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Prejudice. It’s all around us and all through
society. Every society. There’s no escaping it. All of us have it.
Prejudice means to pre-judge. We see someone from a particular
group, and based on what we’ve seen, heard, and experienced with
that group, we pre-judge the individual as having that
behavior.

Take me, for example. I’m blonde. I’m tall so
have long legs. I have a nice body which I keep fit, and breasts
which are, if not large, at least not small for my shape. That, at
least, let’s me avoid the prejudice people feel toward girls with
large breasts. But I can’t escape the one about attractive
blondes.

You know what we’re like. We’re all cheap,
easy, sluts, attention-seekers, always after other girl’s men. Men
tend to lick their lips when they see me, while women scowl
suspiciously, especially if they’ve got their guy next to them.

The older women aren’t afraid I’ll ‘steal’
their guy, but they eye their partners carefully for any sign
they’re looking at me. And if they do, they blame me for it, and
not their boyfriends or husbands. Somehow it’s my fault. For being
an attractive blonde.

And, of course, I’m an airhead. Everyone
knows that. Attractive blonde girls couldn’t possibly be
intelligent and well-read. They figure I spend my time reading
fashion magazines if I read at all. And maybe cheap romance novels.
I probably obsess over my looks, my hair, and what I’m wearing.

That’s prejudice. And there’s nothing about
any of that which resembles the person I am. In fact, my mentality
is more that of a tomboy. I’m a cynic, and a pessimist, and have a
low tolerance for fools. For entertainment, I like to play tennis,
racquetball, volleyball, basketball, and Call of Duty.

I don’t watch reality TV. I like science
fiction and fantasy.

I don’t spend any more time on my hair than I
need to keep it out of my face. It’s thankfully fairly tame. It
hangs down straight and about a third of the way down my back. My
one concession to vanity is thick, heavy bangs that cut across my
forehead and cover most of it to just above my eyes.

I like leather, though. Leather jackets,
pants, vests, coats, skirts, shoes, and boots. I’ve always had a
thing for leather, the feel, and especially the smell of it, of
new-bought leather. Which is why I went to work for a leather shop.
Wilfred’s Leather and Suede was the name. And they hired me right
out of high school because it was hard to find staff, and I was a
tall, attractive blonde.

Sometimes prejudice works in your favor,
after all.

Wilfred’s was a high-end shop, and it catered
to people who didn’t have a problem with spending hundreds or even
thousands of dollars on a fine leather item. Naturally, that didn’t
include the sales staff. Which was a bit of a problem for Winfred’s
because it liked the staff to wear its product as a bit of an
advertisement to the customers. The usual 10-15% off employee
discount just wasn’t going to cut it for me, or anyone else who
worked there.

But having us wear leather we bought
elsewhere just wasn’t the thing, especially since discerning
customers would soon notice we weren’t wearing anything from the
shop. Or worse, would like what we wore and ask about it, then go
buy it at a cheaper shop.

What they arranged for me to buy were leather
boots and skirts. In particular, I really loved the over-the-knee
highland Nappa leather boots they virtually gave me. They retailed
for sixteen hundred, but they let me have them for only two hundred
– deducted from my check over a period of months.

I was a bit leery of wearing them all day
since they had four-inch stiletto heels and I had to stand up the
whole time, but they were amazingly comfortable. When combined with
a short, leather skirt, though, they made me look disturbingly
sexy.

I say that because looking sexy (except on
dates or when I’m trying to impress someone) was not something I
ever tried to accomplish. All it brought me after all were more
suspicious glares from women, and more come-ons from guys I didn’t
know and had no interest in.

There were times to look sexy. Work wasn’t
one of them. Especially when most of the people I saw at work were
people two to three times older than me. Wilfred was not exactly a
popular choice for teenagers. And I would remain one for almost a
full year.

But Mister Larocque, the manager, wanted me
to be a ‘walking advertisement’ for their products.

“All the women who come in will see this
skirt and these boots on you and want to look like you do,” he said
with a kind of greasy smile.

He was always fawning over the customers. You
know the kind. And I guess it kind of bled into how he dealt with
me. Although after a short time working there, I began to suspect
he had a kind of thing for seeing my legs in short skirts. I never
caught him actually staring, not so I could be completely sure, but
I got the idea he appreciated the view.

He was a French guy somewhere in his
mid-thirties. He had mid-length dark hair and a short beard with a
mustache. You’d almost think he was gay, from the way he acted
(there’s that prejudice again) except I guess it was just that he
was French.

Anyway, I was wearing a navy-blue silk shirt
that buttoned down the middle that afternoon. The color worked
great with my hair and also the black of the leather. Certainly,
Monsieur Larocque seemed to appreciate the ensemble.

When the door opened, I naturally looked up
from where I was cataloging new products on a tablet behind the
counter. A large, beefy-looking white man came through, his eyes
narrow as he glanced around the store. A second large,
beefy-looking guy followed. Then a third man followed. The third
was cut from a different cloth, though. He wasn’t as tall, wasn’t
as beefy, and was way more casual as he looked around. He was also
black.

As a retail store clerk, you get to
categorizing people when they walk in because of your previous
experiences with those who looked like them (there’s more
prejudice). Older women were fussy. Overweight women resented me.
Well-dressed men who were maybe a little effete were gay – or
French. Black guys… we didn’t get a lot of those. Black girls,
yes.

And given the socioeconomic realities here in
New York, and given the statistics on who tends to do most of the
shoplifting, well, needless to say, we tend to keep a close eye on
Black customers. Prejudice? Absolutely.

This guy, though, did not, from the start,
look like a potential shoplifter. Just to start, the clothes he had
on were quality. I could recognize that by now. I’d worked here six
months, after all. That suit he was wearing was tailored, and worth
thousands.

As a general rule, rich people didn’t
shoplift. Not because they were more moral but just because they
didn’t need to. This guy wasn’t even looking at the discretely
placed price tags. This guy had money.

As for the two beefy white guys. They puzzled
me for long moments. One stood in the corner by the door watching
it and the other stayed behind the Black dude. They did not
converse, though. His eyes didn’t even look at the goods the Black
dude was checking. Instead, they moved over the store, and over me
– repeatedly.

Well, I was used to guys checking me out, of
course. No big deal. But while I got the idea he liked my looks he
wasn’t paying me any special attention. The three were together but
not even talking, and that made me curious. After a minute, I
realized they were like bodyguards.

For some reason that sent a strange thrill
through me. Well, my life is boring, so seeing a guy with
bodyguards, who likely had guns on them was kind of exciting. I
wondered who he was. He didn’t look big enough or strong enough to
be a star athlete. He was athletic enough but not like these
guys.

Nor was he a celebrity I was familiar with, a
movie star or singer. Then again, I had odd tastes in movies, TV,
and music. Curious, I came out from behind the counter. Both the
beefy white guys looked at me at once but didn’t say anything as I
approached the Black guy.

“Hello,” I said in my most professional, yet
welcoming voice. “Is there anything I can help you with, Sir?”

He looked at me casually, then did a discrete
double-take. I was used to that, but he did cover himself quite
well. Not that he seemed to do it out of politeness. His eyes were
dark and cold. He did not give me the impression of being a nice
man. At all.

“I want a warm coat,” he said.

“Yes, sir, we have a lovely selection. Do you
have a preferred type of leather or brand?”

He gave a careless shrug as I led him to the
coats and jackets section.

“Were you looking for a longer coat or a
jacket?”

“Something warm. Fall is here, after
all.”

“Certainly, sir,” I said. “Were you thinking
leather or suede?”

“Suede is leather,” he said.

Which was pedantic. Of course, I knew that.
But everyone identified suede as different. And unless he was from
another culture – and his English was perfect – he knew that too.
Which meant he was being a superior asshole.

I deal with people acting like superior
assholes a lot, though. It’s in the nature of the job where almost
all the customers were way, way better off than me and knew it.

“Do you have a preference for a softer or
smoother leather?” I asked.

He reached past me and examined a long suede
sheepskin coat, then pulled it from the hanger to look further. The
price for that coat was eight thousand dollars but he gave no sign
of noticing or caring. He ran his fingers along the threading,
which demonstrated a certain knowledge.

“This is from Spain, sir, made by Prada and
is 100% lambskin.”

“I can read,” he said brusquely.

Asshole.

I smiled to avoid scowling at him.

He reached up and pulled aside a few more of
the same coat, checking sizes, then pulled another down and tossed
the first one to me. I caught it, slightly startled, and he thrust
the hanger at me then tried on the one he’d taken down.

He turned and looked at himself in a nearby
mirror.

“You do alterations, I presume.”

“Yes, of course, sir. That seems to fit you
quite well.”

“Quite well isn’t perfect. The sleeves are
slightly long.”

“Yes, sir. Would you like me to take
measurements?”

He nodded and I quickly got the measuring
tape while he looked at other items. Before I could return, he’d
lifted a pair of Gucci leather pants off a display table and held
them before himself. They were fifty-four hundred dollars a
pair.

I measured his arm length while he largely
ignored me. His head turned from side to side, then, spotting the
fitting room, headed over there. The nearest bodyguard moved
quickly to precede him, opened the door to the fitting room,
checked inside, then stepped back as the Black guy glared at
him.

He went inside and I glanced furtively at the
bodyguards (as I had identified them). They were silent and still,
their eyes roaming the room and the windows. Both certainly noticed
me but didn’t pay a lot of attention. I checked my watch, wondering
when Mister Larocque would return.

We weren’t on commission here so I wasn’t
terribly excited at a potentially large sale.

The Black guy came out of the fitting room
wearing the Gucci pants and snapped his fingers at me.

“Come and measure these for alterations,
girl,” he said.

Asshole.

I smiled slightly and went over to him, tape
and pad in hand.

“This is lambskin, as well, from Northern
Italy,” I said.

I took his measurements. First, the waist,
which had me wrap my arms around him to get the tape around. Which
was closer than I wanted to get to the asshole. Then I had to get
on my knees before him and measure his inseam. That, of course,
meant my face was at crotch level, and that I had to measure from
crotch level.

And while the leather pants weren’t
particularly tight they bulged there. And I don’t mean he had an
erection. I mean, it was quite obvious he dressed to the left, and
to my not entirely expert eye he was awfully… long.

Well, there was that other cliché about Black
men, right? Only perhaps this time it was true.

“What’s your name, girl?”

None of your fucking business, I wanted to
say with a smile.

“I’m Mallory, sir,” I said with a polite
smile, looking up at him.

He was looking down at me. And this was a not
unfamiliar thing from my work here, but it was also not unfamiliar
from… well, let’s face it, sex. And given I’d just been eyeing his
uhm, size, well, it was putting odd and uncomfortable thoughts into
my head.

“Is that your first or last name?”

“My first name.”

I measured the cuffs of the trousers, turning
them up a bit, but not putting any pins in to hold them in place.
You didn’t do that here. I measured the amount to be turned up,
feeling his eyes still on me from above.

I got up and went back to the counter. He
followed behind as I took out an order sheet.

“Could I have your name, address, and phone
number, sir?” I asked pleasantly.

“Mitchell Hornsby.”

It had a name. How about that?

He gave me an address in Brooklyn Heights, on
Bridge Park Road, which I knew to be those super fancy condos
overlooking the East Rover.

“How much do you make here?”

I looked up at him in surprise. Talk about a
rude question!

I forced a smile. “That’s confidential,
sir.”

Meaning none of your fucking business.

“Given the times, the difficulty of obtaining
staff, the caliber of people they’d want here, and that you seem to
be reasonably knowledgeable about your job I’m guessing forty-five
a year.”

I was kind of confused about where he was
going with this. I looked towards the nearest bodyguard but he had
his back to us.

“I need someone to maintain my leather goods,
and also be an assistant to my assistant. I’ll double your
salary.”

I looked at him in astonishment. He had
seemed coolly disapproving of me the whole time we’d been in
contact.

“Why?” I blurted.

“Because you have the knowledge to do what I
require.”

“Maintaining leather goods isn’t a complex
endeavor, sir,” I said.

“There are other reasons.”

Yeah, like there’s another cliché. That Black
guys have the hots for blondes.

“I appreciate fine leather. I want someone
who treats it with respect. It’s obvious you appreciate fine
leather, as well, just from the way you handle it and the way you
wear it. You’d also fit in with the look of the team.

“Your team is tall and blonde?” I asked
dryly.

“No, refined and elegant.”

I blinked in confusion. Refined? Elegant? I’d
been given lots of compliments in my life but not those.

“I don’t know that – .”

“This job has no future and you know it. And
you’re too smart for it. If you last one year in the position I’m
offering I’ll bump your salary up to three times what you’re making
now.”

I barely avoided gaping at him. I still had
some suspicion he was just mocking me, the poor girl, you know. But
I couldn’t come up with a reasonable motive for him going to much
effort with that.

“I make forty-eight,” I said, which was a
lie. I made forty-five.

He shrugged again as if this number was
insignificant. And I guess for a guy who was spending fifteen
thousand dollars on a coat and pants it probably was.

He turned to leave. “I’ll send someone to
discuss your duties,” he said over his shoulder.

I hadn’t accepted yet! But I didn’t say that
as he and his two bodyguards left.

What the fuck?
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I live in Brooklyn, though nowhere near the
rich condos on the river. I share an apartment with two other
girls. One is a nurse who works nights so sleeps during the day.
The other was a Chinese student at NYU who spends all her time
studying. They’d made it clear to me when I moved in that they
expected quiet from me.

I was sitting on my bed playing with the
chords on my electric guitar, listening through headphones when I
saw the light on my phone blink. I pulled off the headphones and
reached across for the phone, then saw from the display it was
work. I made a face, thinking they wanted me to come in to cover
someone who had booked off, but sighed and pressed the button.

“Hello,” I said.

“Meez Cooper,” I heard.

It was Larocque.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

He had never invited me to use his first
name. Though he usually called me Mallory. So this was odd.

“I am sorry to say zat we must release you
from our employment.”

I blinked in surprise.

“What? Why?!” I exclaimed.

“We have had a complaint about jour
conduct.”

“My conduct!? What conduct!? From who!?”

“Zis is not eemportant. But they say you
followed a minority person around the store and acted suspiciously
of them, making zem feel as if jou expected zem to steal.”

“I did not! When?!”

“We need not go into zis. We shall mail you
your final check.”

“But – !”

“Wilfred’s has an excellent reputation for
inclusion and diversity, Meez Cooper, and we cannot have it
threatened by de insensitive behavior of eets employees.”

“I didn’t threaten – !”

The phone hung up. And just like that, I was
unemployed. Which wasn’t a huge deal. I could get another job, but
this was bullshit. I was always really careful about how I treated
everyone! What was worse I’d worked there six months and I’d either
have to take it off my resume when applying elsewhere or risk them
checking and having this stupid frog tell lies about me!

And he’d paid no attention to my denials. If
someone with money accused a clerk there was no doubt whatsoever
who they’d believe. The fuckers!

I fumed silently at the injustice of it for a
while, then started to think about where to look for work. It was
then I thought about Hornsby’s offer. Only how would I get in touch
with him now? He said something about sending someone but how would
he know where now?

And if he sent them to the store and they
told him I was prejudiced against Black people I could say goodbye
to that job offer!

Then, as I replayed what I could remember
from the past couple of weeks of minority customers I came up
completely blank about anyone who would think I was following them
around or watching them because they were a minority. And it was
then I had a sudden thought. Would that asshole Hornsby have
complained about me just to make sure I had to take the job with
him?

I mean, if someone who didn’t buy something
complained about me I didn’t think they’d take it that seriously
compared to a customer who’d just laid out fifteen grand. Had
Hornsby complained, the asshole? The more I thought about it the
more indignant I got. Imagine the gall of the guy!

Yes, yes, I had no proof, just suspicions.
But did I want to try his job given he was an asshole? Well, if it
paid double what I had been making – yeah! And he said it was
assistant to his assistant, which suggested I wouldn’t have to deal
with him that much. Still, what if he was just a rich, horny,
arrogant man who thought he could buy some slutty blonde girl and
make her spread her legs?

Then he’d be in for a fucking surprise.

I knew his name and address. I even knew his
phone number. Because it had struck me as so similar to mine. Well,
we both lived in Brooklyn, and not that far apart, geographically,
at least. Anyway, we shared the same area code and the first three
digits. And the last four he had were pretty hard to forget. They
were nine, eight, seven, and six. I’d wondered when typing them in
if he’d asked for that of if it had just been assigned.

But did I want to work for this guy? It
sounded kind of weird. Maintaining his leather? What? How much time
could that even take? And surely he’d have other people who could
do that. But for double my salary it was sure worth a look. If he
was just a lech I could always quit.

The next morning I called his number and a
man answered. He had a very ‘refined’ British accent. I hesitated,
then decided to ‘refine’ my words accordingly.

“Good morning,” I said. “I was in contact
with Mister Hornsby the other day and he made a job offer I would
like to further explore.”

“Ah, Miss Cooper,” the man said. “I was going
to contact you. Why don’t you come over and we can discuss your
duties and the remuneration we offer.”

“Ahm, certainly,” I said.

“This morning is fine,” he said.

I wore suede boots, almost knee high but not
as high as the ones I’d worn the other day, with only two-inch
heels. I wore a dark green peasant dress. It was loose, with a
flouncy hem and wide sleeves, and came to mid-thigh. I took the bus
to get near the river. Then walked down to the right building.

It was ten or twelve stories of shiny glass.
I opened the sleek glass door and went through to where a man in a
suit stood with a professional smile on his face. On the right was
a counter, a desk where another man sat. They took my name, buzzed
up, and then sent me on my way.

I rode the elevator up to the penthouse.
Well, where else would an arrogant guy with bodyguards live? A
tall, middle-aged man with slightly greying hair smiled and ushered
me in.

“My name is Jasper,” he said smoothly.
“Please come with me, Miss Cooper. May I call you Mallory?”

I followed him a short distance up a corridor
with a shiny black stone floor made of some kind of marble, with
darkly textured paneled wood on the walls. We went through a door
into a much more utilitarian hall, then into a small office.

He sat behind the desk and looked me up and
down for a brief moment.

“The job,” he said, “is an impulse of Mister
Hornsby’s. He has them from time to time. He has been dissatisfied
with the care of his leather goods and wants special attention paid
to them which the maids – who come and go – really don’t
understand. Of course, though he has an extensive wardrobe that
would not be sufficient to keep you busy. So you’d also be
assisting Mister Patrick, who is his personal assistant.”

“An assistant to the assistant?” I asked
lightly.

“Quite,” he said with a slight smile.

“What does uhm, Mister Patrick do?”

“Whatever Mister Hornsby tells him to do.
That can involve anything from running errands to making
reservations to arranging his schedule, making phone calls, and
gathering information on his behalf. Mister Hornsby can be a …
difficult man to work for. He is quite demanding and not tolerant
of error or failure. Still, you should be dealing with Mister
Patrick for the most part.”

That was somewhat reassuring, at least.
Hornsby had struck me as not a very nice or polite man.

Still, what did I have to lose? And if it was
double my previous salary well…

We signed some forms and then Jasper – his
full name was Jasper Rawlins – took me down the hall and through a
maze of corridors to find Patrick. That was Mister Patrick, as he
quickly informed me. He seemed fussy and perhaps gay. He was short
and thin with quite short hair and a perpetual frown.

He gave me a tour of the apartment, though,
which had my eyes wide during most of it. The place was huge, with
10,000 square feet spread over two floors. Everything about it was
huge and luxurious, from its massive, shiny bathrooms to its
outdoor deck.

“How much does a place like this cost?” I
asked.

“Don’t ask. It’s gauche,” he said.

“Mister Hornsby asked me how much I made at
work. Wasn’t that gauche?”

“You are not Mister Hornsby,” he said
dryly.

He led me into Hornsby’s bedroom. It was
freaking huge. The bed was enormous and sat on a kind of low dais
so it seemed even higher off the floor than it already was. Then
there was the walk-in closet. You could have parked a bus in there.
There was one long wall of cupboards, some of which had drawers and
shelves inside, then another wall of clothes hung on hangers.
Including dozens of suits.

If all his suits were of the same quality as
what he wore to Wilfred’s his wardrobe was worth hundreds of
thousands of dollars. Sheesh!

He had a lot of leather jackets, dusters,
gloves, boots, shoes, and pants, though. All of it was top quality.
Even his belts were of full-grain leather from European designers.
In addition, he had leather briefcases, suitcases, and even a
leather sofa and chair in his bedroom.

