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I don't know where my fascination for being
tied up and helpless came from. When I was a girl I got tied up as
the Indian, when my brothers played cowboys and Indians. And I
always had a sort of dramatic flare. When I started reading romance
novels as a young woman they were the historical kind, where the
woman was always in danger of some rude, crude, powerfully built
men doing something outrageous to them, the proverbial fate worse
than death.

And so as I entered adolescence my
fascination took on sexual connotations and melded with my flare
for the dramatic. I saw, in my fantasies, myself as the lovely,
helpless, innocent victim of lewd, lust-crazed guys who would do to
me all the stuff I wanted done to me but didn't have the courage to
do.

My family is very conservative, and I grew up
in a conservative city where variation from that theme is frowned
upon by just about everyone, at least publicly. So I kept my hidden
fantasies to myself. I certainly didn't let a hint of them emerge
when I was dating.

After all, the boys I dated were all boys I
and my friends knew. And I was fairly certain that whatever
happened on our date would be broadcast to, at the very least,
their friends. So not only did I keep my nasty fantasies to myself
but I had to act to restrain my dates wandering hands and my own
growing interest in sex.

I mean, sex was everywhere on TV and on the
internet. The girls I saw in music videos acted and dressed in the
sluttiest ways imaginable! The magazines were filled with pictures
and stories of nasty goings on among celebrities, and sexual advice
on how to please a man by doing all kinds of outrageous things!

But I remained a virgin right through high
school, more afraid, to be honest, of exposure before my peers than
exposure before a handsome boy. But in a small school where
everyone knew everyone I just couldn't take the chance of being
talked about like that.

I was considered kind of a prude (and nerdy),
I know. Not that most of the other girls were all that experimental
either, but I was more wary of a guy who would tell everyone about
me, and, to be honest, of losing control. I had brothers. I had
heard some of the stories told about other girls and would have
been horrified to have them told about me!

Another aspect of why I remained a virgin was
that I was... well... odd, weird, freaky, at least, as far as I had
been able to tell. I had discovered masturbation early on in my
adolescence, you see, just like every other boy and girl. It wasn't
something you talked about, of course, not if you were a girl, but
as far as I could tell from what I could glean from others and on
the internet and on television, I was... well, my orgasms were
extremely intense.

They were intense enough that I couldn't
masturbate if anyone was in the house unless I had the stereo up
loud and jammed my face into my pillow. When I orgasmed it was like
my entire body was on fire, and then that fire exploded like a
volcano going off!

When that happened, I lost control. Depending
on how 'good' my climax was, I would thrash and twist and cry out,
and sometimes scream like an animal until the orgasm had finished.
Unless, of course, it was especially intense, tightening my chest
to the point I could hardly breath. Then all the air would gurgle
out of me until I became light-headed and come close to
fainting!

What would happen if I did that with a boy!?
He'd tell EVERYONE! It would be too good a story not to tell! That
was especially so since I had a reputation as very modest, very
shy, very prudish, you know.

I mean, I didn't wear tight clothes or
anything revealing. I was very academic, getting straight As and
studying a lot. I didn't like to even talk about sexual things. I
tended to dress older than I probably should have, embarrassed by
certain kinds of attention, like, guys talking about my breasts or
my butt. Which, you know, guys do.

I liked to swim. My family had a pool, and I
was in good shape. But you wouldn't see me in a midriff baring tank
top or anything like that. I never wore tight tops or sleeveless
blouses or tight pants, really. And of course, there was the
glasses.

When I was fourteen I tried contacts, trying
to avoid the image glasses gave a girl. By my senior year I was
embracing that image, and wore glasses with thick black rims,
which, with cardigans, tended to give me the look of a librarian or
something. But that was okay. I thought that just made me seem
intelligent and mature.

I went to university with high expectations.
I took accounting, because I had always loved numbers and formulas.
I managed to lose my virginity fairly early on at college, but it
was far, far from my fantasies. Even my more normal fantasies, the
typical ones where I made love before a crackling fire on a
bearskin rug, or in a sunburst field on a warm day, say.

I had drank too much for courage. He had
drank too much. It happened in the back seat of a car and was
painful, embarrassing, messy, and far too filled with anxiety to be
very exciting. I had no worry about making noise since I had not
come close to having an orgasm during the brief period of actual
partially clothed sexual intercourse.

It was a huge disappointment!

It was worse than a disappointment. He wanted
more every day, and was annoying and whiny and sulky. I had sex
with him several more times, but it didn't really become what I'd
call pleasant, much less exciting. It was hurried, more painful
than pleasurable, and embarrassing.

Since I had roommates and lived in a dorm,
masturbation was pretty much out of the question during the school
year, and attempts at sex with two other guys didn't fair much
better than the first one had. I began to forget about sex and
focus on my accounting work, where at least I took some degree of
pleasure.

I entered university at seventeen and got my
bachelor's degree at twenty. In order to become a CPA, however, you
have to do a year working for a CPA. I had done six months already
during previous summer work terms, one at a government agency, the
other for a milk company. So at twenty I began working as an
accountant for Jefferson Scott.

Jefferson (Jeff) was a highly accomplished
auditor who often was hired as a specialist by the police, FBI, and
big corporations to do detailed work when some kind of fraud was
suspected. I thought that would be both fascinating and extremely
educational!

You will think of accountants as dull people
in suits with thick glasses. That is an entirely appropriate
stereotype. It suits me, after all, though my glasses are not that
thick. It most certainly did not suit Jefferson Scott.

He wore faded blue jeans and very crisp white
dress shirts, and that was it. Oh, and hush puppies. It's not like
he'd go around barefoot, after all! He was an extremely intense
man! When he focused on something he'd ignore almost everything
else, including both the time and the need to eat.

He was a tall, slim man, attractive, for a
man in his fifties, with medium length dark hair graying at the
temples, a longish face with dark eyes and full lips, and hands
which never kept still. Maybe, I thought, that was because he wore
an Ipod, with loud rock music blaring into his ears from his
ear-buds almost all day long.

I was actually hired by his son Michael, who
was also an accountant, and who told me I was there as his keeper
as much as his assistant. Michael was the same height as his
father, but much more athletic, with broad shoulders and a deeper
chest. He was about five or six years older than me, married, and
his father's partner in the small firm.

They worked out of an office which used to be
a bungalow, on a busy boulevard. The front yard had been converted
into a parking lot, and the back yard was mostly full of weeds and
gave way onto scrub brush, train tracks, and then more trees. There
was a vet on our left, and a garage on our right. Past the vet was
a used car dealer, then a cemetery.

Michael took the master bedroom as his
office, while his father worked out of the living room. The files
were in the dining room, and I was given the second bedroom (the
third being an actual bedroom for his father to fall asleep in when
he forgot to go home).

Right from the start, I thought Jefferson was
kind of crazy. He was so intense about his work! At the same time,
the division of work was clear in that while he did the stuff that
didn't require him to meet clients, his son did all the client
work. Jeff wasn't very good at tact, had little patience, and was,
generally speaking, kind of anti-social. He was the quintessential
accountant, save for the passion.

That meant Michael was often out of the
office visiting clients, which left Jefferson and I alone. It
didn't take me long to realize he really knew his business, and
because he was to intense I was getting a crash course in how fraud
worked. He would thrust some papers in front of me, demanding I
look, showing me where he had found something, so it was impossible
not to learn.

He was a great teacher almost entirely by
accident. He didn't seem to have any idea how he should act around
me, or any discretion in what he said. I had always dressed
professionally when attending classes, but things were so informal
at the bungalow – and often warm since Jeff hated air conditioning,
that I would come to work in T-shirts and shorts.

These were t-shirts, I hasten to add, not
tank tops, and not particularly tight except that, well, I am a bit
busty, so I had to buy shirts which either floated on me, or ones
which were more or less properly fitted except they were a tad
tight across the chest. Just a tad!

Jeff whistled at me the first time I walked
into the bungalow in one.

“Nice boobs, honey,” he said cheerfully as he
walked away into the kitchen.

I know that sort of behavior would appall
anyone in a modern office, and it startled me too, but I had been
working with him for a few weeks by then. I blushed and opened my
mouth to protest, but he was already gone into the kitchen, so I
went to my office, shaking my head. I knew he didn't mean anything
by it. It was just Jeff being Jeff.

It was probably two weeks later that Jeff got
excited about some corporate fraud case because he found some very
clever way to steal money. I was interested but he just smiled and
grinned and shook his head. “You'll see. Wait till I have it all
laid out!”

I was curious. Like I said, numbers
fascinated me, and so when I was on my way back to my office from
the kitchen an hour or two later and saw his desk empty I wandered
over a bit and looked at the printouts covering his desk.

As he emerged from the bathroom behind me I
was leaning over his desk, and the first I knew he was there was
when his hand came smacking down on my bottom sharply enough to
sting and make me cry out and quickly straighten to see his finger
wagging under my nose.

“No peeking,” he said, pushing me away.

I went back to my office, rubbing my bottom,
frowning indignantly over my shoulder, but feeling a sudden little
fluttering in my lower belly. He had slapped my bottom! That was so
outrageous! Or at least, it would have been in a real office. Here
it was just, well, Jeff. I mean, I knew he didn't mean anything by
it. And I had been peeking...

It started me thinking of those dark
fantasies, though, the ones still entirely unfulfilled. And my
mind, even as I got back to work, processed a string of thoughts,
ideas and fantasies, one of which was wondering what it would be
like if Jeff spanked me! The thought made my chest go a little
tight because I thought, well, it was probably possible, maybe, to
get him to do that!

The thought that came to mind after that was
what if it was a bare bottom spanking! That made my cheeks pinken a
little and sent a flush of heat into my belly. I could also feel my
nipples tightening within the cups of my bra!

But it wasn't serious thinking. You know, it
was just daydreaming. I mean, Jeff was a good looking man, but more
than twice my age! Of course, I wasn't thinking of him as a
boyfriend, but more of a, well, a disciplinarian, perhaps.

And that idea began to grow inside my mind.
And in that manner, I began to think about Jeff as a sexual partner
in a way I never had before. Again, not as a boyfriend, but as
something entirely different, though I'm hard-pressed to say what.
A stern figure of some sort.

As the thought grew over the following days,
I found myself thinking about sex more and more, and developing
more and more intricate fantasies, some involving him, some
not.

I gave him the temptation of seeing me bent
over a desk several more times in the coming days, but none brought
the slap to my bottom I had been sort of hoping for. Though he did
comment that I had a nice butt once, and told me to move my 'pretty
butt' another time.

But then forgot to bring in some papers he'd
taken home to work on and so, cursing, he slammed his way out the
front door, got into his Cadillac, and headed for home to pick them
up. I knew the drive would be about ten minutes there and ten
minutes back, and I was suddenly all alone in the place where no
amount of noise would draw anyone's notice.

Given the sexual thoughts which had been
percolating in my mind for a couple of weeks, by then, it was an
opportunity I could not resist! I felt a sudden wild thrill of
excitement that filled me with a breathless anticipation, and my
mind swirled quickly as I looked around at the empty rooms.

What should I do and where should I do
it!?

I hurried into the kitchen, opening and
closing cupboards, then went on to the bathroom. And there, in the
cupboard, I found just what I was looking for! It was a small round
shampoo bottle, about seven inches long, and just about the right
girth.

I snatched that up and went back to the front
room, then made sure the door was locked, anticipation rising
rapidly within me. I stood there, gripped with indecision, then
went over to Jeff's desk.

I should add that Jeff got paid a lot of
money for what he did, and the place might be an old bungalow but
the furniture was first rate. Jeff's desk was a modern U shaped
work station in dark, gleaming wood. The big credenza with shelves
was against the wall in the corner on two sides, while the desk
sprouted from one side, a big, wide oval long enough to sleep
on!

I moved to the inside of the work station,
which was plenty big, and then bent over his desk, heart beating
more and more rapidly. I was wearing shorts and a T-shirt, as I
usually did. Then I had a thought, straightened and hurried to
close the windows. Just in case.

I rushed back, then breathlessly, fingers
already starting to shake, undid my belt and slid it out of the
loops of my shorts, unclasped my shorts and pushed them and my
panties down. I then bent over Jeff's desk, raising my bottom
high.

I slid the bottle between my legs, then,
reaching around behind me a bit awkwardly, managed to slowly sink
it through the tight lips of my sex! I moaned as the excitement
mounted, more caught up in the excitement of my own heat than in
any actual physical sensations.

I worked the plastic bottle deeper and
deeper, until it was almost flush with my warming, swelling lips,
then closed my legs tightly, raised my bottom sharply, and gripped
the belt. It was thin leather, and I doubled it up, held it in my
right hand, and then swung it back to snap across my buttocks!

I gasped at the sting, but heat assailed me.
I worked my left arm down under my belly, so my fingers could
stroke my clitoris, and then imagined Jeff had caught me looking at
his papers and was spanking me, strapping me! I didn't swing the
belt really hard, of course, but hard enough to sting as my fingers
stroked more and more urgently across my clitoris.

Oh my God! The heat was scalding! I was
gulping in air as my hips jerked convulsively, and my pussy was
squeezing down around the bottle as my fingers stroked my clitoris.
My face became distorted with the passion which grew so rapidly
inside me and I let out a string of short, gurgling cries of
pleasure as I ground my swollen breasts into the wood and fingered
myself nearer and nearer to orgasm!

I paused, panting, gasping, and jerked my
T-shirt up over my breasts, then tugged my bra up as well,
shuddering as my bare breasts pressed into the hard wood and
papers.

I came, with a mounting sense of heat,
pressure and a building flood of sensations that had me jerking my
hips more and more violently! I cried out again and again, my cries
rising! My desperately stroking fingers angled further back, and
jammed against the base of the bottle, forcing it deeper into my
body as my thumb rubbed frantically against my clitoris!

I cried out more loudly, swinging the strap
harder and harder against my bottom as the heat boiled over inside
me! My cries turned to a long, undulating scream, my head jerking
up and down as my hips bucked convulsively! The orgasm seemed to go
on and on and on, until finally, it seeped slowly out of me,
leaving me breathless, gasping, dazed, and slumped mostly naked
across Jeff's desk.

Groaning dazedly, it took me a minute to
recover sufficiently to push myself up off the desk. I stumbled
away from it and back towards my office, pulling up my panties and
shorts in my confusion. I tugged my bra back into place, pulled
down my T-shirt, and then opened the windows.

Then I went to the bathroom to use some wet
paper towels on my face. I had to pull my pants down again, of
course, then work the bottle out of myself. I blushed guiltily, but
then simply washed it and left it where I'd found it. By the time
Jeff got back I was safely at work in my office and he had no idea
what a perverted girl I was and what I'd just done!

I did feel guilty about it, though, but that
… that crescendo of pleasure, that howling wall of sensations was
still echoing in my body and mind, and I could not feel sorry for
what I'd done. It was harmless, after all. And no one would ever
know.

My bottom was a bit sore, for I'd swung the
belt with more enthusiasm in my excitement than I had planned, but
it was nothing but a kind of heat which made me flush a bit when
Jeff returned, to think of what a naughty, wicked thing I'd
done.

I was, of course, alert to any other
opportunity which might occur, but over the next few days, none
did. And then I was called into Michael's office one morning while
he was in. Michael was unlike his father in that he dressed very
professionally and stylishly in expensive suits.

“Come in, Samantha,” he said, “and close the
door.”

I felt a sense of surprise at that. He'd
never had me close the door before, and what secrets would he be
afraid of his father hearing anyway?

“No, don't sit down,” he said as I came over.
“Stand right there.”

I stared at him in surprise, for his normal
genial voice was very stern. He stood up and came around the desk,
and he still looked stern as he looked me up and down.

“What?” I asked.

He picked up one of the visitor chairs, not
that he usually had many visitors, preferring to see them at their
own place of business, and pushed it in against his desk.

“There's something I'd like you to see,” he
said, taking my arm and tugging me forward.

I was bewildered as he pulled me ahead until
my belly was against the back of the chair. But then he stepped up
beside me and turned his computer monitor around, and I'm sure all
the blood left my face as I saw myself on the screen.

It was taken from a camera up on top of the
shelf above his father's desk. It was aimed across the entire
length of the room, but of course, it caught me there bent over his
desk just fine. I was almost numb to the fact that as the picture
began to move Michael's other hand pushed in against my upper back,
forcing me to bend over the chair, over the desk.

For it was video, and in the video I was
strapping my bottom and fingering my pussy and having an orgasm. I
gaped at it, the blood which had left my face returning in a flood
so that my skin seemed to radiate heat. I was appalled, horrified,
mortified!

And then he turned the sound up. I cringed,
recoiling physically, but meeting his hand pressing down against me
so that I was pinned to the desk!

“My father is not exactly politically
correct,” Michael said. “He's liable to say some pretty blunt
things to almost anyone, so I had that camera put in nearly a year
ago, just to protect from possible lawsuits, so I would be able to
know exactly what was said. I was a little anxious when I hired
you, a pretty girl, worried about what he might say to you that you
might find offensive, so I started checking it.”

I couldn't speak! I could hardly breath, and
only flinched as I felt his hand sliding over my upturned
buttocks.

“You've done satisfactory here as his
assistant,” he said sternly, “But I did note that incident last
week where he slapped your butt. I spoke to him about it and warned
him that sort of thing was actionable if you were to complain. I
also noted that you bent over in front of him several times since
then, and this video makes it clear what is on your mind.”

I jerked up violently, intending to run away,
not from any fear of him, but from the horrible humiliation! He was
a big man, though, and his big hand was firm against my back
between my shoulder blades. I squirmed wildly for a moment but then
he slapped my bottom sharply and I yelped in pain and stopped,
shocked.

“I don't want to fire you,” he said. “But on
the other hand, I can see all kinds of problems with your fantasies
involving my father.”

My face burned even more brightly.

“And since your fantasies seem to be quite
powerful I thought it might be helpful to give you some relief from
them so that you can work more professionally afterward.”

I felt him tugging at my shorts, which today
didn't have a belt, and for the first time, believe it or not,
realized that his intent was more sexual than, well, discipline. My
mind gave a kind of hiccup, still immersed in horrible, wretched
embarrassment that made me want to fall through the floor or die,
onto the shocked realization my shorts were going down!

I grabbed at them but they were already over
my hips and sliding down my legs! A fresh wave of humiliation
spread over me as I squirmed and struggled against that hand
pushing me down.

“I think a strapping is an appropriate
punishment for you, Samantha,” he said sternly. “I won't force you
to accept it. I can tell dad instead and let him decide what should
be done with you.”

I gasped at the notion. God, that would be so
much worse! His father had hired me partly because he knew my dad!
God, what if he told him!?

I felt Michael's hand slide off my back, but
didn't move, though I still felt an incredible level of
embarrassment.

“You can pull up your pants and walk out of
here, or I can give you a strapping. Which will it be?”

I gaped at the screen, trembling. I couldn't
speak!

“I'll take that lack of movement as a
preference for a strapping,” he said.

Dazed, I felt him gripping my shorts and
tugging them out from under my feet.

“I think you've been a very bad girl,
Samantha,” he said, his voice softening.

His fingers caressed my buttocks, and fresh
heat swept over me, but for the first time, I also felt a
breathless tingling of something... else!

“Bad girls have to be punished, as you
clearly know full well.”
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Michael's hand kneaded my buttocks as my mind
twisted and squirmed with a wild, swirling array of emotions, and
then it slid downward, down between my legs! I gasped, mouth and
eyes wide as he cupped my sex and rubbed his fingers along it.

“Wouldn't have thought you had such
fantasies,” he said softly, “Such a nice, quiet girl. But isn't it
always the quiet ones?”

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom, sharp and
stinging.

Then he picked something up, a belt, thicker
than the one I had used, and wider.

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried, half rising, my hands jerking
instinctively around to protect my bottom.

“No,” he said, pushing me down again. “You
need to be punished. Isn't that right?

I said nothing, my breathing ragged.

Crack! His hand slapped against
me.

“Isn't it right?” he demanded, voice
hardening.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Would you rather I tell my father?”

“N-No!” I squeaked.

