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Jessica examined herself in the mirror with
considerable satisfaction. Her glossy brown hair was pulled back
tightly from her forehead and held together in a bun behind her
head. She wore thin, rectangular-shaped glasses with dark black
frames – though she really didn't need glasses. Her dark blue suit
jacket easily disguised what was underneath, and hung low enough
that no one was going to get any satisfaction checking out
her behind.

She wore no makeup, not even lipstick, nor
nail polish. She wore black, flat-healed, dress shoes in a mannish
style.

She looked, she thought, perfectly
businesslike and appropriate to the workplace. She was an
administrator and political assistant, not a woman, not a girl. The
world would deal with her on that basis, and not on any other.

She lifted one of her necklaces off a holder
and slipped it over her head, then tucked the cross down under her
high-necked white blouse before picking up her case and heading for
the door.

She was quite excited about her new job. She
had volunteered as an unpaid intern for a variety of conservative
politicians for several years now. She had worked on campaigns in
her time off in the summer and on breaks, and often on weekends.
Now she had been hired as a genuine paid assistant to Senator
Lloyd, the junior Republican senator for Idaho.

It wouldn't do to say so, of course, now that
she was working for one of the people representing the state, but
one of the reasons she'd worked so hard in college was to get away
from Idaho. Jessica was, and she knew this, a snob. She respected
the working people of Idaho, for they did important work and they
worked hard at it.

That did not mean she wanted to spend any
more time than necessary associating with them. She'd grown up in
the city of Boise, which was the capital and largest city in Idaho.
When she'd been in high school her family had taken a trip to New
York City – which was almost 60 times the size of Boise, and she
had known right there she wanted out of Idaho.

Though not necessarily into New York, which
was as messed up place run by ignorant, incompetent liberal
Democrats. What a city it could have been, she thought sadly, if
only it were run by Republicans.

That thought was on her mind as she strode
briskly down the sidewalk, her heels clicking rapidly on the
concrete as she headed for the Metro. That there was a station only
two blocks away had been a deciding factor in her choosing to rent
this apartment on the third floor of the low-rise building.

She wore her earphones as she walked, but
there was no music on them. She was alert to her surroundings, for
Washington, unlike Boise was a city with a high crime rate.

Then again, virtually all Democratic-run
cities had high crime rates.

She wore the earphones so she could pretend
to not hear any abusive or harassing words which might be thrown
her way. She would keep her face neutral, not look at whoever it
was, and march on.

She got off the metro at the Capital South
station and marched briskly across to Capital Hill, then up the
sidewalk towards the entrance. It always gave her a thrill to think
of herself as a cog, even if a tiny one, in the wheels of
government, in the greatest capital of the greatest country in the
world!

It would be much greater, of course, if it
weren't for the liberals. And the minorities.

She showed her pass and went through the
metal detector with pursed lips, hiding her impatience. If they
wanted to make sure no crazy gunman could cause trouble they should
just let everyone bring a gun, she thought. She had several herself
and knew how to use them.

Senator Lloyd, as a junior senator, didn't
have an office on Capitol Hill itself. His office was in the senate
office building on the other side of Constitution Avenue. But there
was an early meeting first thing in the morning and she had been
invited.

Her! Jessica Hart!

She marched down the marble corridor, head up
and shoulders back, ignoring those around her as she headed for the
meeting room. Yes, she was a junior aide, so far, but the senator
had been impressed with her take on things, particularly from a
young and female point of view.

Jessica had her doubts about the validity of
her viewpoint as representative of either group. She had discovered
that fairly early in high school, and at college she had learned
that her views were definitely out of kilter with most young
people.

That did not in any way lead her to believe
she was mistaken. She knew very well she was correct. They
were mistaken. They were intellectually lazy and miseducated. They
had been indoctrinated by Marxist teachers and put very little
attention or effort into analyzing policies before arriving at
strong views in them.

Idiots, in other words.

But she didn't mention this to the senator.
She felt her views were the valid ones, and she did point out when
they veered away from those of the majority. She felt she owed it
to him, and that he respected her for it.

She found the meeting room and, a little
anxious, drew a deep breath, let it out, and opened the door. It
was a large meeting room. And largely empty aside from junior
aides, people like herself who didn't dare show up late, she
thought.

She took a seat along the wall, of course,
not at the table, and kept her eyes on the door. She would move as
soon as the senator arrived, hopefully, before the seats behind
where he would sit at the table were all taken.

The other junior aides were likewise
positioned, ready to move whenever their senator arrived and sat
down. They should have put nameplates on the table, she thought in
annoyance. Then she'd know where to sit because she'd know where
Lloyd would sit.

After a few minutes one of the other aides,
male, of course, came over and sat next to her. She sighed but
showed nothing on her face.

“You're new,” he said.

She was not new. She was, in fact, twenty-two
years old, but telling him that would give him more information
than she wished him to have.

“Jessica Hart,” she said. “I work for Senator
Lloyd.”

“Ah, the new guy from Idaho,” he said.

“James Munro,” he said, holding out a hand.
“I work for Senator Farrel.”

She blinked and shook hands, reminding
herself that making contacts was important in this business.
Senator Farrel was from Texas, a much larger and more important
state, and he was a senior senator who had a lot of pull in the
Republican Party.

“Hi,” she said.

“So what do you think of all this?” he
asked.

“All what? The room, the congress, capitol
hill, or the purpose of our meeting?”

He snorted in amusement. “The effort to get
more Republicans elected at the municipal level.”

“Probably hopeless,” she said. “The cities,
especially the big ones, are filled with people dependent on
welfare and other government services. Many of those people don't
pay taxes, so appealing to their desire for lower taxes is useless,
as is appealing for smaller government. They don't WANT smaller
government. They want bigger government to take care of them.”

“Is that what you told senator Lloyd?”

“That's what the polling data indicates.
People who don't pay income tax are not eager to vote
Republican.”

“But there's the law and order issue.”

“Yes, we're well ahead of the Dems there, but
unfortunately, people are – .”

She halted as Senator Lloyd arrived. He
nodded and smiled at her and then walked past to take his place at
the table. She smiled apologetically at Munro and scrambled to
follow him, taking an empty seat at the wall behind him.

She opened her case and took out a report
folder, then stood, leaned forward, and slid it onto the table in
front of Lloyd.

“Thank you, Jessica,” he said as she sat back
down.

She opened her case again, checking to ensure
the other file folders were in proper order so she could grab one
if the senator wanted it. Other senators were arriving and sitting
down and the room was getting busy.

The meeting was opened by Senator Rush, and
the business began.

*

She scrambled to follow Lloyd and his senior
aide Mark Killiam as they trotted down the stairs of the senate and
headed back towards the office. It wasn't that she was short. Quite
the contrary. But they were both tall men.

They walked side by side and she brought up
the rear. Precedence and seniority were very important in politics.
Killiam would not have been happy if she'd walked up alongside
them.

They crossed the street and entered the
Dirkson building, which, like the Capital itself, had a metal
detector, then headed upstairs to the suite of offices they
occupied.

“So what do you think, Jessica?” he asked in
the elevator. “Why are most young people liberals?”

“Most young people have always been liberals,
Senator,” Killiam said.

“Yes, but I think it's worse now.”

“I think it's the media,” Killiam said.

“I think it's the colleges,” Jessica said.
“They're filled with Marxists and others of the radical left and
they teach everything from the view of the Left. There are almost
no conservative teachers anymore, and students learn almost nothing
about conservatism other than that it's cruel and miserly for not
giving more money to people.”

“The media doesn't help,” he said.

“The members of the media all come from those
same colleges, sir,” she said. “Their attitudes are the result of
the indoctrination they get there. More importantly, we can't do
anything about the media. We could do something about the
colleges.”

“Like what?”

“Like Republican states could go into their
universities with a chain saw and cut out the rot and put in place
conservative chancellors who would make sure conservative
professors were hired.”

They exited the elevator and headed up the
hall to the office.

“They'd scream about academic freedom,”
Killiam said.

“What academic freedom? There's no academic
freedom anymore. It's all group-think, and woe to anyone who dares
utter a conservative view.”

Killiam made a face but didn't disagree, and
as they entered Lloyd's office the two of them continued on through
it to where his secretary sat before the double doors which led to
his inner office. She turned off and headed for her cubicle.

She hoped Killiam wasn't annoyed at her
disagreeing with him. She didn't want him to see her as any sort of
threat. She wasn't, of course. He was far too senior and
knowledgeable and she was almost brand new. Still, she thought the
senator appreciated her insights.

She pulled out her chair and sat down, turned
on the computer, and examined the files in her in-basket. Junior
aides did not do complicated work, which made it hard to get
recognition. Unless they screwed up, of course, then recognition –
and termination – would come swiftly.

She was the most junior of his aides, and
there were four others, not to mention fourteen other members of
his office staff. She brought up her computer, checked her emails,
then got up and walked up the aisle to the small kitchen, where she
got a coffee before sitting back down again.

“So how was the meeting?”

She glanced up as Andrea Maxwell sat down
across from her.

“About as expected. Lots of talk, lots of
encouraging words, no real agreement on plans.”

“Well, it had to be more exciting than the
agricultural support bill I've been wading through.”

Jessica mentally winced. That would be
insanely boring. But it was also very important to an Idaho
senator, which was why it hadn't been assigned to the most junior
aide.

“On the other hand, that bill is actually
important to Idaho.”

Andrea didn't disagree.

She was an attractive woman, Jessica thought,
and didn't do anything to hide it. She kept her blonde hair loose,
wore flattering colors, as well as makeup. She also flirted with
men, which Jessica definitely didn't approve of. Yes, making
connections was important, but doing it that way was simply not
moral, in her opinion.

Not that anyone had asked for it and not that
she would offer it up. If you couldn't say something nice about a
person then best to say nothing at all, was her belief.

She went back to working on the crime
statistics for America's biggest cities. Munro's boss had made the
point in the meeting that crime offered them their biggest opening
and no one had disagreed.

The Democratic need to hamstring police had
developed into a fetish of late. And that was already leading to
higher crime and murder rates. When people got frightened they
sometimes turned to the law and order party out of desperation if
nothing else.

An hour later she got an email From Munro,
and she stared at it in surprise, then her eyebrows rose even
higher when he asked her if she wanted to do lunch the next day.
Why was he asking her? They'd barely met! Clearly, he found her
attractive. She sighed, for no matter what she did with her
wardrobe or her hair she couldn't really hide that she did have an
attractive face even under the ugly glasses.

She wanted no relationship with any man right
now other than business. She had no time for a personal
relationship, especially since almost all men at this age only
wanted sex anyway and were nowhere near ready for any sort of
commitment.

Well, she didn't need a man to satisfy her
sexually, and she wasn't ready for a commitment either. Nor would
she indulge in cheap sex. On the other hand, most of the
legislative assistants were male, and her value as an aide depended
on developing a network of people she could go to for information
and to make deals.

She swiveled her seat around.

“Hey, Andrea, do you know a guy named Munro?
He works for Senator Farrel.”

The blonde girl turned and raised her
eyebrow.

“Yeah, I know him. He's kind of uptight.
Maybe it's just that he's a snob.”

“A snob?”

“People who work for the most important
senators, which means the ones with the most seniority in the
biggest states often tend to act kind of self-important around
people like us. Not saying that's what he does, but he is kind of
stiff and formal.”

“I like stiff and formal.”

“I like stiff and informal,” she said with a
giggle.

Jessica flushed slightly. Honestly, that was
hardly the sort of talk to engage in at work!

“Well, he wants to have lunch,” she said.

“So go have lunch. There's no law says you
have to eat at your desk every day. And making connections is
important. Just remember, a guy like Munro is never ever off duty.
Watch what you say about Senator Lloyd and commit to absolutely
nothing.”

“Oh, I know that,” Jessica said.

“Don't even imply anything. Guys like Munro
are cutthroats. They'll wreck anyone to climb up a little
higher.”

“Maybe I shouldn't go,” Jessica said.

Andrea laughed. “Honey, that describes
three-quarters of the legislative assistants on The Hill. Certainly
all the senior ones. Nice guys finish last here.”

That was disheartening, but Jessica couldn't
disagree with it.

She agreed to meet Munro in the Senate
cafeteria, and then went back to work.
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Jessica groaned in relief as she removed her
bra. It was called a minimizer bra, and designed to flatten breasts
so they were less noticeable. She was well-aware of the prejudice
against girls with large breasts in almost every part of life and
had no intention of being thought of as some kind of brainless
bimbo.

She reached up behind her head, turning to
the mirror over her dresser as she undid the clips which held her
hair back. Her hair fell around her shoulders, and she sighed,
lowering her arms. She cupped her breasts and rubbed the sore flesh
a little, then released them. She was pleased they were so firm and
worked hard to keep them that way.

She slid her panties down and stood before
the mirror again, thinking of how pleased the men she'd worked with
today would be if they could only see her like this. She arched her
back and slid her hands through her hair again, vamping for the
mirror.

It was a sometimes secret pride that she was
so... well, sexy. It embarrassed her much of the time, and she did
her best to disguise it, but alone, she was proud of her body and
it's fitness. Her stomach and abdomen were flat and firm, and her
arms, when she curled them in, were nicely sculpted, showing the
faint outline of muscles.

She took off her glasses, not really needing
them. They helped her read, but their real purpose was to make men
take her seriously. Now she turned and posed, pursing her lips as
she reminded herself that she wasn't the dull, asexual creature she
pretended to be.

She often took pictures of herself like this,
or in various other very sexual poses, just to please her own sense
of self. She always deleted them immediately afterward, of course.
The idea someone might somehow get hold of one horrified her.

Her parents were very proper, very
conservative, and had raised her to be the same. It was a failing,
she knew, this self-pride in her sexiness, in her attractiveness.
But it wasn't really sinful or wicked as long as she didn't let
anyone else see her like this and acted like a proper, Christian
lady ought to.

She let her hips sway to the music, her head
rolling slightly, her tongue sliding along her lower lip. She
turned and gazed over her shoulders, grinding her hips so that her
firm, round bottom moved seductively.

I'm way hotter than Andrea, she
thought to herself. Those men who gathered around the blonde girl
would gather around her even more if she didn't hide it.