Still, caring for leather wasn’t exactly a
daily thing. You only had to keep it clean and oil it every few
months, depending on what it was and how you used it. I didn’t see
how this was a full-time job. Presumably, I’d be helping the fussy
(possibly gay) Mister Patrick do other things.

Patrick showed me the deck but didn’t take me
out onto it.

“He has a pool up here?” I asked in
surprise.

“It’s an endless pool,” he said. “For
exercise.”

“Endless? It doesn’t look that big.”

He snorted in disdain. “It has a current
which allows one to swim strongly for an indefinite period of time
without actually moving. Rather like a watery treadmill.”

I frowned at him, then vaguely recalled
something I’d read or seen like that somewhere.

“You start at Eight AM.”

I shrugged. I had started at Nine at
Wilfred’s but it took longer to get there since I had to go across
the river.

I went home, still wondering what I’d be
doing all day. Certainly, the leather wouldn’t take up much of it.
Well, as long as I got paid I didn’t care if I was sweeping the
floor.

I showed up at five to eight and Jasper sent
me upstairs to find Patrick.

“You should arrive a few minutes earlier,” he
said, frowning. “You need time to get into your uniform.”

“What? Nobody said anything about a
uniform!”

“Well did you think you’d be just wearing
whatever you have at home? No offense, dear, but what you’re able
to afford is not up to the standards Mister Hornsby wants of his
staff. He does have visitors who might see you, after all. And
you’ll be going places representing him.”

He led me into a small bedroom.

“And… uniform might be a misnomer. There are
a few things for you to wear while here and while out and about
running errands for Mister Hornsby. Put something on then find me
in his bedroom.”

There was stuff laid out on the bed, much of
it leather. It was high quality, very expensive leather, mind you.
The skirts were short, though no shorter than what I’d worn the
other day at Wilfred’s. The shoes were all stilettos, and five
inches. The shirts were very light, thin, expensive silk, mostly
white.

Of course, this immediately aroused my
suspicions about Hornsby’s intentions. I mean, it’s not like these
were particularly revealing, but all the short leather skirts meant
something more than just a ‘uniform’. Maybe he had a thing for
legs. And I had long ones.

Well, I’d put up with Larocque’s
‘appreciation’ for my legs so I supposed I could do the same with
Hornsby for twice the salary. Of course, there was a difference
that I didn’t fully appreciate just then. I was working in his
house now, and even in his bedroom.

The skirt was quality, though, like all his
leather. And new. I could smell that new leather scent even before
I held it up to my nose.

My real discomfort with the outfit was that
it was just too… girly. I hadn’t liked the stuff I’d worn at
Wilfred’s either, but it had been easier then to see myself as just
a walking billboard for their wares. There was no reason here to be
wearing such short skirts. Not to mention the blouse was pretty
form-fitting – as in tight.

I smoothed the skirt, unnecessarily, of
course, against my thighs, appreciating the tactile feel of the
soft leather against my skin. Then I shrugged and left the
bedroom.

I found Patrick in Hornsby’s bedroom, still a
little uncomfortable with the outfit. But since he seemed the gay
type I was at least a little reassured.

“As it happens, Mister Hornsby is away this
week in London,” he said. “So you have time to assess the work
which is required for his leather goods, what materials you need,
and set up a calendar for regular maintenance.”

“He doesn’t really have so much leather that
it’s going to take me a lot of time,” I said hesitantly.

“Good. Don’t worry. I assure you I’ll find
things for you to do.”

I shrugged and set to making a list.
Everything Hornsby bought was really high-end and expensive, so
periodically cleaning and treating the leather made sense. Patrick
gave me a tablet with a program that let you input chores and then
put time reminders on them to repeat the chore. I spent some time
doing that, then found Patrick and asked him where the leather oil
was.

They had some but it was neatsfoot and
Wilfreds didn’t like to use that. I told him we needed mink oil and
that I’d need to clean the leather first and let it dry for 24
hours. Anyway, there was enough leather to keep me busy for a few
days. Though I have to admit I wasn’t exactly working my tail off.
I kept getting distracted by the gorgeous views of the water and
Manhattan skyline. Not to mention fantasies about living in an
incredible place like this.

Oiling leather properly was something you
shouldn’t rush and required gently rubbing the oil lightly into the
leather with a circular motion. It took time and required a certain
degree of focus, which of course, slowed everything down. But it
was something I enjoyed, for some reason.

And of course, the quality of the leather he
had was superb. I wished I could own leather even remotely as high
quality. But my things, of necessity, were far cheaper and lower
grade. I liked wearing the leather things I found laid out for me,
though I thought it quite odd.

My only real problem was that Patrick sent me
off on errands a number of times. That involved him calling down
and having a car ready, then me going down to the car in the
too-short skirts and too-tight tops, and riding to wherever I was
going like I was a princess. I mean, they weren’t limousines, but
they were awfully nice comfortable cars.

The errands, like buying things or picking
things up (hadn’t these people heard of Amazon?) delayed my getting
everything done so that by the time Hornsby returned I wasn’t quite
through everything. That was partly reassuring, though, because it
meant they’d have stuff for me to do.

And then one morning I came in and found that
instead of the usual white blouse there was an actual leather top
waiting. Well, it was black leather and black lace mixed together.
The long sleeves were lace, with leather cuffs. The top of the
‘shirt’ was lace to just above my breasts, as was the entire back.
The front was soft black leather that buttoned tightly together
down the front.

The top button was about midway between my
nipples, though, and if you left that one undone the shirt had some
quite decent cleavage. Which, naturally, I did not want. Buttoning
that button, though, pulled the shirt in quite tight.

And really, there was no way to wear my bra
with it. If I’d known I could have worn black, but today I’d worn a
simple white bra and it would look awful through the black lace.
The blouse was tight enough, though, to not really require one.

And it felt… it felt nice against my body. I
mean, the soft, smooth leather against my bare breasts was
particularly nice. I’d never felt leather against my nipples
before, and they were clearly enjoying the sensation since they’d
hardened for some reason. It wasn’t really an exciting feeling or
anything, but… nice. Okay, perhaps even a little sensual.

I cupped my breasts a little, looking at
myself in the mirror. It looked good on me, sexy but not… not girly
sexy if you catch my drift. I wondered what would be next. Leather
pants? And what was the purpose of these outfits, really? I
shrugged. The money was good and the work was easy. So I got to
work.

The problem was that nobody told me Hornsby
had returned. I went upstairs to his bedroom and found stuff
scattered around that hadn’t been there the day before. The
bathroom door was open, too and the light was on. I didn’t hear any
sign of anyone, though.

“Hello? Anyone here?” I called.

Nobody answered and the bathroom was empty.
Then I noticed something as I walked past the big picture window.
The ‘endless’ pool was turned on and someone was in it swimming
more or less in place. It was pretty easy to tell it was a man, a
black man, and then I realized it was a naked man.

Hornsby.

I drew back a little, but he was swimming
freestyle, smoothly and evenly. And with the water rushing by it
wasn’t even totally clear he was naked. I mean, unless you looked.
He suddenly shifted to the breast stroke and put on a burst of
speed which carried him forward a bit, but then he let the water
push him back and switched to freestyle.

It was kind of impressive. I mean, as an
example of an athletic man’s body moving through the water. And he
had a nice body. I was only up one story, after all. He wasn’t one
of those huge, musclebound bodyguards, but he looked strong.

My nipples were hardening against the soft
leather once more.

Then he abruptly switched to the backstroke
and I ducked back with a gasp. I waited a bit, easing over to the
right, then slowly peered down, just enough to see the edge of the
pool. I moved a bit further to the left and saw his legs, then…
frustratingly, there was bubbling water that made it hard to see
what I wanted to see.

Yes, I know, this was absolutely wrong of me.
What kind of a voyeuristic slut was I anyway? Only, I was a bit
curious given what I’d seen when measuring his instep.

Well, maybe a little more than a bit.

I bit my lower lip impatiently, wishing I
could see more. Then I moved guiltily away from the window. What if
Patrick caught me peeping!? That would be it for this job! And
rightly so, too! I went to his closet to start in on his shoes. I
had printed up a number of small labels now with dates on them.
Patrick had agreed I could use paperclips to attach them to some
items of clothing.

When he used them he could take the
paperclips off and then Patrick or I would replace them afterward.
We had to keep track of when something was treated, after all. It
was easy enough for the furniture. I could also use the brand and
some other identifiers for some of the stuff, like coats. Where
there was none I had to have a way to tell what had been treated
and when.

Speaking of which, as I came out of the
closet I noticed a belt on a pair of pants which had been left on
the bed. On closer examination, it turned out to be a Loro Piana,
made of crocodile leather. It was probably worth two thousand
dollars or more.

As I straightened up from examining it I
looked out the window just in time to see Hornsby emerge from the
pool. I was momentarily caught admiring the musculature of his
chest and shoulders and how it extended down to his belly and
abdomen before my eyes were abruptly yanked lower.

I gasped, and then jerked back for fear he’d
look up and see me! But not before I saw a very… impressive
something hanging between his thighs. All I could think, given my
suddenly tightened chest, was that the water was heated. I didn’t
think cold water would uhm, leave him looking like that!

But I have to say, not that I have a lot of
experience with naked men, you understand, not being the slutty
kind, that he had a very… impressive… hot, sexy body. Very…
masculine! I went back to the closet, then started to panic,
worried that if he found me here he’d know… or suspect that I had
peeped at him!

I could feel my chest tightening again, and
glanced anxiously at the mirror to make sure the leather top wasn’t
showing anything of my hard nipples.

I hurried to the doorway out into the hall
and then back to the stairs. I could hear someone coming up and
panicked again, moving past the stairs and looking frantically for
somewhere to hide that wasn’t a back room with a view of the pool!
Unfortunately, my indecision and his quick steps meant he arrived
before I could get anywhere.

“Mallory,” he said. “Or… what was your last
name anyway? Cooper or something?”

“Uhm, y-yes, sir,” I gulped.

“What are you doing over there? There’s no
leather furniture or clothing in those rooms. Get over here.”

He was wearing a dressing gown, so decently
covered. Though I was helplessly aware there was nothing on beneath
it, as that memory of him naked kept flashing through my mind. I
followed him to his bedroom, that memory still bright and
clear.

“Patrick tells me you’ve treated most of the
leather in the house.”

“Yes, sir,” I gulped.

“And something about tags?”

“Er, yes, sir.”

I explained about the tags on items which
couldn’t be readily differentiated from others and he grunted,
which I took to be an acceptance.

“Take the belt on the bed and treat that,” he
said. “There’s a second one in my bag. Grab that.”

“Yes, sir,” I said again.

He walked out of the closet ahead of me and I
followed, then went to the bed and removed the belt from the loops
of his trousers there. There was also a small suitcase laying
closed on the table at the foot of the bed. I bent and opened it as
he disappeared into the ensuite, and found a rolled-up belt there
just… beneath black briefs. Yikes. I was touching the man’s
underwear!

I grabbed the two belts and headed for the
door but as I passed the open doorway to the ensuite the door was
pushed closed. However, I still saw him in the mirror on the wall
over the counter – briefly – and felt another jolt. Holy shit he
was big even soft. How big did he get when he was hard!?

Which was NOT the sort of thing you were
supposed to think about your boss!

As I hurried downstairs I wondered if he had
meant me to see him. But no, I thought it was just male arrogance,
of which he had extra helpings. To start with, most men just
weren’t as body conscious as women were at being seen naked. And
also, rich people tended to ignore their servants as if they were
furniture. Or so I’d read in a thing online which talked about the
wealthy and working for them.

Hey, I like to be prepared.

Anyway, I took the belts downstairs to the
empty room Patrick had set up for me to work in. I cleaned them
carefully, then put them aside to oil up tomorrow.

Of course, those fantasies I had about moving
in here, about living here, were now adjusted to include maybe
being his girlfriend or something. Which was dumb since he was way
older, more educated, more sophisticated, and an asshole. Still,
with that body I’d seen the fantasies took on a kind of erotic
tinge now.

Maybe he would decide he wanted a sexy blonde
girl for a lover! Employees with benefits, perhaps? Which reminded
me of my original doubts about him hiring me just for my looks, or
just for my nice legs. What would it be like to have sex with
someone that … that… strong? I didn’t just mean in terms of
muscles, obviously. He was way above me on every level. Was he
super good in bed too? None of the few guys I’d tried had been so
far.

Not that I was anything to write home about,
I supposed. I mean, trying to show some modesty here.
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I couldn’t forget how he looked naked, and
the memory reemerged every time I saw him. But my fears (and
fantasies) seemed to be for nothing as he largely ignored me like,
well, I was a piece of furniture.

Which actually irritated me a little since I
was in a short, tight skirt, high heels, and a tight blouse. Men
were supposed to look at me appreciatively in outfits like
that. Not to mention I’d already had some sexual fantasies about
him that had driven me to masturbation at home.

He tended to get up early, though; like Six
or Seven. So unlike his first day, when he’d arrived home from his
trip he was all dressed up by the time I got there. Which was both
disappointing and something of a relief. Especially as I had to
regularly go in and out of his bedroom.

When he bought a new belt Patrick brought it
to me to examine and list. The box was from Jierdon, and it was
like a large jewelry box. Inside was the rolled-up belt, encased in
canvas. I had to strip the canvas sleeve off to examine it, first.
But since it was new it didn’t need any immediate treatment or
cleaning.

It had that scent of fine leather, though,
and a smooth, soft, silky feel to it that was almost erotic. And
that put me in the mood to daydream about Hornsby and his gleaming
black body again as my fingers caressed the dark brown leather. I
wondered if I would be here long enough to use his first name. Did
anyone use his first name?

I let the leather slide through my fingers,
then across my wrist, enjoying the feel of it.

*

Every day I showed up and one of those
outfits was ready for me to change into. Sometimes I just did
errands around the house. Sometimes I went out in the car. A couple
of times they had me serving drinks to guests. On those occasions,
the outfit I wore was usually a high-necked silk blouse with long
sleeves and a short black or white leather mini.

This day I saw a bra and panties – make that
a thong sitting on the chair. I stared at it in confusion, then
reached down and picked up the bra. It was my size: 36-C. And it
was leather. Was he expecting me to start working in a bikini now?
Because that was just too much!

I was indignant, feeling a wild array of
thoughts sweeping through me, one of which was that I would quit.
Though I’d just gotten my first pay and it was niiiice! Especially
compared to the previous one from Wilfred’s!

Another thought which rippled through my mind
was the idea of me prancing around like this under his eyes. And it
wasn’t embarrassment, I can tell you that! It was a strange, heady
sense of excitement mixed with a hope that, well, something
happened! Maybe he’d at least notice me and give me those male
looks I was used to.

I couldn’t find Patrick so went looking for
Jasper. Before I could talk he smiled at me and started talking
instead.

“Ah, Mallory! Mister Hornsby is having a
small get-together this morning out on the pool deck. He’d like you
to pass snacks and drinks around. It’s some sort of swimming thing
where they challenge each other to see how high a current they can
overcome to get to the opposite side of the pool. Patrick thought
it appropriate you be dressed for the role, so to speak, so he’s
left a bathing suit out for you.”

“Oh, uhm, I did wonder.”

“He’ll be home soon so if you could get
dressed and help me set up out there…”

“Uhm, Mister Patrick didn’t leave anything
else to wear,” I said.

“Well, just wear the bathing suit for now and
when the event is done I’m sure he’ll have something else for
you.”

I was uneasy about that, but like I said, I
was coming to really appreciate my new pay level, and it was a
pretty decent job as jobs went. I mean, for girls without any
college or anything. So I reluctantly went back up and examined the
bikini again. I winced at the thought of wearing it outside since
it wasn’t just a bikini but one with a thong bottom.

Don’t get me wrong. I look great in a thong.
But I’d never worn one except as lingerie and never shown anyone
but other girls, or a few guys. Parading around in one in public,
in stiletto heels yet, did not make me feel comfortable.

Again, not much choice, so I put it on and
then looked at myself in the mirror. Yes, I looked good. But boy, I
looked like a walking sex toy, too. The cups were the right size,
but they were not particularly modest, leaving almost half my
breasts exposed.

The soft leather against my breasts felt very
nice, though, and the leather thong felt even… nicer. Even with the
sense of anxiety I was feeling I really liked the feel and scent of
them, not to mention I looked really hot in the mirror.

A leather bikini was a dumb idea, though.
You’re not supposed to get leather wet. I supposed it had been
treated with something, but it would still have to be washed
carefully with every use.

I could feel my cheeks heat up as I went
downstairs in the bikini. The big glass wall across the great room
was opened up and Jasper was carrying things outside. I joined him,
flushing a little under his eyes, but he didn’t pay much attention
to me.

Then Hornsby showed up. He noticed me, all
right, but didn’t really act much like he was looking at a hot
chick in a bikini. Instead, he was just checking to see that I
looked right – just like he had assessed the deck and pool.

“She needs something around the neck,” he
said.

“Yes, sir?” Jasper asked.

“Some kind of choker. Black. Leather.”

“I’m not sure Mister Patrick ordered anything
of that nature,” Jasper said diffidently.

“He ordered one last year for one of the
other girls,” Hornsby said.

He looked at me. “Come with me, girl.”

I did a kind of uneasy mental shrug and
followed him. Other girls? How many girls had there been here!?
Were they hired to maintain leather? Or … or something else? I
followed him up the stairs and then to his bedroom, only we walked
past it and went into another room.

This one was a guest bedroom, or so I’d
supposed. He opened several drawers in a tall dresser and examined
boxes within before taking out a box which resembled the large
jewelry boxes his other belt had arrived in.

This one was of the same quality but was a
lot smaller. It was a slim, short leather strap held together with
a silver clasp. Without asking, Hornby moved behind me and swept
the choker around in front of me before drawing it up and back
against my neck.

My hands instinctively rose up to grab at it
until his voice barked, practically in my ear “Hands down!”

It wasn’t a loud or angry voice but it was so
firm that my hands dropped immediately. He pulled the choker in
around my neck, his fingers brushing my hair away in back, then
pulled it a little tighter. I gulped, about to say something, even
as I stared at myself in the mirror. The choker did look good
against my skin, and smelled nice, but… he pulled it even
tighter.

I had a momentary rush of fear, as if he was
going to strangle me. I looked at him in the mirror but his eyes
were down on the back of my neck as he apparently fastened the
clasp. The choker loosened a bit, and I gulped in relief as he
finished doing up the clasp.

He gripped my upper arm in his firm hand,
then and turned me forcefully around, his eyes on my neck.

“Yes, looks good,” he said, releasing me and
backing up a bit.

He nodded and then seemed to dismiss me,
leaving the room.

What a strange man!

I followed him back downstairs.

“Do you swim, Cooper?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“We’ll have to see how well. But not now.
After. It will mess up your hair.”

It was like I was a part of the decor or
something!

A half dozen men arrived over a period of
fifteen minutes or so and were shown out to the deck by Jasper.
They were all evidently friends of his as they all greeted each
other warmly. About half were black and the other half were white.
None were in bathing suits. The only one in a bathing suit was
me.

And while I hadn’t caught Jasper checking me
out these men certainly did. Every move I made there were male eyes
on me, and I blushed every time I had to leave, knowing their eyes
were on my bare butt!

Admittedly, I grew more comfortable with that
after a little while, and the embarrassment faded to mild
discomfort. I even felt a strange little flutter of something like
pride. Ego? A little bit of smug excitement that all these men;
presumably rich, powerful men, thought I was hot.

They were all way too old, of course, mostly
in their thirties or early forties, but it was still kind of a rush
walking around half-naked around them and being appreciated. Once I
got over being embarrassed, that was. But it did also make me feel
a bit uneasy, like I was a sheep standing around in the midst of a
pack of wolves.

I knew they all wanted me, after all. In that
way men wanted women. Given their choice they’d all jump me, tear
off the bikini and do me right then and there. I knew it. But
didn’t suspect anything would happen. Still, I felt a kind of
sexual tension.

They all disappeared into a nearby bathroom,
one at a time, and changed, emerging in various types of swimsuits.
Mostly they were in regular swimsuits. Hornsby, though, wore a
black speedo. It wasn’t leather, though. And I have to say even it
being black, well… he was… noticeable! I don’t think any of the
other men paid any attention but the bulge in his speedo certainly
caught my eye!