His hand slid in between my legs again and I
cried out, trembling, as his fingers slid up and down against my
pussy, then began to push slowly through my taut lips.

“Would you rather I punish you?” he
asked.

I moaned, fingers digging into the palms of
my hands.

“Let me hear you say it, Samantha,” he
insisted.

“Y-yes!” I whimpered.

Crack!

“Say it!”

“Yes!”

“Sir,” he said. “Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned as his fingers pumped in
and out of me.

“Yes, you need to be punished. Say it.”

“I-I – Y-Yes, I-I need to be punished,” I
gasped desperately.

Crack!

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir, I need to be punished!” I
gasped.

He picked up the belt again and I moaned,
then cried out as it cut across my bottom with a sharp stinging
blow!

“You have a beautiful ass, Samantha, do you
know that?” he asked.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“And very soft skin.”

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried at the stinging jolt of
pain.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt lashed my bottom, which burned
brighter and brighter, the heat spreading out and throbbing with
every beat of my heart! The pain overcame the dark sense of
wondering excitement which had been starting to build, and I half
sobbed as my bottom began to burn with a fiery heat.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

God, it hurt! I hadn't thought – !

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” I cried, half sobbing.

“Please what?” he demanded sternly.

“Please I...it hurts!” I whimpered.

“Isn't that the point of punishment? Are you
sorry for what you did?”

“Y-yes!” I whimpered.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for what I did.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm sorry for what I did, sir!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Say, I'm sorry for masturbating at your
father's desk, sir,” he ordered.

I blanched.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh please!” I cried. “I'm sorry for
masturbating at your father's desk!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

“I'm sorry for masturbating at your father's
desk, sir!” I whimpered, tears filling my eyes.

“That's a good start,” he said.

I felt his hands, both of them, squeezing my
buttocks, then sliding down to just below, then gripping my thighs
tightly. They spread my legs apart as I lay panting and sniffling
on the desk, and I felt a wave of relief that both his hands were
on me because that meant he wasn't holding the belt.

And then I gave a lurch of shock as I felt
what had to be, indisputably was... his mouth, covering my sex! I
mean, it was like he opened his mouth wide and closed it gently but
firmly over my sex, and then sucked hungrily against my flesh!

I jerked up right with a squeal and he rose
behind me, his body pressing against me.

“Are you being a bad girl again?” he
purred.

“I-I... I... !”

I didn't know what to say!

“I think you need to learn a little
discipline, Samantha, and obedience to your boss.”

His big hand gripped the back of my neck and
pushed me forward, which, of course, meant my hips pressed firmly
against the edge of the desk and my body bent forward across it
until my breasts were pillowed out against the wood.

He let go of me, then, and moved around to
the inside the desk, where he gripped my wrists firmly and placed
my hands against the edge of the desk. Then to my shock he reached
back, gripped my T-shirt at the small of my back and slid it
up.

I yelped, half rising, but that just made it
easier to pull the shirt inside out and over my breasts and
shoulders. I made a failed grab for it, but he snatched it away,
and as it went it tore my glasses off my face so that they tumbled
across the desk! Then he grabbed at my wrist and pulled me forward
again, bending me down over the desk. He held my wrist firmly, then
unhitched my bra, and jerked it off too!

I was naked!

“Such a bad girl,” he said.

He pulled on my wrist, grabbed the other, and
pulled them together, then opened a desk drawer and took from it a
short length of rope. I watched, heart pounding, astonished, as he
wrapped it around my wrists, jerking the loop tight!

He chuckled softly, then pulled the rope down
under the desk, ducked below, and apparently tied it to something
there, for as he stood up I found the rope still firmly in
place.

I stared at my bound wrists, and a dark wave
of something like liquid heat began to spread down my body as it
dug into my wrists. He moved behind me and slapped my bottom again,
then dropped low and jerked my thighs apart.

I stared, gaping, at the credenza behind his
desk, gasping repeatedly, startled, shocked, as his tongue pushed
in along the line of my sex and moved up and down. Then his thumbs
pressed in, slowly spreading open those tight, elastic lips, and
his tongue moved up and down in the narrow valley between them!

His lips slid downward and then caught at my
clitoris, closing around it and sucking hungrily, and I cried out
again, jerking against the tight hold he had on my thighs!

I had never had oral sex performed on me, and
the sensation of his warm, moist tongue and lips against me was
astonishing! It was a … a revelation! He brought his tongue out and
lapped at my clitoris as his fingers, now slick, pushed into my
body, pumping up and down, the tips of his fingers seeming to
deliberately be caressing the front wall of my sex!

I shuddered and moaned in helpless disbelief
and confusion as the sensations he was inducing grew and spread,
but the more they grew, the more my mind squirmed away from this. I
mean, it's hard to explain, but the more sexual it became, the more
aroused I became, the more I began to anxiously try to think of how
to stop this! Even though... I wanted it!

I was so used to being the 'good girl' by
then, so used to protecting my chastity, that I simply couldn't
just... just let him do whatever he wanted to me without trying to
refuse! But I was tied up! I was actually tied up! I stared at the
rope circling my wrists with a mixture of awe and disbelief that
was almost as great as the shock at the sensations he was rousing
between my legs!

He stood up and I whimpered, closing my legs,
actually crossing my legs, grinding my thighs together even as he
moved around to the other side of the desk. I was still staring
straight ahead along my arms at my bound wrists when his groin
appeared right in front of them, his hand on the zipper.

OhmyGod! OhmyGod! OhmyGod! OhmyGod!

He was already fully erect as he pulled his
cock out, and I gaped at the thick hard redness of his flesh as he
drew it forth. Heat suffused my body, the heat of awful
embarrassment and dark, thrilled, forbidden arousal.

He held himself in one hand and reached forth
with the other, gripping my hair and kind of pulling me a little
way forward across the desk. Then the soft, warm head rubbed along
my lips!

“Push your tongue out,” he ordered
sharply.

Gulping, I obeyed.

“Further!”

I pushed my tongue out as far as I could,
staring wide-eyed as he leaned in and down and then rubbed the head
of his cock across my tongue!

“Such a bad girl. You clearly need to be
taught a few lessons,” he purred.

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair, and
then his cock plunged into my open mouth!

I had, of course, performed oral sex on guys
before, but it was a sort of half-hearted thing. I mean, it wasn't
like I enjoyed it! But this was entirely different! He thrust
himself deep into my mouth, fingers twisting in my hair, and
ordered me to perform on him!

Then he picked up the belt and swung it down
across my buttocks!

“Suck me, now!”

I moaned and anxiously started to suck.

“That's it. You hot, nasty girl. Keep sucking
and licking!” he growled as he started to pump himself in and out
of my closed lips.

Always before I had controlled oral sex. I
had used my hands to prevent the shaft from sliding too deep if a
guy was to jerk his hips, and had focused mainly on the head. But
now my hands were tied to the desk, and I couldn't back away both
because of that and because he held a thick hunk of hair in his
hand!

I moaned and gulped in air as he thrust
slowly in and out of my mouth, pushing deeper and deeper.

“Ahh, what a beautiful mouth you have,” he
sighed. “Squeeze those lips down, baby and keep sucking,” he
said.

Crack! He brought the belt overhand
and down across my buttocks as if to emphasize the order!

“Move that tongue,” he growled.

Crack!

I yelped and stroked my tongue as best I
could, but the head of his cock was deep inside my mouth, in the
back of my mouth, in fact, threatening to – !

Crack!

I squealed and then my eyes bugged out for
his cock slipped into my throat and he pushed forward, the shaft,
now slick and slippery, followed, as he drew my head up and back by
the hair and pushed the whole long length down my throat!

“Oh yeah!” I groaned. “That's what I
like!”

I gurgled wildly, struggling and shocked, the
feel of his thick flesh filling my throat and making me want to
gag, my throat aching from the unfamiliar fullness.

Crack! He brought the belt swinging
overhand and down across my buttocks again sharply.

“Swallow every inch,” he ordered.

Crack!

I squirmed and my feet kicked wildly for he
had pulled me, dragged me forward by the hair so that they had been
lifted off the floor! He dragged me further, my head reaching the
other side of the desk as he reached down with his other hand,
dropping the belt, putting it against the back of my head and
pulling me that last inch up so that my lips were pressed firmly
against his groin!

“Oh fuck yeah!” I gasped. “Oh fuck!”

I squirmed and twisted, unable to breath as
he held me tightly pressed against him, my hands jerking helplessly
against the rope binding them down.

“The first time I saw you and those gorgeous
lips of yours I thought how great they'd look wrapped around my
cock,” he groaned. “But I never thought I'd get to see it!”

I was getting light-headed, my head pounding,
my chest burning, and he finally took his his hand off my head and
drew his hips back, the long, wet length of hard warm flesh sliding
up my throat and then out with a wet sounding gurgle.

I coughed violently and then gulped in air,
face sweating and hot as he chuckled and then ducked down low. I
felt the rope, which had gone slack since he'd pulled me forward,
being pulled tight again, very tight, and I gasped as he arms were
pulled further forward, until my shoulders were on the edge of the
desk.

Then he stood up, his big hands gripping my
ribs, and arms and turning me over onto my back. My head fell over
the other side, and the world was now upside down, as I sucked in
deep, shaky breaths of air.

Michael filled my vision, his cock pointed at
my face, then he pushed forward and I gasped as he entered my wide
open mouth.

“Oh God, you have gorgeous tits!” he gasped,
his hands dropping immediately to my chest.

I gurgled as his cock slid forward into my
mouth, confused, with being upside down, not sure what to do with
it since I couldn't very well lick the underside of the head. It
was sliding along the roof of my mouth!

I felt his fingers digging into the soft
flesh of my breasts as his hips pushed forward, and I screamed in
denial, or tried to, but his cock slid into my throat, surprisingly
smoothly as it turned out, and just like that the shaft was sliding
forward until he was buried in my throat again!

His fingers were roughly kneading my breasts
as I stared between his legs.

“Fucking gorgeous!” he said excitedly.

I was laying fully across the desk, or at
least my torso and upper legs were. My body twisted and writhed,
legs kicking and flailing as he started to pump his hips in and
out, in and out of my throat and mouth!

“God, I love your tits!” I heard through the
pounding of my own pulse in my ears!

I choked and gagged and gurgled as he thrust
in and out for long seconds, then, mercifully, he pulled out, his
cock dripping, and I sucked in air, dazed and moaning.

“What a body you've got!” he said
admiringly.

He moved around to the other side of the desk
and I groaned as he pulled on my legs, spreading them wide at the
same time. Then I felt his mouth between my legs with a sense of
deep relief, for it allowed me to continue to breath as his tongue
plunged into my sex, then was replaced by his fingers.

He positioned me so my buttocks were right on
the edge of the desk, and he must have sat down on a chair to enjoy
himself, as his tongue whipped across my clitoris with hard, short,
quick movements that, as I regained my breath, started to send more
heat flooding through my body.

My head was still hanging over the opposite
side of the desk, and I felt this strange sense of disconnection
between me and my body. My head felt as though I were floating, and
I certainly couldn't see what was happening to my body up
above.

But I could feel his tongue and lips, could
feel his fingers thrusting in and out of me, and I felt as though I
were floating on a strange, roiling dark tide, moaning helplessly,
closing my eyes and still breathing raggedly.

I felt his hands sliding up my body to knead
my breasts again, and my wrists jerked against the rope, reminding
me I was bound, helpless, a prisoner... a helpless... prisoner... a
victim of... of a lustful man!

Heat began to intensify at that sort of
thought, especially as he started to suck hungrily on my clitoris
at the same time. My breasts felt hot and swollen as his fingers
dug into them, and my nipples sparkled like hot little coals he
pinched and stroked them.

It was all so... overwhelming!

Then his mouth left me and his hands slid
back down my body. I groaned as they gripped my inner thighs,
spreading my legs achingly wide. I felt something skimming along
the mouth of my sex, then felt the pressure growing. I moaned anew
as something pushed against me, pushed into me and... and I knew it
was him!

I shuddered as he entered me. He felt so
thick! I gasped as the lips of my sex were spread wide, straining
to envelope him, and then the slick, hot shaft slid into me,
pushing deeper and deeper. It pushed so deep I ached, and it was a
thrilling ache! It was a 'ohmyGod he's so deep' ache!

He started to thrust in and out almost at
once, his hands returning to my breasts, alternately gliding over
the curved surface, and digging deep into the warm flesh as his
hips moved in and out.

I felt a swirling, churning, violent tide of
emotions and sensations sweeping through and around me, and an
incredible pressure began to build up inside me, a pressure which
made me tremble and shake as his cock thrust into me again and
again.

I felt my body jerking, my hips grinding and
rolling, and then his hands returned to clamp down on my thighs,
forcing them down sharply against the edge of the desk, making the
tendons in my thighs ache as he stretched my legs so far apart.

But pinned at the hips and at the wrists,
that still left my body able to writhe and arch and twist as he
drove himself into me harder and then harder still, and I felt as
thought my head was going to explode as the pressure built up into
a sudden wild explosive force that made me scream as it released
itself through my body!

My body undulated, writhing, as I cried out
again and again, my hips trying to buck up against his cock, my
insides pulsing with an intense rush of sensations that swept up my
body and then down into my upside down skull!

It was a long, long orgasm! And even when it
ended, I was still trembling with heat and dazed arousal. I sobbed
weakly as he dropped forward and I felt his mouth on my breast! He
was breathing raggedly himself, and I cried out as his teeth dug
into my breasts, as he sucked frenziedly at my nipples!

Then his hips started grinding against me,
rather than thrusting, as he half lay forward atop me. I felt his
pubic bone covered by the rough cloth of his trousers, grinding
directly against my clitoris, and shuddered at the sensation.

He started to thrust again, and the buildup
of sensation was shockingly fast, so that within twenty seconds I
was coming again, crying out, twisting and sobbing and rolling my
hips up violently against him!

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he gasped, thrusting
harder and deeper and faster!

The orgasm became more intense, and robbed me
of speech and almost of breath. I gurgled dazedly, like a wild
animal, my body completely out of control as it writhed and twisted
and thrashed beneath his pounding hips!

And then with a final series of deep, hard
thrust he sank himself into me and groaned as he spent himself, as
he collapsed atop my body, still sucking and now more softly
chewing on my breasts.
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I almost quit, but that would have meant
talking to him again. I was so embarrassed! But at the same time I
had this incredible thrill of memory every time I thought about
what I'd done, what he'd done, what we'd done! It had been so wild,
so intense!

So hot!

I was stunned by it, and could think of
little else. Of course, I was also quite mortified, but I had some
time. Michael was going out of town and would not be in again for a
few days. Jeff had been wearing his IPOD the whole time and had
apparently heard nothing.

That would give me time to try and get my
head on straight, to resolve the conflict between my awful
embarrassment and the wild sense of dark obsession my mind was
clinging to for what had happened. I wasn't angry at Michael at
all, by the way. I was angry at myself, and not so much for what we
had done but what I had done in the video which had provoked
him.

What kind of a girl does something like that
at work!? And at her bosses desk!? A slut, that's what kind! Why
wouldn't Michael assume that was just what I was!? I was a... a
pervert! That was what that video had shown him!

I was lucky in that he had acted like a,
well, a man, and taken advantage of the situation instead of firing
me like the whore I was!

The thing was, that no matter how
excruciatingly embarrassing it had all been my mind felt an almost
feral sense of excitement and heat whenever I remembered him tying
my wrists and strapping my bottom!

And I wanted him to do it again!

As I stared at myself naked in the bedroom
mirror, the ache in my belly from the hard sex and the bite marks
on my breasts filled me with a sort of wild, dark delight! I felt
as if I was an entirely different person now, a sensual,
sophisticated, seductively wicked woman.

For Michael's passion had been pretty bare
and naked. I had done that to him. And his excited words of praise
and hunger at the sight and feel of my body made me feel strangely
smug, as if I had just proven to myself, if to no one else, that
men really thought I was hot.

I mean, it's not like they had been beating
down my door in high school or college! Of course, the way I
dressed and acted had probably had a lot to do with that.

I lived at home in the summer, and it was so
hard trying to act normal around my parents and brothers! Worse, I
felt a desperate need to masturbate. My hands kept touching my
body, caressing my breasts, especially my sore nipples, and sliding
down between my legs. But I knew that if I masturbated and orgasmed
it would be impossible to keep my family from hearing!

But I couldn't stop touching myself! I mean,
I could, but I didn't. My fingers kept sliding up to cup my
breasts, or slide down into my pants, and I would start feeling
that liquid heat filling my body, as if I was melting, and then I
would snatch my hands away in fear.

I had always been kind of self-conscious
about my breasts. Boys had snickered and made comments about them
early in my teenage life, and I was embarrassed that they stared
and commented on them. But the unrestrained admiration and
excitement Michael had shown made me look at them differently.

I stood before my mirror, shoulders back,
hands sliding up through my hair and back arched in that sort of
traditional mens magazine pose, thinking a little giddily of how
sexy I was, and how men would be so aroused to see me like
that.

*

I normally pulled my long hair into a pony
tail, or did it half up anyway, to keep it out of my way. That was
especially so going to work or school. But this morning, I let it
hang freely across my shoulders and down my back. I dressed mostly
the same, but, feeling sexy, I wore my sexy lingerie, rather than
the white cotton I usually did.

Oh I didn't think anyone would see my
underwear, for Michael should now be out of town, but it made me
feel sexy! And in truth I was sexually frustrated. I had avoided
climaxing several times through desperately repressing myself. I
had actually considered masturbating while bent over the bathtub so
that when I came I could shove my head under water and scream!

But I was afraid of inhaling water and half
drowning.

I found it very hard to concentrate at work.
The lists of numbers seemed to blur before my eyes. My mind kept
drifting off into daydreams, and sometimes I caught myself with my
knees wide apart, grinding myself against my chair!

Yesterday had been such a tremendously
shocking event, and the shock-waves were still rolling through my
mind.

I finally went to the bathroom and splashed
cold water over my face, and actually looked at the shower,
considering taking a cold shower. But I was afraid that getting
naked at work, well, I wouldn't be able to stop my hands sliding
over my body.

I went back to my desk, determined to get to
work and stop thinking such lurid thoughts, and it worked – for a
bit. Every time something nasty tried to interrupt my work I
angrily shook it off and went back to focusing on the numbers.

And then I went to get a coffee, though I
certainly didn't need the caffeine, and dropped by Jeff's desk on
the way back – which wasn't on my way back, really.

He had, as he often did, arranged his papers
in a precise order, rows of them, with everything available and
knowing exactly where every type of document was.

“Working hard?” I asked.

He reached down to turn off the IPOD.

“Working hard?” I repeated.

“There's no other way I know how to work,” he
said.

I felt my eyes drifting down to his crotch,
and felt a sort of strange sense of mirth. No, he wasn't hard at
all. I almost said it, but that would be too... I don't know,
forward?

“You don't really need to print these all
out, you know.”

This was a kind of argument we'd had a number
of times already, but he found it more comfortable to print things
out than to flick back and forth on his computer monitor.

“You do it your way and I'll do it my way,”
he said.

“My way is safer,” I said, feeling a strange,
rising sense of something like giddiness.

“Oops,” I said, spilling coffee onto his desk
and over his papers.

“Sorry,” I said, sashaying back to my
office.

At least, I started to. I gasped as his hand
grabbed at my belt and yanked me backwards. I yelped, dropping the
coffee cup, the coffee splashing on the floor, and then my body was
swinging around and I was falling forward across his lap!

“Hey!” I cried.

Crack! His hand slapped stingingly
down across my bottom!

“Ow!”

He didn't say anything. He didn't say I was a
bad girl. He just spanked me!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squealed and yelled and wriggled, but he
ignored my protests. He pinned my left leg under his right, and his
hand came down in a hard, steady, fast series of slaps that made my
bottom sting hard! After the first few stings it began to burn, and
the more slaps he delivered the more my bottom burned!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

That he wasn't saying anything made it worse,
because that meant he was angry, and I felt a churning sense of
anguish and anxiety that I'd really pissed him off and that, well,
he'd fire me! In other words, I wasn't sure if there was anything
sexual about this spanking! And that made it much worse because
there wasn't the sense of arousal to offset the pain.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

And the pain grew! I whimpered and moaned and
squirmed, but he pinned my wrists easily as he continued to spank
me. My eyes filled with tears, and then I began to sob as my bottom
burned more and more fiercely.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Desperately, I jerked one arm free, then
tried to cover my butt, but he grabbed my wrist and jerked it back
up. I got the other free, thrusting it back, but it was knocked
aside and, well, somehow or other my hand wound up on his crotch. I
swear it was entirely by accident!