She sighed and pulled on a spandex tube top.
It was tight when she zipped it up across her breasts and held them
very firmly in check. Then she took up the bottom part of her
exercise gear and stepped into it. It slid up her thighs and over
her hips before ending there save for two thin strips which went up
over her shoulders.

The bottom was very high cut and had a thong
bottom. But that was fine because that made it efficient in not
restraining her movements. That it made her look very sexy was
beside the point since no one else would ever see her in it.

She had a two-bedroom apartment, and used the
second bedroom partly as an office, but mostly as an exercise room.
She went in there now, turned on the flat screen she had mounted on
the wall, and then the exercise tape, and began to turn and twist,
stretch and bend.

An hour and a bit later she finished, panting
and sweating. She stripped off the exercise gear and padded up the
narrow hall to the bathroom. It had no tub, for that had been
converted to a shower, which was fine with her. She turned on the
water and stepped inside, gasping, at first, at the cool water. But
it helped cool her down, and she slowly turned it warmer as she
turned in place under the stream of water pouring over her.

If she had money she'd love to get one of
those big showers with the multiple showerheads which could hit her
from all sides. Maybe she'd marry a rich man, maybe a senator, she
thought, letting her mind wander as she turned off the water and
shampooed

She rinsed off and then picked up the body
wash, pouring it over her chest, then sliding her hands up and
down. She worked up a thin, slick lather, spreading it all over her
body in a brisk, efficient manner. And then... she slowed down.

She enjoyed the tactile feel of her soft skin
under her fingers, and it felt even more pleasant, more erotic, in
fact, when it was all slick and slippery as it was now. She kneaded
her breasts and rolled her nipples between the pads of her thumbs
and forefingers as she felt herself becoming aroused.

Her hands slid lower and she leaned against
the wall as her fingers rubbed up and down against her very
carefully shaved pussy, stroking directly across her clitoris. She
rubbed up and down, at first, then from side to side as her arousal
deepened. And grew.

No matter what her parents or teachers or
pastors said about it society had told her for a very long time
that her value was associated with how pretty she was. Pretty
became sexy just after adolescence, and so it was almost impossible
to not be pleased and excited by a body society kept insisting was
marvelously beautiful and sexy.

Not that society had ever seen her naked, but
she could certainly compare herself with the bodies of women they
did. So she knew full well how desirable society would find her
body. And certainly, the boys in high school and college had made
their desires for it known often enough!

She was, she told herself, a creature of
society. She could control how she appeared and how she behaved,
but she couldn't really ignore how she felt. And it was false pride
to think otherwise. Her hands reached up to the shelf and took down
her dildo.

It was an extremely lifelike dildo, and very
expensive, with skin that felt like real flesh. It was her main
indulgence, and she'd spent a lot on it. It made her feel guilty to
use it. But her instincts craved penetration and sexual
satisfaction.

That had always been a problem for her – the
difference between the way she felt she ought to act, and the dark
sexual fantasies which filled her mind. For a part of her longed to
be able to show the world how sexy and attractive she was, and have
everyone looking at her hungrily and approvingly.

She slid to her knees on the floor of the
shower and pressed the dildo's suction cup base down firmly. Then
she shifted her knees apart and eased down until she felt the thick
head pressing against her. She felt the heat rising within her as
she rolled her hips in and out, grinding the head up and down along
the line of her sex.

She sank down further, the weight of her body
forcing the lips of her sex apart and allowing the thing to push up
inside her. That excited her further. Now that the head was lodged
within her she let it go, her hands coasting up and down her body
as her breathing became more ragged.

She squeezed and caressed her breasts and
then rubbed her clitoris as her body sank lower and still lower.
The body wash she used was made to be as natural as possible so as
to not irritate her sensitive skin, and she let out a helpless
groan of passion as she slid down several more inches.

She loved the thickness of the big cock! And
she let her eyes close now, her imagination taking hold and
flicking through her favorite sexual fantasies.

She was standing, legs apart, spreadeagled,
naked, wrists and ankles chained in place. The man was faceless, no
one she knew, but big, powerfully built. It didn't matter who he
was or what he was, not to her fantasy. She twisted and writhed as
the whip flew through the air and lashed her helpless body.

It cut across her proud breasts with stinging
force, snapping down against rigid nipples. It slashed across her
hip to slice into the soft flesh of her pussy. It cut across her
back so that she could cry out and arch dramatically. It hurt, of
course, but she deserved it. At least in her own mind. These kinds
of fantasies were filthy and degrading, so she should be punished
severely.

And then he was pressed up against her from
behind, his hand seizing her hair, jerking it back as he thrust
himself up into her. He drew her hips back, his cock was so long it
punched up against the front of her abdomen as he used her
ruthlessly, savagely!

She rode the dildo harder and faster,
gasping, moaning, her fingers rubbing furiously against her
clitoris as she forced the tight lips of her sex all the way down
the shaft until they were pressed into the suction cup base. The
head was lodged achingly high within her, but she loved the feeling
of such deep penetration.

Her free hand reached behind her, pulling at
her hair, forcing her head back as she rode more and more
desperately, her strong, lithe legs riding the dildo up and down
again and again.

She abandoned her hair and instead slapped
one of her breasts, then harder, then harder still, gasping,
moaning, whimpering as she seized her nipple, pinching it, pulling
it, twisting it.

She was a slut! She deserved the pain!

She impaled herself on the dildo again and
again, her body feverish with heat and hunger now. She stopped
rubbing her clitoris, wanting to extend this feeling of wild,
burning lust. She pinched both nipples, slapped them both, squeezed
then hard, then as the orgasm welled up inside her she dropped her
hand again, rubbing her clitoris frantically as the pressure and
heat exploded.

The orgasm was powerful. They were always
powerful to her. She had no way of measuring such things, of
comparing the strength of her orgasms against other girls, other
than watching porn videos. And those weren't exactly a true
reflection of reality.

But what she did see, especially from the
private ones, was that in most cases the reactions of women were
fairly restrained – compared to hers. She had seen only a few where
the women seemed to have lost themselves, lost control of
themselves, and those were the ones that excited her the most.

Because they were like her.

She threw her head back, crying out as she
rode the dildo, crying out all the air in her lungs, sucking it in
and crying it out again – and again, her body jerking up and down
frantically as she rode the dildo, as the head punched into the
back wall of her sex, as the shaft stroked up and down between the
taut lips of her sex.

The orgasm left her drained, breathless,
light-headed, and she sank down onto the dildo with a low,
shuddering moan. She knelt there for long seconds, panting,
moaning. She felt the ache inside from the pressure against her
cervix. Her nipples were sore and tender.

She forced herself up off it, broke it free
from the floor, and then stood up and placed it back on its shelf.
She felt vaguely dirty at what she'd just done, but the pleasure
was simply too intense for her to resist. She argued with herself
about how natural it was to want to vent the sexual pressure any
normal young person would feel. But she didn't think her pastor
would agree.

Thank God she wasn't a Catholic, she thought,
imagining how she could possibly confess such sinful behavior to
anyone!

She turned on the water and let it pour down
over her, rinsing her off. Her fingers stroked the lips of her sex,
parted them, spread them, and eased inside, rubbing away the
residual body wash slickness there.

She still wanted a real cock inside her,
though, she thought helplessly. And that would surely be a wicked,
sinful thing to do. Perhaps that was why her fantasies all seemed
to involve her being tied up and helpless. Because it was hard to
even imagine herself consenting to some man. Well, unless they were
married, anyway.

She needed to stop looking at those obscene
videos, she thought to herself. Those were what gave her such
filthy ideas. It was bad enough to fantasize about being... taken
by some big powerful man, but having viewed it done in real life
(well, on the internet) made those fantasies all too realistic.

And hot!

She stepped out of the shower and toweled
off, then did her hair. She remained naked, delaying the time when
she had to cover up. It wasn't indecent to be naked when just out
of the shower, after all, she told herself. And it was good to feel
her breasts free, having had them bound up all day.

She finished with her hair and went to her
bedroom. She was still feeling vaguely aroused, though. Or perhaps
vaguely dissatisfied with the front she showed the world each day.
She examined her sexiest lingerie, all purchased over the internet,
of course.

Then she smiled and opened the closet. There,
hanging on the right, was a black nightgown. Not that anyone would
wear such a thing merely to go to sleep! It was ankle length and
left her arms and shoulders bare, but for two thin black straps
going over her shoulders. It was entirely see-through, made of
black lace. Above the waist, it was elasticized, to cling to her
flat belly and stretch across her breasts. Below the waist, it
flowed freely and loosely.

She drew it on and looked at herself in the
mirror, posing as if she were a sexy, sophisticated woman who
habitually greeted lovers like this. Then she left the bedroom and
padded up the hall to the kitchen. She turned on the oven before
going into the living room and turning on the wall-mounted
television.

Her body seemed even more naked in the light
of day streaming through the living room window, but there was no
one to see it and appreciate it but her. Which, of course, was as
it should be, had to be. At least until she got married. Her
desires and fantasies were natural enough, but must be
resisted.

She made all her preparations for her meal,
and then somewhat regretfully changed into a pair of cotton panties
and a short, cotton nightshirt. They were much more proper. And
they were less likely to be damaged by food.

She didn't wear a bra. The nightshirt was
tight enough across her breasts, and no one was there to see it.
She did pull on a pair of thigh-high socks to keep her feet and
legs warmer. They didn't reach quite as high as the short hem of
the nightshirt, leaving six inches or so bare. But they looked
cute, she thought. And felt comfortable.

She ate dinner on the sofa with her legs
crossed beneath her, watching FOX news as she considered the
various assignments she had due. After dinner, she sat at the small
kitchen table and got back to work. The competition to be an aide
to a senator was fierce. And it was definitely not a nine to five
job.

She reviewed the agricultural support bill,
feeling she needed to be aware of important matters like that,
taking notes. Then she started searching for information on the
internet related to municipal corruption and mismanagement. No
doubt the working group could use such information, and the senator
might even decide to throw one of the facts into any discussions he
had with his colleagues.

Then she reviewed the most recent polls from
Idaho, separated out for every demographic group's intentions and
preferences. Which groups could be targeted and how was always a
major question for politicians.

Finally, she went to bed, stripping off her
socks and panties. It would be a long day tomorrow, and it would
start early. There were a lot of young, smart people eager for her
job and she had to show enthusiasm, intelligence, and hard work to
hold onto it.

She let her fingers slide down until they
were under the short hem of the nightshirt and started to rub
herself almost casually. That had an immediate impact, and her
rubbing became harder and more intense. She sat up, stripped off
her nightshirt, and then rolled over in the bed.

She raised her bottom up and spread her
knees, then reached down under her and let the fingers of one hand
find her clitoris. The others pushed against her quickly moist
opening, sliding into her body as she masturbated.

She moaned and her mind filled with fantasy
again.

She felt the pressure of the floor against
her breasts, squeezing them as she knelt there in all her obscene,
naked glory. Her bottom was raised high, her knees spread wide. He
stood behind her, looking down at her as she masturbated, her
fingers plunging into her sopping wet pussy.

“Please fuck me, master!' she
moaned.

“Why should I do that, slut?” he asked in
a deep voice.

“I love your cock, Master!” she
cried.

“You love all cocks, slut.”

“Please, Master! Jessica needs your cock
inside her!” she moaned.

“Shove your fingers deeper, slut. Show me
what a whore you are.”

Jessica thrust her fingers in hard, gasping,
moaning, her fingers dancing across her clitoris the pressure
burned and grew.

“Whore,” he said. “Show me how you
masturbate, slut. Show me what a filthy little tramp you
are.”

She shuddered, grinding her breasts into the
bed, her bottom rolling back again and again as the heat grew and
intensified.

“You're nothing but an animal,” he said.
“A bitch in heat.”

The orgasm exploded and she cried out, her
voice muffled by the mattress her face was pressed to, her fingers
thrusting into her body with desperate strength as the sexual
pleasure tore through her like a storm of sexual electricity.

It collapsed and so did she. She gasped, and
rolled over onto her back, feeling the great sense of peace and
languor which always followed her orgasms. Now she could sleep
without her fingers constantly touching herself. Now she could
relax.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Aside from being pinstriped, the outfit she
wore the next day was largely identical to the one she'd worn the
previous. Her hair was similarly drawn back, and her face plain
except for the thick-framed glasses.

She had done nothing to make herself seem
more sexually desirable, despite her planned lunch with Munro. That
lunch would be all business, she thought. Yes, it was a 'getting
acquainted' lunch, but that was for the purpose of the two of them
establishing a connection that might later be used by either to get
information and help against the common enemy. The Democrats.

She got to the office early, of course. Then
she set to work. She would be hard at work before the senator ever
showed up, as would most of his aides. They were all in
competition, after all, not just with would-be job applicants but
each other. And no one wanted to be seen as less committed and less
enthusiastic.

She didn't get to see the senator that
morning but did get a report into the in-basket of his secretary
Samantha. Then she set to work gathering statistics about the
semiconductor industry. Semiconductors were Idaho's major export –
in money terms. People probably thought potatoes were, but
semiconductors brought a much higher price.

She felt a little nervous as she approached
lunch. She was hoping this Munro would be reasonable, and wouldn't
try to complicate what ought to be a mutually beneficial
relationship with any nonsense about sex or romance. Men could be
so difficult and unreasonable and could take an instant dislike to
you if you turned them down for a date.

She emailed him to ensure lunch was still on,
then met him at the elevator lobby.

“Mister Munro,” she said politely.

“James, please,” he said with a smile.

“Very well. And you may call me Jessica.”

“I somehow doubt anyone calls you
Jessie.”

“Not if they want to live,” she said with a
smile.

The cafeteria was jammed and James looked at
the crowd around the buffet table with a frown.

“Let's go upstairs,” he said.

“What?”

“To the dining room. It's nicer anyway.”

“Well but... uhm, okay.”

The senate dining room was not exactly low
rent. Senators ate there, after all. And in recognition of that,
the wooden tables (with white tablecloths) were spaced nicely
apart, as well. The waiter arrived and they ordered quickly, and he
left them alone.

“I haven't been in here before,” she said,
looking around.