One by one they dove into the pool and swam
as hard as they could, trying to reach the far end about twenty
feet away. None of them made it at the top end of the power
setting. Hornsby turned the flow rate down a little and they tried
again. Still, no one could get that far, though they swam like
mad.

He turned it down again and he made it to the
far end. One other man almost made it but not quite. He made it on
the next setting, though, as did two others. No one seemed to care
much, and seemed to enjoy themselves, laughing, joking around and
just chatting.

They were all very fit men, one of them even
had a nicer body than Hornsby. I did my very best not to ogle, even
though they hadn’t bothered hiding their appreciation of my
body.

They left, one by one until only Hornsby was
left. Then, to my surprise, he turned the pool settings up to high
and motioned at me.

“Get in. See how you do.”

“Oh, there’s no way I’m that good a swimmer!”
I protested.

“Try at the top end and we’ll lower it until
you get there.”

I couldn’t very well say no. Besides, it was
hot out and I’d been standing around in the sun for almost two
hours. Yes, Patrick had thoughtfully provided sunscreen, but even
so. I felt hot all over.

I did as I’d seen them doing, diving in from
the near end of the pool, then swam hard. It was… weird! I mean,
swimming like that but getting nowhere! Then I made the mistake of
trying a breast stroke. I’d felt some pressure against the bra
while swimming. It was, after all, a tremendous rush of water going
straight down against my breasts.

But it got way worse as I flung my arms
forward and then back together hard. And with the rush of water
hitting my chest the clasp holding the cups together broke. The
water and my arms’ movements sent the cups flying back to either
side and then tore the top right off my arms!

I yelped and stopped immediately, of course,
clasping my arms across my chest. The current then swept me back
against the near wall hard enough to startle me, and my arms jerked
out and apart to catch the wall. Then I frantically brought one arm
back in across my breasts while I found the ladder and climbed out,
my face red.

Hornsby turned the power down as I searched
for a towel, then hurriedly grabbed one to put around me.

“S-S-Sorry!” I gasped, red-faced.

“Why? It wasn’t your fault. Don’t apologize
for things that aren’t your fault. Patrick needs to buy a
higher-class of bathing suit and I shall speak to him about
it.”

I gulped, still red-faced.

“Can I go and… change now, sir?”

“Yes. Of course.”

He turned the water off with a snort and
followed me inside.

“It remains one of the oddities of our
culture and how we raise women that even the most beautiful of them
are embarrassed by anyone catching a glimpse of their bodies,” he
said.

“I-I’m… not … embarrassed!” I squeaked.

Of course, I was. On the other hand, I was
also feeling a strange thrum of energy in my lower belly at him
having seen my body, and him being right behind me.

He gripped my arm and jerked me around.

“Don’t lie to me, girl,” he growled fiercely.
“Especially such an obvious lie. I don’t tolerate lies from my
staff. In fact, I’ve been known to summarily fire anyone who works
for me and is caught in a lie.”

Uh oh! He surely wouldn’t fire me over a
little white lie like that would he, I thought anxiously.

“You have very attractive breasts,” he said.
“You clearly work out to keep them firm, given their size.”

He released me and continued to the stairs. I
gulped and followed.

A part of me felt a sense of delight at his
approval, and my chest tightened anew. Another part of me felt a
sense of indignation, even though all he’d said was complimentary!
I mean, guys weren’t supposed to talk about my breasts! Not unless
we were dating! Then again, he’d seen them naked… My face reddened
even more!

“Are you embarrassed I spoke truthfully on
the subject? Women are very odd in a lot of ways,” he said. “I
wasn’t embarrassed that you saw me naked a few weeks ago.”

Yikes again! I gasped, eyes widening, glad he
wasn’t looking at me!

“I’m proud of how fit my body is. Why should
I be bothered if someone looks at it and appreciates how fit it
is?”

Oh my God! This was making my mind squirm so
much!

His tone of voice was so matter-of-fact,
almost brusque, as if he were talking about the weather!

Did I mention I was just wearing a small
towel and a thong?! And he was still just wearing his speedo!? And
his nearly naked body was just in front of me, and difficult to
keep my eyes off.

“You should take pride in your body and get
over that silly self-consciousness,” he said as he led me into his
bedroom.

Why was I following him here!?

I stopped suddenly and started to back
out.

“Wait,” he called over his shoulder.

He went into the closet and I reluctantly
followed.

The closet was huge, of course, a room,
really. In addition to the drawers and cupboards and the line of
clothes hanging along the walls there was a kind of large chest
running down the middle. It was probably twelve feet long and half
that wide, with drawers on all sides. He opened such a drawer and
took out what I thought was the new belt.

“What do you think of this?” he asked.

“It – It’s very fine leather,” I gulped.

The way I was taught to detect imperfections
in good leather is to slide it across my skin,” he said, letting
the belt slip through his fingers. “But parts of our body feel such
things better than others.”

He took one of my hands and pulled it out
from my body, then slid the belt along my hand, then raised it and
let it slide along my arm just below the elbow.

“Do you feel it more closely than against
your fingers?”

“I-I do,” I gulped.

He took my other hand and pulled it away from
my body. I almost jerked it back, but I had carefully tucked the
towel in around me so it didn’t fall. And he was deceptively
strong, his grip quite firm. He slid the belt across both my
forearms.

“Turn your arms over.”

I did as he bid, thinking how odd this was,
and he slid it across the outside of my forearms.

“You see that your skin is more sensitive on
the insides?” he said, his voice softening.

I nodded uncertainly.

I watched him wrap the belt around my
forearms, then slip the tongue into the buckle and pull it so the
leather slipped in around me. He eased it back along my arms
towards him until the belt was around my wrists.

“How does that feel?”

I was bewildered, but I was having a little
difficulty breathing. What was going on!? I was trying to keep my
eyes off his muscular chest, or worse, drop them lower! My heart
was thumping and my pulse rate was speeding up by the second.

“I-it feels… okay,” I said uncertainly.

“Do you appreciate the quality of the
leather?” he asked softly.

“Y-yes, sir,” I said, blinking in
confusion.

He tightened the belt further, then raised
his hand up, which raised both my hands up – and my arms. I felt
another churning rush of confusion as he lifted my wrists high
above me, the belt tight around my wrists.

His eyes caught mine, dark, intense,
determined, and I caught my breathe.

He lifted higher and I gasped as the belt
tightened more and actually raised me up off my heels.

Then he leaned in and kissed me!

I was… astonished! But a sudden incredible
rush of heat swept through my mind and body as his lips touched
mine ever so lightly, like a butterfly, then settled in against
them. His lips pressed harder and harder, and seemed to force mine
apart, sliding firmly and hungrily against them as my heart pounded
like a drum.

What was I to do about this!?

I mean, he wasn’t the first guy who had ever
kissed me out of the blue, but it was… it was Mister Hornsby! He
wasn’t even friendly! Well, yes, he’d hired me, but I had never
understood why! And he’d shown scant attention to me or any
indication he was hoping to do anything like this!

He was an awfully good kisser! I mean… I mean
he was a really good kisser! Good enough that even as my
mind struggled to decide how to respond, what to say, what to do, I
was feeling a growing appreciation of just how skilled he was with
his lips. Not to mention his tongue!

His left hand was simply holding the belt
aloft, with my wrists trapped in it. Now his right slid up and
encircled my neck, his big hand almost completely covering it as
his fingers pressed up against the underside of my jaw. He jerked
my head back a bit, leaning in more, and the kiss deepened.

I moaned in confusion, moaned into his mouth,
a strange dark thrill of wildfire excitement rippling through my
mind and body. My mind was stuck in a loop, constantly stuttering
in confusion without any idea what to do.

And all the while I was appreciating that
kiss. And all those wicked fantasies I’d had about him were rolling
through my head. None of them had ever been like this, of course.
And none of them had brought the kind of breathless shock I was
feeling now.

His fingers eased off my neck, sliding down,
and I shuddered as they gave a little jerk to the top of the towel,
which fell away. I felt an explosive surge of excitement and heat,
not to mention sensation as his big hand cupped and squeezed my
bare breast, and his thumb stroked across my very, very stiff
nipple.

His hand slid up, and then he drew his lips
back from mine, the first two fingers of his right hand caressing
my lower lip.

“You have very sensual lip,” he said.

His fingers eased over my lips and I felt
them along my tongue.

But my mind was still sputtering with
confusion, uncertainty, and indecision.

“Close your lips around them and suck,” he
ordered.

In that tone of voice which must be
obeyed.

So I did, moaning, heart pounding, trembling
a little as I felt his fingers caress my tongue. They drew back
suddenly and then he was kissing me again, his lips certain,
confident, and more than a little overwhelming.

And then I felt his fingers push down past
the waistband of my thong. I shuddered, wanting to tell him to
stop, instinctively wanting to shout “Wait!” but not being able to
form the word.

I felt his fingers, slick fingers, against my
sex, sliding lightly up and down along the line of my pussy, then
focusing on the top.

The muscles in my hips twitched, sputtered,
spasmed, at the sudden eruption of sensation, and my hips jerked
helplessly against him.

His lips came off mine, moving along my cheek
to fix on my earlobe, sucking lightly, nibbling even more lightly.
I was gasping for breath due to my tight chest and could hardly
think. I felt his lips move down along the nape of my neck but that
was a side show. My real attention was on his fingers as they
stroked my already swollen, hypersensitive clitoris.

The sensations they were sending through my
overheated body were not entirely unfamiliar, but more intense than
I could ever remember.

The arm above my head moved back, which
forced me to move back. But the big chest of drawers was behind me
and pressed firmly against my buttocks, holding them in place even
as he continued pulling the belt around my wrists back.

My body bowed back more and more and I moaned
in confusion even as he pulled more firmly on the belt. His other
hand was suddenly gripping my thigh, and between the two I found
myself pulled back across the chest, gasping as I stared up at the
ceiling.

Hornsby moved around to the other side, and
then came back. Only now the belt was locked in place somehow. He
looked down at me, his eyes skimming along my body, then he gripped
the thong and yanked it free.
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I let out a startled, instinctive cry of
alarm and jerked my legs together. Which was stupid, I know. I
mean, he’d been rubbing me there seconds ago.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

His voice was firm, hard, cold, and
insistent.

Gulping nervously, I obeyed.

“Wider.”

I still didn’t know what to say! I was…
confused about why my wrists wouldn’t pull free, why and how the
strap had been locked down on the other side of the chest, and
wildly uncertain about his intentions. Well, no, that was becoming
clear. I was wildly uncertain about what to do about it!

“Wider,” he growled.

He gripped my ankles and lifted them straight
up into the air, then pulled them slowly out to the sides along the
edge of the chest. Of course, once they were both down a certain
distance I felt a tightness in my inner thighs as the tendons
strained.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I squealed.

And then he dropped his head, dropped his
mouth, his big hands gripping my thighs as he licked a long, hard
lick up along the line of my sex.

I shuddered, my whole body seeming to
undulate as the sensation and heat swept up through it. He licked
again, and then again. I felt his thumbs pry the lips of my sex
open and then his tongue started to lick harder and faster across
my clitoris, swirling and sweeping from side to side.

One of his hands slid up my body, then,
squeezing and kneading my breast. The other moved sideways, and I
felt a finger pushing through the tight, slick opening at the mouth
of my sex, then twisting and turning as it pushed deeper.

His lips caught my clitoris between them and
sucked rhythmically.

My mind was battered by a raging storm of
heat, excitement, and confusion. My head twisted and jerked,
rolling from side to side, my mind filled with disbelief and hunger
in equal portions.

His fingers pushed into me, big fingers, long
fingers, thick fingers, and pushed up against the front wall of my
sex as his tongue resumed licking. The sensations made it feel as
if my body was coming apart, my muscles twitching and quivering as
my mind was battered by the dark thrill of wicked excitement.

My thighs still ached, my legs spread out
wide, their weight tugging at them as if to move them inexorably
downward. Though, of course, they couldn’t go all the way down.

I felt a sense of wild wonder at how wide
they actually were, not to mention quivering and twitching and
jerking under the storm of sensations tearing through my nervous
system.

Suddenly, he pulled back. He straightened up,
his eyes raking my body. His hands slid up to squeeze and massage
my breasts. Then they came down again, gripping my legs and roughly
rolling me onto my stomach. Now my legs fell off the side of the
chest, my heels just barely touching the floor.

His fingers kneaded my buttocks now before
going away. I heard the sound of a drawer opening.

“As I said, I don’t tolerate my staff lying
to me,” he said. “Small lies grow into bigger ones.

“My disapproval of dishonesty is a product of
my own firm beliefs. And I believe it’s best to nip it in the bud
at the first sign. As I’m a conservative traditionalist the best
treatment for dishonesty in a young woman is on her bottom.”

I had no idea what he meant, though when I
twisted my head around I saw him holding another leather belt, a
wider one than was around my wrists. I still didn’t understand what
he meant until he slid it across my bare bottom, back and forth,
the soft leather caressing my skin.

He doubled it in his hand, raised his arm,
then brought it sweeping down so that the belt cut across my
buttocks.

Crack!

I squealed in alarm, astonishment, and no
small pain!

“The old ways teach the best lessons,” he
said.

Crack!

The belt came in across my bottom a second
time! Again I yelped and squirmed there against the chest! Because
he’d doubled it up the strap hit with a strange kind of stutter, a
double blow that sent a distinct sting through my soft skin.

“I will not tolerate dishonesty, Cooper,” he
said sternly.

Crack!

“Ah!” I cried. “Please!”

Crack!

“Please what? Are you afraid of the kind of
punishment small children used to endure regularly, Cooper?” he
asked.

Crack!

I cried out at another blow. My bottom was
starting to heat up now and my mind was as bewildered as it had
been when he’d tightened the strap around my wrists.

Crack!

“Ow! Mister… Mister Hornsby!” I cried.

“Take your punishment, girl. You know you
earned it.”

Crack!

“Ahh! That hurts!” I moaned.

“Of course it does. That’s how you learn
discipline.”

Crack!

I twisted and writhed. My breasts, pillowed
out against the top of the chest, were being ground and mashed
against it by my body’s wild movements. But not against the hard
wood. In fact, I was laying atop a pair of folded leather trousers.
As my breasts mashed and rubbed against the soft leather they
throbbed, aching and tingling.

Suddenly his hand pushed in between my
thighs, the circle formed by his index finger and his thumb pressed
up against my sex. He forced my legs apart and I felt his fingers
starting to stroke against me.

“You have a body many women would kill for,”
he said. “And many men would, as well.”

I whimpered and moaned, overwhelmed with
confusion and anxiety, heat and excitement, embarrassment and a
wicked, wild dark thrill.

His hand pulled back and then I felt
something else against me. He forced my thighs wider so that only
my toes could still touch the floor, and then I felt something that
was definitely not his fingers or thumb pushing against the moist,
swollen entrance of my body.

I felt myself stretching, and then stretching
wider. I gasped and moaned a complaint as I ached down there. Then
I felt him pushing into me, felt it pushing into me. It was
thick and hard but also deliciously soft. It-it… it slid into me.
It sliiiiiid between the lips of my tautly stretched sex,
forced the elastic walls of the narrow sheath within me wider and
then kept sliding deeper.

I cried out as he gripped my thighs and
roughly forced them wider, wide enough my feet came entirely off
the floor as he pushed himself forward. I felt that big cock
pushing insistently deeper and deeper. Even though it was already
deeper than anyone else had ever pushed!

I’d never felt anything before that felt so
absolutely perfectly sized to my body. And by that I mean it felt…
just a little too big, as if I really had to stretch, stretch to
just this side of pain. It made me ache, but ache beautifully, so
that heat poured through my mind as inch after inch pushed into
me.

He drew slowly back, then thrust hard enough
for me to cry out as his hard cock jammed into me. Then again, then
again! He eased his grip on my thighs and let the balls of my feet
sink back to the floor. His hands disappeared. Then the belt, the
one he’d been using on my bottom, slid down over my head and in
around my neck. He pulled it back slowly so that it pulled tight
around my throat, then slapped my bottom with his hand.

“You must learn to tell the truth, girl,” he
growled.

I gasped, eyes feeling as if they were…
bulging, my mouth open, seeking air but unable to breathe.

Again he thrust, thrust, thrust hard! And
then his hips were flat against my sore bottom, rubbing and
grinding against me as I moaned and whimpered dazedly,
breathlessly. Black dots danced before my eyes. I felt so full!

The belt loosened, and I felt his fingers in
my hair, gathering it up and together as I gulped in air. I cried
out again as he yanked it suddenly back, forcing my head back.

Crack! His hand slapped against my
buttocks as he continued to grind himself together.

“Marvelous,” he growled. “You have an
incredible body, girl.”

Crack!

I let out another gasp of pain. Then he slid
his big cock slowly back out of me, all the way out so that I felt
vacant. Again, I felt him pressing against me, forcing open the
lips of my sex, then sinking deep, all the way to the base, all the
way to the bottom.

He ground himself against me with firm, slow
movements, his hips forcing my buttocks up so that my toes barely
touched the floor.

He released my hair and my head fell back
onto my arms as I continued to gasp dazedly for breath. Then I felt
him starting to pump in and out, in and out, in and out, with long,
determined strokes that buried every inch in my quivering body with
every thrust.

I gasped and grunted and moaned, and then
realized that somehow or other the pants below me had gotten
bunched up near the edge of the chest. As his hips struck my bottom
again and again the top of my sex was grinding gently against
it!

The sensations were impossible to miss, even
as my mind was transfixed by the feel of his thick, hard, warm
flesh spearing through my body with such authority and speed.

I continued to gasp and grunt and moan, heat,
excitement, and a wild, animal hunger sweeping through me so that I
lost track of who I was, lost interest, care, or concern for
anything else not connected to my own carnal need.

My eyes started to glaze over, my mind
fuzzing up as a feverish sexual heat melted my mind. I was aroused
to an extent I couldn’t ever remember feeling before, wallowing in
the endless rush of sensation and the pleasure it brought. Every
time that big cock punched into me, every time his hips slapped
against me, every time my body ground back and forth over the
leather beneath.

The belt began to tighten again. It began to
pull my head up and back, and I let it, almost relaxing my neck
muscles, submitting, giving in to whatever the belt wanted. I felt
the tightness with a kind of dark, wicked delight, even as I felt
the tightness of the other belt around my wrists, locking me in
place.

It was a sort of … surrendering to the storm
of passion and pleasure, not caring about anything else. But more
than that there was something there I had never really experienced
before. I wouldn’t call it anything like masochism, not exactly.
But there was definitely a sense of dark, wicked delight at how
edgy this was, and how… helpless I was.

And believe me, helpless was never something
I had ever desired before! But in this case, helpless meant a
strange sense of the erotic, and an abandoning of any efforts on my
part to do anything, to say anything, to respond to anything. I was
free of all that, free to just feel and experience the dark
pleasure pouring through me.

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

I, of course, could say nothing. Even if the
belt weren’t so tight around my neck my mind wasn’t capable of
forming sentences.

The belt loosened and I gasped for breath
even as it continued to hold my head up and back. I winced and
gasped and moaned as he slapped my bottom. But these were minor
sensations amid the howling storm sweeping through me.

The orgasm came upon me almost by surprise. I
felt the pleasure increasing, just a little, then just a little
more. Then there was a vast eruption within me that stunned me. My
entire body began to quiver and tremble and shake as my muscles
spasmed. I gurgled and gasped and started to cry out in animal
pleasure – until the belt tightened again.

I gave myself to the pleasure, surrendering
to it, shutting down my mind and floating on the churning waves of
it as it tore through my body. It was… rapture! And it went on and
on as his hips continued to pummel my buttocks, as his cock thrust
in and out of my trembling body, as my breasts throbbed and burned
while mashing against the chest below.

The orgasm left my mind nearly vacant, and
even as it faded I was gripped by a kind of languorous afterglow
which barely allowed my mind to function. His hips continued to
slap against my buttocks, though, his cock punching deep with every
stroke. Only now he paused every few strokes to grind himself
against me.

He abandoned the strap so that my head fell
forward onto my bound arms, and his big hands slid slowly up and
down my body, along my back and ribs, and then in under to fondle
my overheated breasts.

I gasped in dazed pain as gathered in my hair
once more, pulling my head up and back. This time his other hand
slipped over my mouth, his fingers pushing inside.