But instantly I could tell he was hard. He
was very hard and he was very big!

And a shock ripped through me, because him
being hard, being aroused... well it turned this into something
entirely... different!

Sobbing weakly, I put my hand back between
his crotch, squeezing him through his jeans, and he snatched my
hand away. But then he reached down and undid my belt and pulled my
pants down!

Another shock rippled through me as my shorts
slid over my overheated buttocks and slid down around my knees.

Crack!

My buttocks were naked now, but I was still
wearing a thong. He tugged that down next, and I felt another
little shock.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The sound of his hand hitting my butt was
sharper now, and if anything, stung worse! My entire bottom was
throbbing with heat!

His left hand abandoned my wrists, sliding up
under my T-shirt. It met my bra strap, and I felt my bra loosening,
then the hand slid around my ribs and up under to cup my
breast.

Another shock rippled through me!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came free, then jerked my shirt up
over my head and off, the bra coming with it. My glasses remained
on my nose, partially, at least, but were knocked awry.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Naked now, I was still whimpering and
squirming, and my hands moved back, trying to protect my bottom,
but he gripped them both, then pinned my wrists together, crossing
them and holding them in one hand. A moment later I felt something
sliding around them, something leathery, something which tightened
and then tightened hard!

I gasped, pulling at my wrists as he released
them, but they were bound tightly together!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was so hot it couldn't get any
hotter! It simply throbbed and flared and radiated heat! And so as
he slapped me it was almost like... the dull deep throbbing heat
acted like a shield, softening the intensity of the stinging blows,
muffling them.

I felt the blows though, felt the impact
against my buttocks, felt that impact resonating, echoing through
my lower belly and into my groin, sparking a tingling response
between my legs.

Finally, he halted, and I cried out as he
gripped my thick hair, jerking my head up and back roughly, causing
my glasses to fall off completely.

“Are you going to apologize?” He
demanded.

“S-S-sorry!” I sobbed.

I sucked in a deep, ragged breath as the hand
which had been spanking me slid down between my legs. Then I cried
out as fingers thrust into me! It... hurt, but not as much as it
should have. I was wet inside, and his fingers slid deep into me.
At the same time, his thumb pressed down against my wrinkled back
opening, and forced its way through my sphincter!

“Not good enough,” he said, pulling harder on
my hair.

I cried out, my head forced way up and back,
my back bowing as he pulled on my thick, long hair and buried his
fingers and thumb in my pussy and bottom!

“My papers are extremely important,” he
growled. “My work is extremely important.”

His thumb sort of squeezed down towards the
rest of his fingers, and he began to rapidly pump those other
fingers in and out of me. I ached, and I suddenly realized he had
forced four fingers into my sex! God, no wonder I ached!

But my insides were starting to thrum with a
wild intensity as his fingers thrust cruelly in and out of me and
the stinging of my scalp made my head prickle and sent another
helpless thrill through my mind.

He stood up, and sort of... lifted me, with
one hand in my crotch and the other gripping my hair, lifted me to
my feet and then slammed me down across his desk.

“You don't throw coffee onto my papers
because you're feeling like a bitch in heat,” he growled.

I felt a wave of embarrassment!

Crack! His hand slapped down across my
bottom.

“Do you understand me, brat?!”

“Yes!” I cried.

Crack! He slapped me again, his
fingers thrusting in and out.

“Are you sure?!”

“Yes!” I cried.

The fingers in my sex suddenly stopped
pumping, and squeezed upward, or rather, inward towards his thumb,
and then his thumb started pumping in and out.

“Because if you're horny I can take care of
that in any number of ways,” he said.

His thumb stopped pumping and pressed in
towards his fingers, then his fingers started pumping again.

I whimpered and moaned helplessly, my hips
jerking against him, spasming, starting to grind against his
fingers.

Crack! His left hand slapped down
across my bottom!

“I know what brats need,” he said.

Crack!

“They need to be taught the rules.”

Crack!

“They need to be brought to heel.”

Crack!

I sobbed and cried out, my hips jerking more
and more violently against his fingers as he thrust them into me. I
felt sopping wet, and burning like a churning pool of lava!

“I was going to let Michael do that.”

Crack!

“He is more your age.”

Crack!

“But even an old dog can only close its nose
to a young bitch in heat for so long.”

Crack!

I came, a rush of scalding liquid heat
sweeping up my body so that I cried out and then began to shake
violently, hips twisting and rolling and thrusting back at the
fingers he was driving cruelly up into my oozing, burning body!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down sharply across my
burning buttocks as I writhed and twisted in the madness of an
incredible orgasm! He spanked harder and faster, and my entire body
shuddered to the blows even as his other hand was thrusting hard
and almost violently into my pussy and ass!

I had cried all the air out of my lungs, and
forgot to inhale as my muscles spasmed and my nerve endings
crackled like live wires. The sound of his fingers, at least the
four he was jamming into my pussy was a kind of obscene wet sucking
sound as my wetness oozed out over him.

I moaned dazedly, then groaned as he jerked
my legs apart. I felt something other than fingers sliding up and
down along the wet swollen lips of my sex, something much softer
than fingers, and yet hard and hot. It pushed forward, forcing my
soft flesh in and then back – and back wider – and back wider,
until my flesh began to sting and ache.

Crack!

I cried out weakly, my breasts pillowed out
beneath me against his desk.

Crack!

“Brat,” he growled.

I cried out as I felt something thick pushing
into me hard, too hard, too fast. It hurt!

Crack!

“I know how to deal with bratty girls,” he
said.

I cried out again as he filled his fist with
my hair and jerked my head up and back. At the same time his upper
body bent over me, pressing against my bare back, his other hand
sliding under to cover my breast and squeeze hard.

“Fuck, you're gorgeous!” he growled.

His cock felt so … so thick! It was pushing
into me, but so slowly, even though there was a lot of pressure
behind it! It was like it was barely able to fit through the
straining, aching lips of my sex! I had never felt myself opened so
wide as he leaned in and closed his teeth against my shoulder, then
in against the nape of my neck!

“What a fucking body!” he exclaimed, his
fingers still roughly kneading my breast.

He rubbed his face from side to side in my
hair, then leaned in further, his breath hot against my cheek.

“Do you feel me inside you, baby?” he asked,
breathing heavily. “That's a man's cock, baby!”

I only moaned breathlessly, eyes glassy.

He straightened up and back.

Crack!

“Nasty, bratty little slut!”

Crack!

He filled me, throbbing hotly, and I felt him
easing back, then pushing forward, then easing back, then pushing
forward.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a brat?”

Crack! “Are you?”

Crack! “Answer me!”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I moaned.

Crack!

“I'm your boss, aren't I? You should call me
sir. Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Tell me you're sorry for being a brat.”

“I-I'm s-sorry for being a... a brat, sir!” I
gasped.

His thick cock was moving faster and smoother
inside me, as if my muscles had begun to adapt to the thick girth
of it!

Then he leaned in again, and I gasped as his
heavy chest pressed down harshly against my bound arms, crushing my
breasts even harder into the desk.

“Do you like that cock, baby?” he demanded,
his lips against my throat again.

I moaned weakly, and felt my hair jerked
back.

“Answer me!”

“Y-yes!” I gasped.

Another sharp jerk made me cry out.

“Sir.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Tell me you love my cock, Samantha.”

“I love your cock, sir!” I gasped.

It ground wetly forward, even deeper, and I
felt an incredible ache up inside me! But it was... it was a
glorious sort of ache! The heat which should have fled with the
orgasm never really had. It had dissipated, but quickly gathered
once again with him inside me, and now was growing wildly within me
as he worked himself in and out.

I had never felt anything quite like it, the
sensations swirling wildly inside me even as my own emotions
seethed with the fulfillment of so many dark fantasies.

He straightened again and I groaned.

Crack! His hand slapped down against
my bottom again!

“Spread your legs, you hot little bitch!”

I moaned and shifted my feet apart, then felt
his big hands gripping my thighs, jerking them higher so I was on
the balls of my feet.

“Keep like that. Don't move!

Crack! Do you hear me?” Crack!
Do you?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Yes, sir,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

He slid slowly out of me, completely out of
me and I moaned as I felt so... so empty. I felt his slick cock
covered in my own juices, thrust in below me, the head, and then
the long shaft sliding firmly across my clitoris and up along my
abdomen.

Crack!

“Keep that gorgeous ass lifted high, little
girl,” he ordered.

I felt his thumb pushing into me, then
drawing out and pushing into my ass, I gasped and moaned.

Crack!

“Keep still, girl!”

His thumb was big and thick and it slid deep
into my ass, then he kind of hooked it upward against my tailbone,
as if lifting me higher. And all the while his thick, slick warm
cock was rubbing up and down across my clitoris and lower
belly.

He pushed into me again, and I gasped in
heated delight at how thick he was, at the way he forced me wide,
then slid deep inside me. His thumb was still inside my ass to the
knuckle, and as he started to pump his cock he used his thumb to
roll my hips up and back to meet his thrusts!

“Tight,” I heard him groan. “Gorgeous and
tight!”

His other hand slid up along my back, along
my spine, and seized my hair, jerking my head up and back as his
hips went still, his thick cock buried inside me.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he ordered, jerking
sharply on my hair. “Beg.”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

He jerked sharply on my hair again.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried.

Another sharp jerk.

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Another sharp jerk that had me crying
out.

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Another jerk!

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried.

And then he did, his hips moving in and out,
harder and harder, and he pulled back at my hair every time he
thrust into me. The harder he thrust the harder he jerked on my
hair, and the world seemed to spin around me in a wild, churning
kaleidoscope of light and sensation, of pleasure and pain, of shock
and animal lust!

And then another orgasm tore through me like
a firestorm and I cried out again and again, my hips jerking back
violently to meet his hard thrusts, the head of his cock punching
me deep inside, with hard, fast, aching blows that sent a glorious
stream of dark excitement pouring through my mind!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


I lay there dazed for a long minute or two,
having no idea or concern about what else was going on in the
world, or in the office, for that matter. I was hot, sweating and
bruised, both inside and out, and my mind was in something of a
state of shock.

I know Jeff went away and left me there for a
bit, but whether he was in the kitchen or bathroom or both I
neither knew nor cared. When he came back, though he had a beer in
hand, and almost casually wound my hair around his fist and then
jerked me up and back off the desk.

I cried out as I fell, and his pull on my
hair kept me from falling too heavily or too hard. I still wound up
on my knees next to his desk, though, gasping, eyes wide now.

“On your knees is a good place for you,” he
said with a smirk.

He sat down, beer in hand, and I bit my lower
lip, my head clearing and a flush of embarrassment starting to
spread across my face again. I dropped my eyes, cringing under his
gaze.

“Spread your legs.”

I gulped at the words, then eased my knees
apart a little.

“Wider.”

I looked up from under my tangled hair, face
heated, then spread them a little wider.

Suddenly he was squatting in front of me, and
I gasped, jerking my head up. He put his big hands on my thighs and
spread them wide, wide open.

“Oh!”

“Wide open, brat.”

His hands came off my thighs, and then one
slid forward, fingers brushing the hair back from my face. Both
hands dropped down to cup my breasts, then his thumbs and
forefingers caught at my nipples and pinched them, tugging them
upward.

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

“Shoulders and head back, chest out,” he
said.

He let go of my nipples, then slid up and
back onto his chair and picked up his beer. I started to drop my
chin again.

“Head back!” he barked.

I jerked my head up and back, rolling my eyes
to the side.

“What a fucking body,” he said.

He was a bit blurry to me since I didn't have
my glasses, but I saw him shaking his head.

He slid one foot forward, the toe of his shoe
pressing up lightly against my sex.

“All the girls shave their pussies today?” he
asked.

I flushed hotly, my mind squirming.

“Answer me, brat.”

“I-I... don't know,” I gulped.

“Sir.”

I gulped. “I don't know, sir.”

“Sure doesn't leave much to the imagination,
but on the other hand, it looks clean and open and you have a nice
looking pussy.”

My wrists pulled feebly against whatever was
tying them together behind my back.

“Why a hot little sex pot like you doesn't
have a boyfriend is beyond me,” he said. “Are young men just plain
stupid these days?”

I didn't know how to answer that but
apparently he didn't expect me to.

“Stand up.”

I stood up shakily.

“Back straight, shoulders back. Never
slouch.”

I obeyed and he took another sip of his
beer.

“Fucking perfect,” he said. “I can't believe
those tits of yours. Come closer.”

Flushing hotly I shuffled slowly forward
until I was standing right in front of his chair. He looked up at
me, then reached up with one hand to cup my left breast. He
squeezed it, then released it and shook his head again.

“I've seen girls with bigger tits. But those
tend to sag a lot. How the fuck old are you, girl?”

“T-twenty... sir,” I gulped.

“Fuck me,” he said. “Do you know your nipples
are actually tilted up a bit? That's fucking amazing on tits as big
as yours. Perky does not go together with big.”

He reached up and squeezed my breast again,
and his thumb stroked across my hard nipple. Then his hand moved
slowly, flat against my lower chest, sliding down across my belly
and abdomen and back up again.

“You exercise,” he said.

I didn't answer and he slapped my thigh.
“Answer me.”

“Yes... sir!” I gulped.

I had a lot of time, not having much of a
social life.

His hand resumed sliding up and down my
abdomen and belly.

“Turn around.”

I turned around and felt his hand on my ass,
squeezing my buttocks.

“Feet apart.”

I shifted my feet apart.

“Rise up on the balls of your feet.”

I obeyed and heard him make a sound, then his
hand glided softly over the round surface of my buttocks.

“Fucking beautiful,” he said.

I felt his finger pushing against my back
opening and winced.

“Please,” I gulped, turning my head
around.

Crack!

“Be quiet, brat,” he growled.

I gasped, and his finger pulled back. He spit
on it, then thrust it up again, forcing it up inside me, twisting
it from side to side.

'You ever been fucked in the ass before?”

I flushed hotly. “No, sir!” I gulped.

“What a waste of a perfect ass. I'm gonna
fuck you in the ass, brat. You can be sure of that. Maybe not now,
but it's gonna happen. A girl with a butt like yours needs to get
fucked in the ass every damn day.”

His finger pulled out and then his hand was
caressing my pussy.

“Turn around, brat.”

I obediently turned, wrists pulling against
the bindings again, amazed that I was starting to feel a growing
sense of arousal once more, even after those two incredible
climaxes!

I had never come close to an orgasm with a
man before. My orgasms had all been self-inflicted, but, well,
there's a reason they call it a climax, right? I mean, I always
stopped when I had an orgasm. It hadn't really occurred to me to
continue. The orgasms had been so powerful and left me drained and
gasping, not really thinking about sex any more.

This was different, very, very different!

“Did your daddy spank you when you were
young?”

I blushed hotly and shook my head.

“Say it out loud.”

“No, sir,” I gulped.

“But you've got this thing about being
spanked, don't you.”

I blushed even more.

“Head back, shoulders back, chest out!” he
barked.

I jerked and straightened my position.

“Answer me!”

“I-I... don't... I'm not... sometimes,” I
said desperately.

“Why don't you have a boyfriend?”

My mind squirmed anxiously, and his hand
slapped down hard against the top of his desk.

“You're going to answer me, brat.”

And I did, as he pulled it all out of me, my
entire sexual history, each boy I'd had sex with, what I'd felt,
what they'd done, and all my dark fantasies, well... most of them.
The nastiest, I kept to myself, too embarrassed to voice them
aloud.

“So you want to be a slut but don't have the
courage for it,” he said.

I flinched.

“I can understand that. The world is not a
fair place, Samantha. Boys can have all the sex they want. They're
expected to go after sex the way a dog goes after a meaty bone, and
with just about as much enthusiasm and just as little
discrimination.”

He chuckled. “But we call women whores,” he
said with a snort.

I wasn't sure how to respond to that, so
didn't.

“It's too bad you didn't get some young buck
to tie you up and fuck your brains out before this stuff became an
obsession with you. But I suppose I don't mind helping you get it
out of your system,” he said with a grin.

He took another sip from his beer bottle as
he looked at me.

“Get on your knees again, brat.”

I flushed and obeyed.

“Knees wide open. I want to see that pretty
pussy of yours.”

I obeyed, feeling whirly things in my
belly.

“Head back. Back further, way back, stick
those tits out for me, baby.”

I moaned, my back arched, my head so far back
my hair was almost on the floor as I stared up at the ceiling.

“Very nice,” he said.

This was so insane! Me, who had always been
so circumspect about showing off my body, positioned naked like
this for some man to stare at me! I could hardly believe I was
doing this!

“Straighten up, brat.”

I obeyed, drawing my head forward a bit, and
taking a few seconds to try to focus my eyes, though without my
glasses he was still a bit of a blur.

“Turn around.”

I turned around on my knees.

'You see that coffee on the floor?”

I nodded my head and he slapped it.

“Ow!”

“Answer aloud, brat.”

“Yes, sir!”

“You spilled your coffee on my nice, clean
shiny floor.”

It was a clean shiny floor, in fact, well,
aside from the coffee. A cleaning crew came in every night.

“I-I'm sorry, sir.”

“Sorry don't cut it, brat. Clean it up.”

I blinked in confusion at the order. I mean,
I was tied up.

Then I gasped as I felt his foot against my
back and fell forward sharply, twisting aside to land on my
shoulder.

“With your tongue,” he growled.

What!?

I felt a long, low, rumbling shock wave go
through me at the words!

I stared at the puddle of coffee on the
floor, my mouth wide.

“Or I'm going to turn this nice pink ass of
yours a bright red again,” he said warningly. “And then you'll do
it anyway.”

I bit my lip, my head whirling. I was half
laying on my side, my right breast pressed against the floor. There
was a small puddle right near my head, and I leaned forward,
feeling very, very strange, like I was moving in slow motion, and
then licked at it. I licked again, then again, tasting the coffee,
which of course, had cooled considerably.

I grunted with effort, stretching out my
neck, and then rolling onto my belly, my breasts pillowing out
below me again.

“Raise your ass into the air,” I heard him
say behind me. “On your knees.”

I felt the air hissing out of my lungs, but
obeyed, grunting as I rose on my knees, my face still low against
the floor.

“Spread your legs wide.”

I shuddered and obeyed, and then licked at
the floor. I licked my way slowly forward, knowing he was watching,
knowing what kind of obscene view he had of me like this! I licked
from side to side along the floor, my tongue sliding in long licks
across the smooth wood to lick up the coffee!

When I was done, he ordered me to rise and
move back before him on my knees.

He looked at me and I flushed hotly, my pulse
racing.

“You missed some,” he said.

He held out his foot, and at first I wasn't
sure what he meant, then he pointed to a small drop of coffee on
the leather and I moaned weakly, leaning forward again, all the way
forward, until I could lick at the coffee on his shoe.

“Do a good job, brat.”

I shuddered, and suddenly it was like... like
my tongue was an erotic organ! I slid it up and down along the top
of his shoe, then along the side, my breathing becoming more and
more ragged.

He gripped my hair, then jerked me upright,
then up onto my feet. I staggered back against the wall and his
grip changed, his big hand circling my throat and pinning me hard
against the wall.

His other hand thrust up between my legs,
fingers forced up into my aching pussy, his thumb stroking rapidly
across my clitoris.

I... came. I came violently, writhing and
thrashing and crying out – until his hand closed more tightly
around my neck, his fingers thrusting up hard and fast, his thumb
stroking across my clitoris as my hips bucked wildly against
him!

*

He untied me and made me get back to work,
then, but he wouldn't let me put any clothes on! I had to sit
naked, and if I thought it hard to concentrate before, well,
believe me, it was almost impossible now!