“Ah, well, eating is important to us
Texans.”

She snorted. “I think it's the same for all
of us.”

“And I'm lazy. I like being served, not
serving myself.”

“Hedonist,” she said.

“So you're from Idaho. Been in politics
long?”

“Yes, for some years. I volunteered on a
number of campaigns and was an intern for congressman Healy last
year.”

“Fighting the good fight against the liberal
hordes?” he asked with a smirk.

“Well, there do seem to be hordes of
them.”

“What do you think of Washington?”

“It's... nice. The weather leaves something
to be desired.”

“People forget it's located on a former
swamp. It gets a little hot and sticky in the summer.”

“Just a little? It seems like quite a lot. We
don't get this humidity where I'm from.”

“I'm used to it.”

“From here or Texas?”

“I grew up on the gulf coast, so we had a lot
of heat and humidity – not to mention hurricanes. Still, the good
part was we had some great beaches.”

“Ah, well, Idaho doesn't do very good
there.”

“You know there is one thing Idaho and Texas
have in common.”

“That they're both red states?”

“They're both trying to get as much of the
technology industry as they can.”

“I think you guys are a little more
successful there,” she said.

“Yes, but we have fifteen times your
population. We need a lot to push us higher. You guys only need one
company to relocate there to noticeably increase your base.”

She shrugged.

“Grabbing as much back from China as we can
is very important.”

“I don't disagree. But labor costs are higher
here than in places like China, India, or the like.”

“True. But labor is cheaper in Idaho than New
York.”

“So are taxes.”

“So maybe we should focus on snatching
companies from the Yankees, too.”

“They have too many jobs anyway,” she said
with a smile.

Food arrived and she said grace. James
quickly joined her, then they set to eat.

*

Jessica was pleased, all around, with how the
day went. She had made a reasonable connection with an aide in
another state. The more of those she had, the more ability she'd
have to gather information for the senator. She'd also finished a
report she knew he would be paying attention to, and was starting
to feel like she was fitting in on Capital Hill.

She rather liked James Munro. He had been
polite, intelligent, cultured, was a nice dresser, and wasn't bad
looking either. He was certainly the sort of person she ought to be
looking at once she decided to start looking for a real
relationship.

Things were looking up.

As she got to her apartment, however, her day
took a very sharp turn. The four-story apartment building had only
two apartments on each floor. And as far as she had been aware, the
one across from her had been empty. Now, though, the door was open,
loud music was coming from it, and the hallway was full of boxes
and furniture.

“Uhm... excuse me!” she called.

She stared at the mess before her, from boxes
that blocked her way to what looked like a love seat on its end
propped against her door.

“Excuse me!” she called more loudly.

There was still no answer and she tsked in
annoyance. She pushed one of the boxes aside and then tried to
climb over another. Unfortunately, the top collapsed and she let
out a squeal of surprise as she fell into it, butt first. She
caught herself on the sides, with the backs of her knees crooked
over the front, and then cursed under her breath (something she
rarely did) as she tried to pull herself up.

The elevator door, which had closed behind
her, opened again, and then a man stared down at her.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he
demanded.

“Trying to get into my apartment!” she
snapped. “And I'll thank you not to use language like that around
me!”

He put down the boxes he was carrying, then
came up behind her again and reached down, shoving very large hands
down far enough to slide in under her arms. Then he pulled her up
out of the box, pulled her right up off her feet, in fact, to the
point she was dangling with her feet well above the floor.

He set her down, and face flushed, Jessica
stumbled aside indignantly.

His hands were indeed quite large, large
enough that grabbing her under her arms had let his long fingers
press against the sides of her breasts! Which was outrageous any
way you cared to look at it! He was not, however, paying much
attention to her. He was looking in the box, and pulled out a
lampshade, turning to her in annoyance.

He was... a very large man. And he wasn't
wearing a shirt. His body was quite muscular, with wide shoulders
and a flat, muscled stomach. He had a very faint sprinkle of dark
hair on his chest, with a slightly thicker line running down from
his belly button to... where it disappeared in the waistband of the
sweatpants hanging far too low on his hips.

“You crushed my lampshade.”

“Your... stuff is blocking the hallway! What
was I supposed to do? Go away? I live here!”

“You could just move it aside. It's not
exactly heavy.”

“I'm not in the furniture moving business,
Mister... whatever your name is!”

“Kelly. Benjamin Kelly.”

“I am Jessica Hall.”

It was hot in the hallway, and hot outside,
and his chest glistened from the perspiration. It was...
distracting as she fought to keep her head tilted back and her eyes
on his face.

It was quite a nice face, she thought, in a
crude, thick jawed, blue-collar working man sort of way. It was the
sort of face that nature intended to interest young women, and she
fought against her instincts to continue her disapproval of
him.

He was clearly not, after all, anything like
the sort of person she wanted to associate with. How he even
afforded to live here when he was clearly some sort of... truck
driver was beyond her. She would complain to the management if they
were letting in low-class people like this!

“Well, Mister Kelly, how am I supposed to get
into my apartment? It's hot and I'm tired from working all day,”
she said sternly.

“Yeah, well, at least your air conditioning
is working. Mine is still in a box. And I bet I've been working
harder than you, honey.”

“I am not your honey!” she said
indignantly.

“Too bad for you.”

He tossed the lampshade in through the
apartment's open door, stepped into the box, then turned and
without any warning, slipped his hands under her armpits again and
lifted her physically into the air.

Jessica squawked indignantly as he lifted her
over the pile of boxes, swung her around and set her on the floor
behind them.

Her face reddened a second time and she
stumbled back, then tripped over a rolled-up rug and fell on her
backside.

“Better watch your step there,” he said
calmly.

He stepped out of the box, took a large step
over more, and then reached where she was scrambling to her feet.
Before she could say anything he gripped the love seat, lifted it
up, and moved it further along the wall, shouldering her aside in
the process.

“There you are, princess,” he said.

“Thank you so much,” she said
sarcastically.

“We aim to please,” he said.

Then he turned away and bent over, which
inevitably drew Jessica's eyes down to his very shapely and firm
looking bottom, picked up a box, and carried it into his
apartment.

She licked her lips, turned to her own door,
unlocked it, and let herself inside.

What a crude man, she thought.

Her own apartment was pretty hot, too. The
apartment building had no central air conditioning. She went over
to the window air conditioner in the living room and turned it on,
then walked past the kitchen and bathroom into her bedroom and
turned on the other.

She stripped off her jacket, undid her belt
and slipped her trousers off, and then quickly unbuttoned her
blouse and slipped that off too. The blouse went into the hamper,
and she removed her tight, flattening bra with a sense of relief
and tossed it in too. She inspected her jacket and trousers, then
hung them up before slipping off her panties.

She fulminated the entire time about her new
neighbor. Not just because of his crude, casual way he'd treated
her but because he had shown not one single hint of any sort of
interest in her beyond getting away from her.

Which, she recognized, made no sense. That,
after all, was the sort of thing she wanted from men, to treat her
as a person and not a woman. Yet as she went into the bedroom, took
off her glasses, and let her hair down, she thought about how Kent
would have seen her like this.

No doubt thrown her over his shoulder,
carried her into his apartment, and had his way with her!

She rolled her eyes angrily in the direction
of his apartment as his music continued to thump. It was some kind
of cowboy music, and she'd gotten more than enough of that in
Idaho! She turned on the radio in the bathroom and then turned it
up loudly. It was playing classical music, and she did her best to
drown out his silly cowboy song without getting too loud to be
silly herself.

She combed her fingers through her hair,
thinking about his powerful chest, and then her mind strayed into
places she had no business going. Sinful, wicked places. Her
fingers practically twitched at the thought of sliding across that
chest. And she couldn't help thinking about where that thin line of
hair under his belly button went...

She snorted and then stepped out of the
bathroom, opened the small closet in the hall across from it, and
took out a towel.

“You dropped your bag, lady,” a male voice
said as her apartment door – the one she'd forgotten to lock
because she was so distracted, opened. “Whoa!” Kelly said, his eyes
widening as she turned in shock.

She screamed and ran into the bathroom, but
in her panic hit her hip on the door, which flung her sideways into
the counter, which unbalanced her and sent her tumbling to the
floor with a cry of startled pain.

“Uh, are you all right?” he asked, peeking
into the room.

“Don't look at me!”

She squirmed around so that she was sitting
on the floor with her knees up and ankles tightly together..

“So-rry!” he called after her. “I'll just
leave your bag here on the floor.”

“How dare you enter a woman's apartment
without knocking!”

“I did knock,” he said, “I guess you didn't
hear me over your radio.”

He reached over and turned it off.

“So I tried the doorknob, intending to just
drop the back inside. Bad luck you being, well... completely naked
like that.”

She flushed hotly.

“Or maybe it wasn't. I mean, I don't know you
very well. Maybe you walk around naked all evening.”

“I do not! I was having a shower!”

“You don't look wet. Then again...”

His eyes flicked down and her face burned
hotly.

“Get out!”

“Okay, okay. Sorry to intrude and all.”

He eased back, then forward again.

“Sure you wouldn't like a hand up?” he asked
lightly.

“No!”

“You're not sure? Or you're sure?”

She glared at him. “I'm sure!”

“Sure of which? That you want a hand up?”

He stepped forward.

“Don't you dare!”

“Okay,” he said. “But I should stick around
just to make sure you didn't hurt yourself.”

“I'm fine!”

“You are, indeed, fine,” he said,
grinning.

“Get out!”

“There's no need to be rude, Ms.
Jessica.”

“That's not my name, you... you clod! You
oaf!”

“Isn't it? I'm sorry. We weren't really
properly introduced. My name is Ben,” he said, moving forward and
thrusting his hand out to shake hands.

“Get out!” she exclaimed.

“My, my, you certainly are touchie.”

Jessica suddenly remembered that the dildo
was sitting on its base on the shelf right out in the open. She
felt the blood leave her face as she realized that as humiliating
as this was it could get much, much worse if he saw it! And if he
turned his head in that direction he couldn't help seeing it!

“Wait!” she cried as he started to turn in
that direction.

He looked at her in surprise.

“G-Get me a towel! Please!”

He started to turn – again towards the
shower.

“Wait!”

He turned back, looking confused.

“There's some in the cupboard there, under
the counter!” she blurted.

“Really?”

He turned in that direction, which was far
safer, bent over, and opened the cupboard.

“Aren't these used towels?”

“They'll do fine, thank you very much!” she
snapped.

He shrugged and pulled a towel out of the
hamper she kept under the sink, then turned towards her, stepped
forward, and reached out.

Jessica did her best to make sure her body
was still hidden behind her legs and other arm as she stretched out
for it, then snatched it from his hand and quickly wrapped it
around herself as he stood back, looking amused.

She didn't complain. She needed his attention
on her! If he looked to his left he'd see the dildo! If he looked
to his right he'd be looking at the big mirror over the counter –
which would show the dildo! She stood up slowly, adjusting the
towel – a too-small towel as it happened.

She blushed hotly, but at the same time, was
grateful he kept looking at her and not at anything else. At least
now that she was covered – mostly covered – by the towel!

She winced as she tried to take a step
forward.

“You okay?” he asked in concern.

Her hip ached where it had hit the
doorknob.

“I'm fine. Now if you would please back
up.”

He started to turn.

“Wait!”

He turned back, staring at her in
consternation.

“Lady, you are darn confusing.”

“I uhm, if you would take my hand. My hip is
aching quite a bit.”

She had to keep his focus on her! She even
eased the towel down a little. It was already showing the tops of
her full breasts, but she knew full well what caught men's eyes,
and she needed to that or else... or else she'd be even more
humiliated!

She let him take her hand and exaggerated her
limp.

“I could carry you if you like,” he said.
“maybe set you down on your bed.”

She flushed, both embarrassed and... feeling
a sudden rush of dark heat at the thought. Even through her
embarrassment, it was impossible to not think about the fact she
had nothing under her towel, and this big, strong, powerful man was
right there before her, able to do... anything he wanted to
her!

And who knew what a dull-witted, lowbrow type
of man like him might do! Filthy, savage things!

That thought made her anxious, but also sent
a hot little rush of something... animal... through her mind and
body.

“No, thank you,” she said primly.

She just had to ease him back a little
more.

“Say, Jessica,” he said, pausing, “I wonder
if I could ask you a favor.”

“Uhm, uh, what sort of favor?”

“Well, you see, it was pretty hot and heavy
work moving in this heat. I'm kind of hot and sweaty but the water
doesn't seem to be turned on yet. I wondered if I could borrow your
shower.”

She stared at him in astonishment, then her
face flooded with heat.

So did her body. For she had a sudden vision
of him naked in her shower. She'd already seen him naked above the
hips, after all. So she had a pretty good idea of what that would
look like. And the mental image almost took her breath away.

“I-I don't think that would be proper!” she
gulped.

“Oh I'm not proposing anything immoral,” he
said. “Although how unfair it was to you for me to see you naked
like that earlier, I wouldn't blame you if you felt that seeing me
naked would be sort of like... getting even, if you know what I
mean.”

“I-I have no interest in seeing you naked,
Mister Kelly!” she exclaimed.

“You don't? Most women do.”

“I am not most women!”

“That's certainly true. You are far and away
more attractive than most women.”

She was both annoyed and pleased by his words
but was still trying to push him back – with one hand holding her
towel.

“Thank you,” she said stiffly.

“It would be the neighborly thing to do, to
let me take a quick shower. No more than ten minutes, I
promise.”

“I'm sorry but it's out of the question!”

She put more weight on her hand.

“Okay.”
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He stepped back suddenly and Jessica lost her
balance. Instinct took over and she threw her hands out to break
her fall. Her breasts wobbled as she brought herself to a sudden
stop on her knees, and the pressure popped the towel open. She
screamed and grabbed it quickly, holding it against her and
scrambling back to her feet even he stepped forward again to help
her up.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“I-I... I'm... I'm... f-fine!” she
gulped.

She felt more embarrassment. But that dark
little burst of animal heat which had been growing within her
swelled suddenly into something which tightened her chest. She was
clutching a towel against the front of her body with one hand while
he held her other arm.