“Suck. Lick,” he ordered.

Moaning, I barely had the consciousness to
obey, but I did. A moment later his fingers came free and I felt
one pushing, prodding, rubbing at my wrinkled little back
opening.

“This is mine,” he said. “I intend to use it
fully.”

Crack!

I gasped at another slap to my bottom, then
heard a drawer open. A moment later something cool and hard pressed
against my back passage. I whimpered and moaned, trying to summon
up some word of complaint or protest. It pushed forward, spreading
me wider, then wider still before suddenly passing into me.

Though, I soon realized, not completely. I
felt something pressing against the outside of me there, and my
mind fluttered in confusion.

“You’ll wear this from now on, girl,” he
said. “So you’ll be prepared if I want you.”

He entered me again started driving himself
into me with a steady stroke, now shifting his angles so that I
felt the pressure along different sides of my narrow sheathe. He
gradually moved faster, harder, and soon was pounding me again, my
bottom aching as his hips struck it repeatedly, his big cock
ramming deep inside me with every stroke.

The pleasure and heat rose again, growing and
spreading out, once again filling my mind with a growing sense of
passion and desire, of need and hunger, and of a kind of delighted
sense of surrendering to it all. Nothing to do. Nothing to say.
Nothing to worry about. All I had to do was relax and absorb
whatever was happening.

I grunted again and again, gasping and
moaning and panting and whining as he rode me hard and fast. His
big cock was pistoning inside me, and my body was gripped by a
tremendous sense of sexual pressure which kept growing as the heat
became an intoxicating stew drowning my mind.

Gripped by that delicious sexual fever heat
once more, I let it carry me along, moaning and basking in the
pleasure, mindless and uncaring, even as he slapped my bottom, or
pulled on my hair, or tightened the belt around my neck.

Soooo gooooood!

Another orgasm hit, catching me by surprise.
Not that my mind was really functioning very well just then. But
the truth was I’d never had an orgasm during intercourse before,
and now I was having the second one in the space of a few minutes.
And like the first, it was a monster, taking over my body and
flooding my mind with such scalding heat I lost all
self-control.

The belt tightened again, shutting down my
cries, cries which had started to become something like screams. I
didn’t care. My eyes stared unseeing across at the far wall, my
body shuddering to the impact of his hips, my insides a bubbling,
steaming stew of pleasure so intense I wondered at not passing
out.

It was overwhelming and my mind was dazed by
it all, so that as the orgasm slowly faded it left me limp and
drooling, gasping for breath as he loosened the belt again.

And still, my body shuddered to the impact of
his hips, his cock skewering me again and again. My eyes were
slitted, unseeing, my body twitching as he continued to use me so
roughly, so powerfully. I was sore inside but didn’t care in the
least. There wasn’t anything I actually did care about just
then.

He finally finished. I noted that almost
absently as if it weren’t anything particularly important. He gave
a final series of deep, powerful thrusts, and then stopped, his
hands kneading my buttocks, then gliding up and down my body.

He reached up and loosened the belt around my
wrists.

“Make sure you clean these,” he said, as he
left the room.

I didn’t move much for a long minute. I just
stood there, panting and moaning, bent over the chest. I could feel
how much I ached inside now, but still didn’t care that much. I did
wince as I slowly pushed myself up off the chest to stand there
beside it, legs trembling.

I drew in several long, shuddering breathes,
trying to snap my mind back into working order. As I did it was
like the world fell back into place and a whole raft of things
began to assail me. The first, of course, was I had just fucked the
boss! Or, well, honestly, he had fucked me. But I had let him!
Though… it wasn’t like he’d exactly asked.

But no, I hadn’t objected. I had gone along
with it. I had submitted to his desires. And so it was my
responsibility, my fault. My guilt. My sluttiness. We hadn’t even
dated or anything! We’d barely even talked to each other! I didn’t
even like him!

He was a cold fish, an arrogant man with
little time to waste for minor flunkeys like me. Except, of course,
to tear off my clothes and fuck me! I let myself work up a good
sense of indignation over that in hopes it would hide my own sense
of guilt.

The guy wasn’t a boyfriend. He wasn’t even a
friend! Nor a boy, come to that. He was a man twice my age. And
hadn’t been any nicer fucking me than he’d been talking to me. He’d
been rough and domineering and just… just used me like I was his
bitch or something!

He’d even tied me up!

Sort of.

I looked at the chest before me, at what
turned out to be two pairs of leather pants there, with the leather
belt still at the far end. The bottom was glistening where I’d been
rubbing my pussy against it.

I felt my indignation rising, but it was hard
getting it up to speed. He’d used me like a whore. Just bent me
over, fucked me, and then walked away. No promises, no gentle
compliments, no promises of everlasting love. Nothing. And I’d let
him!

He must think I was some kind of a slut! God
knows he’d used me like one!

And yet even as I worked at my resentment, it
was hard to really feel much. My mind had been blasted by the
incredible ferocity of the pleasure I’d felt. Those were the most
intense orgasms of my life and left me instantly addicted. I wanted
more!

It was hard not to conclude that whatever
he’d done I’d sure liked it!

Anyway, men were always sluts. It was my
fault for not refusing, for not pushing him away. He was literally
old enough to be my father. We had nothing in common. And we’d
barely met, really. So why had I given in to his hunger? Because I
hadn’t known what I was getting into, of course.

And then I’d been overpowered by my own
excitement and heat.

How could I continue working for him after
this!?

But how could I not!?
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My roommates and I talked about stuff
sometimes when they were there at the same time as me. But we
weren’t exactly tight. I wasn’t about to tell either one what had
happened. Especially the part about him pulling the belt tight
around my wrists. That would sound either kinky or like he’d forced
me, and he hadn’t.

He’d pushed me and I’d rolled over like a
slut and given him whatever he wanted.

And what he wanted was what all guys wanted;
to fuck me. I’d been a target since adolescence, after all. Though
no one else had ever done me like that, never done me so roughly,
so… forcefully. And certainly never given me that kind of
incredible pleasure.

It was kind of hard to feel resentment when
every memory of what had happened was filled with the dark, animal
heat and wonder of what I’d felt.

And it didn’t help that when I went back to
work the next day I had to work on cleaning leather. The smell of
leather had been right in my face when he’d done me. My face had
been literally inches from the leather pants underneath, except
when he had lifted my head up and back with the belt or by my
hair.

Even then there’d been the smell of the belt,
and the strap, and the sensation of my tender body rubbing and
grinding against the leather pants.

What the hell had he been up to sliding the
strap around my neck!? That was a new one to me. It had been
borderline scary, even through the haze of my feverish sexual
hunger. Everything about that wild, incredible sex had been raw,
carnal, and… overwhelming!

No negotiation. No asking. No consideration.
He’d used me like he could do anything he wanted. Slapping me,
pulling my hair, and sticking that… thing… that butt-plug into my
body! Yes, yes, I know what it is. I just hadn’t ever seen or felt
one before. And I knew what it was for, too! He’d even told me! And
wasn’t that fucking outrageous!? That he’d all but said he could
fuck me in the ass whenever he wanted to!?

The nerve of the man! Nothing about that had
been like any kind of sex I’d ever had before! He’d just… just used
me like a whore! I tried to get properly indignant about that but
given the smoldering heat which still lay at the back of my mind, I
found it difficult. Every memory of the nasty things he did led me
to feel a sense of awe and excitement.

Was there something in my subconscious that
got off on being used so roughly? Because something had to be
behind it! Granted, he had a great body and was way more skilled
with his fingers and tongue than any other guy I’d… dated. And
there was a sense of him being in charge from the beginning given
who he was and who I was.

I’d never been a girl to have fantasies about
those bodice-busting romantic stories where the rough, tough,
handsome hero throws the girl down, tears her clothes off, and
teaches her how exciting it was to be a woman. I’d dismissed them
out of hand as ridiculous.

Then again, Hornsby was no hero. Oh, he was
hot, sure, and rich and powerful. But he was so out of my class I’d
never really considered him as anything but a dark fantasy type.
Now… now I just didn’t know. I mean, yes, he’d had sex with me. But
it hadn’t been like it was done out of any sense of romance or even
friendliness.

I hadn’t even had any indication the man
liked me! Oh, he certainly liked fucking me, but then any guy
would. Any straight guy. That didn’t mean he liked me. Or that he’d
want me as anything but an employee with benefits, so to speak.

The benefits being what he got, not me!

But the fantasies I’d had about him prior to
today hadn’t been filled with romance or friendship. Instead,
they’d been kind of, well… nasty ones, dark and carnal. Because I
couldn’t imagine any other type of sex with him my fantasies had
been more along those ‘bodice busting’ stories where the wealthy,
powerful nobleman forces himself on the helpless serving girl.

Which was exactly what had happened! Except
the serving girl in question had been too excited to resist even a
little bit…

Now he was probably sure I was a slut and he
could do me any time he wanted to. I needed to do something about
that but had no idea what. Because the fact was the thought of him
grabbing me, throwing me down, and tearing off my clothes to do the
same thing to me again didn’t exactly fill me with fear and
foreboding!

Still, I needed to push back at least a
little! Otherwise, he wouldn’t respect me at all! Unspoken was the
thought that he probably didn’t respect me at all anyway…

I mean, let’s face it, he’d never said
anything much to me other than to compliment me on my looks. That
was why he’d hired me, because he liked my looks and figured he’d
be able to fuck me. And he had been right. So now what? Was he
going to fire me now? Or would he be happy to think he had a
regularly available slut he could grab any time he was in the
mood?

My mind kept replaying the thing he’d done
and now it hovered over that strapping he’d given me. That had
hurt! Well, it had stung anyway. What was up with that!? It wasn’t
like I was a child that he should punish me for lying! And anyway,
you didn’t strap children anymore! Was he some kind of retrograde
escapee from the past?

It was a pretty weak lie anyway. I suspected
he’d just used it as an excuse. So why had he wanted to strap my
bottom like that? To show me who was in charge? Maybe he was a
sadist. But it did make it more like those nasty old stories of the
evil baron being cruel to the helpless serving girl.

At least I’d ascertained that he did indeed
have a very large cock! Boy! Had I ever felt that when it was up
inside me! The irony, of course, was I hadn’t even seen it. He’d
only taken me from behind. I’d certainly felt it, though!

In the end, I decided he was just a typical
arrogant, aggressive male who thought he was entitled to do
whatever he wanted to people who were poor and who worked for him.
That left me feeling properly resentful, which was just as well
since it wouldn’t do to feel any kind of affection he obviously
didn’t return.

I was kind of wary when I got to work the
next day, especially about whether Mr. Patrick or Jasper had heard
anything. I certainly didn’t imagine Hornsby talking to them and
bragging about it. They were just lowly servants too, even if
higher level than me.

But I’d been a little… noisy at times, when
he wasn’t choking me, and maybe one or the other had heard
something. If they knew they’d just think I was a slut, for sure.
Or maybe a gold-digger. Which was much the same thing.

Jasper didn’t give me any ‘looks’ though,
when he let me in. There was nothing about his attitude that seemed
different or suspicious. I went down the hall to the little room I
used. It was basically a closet-sized place with a small laptop
table and chair. It was also where Patrick left my outfit for the
day.

I was more suspicious of these outfits now
than I had been before. It was pretty damn clear Hornsby liked my
body, after all. Were these coming from Patrick or from
Hornsby?

And wasn’t it weird for me to think of him as
Mr. Hornsby or Hornsby instead of Mitchell? We’d just had sex,
after all. Yet the sex had been breathtaking and scalding, but it
had involved no actual… affection. Even his kisses, as hot as
they’d been, had been aggressive, and demanding, but certainly not
romantic.

It was so confusing!

I was not surprised to find the high,
stiletto heels or the black leather miniskirt – though this one
seemed shorter than usual. But the top this time was a leather vest
and nothing else. I frowned and looked around as if the shirt or
blouse had fallen to the floor, but there was just a vest. I looked
at it dubiously. It was short, had very large armholes, and would
show a lot of cleavage.

I took off my top and put it on uncertainly.
It fit, just like everything left for me, but you could certainly
see my bra from the sides as well as in the low, plunging front. At
least this time I’d worn black, but really, it wasn’t a good look
to have the bra be so visible.

I unbuttoned the vest and removed it, then
made sure the door was locked before undoing my bra and taking it
off. I almost immediately began to feel a sense of smoldering heat
as I bared my breasts. My nipples were almost immediately hard and
tingly.

I slipped the vest on and buttoned it up. It
was… mostly decent. I mean, there was cleavage visible, yes, and
you could see some side-boob in the armholes if you were standing
next to me. But it hid what needed to be hidden. And the cleavage
wasn’t that immodest.

I could wear it with the bra but when you
really get down to it I’d rather look sexy and immodest than clumsy
and dumb.

Speaking of which, the skirt was now giving
me trouble. Unlike all the other skirts that had been left for me,
this one was not a high-waisted skirt. Quite the contrary. It was
one meant to be worn low on the hips, well below my belly button.
And that left a lot of visible tummy, not to mention my thong
strings were now quite visible.

I didn’t mind showing my midriff. It was a
good one. A guy I’d dated once told me I had an ‘anime belly’,
which just left me confused until he explained that people who drew
anime cartoons always gave girls these perfect tummies. That didn’t
mean perfectly flat but with a light accentuating of the muscles –
the girl version of the washboard abs guys tried so hard for.
Understated, in other words. Less defined, barely visible depending
on the lights and shadows.

Yes, he was a geek. Totally. The last time I
heard from him he was trying to draw and sell anime comics.

But it had made me kind of proud of my belly,
which I didn’t mind being proud of as opposed to my breasts or my
butt. Because it was due to all the sports I played and the work I
did, and not just because. I mean, none of the girls I knew had one
as nice.

Anyway, it didn’t seem to me that it was like
showing off your boobs or anything.

Showing off your little thong strings was
something else again. I’d always thought girls who did that were
just pathetic. Obviously, they were trying to get
noticed!

I pushed the thong strings down as much as I
could without the thong slipping down my legs, but it was
difficult. The skirt was so short!

Well, I should be spending most of the day
alone – hopefully – so it wouldn’t matter. I really needed to talk
to someone about these outfits, and at least about giving me a
day’s notice so I could wear the proper underwear!

Though it would be embarrassing talking to
Patrick about that.

I sighed and opened the door, then headed up
the hall, my tablet in my hand. It had the list of the leather
things that needed treatment. The first place I started was
Hornsby’s bedroom because anything new would be left on one of his
dressers for me to examine and then decide how often it needed to
be looked after.

There was, as it happened, a package on the
dresser. It was a cardboard box with a mailing label addressed to
him. I wasn’t going to open it but then I saw the label. It was
from a place called Despacio’s Fine Leathers. Okay, well, that
sounded like something for me, so I opened it.

Inside was a velvet bag. And inside the bag
was a wooden box with a padded leather cover. I thought it might be
some kind of jewelry box, at first, but it seemed kind of heavy. I
opened it and blinked down at what was inside.

I might once have thought it was a choker and
some leather bracelets. But no, it had been a while since I was
that innocent. This was bondage stuff! It was a collar and kind of
leather bands you put on someone’s wrists. I wasn’t sure why there
were four but then figured the other two went on the ankles.

And yes, it was fine leather and had that
delicious scent to it, a scent that seemed to go straight to the
pleasure center of my brain and make my nipples tingle again. The
sudden breathtaking conclusion which came over me was that Hornsby
had ordered these – for me!

For me to wear!

I stood there staring at them with my mind
swirling. This stuff said the way he’d strapped my wrists together
the previous day had not been an accident nor a spur-of-the-moment
thing. He was a kinky guy who liked to tie girls up!

And wanted to tie me up again!

And as I gaped down at the box I had this
sudden very, very powerful urge to see what I would look like with
this stuff on me. The urge wasn’t just curiosity, it was absolutely
sexual. I could already feel the sexual pressure building up inside
me just from looking at them and imagining myself wearing them.

Wearing them naked!

I mean, holy jeez!

I closed the lid and then, pulse racing, took
the box out of the room and then downstairs to the little work room
I’d been given. There I locked the door behind me and opened the
box again. That delicious scent wafted up to me as I reached in and
took the collar out. I lifted it up and held it before my nose,
then turned to the mirror on the back of the door.

I looked down at it again, noting how the
clasp worked, then placed it around my neck. I pulled it tight, my
heart beating faster and faster, then reached behind me, fumbling
with the clasp until it was closed. It was beautiful leather, with
little studs around it and a silver plate in the front from which
dangled an O-ring.

Very bondage-like!

The vest was low enough that the collar was
completely visible as I looked at myself. Then I quickly turned and
put two of the leather bands around my wrists, clasping them
together. I posed before the mirror, imagining myself like this in
front of Hornsby. I daringly undid the vest and removed it.

Oh wow! Did I ever look like a sexy little…
slave girl! Was Hornsby going to come for me later today, maybe to
have me put them on? Or better yet, put them on me himself!? What
did he have in mind!? What would he order me to do!?

I let my hands come in under my breasts,
cupping and squeezing them up and together as my nipples tingled
excitedly and my breasts throbbed.

God, this was so sick! The man was old enough
to be my father!

I reached for the clasp on the left wristband
and tried to open it, but frowned as it held firm. I thought back
to how it worked when I’d closed it, then prodded at the side of
the clasp again. With a similar lack of results. I frowned and
looked more closely. There was certainly a small lever there you
depressed… only it wouldn’t be depressed.

I turned to the other band, thinking the
first might be stuck or stiff, but couldn’t get that undone either.
I started to feel a sense of panic as I reached up behind the
collar and tried to open it, but that too seemed impossible to
open! Was there some kind of trick to this!? If so I needed to
discover it very quickly!

I put the vest back on then sat down behind
the computer and looked up the company, only found nothing. What
kind of a company wasn’t on the internet!? And how could I get out
of these things!?

The thought of going to Patrick or Jasper
certainly didn’t fill me with contentment. Was Hornsby even home!?
What was I supposed to do, go home on the bus with these on!? I
pulled at them but the leather was very firm and thick and
strong.

“Fuck!”

What was I going to do now!? These were…
blatant! I mean, given what I was wearing you couldn’t miss them.
They stood out worse than a sore thumb! They were incredibly
obvious!

I tried again to get them off, even tried
sticking a key from my keychain in under the clasp, trying to lever
it in. But it was no go. So how long could I hang around in here
before Patrick came to find me!? I had to find Hornsby! Where the
fuck would he be? At this time of day he was often away at the
office.

God! If he was at the office I was dead! He
did, however, have an office here, one of those old-fashioned ones
with the high-backed, button-leather executive chair behind a huge
oak desk, leather visitor’s chairs, and a leather sofa. It also had
large, heavy bookcases along the wall and a large globe in one
corner.

But could I sneak down there without Jasper
or Patrick seeing me!?

I needed to be carrying something big,
something to hide my neck behind, maybe a large bundle of clothes.
But I didn’t have one. I did have a large, empty cardboard box,
though. I picked it up and held it before me. It would hide the
collar if I kept it high but the wrists were harder. I pulled them
back from the front to the sides. Hey, the box was empty
anyway.

If nobody looked too closely I could get away
with this.

I just hoped like hell Hornsby was in there!
Otherwise, I was going to have to go to Jasper or Patrick and get
tools to cut these things off! I sure couldn’t go home wearing
them!

Heart thumping, I unlocked the door, and
headed up the hall with the empty box held out in front of me, my
ears attuned to the slightest sound. I reached Hornsby’s office and
found the door closed. I gulped and reached for the doorknob,
feeling a rush of gratitude when I found it unlocked.

I pushed it open and stuck my head inside,
and there was Hornby, on the phone! Thank God! I hurried inside as
he frowned at me, then turned and closed the door behind me.

“Yes, Jared. I’m sure we can arrange
something,” he said into the phone, glowering at me.

Guiltily, I moved the box aside, then put it
on the floor so he could see the collar and wrist bands, then
gestured helplessly at my neck. He frowned again.

“No, I don’t think that will be necessary,”
he said into the phone.

He covered the receiver with his hand for a
moment.

“Get your clothes off, girl and kneel on the
floor,” he ordered.

I felt an emotional jolt and opened my mouth
to protest but he removed his hand from the phone and continued his
conversation with whoever this Jared guy was. I did nothing for
long seconds, my mind churning indecisively. Then I almost
reluctantly undid the vest.