He didn't let me put my clothes on until it
was time to go home, but I had to kneel naked before him and
perform oral sex on him first! And getting that big, thick cock
into my throat was incredibly difficult! I thought I'd choke
several times! He wouldn't take no for an answer, though, not that
I said no, of course.

I went home in a daze even worse than the one
I'd felt the previous evening, and yet, the big difference this
time was that I didn't feel the same depths of embarrassment for
some reason. In fact, I felt kind of... giddy with it all, in a
desperately anxious sort of way.

God! Imagine if anyone found out! The things
we'd done! And he was old enough to be my father!

I was sore inside again, and feeling kind
of... tossed around. I'd gone white water rafting once, and felt
sort of the same when we finally reached land.

When I got home, everything was the same as
always, though, an island of tranquility and normality. It actually
felt sort of weird how normal things are, considering how wild the
day had been.

Then I felt a sudden jolt, a sudden shock.
The camera! It wasn't like I had forgotten the video from the
previous day, but what had happened with Michael had sort of
overshadowed its existence. But now I thought of it and realized
there was probably another video, this one of all the stuff that
had happened today!

Oh God!

What if someone saw it!? Michael would
probably see it, I thought, cringing, and what if he showed the
videos to anyone!?

I would ask Jeff to destroy the videos first
thing tomorrow morning!

I dressed in a high collared white shirt with
ruffles down the front, and a white skirt for dinner. Maybe I was
over-compensating for the fact I'd spent much of the day naked!

And that evening I wondered what would happen
when I went back to work the next day! I was fairly sure I would be
tasting Jeff's big cock in my mouth again pretty early in the day!
But my mind swirled around what else he might do, and I felt a
desperate need to masturbate!

I felt oddly safe with him. I mean, he was
smart, he was stern and strong, but he wasn't some dumb boy, and I
didn't think he would do anything that would harm me. He also
hadn't made me feel like I was a freak or anything, or even a
slut.
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I wore the same sort of outfit the next day
to work, but my stomach was full of butterflies and my lower belly
thrummed with anticipation as I opened the door to the bungalow and
walked inside. My face was already starting to flush with
embarrassment, though, even before I saw Jeff.

“Ah, it's my little brat come back to work,”
he said with a smile.

I gulped. “G-Good morning,” I said.

“Sir.”

I sucked in my breath. “Good morning, sir,” I
said.

“I have a lot of things planned for you
today, brat,” he said.

“Could I... could I ask about... the video...
uhm, sir?”

He snorted. “You mean that?” He said,
pointing his thumb up and over his shoulder at the top of the
bookcase.

“I was … worried – .”

“You should be. A video like that would be
very popular on the internet, probably get tens of millions of
views. Would you like to have tens of millions of men around the
world masturbating to that video, brat?”

I felt my face heating. “No, sir,” I
gulped.

“Why not? It's a form of immortality.”

“M-My family – .”

“Yes, of course,” he said.

He picked up his phone.

“Come here.”

I walked closer, close enough I was standing
before his chair.

“Lift your shirt up.”

I jerked and felt a wave of anxiety.

“Do it!”

I pulled my shirt up reluctantly. I felt his
hands on my shorts, tugging them down, and my thong down, then he
reached up behind me an undid my bra and lifted it up over my
breasts.

“Hold your shirt in front of your face,” he
ordered.

I did and saw the flash, then another.

“Good.”

I eased the shirt down and saw him looking at
the phone. He turned and plugged it into the computer and then I
saw a picture on the screen of me, well, my naked body from the
thighs up, but... you couldn't actually tell who it was.

“Wha-what are you doing?!” I gulped.

“Sir,” he said over his shoulder.

“What are you doing, sir?” I asked as he
brought up the internet and then a page which seemed to be uh, full
of pictures of naked girls.

He didn't answer, but instead clicked, typed,
clicked, and then clicked again. And now my picture was there!

“You didn't – !”

“Yup. That's up on the internet now. By
tomorrow I bet you have a dozen comments from the others on the
site about how fantastic your body is.”

I gaped at him.

“But you can't!”

“Already done.

“But – !”

“Would anyone recognize this as you?” he
said.

“Well... well no but – .”

“First of all, there are about ten billion
pictures of naked girls out there. Even if the whole town knew you
had a naked picture on the internet, and searched hard for it, and
the picture had your face in it, they'd be darned lucky to find it.
Second, this doesn't even have your face.”

I squirmed anyway. That was me! On the
internet! I was completely naked!

Well, except for my face, which I suppose
meant he was right. No one, even if they came across that picture,
would know it was me. No one would even suspect for an instant it
was me. Even the boys I'd had sex with hadn't seen me, well, the
way Jeff had.

He chuckled. “Get those clothes off,
brat.”

Flushed, my stomach swirling, I pulled my
clothes off completely.

“Shoes too.”

I stepped out of the shoes and he stood up,
forcing me to cock my head back as his hand slid up and gripped the
back of my neck, then bent me sharply. I gasped, reaching to grasp
his wrist.

“Arms at your sides,” he growled.

My fingers fell away and I dropped my arms,
my head forced way back as he looked down at me.

“You have a nice neck,” he said, his finger
tracing up and down against it.

He leaned in and licked lightly along my
exposed throat.

“Do you know how to be a good girl?” he
asked.

“I-I don't know!” I gasped.

He pinched my nipple and I cried out, my arms
jerking up.

“Hands down!”

I dropped my hands with a moan.

“First, you have to remember to say sir,” he
said. “Let me hear you say it.”

“S-sir!”

His hand kneaded my taut breast.

“Then you have to learn how to obey. You know
like in the army. You have to obey every order instantly, like a
good soldier. Left foot, right foot, about face, forward march,
Stop and give me fifty!”

His hand slid down along the bowed front of
my body, middle fingers parting to ease in between my legs
alongside my clitoris. Then they closed in from either side,
rubbing gently.

“Hands down,” he ordered.

I gulped, dropping my hands again.

He finally pulled my head up and forward
again and I blinked my eyes, gasping.

“Hands behind your head,” he said, releasing
my hair at last.

I hesitantly drew my hands up behind my
head.

“Back arched. Stick out that chest,
soldier.”

“I'm not a soldier,” I gulped.

“Stick out that chest, sex slave.”

I felt a jolt, and then gasped as he caught
my swollen nipples and pinched them.

“And you forgot to say sir again.”

He twisted my nipples and I gasped in pain
but kept my hands behind my head, and he eased his grip on my
nipples.

“Bend over the desk, raise your ass and
spread your legs.”

Face flushed, I obeyed.

He opened the drawer and took out a … a
thing. It was made of stainless steel. It was narrow on the top,
swelled into a thick teardrop shape, then abruptly narrowed. Then
there was a very short round part, and attached to that, a coin
shaped base which was blue on the bottom, and made to look like a
jewel.

“This goes in your ass,” he said. “It's a
butt-plug.”

I gasped, eyes widening.

“It'll get that tight little ass of yours
used to things going in it, so when my dick goes in there you can
handle it more easily.”

I bit my lip and moaned as he pulled it back
behind me. There was a delay, and I felt his finger rubbing against
my little wrinkled back opening. He had clearly smeared something
on his finger, something slippery, and I moaned as his finger
pushed into me, then pulled back, pushed in, then pulled back.

“Legs spread, raise your hips high, brat,” he
ordered.

I obeyed, and then he put the stainless steel
thing against me and pushed. I felt it slowly forcing my sphincter
open wider and wider, then it slipped inside, well, almost all of
it. I could feel that little round flat jewel part still outside,
pressed against me!

His fingers pushed slowly into my sex, then,
and I was wet enough he didn't have a lot of trouble sliding them
inside. I felt my heart beating faster and faster as his fingers
pumped slowly inside me.

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried out at the slap to my bottom,
but he only chuckled.

His fingers pulled free, and something else,
much thicker, pushed up inside me, spreading the lips of my sex
wide as I squirmed and twisted my head around, trying to see.

Crack! His hand slapped against my
upraised bottom again!

“J-Jeff!” I moaned a protest.

Crack!

“That's sir to you, brat,” he said.

I moaned as the thing pushed deeper. He was
pumping it in and out, some sort of dildo, I thought, slightly
curved, and angling it ever inward. Then there was a pressure
against the top of my sex, on the outside, something pushing down
firmly, and Jeff pulled me upright once more.

I immediately stared down between my legs,
eyes wide at the sight of how thick the thing was that was sticking
out of me! It was rounded, metallic, like the butt-plug, and had
these thin metal bars which ran over the top of my sex, pressing
into my pale flesh on either side of my clitoris. They were joined
at the top by a third bar, and they seemed to be squeezing in on
the flesh all around my throbbing little button and making it swell
outward!

At the same time, I could feel the pressure,
like they were on some kind of spring, pressing in against me and
back against the rest of the much thicker metal cylinder Jeff had
pushed up into my belly! It was like he'd pushed a very thick pen
into me, with the clip sliding up across my clitoris to hold it in
place!

He drew my wrists back behind me and crossed
them. I felt something being wrapped around them, circling and
looping back and forth until they were tied tightly together. I
gulped anxiously as he pulled back on my hair, pulled back more and
more until my head was almost upside down, then pushed a ball
against my mouth!

My eyes widened and I tried to understand
what the hell he was doing as he squeezed it and worked it past my
lips and teeth, where it expanded again inside my mouth to fill it,
pressing against the roof and down against my tongue.

God! It was one of those ball gag things! I
stared, cross-eyed, down at his fingers as he finished working it
into my mouth, then drew thin straps around behind my head. The
ball filled my mouth but also kept my jaw apart, not allowing it to
close!

He skimmed my hair out from under the straps,
then grinned and reached down between my legs. The big tube inside
me began to buzz as he led me forward and into the corner, then
pushed me down to my knees, facing him, not the corner.

“Knees apart,” he said. “Wide apart. Always
keep your legs spread wide, slave girl,” he said.

He released my hair.

“Back straight, chest out, head back,” he
barked.

He nodded, grinned again, and went back to
his desk, leaving me like that.

I stared across the room at him as I knelt
there, panting, my tongue pushing experimentally against the ball.
I could breath around it, after a fashion, for it was hardly air
tight, but speaking would be impossible since I could hardly move
my tongue.

I felt self-conscious kneeling like that,
legs spread, the thick round head of the dildo thing sticking out
of me, but the wild, nasty thrill of sexual excitement and heat
filled me, and the more the thing between my leg buzzed the more my
lower belly began to thrum with pleasure!

“Head back further,” he said suddenly.

I pulled my head up, staring at the ceiling
above his desk now.

“Further.”

I pulled my eyes up and back so that I was
looking almost behind me! That served to arch my back more, and I
wondered if that was the intent. Then the flash lit up and I
gasped, dropping my head forward again.

He had taken a picture of me, I thought
anxiously. He'd had me put my head up and back, though, so from
where he was... my face wouldn't be in it, just my neck and the
underside of my chin. But still!

My wrists pulled against the soft rope, which
was what it felt like, and felt a growing sense of anxiety as I
thought about those pictures and videos. But the dark heat and
hunger were relentless, and soon melted away everything else.

I lowered my chin, looking down between my
legs with excited eyes. The lips of my sex were stretched wide
around the stainless steel tube he'd jammed up inside me, and my
clitoris looked swollen and red between the narrow metal prongs of
the clip.

It was just the clip which was vibrating, I
realized, and it was vibrating all around my clitoris. It wasn't
actually quite touching my clitoris, though. That made my insides
swirl and burn, but didn't seem to be quite enough to push me over
the edge.

Jeff got up and came over to me.

“Did I say you could lower your head?” he
asked mildly.

I stared at him, blinking.

“Turn around, slave girl.”

Every time he used that word it send a rush
of heat through my lower belly!

I grunted and awkwardly turned my body
towards the corner, and he squatted behind me, his fingers
gathering in my hair. I frowned, rolling my eyes back as I felt him
pulling it into a tail. He was doing something with it, tying it,
it felt like.

“Lean forward, slave.”

I leaned forward and gasped as I felt his
fingers at the butt plug, felt something sliding in around it, just
below the base and against my skin. Then he pulled back my hair
more and more, and when he released it it remained held it in
place. I could feel the pressure pulling against the butt-plug
inside me, and realized he had somehow tied my hair to the
thing!

“Now turn around again.”

God, this was way more awkward, since my head
was forced up so I was almost looking directly above me! I shuffled
around and he pushed my legs wide, then went back to his desk.

Now I couldn't lower my head! That meant my
back was arched more, and began to ache as I sat there on my
heels.

A few minutes later he came back and squatted
before me. I couldn't see him, then, for my head was held back. I
felt his hand around my left knee, then something, an inch wide
strap looped around my leg just behind the knee. He did the same to
my right, and pulled them wider. I groaned as each leg was pulled
further apart in turn, then when he let go, the straps kept them
there!

The vibrator thing buzzed between my legs,
and I moaned helplessly, then cried out into the gag as his finger
began to lightly brush across my swollen clitoris! My hips bucked
instantly against the raw, overpowering sensations as the pad of
his finger continued to softly rub against it!

“The term bitch in heat comes to mind, brat,”
he said in amusement. “Good thing I have some self discipline,
though how long I can go before sticking it to you is
debatable.”

He rubbed a little harder, and I twisted and
writhed against him, bolts of crackling heat rolling up through my
belly!

Then he moved back and away. I presumed he
returned to his desk from the sound, but I couldn't lower my head
to see.

The tendons in my thighs ached sharply, and
my back was throbbing, but those were small things compared to the
pulsing heat inside me. God, this was so nasty and wild!

There was another flash of light and I
flinched, knowing he'd taken another picture.

“Want to send that one to all my friends,” he
said.

I cringed! But I also felt a strange
quivering sense of something wildly thrilling, for he kept
reminding me, or telling me, or letting me no in no uncertain
terms, how hot and sexy and beautiful I looked, and how other men
would think the same. Thinking of myself as this slutty, sexy woman
that men panted after was something new and shocking and wickedly
hot!

Strange men seeing naked pictures of me was a
horribly embarrassing and shockingly exciting thought. At least, as
long as they couldn't see my face...

Five minutes later, or thereabouts, he came
back to me and squatted down. I moaned in anticipation, then gasped
as his hands landed on my breasts. They were very light and gentle
as they moved in slow circles, sliding around the outside of my
taut breasts, rubbing smoothly, then sliding up over the center,
fingers casually stroking my stiff nipples.

I yelped and jerked sharply at a sudden
intense pinching sensation against my right nipple! Then did it
again as I felt another sharp pinching against my left.

“These are nipple clips,” he said casually.
“Like tiny alligator clips. I've also attached a couple of small
weighted balls to them. You should find the sensation...
interesting. Remember, bad slave girls have to be punished.
Sometimes very cruelly. And men can be very cruel with pretty naked
girls who are helpless in their hands.”

I quivered and moaned and trembled, unable to
even see what was attached to my nipples! I could feel something
pulling down on them, though, something which moved, which jerked
as my body jerked, and which rested coolly against my skin an inch
or two below my nipples!

I moaned into the gag, gulping in air,
whimpering at the pain, trying to convey that these hurt!

“Don't worry, slave girl. The pain will
fade,” he said.

Then he moved away again.

My nipples were on fire! But he was right.
After a minute or so, the pain faded. It didn't by any means
disappear, though! It faded to about half what it was! Then in
another minute it faded further, so that they merely throbbed and
burned continuously!

He came back again a few minutes later, his
fingers pushing at the things clinging to my nipples so they swung
a little back and forth against my breasts. They didn't move much,
though, since the way my back was arched they were partly resting
on my breasts.

His finger slid down my belly and abdomen and
began to rub my clitoris once more, only harder this time. I moaned
helplessly. The intensity of the sexual need had been pushed aside
by the sudden stinging pain to my nipples, but now that pain had
faded and his rubbing fingers were making my clitoris burn hotter
and hotter!

I moaned, my hips jerking and grinding, or at
least, trying to, despite my bound legs. I felt the waves of sexual
pleasure thrumming wildly within me so that my body trembled. I
felt the waves of heat beating at my pounding skull, and then the
orgasm exploded within me!

I cried out, again and again, arching and
writhing and bucking against his fingers as he rubbed my fast and
hard, and the orgasm seemed to set my insides on fire as my mind
rolled over and over again, my body spasming and trembling through
the sensory storm.

Then he was back to his desk, leaving me as I
was.

For some minutes I just knelt there dazedly,
panting, moaning, and recovering. Then I had a period of almost
normality, where I just knelt there, feeling achy in places, like
my nipples and back, and wondering how long he was going to keep me
tied up here. Then the heat began to seep into my mind and body
once again.

I'm not sure how much time passed, but he
came over and squatted before me again, and his finger found my
swollen clitoris and began to rub it.

“Hot little slut,” he said in a low voice.
“Like my own little sex toy. Have you ever been a man's sex toy,
Samantha?”

I moaned into the gag.

“Of course, a young man would simply fuck you
and leave it at that. But us older guys, well, we have all sorts of
kinky ideas, and there's nothing like our own sex toy to let us
experiment. Maybe I'll get you a uniform, a tight top and short
skirt, say. And the top will say 'sex toy' on it. Would you like
that?”

I felt his hands rise up my body, and then
lift those little metal weight things off my breasts. I gasped and
yelped into the gag as the clips on my nipples tugged upward and
outward in sharp, short little pulling motions.

“I bet those nipples are sensitive,” he said.
“Are they? They certainly look sensitive.”

He eased the pull on the clips and then his
finger began to rub against my clitoris again. At the same time, I
felt his mouth on my breasts, felt his tongue licking casually
across them, his teeth closing in to nibble and softly chew on the
throbbing flesh!

His fingers rubbed harder, and the dark,
sexual tide rose higher and then pressed against the inside of my
skull like it was going to burst it!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I started
to cry out, my hips bucking frantically. My cry took on a higher
pitch as he tugged up on the nipple clips again, in short, fast,
sharp little pulling motions that made my nipples sparkle with
pain!

Then, as the orgasm faded, he went back to
his desk.

Three more times he came over and rubbed me
to orgasms, then left me there, gasping and moaning. Then the
fourth time I felt his mouth against me down there! He must be
laying on the floor, I thought dazedly, as his tongue began to lap
at my burning, swollen clitoris!

The combination of his strongly licking
tongue and the buzzing of the clip made me scream myself into and
through a tremendous, exhausting orgasm!

I was dazed, mind blasted, and would probably
have fallen over after that were it not for the straps around my
thighs, pulling them back against the walls in the corner, and my
head held back so tightly by the cord pulling on my hair and
feeding down to the butt-plug.

As it was I moaned dazedly, eyes slitted, my
entire body overheated and exhausted.

I had never used a vibrator, never had one,
never felt one. So to me, the bars which were pressing into my
flesh on three sides of my throbbing clitoris were as close to one
as I'd ever come.

But when he came back the next time I learned
what a vibrator could really do, as I felt the nose of something
pressed directly against my clitoris and the vibrations were ten
times, a hundred times more powerful than the small clip!

My hips began to buck violently and my brain
felt as if a crackling electrical shock was tearing through it!
Convulsions wracked my body as I came and came and came! I couldn't
stop coming! My mind felt as though it were drowning in a roaring
storm of impossible pleasure! My body trembled and shook through
the orgasm – and another – and another! Or maybe it was all the
same orgasm, rising and falling like a roller coaster!

When it finally ended I felt my body moving.
I grunted, nearly catatonic with the intense sexual storm which had
been rolling through me. My body trembled, twitched and jerked as
the pull against my thighs was released. Then he tilted me forward
onto my chest and chin, lowering me gently before disappearing.

He was behind me. I felt the thick dildo
thing, or whatever it was, and the clip, sliding down and out of me
until I felt utterly and unnaturally empty. A moment later his
soft, hard warmth slid into me to fill up that space, and it felt
sooooo good! It was so … I don't know. After that hard metal, the
feel of his soft, living flesh filling me up was just supremely
satisfying.

I grunted weakly, chin rubbing against the
floor as he started thrusting in and out. If felt the impact of his
hips against my upraised buttocks, felt the steady thrusting of his
thick cock deep inside me, and basked in an incredibly satisfying
languor that wouldn't have cared if the world exploded around
me.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


My hands were still tied as he led me to the
bathroom. I peed while he looked on, which was less embarrassing
than it might have been given my brain was still scalded and I was
physically and emotionally drained.

