseries.



Jeff followed up on the humiliation as Penny’s head rose back above the surface and tried in vain to move the locks of sopping hair from her face without the benefit of hands. “You look like a drowned whore.”




If you plug that blow dryer up and toss it in here, that would be lovely right about now.

 Penny stared at Jeff in fear as the slight impression of a smirk emerged on his face.
 
What’s he thinking?

  



Swiping a bottle from the soap tray, Jeff emptied an excessive amount into the jade green loofah. “Lavender. It’s better than the smelling like my friends’ throwaway meat from last night, I guess.”



Penny braced herself as Jeff pulled her up by the arm to a sitting position. As she felt the lather scrub against her breasts, Penny hung her head in shame. The loofah suddenly rose to lift Penny’s chin, forcing her to look her tormentor in the face.



“I thought you were tougher than that. Now stand up so I can clean everything.”



Rising to feel the warmth sap from her body, Penny blanked her mind and tried to imagine herself somewhere else. It was a relief Jeff wouldn’t allow, making sure to scrub the sensitive areas more harshly than elsewhere as he scoured her from the waist up.



Resupplying the tangled netting with more body wash, Jeff commented, “I’m sure you hate this, but your body is saying something completely different.” Without warning, Strunk pinched a part of the waistband hanging from Penny’s mouth and pulled slowly.



Penny couldn’t deny the observation. The whole affair was giving her an empty filling in both her soul and her midsection. Finally able to speak, Penny asked, “So when do we get to the part where you start fucking me?”



Jeff’s smile changed from one of menace to a grin of anticipation. “That’s why you’re my personal toy. Always wanting to play.”



“So are you right now or not?” Penny looked down to see the bulge that had to have tightened Jeff’s slacks.



“If you behave, I might give you a quickie before we leave.” Jeff’s hand advanced like Alexander into Babylon, slipping between Penny’s thighs.



Feeling the soap course along her folds, Penny gasped at the sudden stimulation. Leaning back against the tile wall, she propped a foot on the edge of the tub, hoping to provide Jeff a signal that she wanted him to go further.



“I know what you’re asking for.” Jeff scrubbed against her sex even harder. “Not until I clean the mess everyone left inside you last night.”



Jeff halted the wash and reached for the glorified soap again, flipping the cap open and running a line of it from palm to tip along his middle finger. Penny tensed her shoulders in anticipation of his usual roughness.



Gliding in without friction, Jeff’s finger slowly buried itself deeper within Penny. The gentleness with which he carried out the task defied all of Penny’s expectation of her boss. The subtle caress of her clit with a tender thumb was threatening to send Penny into a moaning fit, despite the mild sting of the soap and the soreness from the previous night.



“You’re lucky your job isn’t to be a hole with other parts attached this afternoon,” Jeff said, pushing his finger in to the last knuckle. “We’ll be teaching my wife a lesson.”



Penny gasped to catch her breath. Speaking through the pleasure, she asked, “And what would that be?”



Jeff withdrew his finger, crouching down to rinse the lather and juices from his hand. Standing back up, he answered, “She’s on a big kick, telling me ‘I’m not being a loving husband anymore’ and that kind of shit. So I’m going to make her watch us.” Jeff grabbed Penny’s shoulder and forced her to lie back down in the water. “And if she hates it enough, I might make her join in.”



As Jeff’s finger approached for the rinse-out, Penny took the liberty of asking, “So, problems on the home front?” The digit forced its way back inside, sending the bathwater flowing through Penny. She winced as she continued, “I never had you pegged as the domestic, good-husband type.”



Ripping the finger out again to expel the suds, Jeff used his free hand to force Penny’s shoulders under the water. “Lift your legs.” Jeff took the right leg closest to him and resumed scrubbing along its excessive length. “And it’s none of your business.”



 



Unbound, clean, and dressed to kill any straight man with a heart condition, Penny wondered which driveway Jeff was going to pull the Jaguar into. Penny knew they were not far from the country club, where she had been a party gift for the attendees the previous night, by the landscape of perfectly tended golf course. The autumn colors had just started to emerge, with the warm afternoon sun seeming to draw every rich person in Whitebrook with a bag of clubs and too much time one their hands to the eighteen holes.