I wanted to have an awkward discussion about
just what my role was and what our relationship was. Well, didn’t
want to, but needed to. But at the same time, I couldn’t just
ignore his order. And even if I should, the instant I thought about
doing it my nipples got hard and a flood of crackling sexual
electricity swept through me.

I opened the vest under his apparently only
vaguely interested gaze, then put it aside and undid the skirt. My
heart and pulse rate were both picking up rapidly as I slipped the
skirt down my legs and off, then put it on the chair and hesitated
once more.

He pointed at my thong and glowered and I
gulped and then removed it. I frowned indignantly as he pointed his
finger imperiously at the floor, then, my mind again churning
wildly, dropped down onto my knees. I sat uneasily on my heels as
he wrapped up his discussion and hung up the phone.

The instant he did my heartbeat increased
even more!
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Hornsby opened a drawer in his desk, then
closed it and stood up, coming around in front of his desk to look
down at me with a frown of disapproval.

“I’m quite certain I never gave you
permission to open my packages, nor to wear, try on or experiment
with any of my possessions, girl,” he said.

I looked warily at the thing he held in his
right hand. It looked sort of like a long black stick. Only I could
see him bending it back and forth as he gripped the far end in his
other hand.

“I-I saw it was from a leather company and
opened it to catalog whatever leather was inside and… and then I
uhm, I…”

“And then you tried them on without
permission.”

I felt a sudden plunge in my stomach. Because
it sounded like he was working his way towards punishing me again,
the way he had the other day with the strap! That had stung! On the
other hand, the whole nasty event had been intensely hot and kinky
and wild! And all my memories of it were colored by a dark, hazy
passion.

“I… didn’t mean any harm,” I gulped.

“Sir,” he said coldly. “I didn’t mean any
harm, sir.”

I stared at him uncertainly.

“Say it.”

“I didn’t mean any harm, Sir.”

“Stand up.”

I stood up before him.

“Put your hands behind your neck.”

I hesitated again, wary now, but did as he
told me.

“Turn around.”

I turned nervously, wondering if he’d whack
my butt with the stick. It didn’t seem to be very big or heavy, at
least.

I felt him gripping my hands and pulling them
further back, then felt him doing something with the wristbands. I
thought for a moment how odd it was he had wanted me to turn around
while he undid them. Maybe he didn’t want me to see how it was
done.

Then I realized he wasn’t undoing them at
all. Instead, as he ordered me to turn around again I realized he’d
somehow attached the wristbands to the back of the collar!

“What?! But – !”

“Stand straight! Shoulders back, chest out.
Feet precisely two feet apart on the floor.”

I was a little bewildered but gasped as he
brought the tip of the little stick down against my left breast and
stiffened.

“Elbows back!”

I drew my elbows back, feeling even more
nervousness, but also a dark heat spreading through my mind.

He placed the tip of the black stick against
the center of my left breast and I saw that the tip had a small,
soft, flat piece of leather on it shaped like a hand. He rubbed
that hand back and forth across my stiff nipple as my pulse raced
faster and faster.

“So you were intrigued by the wrist
restraints and collar and put them on without permission. Why? Did
the thought of wearing them arouse you, girl?”

I didn’t know what to say to that! My face
was already flushing with a squirmy sense of self-conscious
embarrassment.

He drew the little hand back a bit and
slapped it against my nipple. I gasped in surprise and some alarm.
The sting was pretty mild but it had startled me. And besides, it
was my nipple!

“Answer me, girl!”

“I… I was… curious,” I gulped.

He smacked my nipple again, harder, and I
gasped in pain.

“Sir,” he growled.

“I was curious, Sir!” I exclaimed.

“Do you often open packages that are not
addressed to you out of sheer curiosity, girl?”

“No, sir! I thought –. ”

He slapped the little hand down even harder
and I yelped as it struck the center of my breast.

“Did I ask you to think? Did I give you
permission to think? Was there anything in my instructions which
suggested thinking was a part of your employment?”

He rubbed the little hand against my nipple
as he spoke, then pulled it back and slapped it down again. I
winced at the sting.

“You are not paid to think, girl,” he
growled, rubbing at my nipple, then slapping it down again to
punctuate his words.

He drew the stick back and slapped it harder
against first one arm, then the next.

“Elbows back!” he snapped.

I gasped and pulled my nipples further back,
my heart thumping wildly.

“Do you know what this is, girl?” he asked as
he rubbed the hand across my other nipple.

“N-No, Sir!” I gasped.

“It’s a riding crop. Do you know what it’s
for?”

I blanched.

“Yes, sir!”

“What is it for, girl?”

“For… for… uhm, punishing people?”

He smacked it down on my right nipple and I
gasped in pain.

“It was developed as a training aid, girl,
for horses. Though it has been discovered to be useful in training
young women, as well.”

He slapped the tip against my right nipple
again, then dropped it low and thrust it in between my thighs. He
brought the shaft of the thing up between my legs at an angle,
letting it push between the soft lips of my sex.

“I require discipline from my employees,
girl. And if they show a lack of discipline I see it as my duty to
instill that discipline in them. Others might simply fire them but
I am much more conscientious about the need to mentor young
people.”

As he talked he was sliding the shaft slowly
in and out, angled strongly downward so that the shaft was actually
right over my clitoris. I could see and feel that it was
leather-wrapped, and shuddered as it caressed my swollen
clitoris.

Sensations rippled up through my body and met
the dark heat infusing my mind as it radiated downward.

“Now how shall you make it up to me for
invading my privacy and exceeding your orders, girl?” he asked as
he let the shaft slide in and out.

“I-I… Y-You could… have sex with me!” I
gulped.

“Do you think my having sex with you is
punishment?”

“I… no, Sir!”

“So you feel I should reward you for your
misdeeds?”

“N-No, Sir!”

His other hand suddenly reached out and
slipped in against my throat just above the collar. I gasped as his
fingers tightened and I suddenly found it quite difficult to
breathe. At the same time, he let the shaft of the crop slide
further down behind me until his hand was almost touching me. He
changed his grip, extending his thumb up so that it did touch me,
then rubbed the shaft slowly in and out so that the thumb rubbed
across my clitoris.

I gasped softly as the sensations grew more
intense.

“Are you going to make a habit of
interrupting me at work, girl?”

“N-No, sir!” I gasped in a half-choked
voice.

My body was heating up even more as his thumb
stroked slowly up and down across my clitoris. I was having
difficulty breathing, and my breaths became ragged and short as he
kept his hand in place around my neck.

“Are you a slut, girl? Hmm? Is that why you
donned the collar and restraints?”

“N-No, sir!” I gasped weakly.

“No, sir? Consider what you’ve done in the
last twenty-four hours, girl. Do you think your friends and
acquaintances would consider your behavior sluttish?”

Well, of course, they would! But I thought
the question was quite unfair!

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

I was close to orgasm when he released my
neck and pulled his hand back, raising the riding crop once more to
rub the softer hand part across my nipple.

“A girl who behaves in a sluttish manner can
generally be referred to as a slut,” he said. “Isn’t that right,
girl?”

I winced as the little hand slapped down on
my nipple several times, harder than before.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“Do you know how to perform fellatio,
girl?”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Are you any good at it? Have you applied a
sense of discipline to the task and learned how to please men?”

“I-I… don’t know, sir!” I gulped, wincing as
he slapped the little hand against my other nipple several
times.

“You don’t know? Are you telling me you’ve no
idea if you’re even any good at what is, I understand, a necessary
prelude to coitus in almost every case? Do you not date men,
girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Perhaps then I will need to train you in the
art,” he said. “Get on your knees, girl.”

I dropped to my knees in front of him,
gulping in air as his left hand slid across the top of my head,
then down behind.

“Elbows back!” he barked.

I stiffened, drawing my elbows back again as
he unzipped his trousers. He reached in and pulled out a long,
thick cock which, I realized, wasn’t even fully hard yet. I stared
at it in wary excitement as he reached for my hair and gathered it
into a thick fistful above my head.

“Demonstrate your abilities, girl,” he
ordered.

This was so dark and kinky and edgy! My heart
was going a mile a minute and my pulse was racing even more!

I gasped as he pulled on my hair, forcing me
to lean in so that his cock brushed against my face. I nervously
opened my mouth and then took the head between my lips, but he
pulled back.

I gasped as his other hand, still holding the
crop, brought it in against the side of my left breast with a
stinging little slap.

“You clearly are not very good at this,
girl,” he said.

I thought that was pretty unfair since I’d
only had an instant of contact with him!

Then he brought the thin crop in and across
his cock, lifting it up and pressing it back against his
abdomen.

“Lick your way slowly up and down the shaft.
Let your tongue flicker in and out at first, then lick slowly
faster, and harder.”

I did as he told me, or tried to, licking my
way up the shaft as he held it pinned against his body. My tongue
licked up across the underside of the head, then licked again
harder and faster. He pulled the crop back and his cock, now
harder, dropped down so it was pointed out toward me.

I nervously slipped my lips around the head,
having to spread them much wider than usual, and began to suck as I
drew it into my mouth, licking again at the underside. He reached
in and tugged his zipper a bit lower, then reached into the
opening, working his testicles out.

The crop eased in under his cock and lifted
it up and back once more.

“Lick my testicles, girl, then suck them
slowly into your mouth.”

This was so insane! Imagine my boss giving me
blow job lessons! But I did it, wary of the crop as I sucked and
licked at his balls, then drew them into my mouth to massage them
against the inside of my cheeks with my tongue.

He let the crop drop down, the little hand
rubbing against the side of my breast as I sucked his balls.

“Elbows back,” he snapped, slapping my breast
harder with the crop.

I winced and jerked my elbows back, still
sucking and licking at his balls.

“Now purse your lips. Purse your lips for a
kiss.”

He drew back and then his now-hard cock
pressed against my lips.

“Suck it into your mouth.”

I obeyed, sucking first the head of his cock,
then more of the shaft into my mouth, licking at it as it crossed
my tongue. It was certainly the biggest I’d ever had, both in
length and thickness! I felt a ripple of dark heat and hunger
sweeping through me as my lips slid up and down it. It was so long,
though, I could barely get half in my mouth!

He pulled back, giving me a cold-eyed
look.

“Get on the sofa, kneel with your chest on
the arm.”

Panting and gulping in air, I got to my feet
and turned to the sofa. It was old-fashioned, like the rest of the
room, covered in dark brown buttoned leather with soft, pillowy
arms. I knelt on it and turned, lowering myself so that my breasts
pressed into the soft, plush arm.

Hornsby reached down and his hand caught the
back of my neck.

“Are you ready to apologize for acting like
an undisciplined slut, girl?”

“I-I… y-yes, sir!” I gasped.

I cried out as the shaft of the crop cut down
across my buttocks with a stinging blow.

“Then do so.”

My breasts throbbed against the leather as I
tried to focus my mind.

Crack! The crop cut another hot line
of pain across my buttocks!

“I’m sorry for… for acting like a… a slut,
Sir!” I cried.

Crack! The crop cut across my bottom
with another stinging blow.

“An undisciplined slut,” he said, correcting
me.

“I’m sorry for acting like an undisciplined
slut, Sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“And would you like me to teach you
discipline, girl?”

How else could I answer that but yes!?

“Y-Yes, Sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Oooh!”

“I will do my best to instill a proper sense
of discipline in you, girl. It will require time and effort on my
part, though.”

Crack!

“Are you grateful for my time and
attention?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Then thank me.”

“Th-Thank you, Sir!”

Crack!

“Thank me for teaching you discipline,
girl.”

I shuddered then cried out at another sharp
snap of the crop. My bottom was really starting to burn now!

“I’m… tha-thank you for teaching me
discipline, Sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Again.”

“Thank you for teaching me discipline,
Sir!”

Crack!

“Ohhh! Please!” I whimpered.

“Please what, girl?”

Crack!

“Are you too weak-willed to take a little
punishment?”

Crack!

“Perhaps you’ve already forgotten your wish
that I teach you discipline.”

Crack!

I whimpered at another sharp jolt of pain, my
whole bottom now feeling as if it was on fire!

“Just as you’ve forgotten that I ordered you
to always wear the butt-plug I inserted into your body the other
day. Where is it, girl?”

I felt the little hand at the tip of the crop
rubbing against my little back opening.

“I-I left it at home, Sir!” I moaned.

“Spread your legs.”

Pulse racing I shifted my knees as far apart
as I could on the sofa.

“Why did you ignore my order, girl?”

Now the little hand was rubbing against my
wrinkled little opening!

“I-I forgot, Sir!”

“In other words, you lack discipline.”

“Yes, Sir!” I moaned.

“Clearly it wasn’t important enough for you
to remember. I see I shall need to make it more important.”

The tip of the little hand slapped down
against my back opening, then again, then again, harder and faster
as I knelt there gasping, whimpering, and moaning helplessly.

“Keep your legs spread wide, girl,” he
barked.

Whimpering, I obeyed as the little hand
slapped down hard and fast against my wrinkled back opening. The
stinging sensation there grew rapidly and I gasped and whimpered
and cried out anxiously, gulping in relief as he stopped and moved
around to the side of the sofa.

“Suck,” he ordered.

I obeyed as he pushed the head of his cock
into my open mouth, feeling a rush of relief. I would far rather be
working on him with my mouth than having the crop slapping against
my little puckered opening. I sucked and licked eagerly at it,
hoping to persuade him to do, you know, regular stuff instead of
punishing me!

“I’m sure you’re aware, girl, that to be
proficient in this task you need to put more effort into it and
draw me deeper,” he said. “All the way, in fact. So swallow like a
good girl.”

I had only a moment to realize his intent
before he pushed forward. The head pushed past my gag reflex and
made me half choke as it slipped into my throat. My body
instinctively tried to pull me away but his other hand was holding
me down tightly by the neck. My lower body thrashed and twisted but
he simply held me there as he pushed deeper and deeper into my
throat.

I stared, my eyes bulging, as the thick brown
shaft pushed forward and the expensive fabric of his trousers got
closer and closer. I could feel the head deep in my throat and
going deeper! The shaft was so thick my throat ached and spasmed
around it, enough of a distraction my gag reflex was hardly working
at all.

“Every inch, girl,” he said. “Every single
inch.”

He held me in place easily as my lower half
bucked and squirmed and twisted. My chest began to burn and my head
pounded from lack of air. Then he slowly eased himself back, the
long, thick, glistening length of him sliding out into view, inch
by inch.

He pulled free and I coughed and then gulped
in deep, ragged breaths of air, one after another as he continued
to pin me there by the neck.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I hardly heard him but gasped as he brought
the crop whistling down on my bottom.

“Spread your legs.”

I continued to gulp in air as I obeyed. Then,
without warning, he pushed his cock through my open lips, across my
tongue, and straight down my throat for a second time. I had an
instant to cringe and then try to brace myself as the head of his
cock pushed into my throat and slid down deeper and deeper.

I had some gagging, this time, but not much.
And my throat ached and throbbed as he pushed forward.

“Swallow it, girl. Swallow it like it’s a big
piece of meat, one you dearly enjoy the taste of. Swallow and your
throat muscles will stop spasming.”

I tried as he pushed deeper, and it did seem
to help some. And then he was buried in my mouth and throat
again.

“Less intelligent, less capable people than
you have learned how to deep throat a man, even one my size. All
you need is the will. And discipline.”

He ground himself against my face, then
pulled his cock slowly back. And once again as the head came free I
coughed and gulped in air, and coughed and then did it again.

“Perhaps you need more inspiration,” he
said.

 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


He put the crop down and his hand tightened
against my neck, enough that he was able to lift me and my upper
torso up off the arm and then back to sprawl on my back along the
sofa. He put down the crop and then knelt before the sofa, gripping
my leg and roughly swinging me around so my buttocks were on the
edge of the seat.

His hands forced my thighs back and down, and
then he leaned in and began to slide his tongue up and down the
length of my sex.

I felt a sense of relief that he wasn’t
shoving his cock down my throat again. But honestly, I was just
concentrating on breathing. My chest was still heaving as I gulped
in air. As that need began to feel satisfied my breathing became
less intense, and I focused more on what he was doing.

Because as I’d learned the other day, this
guy knew what he was doing down there! His tongue seemed to have
some kind of supernatural speed and strength as it swirled and
swept and darted back and forth against and around and over my
clitoris.

Then one of his hands moved in and he slid a
single long finger into my body. His hands were large, though, so
the finger was too, and I felt it sliding back and forth as it
pressed up against the front wall of my pussy behind my clitoris. A
second finger joined it and I began to feel the thrumming wave of
sensations coming up from there get more and more powerful.

I was laying on my back, my hands still
behind my neck, helpless to do anything, to affect anything. My
chest was still rising and falling fairly rapidly but for different
reasons now as he reached his other hand up and kneaded my
breasts.

I moaned low in my throat, staring at him, my
head pushed forward by the back of the sofa as I stared down
between my breasts at his mouth working on my pussy. His face
seemed unemotional, intent, as he made my body thrum with energy.
Sexual pressure began to make me want to grind my hips up against
him as the sensations grew, and I whimpered and moaned, writhing
there on the sofa as my hips rolled me up against his mouth.

Suddenly he pulled his fingers out of me, his
hands gripping my legs behind the knees and forcing them up and
then back against my shoulders as he straightened up. His cock was
still hard, and as he shifted position it lay resting on my
abdomen.

I stared down at it with a sense of
fascination, my heart beating wildly as I saw how deep it would
have to go inside me! Then he eased back, let the head push against
my sopping wet opening, and slowly worked himself into me.

God! He felt so good going into me! I was
being stretched again like the other day, stretched just the right
amount! He forced my knees back further, back against my shoulders
with my feet sticking up in the air as he started to stroke in and
out.

That big cock plunged deep into my trembling
body all the way to the balls, and I gurgled and gasped and
whimpered as the head pushed a little painfully against what felt
like it was surely the back wall of my sex! Then he started to
really work his hips in and out, thrusting into me with
unrestrained force and speed so that his hips began to slap hard
against my buttocks.

In no time at all, he was just
pounding me! My body was being hammered down into the sofa,
bouncing up to meet each new thrust as his hips worked faster and
harder. I felt a dark wave of passion and thrilling excitement
gripping my mind at the sight and feel of him as he rammed that big
black cock into me again and again!

My mind was swimming in a churning flood of
steaming liquid heat as I lost myself once again. I felt my mind
sort of sinking back, surrendering, losing interest in anything but
just wallowing in the pleasure and passion gripping me. I just
floated blissfully, unthinking, gripped by a kind of raw, animal
hunger and need as he continued to hammer himself down against
me.

He took his hands off my legs so that my
ankles fell forward atop his shoulder. One hand dropped down
between my thighs, his thumb rubbing skillfully against my
clitoris. That produced such a terrible, wonderful explosion of
sensation I cried out in dazed wonder. Then the second hand closed
around my neck, choking off any further sound just as a massive
orgasm tore through me.

It overwhelmed my mind, and it felt as if my
brain was getting ready to explode! It couldn’t, though. The hand
choking me was like… like blocking it, holding the pressure, the
intense orgasmic pleasure, holding it in place as it tore back and
forth through my body!

I hardly cared that I couldn’t breathe. The
passion and heat gripping my mind cared about nothing but the
pleasure, with no thought of the future, no cares for anything but
reveling in the incredible wonder of that overpowering orgasm.

I felt my eyes glazing over as my body
trembled and shook, my muscles spasming uncontrollably as the
orgasm continued to howl its way through my nervous system and
across my body. His hand pulled free of my neck, the other rising
from between my legs, both settling on my breasts, which he
squeezed firmly as he continued to ram his hips forward and down
against me.

The orgasm slowly faded, leaving me feeling
dazed, half-conscious, gulping in air as I stared sightlessly at
his chest and his hips continued to pummel my buttocks. My breasts
throbbed in his hands, my nipples tingling, and I just lay there,
eyes slitted, moaning dazedly as he finished.

He got up, fastened his trousers, unfastened
my wrists from the collar, and went back behind his desk.

“There were two more leather restraints in
the package,” he said as he turned to his monitor. “Put them on and
return.”

“But… I don’t – .”

“Now, girl!” he growled.

I frowned but turned and picked up the skirt
again to pull it on.

“I didn’t tell you to get dressed.”

“But… what if Patrick or – .”

“Mister Patrick is on an errand and Mister
Jasper is busy in the kitchen. Go as you are.”