“I don't think that towel is proper coverage
for a modest young lady,” he said.

He peeled his t-shirt off suddenly, then
before she could protest, pulled the neck over her head, and then
slid the shirt down over her shoulders.

“I-I... th-thank you,” she said in a
strangled voice.

She could hardly refuse, after all! And it
was a big t-shirt on her, sliding down over her breasts and, as she
eased the towel out, dropping well past her hips to cover her to
her thighs.

Of course, it also left his upper body naked
again, with that neat little line of hair heading down past the
waistband of his sweatpants.

And his upper body was even more... masculine
up close. And she was very close!

“Your leg must be hurt worse than you
thought,” he said.

“Uhm, uh, yes, but...I'll... I'll rest it,”
she gulped.

“You should keep your weight off it.”

He gripped her under the arms again and
lifted her easily, sitting her on the edge of the counter. It had
taken her by surprise, and she gasped and squeaked, then moved to
jerk her thighs closed. However, he was standing right before her,
almost touching the edge of the counter. Which meant he was between
her legs.

Her heart beat faster and faster and that
dark little animal something inside her began to growl!

“You know, I learned a little massage in the
army,” he said. “For when muscles are pulled and strained. Maybe I
could help you out.”

“N-No, no, no, that's fine!”

“Which leg is it? Looked like this one.”

His big hands slid around her left thigh and
he squeezed it gently, his fingers working into her flesh.

“Mister... M-Mister Kelly!” she gulped.

He had very big, strong hands!

She put a hand down between her thighs,
pushing the fabric of the T-shirt down, and put her other hand up
against his chest to push him back. The contact with his warm flesh
sent a jolt through her body.

“I can do it!” she squeaked, abandoning the
T-shirt and pushing his hand off her thigh.

“You sure? You have an awfully pretty leg. I
wouldn't want it to get all bruised and sore.”

“I'm fine!” she said desperately.

“You are indeed,” he said with a grin.

She frowned disapprovingly.

“I guess I'll go now.”

“Yes! You should.”

“But it has been interesting meeting you.
It's good to be on good relations with our neighbors, don't you
think? Especially in the big city.”

“Y-Yes.”

“People can feel all alone in big cities,” he
said. “It's always good to have friends, people you can rely on.
People you can talk to and do things with.”

Jessica did not point out that they were
certainly not friends.

“Oh, can I at least wash my hands before I
go?”

The sink was right next to her, and she could
hardly say no as he stepped aside to turn on the tap. She was able
to jerk her thighs together, then too. The problem was that if he
looked into the mirror he'd see the dildo right behind him!

She gasped anxiously, then jerked her leg up
and began to rub her thigh. It was the leg nearest him so even
though that slid the T-shirt further up he couldn't really see
anything extra but more of her thigh and hip.

He was soaping up his hands as he looked at
her, and she gave him a helpless smile.

“It does hurt a little. But I'm sure it's
just a temporary thing,” she assured him.

He nodded and turned off the water, then
picked up the towel and wiped his hands with it before shifting
towards her again.

Jessica gulped as he stood right next to the
counter, practically touching her! And her with her leg up on the
counter!

“Are you sure you wouldn't like help with
that?” he asked softly.

“I-I'm sure!”

“I'll just be saying goodbye then.”

He leaned in and she gasped as his hand slid
behind her head. The next thing she knew his lips were on hers. She
was frozen in place for the longest time as his lips slid
languorously against her own, smooth, warm lips that sent another
hot jolt of that animal hunger through her body.

She knew she ought to protest immediately.
And that was her immediate intention. But the follow-through got
locked up somehow inside her as that animal hunger rose shockingly
fast. She felt his lips easing hers apart, almost... melting
against her to the point she forgot how to breathe!

Both her hands were on his chest now as he
leaned into her, and the slid down, almost involuntarily, then up
again, then down once more as the kiss went on... and on.

Jessica felt herself falling into that kiss
as if mesmerized by it, as if frozen in place. But the heat rushing
through her was shocking.

She tried again to force herself to pull
free, for he was leaning forward more, which caused her to lean
back more. And then she felt it... his groin pressing directly
against her sex. And with the T-shirt forced up she had nothing
there! Another rush of animal hunger swept through her body and
roiled her mind.

And he was still kissing her!

She moaned helplessly into his mouth, but the
kiss was drawing even more of her attention. It was, without
question, by far the best kiss she'd ever experienced in her life!
Granted she didn't have a lot of experience there. But she had been
kissed by boys before and had never really found the experience all
that pleasant.

Often those kisses were so eager they were
bruising. Sometimes they were sloppy and wet, and then gross when
they stuck their tongues into her mouth. This kiss didn't even
belong in the same world as those kisses! It felt as if he were...
feeding off her mouth, and she felt her lips starting to mirror
his, kissing him back even while her mind recoiled from the
immorality of it all!

He pulled back, finally, and left her gasping
and flushed, with her head propped against the wall.

“You know what's good for bruised thighs?

She stared at him stupidly, breathlessly.

Her right knee was angled up to the side, her
bare foot on the edge of the counter. Now he gripped her left and
pushed it aside, spreading her legs wider.

But he couldn't see anything, she thought
wildly.

And then that changed, for he sank to his
knees. He turned to her right leg and kissed her behind the knee,
then his lips slid higher, kissing her again, and then again as
they rose up along her inner thigh. He pressed her leg wider and
Jessica scrambled to push down the T-shirt over her groin as his
lips moved higher.

His tongue slid out and licked along her
thigh, and then he moved his lips higher and higher until his cheek
was pressed against her white knuckles.

“M-Mister... Mister... Kelly!” she
gasped.

“Don't you worry, Ma'am. Country boys know
how to help a girl out,” he said.

His big hand moved hers aside and then his
mouth closed on her naked sex! The feel of his hot breath against
her there sent a shocking rush of something raw and hungry through
her body even before his tongue started to move up and down the
line of her sex!

“You... You... you... c-can't!” she
moaned.

His tongue found her clitoris and began to
lick hungrily. The sensations redoubled, and her hips spasmed. She
felt of heat that made her head jerk back and roll helplessly. Her
body was throbbing with sexual pressure the likes of which she'd
never felt before.

Jessica felt her mind churning and roiling in
the heat, felt her thinking collapsing as if she were drunk – not
that she'd ever been drunk, of course. But there was that one time
in hospital when they'd given her a pill which had made her
light-headed, made her feel as if she was floating.

This felt like she was floating on a swirling
hot sea of liquid fire!

“Oh my God!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh!
Please! Oh!”

The sensations were flooding her mind,
drowning her mind, and then one of his fingers, his big thumb,
pushed between the tight lips of her sex and slid up inside her,
pumping in and out as his tongue swept across her clitoris.

Jessica's muscles spasmed violently and she
cried out, her bones melting under the heat so that she felt as if
she were going limp atop the counter, a mass of burning flesh
without any ability to move.

Why not, she thought frantically. Why not let
this man be the first? Why not use a gorgeous, powerfully built man
like this to live out at least some of her fantasies! She could
apologize to God later! He understood people were weak!

Her hips were already grinding up against
him, and she was having difficulty breathing, her breaths coming in
ragged, shallow gulps of air as fire raced up her spine. She knew
she was near orgasm, and felt a sense of frantic alarm at that. He
mustn't know! Otherwise, he'd think she was some kind of slut!

Then he stood up before her and leaned in. He
seized her hair roughly and jerked her head back as his lips came
down on hers again. This time he was more demanding, yet never
descended to that level of fumbling, bruising force she had
experienced with boys before.

His lips moved hungrily against hers even as
his fingers continued to stroke her 'down there', and
Jessica moaned helplessly into his mouth as heat washed over her in
waves. Then her dazed mind felt a change in the touch of his
fingers against her, felt something softer, more delicious rubbing
against her, something.. thicker.

It pushed against her, and she felt the tight
lips of her sex stretching apart – as they did when she sank down
on the dildo. She was so flustered, her mind sweltering in the
heat, that she didn't understand for long seconds. Then she jerked
violently as she did understand, as the object pushed down into her
body, inch by inch.

“Oh! Oh!” she cried, jerking her lips
free.

He straightened and she stared down in
disbelief at the sight of his thick shaft pushing forward into her
body! She jerked against his grip, but already, she knew, it was
too late. It was true that she was only technically a virgin, given
her use of the dildo and other objects, but it was an important
difference!

And now it was gone as she felt the thickness
of him pushing deep into her belly even as she stared at the sight
of his shaft disappearing. She knew a moment of terrible dismay,
and then a sense of something like clarity. Well, there was no
point in crying over spilled milk and no point in worrying about
something happening when it had already happened.

She felt herself sinking into a kind of dazed
acceptance, even as she shuddered, feeling the tip of his cock
pushing even deeper! She stared at the sight of what was left of
his cock in amazement, then watched as it disappeared entirely and
his body was pressed against hers.

Oh my God, she thought dazedly.

He jerked her head back by the hair and
kissed her again, and then his hips began to work in and out, in
and out, his cock, easily as thick as the dildo, caressing the taut
lips of her sex as it moved in and out of her.

She felt a fleeting thanks to God that she
took birth control pills to regularize her period, and then moaned
into his mouth, her mind and body melting under the rising heat. A
growing sense of wonder gripped her amid the heat. So this is
what it's like, she thought dazedly.

His big hands gripped her thighs, spreading
them wider, and then he straightened, reaching for the t-shirt
covering her torso. He tore it open as if it were made of paper.
The pull jerked her upper body forward, then dropped her back as he
abandoned the remnants.

Jessica gasped in shock, instinctively trying
to cover her breasts, but his hands got there first! She moaned,
gripping his thick wrists as his fingers kneaded her breasts. His
hips thrust into hard, allowing her to feel that delicious thumping
against the back wall of her pussy she enjoyed so much from the
dildo!

And then the orgasm hit, and her head jerked
back wildly, her chest thrusting out, and her hips starting roll
frantically against him. He thrust harder, and she cried out, tried
to stifle it, then cried out again, overwhelmed by the intensity of
the pleasure, her inhibitions melting until she was crying out
again and again.

The orgasm went on and on, and he lifted her
legs up onto his shoulders, then leaned into her, his fingers still
kneading her breasts as his lips came down against hers again. His
chest pushed her legs back against her until she felt folded in
half, mostly laying on her back with her buttocks high and his big
cock stabbing into her like a thick spear of flesh!

She twisted and writhed below him, gripped by
a feverish heat, a heat which continued even as the orgasm faded.
Her hands were on his chest, racing over it in wonder, exulting in
the feel of his muscled flesh against her fingers.

The pleasure, heat, and hunger were...
intoxicating. She couldn't think straight, couldn't think beyond
the pleasure. She moaned, her jaw slack as he straightened up, his
hips still working in and out, harder now. His hips were slapping
against her buttocks and his cock was punching deep into her
quivering belly.

And something inside her gripped one of his
hands insistently, tugging it, pulling it, not away but... up...
up. She pulled that big hand up against her throat as she stared up
at him through glassy eyes. She wasn't able to bring herself to
talk, but he seemed to know what she wanted.

His hand squeezed in around her throat and
she gurgled, her eyes bulging a little. She gasped for breath,
staring up at him, moaning, face flushed, body burning as his hips
thrust down harder and faster. The heat within her surged. Her
mouth opened and closed as she struggled to breathe.

He eased his grip and she drew in deep, shaky
breaths. Then he tightened it again and she moaned and gurgled. The
heat roiled within her, and her body was filled with an incredible
pressure. Then it exploded, and she came again, crying out silently
due to his hand, her head feeling as though it were going to come
apart!

He was pounding her now, simply...
pounding her! His big cock was a piston driving into her
aching belly, and she writhed in the grip of a burning heat as she
surrendered to her own hunger and embraced the pleasure.

Battered, bruised, inside and out, mentally
and physically, she submitted, allowing herself to go limp, letting
him do whatever he wanted with her. Her arms fell aside and she
gasped around his hand, her body shuddering to the hard blows of
his hips.

She wondered if he would strangle her. That
wouldn't be what she deserved. But she felt too good for it to
really worry her. Would they find her like this, the landlord, the
police? Would they come in and find her naked, legs spread wide, so
obviously a victim of a brutal sex fiend? Would they look at her
body and wish they could have had her? Would they think what a pity
it was that such a beautiful, sexy girl had been strangled?

He pulled out and knelt before her again, and
his tongue went after her clitoris as two, then three big fingers
pushed into her sex.

Jessica moaned and shuddered as his tongue
rasped across her clitoris with hard, fast strokes which sent
pulsing ripples of sensation up through her overheated body. She
moaned, for his fingers were large and thick, and pushing upward
against the front wall of her sex, up behind where her clitoris was
as he licked hard against it.

Her hips rolled, her body undulating as the
pleasure and arousal set her muscles spasming and contracting. And
yet... and yet she wanted something... more. Her mind was
scattered, but she knew what she wanted, if not why.

He wasn't being rough enough. Some part of
her needed to feel as if she were being forced, being overpowered,
being abused by this big, savage male. She stared at him there,
licking at her, and then reached out and gripped his short hair,
jerking on it sharply.

He pulled her hand away and continued. She
slapped at the top of his head, then again, harder, then again,
harder still, until he gripped her hand and pinned it down. Then
she used the other to slap against him.

“What are you doing?” he said in
annoyance.

She didn't answer, couldn't answer. But
whenever he let go of her hand she slapped at his head or
cheek.

He pulled back and she let her face turn into
a sneer, then stuck her tongue out at him.

He stood up and let his cock push forward
against her so the shaft lay along the line of her sex and up
against her abdomen. He let it slide slowly up and down, the shaft
caressing her wet pussy.

Jessica stared at it in fascination. It
looked much like the one in her shower, except being a little bit
longer and a little bit wider. And of course, being real. It was
real!

He pushed the head into her and she gulped in
air, then as he leaned in she reached up, finding his nipples, and
pinched them, twisting them. He cursed and she laughed as he drew
back, laughed in a dazed, intoxicated way.

“Bitch,” he growled.

“Bastard!”

His big hand gripped her throat, forcing her
head back against the wall, and Jessica felt a wild jolt of
excitement and energy. He drove his cock deep into her belly again,
pumping in and out as his dark eyes bored into hers.