“Jeff, how much farther? I hate seeing places like this.” Penny adjusted the hemline of her dress. “They’re all a bunch of rich assholes like you.”



“Are you saying you never want to be rich?”



The question jarred Penny’s intellect like a ballpeen hammer against an iron skillet. “I’ll take the money without complaining, but I’ll forgo the asshole part.”



Jeff’s right hand crept onto Penny’s thigh, ruffling the hem she had just straightened. “Taking the money isn’t the key to being rich.” His fingers snaked under the fabric. “You’ve got to reinvest it. There’s a difference between a quick, short-term gain and lasting wealth that keeps growing.”



“So I’m just a page in your portfolio until I get too old for this. Lovely.”



Jeff cracked a smile as he fondled the velvet skin around Penny’s slit. “Don’t worry. You’ll get a cut out of the big deal I’m working on.” His ring finger slipped under the hood, taking Penny’s bean for a spin. “So long as you do your job and agree not to quit afterward.”



Penny relaxed her shoulders and slid down as much as the overstuffed passenger seat would allow. She had given in to the idea of enjoying the day’s job. “How much are we talking?”



“Tables scraps given the size of the deal, really.”




Fucker.

  



“But three percent of five million is still a lot for a few months of servicing clients.”



Despite her previous work as a teller, Penny had to think about the math. Trying to run the figures through her head was impossible with Jeff almost elbow-deep up her dress.



“One hundred fifty thousand is the number you’re trying to think of.”



The number sunk in faster than Penny’s attempt at solving the problem. Reaching between her legs, she nudged Jeff’s hand further into her promised land. He took advantage, giving her the two-fingered embrace. “That’s . . . mmnn-fuck . . . a lot of money.”



Strunk held his fingers in position. “I thought you’d react that way. Just don’t fuck up.”




I’m a partner in crime if I go along with it.

 Jeff pushed further inside.
 
Damn it Jeff, it’s not fucking prom night! But I can’t turn that kind of scratch down.

  



The Jag slowed as it reached the end of the street, turning into a ribbon of blacktop that passed between a dense stand of trees. Jeff pulled his arm back as he said, “You can start not fucking up by giving me the best hump of my life.”



“And what does your wife have to do with this?”



“I’m gonna make the bitch watch.”



Standing in the cavernous family room without much benefit of a family, Penny found herself alone with the wife she’d heard so little about.  Jeff had just left for another room after prattling off a snide comment about being home for dinner later that night.



“Excuse me, who are you?” Mrs. Strunk asked.



Penny sized up the woman before her, wondering what kind of person it would take to handle spending more than a few hours with Jeff at a time, and enjoy it enough to marry him. “Penny Mason. I work with Jeff.”



“So you must have been the woman brave enough to show up around that pack of animals last night. Pardon the words, but Jeff’s business partners tend to be anything but well-mannered in private.”




I’m not exactly a partner, but keep thinking it, dingbat.

 Penny kept a straight face as she replied, “I’ve dealt with him a few times before. And I agree, they’re a bunch of genuine pricks.”



The rapport of a shared opinion of others broke the icy stare. “I’m Alice, by the way.” Alice Strunk whipped her ink black hair with a twist of the neck and extended a hand. “I love those shoes.”



Penny returned the handshake and propped her right foot up on the toes for inspection and commentary on the strappy heels. “Thanks. I just got them about three weeks ago.”
 
With money your husband signed over after he fucked me.

  



Penny took the brightening of Alice’s demeanor as a sign she’d rather think of anything but Jeff’s business dealings. “So, what do you do for a living?”




Wouldn’t you like to know?

 “I’m an investment consultant.”



“And kids?”



“Never.”



Alice gave a knowing smile. “It’s hard to find a good man.”



Jeff’s footsteps were returning.
 
Speaking of your husband being a bastard, he’s right on cue.

 “I never liked children, even when I was a kid.”



The plodding stopped just short of the entry. Jeff’s voice did its best impression of a sweet request. “Alice, honey? Could you come help me for a minute?”



Penny smiled politely and averted her eyes as Alice’s irritation came out. “Yes, Jeff. What do you want?”



“My blazer you had dry cleaned a few days ago, it’s not in the closet like you said.”