“But I’m naked!” I exclaimed.

He gave me an impatient look. “We’ve been
over this territory already, girl. There’s nothing about your body
to be embarrassed about.”

“Easy for you to say! I don’t see you running
around naked!” I blurted.

He stood up and I licked my lips
nervously.

“And when you saw me without my clothes on
were you embarrassed or offended?” he asked as he walked over to a
cabinet and opened a drawer.

“Well… no,” I said reluctantly.

He took two several objects from the drawer
and then grabbed my arm and yanked me with him as he went to the
sofa. He sat down and then promptly pulled me down across his lap.
Belly down across his lap! I gasped and tried to wriggle out of
place.

Crack!

His big hand slapped stingingly across my
backside and I cried out at the sudden jolt of pain.

Crack!

He slapped me again as I wriggled and twisted
and yelped in pain, trying to break free.

“You must learn to discipline yourself, girl.
Or else I will do it for you.”

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!”

I was trying to cover my butt with my hand
and he gripped my wrist and pulled it up behind my back. I gasped
and reached back with my other hand and he simply did the same
thing, then locked the wrist restraints together again.

Crack!

“Ow! Shit!”

Crack!

“I think you talk too much, girl,” he said.
“And too little of it is of interest to me. You need to learn to
speak only when spoken to.”

I felt him gathering my hair in as he spoke
and now pulled it sharply back, lifting my head up and back as I
cried out again. His other hand came around in front of me, though,
holding some kind of black ball on a string. To my astonishment, he
pushed it against my open mouth.

Such was the pressure on my teeth I
instinctively forced my mouth to open wider. Even so, it barely fit
inside! Because I couldn’t now close my mouth as he drew a thin
black cord across my cheeks and back behind my head to fasten
together.

Of course, I suddenly realized what it must
be. I’d been on the internet, after all! The realization of what it
is caused a sudden jolt of energy to rip through my insides, even
as he combed my hair out from underneath the cord.

Crack!

I yelped, moaning around the gag as he
pressed something against my back opening.

“You will wear a butt-plug at all times to
ready your body for use if I so choose,” he said as the pressure
mounted.

I moaned as he forced something slick and
hard in deeper and deeper, stretching me wider and wider. Then,
just as it had the other day, it abruptly narrowed, a thin stem
pushing out and attached to a flat base which pushed flat against
me.

Crack!

“You must learn proper behavior, Girl.”

I felt pressure against my pussy, next, and
he forced my legs wide as it began to push into me. It felt hard,
but not as hard as the thing in my ass. This one was much longer
and slid much deeper before starting to get thicker and
thicker.

I felt very stretched out as it ended in a
kind of flat base much like the butt-plug, a flat base which
pressed against the outside of my body. I felt him fiddling with it
and doing something with the butt-plug as well. Then the thing in
my pussy began to vibrate! I yelped and my hips bucked and
twisted.

Crack!

“Control yourself, Girl,” he ordered.

Crack!

He lifted me off as he stood up, then half
dragged me to the door, opened it, and pushed me into the hall.

“Go and fetch the other two restraints,” he
ordered.

He closed the door behind him and I gulped
and looked up and down the hall even as I continued to squirm and
grind my thighs together. The vibrator thing was really making my
nerve endings crackle and snap! I made an awkward dash down the
hall to the little work room and went inside, then was faced with
how to grab the other restraints when my hands were locked together
behind my back.

I stared at myself in the mirror and halted,
my eyes widening as I took in the black ball-gag holding my lips
apart. Down between my legs was a narrow wedge of some kind of hard
black plastic, the base which lay flat across the line of my sex. I
wondered what held it inside, at first, but then as I moved I felt
a kind of tugging at the butt-plug and decided that they were
attached somehow.

I regarded the restraints in the box in the
middle of the table and tried to turn my back to it and reach for
it, but couldn’t reach far enough. So instead I leaned forward
across the table and used my head to push the box over to the edge
of the table, where it dropped off the edge. I turned my back to
them and dropped my body low so I could pick them up with my
fingers before rising and heading to the door again.

I peeked around the edge, then scurried back
to his office. Once there I turned my back on it and tried to open
the handle but it seemed to be locked.

Damnit!

I was still looking anxiously up and down the
hall as I contemplated what to do next. I couldn’t even knock. Or
could I?

I turned my back to the door and raised my
foot, using my heel to thump several times against the door. As I
waited I turned my head up and down the corridor several times,
then the door opened and I tried to scurry past him. He caught me
and held me back.

“You have the other restraints?”

I nodded my head and pulled my wrists out to
the side behind me.

“Very well.”

He let me inside and closed the door behind
him before gripping my arm and leading me back to the sofa. He
pushed me roughly into it, then took the leather bands from me and
fitted them around my ankles.

I had no idea what he was up to, though
obviously it was sexual and kinky. But given that tremendous orgasm
I’d had not long ago I was more than willing to cut him some slack!
Besides, I was more than a little aroused by now with this kinky
bondage stuff. And the vibrator was making my lower belly quiver
and crackle with hypersensitive excitement.

Hornsby rolled me onto my belly and then
lifted my ankles up and back as he gripped my wrists. A few moments
later I felt the pull on my wrists, then a sharper pull. When he
released me I discovered my wrists and ankles were locked
together.

He reached up above. Just at the side of the
sofa, there was a heavy planter hanging from the ceiling. He lifted
it off the hook and set it on the floor, then slipped a metal hook
through the rings of all four of the restraints. There was a rope
attached and he fed it up and back to the hook above, then
pulled.

I gasped as I felt myself being dragged up
over the arm of the chair and then lifted into the air! He pulled
up a bit more then fastened the rope off, leaving me suspended at
about waist level, my wrists and ankles pulled up and together
above me.

He combed his fingers through my hair, then
drew it up and together in a thick mass and did something behind me
with it. I gasped as I felt him slowly pulling back, individual
hairs tugging stingingly at my scalp even as I raised my head up
and back.

He pulled the rope back down along my spine
and tied it off there, which meant I had to keep my head raised
forward against gravity that wanted to pull it down.

Then he stepped back and looked at me for
some seconds, as if admiring his handiwork, before going back
behind the desk and resuming his work.

I felt very weird and extremely sexual, with
the vibrator still buzzing away and my breasts hanging below me
throbbing. A part of me remained kind of bewildered, never having
even imagined the kind of kinkiness and perverse ideas that
apparently filled his head.

There wasn’t anything to do, though, but hang
here, swaying slightly, and enduring the sharp pull on my wrists
and ankles, not to mention my hair!

The outrageous nature of what was being done
to me turned me on. And again I didn’t understand why: It just did.
The vibrator seemed to be buzzing even more powerfully, and my body
was filled with a growing sexual pressure. This was so bizarre!

He wasn’t watching me, but neither was he
ignoring me. He was working on something but kept raising his eyes
to gaze at me consideringly before going back to work.

I hung there as the minutes ticked past,
occasionally moaning or gasping around the ball-gag. It was
difficult to figure out how much time had passed since I couldn’t
see a clock or anything. But as time went on the sexual pressure
seemed to grow. My insides felt warmer and my breathing grew more
ragged.

He stood up abruptly, going to a cupboard,
and returning with a thick green object. When he held it out before
me I realized it was sort of a dildo. I say sort of because I could
clearly see the fake helmet head on the end – on both ends. It was
impossibly long, though, and after a moment I recognized it from my
internet perusals as a double-headed dildo. My understanding was
this was used by lesbians, or girls playing at lesbianism.

But there were no lesbians here, I thought,
so what was he doing with something so long and flexible?

I soon found out as he removed the ball-gag
from my mouth.

“Time for lessons, girl,” he said.

He slid the thing into my open mouth, and I
moaned around it. It wasn’t quite as thick as him, and seemed
softer, but I knew at once he was going to shove it down my throat!
And so he did! The thing must have been a foot and a half or more
long but he slowly fed every inch of it through my lips until the
head was way down in my stomach!

“Practice makes perfect,” he said. “Remember
to relax your throat muscles and swallow. Convince your mind this
is a perfectly normal thing to be swallowing.”

Well, it wasn’t! And my throat knew it very
well!

It was hard to breathe, relaxing my throat or
not, and I was gagging a lot until he pulled it back.

“Perhaps you need a distraction he said as I
coughed and gasped for breath.

He reached down and fingered my nipples, then
suddenly I felt a sharp pinch on both of them that made me cry out.
The pinching continued even as he withdrew his hands, and I felt
some sort of weight pulling down.

Then he pushed the damn dildo into my mouth
and down my throat again! I gurgled and twisted and wriggled and
moaned as he fed almost the whole thing down my throat. Then he
slowly withdrew it.

My nipples still ached from whatever was
pulling on them as I gulped in deep, shuddering breaths of air.
Then there was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” he said.

My eyes widened and he shoved the dildo into
my mouth and down my throat again.

“Mister Hornsby, the delivery from Benson’s
has arrived. You asked to be notified,” Jasper’s voice sounded from
just inside the door.

“Ah yes, bring it here,” Hornsby said.

My face went scarlet – if it wasn’t already –
as Jasper came inside and placed some kind of a box on Hornsby’s
desk. He couldn’t have missed seeing me there but made no comment.
He simply placed the box on the desk and left, closing the door
behind him.

I realized I had practically forgotten the
long dildo in my mouth and throat. I was so embarrassed about
Jasper seeing me like this I practically ignored it even as he slid
the thing back out again.

I realized what he meant by distraction, and
that it really was my mind which was making it hard to swallow the
thing. When he pushed it down my throat again I did my best to
swallow and open my mouth wide, rather than instinctively fighting
against it, and it seemed to go down much easier.

Things got better after that, and he was able
to slide the thing in and out, kind of pumping it in and out like
it was a cock, with me hardly gagging at all.

Finally, he pulled it out completely and
unzipped his pants. His cock was almost hard and he pushed it
through my open lips and along my tongue, where it began to quickly
harden. I moaned around it as he slid it deep into my throat, then,
gripping my ears, began to pump in and out.

His grip on my ears was enough to swing me in
and back as he fucked my mouth and throat. And by then I’d learned
to relax my throat enough to breathe a little. It was difficult,
even so, given how thick he was. But I was starting to become
aroused again just by how edgy and nasty this was.

He abandoned my ears, instead reaching down
below me. I gasped as the stinging pinches on my nipples now tugged
at them as if trying to swing me towards him even as he pushed his
cock back down my throat. Whatever he was holding was attached to
both my nipples, and the stinging grew worse as he pulled on it
with every stroke.

But that further distracted my mind, and he
was able to fuck his big cock up and down in my throat practically
as hard as he’d done in my pussy earlier! Though I have to admit I
still gurgled and gagged a bit at that.

But that dark sense of surrender, of
martyrdom, of victimhood, whatever you call it, that masochistic
excitement at my own abuse began to rise within me once again. And
with it, my body heated up. My breasts throbbed, and I become more
and more aware of the vibrator still buzzing inside me.

Suddenly he pulled out, then swung me around
so I was facing the door. I felt his hands between my legs and the
vibrator pulled free. My legs were pulled wider and he drove his
cock into me hard and deep. I cried out in pain and pleasure, my
breathing becoming ragged as he rode me hard and fast from the
beginning.

I cried out as he pulled at my hair, then
reached under me and did something so that whatever was hanging
onto my nipples was released. His hands squeezed both breasts,
mashing them up against my ribs as he continued to pound himself
into me.

My mind and body were both overwhelmed by
sensations, the pressure growing within me as I gasped and moaned
and panted for breath, not able to see him behind me as he swung me
in and back to meet each stroke.

The orgasm swept over me and I cried out in a
long, wavering, undulating voice, expelling all the air in my lungs
and not inhaling more, fearing to do anything to interrupt or
disturb that wild eruption of pleasure as it burned brightly within
me.

But finally, I had to suck in a deep breath,
only to cry it out again, then again as he continued to drive his
big cock into me and my body continued to burn like wildfire. God,
it was good! It was so good! I wanted it to never end.
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I soon had the ball gag back in my mouth as
Hornsby lowered me and then picked me up and carried me to a kind
of pedestal set between two heavy bookcases next to his desk. The
pedestal was made of some dark wood, about waist high, and had been
holding another heavy plant when I’d come in the first time.

Now it held me. I was kneeling on it, leather
straps binding my knees to the front corners while another strap
pulled down on my wrists in back. I was more or less sitting on my
heels, with a thick, buzzing vibrator lodged about halfway up
inside me. My hair and been pulled together at the top of my head
and was bound by a leather cord, holding it – and me – upright.

As before, he worked at something on his
computer, tapping keys, and moving the mouse, his eyes intent on
the screen. And as before, his head would occasionally turn so he
could regard me, his eyes flicking up and down with no sign of any
emotion I could recognize.

I was… turned on. I was very turned on. How
could I not be? The position was obscene and degrading. The bondage
was dark and wicked and exciting. The scent of leather was strong
in my nose, and the vibrator buzzed strongly between the tautly
stretched lips of my sex.

I had a determined instinct to take it deeper
inside me. I wanted it high, wanted to impale myself on it. But of
course, the cord bound to my hair made it impossible to slide down
further. That was… frustrating, to put it very mildly.

Making it worse was the mirror on the wall
across from me, where I could plainly see myself. I was the picture
of erotic beauty, impressing even myself with how taut and firm,
and nicely curved my body was. It was the body of a girl who needed
to be used, hard and long. And I had been. But I desperately wanted
more.

But I could barely move, and certainly
couldn’t do much about my desire to sink down on that thick,
buzzing sex toy halfway up inside me. I could hardly even move my
head, never mind my body, with my wrists and ankles still locked
together behind me.

I was very wet, embarrassingly wet. I could
see it myself in the mirror. I could see how the vibrator, even the
part not inside me, glistened. I could also see the moisture on the
table before me where my juices had slowly trickled down along the
vibrator to lay there as an open display of how incredibly kinky
and slutty I was.

After all, only a kinky, slutty girl would
let herself be bound like this, especially by a man who wasn’t even
a boyfriend or even a friend. And then get so fucking turned on by
it that droplets of her cream trickled down the vibrator.

Time passed slowly. It was hard to even
figure out how long I’d been like this. It probably seemed longer
than it actually was, I thought as I moaned low in my throat.

There was a knock at the door and my heart
skipped a beat. My muscles automatically spasmed as I instinctively
tried to turn away, to twist my body free, to hide myself. Of
course, I couldn’t budge.

“Your Eleven O’clock appointment, Mister
Hornsby,” Jasper’s voice said from the doorway.

I couldn’t turn my head, of course, given how
tightly my hair was being bound above me.

Hornsby rose and came around the desk as a
man walked into the room, and into sight of me. My mind froze, then
my face burned as I tried frantically to do something, anything to
dodge his interested and amused eyes. But aside from lowering my
eyes or twisting them to the side, I could do nothing.

“Hello, Mitchell. Well, well, this is
something new.”

“Have a seat, Paulo,” Hornsby said.

Hornsby returned to his desk but the other
man, a bearded Hispanic, came over to me to look closer. I
continued to keep my eyes low, my pulse racing, and my face
burning.

“Very pretty. Where’d you find her?”

“I hired her from a retail outlet where her
talents were being wasted.”

“Yes, I can see how talented she is,” the man
said in amusement.

He reached in and gripped my stiff nipples
between his thumbs and forefingers, then lightly rolled and pinched
them before drawing back and sitting down with a laugh.

“You should be embarrassed by your riches,
Mitchell. You have everything any man might want.”

“No man is ever completely satisfied with his
life, Paolo,” Hornsby said.

“I bet she satisfies you nicely,” the man
said with a bit of a leer.

“She is merely an employee being punished for
impertinence.”

“Punished, is she?”

He turned and examined me closely and I
dropped my eyes again, my embarrassment rocketing up further.

“Looks like your punishment is making her
nice and wet.”

“There are punishments and then punishments,”
Hornsby said. “Her punishment is to be unable to satisfy her urges,
her… needs.”

“It looks like what she needs is a nice big
cock inside her. If you don’t want to, I’d be happy to help
out.”

“That’s all right. She needs to experience
the hunger fully, so she’ll feel properly grateful when her hunger
is sated.”

You can imagine how humiliating this was! Not
just to be naked in this obscene position, half impaled on a
vibrator, but to have a strange man ogling me and he and Hornsby
discussing me like I was some kind of… sexual animal!

At the same time, after the initial sense of
shame and embarrassment, a strange sense of dark hunger began to
creep up on me. It was almost as if being seen in such a shameful
position was turning on that newly discovered masochistic side of
me.

There was no escaping the sense of shame,
though. Being naked like this in front of two fully clothed men,
one a stranger, the other a virtual stranger, both of them adults.
By which I mean, they were men, not guys. Guys were people my age.
These were much older.

This really was insane, I thought. How had I
allowed myself to become some sort of bondage and sex toy for a man
I barely knew? It was… degrading, to say the least!

Still, my pride had given way to the
overpowering pleasure and dark, wicked passion I’d felt by the
things he did to me. And that had worn away my determination to
safeguard my pride and dignity. But being seen like this by others,
so casually, was a terrible blow to that pride I still clung
to.

Only… there was that other pride. The pride
in my body and how beautiful and sexy it was. That was a pride
which I had held quietly to myself for years. A pride I couldn’t
enjoy except on the rare occasions I was seen naked by dates, or a
few times in a bikini by other men at beaches or pools.

And, I realized, it was a pride I had longed
to indulge in. I had often imagined just brazenly showing off my
body to men. But of course, I’d never been able to do so except on
a few guys on a few dates. Even then, while I had secretly felt a
sense of satisfaction at how pleased they were with my body I
hadn’t been able to just… you know, flaunt it like I was doing
now.

Or like Hornsby was doing now for me. And
maybe that was it. I wasn’t doing it. I couldn’t be accused of
being vain or showing off my body. I was tied in this position by a
man, by an older, powerful man. I was made helpless to avoid my
body being looked at and admired by this, admittedly handsome older
man.

I’d always kind of thought girls who needed
to show off their bodies in low-cut tops or tight shorts were
pathetic and were obviously needy. So I hadn’t done that. But now
as the two men admired me completely, obscenely naked, I did feel a
tight-chested sense of narcissistic pleasure. And that was feeding
the heat within me, despite my embarrassment.

“That’s all very well and good, but don’t you
think her punishment should contain something that she doesn’t find
hot and exciting? Like pain?”

“What makes you think she wouldn’t find that
hot and exciting?” Hornsby asked in amusement.

He got up, though, and picked something up
off his desk which amused the other man. He brought them over to me
and I saw they were a pair of short alligator clips attached to
thin leather cords.

The alligator clips were covered in
something, likely plastic, and I moaned in denial as he framed my
still-hard nipples and then let the clamps close tight. I squealed
and twisted my upper body from side to side as he smiled down at
me. But he simply pulled the thin cords up towards my face, and
then fastened them firmly to the leather cord on either side of the
ball holding my mouth open.

Not only did my nipples sting hotly, but this
now further diminished my ability to move. My head was already held
in place to some extent by the way my hair was pulled up above me.
Now even twisting my head a little to one side would pull on the
clips biting into my nipples.

“If you really want to punish her drop one of
those clips down and attach it to her clitoris,” Paolo said.

“She’s not ready for that yet,” Hornsby
replied.

Yet!? Yikes! The thought of having one of
these clips on my clitoris was not filling me with a sense of
excitement!

“Now let’s talk about that real estate
deal.”

The two began to talk about a building that
was for sale, and I didn’t get the idea it was a small one, either.
They went over the expenses of operating it, the money coming in
from the present tenants, the cost of refurbishing it, and how much
more could be made, as well as likely new tenants.

The tenants were organizations, not people,
so I realized it was some kind of commercial building. Not that I
cared! My mind was still squirming wildly at being so obscenely
exposed to this complete stranger’s eyes!

That did fade slowly away as they continued
their discussion. Maybe it was how casually both of them reacted,
particularly the new guy, to me being exposed like this. It was
weird, frankly. This guy was acting like he saw naked girls tied up
every other day or something!

I did my very best not to do anything that
might indicate I was enjoying this or turned on or anything like
that. I didn’t want this new guy, Paulo, to get any more ideas like
he had earlier about fucking me!