She gripped his wrist with her hands, then
let her nails dig into it, not too much, not enough to really cause
any damage, just enough to... hurt.

He cursed and jerked his hand back and she
laughed at him, then stuck her tongue out again.

He drew back, then jerked her off the
counter, spinning her around. In an instant, he had ripped the
remnants of the T-shirt off her and bent her roughly forward so
that her breasts pillowed out against the counter.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Oh!”

“Spread your legs.”

“Make me!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

He jerked her thighs apart and she felt him
penetrating her again, pushing his big cock into her body. She
shuddered and closed her eyes, wallowing in the heat, rubbing her
breasts against the counter, trembling as his cock drove into her
to the hilt.

Crack!

“Agh!”

“Hot little slut.”

Jessica felt a wild rush of outraged heat at
the word. Her, a slut!?

She reached back, twisting her body, trying
to run her nails along his thigh, and he gripped her wrist, forcing
it behind her back. She felt a rush of delight, especially when he
gripped the other and pulled them together, crossing her wrists
behind her back.

“Bastard!” she cried.

“Slut!”

She moaned, then cried out as he wound her
hair around the fist of his other hand jerked it up and back. Then
his hips began to pound against her, his big cock spearing deep
into her belly again and again and again!

She whimpered and moaned, overwhelmed by the
sensations, by the wild thrill of heat and arousal drowning her
mind. Her body trembled with the hard blows of his hips against her
buttocks, with the pull of his big hand on her crossed wrists and
the pull of the other on her hair.

Another orgasm swept her up in its embrace,
and she lost her mind to it, crying out with every thrust, with
every hard punch to the center of her abdomen, with ever shuddering
blow from his powerful hips and harsh pull on her hair. She lost
herself to it, glorying in the soaring pleasure that took over her
mind and body.

She felt as if she were reduced to the state
of an animal, a wild, feral bitch in heat being ridden by a hungry,
lustful male. Somehow that felt like the natural order of life,
like the attainment of a perfect state of being, and she wanted it
to continue forever.

Unfortunately, that was impossible. After
several particularly hard, powerful thrusts from the gasping,
grunting male behind her, he halted, his thick phallus still deep
within her. He let go of her hair, then her wrists, as he slowly
withdrew.

Jessica groaned, partly in relief, but also
in disappointment. She hadn't wanted that to ever end.

But maybe she could continue it, perhaps even
make it... better.
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She felt strange, almost giddy, in a way,
free of any sense of embarrassment at her nakedness as he looked
upon her, as he touched her. Instead, she felt almost elated at a
man, a handsome, sexy man, looking at her naked like this, looking
at her approvingly, wanting her, lusting after her.

He lifted her upright and turned her and she
looked up at him, lips pursed determined.

“You have some kind of body, baby, and you're
goddamn hot, too.”

“Of course I am,” she said, trying for
carefree arrogance. “You think I don't know that?”

She reached up to twist his nipples again and
he grabbed her wrists. She stuck her tongue out at him again
then.

“So you want to play the brat, do you?”

Brat? She hadn't thought of it in those
terms. What she wanted to be was... the victim... the victim of
cruel, ruthless, violent male lust.

She leaned in to bite his wrist and he jerked
back.

“Stop that.”

“Make me,” she said in a sneer.

He spun her around and bent her over
again.

Crack!

She gasped but made no other sound.

“Nasty little brat.”

Crack!

She winced but then tried to twist around to
claw at him. Though not seriously.

He gripped her wrists again and crossed them
behind her back. Then he picked up the torn T-shirt. He released
her wrists and tore a big strip down the shirt, which reminded her
just how powerful he was. She hadn't moved her wrists, and he tied
the strip around her wrists, binding them together.

A wild surge of excitement spilled through
Jessica's mind – along with some anxiety.

“Bastard!” she said, trying to awkwardly kick
at him.

Crack!

“Stop it,” he ordered.

“You can't make me!”

Crack!

“Bully! Beast! Pig!”

Crack!

“Bastard!”

Crack!

He jerked her up and around, then his hand
closed around her throat again, forcing her up onto the balls of
her feet. His eyes bored into hers as she gurgled and gasped, then
his arm jerked down, forcing her first to bend, then to kneel. He
shifted his grip from her throat to her hair, wrapping it around
his fist, then pulled her face in against his groin.

“There's work for you to do, woman if you
want my cock inside you again,” he growled.

“I don't want your cock!” she gasped. “It's
too tiny. It's too ugly!”

He ground her face against his groin.

“Ah, something to bite!” she said.

He pulled back at that and she laughed at
him. He snorted, then stepped back, turned and reached into the
shower. She flushed a little as he picked up the dildo and pulled
it out, dropping her eyes in embarrassment.

“I think you like cocks, girl,” he said.

He jerked her head up by the hair and then to
her shock, thrust the dildo into her open mouth.

“Suck! Suck it!” he ordered.

Jessica moaned in pain as his fingers pulled
at her scalp. She stared at the shaft protruding out from beneath
her eyes. Then she sucked, trembling as he pumped it in and out. He
pulled it out, then thrust it in almost deep enough to choke
her.

She moaned, eyes fluttering, and he pulled it
out again.

“You like that cock, baby?”

“I-It's better than yours!” she gasped.

“Think so?”

He pulled her up by the hair and up and back
onto the counter as she twisted and gasped and writhed. Then the
dildo pushed into her, pushed deep. He pumped it in and out, his
thumb resting along the base of the shaft so that it rubbed
steadily against her clitoris as he did.

“Bastard!” she moaned.

“Bitch.”

He pulled it out, then lifted her up over his
shoulder. She gasped, tried to kick him, and found her legs pinned
against his chest as her head hung down over the other side. He
carried her from the room as she tried to bite his back. Then he
flung her onto the bed.

He quickly sat down and yanked her in, then
as she tried to bite him again dragged her across his lap as he sat
on the edge.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!”

She felt the dildo pushed against her,
pushing deep.

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

His big hand slapped stingingly down across
her wriggling buttocks as she cried out and writhed in an effort to
pull free.

“Are you going to do what you're told, brat?”
he demanded, yanking back her hair.

“Y-Y-Yes!” she moaned.

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He forced her off his lap and onto her knees
next to the bed. He shoved the dildo down so the base stuck to the
floor, then forced her down onto it.

“Spread your legs, slut. Wider!” he
barked.

Trembling, moaning, she obeyed, loving the
feel of the dildo pushing up inside her.

He wrapped her hair around his fist and bent
her forward, guiding her lips onto his balls.

“Suck,” he growled.

Panting, she obeyed, staring with a heady
sense of delight at his groin as she drew his testicles into her
mouth, licking and sucking them the way the whores on the internet
did.

She was a whore to be doing this!

But just then she didn't feel any shame over
it. She was tied up! She was being forced!

Sort of.

She moaned as he pulled at her scalp,
mouthing his balls, then licking and kissing at his groin, and
finally his cock. This was not the first time she had engaged in
oral sex, but it was the first time she felt excited about it, as
opposed to feeling disgusted by the need.

Now as he jerked on her hair and reached down
to roughly fondle her breasts, she felt a churning flood of heat
sweeping through her. She let her hips grind down against the
dildo, and gasped helplessly as he 'made her' service his filthy
organ.

“Hot little slut,” he said, roughly squeezing
her breast.

“Pig!” she gasped.

He slapped her breast. It wasn't a hard slap,
but it did sting. More to the point it was outrageous, shocking,
and darkly thrilling.

“Bitch. Do your job,” he growled.

Ohhh, how outrageous, Jessica thought! She
loved it!

As she licked and sucked at it, his cock
began to grow, to fill her mouth. He pumped her head up and down by
the hair, making her gag several times as he pushed her down too
far. Suddenly he pulled her up by the hair, up and to the side as
he stood up himself.

Jessica found herself on her belly, even as
he yanked her hips up.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut.”

“No!” she gasped.

He spread her legs for her and slapped her
bottom again.

“What a gorgeous ass.”

“You're a filthy, sexist animal!” she
cried.

Crack!

“That's sir to you, slut.”

He gripped her hair and yanked.

“Say it.”

“No!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I... won't!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“I will not! You... you animal!”

He pushed himself into her and Jessica
shuddered, then cried out as he jerked on her hair and slapped her
bottom. Her hands pulled and jerked and twisted against the strips
of cotton he'd used to bind her wrists, as it to constantly remind
herself she was tied up and helpless.

Her eyes narrowed to slits and she gasped and
moaned as he used her so roughly, as he rode her like a bitch, like
an animal, like a helpless prisoner to his lust!

She gave herself to the heat and pleasure,
feeling her mind melting again.

And then suddenly he pulled out and roughly
pushed her so she fell over onto her side. She cried out as he
gripped her by arm and hair and turned her around on the bed until
her right shoulder was right at the edge. Then he pushed his cock
into her open mouth.

She gurgled dazedly, then her eyes bulged as
the head of his cock pushed deep into her throat. This wasn't a
matter of accidentally pushing too far. He held her head firmly in
place by the hair and pushed his cock determinedly forward until
every inch of it was buried in her mouth and throat.

A powerful emotional shock tore through the
heat, even as her body twisted and jerked in convulsive,
instinctive attempts to pull back. He held her firmly, however, and
she almost immediately realized what he was doing. She'd seen
videos on the internet of women doing this, after all.

She fought her gag instinct, fought not to
have her stomach – mercifully empty – overturn, fought to control
the ache in her throat from the thickness of the 'meat' she'd been
forced to swallow. It rested there, buried, her lips wrapped around
the base of his shaft as her body twisted and jerked.

Her head pounded from lack of oxygen, and her
chest began to burn. She became more desperate, moaning, her legs
kicking. And finally, he slid his cock back and out, allowing her
to gulp in ragged, desperate breaths of air.

“Every hot little brat needs to learn to deep
throat,” he said.

She had rolled onto her stomach, and he
pulled sharply on her hair, dragging her forward so that her
breasts slid off the edge of the bed. Then he forced her head back
again and pushed his cock back into her mouth and straight down her
throat.

Jessica was light-headed but understood what
was happening faster this time. Still, understanding and coping
with it were two different things. He buried his cock in her
throat, and she had even less leverage to resist now, for her head
was instinctively pulling back, but was already pulled back by his
fist in her hair.

He slid back, then pushed forward again,
grinding her lips against his groin. He pulled back halfway, then
buried himself again, grinding her face against him. Then he pulled
back and let her gasp for breath.

“Are you going to do what you're told, brat?”
he demanded.

Jessica gulped in air desperately as he
rubbed his spit-wet cock over her face.

“Are you?”

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

He slapped her face with his cock.

“Say yes sir.”

She didn't want him shoving his cock down her
throat again!

“Yes, Sir!”

He slapped her face with his cock again.

“Again, brat.”

“Yes, Sir!' she moaned as he bent over and
fondled her breast.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

She would not!

He thrust his cock into her mouth and down
her throat again, and drew it slowly back before burying it, drew
it slowly back before slamming it home. Then he pulled out again as
she gasped for breath.

“Say it, brat.”

“I-I'm your bitch!” she gasped dazedly.

He slapped one of her breasts.

“Sir,” he said. “Say it.”

“I... I'm your bitch, Sir!” she panted.

“Turn around, face down, ass high, legs
spread,” he growled.

He shoved her and released her hair and,
chest heaving, the dazed girl turned, moaning, raising her
hips.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, brat.”

She shifted her knees apart, still gasping
for breath. Then she felt his fingers at her sex, penetrating her,
rubbing against her sex.

“I bet you want a big cock inside your hungry
little pussy,” he said.

He was so outrageous! So filthy! So
incredibly, shockingly raw and animalish!

Crack!

“Beg for my cock.”

“I... will not!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Beg, slut!”

“I will do no such thing!”

Crack!

“Slut,” he said.

“I am not!”

Crack!

She moaned as she felt the head of his cock
rubbing up and down against her entrance. It pushed forward,
stretching the tight opening, and she moaned as she felt him
pushing forward. He hesitated, just the first few inches inside
her, then drove himself remorselessly into her body as she trembled
and shook and cried out.

Crack!

“Hot little slut.”

He brought his right foot, now bare, down
atop her head, pressing it into the mattress as he began to thrust
himself in and out of her quivering body, using his cock like a
weapon, thrusting it into her with hard, plunging strokes that made
her cry out again and again.

Then she felt him gathering in her hair. His
foot pulled back and he pulled on her hair even as he leaned into
her to keep her head from rising.

“You like my cock, baby?” he demanded,
leaning over her as his hips began to slap against her upraised
buttocks. “You like the feel of my cock inside you, you slutty
little brat?”

“Oh! Uh! Ungh! Oh! Oh! Ugth!” she gasped as
his cock drove into her.

Heat rose in waves, her entire body filling
with a desperate sexual passion as her face filled with dazed
hunger. She cried out as the fist in her hair jerked on it
repeatedly, cried out as he slapped her bottom. Then he drove his
arm under her right hip, his fingers finding her clitoris, and her
cries became far more intense.

“Come for me, you arrogant bitch,” he said.
“Let me feel your hot pussy squeezing down around my cock.”

He drew back and yanked up and back on her
hair with enough force to lift her torso off the bed. She cried out
as he pulled her back against his chest, his right hand still
between her legs, fingers rubbing her clitoris. His left shifted
from her hair to her throat, squeezing as he pinned her back
against his chest.

“Come for me, brat. Come for me, bitch. Come
like a whore,” he growled.

And then she did, screaming almost
soundlessly with his hand around her neck, her entire body
trembling and shaking as her nervous system overloaded under a
howling, tumbling, churning wave of liquid heat.
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Although she dressed the same when she left
for work in the morning, Jessica felt anxious, almost furtive, as
if she were only pretending to be what others saw, fearful of the
real her being discovered.

The real her, of course, was a filthy slut!
It was impossible to deny that after basically giving
herself to that awful man next door! She had let herself be seduced
by his manly body and handsome face and let him do the most
outrageous things to her! Not to mention the way he had treated
her! And the words he'd said!