I stared at the clips biting into my nipples
without quite understanding, but they tingled and ached as I moved,
for the little round balls dangling from them pulled and swung and
bobbed as they moved.

He pulled me up and bent me over the counter,
then undid the cord which bound my head back. I groaned weakly,
though with my chin pushed up by the counter the position of my
head didn't really move.

Crack!

I winced at the slap to my bottom, moaning
into the gag. Then I felt him pulling at the butt-plug, sliding it
slowly out of me. I groaned as it forced me open wider and wider,
then slid free. A moment later, though, something else slid into
me, something deeper and much more narrow.

And then I felt something... weird. I blinked
uncertainly, confused, then I jerked as I realized that warm water
was flooding into me! He was giving me an enema!

I was startled rather than mortified, because
my mind hadn't quite recovered yet. The water poured into me,
filling me until I felt cramps and moaned into the ball gag. He
pulled the thing out of me, put me on the toilet, and I expelled
the soapy contents helplessly.

Then he did it again, before putting the
butt-plug back inside me. Only this was a bigger one!

Another metal cylinder was pushed into my
sex, but this one wasn't as long and wasn't as thick. It was also
attached to a slim chain which went around my waist by another
chain which ran up my belly and up between my buttocks.

That chain went right over my clitoris. But
there was a kind of ring there, a circle, so that it pressed
against the flesh all around my clitoris, something like the clip
had, without touching it. But then there was a small dangling
spiked ball which went over-top it, and pressed directly against my
clitoris in a way which didn't feel good at all!

“Now you should get back to work,” he
said.

He brought me back to my office and sat me
down. The metal dildo thing or whatever it was, was flush with the
lips of my sex, so I could sit down. It probably would have
disappeared inside me but for the chain holding it in place.

“Oh, and one more thing” he said.

He handcuffed my right wrist to a bolt which
didn't used to be on my desk next to the mouse pad, and did the
same to my left wrist to another bolt by the keyboard. I could
type, barely, but couldn't move my hands far enough back to reach
between my legs.

He cuffed my ankles together below me, then
left.

God!

The orgasm had drained me, and the last thing
I wanted to do was work! What I wanted to do was lay down on a bed
somewhere! But that was out of the question. So I sat there staring
at the monitor for a while, then experimentally pulled at my wrists
to see how much distance I had.

That done, I examined my breasts and the
clips pinching my nipples, then looked down between my legs before
looking back up at the monitor.

Bizarre!

Unsurprisingly, I had gotten nothing done
when he returned fifteen minutes later to check on me.

“I find your work ethic sadly lacking, slave
girl,” he said. “You should be aware that slave girls are not given
the option of sitting around doing nothing. They are required to
work.”

He pulled back my chair, and since I couldn't
very well pull back myself due to my cuffed wrists I wound up on my
feet, bent forward, hands against the desk. My ankles were, as I've
said, cuffed together.

Crack!

I yelped at the sharp stinging blow against
my buttocks, jerking my head around to see him holding onto a thin
strap.

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

He brought the strap down on my bottom again
and again, and my body jerked sharply to every blow, which caused
the weights to bounce and tug at my nipples!

“When I return, I expect some substantial
work to have been done, slave girl,” he said.

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

“Or else there'll be more punishment,” he
said.

I moaned as he pulled in the chair. It hit my
lower legs and I fell into it as he pushed it in all the way, my
sore bottom stinging against the rough fabric as he turned and left
the room.

Shit!

I couldn't even protest with this ball gag
filling my mouth!

It took me a minute or so to recover, then,
wary about his return, I started trying to do some work. It wasn't
easy. My nipples stung. My bottom stung, and every time I leaned
forward I discovered I was pushing down on that little spiked
marble which was pressed against my clitoris! That was very
uncomfortable and ached!

But I knew if I didn't get some work done I'd
get another strapping, or maybe worse!

Of course, it wasn't exactly up to my usual
standards. How could it be!? I was increasingly distracted, too,
especially by that spiked ball. Yes, it ached, but it was starting
to ache in a darkly delicious way as my swollen, sweating sex
ground against it. And the more it ached the more aroused I was
getting!

So when Jeff returned he tsk-tsked as if he
was disappointed, and pulled me up out of my chair again, bending
me over the desk!

“Such a bad slave girl,” he said sadly.

He had something new in his hand this time.
It was a small handle with what looked like a bunch of eight inch
long shoelaces attached! Only they were leather. He swung it
against my bottom and they all hit with a crackle of light
stings!

wish-wish-wish-wish-wish-wish-wish-wish!

It was a soft light sound, but every one of
those little laces stung! I squealed and my hips twisted and
writhed, but with my wrists cuffed to the desk there wasn't really
anything I could do about it! Of course, my movements only caused
the weighted balls to bounce and jerk more and tug more sharply
against my aching nipples, as well!

wish-wish-wish-wish-wish-wish-wish-wish!

My bottom was burning and stinging and still
the little laces snapped down against it, until tears of
frustration and pain began to fill my eyes!

He halted, with me gasping, sniffling and
moaning, undid the chain around my hips, and then I felt his
fingers at my pussy. I felt them circling the taut lips, then
digging in, gripping the dildo and slowly pulling it out of my
body. He pulled my office chair away on its wheels and instead
pulled over an old wooden chair which had been in the corner.

Then he went away and when he returned it was
with a very lifelike dildo, which had me wondering where he had got
all this stuff. I mean, did he buy it all after yesterday or did he
have a supply at home!?

This dildo had a suction cup on the bottom,
though, and he pressed it against the wood, then pushed the chair
in against the backs of my legs.

I groaned as he pulled on my hair, guiding me
backwards, forcing me down slowly. I felt the nose of the silicon
sex toy pressing against me and gasped as it forced my pussy lips
open and back, then slowly slid up inside me as I descended.

I slid down the entire thing, and even took
the base up inside me, or most of it. It was longer and thicker
than the metal one had been, looked more, well, appealing, and felt
much nicer inside me. And for all his stern words about working it
was clear he had no intention or interest in getting me to
work.

Not like this!

At first, I tried anyway, just to spite him.
I was annoyed at the strapping, or whatever you want to call it. My
bottom was hot and stinging, and I felt mistreated. But it didn't
take long before I was sliding myself up and down on the dildo,
gasping softly as I rode the last few inches, shuddering with the
rising heat inside my body.

I gasped as he came into the room, anxiously
sitting still and trying to see what was on the screen.

“Oh, don't stop on my account,” he said.
“Continue.”

I rolled my eyes up and back nervously.

“I said continue, slave girl,” he ordered,
coming closer. “I want to see you climax within the next minute or
you'll get another strapping.”

I gasped, my bottom still sore, and felt a
rush of anxiety mixed with heat at the thought of riding the dildo
while he watched. But then, helpless, I started to slowly slide up
and down, increasing the length of my strokes, leaning in and then
back, sliding forward and back, up and down, gulping as a wild
thrill of kinky excitement swirled inside me.

He was watching intently, after all, and this
was sooooo slutty!

He leaned in and forward, and his long arm
slid down between my legs, fingers catching at my swollen (and
sore!) clitoris. I cried out into the gag at the soft warmth of his
finger. My clitoris was hyper sensitive, and his rubbing as I rode
the dildo set me off into another powerful orgasm!

“It's obvious I'm not going to get much work
out of my slutty slave girl today,” he said, drawing back. “Which
means she obviously has to be punished to teach her a few
things.”

He pulled me up off the chair, off the dildo,
then produced the original metal one with the buzzing clip which
slid up across the outside of my sex. I gasped as the narrow metal
bars framed my clitoris once more, the rest of it hard and warm up
inside my belly!

I moaned weakly as he uncuffed my wrists. But
then he placed these really thick, padded leather restraints around
them, carefully buckling them up as I watched, and I wondered
whether they were so thick because he thought I was super girl or
what!

He pulled me to my feet by the hair, then
bent over and shoved his shoulder into my belly, his arm going
around my thighs as he lifted me up over his shoulder. I gasped as
I fell belly-down, my arms and torso hanging down his back as he
carried me from the room.

He carried me into the hallway, and stopped,
then set me on my feet and reached up. I cocked my head back and
saw the trap door overhead leading to the attic. I'd never seen it
opened before, but now he tugged on the rope and the ladder swung
down, then slid down the rest of the way.

Without speaking to me he climbed the ladder
and pushed open the trap door, then disappeared up inside. I looked
down between my legs and reached down, sliding my fingers lightly
across my swollen clitoris, gulping anxiously with a mixture of
anxiety and excitement, wondering what Jeff intended doing
next!

I had expected some sort of stuff today, like
groping and fondling and maybe making me blow him, but I hadn't
expected this, not all at once, not so... I don't know, so
openly!

He was climbing down the steep ladder now,
holding onto something. It was a cable with a hook on the end.

“We set this up because the trap door is so
narrow and it's very awkward to carry stuff up to the attic on that
ladder,” he said.

He reached down and slipped the hook under
the metal links holding the two leather bands around my wrists
together, then quickly climbed back up the ladder. I stared after
him wonderingly, then heard a metallic machine sound, and the hook
began to pull upward!

I gaped at it as it rose, my arms rising with
it, and then cried out in alarm as it lifted me right off my feet!
I was rising up next to the ladder, my arms pulling me straight up
into and through the narrow trap door, then higher still!

I was momentarily blinded, since it was much
darker in the attic. There were boxes piled in several places, and
the only lighting in the attic came from a couple of naked bulbs
and a very small, dirty window at the far end.

Jeff was standing next to the trap door, his
hand on a button on the wall. I rose up until my feet came through
the door, then he took his hand off the button.

“Oh, one more thing,” he said.

He reached down to the thing he'd pushed up
inside me, and it started to quiver and buzz!

He grinned at me, then shut out the lights,
climbed back down the ladder, and closed the trap door.

I stared at where the door had been, gaping
at it, then looked around at the shadowy attic where I now found
myself alone, suspended by my wrists, swaying softly in the
shadows. To that point in time I had been so fascinated by what he
was doing I hadn't really noticed that my arms kind of ached, or
that my wrists were sore, or that it was freaking hot up in the
attic!

And I was dangling here helplessly. For how
long!?

This was so wicked! This was so kinky and
wild! OhmyGod! This was like one of my fantasies! Only, I hadn't
realized that it kind of ached to be hanging by your wrists.

I could hardly move at all since he'd cuffed
my ankles together. I just hung there, that... thing buzzing
against me, filling me up, making me ache in a darkly delicious
way! My thighs were squeezed in around the base of the dildo, or
vibrator, or whatever it was, and the clip part squeezed into me
all around my clitoris and buzzed.

I found myself entranced, filled with heat
and excitement as I hung suspended there. I wriggled a little just
to feel myself moving, moaning into the gag, alive with excitement
and dark delight at what Jefferson had done to me!

I felt myself sinking into my fantasies, the
poor, helpless, tormented victim of some cruel, lustful man,
imprisoned here like this to be ruthlessly used and abused!

My pussy thrummed wildly!

It was very hot up there, though. I was
starting to sweat. Maybe, I thought, it was the wild excitement
which made my heart pound and my pulse race. It wasn't like I was
doing anything, after all, to be sweating so badly. Of course, it
was very hot up there in the attic, with the black shingles heating
up in sun, and no insulation, of course, except under the floor
below me.

I moaned trying to grind my thighs together a
little. The clip thing buzzing around my clitoris was making my
lower body vibrate in tune with it, but it wasn't a very powerful
vibration, and it wasn't actually touching my clitoris. Just as it
had earlier, it heated me up, but not enough to make me come.

My arms ached more, and my shoulders began to
ache, too. That didn't bother me in the least, however. I was too
aroused, too thrilled, too excited! But God, I was soon soaked in
sweat! My breathing was coming in slow, ragged gasps, and my body
felt sooooo stretched out!

My head hung low, and I stared at my own
body, so sweaty it was actually wet, reflecting the soft light
which came from the distant window. I could see small droplets of
sweat trickling down over my breasts and belly, could feel them
trickling down my back and between my buttocks!

And the ball gag was a problem. I was
discovering that it made my mouth water, filled it with saliva, and
it wasn't exactly water tight. All the time at my desk my head had
been up and I'd simply swallowed the excess saliva. But now my chin
was low and I was getting a little groggy from the heat and aching.
My saliva was slowly seeping out between my lips and the smooth
rubber, to the point I was drooling onto my own chest!

I shook my head, gasping a little, then used
the strength of my arms to pull myself up just enough to slide my
head back between my arms. Now I wasn't hanging with my head down,
so I hoped I would drool less. But now my head was back, and I was
left staring up at my arms and wrists and the hook which they hung
from.

But even so, I was too aroused to care about
all those little things, about the aches and discomforts. My mind
thrilled to this, which meant my body did too, even without the
dildo and butt plug and that buzzing clip squeezing in around my
clitoris! Even my aching nipples throbbed in tandem with the
pounding of my heart.

This was so wild and wicked and nasty and
kinky and thrilling!

But boy was I ever sweating! And the heat!
The heat was... draining! It was sucking the energy out of me! I
was still desperately aroused, though. My nipples were hard as
rocks, and my clitoris felt like the brush of a feather across its
quivering surface would make me explode!

I didn't have a feather, though.

What Jefferson had done was to turn me on to
the point of trembling heat, but it wasn't enough to make me
climax! Oh if only I'd been able to touch myself, even for a few
seconds! I knew the orgasm would be tremendous! It hovered just out
of reach, as though it was waiting for me, taunting me!

My arms were becoming numb, and I moaned
weakly, wondering how long I had been there and how much longer
Jefferson would keep me hanging like this. The wild thrill of
arousal was fading as my strength ebbed. I forced my head back
through my arms again, moaning, chin hanging down, drooling again,
eyes fluttering and blinking against the sweat trickling down from
my forehead.

Finally, finally, finally the trap door
opened! I whimpered dazedly, half conscious by then. I saw him
climbing up through the door and knew I must be a sweaty,
bedraggled mess, but couldn't find it in myself to care.

He chuckled as he looked at me, then bent and
pulled up the trap door! He turned and bent over me, then
unstrapped my ankles, and put studded leather bands around them
instead. Then he undid the strap around my thighs. I groaned as he
gripped my ankles and lifted them up, pressing them back against my
shoulders, grinning at me.

He sidled around behind me, still gripping my
ankles, and I had no idea what the hell he was doing. I just wanted
him to let me down at this point. Instead he was hooking my ankles,
well, the leather straps he'd put around them, to something behind
me.

I groaned as I felt my left leg pulled wide,
then pulled back sharply, the tendons in my thigh straining. He
moved quickly over to my right side, and then that leg too was
pulled open then back sharply, tilting my hips upward. It was an
incredibly obscene and graphic position!

And of course, he pulled out his phone and
took several pictures!

I stared up at him with mute appeal, until my
eyes were jerked downward by the sudden rush of sensations from
between my legs. I stared down and saw he was holding onto
something, like a white microphone, which buzzed sharply. It was
the vibrator, I thought weakly, the powerful one which had almost
made my head explode last time!

And he was rubbing it back and forth against
my clitoris!

The dazed sense faded, the cobwebs brushed
away from my mind by the flood of sensation which quickly turned to
a foaming white wall of scalding heat! I stared up at him, eyes
wide, my body starting to literally shake! My ankles were pulled up
and back behind me, my legs aching, and now he was grinding that
powerful vibrator up and down against my naked, swollen
clitoris!

I had never felt anything like this before!
The intensity of the orgasm that lashed my senses was stunning! I
screamed into the gag, screamed endlessly, writhing and twisting
and bouncing as my insides were torn apart by the howling storm of
sexual energy!

I almost lost consciousness! I was left dazed
to the point of slack jawed drooling. In this case that was literal
since I lost all interest in or control over the saliva in my
mouth. My chin was on my chest and my eyes were open, but unseeing.
I was mind-blasted.

He pulled the vibrator away and moved across
the room, leaving me be for a minute. When he returned he undid the
ball gag and worked it out of my jaw, allowing me to gasp for
breath more easily, at least until he pulled back my head by the
hair and shoved something into my mouth.

“Drink,” he ordered.

I moaned, but liquid was trickling into my
mouth so I swallowed, then swallowed again, then more eagerly,
suddenly realizing how desperately thirsty I was! I rolled my eyes
up at him and sucked from the plastic bottle of water, feeling like
a baby being fed its bottle. But I had no arms to use, and my lower
body was still obscenely bent back, my legs well behind my
torso.

He fed me half the bottle, then poured the
rest over my head, letting it trickle down over my shoulders and
chest and belly.

He unzipped his jeans then. He was very hard
as he pulled himself free. I stared at him uncertainly, watching as
he brought the swollen head against my swollen, red sex, then
pushed against me and rubbed slowly up and down.

Just as it had earlier when he'd done the
same thing It felt... very... very... nice. I mean, after the hard
metal, his cock felt really nice against my slick flesh, and when
he pushed himself into me, though it ached and stretched me, that
felt good too. I was still too mind-blasted to really care that
much, but I did appreciate that his flesh felt good against mine,
inside me.

He pushed deeper, then I saw the vibrator in
his hand again. He clicked it on, and moved it down over my
clitoris.

I jerked at the strong vibrations, gasping,
moaning, shaking my head wearily as he rolled it slowly back and
forth across my clitoris, pushing his cock deeper all the
while.

My belly ached. That orgasm had had my
muscles spasming so violently that it had hurt. Now his cock was
sliding up deep, stretching the walls of my sex apart, moving
deliciously, achingly deep into my belly.

The heat suddenly flared, like striking a
match. It settled down a little, then rose, growing, intensifying.
I stared down, chin on chest again, watching him rubbing the
vibrator from side to side, watching his hips move in and out as he
fucked me.

My groin burned, it... it vibrated in tune
with the machine, and he began to thrust in and out harder and
faster. I stared at his cock, thick, glistening, driving in and out
between the tightly gripping lips of my sex. I had never actually
seen someone's cock entering me before, not like this! With my legs
forced up and back behind me and my chin on my chest I was staring
tight at it!

And I could feel it inside me, pummeling me,
churning up my insides as he drove himself into me. I ached inside,
and the heat was swirling and the vibrations were getting worse,
moving in tune with the beat of my heart now as I stared
rapturously at the sight so close to my eyes.

My head jerked up and back as the orgasm tore
into me, tore through me. I screamed, a long, guttural wail of
pleasure as my body trembled and shook with the savage force of the
power ripping through it! His big cock pounded hard against me as
the orgasm shook me like an electrical shock, and... and it added a
sort of thick, soft, wonderful fullness to the wild, screaming
pleasure!

And made it even better than the other
orgasms!

I screamed myself hoarse, screamed myself
nearly senseless, and still the orgasm flayed my senses. I sobbed
dazedly, exhaustedly, and he pulled back the vibrator and halted
his movements. I continued to twitch and tremble for long, long
seconds, but was able to breath as he brushed the damp hair away
from my face.

He gripped my breasts, squeezing them, then
pinched the nipples, pulling them sharply up and out so that I
cried out in dazed pain before he let them go.

“You are really something,” I heard him say,
though I didn't understand it, nor care.

He started thrusting and I moaned raggedly.
My insides ached from the spasming! But the wild, trembling sexual
heat was still there, still gripping me, and I felt it inching
upwards again as he resumed pumping. I pulled my head forward with
considerable effort, able to see him again, able to see the angry
red of his cock as he pumped it steadily into my trembling
body.

“Oh God!” I gasped.

He thrust harder and I grunted at the impact
of his hips against my buttocks. I rolled my head back, staring at
his face, as if mesmerized, but still befuddled.

“Nothing more exciting than a responsive
young girl,” he said.

I didn't understand what he was saying. It
was like he was speaking a foreign language. I stared at him,
gasping, grunting, moaning, as he thrust into me. I felt the
wildness of the sexual heat growing, and whimpered as the fever
spread through me. I was so exhausted, ached so much but – !

He brought the vibrator down against my clitoris again!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Please! Please! Oh! Please!
Pleeeasse!” I cried.