Alice shifted in her khaki short and red blouse. “I know it’s there!” Penny kept her eyes away from the irritated wife, knowing what was about to be done to her. “Still nothing?”



“No.”



“That man’s a good banker, but he’s the shittiest person at finding what’s right in front of him,” Alice quipped as she rose. She continued as she walked over, muttering more to herself than to anyone else. “I fucking swear he’s an idiot.”



Seconds after Alice rounded the corner, Penny heard the commotion start. The scuffling of four feet was finally broken when Alice yelled out, “What the fuck are you doing, Jeff?”



As the couple walked into view, Mrs. Strunk guided out by her husband from behind, Penny saw the cuffs behind Alice’s back. She asked again, letting the hate well up in her face, “Jeff, what the fuck?”



He wouldn’t answer. Tossing his wife into the cushions of a nearby sofa chair, Jeff looked over at Penny. Out of his back pocket came two more pairs of cuffs.



Out of morbid curiosity, Penny had to ask, “Are those for her, or for me?”



“The bitch who’s in for a real show.” Jeff bent down, clicked the first cuff around Alice’s left ankle, and forced it against the exposed foot of the seat as he clicked the other end shut.



Alice managed to attempt resistance with the right foot, causing Jeff to hold on to it with both hands. As the final loop was closed, she managed to belt out, “I want a fucking divorce!”



Jeff laughed in her face, bending down to eye level as he said, “I know.”




Showtime

 . Getting up from the sofa, she wondered if Alice might have been someone she would have gotten along with. The clatter of her heels against the hardwood floor made the married couple fall silent.



Jeff turned to face Penny right as she had gotten to him. Bending the corners of her mouth up and looking at Alice, she placed a hand on Jeff’s chest and let her fingers slide between the buttons of his shirt.



“Little whore,” Alice blurted out.



Penny removed the hand and leaned into Alice’s face, close enough for the two to exchange breath. “When I said I’m a consultant, I lied. Jeff’s been giving me a decent living to be his whenever he calls.”
 
Not that I really enjoy it, but sorry, bitch.

  



As she stood straight again, Jeff wrapped an arm around Penny’s waist. “But she really did help close that deal last night.”



Alice looked ready to burn the world. “How? Did she fuck everyone?”



Jeff looked at his wife and flatly said, “No.”




Biggest fucking lie I’ve heard in my life, but alright.

 Penny rested her weight against Jeff, leaning the side of her head against his shoulder. “Jeff, should we give her a demonstration of what I might have done if that was the case?” The earlier denial still had Penny warm and ready to go.



“Clear the coffee table off. She’s getting a close-up view.”



Penny stepped back and turned for the broad slab of cherry. Wiping magazines and candles from the top, she heard the chair scoot to within a foot of the opposite side. Alice spat at Jeff as he walked away.



Alice’s gesture didn’t go unnoticed by her less-than-loving husband. “And gag that bitch for me.”



“With what?”



Jeff did a quick survey of the room, failing to notice anything suitable. “Fuck it.” He sat down, pulling off a loafer. The blue dress sock came off and he handed it to Penny. “Use this.”



Penny took the ball of fabric and dangled it in front of Alice’s face. “Open up, please.”



“Go to hell, you who-…” Penny jammed it in, then giving her a slight tap on the cheek for the true insult. Turning her body, she made sure to keep looking back at Alice with a smirk.



Jeff had taken the opportunity to make his other foot bare and began working the buttons of his shirt on the couch. Penny interrupted his efforts, grabbing Jeff by the collar and pulling his mouth into hers. Settling herself in his lap, Penny made sure to angle her body so that Alice could get the full view.



Jeff suddenly pulled away. “Her eyes are closed. I’ll be right back.”



Penny looked at Alice as she settled out of Jeff’s lap, saying, “He’s already made me wait once this morning. I don’t know how you managed to stay married to him this long.”



As Jeff ran off again, Penny got up and made her way to the chair. Alice struggled, toppling her body forward into the cherry tabletop.



“Sweetie, promise you’ll behave.” Penny grabbed Alice’s shoulders and pulled her upright. “You didn’t hurt yourself, but try to enjoy watching your husband bury his dick inside me.”