She had to acknowledge that she'd brought
much of that on herself, too. She had wanted him to tie her up,
wanted him to treat her roughly. That was in accordance with her
fantasies, after all. And it had certainly excited her. It had
aroused her past all decency!

There wasn't a single person she knew who
would not have been horrified to learn she had been involved in
such a perverted, obscene demonstration of pre-marital sex!
Especially with a man she barely knew, had barely met!

She'd probably be fired, she thought, and
rightly so. For her morals clearly did not fall in line with that
of the family values and Christian morality the party espoused.

And yet despite the guilt, she felt a heady
sense of thrilled awakening. The truth was that regardless of the
morality of what she'd done, and regardless of how it went against
every fiber of her belief she should be treated as a person rather
than a woman, it had been too exciting for her to not want to
experience it again. Or at least something similar.

It was perhaps painfully ironic that the very
next day she was required to participate in a conference on how to
dissuade teenagers from having sex without teaching them birth
control. Personally, she had never been a part of that group which
felt birth control was sinful, nor that teaching it was a way to
diminish teen pregnancy and abortions.

Teaching them that chastity was the proper
and Christian preference for those not married, though, had always
been something she supported deeply. Now she felt like a hypocrite
given her lack of virginity. The senator wanted her in, though, as
her opinion on 'youths' would be insightful.

Nor was she about to refute that. If that was
part of why he hired her she would do her best to fulfill his
expectations.

It also made her mind squirm a little talking
about the temptations the young faced on the internet.

“It simply seems that no matter how innocent
your searches, if you are on the internet enough you are going to
come across these … unsuitable sites,” she said. “As long as very
young teenagers and even pre-teens have such ready access to filth
like that their temptations will grow.”

Which was true enough, she thought sourly.
Wasn't it her own viewing of such pornography which had aroused
her, tempted her, made her so excited at the prospect of taking
part in something similar and causing her to give in to her baser
impulses?

The room was not a large one, nor
particularly luxurious. There were no politicians present, after
all, but only a variety of legislative assistants and aides
crafting a policy document for the politicians to consider. The
board room table was a pale oak, seating fourteen people at the
present, all of them Republicans, and all of them in business
dress.

She suspected that many of the participants,
especially the men, had spent considerable time examining such
pornography themselves, and knew that any discussion would involve
hypocrisy on the part of many people, and not just herself.

“I don't think we can keep porn off the
internet, or, except for family filters, keep kids from seeing it,”
one of the men said.

“We can largely keep small kids from seeing
it with the filters,” another said, “But once they get into their
teens they'll be able to figure ways around those pretty
quickly.”

“We've tried banning before and never been
able to get it through,” a third said.

“We could try to focus just on the nastier
stuff,” Munro said. “The stuff which the liberals hate, too, like
the abusive and violent images of women being degraded.”

“All that disgusting bondage stuff,” another
muttered.

“We could get help from the feminists,”
another of them said, “They hate the idea of porn too.”

“Except gay porn, the hypocrites,” another
remarked.

“Yeah, it doesn't matter how filthy or
violent it is. If it's gay they're all for it!”

“We need to work up a paper on the dangers to
young minds of seeing such imagery,” Munro said. “Especially with
regard to the degradation of women. That should get us lots of
liberal support.”

The meeting broke up and she went back to her
cubicle, crafting a brief memo on the outcome of the meeting and
sending it to the senator. She wasn't very enthusiastic about any
of it, though, and wished she could get off this committee.

She turned towards Andrea as the blonde woman
sat down.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey. How was the meeting?”

Jessica made a face. “They decided to try and
ban more violent porn, and focus on its impact on young minds”

“Very brave of you all,” Andrea said with a
smile. “I don't think that the senior leadership is going to want
to bring up any mention of pornography, though.”

“Why not? Oh.”

“Yes. Hard to be the party against porn when
your leader gets caught paying off porn stars he's having affairs
with.”

“I don't think I want to make that point to
them,” Jessica said.

Andrea laughed. “Don't blame you. I'm sure
someone will, though.”

“We should be working on more economic and
fiscally conservative issues,” Jessica said, frowning.

“They like hot-button issues that get the
evangelicals all hot and bothered.”

“Then focus on immigration. That has broader
support. Most people support having a secure border. And the Dems
are all for opening the borders and letting anyone in. That ought
to be a winner for us if we play it right.”

“We tried, remember. All they could focus on
were kids in cages.”

“That idiot Sessions just sprang a policy
change on the Border Patrol with no warning and no time to prepare
proper facilities!” Jessica complained. “So they had to put people
in warehouses just like Obama did.”

“But they tore children from their families!”
Andrea said mockingly.

“The judges said you couldn't hold children
with parents when the parents are arrested!”

“Don't expect any honesty or integrity from
the media,” Andrea said, shrugging.

Jessica sighed. She knew that, of course, but
she was having issues with her own honesty and integrity. She was
acting like a proper, moral woman when she'd acted like a filthy
whore the other evening!

Worse, she wanted to do it again!

She ached inside, and every time she focused
on it and remembered how she felt her nipples hardened!

She had lunch with Andrea and found herself
studying the vivacious blonde. She seemed to be able to find a
middle path, being rather obviously female and attractive, but
still respected. Jessica was tempted to ask her advice but afraid
of revealing how much of her own look was a charade.

They sat down at the cafeteria and a man
wandered by, greeting the blonde girl. Andrea replied with a flirty
attitude and a smile.

“How do you get away with that?” she
asked.

“What?”

“You know, flirting with men at work without
anyone thinking ill of you.”

Andrea smiled faintly. “Honey, no one really
expects you to be a nun.”

She waved her fork at Jessica's suit.

“I had to dress like that when I first got
here, too. But once I had established that I was good at a lot of
things, and got a measure of respect I was able to loosen up and
act more... normally. Obviously, there are limits to what you can
wear and how you can behave. But you don't have to dress like a
librarian from the nineteenth century.”

“I don't dress like a librarian,” Jessica
said in annoyance.

Andrea grinned. “You know for some men that
look just interests them more.”

“What? Why?”

“Because it's what they can't see that
intrigues them. They imagine under that prim and proper exterior
there must be a raging nymphomaniac waiting to be released.”

“How ridiculous!”

“They're the products of that porn you were
talking about. Every time they want to show a smart girl or a
conservative girl they dress her like that, then suddenly she takes
off her glasses, lets her hair down and tears her clothes off and
turns out to be a wild, sexy slut.”

“And have you been watching a lot of porn?”
Jessica asked sourly.

Andrea laughed. “No, but it's sort of public
domain. I mean, everyone knows it. Just like every teen movie that
shows the shy, nerdy girl suddenly doing a big reveal which
involves letting her hair down and removing her glasses. Now she's
more like a cheerleader! And who knew!?”

“Popular culture is a sewer,” Jessica
muttered.

“No arguments here.”

She wondered if that was what had excited
Kelly so much. He'd seen her all wrapped up, and then suddenly seen
what was underneath. No wonder he'd turned into a raving,
lust-crazed pervert.

Who you led on, she told herself.

*

When she got home there was no sign of Kelly.
She closed and firmly locked her door, then stripped. She looked at
herself naked in the mirror, imagining what he'd thought when he'd
first seen her, and how excited he'd been to be able to... to do
that stuff to her.

Well, I am awfully sexy, she thought,
posing. No wonder he had gotten so aroused.

She shook her head, and then, for want of
anything better, turned on the water and stepped into the
shower.

Her mind kept flitting to those nasty, wicked
memories, though, especially once she started sliding her hands
over her slick, wet, soapy flesh.

She let her slender finger slide up and down
her pussy, and then glanced up at the dildo she kept on the shelf.
She pulled it down and then knelt. There was a seat in the shower,
bolted to the wall. It swung up or down like a movie theater seat,
and she normally had it pushed back out of the way.

She pulled it down now, and then pushed the
suction cup against the frame on one side before turning around and
dropping onto all fours.

She moaned softly, raising her bottom and
reaching back. She let the tip of the cock push against her sex,
her breathing growing heavier as she pushed back against it.

He'd been a crude savage in bed, treating her
as nothing more than a sex toy!

She lowered herself to her shoulders, gasping
as she pushed back further. Her knees shifted apart and she gasped
as the dildo pushed in harder. Her hips began to work in and out as
she remembered the big man thrusting into her.

She whimpered as she worked her hips in and
out, in and out, taking the dildo deeper into her body. She was
becoming more overheated, and her breasts swayed beneath her, her
nipples sparkling with excitement.

She reached up with one hand, roughly
squeezing one breast and pinching the nipple. A crude man like him
would always be rough! He'd used her like a whore!

Her body thrummed with sexual tension and she
forced her hips back still further, using the longest stroke she
could, whimpering and moaning as the heat threatened to suffocate
her! Her eyes narrowed to slits and she wallowed in the heat and
hunger

It was so good! It was sooooo goood!

She gasped and grunted at every thrust of her
hips, jamming herself back against the big dildo, reveling in how
deeply she was penetrated as she remembered him riding her so hard,
using her like his bitch! Then she reached back with one hand,
thrusting it under her body, her fingers finding her clitoris and
rubbing frantically.

It took very little time now, and she clamped
her other hand over her mouth as the orgasm exploded within her.
She cried out, again and again, muffled by the palm of her hand,
the pleasure even more intense now that she didn't have to imagine
what it would be like, but could remember it.

It tore through her body like a howling
storm, filling her nervous system with the raw, wondrous pleasure
of dark heat!

She let her hands drop away, gasping, her
breasts pressed to the floor now as she gulped in air.

I'm turning into a slut, she thought
dazedly.

She needed to get rid of this filthy dildo
and go to church more!

She sat up and then slowly slid herself
forward off the dildo. She groaned and sat back on her heels, then
reached behind her and dislodged the thing from the seat. She
pulled the seat down all the way, then used it to help stand, for
her legs felt shaky.

She put the dildo back on its shelf and shook
her head, turning on the water to rinse herself off. She was weak,
that was her problem. She needed to steel herself against such
temptation. Then again, maybe using the dildo helped to defuse the
hunger, helped to ease her animal lust, helped to satisfy her...
her cravings.

She sighed and turned off the water, then
reached up and back to ring out her hair. She slid the shower door
open and slipped the towel off its ring, then swept it around her
head, squeezing it around her and her hair until she'd drawn most
of the water out.

She turned the towel around and slid it
around her body, rubbing herself dry, or mostly dry, then tossed it
on the counter as she stepped out of the shower. She opened the
shower door, for even with the fan it was getting stuffy and humid
in the room. The air from the hall was cooler, particularly since
she'd had both air conditioners running now for about twenty-five
minutes.

She peeked out and looked at the door again,
just to make sure it was still locked, then she brushed and dried
her hair. That done, she went to her bedroom and found a clean pair
of panties, then slipped on her nightshirt.

Dinner was almost ready when there was a
knock at the door.

Jessica squeaked and her head jerked around,
her eyes widening as she stared at the door anxiously. It had to be
him! HIM!

What am I going to do!? she thought
wildly.

He knocked again and she moved helplessly
towards the door.

“Yes?” she gulped.

“The thing is,” he said, “My air conditioner
is installed but the electrical plugs in the room aren't working.
That management guy I spoke to said the fuse had probably blown.
And the fuse box for this floor is in your apartment.”

In hers!? Whyever was it in hers!?

“I... I don't... I mean...”

“If you could just let me in for a minute so
I could take care of that I'll be out of your hair, Ma'am.”

Ma'am? She wasn't old enough to be called
ma'am, she thought in annoyance. And she'd had sex with him! Why
was he calling her ma'am? Had the sex meant so little to him? Was
it that impersonal!?

“Well, do you know where the fuse box is?
Perhaps I could fix it.”

“I'm afraid it's an old-fashioned fuse box,
ma'am. The kind that needs actual round fuses. I happen to have a
few because I lived in an older house myself before coming to DC.
But I'm not sure which one will work.”

“Oh... well... wait a moment!”

She couldn't reasonably refuse! But she would
refuse anything else! She was determined on that, even though her
body was already thrumming with sexual tension.

She threw on her robe and then unlocked the
door before jumping back.

“Come in,” she gulped.

He stepped into the apartment. And he was
wearing even less than the other day! All he had on were a pair of
loose gray, shorts with a drawstring waist! And his chest
glistened.

“Sorry about this,” he said. “It's kind of
hot in my place and I've been rearranging furniture and putting
things away.”

“Uhm... uhm, fine,” she gulped.

“I love that cool,” he sighed, walking into
her living room.

She frowned behind him, then closed the door.
When she turned her head back to him he was bent over the window
air conditioner, basking in the cool air. Her eyes slid down onto
his bottom and she felt that sexual tension within her rising even
higher.

The man was practically naked!

“If... if you could get that fuse box,” she
gulped.

“Sorry about this. I'll get at that fuse box
and be on my way. You know where it is?”

“Uhm, I uhm, don't remember seeing it,” she
said helplessly.

“Could be in a closet or something. They're
usually out of the way. Could it be in your kitchen? They often put
them there. Sometimes against the wall at the back of
cupboards.”

His eyes moved along the wall, then as
Jessica turned and eyed the kitchen. Getting away from him would be
a very good thing!

“I'll check,” she said.

She went into the kitchen and checked the
walls, then opened some cupboards. She turned just in time to see
him disappear into her bedroom, and then remembered seeing a box on
the wall in the lower closet. And then she remembered something
else.

That gauzy, see-through nightgown was hanging
right in the front of the closet!

He had already opened the door by the time
she'd gotten there, and with a grin, he lifted the hanger with the
gauzy black gown off to examine it.

Her face flushed and she glowered at him.

“Now this is the sort of thing women should
wear when they go out,” he said.

“Don't be ridiculous!” she snapped, grabbing
it from him.

“Well, not all women,” he said. “Only the
ones with gorgeous bodies like you.”

Her nipples tingled and her breasts felt
swollen and warm as his eyes looked her up and down.

“I don't know if you think I'm some kind of
slut,” she exclaimed angrily.

“Not at all. You're just... repressed.”

“I am not repressed!”

“No?”
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He grabbed her by the scruff of the neck,
swung her around, and backed her against the wall as she squeaked
in shock.