The orgasm tore me apart and I screamed
helplessly, hips bucking as my insides crackled with the energy of
another massive orgasm! I couldn't take it, couldn't breath! I
begged him to stop! He wouldn't! The pleasure was consuming me,
eating me alive! And then I lost consciousness entirely.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I woke up in the bed, you know, the one in
the third bedroom where he crashed when he forgot to go home. I
groaned dazedly. My stomach ached. But then, so did my wrists, arms
and shoulders, so did my chest. My hair felt like a tangled mess,
and I could feel the dried sweat on my skin. Oh God, what a mess I
was!

I looked at my nipples. They were still hard
and dark and throbbing. The clips were gone, though, thank God, but
felt quite sore in the aftermath of those sharp biting teeth!

My wrists were behind me, but my attempts to
pull them forward failed. They were locked there somehow. They
didn't have those big, thick leather restraints around them. It
felt almost like something metal.

I sat up with a groan and winced a little,
for my pussy felt extremely hyper-sensitive. I looked down at it,
but it looked the same as it always had. I slid my legs over the
side of the bed, stood up, fell back, then stood up again, swaying
a little.

My mind, my memory, was filled with the echo
of that incredible wall of pleasure which had fallen over me. I
stumbled to the door, then twisted my arms to my left and turned to
look. Handcuffs. I had handcuffs on!

I shook my head dazedly and padded out into
the hall, peeking left and right, then eased forward. I glanced up
at the closed trap door, shuddered a little, then went past it and
looked into the outer room. Jeff was sitting at his desk,
apparently working. I eased in anxiously and he looked up.

“Ah, back in the land of the living are
you?”

He stood up and I flushed as he came across
to me.

“Could you uhm, please... remove these?”

I gasped as he gripped my matted hair and
jerked my head sharply up and back.

“Why would I do that?” he asked.

I stared up at him, gulping in air.

“I … I'm all... sweaty and... I need to take
a shower!” I gulped.

“Definitely.”

He eased his grip on my hair and instead took
my arm and led me back up the hall and into the bathroom. He let go
of my arm and I stared at myself in the mirror, cringing at what a
mess my hair was.

“I have to say, brat, that I have never seen
a girl more responsive to a vibrator,” he said. “Then again, you
were pretty damned responsive yesterday too. You're a real
screamer, you are.”

I blushed hotly.

“Are you just making up for lost time or are
you always like this?”

“I don't know,” I mumbled, embarrassed.

He was turning on the shower as we spoke,
then rolled up his sleeves. Now he had me step into the tub as he
pulled down the hand shower. I looked at him uncertainly, then he
turned the warm water on me.

“I-I can do it!” I gulped.

“Not with your hands cuffed.”

Well.. that of course was obvious!

He spread the water down over my head and
shoulders, down my back, down my front, then turned it off and
picked up the soap.

“No really,” I gulped.

“Sir,” he said.

I bit my lower lip. “Sir.”

“I'll do it because I want to do it,” he
said. “What you want, well, that doesn't matter, now does it?
You're a slave girl, after all.”

I jerked at the words, feeling a strange
sense of wonder at them. His soapy hands started in on my
shoulders, then worked up and down my arms and my back. I gasped as
he gripped my wrists and pulled them up into the air, forcing me to
bend at the waist, then ran his soapy hands in under my arms.

He let me straighten, then his soapy hands
moved down my chest and over my breasts. They took their time
there. I shuddered a bit as his big, strong hands kneaded my now
soapy breasts. He wasn't rough, though, but still, my nipples began
to harden.

He slid his fingers around them, rolling them
gently, plucking them, then his hands moved lower. He soaped up my
belly and lower chest, skipped my groin, and moved down my legs
instead. His hands moved up and down across my buttocks, and I
realized the butt-plug was still inside me!

Then his hands moved between my thighs and I
gasped.

“Legs apart.”

I jerked and then spread my legs as his
fingers slid up and down under my buttocks. He brought his other
hand down from the front, fingers gently massaging my clitoris, and
despite the ache in my belly I felt a rising wall of sensation. I
wanted to tell him to stop, but I couldn't! I was already gripped
by the roiling heat.

I came, crying out weakly, trembling and
shaking against his hands, arching and twisting as the orgasm swept
me into its embrace and left me dazed and breathless.

It wasn't a terrible, powerful, impossible
orgasm that time, though, it was just... an orgasm.

“Close your eyes,” he said.

I moaned and felt him pouring something on my
hair, then working his fingers into my scalp. I swayed weakly,
gasping for breath as he raised a lather in my hair. Then the water
came on and poured over my head, rinsing away the shampoo. It
rinsed the soap off my face and down my body.

He drew down a fluffy towel and dried my
hair, then swept it around my shoulders, drying my body. When that
was done he had me step over before the sink and brushed my
hair.

“I-I can do it,” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir, slave girl, sir,” he said.

He turned on the hair dryer and began to dry
my hair. I part it in the middle, but he was parting it on the
right.

“That's not how I brush – “ Crack!
“Oh!”

“No one cares how you brush your hair, slave.
That's the sort of thing other people will decide on,” he said in a
mocking voice.

I flushed as he brushed it across my
forehead. My hair was too long in front that way, and it wound up
with really long, thick bangs cutting across the left side of my
face, almost falling over my left eye.

“I like it like this,” he said. “Are you
thirsty?”

“Yes!”I said instinctively.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Yes, sir,” he corrected me. “Try again.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Do you dance?”

“What?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Do you dance?”

“I... well... yes, I guess,” I said.

Crack!

“You keep forgetting to say sir,” he said. “I
might have to whip you for that.”

I blanched.

“I was thinking I'd like a lap dance from a
sexy slave girl from time to time,” he said next. “you should learn
how to give one.”

He removed the handcuffs from my wrists, then
had me dress in what he called my new work uniform. It consisted of
a ridiculously short little kilt, and a sort of... uhm, like a very
tight, nearly sheer white blouse with a collar and all, which
buttoned up the middle – and only hung down to about two inches
below my breasts, so it was more of a short tank top.

White knee socks and black high heels with
five inch stiletto's completed the ensemble.

Oh yes, and the butt-plug, of course, and the
metal dildo with the chain and spiked ball underneath, and no
underwear.

“Now get to work.”

I was still kind of mind-blasted from those
shocking orgasms, but I was also very weary, which kind of sapped
my sexual drive and pushed away my feverish imagination. I did feel
a kind of background sense of arousal, but nothing deep, not even
when I sat and felt the spiked ball pushing into my soft flesh.

I was actually able to do some work, though
not much. And my mind was still filled with a sense of awe at what
I'd done, at what he'd done to me, along with a rumbling echo of
the incredible orgasms.

He left me alone to recover myself somewhat,
which worked to some extent. But the more I recovered, the more the
ache of that little spiked ball thing grinding into my clitoris
began to turn me on again. Yes, again!

Oh, I wasn't really hot, not really, but I
was feeling pleasantly sexual, especially with the dildo up inside
me.

We rarely got walk-in customers. Almost
everything came by fax or email, or on occasion, by messengers. If
we had to actually meet a client then Michael usually went to see
them.

“Samantha, get two cups of coffee and bring
them in here,” Jefferson called.

I thought that odd, but then, maybe we were
going to have a chat. I was okay with that. There'd been a lot of
stuff happening and maybe we needed to talk about it somewhat.

Or maybe it was a test to see if I could
actually bring him coffee without falling on my face in the high
heels! It took some slow, carefully steps to get to the kitchen,
believe me! I was not used to high heels at all, let alone these
ridiculous stilettos!

The coffee machine was always kept warm since
he was a real addict. I poured him a cup, black, the way he liked
it, then poured myself a fresh cup, cream and sugar.

The kitchen was at the back of the house and
had two entrances, one to the hall and the other on the other side
to the dining room and living room. I came in through the former,
and walked out, very slowly, carefully and awkwardly through the
latter.

My head was down, watching my step, watching
the coffees, carefully balancing myself on the high heels as I
wobbled now and then, but made it to his desk. I set the coffee
down very carefully before him, and only then did I raise my eyes
and see the other man sitting in front of his desk!

I froze, jaw dropping, and then felt the
blood drain out of my face. It all rushed back in a second later,
however, as Jefferson and the stranger looked at me.

I knew very well that, while the 'blouse'
wasn't sheer it was certainly thin and white, and since my breasts
were pushing out against it hard enough to make the two sides want
to pull free of the straining buttons, there was no question he
would be able to see at the very least, their color and outline
against it.

And of course, my nipples would certainly be
noticeable. You could see through the white shirt enough to notice
them, even if they hadn't been hard!

“This is Samantha, my assistant,” Jefferson
said smoothly.

Did I mention how short the little pleated
kilt was? It hung very low on my hips and the hem was about one
inch lower than my buttocks, no more.

The man was in a pale gray suit, the blazer
wrapped tightly around a very thick chest. The tie was tied around
a very thick neck which was attached to a squared head covered in
very dark black skin. I would say he was in his early thirties,
perhaps, and his eyes were skimming up and down my body between my
thighs and my chest.

“She hasn't taken her CPA test yet, but she's
just gotten her degree in Accounting, and his planning on going
back for her masters,” Jefferson said as coolly and casually as if
I wasn't standing there half naked!

“Very nice,” the man said, looking at me.

I was flummoxed! I had no idea what to do or
say!

“Shake hands with mister Lawrence,” Jefferson
ordered.

I didn't want to shake hands with Mister
Lawrence! I wanted to turn and run away! But even standing still I
had my hand on Jefferson's desk to keep from falling over, so I
knew I couldn't move very quickly! I was also desperately afraid
that if I moved close to this man he'd be able to see up under my
skirt, and not only was I wearing no panties but I had that metal
dildo thing flush with the stretched out lips of my sex!

“Don't be rude to our guest, Samantha,” Jeff
said with a low growl.

He turned towards Lawrence.

“She doesn't like touching Black men,” he
said apologetically.

I gasped, my jaw dropping as my head whipped
around to stare at him.

“I do not!” I exclaimed. “I mean.. I don't
not! I mean, I don't have any – !”

“Then shake his hand,” Jeff said, his own
hand coming around and slapping my bottom sharply.

I yelped, stumbled forward because of the
stinging slap, and, in those stupid stiletto’s, lost my balance and
fell! Lawrence reached out to grab me and I wound up sprawling
across his lap, my glasses falling off my nose and hitting the
floor below! My little skirt flipped up, and of course, that left
nothing to the imagination at all!

Nor was Lawrence the shy type. Even before I
could scramble free I felt his big black hand on my bottom, and his
finger kind of rubbing at the butt plug.

“What's this?” he asked.

“Oh that's just to get her ready,” Jeff said
casually.

“She looks pretty ready already in this
outfit,” the black man said with a low chuckle.

I tried to scramble back but he dropped his
second big hand on my back, pushing me down again!

His hand slid up the chain between my
buttocks, then followed it back until his fingers were rubbing
against the base of the metal dildo.

“Hmmm, interesting equipment,” he said. “Do
all accounting chicks wear this?”

“Pretty much standard fare,” Jeff said.

I wriggled helplessly, heart pounding, pulse
racing, my brain still spinning its wheels on what I should or
could do about this! I mean, I had thrown myself – accidentally
it's true – into the wild, dark thrill of bondage and submission,
of experiencing some of those kinky fantasies of mine. And they had
been just as intensely thrilling, just as incredibly exciting as I
could have possibly wished for!

And so finding myself across a stranger's
lap, basically naked below the waist, was a breathless source of
exotic excitement. But that didn't stop me from being mortified at
being presented like this in front of a man I'd never even seen
before!

A single large finger slid down over my
clitoris, and over the spiked ball pressed against it.

“That can't be comfortable,” he said.

“She likes pain.”

“I-I don't!” I gasped, trying to twist free,
humiliated even as I felt a … a rush of something forbidden and
kinky and perverted!

“She's saying you're lying, man,” Lawrence
said.

“I'll have to punish her for that.”

“This is one fine looking ass,” Lawrence
said, his hand caressing and kneading my bare buttocks.

“It is, isn't it? Can you believe how smooth
that skin is? I haven't touched a twenty year old ass for
decades.”

A big hand slid down between my thighs again,
pushing against the base of the dildo, fingers reaching for my
clitoris and kind of rolling the spiked ball against it.

“D-Don't!” I gasped.

He stood up with me in his arms, then let my
feet drop to the floor. He spun me around, then lifted me up so I
was sitting on the edge of the desk facing him. I gaped at him for
a moment and he smiled, then gripped the front of the little tank
top or blouse or whatever it was, and simply tore it apart!

I yelped and jerked my arms over my breasts
as his hands dropped to my thighs and jerked them forward and up,
dropping me onto my back on the desk. Jeff's hands came down from
the other side, grasped my arms and jerked them up and back behind
my head, as Lawrence, chuckling, undid the little skirt and whipped
it off.

I was naked! I was completely naked in front
of this big Black man! I gaped at him, then jerked my eyes away,
unable to meet his eyes. I twisted and pulled against Jeff's grip,
which caused my body to writhe and arch wildly.

“Man, she's got a hot little body,” Lawrence
said.

“It's an incredible body,” Jeff said, pinning
my wrists together in one of his hands.

His free hand reached down to knead one of my
breasts as Lawrence spread my legs wider then reached for his
zipper.

“Mr. Lawrence is going to fuck your brains
out, Samantha,” Jeff said with a smirk. “Isn't that nice of
him?”

“Bitch with a body like this don't need no
brains,” Lawrence said.

He dropped his trousers and pulled out a huge
black cock, already mostly erect. I gasped as he gripped it in his
hand, then rubbed the head up and down along the swollen lips of my
sex.

His other hand unfastened the little chain,
then tugged it away, slowly sliding the dildo out of my body. It
glistened wetly, and Lawrence snorted in disdain.

“Only a little thing like that? Hot bitch
like this needs something bigger, man.”

His was definitely bigger! I gaped at the
sight of it as he rubbed the head from side to side across my
clitoris. With the spiked ball gone there was a delicious sense of
tactile pleasure in the feel of his cock, in the smooth, warm
softness of it caressing my swollen and aching little button.

Then he pressed forward. I gasped as the
thick black cock pushed in against my narrow opening, as it slowly
sank into my body, forcing my flesh inward, then spreading it wide,
stretching it wider still. I moaned, feeling a sense of disbelief,
a sense of unreality as pushed slowly forward.

I was wet, of course, sopping, but even so it
ached as he slowly forced the mouth of my sex to spread wide. Then
again, Jeff was a big man there, too, so I was kind of getting used
to it!

His black cock slid into me, inch by slow
inch, as his hands slid up and down my body, along my ribs, up
across my breast.

“Fucking tight,” he growled.

“She's hardly been used much,” Jeff said.

“Fuckin' crime, man. Bitch like this should
be fucked ten times a day,” Lawrence said.

Neither of them were speaking to me, you'll
notice. They spoke to each other almost as if I were, I don't know,
deaf, or perhaps unable to understand? Or as if I was just a body,
with no mind present that they cared about. And I kind of
understood that this was just the body they wanted, just play sex,
as it were.

Mind you, I was kind of okay with that
myself. I wasn't interested in either of them as a boyfriend or
anything romantic! I didn't even know Lawrence's first name, while
Jeff – despite the sex, was sort of more like a father figure to
me, a stern father figure, and one that wasn't related to me, of
course, but still, that sort of 'old guy who's the boss of me' kind
of thing was set in my mind.

Which, in a strange way, made it normal in my
mind for him to be pushing me around, for him to be disciplining me
and ordering me about. I think I would have had a lot more trouble
with a guy my age.

“Oh!” I gasped.

“That's a black cock you got in you now,
white girl,” Lawrence said with a leer, leaning into me to drive
himself deeper.

“She doesn't like Black men,” Jeff said.

“I-I do too!” I gasped.

“Nasty little racist,” Lawrence said.

“I-I'm not!” I gulped.

“You hate black cock, don't you, bitch?

I didn't answer, not knowing how to answer!
My mind was still sputtering wildly.

Lawrence suddenly dropped low over me, his
hands in my hair, his face inches from mine.

“Let me hear you tell me you love nigger
cock, bitch,” he growled.

I gaped at him, wide eyed.

“Say it!”

“I-I... I love... I love – .”

“Nigger cock,” he growled. “Say it,
slut!”

I gasped helplessly. “I l-love nigger cock!”
I gulped.

“Louder!”

“I love nigger cock!” I cried.

And at that moment his hips pushed firmly
forward and I felt the last few inches of his long, thick cock
pushed up achingly deep into my belly! I cried out, back arching as
he chuckled low in his throat and then leaned in to chew hungrily
on the nape of my neck.

“My nigger cock loves white meat,” he said,
his breath hot in my ear.

I shuddered and cried out as he ground
himself against me, my legs thrust up and out to the sides like the
wings of a bird as his big body pushed down firmly. Then he eased
up and back, grinning, and started to thrust.

I stared down at his cock as it emerged from
the tight, sucking entrance to my body, black and glistening with
my juices! Then it pushed back in again and I moaned helplessly, my
hips grinding already as he drove the head into the back wall of my
pussy.

Jeff stood up behind me, and I heard his
zipper going down. I gasped as he leaned forward over the desk, his
own big cock thrusting out red and angry above me. I gaped up at
it, and he jerked on my hair, tilting my head up and back, then
thrust his cock into my open mouth!

My eyes bulged as I stared at his crotch, as
his cock drove all the way down my throat.

“I don't know which hole I love the best,”
Jeff sighed in delight.

“I know I'm loving this one,” Lawrence said,
thrusting harder now.

“You know what, I think she's ready for me to
test out the final frontier,” Jeff said.

Lawrence chuckled, and then as Jeff slid his
big cock back out of my throat, allowing me to gulp in ragged
breaths of air, Lawrence gripped my arms and yanked me upright, my
breasts suddenly pillowed against his chest! His big hands scooped
me up and he lifted me off the desk, then walked over to the old
leather sofa and sat down with me straddling him. He turned
sideways and lay along it, as Jeff followed behind, and suddenly I
was impaled on his big black cock!

“Ride me, bitch,” he ordered.

“You heard him, slave,” Jeff said, “Ride that
black cock.”

God!

Lawrence reached up and pinched my nipples,
tugging me down, and I yelped, starting to pull up against his
cock, starting to ride him slowly and carefully.

“Faster, slut,” Lawrence ordered, reaching
around to slap my ass!

“You're too big!” I gasped.

“Don't give me that. A bondage slut like you
can take any size cock,” he said.

“I told you, she doesn't like Black men,”
Jeff said.

“I never said that!” I gasped.

“Then ride my black cock, bitch!” Lawrence
ordered, slapping my bottom stingingly.

I rode up and down on his thick black cock,
gasping, moaning, for it stretched me out widely! But the more I
did it the easier it got, and the feel of sliding my throbbing
pussy down that long black cock was amazing!

“Tell em you love nigger cock, bitch,”
Lawrence growled, rolling and pinching my nipples.

“I-I love … nigger cock!” I gasped
helplessly.

“She loves all kinds of cock,” Jeff said.

He moved behind me and I felt his fingers at
the round little base of the butt-plug. I groaned as he pulled
back, and the wider body of the plug slowly pushed out at my
sphincter, forcing me to open wider and wider!

It stretched me so wide I ached, but then it
was gone and I felt empty, though not, of course, for long. I felt
his weight on the sofa as he put one knee there next to my thighs.
Then I felt his soft, warm cock, slick with my own saliva, pushing
against my back opening!

“Oh! Oh no!” I cried in alarm.

“Oh yes, baby,” he said in a leering
voice.

“Oh God!” I cried' “Oh don't!”

I was sure they would tear me apart!

But Jeff ignored me, and his cock pushed in,
slowly forcing my sphincter open once more, then sliding into my
ass! I had never been sodomized, and now, while I had the biggest
object in my pussy I had ever taken, Jeff was going to shove his
own big cock into my belly too!

“You'll kill me!” I exclaimed.

“Like we'd kill a fine looking piece of ass
like you,” Lawrence scoffed.

“That would be a crime,” Jeff said behind
me.