Then again, the thought, just the thought of
a complete stranger doing that while I was tied up and helpless
sent a wild, kind of scary thrill through my body that made my
pussy throb. Not that I wanted that, you understand! But the idea
was a dark, forbidden fantasy I’d had for some time. You know,
nameless, faceless strangers using my body while I was tied up and
helpless!

When they settled on whatever they were
talking about – something about percentages and carrying charges
and interest rates and the like – Paolo left and Hornsby turned to
look at me again.

“I’m rather busy to give you the attention
you deserve right now. So I expect the best thing for you is to get
back to work.”

Which was both a relief and a
disappointment.

“But in keeping with your job, I had another
article of leather I was interested in having you wear,” he said.
“And I’m sure you’ll find it a good fit for your body – and
personality.”

He pulled the nipple clips off my nipples,
thank God! Then he untied my hair and let it fall down around my
shoulders. He reached behind me and released whatever was holding
my wrists to my ankles, then whatever was holding my ankles
together. He slid the vibrator up inside me and helped me to stand,
but made no move to undo my wrists.

Nor could I ask him to since I still had the
ball-gag in my mouth.

His hand gripped my neck from behind and he
bent me over his desk, then slapped my bottom.

“Stay put,” he said, turning away.

He opened a cupboard, and inside pulled open
a drawer, and took what looked like a collection of leather straps
from it. The straps were held together with shiny silver rings,
though, and it looked like they had small cups, like for a bra.

That wasn’t all he had, though. I felt his
fingers tugging at the butt-plug he’d pushed inside me earlier and
drawing it slowly out. Then he pushed something else, something
that felt like a dildo up inside me back there. I gasped and moaned
as he worked it deeper and deeper, pumping and twisting it to work
it higher into my belly.

With that done he pulled me upright, then
dropped the straps over my head so most of them fell down the front
of my body. There was just one going behind my neck to hold it all
in place. He reached down and pulled a thick strap in between my
thighs and then up between my buttocks. He pulled two short ones
straight across my hips on either side to join together with that
one, then pulled two more across my back, drawing them around my
ribs and fastening them tightly together beneath where my arms were
still held.

He adjusted the small bra cups so they pushed
up against my breasts, but really, they were the smallest I’d ever
worn, and only held perhaps the bottom third of each breast. My
nipples were still fully exposed. Another little strap, or really,
two, that were attached to the cups, curved up across the outside
of of my breasts on either side to squeeze together and then criss
crossed my chest to go up over my shoulders.

There were straps criss-crossing my abdomen
leading down to the ones around my hips, and he moved behind me to
adjust them all so that the one between my legs pulled up even
tighter than it had been.

The straps were all new because I could smell
the leather, just as I could when he produced a final strap, which
he clipped to the silver O-ring dangling from the front of the
collar.

A leash, as I quickly discovered.

“Come, girl,” he said, giving it a tug.

I gasped and moaned, stumbling forward as he
led me to the door.

I stared down at my body anxiously. The strap
over my pussy was wide enough – though just barely – to cover my
sex and hide the vibrator up inside me. I guessed the part between
my buttocks also hid the dildo back there. But as I said, my
nipples, still throbbing, aching, and very, very stiff, were still
visible as he led me out into the hall.

But what could I do!? I couldn’t talk or
resist with the gag in my mouth and my wrists cuffed together
behind me!

“I know you had planned on cleaning and
oiling the seats in the theater today,” he said as he led me to
that room. “So go ahead and do that.”

The theater was just what it sounded like. It
had a 120-inch screen and several stadium style rows of plush,
heavily padded theater seats which were covered in leather.

He looked at the room, then at me.

“I want this done right, girl,” he said
sternly. “I’m having friends over to watch a movie tomorrow.”

I nodded helplessly and he took off the
leash, setting it on a table, then turned me around and unlinked my
wrists. He slapped my bottom again and then left, going back down
the hall and into his office.

And now what!?

I had my wrists free – except that the
leather bands were still locked tightly around them of course. Nor
could I figure out how to get the gag off!

I went back to the room where I had my
supplies – and clothes, and stared at myself in the mirror with a
mixture of wonder and embarrassment. God! I looked like some kind
of kinky sex kitten! I suppose you could say the leather straps
covered pretty much as much of my body as a bikini would – if I
were in the habit of wearing thong bikinis, which I was definitely
NOT.

And if you discarded how my nipples poked out
above the tiny leather cups.

I couldn’t get the leather straps off either.
This was all very frustrating! There had to be a way to undo them!
There were clips binding them together and they didn’t look like
they needed a key. But I couldn’t figure out how to release
them!

The vibrator was not turned on, so it just
gave me a thick, full feeling in my abdomen. Especially with the
dildo he’d shoved up into my bottom, as well.

But both were a reminder, of course, a
constant reminder of the feel of a nice big cock inside me.

I didn’t see I really had much choice, other
than to go angrily back to his office and demand he release me
while telling him I was quitting. I didn’t want to quit. Though I
had to wonder just how kinky this job was going to get.

I hadn’t expected to have others seeing me
naked like that Paolo guy had, that was for sure. And now, well, I
wasn’t quite naked but if Patrick or Jasper saw me they sure
weren’t going to have much doubt about why I was dressed like this
or why Hornsby had really hired me!

Of course, Jasper had already seen worse…

I sighed and got the cloths and mink oil,
then went back to the theater and started working. It felt weird,
though. It was impossible to ignore that I was virtually naked, not
to mention gagged. It was impossible to keep my mind off dark
sensual, sexual thoughts. Especially when, after about ten minutes,
the vibrator abruptly turned on.

It was not entirely inside me. There was a
little base, like the branch of a tree, that reached up and was
pressed against my clitoris. So the thing had quite an effect as I
trembled and moaned and squeezed myself through the leather
strap.

The thing wasn’t super powerful, though, so I
was able to resume working even as it buzzed away. It just produced
even more dark, sexual thoughts and ideas. My body, of course,
quickly followed my mind’s arousal – or was it the other way
around? In any case, I was soon extremely hot and horny as I worked
on the theater seats.

That was frustrating since I couldn’t do much
of anything about it. I could barely get a finger down past the
tight, hard strap covering my sex, and rubbing the outside of the
strap brought me nothing but further frustration. Nor would it do
me much good to go back to Hornsby and ask him to – well – help
out, if you know what I mean.

Then I remembered how he’d positioned me in
his office, how I couldn’t fuck myself on the vibrator but had to
kneel there in place, filled with frustration. I realized the
vibrator was on low to keep me frustrated, to keep my body and mind
simmering and churning but unable to do anything to bring
release.

Bastard.

Still, the thought held a further dark heat.
He was punishing me, torturing me! Well, kind of. Anyway, the
realization just turned me on even more and made it hard to focus
on properly oiling the theater seats. I did my best, though,
because it wasn’t like I could do much of anything about my
frustration.

The oil brought out the richness of the
leather covering the seats and also filled the air with its rich
aroma. You had to be careful of the oil itself, of course. If you
used too much its own odor would overshadow that of the
leather.

I kept unconsciously clenching my buttocks or
grinding my hips as my body sought to do something about the hunger
burning away within me. I found myself pressing my breasts down
against the soft seat of what were for all intents and purposes
recliners, and rubbing them softly against it. That made my nipples
burn and tingle and my breasts throb.

I even found myself, as I stood and rubbed
carefully at the high back of the seats, kind of straddling the
puffy, cushioned arms of each chair and letting my weight down to
grind myself against them. That helped, but not enough to bring me
off. And I was getting more and more frustrated!

The vibrator started and stopped at
unpredictable intervals. Each time it started it startled me and
made me cry out – though the gag muffled that.

I was becoming quite overheated, my mind
filling with a frustrated dark hunger that I had no way of
satisfying.

When I had finished the seats I brought my
stuff back to the room where I was set up. I was tight-chested and
overheated, my face flushed and my breasts throbbing. I was
starting to get impatient with that state of affairs and decided
that either I was going to cut this thing off me or go and see
Hornsby and demand he do something.

I found the door locked so knocked hard and
fast, frustration filling me with impatience. He answered just as I
was starting to knock again, scowling at me.

“That is not the way a servant knocks, girl,”
he said.

I looked at him indignantly even as he
gripped my arm and pulled me forward into the room. I suppose I
hadn’t really thought of myself as a ‘servant’, though I probably
did fall under that description.

He turned me to the wall, though, then pulled
my wrists up over my head and down behind me before I could resist,
locking them to the collar once more. A moment later he’d clipped
the leash thing to the front of the collar and then stretched it
above me to some sort of hook in the wall.

And then he went back to his desk, leaving me
there bound and gagged and unable to say or do anything but stand
in place.

Still, I had hopes this was just temporary
and he’d soon do something else with me, something exciting and hot
and satisfying. When he didn’t I became more and more impatient
once more.

And then there was a knock at the door, and
Patrick came in.

Yikes!
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I froze, suddenly terribly aware of how
exposed I was in this sex kit, or whatever it was called, and how
little of my body was hidden.

“The girl is distracting, Patrick. Take her
somewhere and remonstrate with her about her attitude.”

“Yes, Mister Hornsby,” Patrick said
smoothly.

He didn’t seem any more surprised to find me
like this than Jasper had. He reached up and unhooked the leash
where it was hooked above me to the wall, then tugged firmly on it
so I was forced to pull away from the wall and follow him out of
the office.

He led me up the hall and then unlocked the
door to another room I hadn’t yet been inside of and led me in
there. It was an odd room, the floor a shining black marble with
what looked like grey stone tiles covering the walls. There was a
sort of frame to one side which held a horizontal wooden post at
about hip height. He led me over to it and pulled on the leash as
if to lead me over it or through it!

Naturally, that didn’t work, especially once
he started pulling downward to make me bend over the thing. I had
to bend so far that my heels rose off the floor. I stared as he
wrapped the leash around a kind of knob on the frame below, locking
me in place.

He picked up a pair of small rounded cups
from the wooden frame below my chest and pressed them up against
the center of each breast. They each had a little hose attached and
suction came from them so that once they were sealed against my
skin around my nipples they were locked in place.

He did this so casually it was clear that he
too was used to this sort of thing! I was still horribly
self-conscious, but that was fading now as confusion rippled
through my mind. Then his fingers combed through my hair, gathering
it up and together at the top of my head the same way Hornsby had
done it before. And just like Hornsby once it was up there he tied
it to something, likely a cord though I couldn’t see.

I winced at the pull on my scalp again but
could do nothing and say even less. I felt my legs pulled further
apart and then strapped in place, then he deftly undid the straps
behind my neck, back and waist so that the collection of straps
fell away from me.

I had been beginning to lose my embarrassment
but now it blossomed anew as the straps fell off, leaving me
completely naked under his eyes! I felt the vibrator in my pussy
slowly pushing out between the lips of my sex a moment before his
fingers pushed it back.

Then the thing increased in power!

He held it calmly in place there. I could
feel the palm of his hands pressed against it, his fingers curled
under to press against the top of my sex. Two of them were rubbing
firmly against my clitoris as the hunger and need I’d been feeling
before suddenly surged up with an intensity I’d never experienced
before.

“Been a bad girl, have you?” he asked
casually.

My nipples were aching as the little cups
sucked rhythmically against them. My chest was tight and my
breathing came in ragged gasps and moans. I felt my wrists, still
bound together, lifted up higher above me, high enough that my
shoulders ached! Then he let them go, but they stayed in place,
with something locked to the wristbands.

“You’ll have to learn to adapt to Mister
Hornsby’s moods and needs,” Patrick said. “He likes his women
pliable, meek, and obedient. Beautiful too, of course, but you’ve
got that down pat.”

That was absolutely not me, I thought
dazedly.

I felt Patrick’s fingers at the back of my
neck, then the leather strap holding the gag in place fell away on
either side. He reached around and gripped the ball, easing it out
of my mouth, and I gasped and moaned as I tried to work my jaws
around. The way my hair was pulled upward meant pressure on my
scalp, which seemingly meant pulling on the skin of my face. My
mouth was wide open, and trying to close it hurt!

Patrick moved past me and I saw there was a
rack on the wall which held a number of belts or straps. He pulled
down a particularly sleek-looking wide belt and carried it back to
me, doubled in his hand. I moaned, gurgling and gasping as my eyes
rolled up toward it.

Then he was behind me and I couldn’t say
anything, couldn’t see anything, could only feel as he swung the
strap in and snapped it down across my upraised buttocks.

Crack!

I cried out at the sting, trembling and
shaking.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow made my bottom sting and sent a
rush of heat across the surface of my skin.

“Bad girls get punished,” Patrick said. “Any
impertinence or disagreeableness or disobedience makes you a bad
girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was really starting to heat up as I
squirmed and moaned helplessly. I didn’t ask him to stop, though,
let alone tell him to. My mind was too busy squirming and twisting
and trying to cope with the wild, often contradictory emotions I
was feeling, along with the rush of sensations.

“Think of yourself as a sex toy for Mister
Hornsby.”

Crack!

“A sex toy does what it’s told to do, what it
was designed to do.”

Crack!

“It doesn’t act impertinently or rebelliously
and never makes demands on its owner.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“A sex toy knows its place and its purpose.
And does its best to please its master.”

Crack! Crack!

“A sex toy has no other reason for being but
to please others with her body.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He paused, his hand slipping between my
trembling thighs, and then once again pressing the palm of his hand
against the base of the vibrator and pushing it deeper as I moaned
and squirmed.

His fingers had an immediate impact, and my
mind seemed to push the sharp pain and heat of the strapping to one
side as it embraced this new rush of sensation.

“Would you like something big and hard inside
you that moves around a little more, Cooper?” he asked in
amusement.

I moaned excitedly at his words but didn’t
talk. I hadn’t said a word since he’d removed the gag. What was I
to say, after all!? Even if I tried I’d be pulling my hair against
whatever was holding it up above me.

“Would your hungry blonde pussy like a nice,
big, hard cock?”

I shuddered and closed my eyes.

He moved around in front of me and opened his
trousers. I stared eagerly as he pulled his cock out. And it was
just as he’d described it! Nice and big and hard! I moaned as he
pushed it slowly into my open mouth and along my tongue, licking
wildly at it while it moved forward.

I was not surprised when he kept moving
forward, his cock sliding deep into my throat. When my lips were
wrapped around the base and pressed against his trousers he started
to pump slowly in and out. His cock slid back and forth along my
tongue and across my lips as I started dazedly at it, gasping and
gurgling and moaning as my hips trembled and spasmed.

“You’d like this somewhere else inside you,
wouldn’t you, Cooper,” he said, his voice a soft purr.

I guess he wasn’t gay after all!

He slid himself slowly out, his cock
glistening and wet.

“Beg me to fuck you. Go ahead. Say it. Please
fuck me, Mister Patrick. That’s what I want to hear.”

He slapped it lightly against my cheeks.

“Say it, Cooper, you cock hungry little
blonde sex toy.”

“Please!” I gasped.

“Say it, little sex toy.”

“Please!” I moaned.

“Say please fuck me, Mister Patrick. I know
you can do it.

I did desperately want him to fuck me but
didn’t want to confess to that! So I couldn’t quite bring myself to
beg!

He pushed himself back into my mouth and then
straight down my throat, pumping slowly in and out for long seconds
before pulling free and letting me gasp for breath.

“You sure you don’t want this cock up inside
your hot little pussy? Because if you don’t I’ll just finish up
here and be done,” he said, pumping his hand along his cock as it
stared into my eyes.

I felt a sudden sense of panic. What if he
actually did that and left me tied up and unable to do anything?!
That was what Hornsby had been doing to me, after all!

“I-I… I … do!” I moaned.

“Beg,” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, Mister Patrick!” I
gasped.

He moved around behind me and I shuddered,
the muscles in my lower body spasming as I felt his cock rubbing
against my thighs. But then he pulled the dildo he’d pushed down
into my ass out and a moment later thrust himself home there!

I shuddered, feeling a sudden jolt of
disappointment. That wasn’t where I wanted him! But then his cock
slid deeper and I felt his hips grinding against my buttocks. I
felt another rush, a hot, dark, delicious lust that he’d buried his
cock in my ass!

And when he started to pump in and out I felt
myself falling, sinking into a bubbling, boiling liquid heat as it
combined with the vibrator to turn my body into a pressure cooker,
with the sexual pressure and hunger growing second by second.

My body shook as he hammered himself into me,
and I cried out as he reached forward along my ribs and his hands
curved under to roughly squeeze my throbbing breasts. The pleasure
kicked up higher, then higher still, and then reached the precipice
and I cried out as I tumbled into an explosive orgasm that sent
convulsions through my body.

God! God! God! Who cared if I had to say
stupid things and degrade myself if this was the result!? All my
inhibitions melted away in the churning flood of liquid pleasure as
I trembled and shook uncontrollably!

His hips continued to hammer against my
buttocks, my nipples burning as they were pulled down by the
suction cups. But I didn’t care. It didn’t matter. Any sensation
was immediately pulled into the vortex of passion, heat, and
pleasure consuming my mind.

This was all so insane, so perverted and
kinky and weird! But I didn’t care! It didn’t matter! All that
mattered was this incredible high, this… ecstasy! If I had to act
like a slut to get it then that was what I was going to do!

*

Where do you go from there? I mean, I had
already given in to Hornsby, and now I’d let Mr. Patrick treat me
like some kind of perverted slut, as well. Maybe that made me a
slut. I wasn’t sure and though I can’t honestly say I didn’t care,
or that it wasn’t making me feel… uncomfortable, the memory of that
incredible pleasure kept me from doing anything to change
things.

And if I was ever going to then the next
morning would have been when I did it. Because when I got in,
feeling self-conscious and uncertain of myself, the outfit waiting
for me was kind of the opposite of the revealing ones I was used
to. It was certainly nothing like the straps I’d barely worn the
previous day.

It was a leather bodysuit. There was also a
small note on top which said ‘Wear nothing else.’ I knew what that
meant! It meant no underwear!

I looked at it uncertainly, anxiously, and
yet with a slowly building sense of fascination. I’d sort of seen a
few on the internet here and there but never imagined wearing one!
I picked it up and examined it, my mind suddenly churning with
indecision. Was I really going to wear this thing around other
people!?

Well… well… yes. I was at least going to try
it on! I stripped completely and then stepped into it. It opened in
the back and was flexible but tight. I slid my bare legs slowly
down into it one at a time until the crotch was pulled up firmly up
against my pussy.

My chest was already tight as I thrust my
hands into the arms and pulled them up against me. Then I reached
back and pulled the zipper up along my back. I got partway up that
way, then had to reach up and back over my shoulder to finish
it.

The leather was very fine, very high quality,
and very thin. And it hugged me like a second skin, pressing in
against me everywhere from ankle to throat! Especially in my crotch
where the seam split the lips of my sex!

And now that I had it on I saw there was a
hood underneath!

“Fuck!” I whispered.

I licked my lips, then picked it up. A hood?
Seriously!? I pulled my hair up and fixed it in place, then drew
the hood down over my head. It settled down across my face, in
under my chin, and around my neck atop the bodysuit. It had an
opening for my mouth and two smaller ones over my eyes, as well as
small round holes under my nostrils.

I turned and stared at myself in the mirror
with a kind of wonderment and awe. There was little left of me to
see but my lips and eyes. Well, and my hands, but now I saw a pair
of very high-heeled stiletto boots sitting on the floor.

I sat down gingerly, feeling the crotch of
the thing digging into my already moist pussy, then slipped my legs
into the boots. They came up well past the knees, almost to my
hips! I zipped them up and stared down at them before getting to my
unsteady feet. I wasn’t used to trying to walk in six-inch
heels!

When someone knocked at the door I almost
fell on my face!

“Open up, Cooper. I have a couple of extra
items for your wardrobe today. Mister Hornsby bought them
especially for you,” Patrick’s voice said.

I didn’t want him to see me in this getup!
But it would take way too long to get undressed and put my own
clothes back on. So I reluctantly unlocked it and eased it open. He
barged through, grabbing my arm when I would have fallen.

“Ah, good. You’re mostly dressed,” he
said.

He had a black silk bag in his hand and set
it on the table, then took a pair of what I first thought were
gloves, then mittens out of the bag, slipping them over my hands
and up my wrists. They weren’t mittens, though, because they had no
separate thumbs. What would I even be able to pick up with these
stiff things, I wondered in confusion.

He went over to the other table where I’d
left the stuff from yesterday and picked it up.

“Mustn’t forget these,” he said.