It was too much for the bound wife, sending her into an attempted screaming fit. Penny couldn’t make out the words, but she knew she might have been able to add to her vast vocabulary of curses, had the sock not been in the way.



“That won’t do.” Penny saw the decorative rope hanging from the curtains. Strolling over, she gave it a quick tug to take it off the rod. “If you’re good, I might be able to talk Jeff into fucking me in your lap.”



Alice started off another failed rant as Penny closed the distance. She wrapped the soft cordage around the wife and the back of the chair. A quick knot ensured Alice was to stay in place.



Jeff returned seconds later holding a dog collar and a small remote control. “Shock collar. If she closes her eyes, hit the button.”



“So you have a dog?”



“Did, but we got rid of him. He didn’t care much for me.” Jeff wrapped the loop around his wife’s neck.




I can see why he wouldn’t. Jesus Jeff, that’s harsh.

 Penny caught the remote as it flew toward her. As soon as Jeff snapped the clasp and backed away, Penny did an experiment.



Alice tried to scream through the sock as her entire body tensed. Penny let up on the button, not willing to go beyond the call of duty in such a way if it could be avoided.
 
Note to self: Don’t ever let Jeff put a collar on you.

  



“I think Alice gets the point. If she so much as blinks, light her up.”



Penny sat the remote on the corner of the table closest to Jeff. Draping herself across his lap again, she touched a finger to the tip of his nose and asked, “Do you promise not to keep me waiting again?”



Jeff wrapped a hand around Penny’s right thigh. “How badly did you want it this morning?”



“Shut up and fuck me in front of your wife already.”



It was the first order that Jeff had ever received or taken from Penny. He began to oblige, meeting her for a slow dance of the tongues. Making sure her eyes were open, Penny held a gaze at Alice. The first tears were bolting down her face.



Jeff’s hands began exploring Penny’s body, making a stop at her breasts as he massaged through her dress. Penny let her fingers walk down the remaining buttons, opening them with a practiced flick of the fingers. Alice whimpered in the background.



Penny finished with the shirt and leaned back, pulling Jeff on top of her into the cushions. He took license to run a hand down her torso, bunching the fabric of the dress up on Penny’s hips.



The room felt like a packed stadium to Penny, with herself and Jeff at midfield. He slid down, stopping to take a quick bite at a nipple through the dress along the way. Finally ending up with his head between his whore’s legs, Jeff began to show an attention to detail Penny couldn’t have imagined from her boss.



Jeff’s tongue followed the outline of Penny’s lower lips, never quite meeting them. Pushing her knees up and making brief contact, he danced around the issue. Penny felt ready to explode from the anticipation.



The first tentative licks at her pearl arched Penny’s back. Opening her own eyes, she saw that Alice had tried to block out the scene with her eyelids. Penny leaned over a bit and grabbed the remote, tapping it once.



Alice’s face resembled twin springs as Jeff continued sampling Penny’s honeypot. Running the free hand through his hair, Penny forced his head harder into her pussy. By the twentieth stroke of her clit, she had started moaning loud enough to reach Alice.



Penny began moving her hips from side to side, urging Jeff onward. Sinking the right side of her head back into the cushion, she smiled as she groaned and looked at the wife. Jeff laid off long enough for Penny to ask, “Would he do this for you?”



Alice slammed her eyes shut and began sobbing. Penny decided to keep the remote in hand for the time being, picking it up and giving it two hard taps. Alice jerked and forced herself to watch.



“I asked a question . . . hmm God.” Penny scrunched her shoulders at the mounting intensity of Jeff’s oral delights. “Would he do this . . . mmmh . . . for you?”



Her finger pressed down on the button once again.



The eyes staring at Penny jolted shut and reopened to stare. Alice nodded her head with urgency.



Penny felt a climax approaching as Jeff began making increasingly frequent detours with the tip of his tongue to her entrance. “It’s great . . . fah-huck . . . isn’t it?”



It was hard for Penny to tell if Alice’s expression was one of betrayal, sorrow, or both as she struggled to keep her eyes open. The fire in her clit spread outward, consuming her entire midsection. The random melody of whimpers and moans intensified as Jeff pushed for a final rush of tongue lashings.