“Oh! Ah! Oh please!” I cried weakly.

Lawrence pinched my nipples and I yelped in
pain, grasping at his wrists wildly. At the same time, Jeff thrust
his cock deeper into my belly! I felt so utterly stuffed, but the
sensation was also, at the same time, an incredible thrill! And it
was getting more intense the more of his big cock he pushed into
me!

“Oh God! God! God!” I moaned.

“Bitch is having a religious experience,”
Lawrence said.

Suddenly, his big hand shot up and encircled
my throat. My eyes bulged as it closed tightly, and my hands jerked
up against it to no avail as he pulled me down so that our faces
were once again only inches apart. Then he eased his grip.

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

“I-I love nigger cock!” I gasped in a
strangled voice.

“Louder!”

“I love nigger cock!” I cried.

“Again, slut!”

“I love nigger cock!” I cried, as Jeff slid
the last few inches up inside my trembling, overheated body!

“Oh God! Oh no! Oh! Oh! No!”

I began trembling violently, convulsions
wracking my body as those two big cock began to move inside me!
Then a massive orgasm tore the world apart, and I screamed long and
loudly, my voice howling like an animal as they cursed and drove
their cocks into me with harsher, deeper thrusts!

The orgasm intensified! I twisted and writhed
and cried out with every breath as their hands mauled my body and
their cocks pummeled my insides!

“How's her ass feel?” Lawrence demanded as
the orgasm slowly faded.

“Fucking great,” Jeff said breathlessly.

“Little whore's pussy is squeezing my cock
like nobody's business,” Lawrence grunted.

They were just getting started, and even as I
trembled weakly and moaned dazedly the sexual pressure intensified
with their movements. Having both those big cocks sliding in and
out of me was the most incredible sensation I ever felt in my life!
And it took no more than thirty seconds for the next orgasm to tear
through my nervous system!

They kept thrusting, their hands kneading and
squeezing and groping and pinching and caressing, and another
orgasm hit me, then another, and another. I think I came about ten
times in the space of five minutes as the two big men rammed their
cocks into my trembling, thrashing body and m mind was blasted by
wave after wave after massive wave of wild, raw animal sensations
of pure pleasure!

I felt... limp, boneless, dazed, as they
continued to churn my belly into a seething stew of lava, as the
wild animal heat continued to grip me. My mind floated on a rushing
river which kept spilling me over the falls to tumble and turn and
scream at the raging flood!
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I was... shattered. My mind was flayed and
broken apart. Even after they stopped I just lay there for long
minutes, trembling, gasping, twitching, my insides aching. My mind
felt as though it had been battered raw.

“Bitch been fucked good,” I heard Lawrence
say.

I couldn't disagree.

I had to walk slowly that evening, and had to
wear my high collared, old fashioned nightie so no one would see
the marks on my wrists left by their strong hands, or on my throat,
left by their teeth. I had a hickey on both sides of my throat!

I was still amazed, and in fact, I stayed
amazed. If what had happened slipped my mind for a moment or two
I'd then remember it and go “oh!” like I was shocked all over
again. The events of the last few days were so utterly unlike my
entire previous life history!

It shocked me, it scared me somewhat, too,
but I knew there was no way I could possibly turn away from that
incredible rush of heat and pleasure and go back to being the way I
was!

Even the words they had used, mostly
Lawrence, were shocking, but... but thrilling at the same time. He
had called me a slut and a whore! He had said the words not to me
but to Jeff, almost casually, as if, well, of course that was what
I was!

And I had always thought of myself as a
prude, a boring old straight-laced prude!

I ached inside! Those two big cocks
had stretched and pummeled me between them!

And this was happening at work! It wasn't
even part of my non-existent love life!

My nipples were still sore from all that
pinching, and I had bite marks around them! It was like I'd been
mauled by animals!

If my family had the slightest notion...
!

But of course, they didn't, and couldn't.
Nobody would possibly guess I would be involved in nasty, slutty
sex like that! Including me!

I suddenly pressed my hand against my face,
remembering all that had happened in Jeff's office, and remembering
the video camera there! Oh God!

*

My stomach was swirling the next morning, and
the closer I got to work, the more violent it swirled! I was
gripped by anxiety, having no idea what was going to happen today!
What had happened yesterday had shocked me to the core!

It wasn't that I was afraid... exactly. But I
was anxious, for I had no control over whatever was to happen, and
hadn't for three days now! That left me feeling very vulnerable and
wary despite the wild clamoring heat which always gripped me when
Jeff did his nasty things to me.

When I got to the bungalow I felt a different
sort of tension, though. Jeff's car wasn't there, but Michael's
Mercedes was! He was back! I gulped, wondering how much his father
had told him, if anything, and whether he might have checked the
camera in his office again!

I glanced nervously up towards the shelves
behind Jeff's desk, looking for the camera I knew was there but had
never actually seen, then passed down the hall to my office.

“Samantha? Come in here,” I heard from
Michael's office.

Tension churned within me as I set down my
purse and then walked the short distance up the hall to what had
been the master bedroom. Michael came out from behind his desk,
looking stern, and I gulped as I stood in the doorway.

“Come inside. I have a few things for you,”
he said.

Heart pounding, I stepped forward and he came
forward and reached for me. I gasped in surprise as he gripped my
T-shirt and casually but firmly peeled it up my body, forcing my
arms up as he yanked it off over my head.

I gasped, stumbling just a bit, and then
gasped again as he cupped my breasts through my bra.

“Lovely,” he said, letting them go. He
gripped the elastic waistband of my sweatpants and yanked them down
too, then pulled off my thong!

And what did I do? What did I say? Well...
well, nothing! In just a few seconds he had stripped me naked!

“God, you have a gorgeous body,” he said,
shaking his head.

He turned around and then turned back with
something in his hand. It was... it was a collar! It was a studded
black leather collar, and I gaped at it, then stared as he drew it
forward, opened it, and slid it around my neck. He moved behind me,
doing it up somehow in the back.

Next came the same studded leather restraints
for my wrists that his father had used, and he then clipped these
together behind my back and shoved me to my knees.

I was … breathless with how casual he was
about it! I mean, like this was a normal part of the work day!

He drew himself out of his pants and rubbed
his cock against my face.

“Suck,” he ordered calmly.

And so I did! I knelt there, wrists bound
behind me, naked, and bobbed up and down on his stiff shaft as he
stood before me, arms folded across his chest!

And I felt a growing sense of excitement as I
did it!

“All the way, slave girl,” he said
calmly.

I forced my lips down further, gurgling as
the head of his cock popped into my throat then slid downward. He
was not a small man but he wasn't a monster like his father, or
like Lawrence, for that matter, so it was relatively easy.

I wasn't surprised when he abruptly pulled me
to my feet by the hair, then bent me over the desk to enter me from
behind. It was a very casual kind of thing, and yet my insides
burned hotter and hotter as his hips slapped against my buttocks
and his cock drove into my body.

It wasn't enough to make me come, but it
turned me on enormously, and left me breathless and filled with
sexual tension as he finished with a groan of pleasure and
release.

“I think we have to deal with your shocking
behavior while I was away now, Samantha,” he said.

I jerked, anxiety flooding into me again.

“You were a very, very bad girl, and bad
girls must be punished. Isn't that right?”

I gulped.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Isn't that right?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“I'm glad you understand.”

He pulled me upright by the hair, then led me
firmly out of the room and into the third bedroom, the one which
was mostly empty save for a bed his father sometimes crashed on.
There he unclipped my wrists, clipped them together in front of me,
and then attached a ring and chain to the center clips.

The chain went overhead through a ring set
into the ceiling which I was sure had not been there before, and
then down to the wall. He pulled the chain tight and I gasped as my
arms were yanked up above my head like when I hung from my wrists
in the attic! He didn't lift me off my feet, though, at least, not
fully. He pulled until I was on the balls of my feet, then locked
the chain in place.

He was rougher as he jerked back on my hair,
and I cried out in pain even as he pushed a ball gag, probably the
same one, I supposed, into my mouth and strapped it behind my
head.

“You have beautiful breasts,” he said.

Then he showed me a thing, much like his
father had used on my butt the other day. It had a short handle,
and a bunch of thin leather cords or thongs which were about a
dozen inches long. He smiled and then he swung it down across my
breasts!

I squealed in shock and alarm, for I had
expected another of the strappings and spankings like I had already
been subjected to! Instead the thin leather laces snapped down
across my breasts with a crackle of sharp stinging sensations!

I twisted wildly, crying out more in shock
than pain, twisting away from him.

Thpit! The thongs snapped down across
my back!

Again I cried out, twisting and jerking, but
I couldn't turn around to let him see my breasts again!

The thin cords or thongs were very
lightweight, and hardly made any impact when they landed, but there
were a bunch of them and they still stung!

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!
Thpit! Thpit!

I gasped and moaned, steadying myself now
that I was over the sudden shock. The stings... ached, but didn't
really hurt. I flinched repeatedly, gasping, moaning helplessly, my
mind filled with a churning mix of anxiety and... and something
else.

It was like he was whipping me, I thought
wildly. Then I realized he actually was whipping me! It wasn't as
if I was being whipped! I really was! What an astonishing thought
that was! It was surreal!

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!

The leather thongs swished through the air
and struck my bare back with a soft sound as the rattle of stings
flashed through my nervous system. I flinched and gasped and
moaned, but could do nothing to protect myself!

He moved downward, striking my lower back,
then my buttocks, and my hips bucked and jerked as they stung more
and more! He moved up along my lower back, and my back arched
repeatedly, my skin starting to feel tender and warm now as he
swung the thin little thongs against my upper back again!

My entire back right down to my thighs was
starting to feel tender and hot!

Then he took a step closer and swung the
thongs from the side. They swung around my ribs, snapping across my
breasts again! I yelped and twisted away, or tried to, but there
was no way to do it! He swung the flog again, this time around my
other side, and struck at my left breast!

I twisted sharply to my right, and he swung
the thing down against my right ribs, the thin cords arcing around
to snap at my right breast! There was no way to turn away, no way
to protect any part of my body, and I shuddered and moaned as he
moved around in front of me and began to strike my breasts
directly!

I twisted and jerked and trembled, gasping
and moaning into the gag as my breasts turned pink, then red, and
then he swung the flog lower, slicing into the soft, warm skin over
my belly and abdomen!

It was a very light flog, I should add once
more. But the multiple stings were adding up and turning my flesh
very tender and hot and sore!

He stopped, and I was panting heavily,
gasping, moaning, as he knelt before me. I dropped my eyes and saw
him placing the same studded leather bands around my ankles as he
had around my wrists. He was... humming, as he did!

He attached a thin chain to each of my
ankles, then pulled one to the side, moving across the floor,
drawing my right leg out so that I was propped unsteadily on my
left, then fixing the chain to the wall. He moved back and gripped
the other chain and drew that out, and I was suddenly hanging by my
wrists again!

My toes were practically touching the floor,
but they were also forced well apart as I hung there, my body taut,
my flesh red and pink, my mind filling with a wild vortex of
anxiety and heat!

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!

He walked slowly around me, snapping the flog
down across my breasts and belly, across my back, across my ribs,
and then he paused just behind me and I saw his fist coming forward
on my right side, all the way to my hip as the flog swung in and
down and then crackled across my lower abdomen! And half the thin
thongs swung in and down to snap at my pussy!

I squealed into the gag, my hips bucking
backward, but now that my legs were chained apart there was
absolutely nothing I could do! Nothing! I couldn't tell him to
stop, nor even signal him with my eyes since he was standing behind
me!

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!

The thongs swung around my ribs to snap at my
breasts, then down across my abdomen to snap at my pussy and I
twisted and writhed and strained against the leather restraints,
yelping and crying out again and again as my skin heated up
everywhere he was striking!

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!

He struck my back again, then let the thong
swing up underhand to come up between my legs to snap at my pussy
and lower abdomen!

God! It was all so wild! My mind was
spinning!

And then his hands, without a whip, slid
around me from behind. One slid up to cup one of my throbbing,
aching breasts, and the other slid down to rub my clitoris, and
slide along the furrow of my sex! I felt his breath against the
back of my neck, then in under my ear.

“Slave,” he said in a soft, throaty
growl.

I moaned and whimpered, and then his cock
slid up against my aching, swollen sex from behind. The shaft
pressed up firmly against my soft flesh and I stared down at the
head emerging from between my thighs, watched as he gripped it with
his hand and rubbed it up and down along my pussy.

“Slave,” he whispered again, his lips and
teeth nibbling lightly on my earlobe.

I moaned as his cock pushed into me, in and
up, and his hands slid down to clasp my thighs just below my groin
and pull, angling my bottom up and back a bit. His cock slid up
inside me, the head mashed up against the front of my pussy at a
sharp angle until he kind of tilted me back a bit more.

“Slave,” he said softly.

He started to pump in and out in long, slow
strokes, the head of his cock rubbing hard along the front wall of
my pussy, grinding over what almost felt like a soft, little sore
spot inside me. Except it wasn't so much sore as, well,
sensitive.

I moaned weakly, gasping, relieved that the
whipping was done, newly aware of my aching wrists, even as
practically the entire surface of my body throbbed hotly. I was all
pink down the front, and I, supposed, down the back.

His cock moved steadily inside me.

“Slave,” he said in a voice soft voice.

“I moaned, drooling a bit through the ball
gag, grunting as his cock slid up and down, grinding against that
soft little spot on the front wall of my sex.

“Whore,” he said softly, chewing on my
throat.

I moaned as he moved faster.

“Slut,” he growled, his teeth closing on my
ear a little, then on the nape of my neck.

“Slave,” he breathed, his hips working in and
out, in and out, in and out.

I was getting hotter on the inside than I was
on the outside, moaning, panting, the swirling, churning vortex
inside me seeming to coalesce into a hot bubbling cauldron that
boiled and bubbled with raw, animal sensations of pleasure!

“We should build a cage for you, and keep you
as our animal,” he said softly as he thrust. “you'd be a sexual
animal, like a pet, and we'd keep you collared and chained,
crawling on the floor.”

I moaned weakly, my mind swaying back and
forth every time he thrust up inside me.

G-spot, I thought dazedly. Was there really
such a thing!? Did I have one!? Was that the spot inside me he kept
grinding against!?

I didn't know or care. I hung there limply,
gasping, moaning, as he thrust into me again and again, hovering on
the edge of orgasm.

Then he stopped, sliding out of me.

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!

The flog struck my back and ribs and breasts
and belly, and I shuddered and writhed, and moaned as it swung down
across my abdomen and snapped at my pussy! I was so hot now that I
was baking in my own fiery need and hunger! And that changed the
feel of the stings, somehow.

I twisted excitedly, filled with a wild, dark
thrill as he circled me and swung out with the flog, the laces
snapping down across me as I sobbed in heat and passion! And then
he stopped behind me, drove his cock into me again, jerked back on
my thighs, and started thrusting almost violently hard, so my
entire body shook.

I came, screaming into the gag, screaming
again and again as the wildfire heat swept through my body and
mind! Oh God, it was so good! It was so intense! It was such an
incredible rush!

He left me like that and went back, I
supposed, to his office. I groaned dazedly, gasping for breath,
sweating, bedraggled, and stunned, as I had been before, by an
incredible orgasm.

It was a few minutes later I heard the front
door open and close. I moaned weakly, and a minute later Jefferson
came down the hall. He glanced in at me, then passed by, and I
heard him talking to Michael.

“Good trip?”

“Excellent. Got a lot done, and Anderson was
very happy with the projections,” I heard.

They talked for several minutes about various
projects, then both came out and walked past the third bedroom,
going down the hall to the kitchen. I heard them continue to talk
but their voices were much more muffled and I didn't hear what the
spoke about. Several minutes later they came back, and into the
room.

“You didn't prepare her for the day,” I heard
Jefferson say as he walked in.

“I thought I'd take care of her punishment
first,” Michael said.

“What did you use on her, this? It's
practically a whisk broom,” Jeff said with a snort.

“I didn't think she was ready for a lot worse
yet.”

Thpit! Thpit!

I gasped as Jeff swung the flog down across
my back and buttocks.

“Pretty lightweight,” he said.

“It got the proper reaction,” Michael
said.

Jeff moved around in front of me then swung
it casually down across my breasts.

Thpit! Thpit! Thpit! Thpit!

“Yes, it does seem to get a response,” he
said, watching me twist and jerk.

He turned away, then turned back.

“This will get a response too.”

It was the clips, the weighted clips. My eyes
had a moment to open as I saw him open the clips and frame my hot,
hard nipples, then they closed and I squealed in pain, trembling
and shaking in place as the little teeth bit tightly into my soft,
sensitive flesh!

“That will get an even bigger one,” I heard
Michael say.

Jeff chuckled, and reached down between my
legs. His fingers spread the lips of my sex, and I saw another pair
of alligator clips, then they closed – around my clitoris!

I screamed that time, and the two men
chuckled and left the room, leaving me to twist and writhe, and
then tremble violently as I tried to keep my movements at a
minimum! Each of the clips was attached to a small, weighted ball,
after all!

I could hear them talking as they moved back
into Jeff's office, then it became nothing but a low murmur as I
coped with the sharp, biting pain of the clips digging into the
most sensitive parts of my body!

As before, though, the sharpness faded into a
dull, burning pain which was, at least, tolerable. Jeff returned,
without speaking, and I felt something against my bottom. I moaned
as he worked a lubricated butt-plug up into my ass, then left the
room again.

Oddly enough, once the sharp pain had faded
to a dull ache, I began to feel a swirling, churning sense of
sexual heat and pressure reasserting itself and rising within me. I
stared down the length of my body at the clips digging into my
nipples, and the balls dangling from them, then down at the third
one hanging from my swollen clitoris.

God!

He returned after a few minutes and closed
the door behind him.

“We have to get that tight little ass of
yours ready for steady work,” he said in an amused voice.

Crack! I cried out at the slap to my
bottom.

He moved away, then returned, and I heard a
click, then a buzzing as his left hand came around my hip holding a
vibrator which slid up to my throbbing, aching clitoris, and began
to kind of nuzzle against it.

“Such a nasty, naughty girl,” he said. “We
certainly have to teach her obedience.”

I moaned as he gripped the butt plug, slowly
pulling it out, then slowly pushing it back again several
times.

He drew it out completely, then pushed
something else into my bottom. It was a dildo, a kind of textured
dildo, which he pushed and twisted deep into my ass, then began to
pump in and out while his other hand teased my clitoris with the
vibrator.

I ached too much for the vibrator to have any
really positive effect, though, at least at first. But then he
pulled the clip off!

I felt an instant relief, then sharp, biting
pain again!

He drew the dildo out of my ass, and then he
thrust himself into me. I groaned as he slid deep, deep into my
belly.

“Love your ass, baby,” he said.

He ground his hips against me, content to be
buried in my ass for a minute as his other hands cupped my breasts
and squeezed them.

“God, what a feeling,” he groaned, starting
to thrust.

He reached around my hip with his right hand,
vibrator in hand, and pressed the nose against my clitoris. The
sharp ache had faded away into a kind of pins and needles
sensation, and I cried out wildly at the touch of the vibrator as
sensations roared up into my body!

“I'm going to fuck your brains out every day,
you sexy little bitch,” he growled.

I grunted with every thrust, for the nose of
his cock was giving me cramps as it shoved its way up inside. But
the vibrator began to tear my concentration away as it ran over my
aching clitoris!

A storm of sensations tore through me, and I
twisted and arched and strained against the leather bonds! The
metal balls were swinging and tugging repeatedly at my nipples as
his my body moved, and that added its own dark thrilling wildness
to the hurricane of sexual hunger gripping me!

He pulled his right hand back, and his left
slid around my hips. That held a thin little leather strap. He
swung it down lightly and it smacked against my sex, especially my
clitoris, with sharp little stinging sensations!

I squealed and jerked as he swung it down
with rapid little wrist motions. Then he drew it back and pressed
the vibrator against me. All the while, his hips moved in and out,
in and out, his cock thrusting up and down inside me!

The sexual pressure made me tremble and
shake! He drew his right hand back, and his left slapped the thin
leather strap against my clitoris and pussy repeatedly! Then the
vibrator replaced it!