“Then how about I strip you naked, put you on
that bed again, and make you scream in pleasure?”

Before she could answer he was kissing her.
She struggled, at first, though not very strongly, and more for
show, then moaned helplessly as his incredible kiss disarmed her
just like it had the other day. She let her head lay back against
the wall as his mouth threatened to consume her, voracious and
filled with dark hunger!

She barely noticed as he undid the belt of
her robe, then pushed the robe back over her shoulders. He pulled
his lips back only to yank her nightshirt up roughly, and pull it
over her head. Then as she instinctively closed her arms over her
breasts he yanked her panties down.

“Oh! Wait! S-Stop!” she gasped.

“Sure.”

He pulled her away from the wall and she
almost staggered. Then he pulled the robe off its hanger and tossed
it to her.

“Put that on.”

“You can't tell me what to do!”

“Do you want me to tan your beautiful ass?”
he growled.

Heart pounding, Jessica turned away from him
and pulled the nightgown over her head, letting it slide down
around her body. He swung her around again and she gasped, eyes
wide. His were wider, though.

“Holy Fucking Jesus,” he said.

She felt a wave of heat but turned away.

“Please don't use such filthy language!”

He snorted, then pulled her wrists back
together behind her.

“What are you doing!?”

“Tying you up.”

She felt a wild stab of heat and
excitement.

“I didn't say you could do that!”

“I didn't ask.”

He was wrapping something around her wrists,
tying it tightly. It felt like a shoelace!

He spun her around and she flushed hotly,
dropping her chin as he looked her up and down again.

“Now that is enough to give a saint a
hard-on,” he said.

He pushed her to her knees, then jerked his
shorts down. His cock sprang up and she gasped, staring at it. She
remembered now how he'd shoved it down her throat the other day,
and how uncomfortable and difficult that had been. But she also
remembered the dark, seething heat and the sense of having
conquered something.

He pushed himself against her mouth and she
moaned anxiously.

“Suck my cock,” he ordered.

Her eyes flashed up at him using such
language, not to mention daring to make such a demand. She wondered
how he'd like it if she bit him! Not hard, of course, but just hard
enough to give him a pointed message.

She gasped and winced as he tugged on her
hair, then gurgled and gagged as he pushed the head in deep before
pulling it back. He rubbed it over her face as he wound her hair
around his fist, and she moaned helplessly, excitedly.

“Hot little slut.”

“I am not a slut!' she exclaimed.

He shoved his cock into her mouth again, then
down her throat. Jessica gagged weakly, trembling and shaking as he
drew her forward, both hands on her head, then held her pressed
against him with his cock buried in her mouth and throat.

“Best way to shut a woman up,” he said.

Even though her struggle with her aching
throat Jessica felt a sense of indignation.

He pulled back, but she was too breathless to
complain. And when he pulled her mouth in against his testicles she
moaned in relief, sucking and licking them as he looked down at
her.

“I'll make you an expert cock-sucker in no
time,” he said.

“Must you use obscene language!?”

“Yes.”

He pushed his cock into her mouth again, then
down her throat, and Jessica trembled and shook, her body
instinctively trying to draw back but unable to do anything against
his strength.

“You're getting better at this,” he said.

He started pumping his cock in and out, then,
and she gurgled and almost choked as his cock moved up and down in
her throat.

“Maybe I should have brought your dildo from
the bathroom. I bet you're hungry for a big cock inside you.”

She gasped and coughed as he pulled free.
Then he pulled her to her feet.

“Let's go to my place.”

She had little choice, for he marched her to
the door, opened it, walked out into the hall, closed her door
behind her, then walked to his closed door. He opened and pulled
her inside, and she moaned as she stared around.

It was a very masculine apartment, and bigger
than hers. It was a corner unit. His furniture was all big, thickly
padded black leather and dark, glossy wood. He led her to a dining
room table, then pulled out one of the chairs. The chairs were
gray, the soft foam padding running up from the seat to a rounded
top – which he bent her over.

Crack!

“Spread your legs.”

“I-I refuse,” she said.

She wanted something more... erotic, more
exciting, darker, and more hedonistic than being bent over a
kitchen chair!

He snorted, then pushed the straps over her
shoulders. The lacy nightgown slid down her body and he pulled it
off.

He sat down on the chair and yanked her
across his lap!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Stop! Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Say please sir.”

“Please, sir!”

She felt his hand sliding over her buttocks,
caressing and squeezing them, then pushing in between her trembling
legs. She moaned as his fingers pushed into her embarrassingly
moist sex and began to twist and turn.

“Nice and hot and wet,” he said.

Her face flushed with both excitement and
embarrassment.

“Y-You're a... a filthy pig!'

Crack!

“Show respect for your betters, girl.”

“You're not my better!”

Crack!

“Then show respect for your biggers.”

His fingers pushed in and out, then pulled
free. His thumb pushed into her, his large, thick thumb, and his
slick fingers now began to rub her clitoris as his thumb pressed
down against it from inside her body.

Jessica gasped and shuddered as the pleasure
rippled through her belly.

“Do you like being masturbated?”

Her mind squirmed and she tried to close her
thighs.

Crack!

“Are you being a bad girl again?”

“Bastard!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Oh!”

“Such language.”

“Ow! That hurts!”

It's supposed to hurt. That's how bad little
girls are taught their manners.”

“I am not a girl!”

Crack!

“You're whatever I tell you you are.”

“You're an arrogant... man!”

“Okay.”

Crack!

“And you're a bratty little girl.”

Crack!

“And if you're not careful I'll make you
kneel in the corner until you mend your behavior.”

His fingers were plunging in and out of her
sex, twisting and turning as they moved in and out, and his thumb
was stroking across her clitoris, making it pulse with energy.
Jessica's mind was swept with contrary emotions, from wild
indignation and outrage to a dark, seething heat.

“Y-You are an animal!” she gasped.

“I guess you're just going to have to be
taught a few life lessons,” he said.

He lifted her off his lap and led her to the
corner of the room, then pushed her down onto her knees.

“Kneel in the corner,” he ordered.

“I will not!”

“If you don't I'll take a strap to your
ass.”

“You wouldn't dare!”

“Try me.”

He left the room and Jessica looked after
him, outraged. She stared at the wall, feeling it pressing against
her breasts. Her mind whirled as she tried to figure out how she
should respond to him. On the one hand, this was exactly the sort
of outrageous, perverted, thrilling behavior she wanted.

On the other, she certainly didn't want HIM
to know that! If she stood up and moved away from the wall... would
he really strap her? The thought made her nervous. She'd never
experienced this sort of physical... attack! No one had ever hit
her before. And she was startled at how much her bottom stung from
his slaps.

Her fantasies had long imagined her being
punished, even whipped, but she hadn't really been able to imagine
the pain which would accompany such punishments. Still, her body
thrummed with sexual excitement and her mind was even more aroused,
for being tied up and... and punished, tortured, was the thing of
her darkest fantasies.

As long as it didn't hurt too much, of
course...

He came back carrying – she blushed fiercely
– her dildo. He also had a kind of curved pipe and some rope. He
came over to the corner and squatted behind her, and then tied rope
around first her right leg, then her left, just above the knees. A
moment later he gathered her hair in, combing it with his fingers,
drawing it in and... braiding it.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she demanded.

“Whatever I want. Might makes right, you
know.”

“It most certainly does not! Unless you're
some kind of... of barbarian!”

“Just call me Conan, then.”

He picked up the strange, curved pipe, and
Jessica twisted her head, trying to see what he intended to do with
it.

“Face the wall, brat.”

“You can't tell me what to do!”

“Clearly you're wrong.”

He pushed her face into the wall and his
shoulder leaned into her, too. Then she gasped as she felt
something hard, something slippery and hard and round, pressing
against her back opening. She was too stunned to even react, at
first, sure she must somehow be mistaken.

“Oh! What are you DO-ing!” she squealed.

“Taking care of teaching you some
manners.”

She felt the hard thing pushing into her
bottom, slick and slippery as he twisted and turned it.

“Stop! Take – ow!”

He jerked back on her hair suddenly, and her
mind became completely distracted from what was going on down
there. That seemed to loosen her sphincter and the thing slid
deeper inside her!

“That should do it,” he said.

He pulled back on her loosely braided hair,
forcing her head up and back so that she was staring up at the
ceiling above her. She felt pressure inside her, on the underside
of her tailbone. The pipe was curved around it and went up between
her buttocks on the outside.

And then it became clear he had tied her hair
to the thing!

Jessica was so flabbergasted, so astonished
she couldn't even bring herself to speak, at first.

“Over here,” he said.

He pulled on her arm and Jessica squealed,
unable to pull her head forward as his strong hands gripped her
arms and slid her sideways and around until she was facing the
table.

“Sit on your heels,” he ordered.

She felt pressure on her shoulders and bent
her knees, then gasped as she felt the head of her dildo pushing
against her sex.

“Oh! What are you doing!?” she moaned

“Don't worry. You'll enjoy it, I'm sure. It
will, at any rate, be a learning experience.”

She sank slowly down, gasping as the dildo
pushed up into her body. In short order she was sitting on her
heels. He then pulled her knees wide, tying the ropes off
somewhere. This left her kneeling before him with her legs spread,
her back arched, and unable to see anything but what was above her.
Her head was so far back, in fact, she had to put her bound hands
out on the floor behind her to keep from falling over.

“Now then, let's chat,” he said.

She heard a chair being pulled over, and then
he sat in front of her.

“U-Untie me!” she gasped.

“Nope. I've decided you're going to be my sex
slave,” he said.

Jessica felt an emotional jolt at that. On
the one hand, he said it so casually it was clearly not serious. On
the other, she felt a wild sense of heat at the very idea!

“I am not your sex slave!” she exclaimed.

“But you want to be.”

“I do not! You animal!”

She felt his big warm hand sliding over her
breasts, caressing them, kneading them softly, then leaned over,
sliding his hand down her body and between her legs. The lips of
her sex were stretched wide around the shaft of the dildo, and his
fingers stroked smoothly against her clitoris as she gasped and
gulped in air.

“Let me introduce myself,” he said.

“I already know who you are!”

She squealed as he gripped one of her nipples
and pinched it, then twisted it sharply.

“You should call me sir.”

“I-I will not!”

He pinched the other and twisted it and she
gasped, her nipples burning.

“Slave girls should show respect for their
masters.”

“I'm not a slave girl and you're not my
master!”

He was still rubbing her clitoris as he
twisted and pinched her nipple again.

He got up and moved away, leaving the room,
then returned and leaned over her, holding... holding a clear
plastic ruler.

“What is that?”

“My riding crop.”

“What!?” She stared up at it, baffled.

“To punish my sex slave if she acts up.”

“I'm not your sex slave!”

He began to slap the center of her right
breast, then with quick, fast little slaps of the ruler that made
her nipple burn hotly!

“Oh! Don't!” she cried.

“Say please.”

“Please!”

“Say please sir.”

The ruler slapped against her other breast in
short, rapid little motions.

Slapslapslapslapslapslapslapslap!

“Oh! Please, sir!”

“That's better. See, you're learning?”

He dropped something into her open mouth and
she gasped, then tasted chocolate. She spit it out again.

“Bad girl,” he said. “Here I was rewarding
you with a treat.”

“I'm not your pet or your slave girl!”

“You're sure of that?”

“Y-yes!” she gasped as he rubbed faster
against her clitoris.

The heat began to burn hotter and the sexual
pressure grew within her as his left hand stroked and caressed her
body while the right fingered her pussy. Then he plucked a few
loose hairs at the top of her head and pulled.

“Oh!” she gasped.

She rose off her heels and he let go of the
hairs on her head. She sank back down, gasping anew as she slid
down the dildo to the base. Again he pulled on a few hairs and she
was forced to rise up. Again he relaxed his grip and she slowly
slid down. All while his fingers stroked against her.

Jessica's breathing became more and more
ragged, and her head became more and more muddled. Her care and
concern about how she behaved and protecting her pride began to
melt under the growing intensity of her hunger.

He pulled up on the hairs so that her scalp
stung. She rose up several inches. Then he eased his grip and she
slowly sank down. The heat became sweltering, and her eyes
fluttered as her mind baked in the heat.

He drew back and she gasped as he slapped her
nipple with the ruler.

“Ride that cock,” he ordered.

Slap!

“Ride it.”

Slap!

“Up and down. Up and down.”

Slap!

“Oh!

Slap!

“Oh, please!” she gasped.

Slap-slap-slap!

“Sir,” he said.

“Please... sir!” she gasped.

Slap!

“Ride that cock, slave girl.”

Slap!

“Ride it!”

Whimpering, moaning, her mind drowning in
dark heat, Jessica obeyed, riding up and down on the dildo as his
fingers rubbed her clitoris.

“Nasty, wicked slave girl,” he said.

Slap-slap-slap!

“Oh! Oh!”

“Ride that cock!”

She shuddered, her body jerking convulsively,
and then like a dam bursting, the orgasm washed over and her and
flooded her with an overwhelming rush of exquisite pleasure.

“Come for your master, you nasty little sex
slave,” he said, rubbing her clitoris as she rode the dildo.

Jessica rode the dildo frantically, crying
out again and again, the pleasure a crescendo of raw sensation
drowning her in wonder and ecstasy. Her hips rode up and down, up
and down as she wallowed in the pleasure and passion. Then,
finally, gasping for breath, she sank down with a shuddering
groan.

“That was quite interesting to see,” Kelly
said.

He moved around behind her, dropped his
shorts, and plunged his hard, thick cock through her open lips and
down her throat.

Jessica trembled and gurgled. She couldn't
move her head. She could only look up at him, staring at his cock
pushing in and out of her open mouth. His hips worked in and out as
his cock pumped up and down in her throat, and she gurgled dazedly,
her eyes crossing as she became light-headed from lack of
oxygen.

He pulled out and she coughed repeatedly,
gulping in air as he fumbled at her hair. She felt her hair coming
loose from the pipe thing and groaned dazedly as he tilted her
forward again. Her head came forward and her eyes fluttered as she
sucked in deep lungfuls of air.