The sudden rush of the orgasm coursed through Penny as she pushed Jeff’s head back. Screaming out from the rapturous feeling, her body locked. Unintentionally pressing the remote, Penny and Alice’s outbursts almost matched notes.



Penny regained her composure and handed the remote to Jeff. Leaning up, she pushed him onto his back. “Now do you want to see what I do for him whenever he asks?”



Alice’s face appeared blank and defeated. Taking it as a ‘yes,’ Penny crashed forward and let Jeff stuff a throw pillow under his head. Fondling the zipper, she could already tell that he was rigid.



The metal teeth sang with the sudden tug. Penny reached in and found the piece she had been missing since shortly after waking up. It sprang out of the Jeff’s slacks.



Penny wrapped a hand around the base of the shaft and let her head sink to meet the head. Taking the very tip between her lips, she heard Alice as Jeff sent a shock her way for failure to watch. Penny could see the wife’s despair out of the corner of her eye.



Jeff’s length slid to the back of Penny’s throat as she twisted her head, evoking a faint groan out of him. Moving the gripping hand into the pants, she toyed with his sack and pulled her head back. Not one to be shown up when it comes to being mouthy, Penny let her tongue trace the line of the cock straight to the base and back again.



Still not satisfied with the response, Penny reared up. Slowly taking what of the length she could into her throat without choking, she parted Jeff’s legs involuntarily with the slow massage. Alice’s muffled shriek pierced the room.



Giving Jeff his reward for the earlier delight, Penny let her mouth form a tight vacuum. She felt a pulse and stopped. Jeff’s sighs became more audible with each repetition, giving Penny fair signal that he was ready for the next step.



Undoing the button on Jeff’s slacks, Penny pulled back and asked, “Can we move her closer?”



Jeff tapped Penny’s cheek with a playful hand. “You’re bent, but that’s a good idea.” He stood and went to his wife. “Remember when you made me sit with you in the front row for that shitty play? This is my way of saying thanks for wasting two hours of my life.”



The sofa chair scooted forward under Jeff’s power. Alice now faced Penny, close enough to be used as another platform. Penny lifted the dress over her head and tossed it aside.



Grabbing Alice’s thighs, Penny looked at Jeff and asked, “What’s her favorite position?”



“Missionary. She doesn’t care much for the exciting positions or places.” Jeff’s pants fell to the floor, the belt buckle crashing into the oak boards.



“Then fuck me that way last, in the place you’d always bang her.”



Jeff stepped closer, giving Penny’s ass a quick swat. “Just make sure she knows how much you enjoy it.”



Penny dropped her face into Alice’s lap as Jeff took position with one foot on the couch, the other on the floor. His tip rubbed against Penny’s opening, parting the lips with each up and down pass.



Alice writhed in the chair as Penny felt Jeff slowly fill her pussy with his manhood. She moaned into the wife’s thigh as the husband’s cock reached for the cervix. Penny knew it was driving Alice mad, which added an exhilaration she could only compare to a drug.



She felt Jeff sink back and pump hard, sending Penny’s head into his wife’s waist. The action repeated, coaxing her body into soaking his dick with its helpful juices.



Jeff suddenly exploded with a series of rapid bursts, sending his torso colliding against Penny. The sensory overload sent Penny into a series of wails and shrieks, trying her damnedest to bury her face in Alice. Each thrust sent Penny closer to the edge, knowing each decibel of volume pounded an already beaten point home on Jeff’s wife.



Penny felt the complete lack of regard Jeff had for Alice’s emotions or sanity, the relentless shaft tearing through her passage, working her up into a higher plane of pleasurable existence. She felt him take her arms back. Feeling Jeff give himself the full benefit of leverage, the ramming became more furious.



Alice’s legs quivered underneath Penny as she bragged with indecipherable shrieks about the hard cock the wife was missing out on. Feeling Jeff’s entire dick stuff itself between her walls, Penny felt ready to split down the middle.



The distinct smell of another woman’s sex invaded Penny’s nose as she forced her face as deeply as possible into Alice. Jeff railed away as Penny yelled out from between his wife’s legs, “Fucking hell . . . I’m coming . . . fuck . . . keh . . . keep . . . going!”