His hips struck my buttocks with more force
now, as he drove himself up harder with quicker strokes.

He slapped at my clitoris and pussy with the
little strap, then used the vibrator, then the strap. My body
burned with a roiling, violent heat that he kept pushing back with
the strap. That was, until the sexual pressure became too wild and
too uncontrollable.

He seemed to sense my approaching orgasm.
Maybe my rectal muscles were squeezing and sucking harder on his
cock.

“Come, you little slut,” he whispered. “Come
like a complete and total whore! Come like a wild sexual animal!
Come like a sex slave! Come with my cock jammed up your tight
little ass!”

And I did! I came violently, thrashing and
screaming into the gag as he replaced the vibrator with the strap
and it cracked down in a blur of rapid little blows that had my
mind spinning out of control as my spasms tore my body apart!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


They dressed me like Bondage Slut Barbie. In
addition to the collar and restraints on my wrists and ankles
Jefferson had me wear a black mesh bodysuit of with a tight,
fishnet pattern. It was crotchless, and they gave me a studded
leather belt to wear around my hips, which had a vertical belt at
its center.

The vertical belt dropped down my abdomen,
pulled in between my thighs, and up between my buttocks to fasten
tightly and firmly to the belt around my waist in the back. The
outside was a hard leather, the inside a softer PVC leather which
had a built in butt-plug and dildo to slide up into my belly.

And, of course, the stiletto heels.

This, Jeff said, would be my regular work
outfit!

“The good part,” he said, is you can't get
your slutty little fingers up under that belt to rub your hot
little clit every minute of every day.”

Which was like, totally unfair!

It did allow me to work, though my mind never
was very far from the fact I was, basically, their sex toy. The
outfit, and other things they did, kept me feeling a low sexual
heat, basically all the time, except when they decided to turn it
up.

And that would be several times a day, of
course.

Lawrence was the first stranger they
introduced me to. He wasn't the last. My office faced the rear of
the bungalow, so I didn't see when cars would drive up. I didn't
always hear the front door opening either. When I did, my chest
would suddenly get tight and my face would flush and I would tense
up as butterflies took flight in my stomach.

“Samantha, come out here.”

Those would be the words to tighten the knot
in my stomach further. Then I'd get to my feet, feeling shaky, and
walk out into the hall and hesitantly down to the front room where
Jeff was. And there would be a man sitting there, smirking at me,
his eyes moving rapidly as my face burned.

“This is my assistant, Samantha,” Jeff would
say. “She likes to dress informally and she finds it hot here.”

The first time that happened after Lawrence
was two days later. I came out into the room reasonably innocently,
then froze up as I saw a man sitting in front of Jefferson's
desk.

“This is my assistant, Samantha,” he said.
“She likes to dress informally and she finds it hot here.”

“I'd find it hot working here too,” the man
said, staring lecherously at my breasts.

He was maybe late thirties, with a short,
thin beard and dark eyes and hair.

“Go over and shake Mister Campbell's hand,
Sam,” Jeff said.

I shuffled over, face flaming, and kind of
tentatively offered him my fingers. He smirked and reached up to
take my hand firmly, then jerked me forward so I stumbled and had
to grab his shoulder. His other hand shot up between my legs then
to cup and squeeze me through the leather.

“Why do you let her wear anything at all?” he
asked, staring at my breasts and holding tightly to my hand.

“It wouldn't be sanitary to have her running
around naked,” Jeff said.

The man snorted, his hand rubbing up and down
against the firm leather.

“Besides, that particular outfit makes her
happy.”

“Does it?”

“The belt has a dildo on the inside.”

I was horribly embarrassed, and now felt the
humiliation deepen. But that did nothing to lower the bubbling
sexual heat and thrill I was feeling. In fact, that grew more
intense, as well!

“She's something of a slut, you see,” Jeff
said.

“Sluts are bad girls,” Campbell said.

He took his hand away from my pussy and
instead pushed my other hand off his shoulder and jerked me forward
across his lap.

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down sharply against my
bottom, with only the thin net fishnet mesh between his hand and my
skin!

Crack! His hand came down again, then
he dug his finger into the mesh and tore it open with long,
multiple rips.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out in pain, legs kicking, for his
hand was coming down very sharply and painfully! I reached back,
trying to protect my bottom and he simply gripped my wrists, pulled
them together, and locked the leather restraints together.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please! Oh! Agh!” I cried, my head
falling over the side of the chair, hair spilling down around the
floor.

Crack! Crack!

“Nice ass on her,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You aren't the first to notice.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

God, that hurt! My bottom was already burning
wildly, and I squealed and cried out and writhed at every fresh
blow!

He paused, his fingers undoing the clasp at
the back of the belt around my waist, pulling down the vertical
one. It paused as the butt-plug pushed into my bottom held it in
place, and I heard him chuckle in amusement as he slowly pulled
that out of me.

“Got something bigger to replace it?”

“I always do,” Jeff said in amusement. “but
you can try this for now.”

I heard his drawer open and close, and a
moment later something thick and round and soft – like silicone
pushed against my opening. It slid in fairly easily at first, and
then twisted around a little. It was coated in something slippery,
but I still gasped and moaned as he began to pump it in and out,
thrusting it ever deeper!

“I bet this little ass is tight around your
cock,” Campbell said.

“Oh is it ever,” Jeff replied.

“Ah!” I gasped. “Oh!”

He had it pushed deep now, and was twisting
it from side to side.

“Wish I had employees like this,” Campbell
said.

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I cried.

The dildo slid deeper and deeper, and I felt
cramps in my belly, but he kept pushing until I could feel his palm
pressing almost flat against my opening.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He peeled the belt down further, and then the
dildo began to pull free of my pussy. Again he chuckled, sliding it
out and then letting his fingers move up and down against me.

“Nice and soft and wet,” he said.

His fingers pushed into me and then he
slapped my bottom sharply.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

I gasped, jerking my legs apart, and his hand
returned to my sex, fingers pushing and squirming into my body!
They pulled out, and a moment later another dildo pushed into me,
just as thick as the one in my ass, twisting and turning as he
pumped it in and out. Only this time he started spanking me as he
pumped!

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

I squealed as the nose of the dildo jammed
against the back wall of my sex, but still he pushed, until his
hand was again almost flat against my pussy, and the thing was
virtually buried inside me!

“Hot little slut,” he said.

He tumbled me off his lap and stood up,
seizing my hair. I cried out as I was yanked back up onto and my
face jammed against his groin! He unzipped, pulled his cock out,
which was already erect, and thrust it into my mouth.

“Suck me, slave girl,” he growled.

He didn't really give me much chance to obey,
though. He pumped the front half in and out of my mouth a few
times, then drove himself deep into my throat! He pulled me forward
by the hair, holding it in two thick bunches on either side of my
face, dragged me forward so my lips were a bare inch from the base,
then thrust in the final bit and mashed my face against him.

“God, that feels good!” he gasped, holding my
mouth tightly against him.

“Nothing better,” I heard Jeff's voice reply,
sounding kind of echoey and distant.

My heart pounded and I gurgled weakly around
his cock, then gasped as he pulled back and started to thrust. He
thrust hard, in and out, fucking my mouth, fucking my throat, his
cock sliding up and down in my narrow sheath hard and fast!

I gurgled wetly, unable to breath, head
pounding, black dots starting to dance before my eyes. And finally
he pulled out completely, holding me upright by the hair as I
gulped in deep, shaky breaths of air.

He gave me a little time to regain my breath,
then plunged into my throat again, jerking me in and out by the
hair and head, fucking my throat as I gurgled dazedly again.

He pulled back and let me gasp for breath
again, head pounding as he rubbed the tip of his cock along my open
lips.

“What a pretty little mouth she has,” he
observed.

Then it was plunged deep again, pounding up
and down inside me so that I almost fainted!

He pulled out, then bunched up my hair at the
top of my head to hold it in one fist.

“Pretty little everything,” Jeff said.

Campbell slapped my face, and I gasped
dazedly, then he thrust his cock into my mouth and throat again,
pumping more slowly this time while holding his other hand behind
my head. I just knelt there in a light-headed daze, mouth wide as
he drove himself in and out.

He pulled out, at last, then fisted his cock
until it spewed a long stream of white droplets into my face. I was
still partially wearing my glasses. They had gone askew while he
was spanking and then face-fucking me, but they at least kept the
worst of it out of my eyes!

He let go of my hair and I half collapsed
down onto my heels, then fell back onto my back, chest heaving.

“Back to work, Samantha,” Jeff said.

I moaned weakly, gulping in air, as Jeff came
around the desk. He pulled me up to my knees by the hair and then
kind of walked me forward on my knees across the floor and down the
hall to my room. There he removed the belt, which had been kind of
dragging behind me, and replaced the office chair I had been
sitting on with the wooden one he'd used before.

Then he bent me over the desk, and attached a
suction cup thing to the dildo inside me and sat me down.

I know you won't think much of me for
admitting it, but after he left me there, and even as I was
catching my breath – I started to ride slowly up and down on the
dildo. I started riding faster and harder, and crying out softly,
at first, then more loudly as I slid down, so that by the time I
came, which was only a few minutes later, they were both in the
doorway watching me.

Yes, I was becoming a slut, or maybe I had
always been one but something inside me had broken free.

I had a couple more visits like that, which
was why, a week later, when there was the sound of the door opening
and closing, and the murmur of voices, my chest got tight again and
my belly got fluttery and my pussy started to squeeze around the
dildo embedded within me.

I wasn't wearing the mesh this time. Michael
had taken it off, and in place of the leather belt I had the thin
chain with the spiked ball against my clitoris again, and the
stainless steel dildo and butt-plug inside me.

The ball really irritated my clitoris,
bringing it to that strange middle place where I was both aroused
and feeling sore down there. I also had the weighted clips on my
nipples, though not on my clitoris, thankfully. Believe me, that
was certainly a distraction every time I leaned forward!

“Samantha,” Michael called.

I gulped, and stood up, removed my glasses
and set them on the desk, then walked slowly out of the room, the
little round balls swinging from my aching nipples.

I thought I was prepared to be horribly
embarrassed again, but I wasn't, for Michael and Jeff were both
standing with their backs to me, and when I moved cautiously into
the room Michael turned around and I saw that it wasn't a man at
all they were speaking to, but a woman.

And I knew her!

Angela Hewitt had been one of my teachers at
university. I had taken several classes from her over the past few
years, in fact. She was very slender, about my height, with very
short dark hair and glasses, and about thirty five. I had looked up
to her for her stern professionalism and expertise. I had kind of
admired her as an ideal I was looking to reach myself.

I dropped my eyes, mortified, stunned,
horrified! I turned quickly to run away, but while I had managed to
develop a certain ability on the high stiletto heels it wasn't
enough for my sudden twist around and I fell awkwardly forward,
catching myself on my hip and arm!

I immediately started to push myself back up
to my feet, panicking, but a foot stepped down heavily on my back
and forced my chest back to the floor.

“No need to rise,” Angela said.

It was her foot on my back!

She was not wearing high heels, of
course.

“She's still not very well trained,” Michael
said.

“Clearly,” the woman said in a frosty
voice.

“She has a marvelous body, though,” Jeff said
in amusement.

“She has the body of a slut, and apparently
the mind of one, as well,” Angela growled.

My face flamed!

Her foot eased off, and I started to push
myself up, but the foot returned, pressing firmly down between my
shoulder blades.

“Raise your hips high, child,” she ordered,
“but keep your chest low.”

I moaned weakly and her foot moved, then
there was a low, high pitched sound, you know, like skipping rope
cutting through the air, and a crack of impact as something thin
snapped down across my bottom. I felt a sharp explosion of stinging
pain, and a line of pain, and cried out.

“Raise your hips, girl,” Angela ordered.

I obeyed.

Swish – crack! I felt another stinging
blow!

“Raise your lovely little bottom higher,
dear,” Angela said, “And then draw in your belly tight against your
thighs and stretch your arms out before you along the floor.

Swish – crack!

“Oh!” I cried.

“Now, dear.”

Trembling, moaning, I obeyed, drawing my
abdomen in as tightly against my upright thighs as I could, and
stretching my arms out before me.

I could see out of the corner of my eye that
she was holding a long, thin... something, like a riding crop
perhaps, and then I gasped as I felt the tip tracing along the
swollen lips of my sex where they were clutched tightly around the
very base of the dildo.

“Nice and neat,” she said. “I like a neat
little girl.”

The crop slid down lower and then began to
slowly grind back and forth across my clitoris, jamming the ball
into it and making it turn and sting my sensitive flesh.

“She must be a horny little slut the way
you're keeping her,” she said.

Swish – crack!

I gasped at the stinging blow across my
bottom!

“Always,” Michael said.

Swish – crack!

“Well, Samantha, is he right?”

Swish – crack!

“Are you a horny little slut, Samantha?”

Swish – crack!

“Well?”

Swish – crack!

I moaned, my bottom burning!

“Answer me!”

Swish – crack!

“Yes!” I cried.

Swish – crack!

“Is that the way you were taught to speak to
people, slut?” she demanded.

“Say yes, Ms. Hewitt,” Michael said.

“Yes, Ms. Hewitt!” I cried.

Swish – crack!

“You're a horny little slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Hewitt!”

Swish – crack!

“Say it then, slut.”

“I-I'm a horny little slut, Ms. Hewitt!” I
cried, horribly embarrassed.

But I was starting to become something else
as well, for every time she snapped the crop across my bottom she
brought it back between my thighs and let it slide back and forth
against my clitoris!

“Spread your legs, slut,” she barked.

I flinched at the words!

Swish – crack!

I moaned, spreading my knees apart.

Swish – crack!

“Wider, slut.”

I jerked my knees a little wider apart.

Swish – crack!

“Keep your bottom raised high, slut,” she
ordered.

Swish – crack!

“Oh!” I whimpered, my bottom hotter than I
thought it had ever been before!

The tip of the crop began to slap lightly
against the ball now, and I gasped repeatedly every time it did. My
pussy began to thrum and burn and I could feel my aching nipples
rubbing against the floor, the alligator clips biting into
them!

“Sit on your heels, slut,” she ordered.

Groaning, gasping, I pushed myself upright,
panting weakly as I drew my feet in under me and sat back on the
edge of my heels.

Swish – crack!

I cried out weakly as the crop struck my
back.

“Knees well apart, slut, and interlace your
fingers behind your neck,” she said, walking around in front of
me.

I obeyed, heart thumping like a drum, staring
down at the floor as she brought the long, thin crop in and let the
tip rub lightly against my nipples. She bent over, then removed the
clips, and my nipples burned hotly and stingingly!

“Chest out, head back,” she ordered.

I obeyed, trembling.

“You're right. She has a marvelous body,” she
said. “It's not as weak as I would have thought from what I saw of
it in school. She must work out, and not just here. Nice, firm
belly.”

She squatted in front of me, and I looked up,
trembling, as her fingers unhooked the thin chain belt around my
hips, then pulled the ball away and slowly tugged the stainless
steel dildo down out of the slick, warm interior sheath where it
had been so snugly resting.

“Nice and wet, are you?”

I gasped as she pulled the rest of the chain
off, and removed the butt-plug as well.

Then she produced another dildo, one with a
suction cup on the end. It was like the one Jeff had used on me but
longer and thicker and very black. She put it on the floor beneath
me, then angled the head up against my opening and slowly worked it
inside before standing up and back.

The three of them were looking at me as I
knelt there, my insides swirling and churning with violent
emotions.

“Down,” she said. “Slide that hot, horny
little pussy of yours all the way down that big cock.”

I groaned, and eased myself down, feeling the
thick silicone cock sliding deeper and deeper into my churning
belly as they watched me.

Angela brought the crop down across my right
breast, and I cried out at the stinging blow.

“Chest out, head back, slut,” she barked.

I stiffened back, moaning helplessly.

“Keep going down. I want to see that big cock
disappear inside you.”

I sank down further, gasping as the head
reached the back of my sex, feeling utterly stuffed and stretched
out.

“Nasty little slut,” she said, bringing the
crop down across my breast again.

I shook and cried out weakly, though the blow
wasn't exactly strong.

“Ride that cock for us, slut,” she ordered.
“Go on. Up and down. Up and down.”

Oh God!

My nipples were tingling now, and she let the
crop come down and rub up and down against them. There was a narrow
flat bit at the tip, made of some kind of leather or rubber, and as
it caressed my nipples they burned with delight!

Then she brought the thing down between my
legs, rubbing against my clitoris, and with the absence of the
spiked ball it began to thrum with pleasure, too!

I rode slowly up and down on the thick black
cock, dazed by the shock of what I was doing, with the three of
them watching me!

“You should put her on the internet,” Angela
said. “I'm sure she'd make a lot more for you than whatever
accounting services she provides.”

“I do have a number of pictures and videos,”
Jeff said. “I should make more.”

“Open up a professional site. I'd become a
member. Maybe you could hold a monthly lottery and offer visits to
her by the winner.”

Her foot suddenly rose and pressed against my
chest between my breasts, then shoved me hard so I fell backwards
with a cry of alarm, landing on my bottom and back.

“On your belly, slut!” she barked.

I rolled over, moaning.

Swish – crack!

“On your hands and knees!”

I pushed myself up, and she reached down,
gathering my hair in a long tail from the top of my head, holding
it in her hand, then started to move, forcing me to crawl hurriedly
along beside her. She led me into the hall, then into the third
bedroom, the one with the bed. She closed the door behind me and
then ordered me onto the bed.

“Resume the position I had you take earlier,
belly down, bottom up, legs spread,” she ordered.

I did, and she undressed behind me as I
waited, trembling and gulping in air. When she knelt behind me, she
fastened the base of the dildo to some sort of straps around her
hips, and then started to fuck me.

Hard!

She slapped my bottom and slapped my head,
and jerked on my hair and groped my breasts, and called me a fuck
toy and a slut and an animal!

And I came, helplessly, crying out as my hips
bucked violently back to meet her savage thrusts and the back wall
of my pussy ached from the force of every deep stroke!

She drew my wrists back and locked the
restraints together behind my back, then removed the straps from
the dildo still buried in my pussy, moved around in front of me,
climbed onto the bed, and sat down, legs spread. She lay back and
gripped my hair, then pulled my face forward against her own
perfectly shaven slit.

“Start working, slut,” she ordered.

She held the crop in her other hand.

I had only started to learn how good oral sex
could be from a woman's perspective, but I did my best. It wasn't
that good, of course, and I cried out repeatedly as the crop
snapped down on my hips and bottom. But I learned. Angela insisted
I learn.

The good part was that every time I made her
come she moved around behind me, attached the strips again, and
fucked my brains out.

Then I had to lick her again, of course.

Finally, she rolled me over and showed me
just how good oral sex could be, and had me writhing and thrashing
and screaming and sobbing and begging her as she turned my insides
into a boiling cauldron of jelly!

Then she straddled my face, lowered herself,
and demanded I show her what I'd learned.

A lot, actually, and I was to learn more. She
spent over two hours with me, and I was exhausted by the time she
left, and sore inside and out.

And that weekend, I had to go to Michael's,
where he started taking videos and pictures of me in various
obscene and humiliating positions and actions, including
masturbating with various objects, deep throating, and talking
about what a whore and a fuck toy I was.

Later Angela, Lawrence, and others came in to
get more videos, though their faces were covered.

Mine wasn't.

It was a specialty web site, with a high
price for membership in order to keep it to a discrete group of
people. I never met anyone on the street who had seen any pictures
and videos of me, though they did hold the occasional lottery where
I made new videos with the winners.

I was still expected to do accounting work,
though, and Jeffrey didn't stint in the work load or in teaching me
what I should know and the tricks I needed to learn. It was just
that I did it all largely naked, and often sexually charged up.

And I did go back to school in the fall to
get my masters. Only now Angela, and a few other teachers, gave me
personal tutoring.

I know that, professionally speaking, my
behavior was utterly inexcusable, and I know everyone will judge me
poorly for it, but I never came to regret it, not ever, and I'd not
change a thing about how my sex life opened up and my fantasies
blossomed.

I only wish others could have their dreams
come true, too.
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