He slipped the wrist restraints around my
wrists, then casually pulled my arms back behind me and fastened
them together. That instantly made me nervous, of course! But… I
didn’t say anything. It was a kind of self-conscious silence which
had me feeling embarrassed because of what I was wearing.

Which is weird, I know, given what he’d seen
and done with me just the other day!

He put the other pair of restraints around my
ankles, then the collar around my neck. Then he took a strap from
the bag and slipped it across my back under my arms before looping
it back around again and then tightening it. I felt my arms slowly
forced further and further back until my shoulders began to
ache.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped.

He stopped tightening it but didn’t loosen
it. Instead, he pushed forward on the back of my head and bent me
across the table. I felt his fingers at my groin and he unzipped an
opening there, one over my bottom. I felt something slick and
slippery push through. He turned and twisted it, then pushed
deeper.

It was a butt-plug, but a bigger one than
before. I grunted and gasped as it stretched me wide before
narrowing. When it was all inside me but the base he zipped up the
suit again.

He pulled me upright by a strap on the back
of the hood, pulling it way back so I was staring up at the
ceiling. Then he pushed a black dildo into my open mouth! It was
black as black. I don’t mean black like a black man’s skin, but
black as coal, and it glistened like PVC. He slid it into my mouth
and then deep, to where it felt just about at the entrance to my
throat!

It had a flat leather pad at the base and he
pulled that in over my mouth, then strapped it there behind me
before letting my head up.

I stared at myself in the mirror. Nothing of
me was visible now but my eyes. I gurgled weakly around the dildo,
feeling in imminent danger of somehow swallowing it. But of course,
I couldn’t.

It was still very weird! And scary!

Patrick clipped a leash to the collar and
then led me to the door, slowly, as I tottered inexpertly in the
super high heels. We went to that room I’d been in the other day,
but not to the frame I’d been bent over. There was a different
frame.

This one had a metal base with a T-shaped
frame on one side, and a low stainless steel post on the other.
Patrick had me step on the frame and straddle the post, then
squatted down and strapped my ankles in place. A moment later he
adjusted the post and something slid up and out of it. It was also
stainless steel, but shaped unmistakably like a circumcised
cock!

A long, thick one!

I moaned around the gag as I felt him unzip
me there, then push the thing slowly up. I grunted and gasped and
my ankles pulled against the straps as the pressure grew and the
mouth of my sex was slowly stretched wider and wider. Then it slid
up inside me, inch by inch until I squirmed and moaned around the
gag as the pressure against the back of my pussy became too
intense.

He reached across the frame and picked up
what looked like a round stainless steel ball on a stick and then
fastened it to the post, pressing the ball thing up against me. Up
against my clitoris, that is.

He stood up and then reached up above me,
drawing a strap down to hook to a ring at the top of the hood. Then
he turned on the power and the stainless-steel cock and the little
ball began to vibrate. They vibrated more powerfully than any other
vibrator I’d felt, and did so in an odd sort of rhythm, like
pulsations which started near the bottom and then worked their way
up to the tip high in my abdomen.

He smiled at me, then slid a leather
blindfold down over my eyes.

I heard the door close and the bolt shot, and
stood there, moaning, breathing slowly as my heart pounded and my
pulse raced.
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The problem was that the vibrator wouldn’t
stay on.

It wound me up into a quivering mass of
tortured nerve endings, my pussy sopping wet, my body desperate for
a hard pounding – and then shut off. I tried to lower myself, to
take it deeper, but that was impossible. Not only was it buried
inside me but the hook at the top of the hood kept me from going
down at all.

I tried going up but my legs were already
absolutely straight and held well apart, as well as strapped in
place. I couldn’t jump, couldn’t rise up, couldn’t move at all. I
couldn’t do anything but stand there in place seeing and hearing
nothing, and incapable of any real movement.

Aside from squirming with sexual hunger and
need, both mentally and physically, I fought to ensure I breathed
properly. That was hard with my pulse racing, my heart pounding,
and the dildo right at the entrance to my throat.

I was so focused on the thing in my mouth and
the one in my pussy I hardly had time to think about anything else.
Especially when the vibrator started up again and my body began to
tremble and quiver and grind helplessly against them.

I’m not sure how much time passed but I was
hot inside the suit – very hot. And I mean that in every aspect of
the word.

And then suddenly he or someone was in the
room. I felt the hook undone above me, felt my ankles unstrapped,
and felt the vibrator sliding slowly down out of my pussy. The suit
was zipped and then a strong hand on my arm guided me off the
platform and onto the floor.

After that I felt a pull on the collar like
that which came from the leash, and stumbled along, not knowing,
seeing or hearing anything to indicate who was on the other end of
the leash. And not really caring, if you want the truth.

I was practically panting for something warm
and fleshy to be shoved up inside me! It felt like I was dripping
wet and my pussy was so incredibly hungry!

I didn’t know where we went, or who it was.
Nor did it matter. I was pushed down onto my knees on the floor –
on what felt like a carpet. I felt hands behind my head, then the
leather pad at the base of the dildo came free and the dildo was
slowly drawn up out of my mouth.

When it came free I coughed several times,
then gulped in deep, shuddering breaths of air even as I was bent
forward at the waist. I felt a cock sliding through my lips and
closed them around the shaft, sucking and licking, moaning weakly,
wanting it in my pussy, not my mouth.

But then I felt hands pulling my thighs
apart, and felt the zipper undone. A moment later another cock
pushed into me there and I nearly swooned with pleasure and relief!
I hardly cared as my head was pushed down and the cock in my mouth
slid up into my throat.

I supposed it was Hornsby and Patrick
together. But to be honest I didn’t really care. I had a nice cock
inside me and it was real and it was moving in and out, faster and
faster. It felt so good! I gasped and moaned in bliss as someone
used the strap to pull and push me up and down on the cock in my
mouth and throat.

The one behind me buried his cock and his
hips then began to slap against my buttocks with every deep
stroke.

It didn’t take long before the orgasm
exploded, and I began to twist and buck and scream in pleasure. The
scream wasn’t very loud, of course, given the cock buried in my
throat. But in my mind, I screamed and screamed.

Everything became kind of a blur after that.
The cock pulled out of me, then thrust in again and resumed
pumping. The cock in my throat pulled out occasionally to let me
breathe, then pushed in again. Things continued, and I had another
orgasm, then a third.

And still, things continued like that until
someone pulled me onto the sofa and laid me on my back with my head
across the armrest. My legs were lifted up and back and a cock
thrust into me as another one pushed down into my mouth and
throat.

I think it was after the fourth orgasm that I
began to suspect it wasn’t just Hornsby and Patrick. But the
suspicion was a fleeting thing because my mind wasn’t really able
to function at the kind of higher level which analyzed such things.
It was reduced to a state of animal heat, filled with lust and
passion as the cocks thrust into me. And it didn’t really care
about anything else.

After another couple of orgasms, I was lifted
and drawn forward. No words were spoken as I was made to straddle
someone and sink down on their cock. My head was pulled around and
a cock pushed into my mouth as weight on the sofa behind me
indicated a third man was there.

That was when I knew for sure, of course,
that it wasn’t just Hornsby and Patrick. But again, I didn’t really
care. I thought maybe it was Jasper as I was unzipped and the
butt-plug worked out of my body, then replaced by another cock.

Another orgasm tore through my body and mind,
for the feel of two cocks pumping inside me was too incredible to
bear. I knew they were all real, and I was being fucked by three
men at the same time! How sick and wild was that!?

But then I wondered if it was those three
men, wondered vaguely, still not really caring much. If it was
three complete strangers that was… dark… wild… and hot! And they
couldn’t really see me so… and it felt so glorious! How could I
resist!?

Of course, I had no idea what the time was.
Or how much time had passed. What did that matter compared to a
thrilling, churning heat like this!?

I was turned and posed, shifted and moved
again, and each time cocks thrust into me with hard, hungry
violence that made me quiver and burn.

Finally, it was over, and the restraints were
undone. A ball gag was pushed into my mouth. The boots were pulled
off me, and then the glove things. The bodysuit was undone and
peeled away from my sweating flesh. Then I was pushed down onto all
fours, naked now but for the hood.

I felt the pressure on the collar and had to
crawl forward, moaning dazedly, crawling along as the floor shifted
from rug to wood to stone, then into what was a bathroom. There
someone gave me a kind of bath or shower while on my hands and
knees. I felt the wet, soapy sponge going over my back and down my
buttocks and between my legs, while soapy hands massaged my
breasts.

I was rinsed off then dried and brought to my
feet. The ball gag was removed and something pushed against my
lips, going inside. It was… a toothbrush. Someone was brushing my
teeth! How weird was that!? But I stood there as it was done, then
sipped from what felt like a paper cup and spit it out several
times.

The ball-gag was pushed back into my mouth
and strapped behind me and I was then led, crawling again, up the
corridor and into somewhere with a rug. I was guided onto my feet,
then onto the edge of a bed, where I was made to kneel, my face
pressed down against the mattress, and my wrists once again locked
behind my back.

Someone fucked me there, good and hard,
making me grunt and groan tiredly, and happily as their hands
roamed my body and roughly fondled my breasts. Then I was led,
crawling once again, back somewhere else.

No one had said anything to me the whole
time! Not since Patrick had put the butt-plug inside me
earlier!

It was he who removed the blindfold. I
realized I was in the original room where I’d arrived that morning.
He removed the collar and hood and wrist restraints, then, lastly,
the ball-gag.

“You may go home early today. And Mister
Hornsby says your salary is henceforth doubled,” Patrick said
before smiling and leaving.

I stared at the closed door dumbly, then at
myself in the mirror. I didn’t look any different, but my mind
started pondering what the hell had happened to me that day. It
pondered that all the way home. It was not even noon so I had the
place mostly to myself. Which gave me more time to think.

What the hell had that even been!? Had it
been the three of them or a whole bunch of people? Or did they just
want me to think it had been a whole bunch of people? But they
couldn’t have lasted that long. Well, unless they took, like,
Viagra or something similar I supposed. They were all old guys,
after all.

Wait, what? My salary doubled? From already
being double?! That would be way over a hundred thousand dollars a
year!

And what the hell kind of job was this where
they dressed me in all these sex outfits every day!?

A hundred and eighty thousand dollars a
year!?

How many men had fucked me!?

A hundred and eighty thousand dollars a
year!?

And how many orgasms had I had that day? I
hadn’t even been aware I was capable of having that many in one
day! And they’d been so powerful, so intense! They’d blasted my
mind into another place!

I still felt squirmy guilt about allowing
myself to be used like that, to be treated like that, to become
some rich guy’s sex toy. But… a hundred and eighty thousand dollars
a year!? Holy fuck!

That was ridiculous! Why wouldn’t he just
hire some high-priced call-girls for that? Surely, they didn’t make
that much!

My first week’s check had been $1500, net.
That meant I was making $6,000 a month free and clear! And if he
doubled that again… that was just an impossible thing to
contemplate. I sure wouldn’t need to have roommates anymore, that
was for sure. In fact, I could buy a condo! In Manhattan! And maybe
even get a car!

So did that make me a prostitute? I mean, I
had to do other stuff too… And if I was a hooker I was a freaking
expensive one.

The alternative was to quit and find another
retail job paying me barely enough to meet the rent and buy food.
Without any recommendation from that asshole Frenchman at
Wilfred’s. I mean, that alternative was no real alternative at
all.

What I’d need to do was put some kind of
limit on what I would be willing to do with or for Hornsby. Except,
well… everything he’d done with me so far had drowned me in dark
passion and lust and given me incredible orgasms.

Why!? That was what I didn’t really get. Why
was I getting off on being treated like some kind of slutty slave
girl? I kind of understood why I got off on showing off my body.
That was something a part of me had longed to do for years. Doing
it as some kind of slave girl meant people couldn’t accuse me of
anything. I was just doing what I was ordered to do, after all.

Still, letting him spank me and strap me was
freaky. And it hurt! I should make him stop that, at least. Imagine
smacking a girl’s nipples! What a pervert he was!

The thing was, just thinking about not
letting him do that gave me a strange sinking sensation I didn’t
understand. It wasn’t that I liked such things … exactly. But they
did reinforce the odd, surreal belief I was helpless, that I was
like a sort of prisoner or ‘sex slave’. That I wasn’t really doing
everything willingly! Because only a slut would do that stuff
willingly!

I mean, yes, the punishment was always for
mouthing off rather than refusing any sort of sex, but it still
made me feel like I was helpless and under his control. But that
was still what let me feel free to just… just do it. Without any
restraints (so to speak). Without any inhibitions. And that was why
it was so wickedly thrilling.

The next morning I found a pair of strappy
leather stiletto-heeled shoes waiting for me, and a kind of
one-piece leather bathing suit – though it wasn’t a bathing suit.
It was basically a low-cut top which dropped down along the right
and left side of my body to join up with a high-cut bikini. The top
was joined together with a metal ring, and it attached to the lower
part with two more metal rings.

That blended well with the collar and its
dangling O-ring. And with the wrist and ankle restraints.
Especially since this morning, there were chains – thin chains but
still chains – attaching the wrist restraints to the O-ring. Maybe
to remind me I was a slave girl.

Which, damn it, excited me! Looking at myself
in the slutty looking outfit made my chest tighten and my body
simmer with heat.

It was really low-cut, and I’d have to be
careful as I moved to ensure my nipples hadn’t popped into view.
But given Hornsby, Patrick and Jasper had all seen me naked and
more than naked it didn’t seem to really matter that much to my
pride, at least.

And it made me feel deliciously sexy as I
moved around. Even doing simple cleaning and oiling. It made me
feel even sexier when I came into contact with Patrick or Jarvis.
Which again, was weird, because I wasn’t really attracted to either
man. They were okay looking but way older. It wasn’t like I was
disgusted or anything at the thought of them but I normally
wouldn’t give either of them a second glance.

Except that wearing that outfit, with the
collar and the chains… was doing something to my head. No matter
what I did I felt sexy, and when anyone was nearby I felt twice as
sexy. A little embarrassed, too, of course. Self-conscious.

And when Hornsby had a guest, another man, I
felt even more squirmy discomfort, but still a hot little thrumming
sensation down low. Especially when I had to wait on them, bringing
drinks to them in the great room.

The guy was another old guy, nobody I’d spend
much time thinking about if I saw him on the street. But in that
outfit, the way he looked at me made my nipples tingle and send my
pulse racing. I was also tense the whole time, wondering what, if
anything, Hornsby would do, or make me do.

“Beautiful girl,” the man said.

“Yes, exceptionally beautiful,” Hornsby
agreed.

I gulped and smiled self-consciously as I put
the drinks on the coffee table between them.

“She’s wearing too much, though.”

“She likes leather. Don’t you, girl.”

“Yes, sir,” I gulped.

“She’s got nice breasts,” the man said.

“Very much so.”

“Pity to cover them up.”

“Girl, pull your top down. Show Mister Segal
your breasts.”

Fucking yikes! I mean… I mean, a bunch of
guys had seen me naked and worse than naked lately, including that
one the other day who’d seen me with a vibrator up inside me! But
even so, it felt incredibly strange to bare my breasts to a
complete stranger!

And yet… I didn’t feel like I had any choice!
Mister Hornsby was making me do it!

Which was why I could.

I reached behind my neck, my heart pounding,
and unclipped the outfit. Then I slowly let the top fall down to
completely bare my breasts!

“Oh, those are exceptional!” he said
admiringly. “Lovely, perfect nipples, too. You really can pick
them, Mitchell.”

“Thank you. Girl, drop the bottoms too.”

Oh, fuck! My chest tightened so much I could
hardly breathe. For an instant, I considered refusing! But half in
a daze, I pushed down the side straps and the whole thing fell down
around my ankles.

“Nice and smooth. Is she shaved or did you
have her done with a laser?”

He leaned forward.

“Ah, yes, a close shave. But really,
Mitchell, you should get her lasered.”

“You’re right, of course. She’s new, though.
It was something I was going to arrange. She’s still very soft.
Come here, girl.”

I pulled my left foot out of the outfit and
stepped awkwardly forward, my face red as I got closer to the man.
He reached up and ran his fingers lightly up and down my pussy and
the sensations poured up through my body.

This was insane! This was soooo perverted!
Why was I going along with it!?

“Hands behind your neck,” Hornsby said.

I breathlessly obeyed, pulling my elbows back
and the man ran his hand up my taut body and over my breasts,
giving them little squeezes.

“Gorgeous,” he said.

My nipples were so hard they hurt!

He lowered his hand and picked up the glass,
taking a sip.

“Go and see if Jasper has a tray of hors
d’oeuvres ready for us,” Hornsby ordered.

I let my hands drop and bent to pick up the
leather.

“Leave that,” Hornsby said.

I gulped and obeyed, walking naked back to
the kitchen, my face heating even more as I walked in and Jasper
looked up at me.

God! Now I had to talk!

“Mister… Hornsby would like…”

“The hors d’oeuvres are ready,” he said,
taking a tray out of one of the refrigerators.

He handed it to me and I turned and walked
back to the great room, a kind of naked maid.

Bending over to place the tray on the coffee
table let my breasts hang free, and the stranger reached up and
gave one a squeeze.

I gulped, heart pounding, and as he let go
straightened up.

“On your knees, girl. Hands behind your
neck,” Hornsby ordered.

I gulped and obeyed, still both
self-conscious and hot. I kept telling myself I was crazy to obey
even as the men discussed the food and I knelt as he’d ordered.

“Spread your legs wider,” he said.

This was soooooo embarrassing!

I did, and they turned their discussion to a
business deal involving a parking lot, as far as I could tell.

“It’s hard to concentrate with that girl
there,” the man said. “Mitchell, you’re trying to distract me.”

Hornsby smiled broadly. “I can see she has
indeed distracted you. Would you like her to relieve you of that
extra… tension?”

“Uhm, yes.”

Hornsby motioned me to move closer to
him.

“Relieve Mister Segal of his tension,
girl.”

I knew what he meant because the man was
unzipping his pants! Holy shit. Just like that!? Wow!

I was frozen again for a couple of seconds,
then dropped my hands and fell forward onto all fours, crawling the
few feet to where Segal was sitting. My heart pounded as he grinned
at me, and, red-faced, I took his erection from him, then moved
closer and started to suck and lick it.

This was so slutty!

And that was why I was so aroused! Because I
was acting so wildly slutty!

I moved closer, opening his trousers, licking
at his cock like it was a lollipop as I pulled his balls out, then
licking and sucking on them. I slid his cock into my mouth and
started to suck and bob, my hands gently squeezing his balls, and
he groaned almost at once.

I slid lower and lower, then swallowed him,
finding him much easier than Hornsby’s thick girth. I took him all
the way down to the balls, sucking and licking. Segal ran his
fingers through my hair and reached under me to fondle my breasts
and pinch and roll my nipples.

It took… very little time. Honestly, a few
minutes and he came in my mouth. I swallowed him, then smiled and
backed away.

I sat on my heels again and brought my hands
up behind my neck and Hornsby nodded in approval.

Wow! I had just done that! I’d just sucked
the cock of a complete stranger!

What a whore I was! But a very sexy,
well-paid whore!

After Segal left Hornsby had me suck him,
too. Only he locked my wrists together behind my back, and took
control, as he liked to do. He fucked my mouth and throat, and I
had some trouble not gagging since he was using me so violently.
But then he threw me down on the floor and mounted me and my mind
melted under the rising heat.

God, it felt wild and hot and thrilling! He
rode me like a wild animal, his hips pounding against my buttocks
as that big cock speared deep into my belly with every thrust. I
cried out as he yanked back on my hair and slapped my bottom and
roughly groped my breasts. But the roughness just turned me on
more.

When I came it felt like I was losing myself,
my body tearing apart, my muscles spasming violently as I shuddered
under the continuing impact of his powerful thrusts.

And then it was back to work. Only naked now.
Completely naked! And every time one of the men saw me I felt a
little rush of heat.

Because I could take pride in my body now,
could show it off, and enjoy men looking at it. Because it wasn’t
me doing it. It was Hornsby ordering me to. I was going to stay in
this job and earn that money and see just how many more wicked,
outrageous things Hornsby made me do. I was going to learn a lot,
experience a lot, and in the end, make a lot of money while doing
it.

How many other people get that
opportunity?

This wasn’t going to last forever but I was
going to make it pay while it did.

 


End
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