Rushing headlong into the temporary buzz of the climax, Penny’s vocal chords strained from the final, concussive thrust. The dick tore itself from her opening, leaving Penny clinging to Alice’s bosom through the contractions.



Penny regained her senses within the confines of Alice’s hips, expecting the reentry that didn’t come. Sitting up, Penny noticed the stern look mixing with raw blushing on the wife’s face.



Still jittery from the tour through heaven, Penny cupped Alice’s rosy cheek in her palm. “Did you like watching that? I could make you come, if that’s what you want.”



Penny watched as Alice’s eyes narrowed while the bridge of her nose flushed a pale crimson. Seeking an answer, Penny grasped at the button to the wife’s khaki shorts, ripping it from the slot. Dropping beneath the panties and finely trimmed landscaping, Penny tested the waters.



Turning her head back, Penny eyed Jeff as he took a seat on the couch. Alice felt like she needed a hazard sticker for flammability. “Jeff, I think your wife might be enjoying this.”



He cocked his head. “You don’t say. There’s a key under the driver’s license in my wallet. Get her off that chair and we’ll see if it’s true.”



Penny rolled over and righted herself. Standing up on the same pumps Alice had complimented earlier, Penny looked at the bound audience of one with a bit of sympathy.
 
You don’t know what the fuck right now, do you?

  



Crouching to fish out the wallet, Penny felt the fine leather fold and pulled it out. Opening it up, she noted the lack of bills that was made up for by an abundance of credit cards.
 
Shit. I couldn’t rob the bastard for much if I do wind up killing him one day.

 She slipped a finger behind the license.



The key fell into Penny’s waiting hand. She bent to unlock the cuff from Alice’s right ankle. It opened without a sound, letting the wife stretch the leg after hard minutes of struggle.



After popping the left foot free, Penny stood to lean over her observer. “Do you promise to be good?”



Alice didn’t budge a muscle. The click of the remote registered in Penny’s head before the wife’s grimace did.



Penny inched forward. “Do you promise now?”



Still no sign of an answer. Penny gripped Alice’s shoulders, lifting her from the seat and pushed her shoulders into the table top. No longer fearing a wave of spit from the dry mouth a fabric gagging could produce Penny had learned about earlier that morning, she ripped the dress sock from the wife’s mouth and tossed it aside.



Weeks of utter domination had sensitized Penny to Alice’s predicament. While she had hated the disregard for her own personhood, she knew there were redeeming factors to it. Penny jerked the khakis free of the wife’s hips, taking the sheer panties down with the tiny shorts.



Penny looked up to Jeff as he rested a foot on his knee. He spread his arms around the back of the couch, saying, “Do go on.”



The mean streak Penny barely managed to hide was ready to emerge. “No, I think I’ll make the little bitch watch until you’re done with me.” Marching Alice in front, she headed for the entryway. “If missionary in the bed is her favorite, I want to make her watch.”



Jeff sprung from the seat, following close behind. He added, “Past the dining room and to the left.”



Penny made sure to give Alice a swat to the ass as they rounded the corner. Using her free hand, she slung the door open. The trembling from the wife’s arm held enough fear to almost feel orgasmic.



The neatly arranged comforter tossed as Alice flew into it ass first, landing almost squarely in the middle. Penny lied with the back of her head against the wife’s stomach, gripping her arms around both of the thighs.



Jeff set upon his task, spit-shining his dick before pulling both women several inches closer to the edge of the bed. Penny felt the heat from his willing member as it rubbed from opening to clit and back again. Alice was already starting another round of sobbing.



Penny made sure to look up at Jeff’s wife and exaggerate the pleasure of his preliminary in-and-out probings. Moaning out deeply as the cock left her pussy completely filled and then completely void, she could see the absolute sadness and jealousy in Alice.



Showing off his prowess, Jeff planted himself to the hilt inside Penny. His hands closed around her hips, jostling her up and down against the mattress as his girth collided with every nook of her interior. Penny screamed like a woman possessed, hugging the supple thighs on each side.



Jeff’s fast-laner of a cock was turning Penny’s world inside out, closing in on her third orgasm as she felt the last-minute swell in his thickness. Diamond hard and driven by lust and sadism, Jeff’s practiced self-control shone through as Penny continued her unstoppable hurtle into the electric throes of rough passion.



The unleashed fury of Jeff’s ramming ceased in an instant as Penny’s senses exploded. Her body attempted to constrict every muscle as she felt the bomb go off inside her. Jeff suddenly collapsed with his face buried in her breasts, groaning with each fresh pump of his fluid.



Penny finally realized that she couldn’t breathe from burying her face in Alice’s inner thigh. Feeling Jeff slowly pull himself out, she knew the cream filling was already staining the comforter. Looking up at Alice’s wreck of emotions, Penny knew the woman had been defeated completely.



Releasing the wife’s thighs, Penny took Jeff’s open hand and stood. Alice immediately collapsed onto her side, crying uncontrollably. Penny could read her advanced state of arousal by the slick glisten between the legs.



Penny didn’t say a word for the five mile ride back to her apartment. Pulling the Jag into the closest parking space to her door, he said, “That was amazing. You didn’t even flinch, no matter how much it hurt my wife. I like that willingness to please me in an employee.”



The compliment sent a cold chill into Penny’s core. Penny tried in vain to make her voice not sound flat as she said, “I did what I had to do. Nothing more, nothing less.”



“I take it you didn’t care much for the job?”



Penny barely resisted the urge to rear back and slug the banker in his jaw. “It’s about looking out for yourself, no matter what you have to do to other people.”



Jeff issued an honest smile in front of Penny for the first time as she opened the passenger-side door and climbed out. “I think I’ve rubbed off on you. Reminds me of our first time.”



She slammed the door without looking back. The idea of becoming anything like the man she hated most almost made Penny vomit on the spot. Penny could only hold back the tears until she had safely closed the apartment door behind her.



Collapsing just inside, Penny rifled through her purse for the phone. Flipping through the contact list, she tapped on Troy Garmon’s home number.



Sitting for hours in a daze with the ringtone droning into her ear, Penny was almost catatonic when her debut client finally answered.
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Pushing her back, I spread Bridgette's legs and gave her a merciful game of in-and-out. I smiled and back away again, seeing the disappointment and slight pain in her face. “Please fuck me, sir.” 



I forced Bridgette onto her stomach and wrapped the cord around the fabric of her stockings.  I pulled the knot even tighter. Standing up I asked, “How badly do you need it right now?” 



“More than anything.” 



“Do you deserve it?” 



“That's up to you, sir.” 



I sat down beside her face, pulling her head into my lap. Bridgette went back to taking her tongue to my cock. I rewarded my new pet with a middle finger in her pussy. “That's all you get for now, but I want you to fuck me all night.” 



The new order couldn't have been obeyed in her current position. Harsh discomfort came over Bridgette as her glasses fell to the floor. She tried her damnedest to wiggle into position on my lap. 



“You having a hard time?” 



“I can't do it, Trent.” 



I grinned to myself as I ran a hand underneath her bra. “And why not?” 



“You're not letting me.” 



I pushed her out of my lap and stood up. Bridgette looked almost heartbroken. I attached one more length of rope to the bedpost, giving her five foot lead to wiggle around on. “You'll stay here for a while. I'll wear you out when I get back.” 



Bridgette whined and sent tears coursing down her cheeks. “Have I been bad?” 




No, but I need to get my camera back from Doug, now.

 “Very.” I slammed the door behind me. 



I returned to find Bridgette waiting impatiently for my return. She had squirmed her way to the foot of the bed, pouting at my absence. I smiled and turned the camera on.
  



Bridgette fidgeted and begged as I snapped photo after photo. If the hypnosis was only temporary, I'd be glad to look at the photos any time she yelled about my late fees in the future. Either way, I had my proof that the technique worked.
  



Without skipping a beat, I picked up where I had left off an hour ago. "Bridgette, get back on the bed." The camera's shutter snapped constantly as she struggled to worm her way back onto the mattress.
  



She finally made it up as I swapped out the memory card. Her face begged for the fulfillment of her earlier order to fuck my brains out. I got closer and took a few close-ups.
  



Bridgette finally broke her silence, begging, "Please."
  



"I order you to stay like that all night."
  



She looked like I had just shattered her greatest dreams. "But I can't follow your other order like this."
  



The camera kept popping off. "Well, you'll have to figure out how to do both."
  



I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.
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