His big hand closed around her throat and
pulled her forward while lifting so that she rose off her heels.
She felt the pipe sliding out of her. He dropped to his knees
behind her, and a moment later something else pushed against her
back opening, something thick and slick but much warmer.

She gurgled as he tightened his grip on her
throat, then cried out – nearly silently – as she felt his thick
cock pushing deep into her ass.

His fingers loosened but he pulled her down
and Jessica dazedly slid down his cock, feeling it push deep into
her belly.

“As my slave girl, I own every one of your
orifices,” he said into her ear. “And I intend to make use of them
all.”

His right hand slid over her hip and his
fingers found her clitoris. His left remained around her neck,
pinning her against him as he began to thrust in and out. Her eyes
were glazed and she was still gasping for breath as his big cock
pushed deeper into her belly, sensations she had never felt before
flooding through her.

His knees pushed in underneath her and he
gripped the base of the dildo with his fingers as his thumb stroked
against her clitoris. His other hand remained around her neck,
putting pressure up against the underside of her jaw to make her
rise up, then relaxing so she could slide down again.

“I wanted to fuck your tight ass the moment I
saw it,” he whispered into her ear. “Now that you're my sex slave
I'll do it all the time.”

That was soooo insane, she thought. But her
mind was muddled, and she wasn't entirely sure now how insane it
was. Or how sane she was.

She felt absolutely... stuffed! With the big
dildo in her pussy and his cock in her bottom she marveled there
was any room without making her abdomen bulge!

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he growled, his
lips against her ear. “Say it.”

She gasped and gurgled as his hand squeezed
against her neck.

“I-I'm... your... bitch!” she moaned.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” she moaned.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

She shuddered, then gasped as he squeezed
down on her neck.

“Say it, slut!”

She moaned, feeling a tremor of anxiety.

“I'm your... sex slave, sir!”

He was so big! He felt so high inside her!
She'd never felt anything like it before as he thrust into her and
she was forced to ride up and down on it! At the same time, she
could feel every inch of the thick dildo stuffed up inside her
pussy! This was madness! Insanity! Beyond perverted!

Her a sex slave!? It was a ludicrous but
helplessly exciting idea. And she felt her thinking process melting
under the intoxicating heat, as if drugged, incapable of logic or
intelligence.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she gasped as
he thrust his cock up into her body.

“Slave girl,” he taunted, chewing on her
earlobe. “Sex slave.”

She whimpered and moaned, riding his cock,
his fingers rubbing her clitoris, her entire body burning with the
heat.

Another orgasm exploded, tearing what was
left of her mind to shreds and reducing her to the status of a
howling animal responding to instincts and pleasure. She didn't
care about how she looked or anything remotely like her dignity or
pride or how he saw her. All she thought about was the pleasure
storm tearing through her body.
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Jessica was tired the next day at work, and
sore in a number of places. Her nipples still felt sensitive – more
sensitive than usual – after all his pinching, twisting and
slapping at them. And she felt achy inside from the double
penetration of the dildo and his big cock.

She still marveled at the memory, at the
reality that she'd let a man sodomize her! And then had an orgasm
while he did it! What kind of a woman was she!?

The truth was that his nasty sex games had
her so aroused that she couldn't control herself. She couldn't say
no to him, nor could her body. The things he did were crude and
outrageous, but her body burned when he did them, and her mind was
helpless due to years of dark fantasies.

She'd never had orgasms so intense! She'd
never felt such passion! She'd been completely overwhelmed by it!
And what was happening in her private life was so shocking it
completely overshadowed the work she was supposed to be
concentrating on.

She felt both embarrassed and ashamed at
being so helpless to resist her own body's carnal instincts. She
had thought of herself as a strong, determined woman. She'd taken
pride in it! Yet here she was helpless to withstand her own
lust!

She was also anxious about pleasing him,
about not doing anything which would get her slapped or pinched. He
did that all too often! Yet within the context of his 'sex slave'
idea that was perfectly normal, even acceptable.

She'd certainly not have tolerated it in any
other kind of relationship! Not for a second! But somehow, when he
slapped her bottom and called her 'sex slave' her heat overwhelmed
her outrage. When he 'punished' her as her master, she felt more
thrilled than angry.

That didn't mean it didn't hurt, of course,
and she naturally did her best to avoid as much of it as she could.
That was also instinctive. But it was all enormously confusing! She
needed to speak to him, to... to examine what sort of relationship
they were in and establish... boundaries.

But she couldn't do that while she was
suffocating with heat and arousal! How could she force him to
respect her when she acted like such a whore!?

And if she was a whore, and clearly she was,
why did she keep putting up this false front and wearing these
uncomfortable clothes? The minimizer bra in particular squeezed her
breasts in uncomfortably. She'd be delighted to be rid of it.
Unfortunately, the cliché about girls with large breasts being
idiots could not be ignored.

Nor did she want middle-aged men, especially
those with power, trying to seduce her, and getting angry when they
couldn't. Or I could just have sex with them too, she
thought cynically. I could just have sex with all kinds of
powerful men and see if that helped my career.

That was not going to happen, of course! She
had far too much pride for that!

It was a damaged pride, of course, given what
Kelly had done to her – what she'd let him do to her – but it was
still there.

“What do you think, Jessica?” the senator
asked.

She hesitated for a long moment. They were
discussing a tax cut, and she found herself disagreeing with most
of those present at the table. That was not a good thing for
someone as junior as she was. On the other hand, she felt it was
incumbent upon her to tell the senator what she actually
thought.

“I think that we should be more concerned
with doing something to bring down the deficit than in cutting
taxes,” she said. “Young people are aware that the bigger the debt
we have, the more of an anchor that is going to be around their
necks for the remainder of their lives. A lot of people I know are
angry about what they see as mortgaging our future so that older
people now can have a good time without paying for it.”

“The problem is cutting programs isn't
popular,” the senator said.

“I recognize that elections are, in the final
analysis, popularity contests,” she said. “But every time we cut
taxes the deficits get bigger and the mountain of debt grows and I
can't help wondering where that's all going to end. Badly, I
suspect. And I think the people of Idaho are mature enough to
recognize that.”

“They are,” Killiam said, “But many of our
colleagues are not in deep-red states like we are. They don't face
certain re-election and aren't about to bring up something
unpopular like program cuts before an election. And most of the
younger people out there don't want program cuts, they want more of
them. And higher taxes to go with that.”

“I don't like catering to idiots,” she said
crossly.

The senator laughed. “You better get out of
politics then, honey.”

Everyone else laughed at that and she smiled
halfheartedly.

People were indeed idiots. And politicians
catered to them. And she definitely didn't like that. But if she
was a politician, at least in a place like Idaho, she liked to
think she'd have the courage to stand up for what was right no
matter what the party thought.

She was too young to run for congress, but
she could run for state representative, she thought. How would she
go about doing that and being true to herself? Not in an outfit
like this, that was for sure! Politics was, in part, a beauty
contest. There were few ugly politicians, at least, few ugly new
ones.

She could become a state representative, then
a state senator, then run for congress, or even the senate, she
mused. Of course, it was all a big fat money game unless she had
something special to get attention so she didn't need to buy so
much advertising.

Or she could just shut up and think like
everyone else, which was much safer.

*

She sighed as she turned on the air
conditioners and then began to strip. She'd been thinking about
running for office of some kind all the way home. But she didn't
think she could really do that in Idaho. For one thing, she was
kind of sick of Idaho. For another, she wanted to live somewhere
big and cosmopolitan.

She wanted to be rich enough to live in a
high building where the view went on for miles. She ran through
cities in her mind, wondering which would be most comfortable for
her and her way of thinking. She looked out the window on the sunny
street below and thought about one of those big towers in Atlanta
or Dallas or even Chicago.

And then the door to the hall opened and HE
came through.

She let out a startled scream as she turned
towards the door and jerked her legs together as she squatted down
and brought her arms down over her breasts.

He grinned as he let the door close behind
him.

“Isn't that a little silly?” he asked.

It was, she thought.

“How did you get in!?”

“You had a spare key in the table by the
door. I borrowed it.”

“You... you... thief!”

“Yes, I stole your heart,” he said.

“Not even remotely true!”

“Are you going to squat like that all
evening. I'd kind of like to get my cock sucked.”

“Oh you are so crude!” she hissed.

“That's why you get so hot around me.”

“I do not!”

He walked over to her and gripped her hair
loosely, tugging it so that she yelped in pain, gripped his wrist,
and then was forced to rise to her feet. He gripped her wrists and
pulled them behind her neck and then tugged back on her hair.

“Arch your back. Stick your tits out.”

“I will not!”

She did, though, as her scalp ached.

“Sexy little sex slave.”

“I am not your sex slave!”

“Spread your legs.”

He pushed his foot in between her bare ankles
and she was forced to obey.

“Good. Now we should talk.”

Definitely, she thought. That was what she
had been thinking much of the day!

He released her hands and she started to drop
them. He gripped them again and pulled them back behind her neck
once more.

“We can only talk if I can see your lovely
body in all its glory,” he said.

“Yo-You're a pervert!” she gulped.

“Probably. But if you stand like this we can
talk.”

He gave her breast a squeeze which made her
gasp, then let go of her wrists and moved around in front of her.
His eyes slid up and down her body as she flushed, and her chest
tightened as her heart beat faster.

He moved back and shook his head.

“What a fucking body.”

“Must you use obscenities?” she demanded.

“I'm an expressive guy,” he said, backing up
and then sitting down in her chair. “Now what would you like to
talk about?”

She stared at him, suddenly confused. Her
mind was moving fast, too fast, and too filled with rising sexual
heat and anxiety.

“I... you... you are... disrespectful!” she
blurted.

“On the contrary. I have an amazing amount of
respect for how hot you are.”

She scowled. “I mean for me as a person!”

“Well, I find you as a person extremely
naive, and also very responsive. I don't think you've had a lot of
sexual experience before me. So it makes sense for me to lead.”

“Sex is … supposed to be a... a partnership –
.”

“Only where both sides know what they're
doing. Would you say your knowledge matched mine?”

“Of course not! You're... older and more
experienced.”

“Indeed.”

“But that doesn't mean you should treat me
like... a child!”

“I don't treat children remotely like I do
you,” he said in amusement.

She pursed her lips. “You know what I
mean!”

“But I want to arouse you, and you clearly
don't know what arouses you until I teach you.”

“What an arrogant thing to say!”

“And yet you've demonstrated it's true. You
didn't know you'd be so turned on getting tied up, did you?”

“I am not!”

“Now you're just in denial.”

She glared at him but had to admit he was
right.

“Spread your feet wider.”

“Why?”

“Because I'm the slave master and you're the
slave.”

“Don't you think that's kind of silly?”

“Fun, though. Do it.”

Jessica reluctantly shifted her feet wider on
the carpet.

“Now rise up on the balls of your feet?”

“Why?”

“Because I'll beat you if you disobey.”

She gulped anxiously. She didn't believe him,
though, and glowered at him.

He reached into his sleeve and took out a
long, thin, flexible... something... tube.

“What's that?”

“An instrument for punishing impudent young
sex slaves.”

He stood up and swished it through the air.
It wasn't much more than a foot or so long but it made a cutting
sound as it moved.

“Don't you dare!”

“Stand on the balls of your feet, slave,” he
barked.

She bit her lower lip but rose up on the
balls of her feet.

“This is an exercise in balancing. We want
you to be as graceful as possible, don't we?”

“I am as graceful as I need to be!”

“If you contradict your master he's liable to
punish you. Also, you should start saying sir when you reply to
me.”

“I am not playing your kinky games!”

“Sure you are. You've found them to be
incredibly hot and gotten lots of orgasms out of them so far.”

“It's... degrading!”

“That's what turns you on.”

“It does not!”

He moved behind her and gripped her wrists
behind her neck, then she heard the swishing sound of the thin
round thing cutting through the air. It hit her bottom and she
gasped, though the blow lacked much weight. An instant later she
felt the sharp stinging.

“Ow!”

“Obey your master, slave,” he barked.

She gasped again as she felt the thing
sliding along her naked sex. She dropped her chin and stared as it
pushed out between her legs, the thin shaft pressing up along the
line of her sex, then sliding forward and backward.

“Head back, slut,” he barked.

“Don't you dare call me that!” she
gasped.

“Just part of the game you love.”

He angled the thin tube up so that as it slid
in and out it caressed her clitoris and Jessica felt a rush of
sensation. He pulled it out and snapped it down across her buttocks
again.

“Ow!”

“Head back, chest out!”

His tone of voice was sharp and she gulped
and obeyed. Then she felt the thing pushing up along her sex and
sinking into it as it slid in and out, sawing against her soft,
pink flesh.

“Are you going to obey your master,
slave?”

He pulled the thing back and snapped it
across her bottom again.

“Ow! Don't!”

“Say yes sir.”

He began to slap the thing against the side
of her right breast, and she gasped at the sting.

“Yes, sir!”

It slid between her thighs and pushed up
between the lips of her sex, rubbing, rubbing, rubbing.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he said. “I
should sell you at auction. How'd you like to be standing on a
stage like this with dozens of men looking at you and making
bids.”

“That's disgusting!”

The thing slid back and cut across her bottom
again.

“Ow!”

“Don't be impertinent, Slave. You don't get
to make judgments. That's for me as your master. I own you,
remember. I can sell you if I want to, or just loan you out to
people to make use of your fine body.”

“My feet hurt!” she gasped.

Crack! The thing cut across her bottom
again.

“Sir,” he said.

“My feet hurt, sir,” she said, wobbling.

“You may let your heels down again.”

She did so, relieved at the release of the
aching tension in her feet.

He walked around in front of her and sat
down.

This was ridiculous! And yet her body was
thrumming with sexual pressure and tension. As outrageous as it was
she found this desperately arousing.

A sex slave! How ridiculous! But acting like
one was doing strange things to her head, and that was infecting
her body.

“So, anything else you care to discuss?”

“I... you... I don't even know anything about
you!” she exclaimed.

“You know I have a great body and know what
to do with both my tongue and my cock. What more is there to
know?”

“I'm not in the habit of simply letting men
use my body, however... attractive they are!” she snapped.

“Sir.”

She tsked and rolled her eyes. “Sir.”

He stood up and she almost moved backward,
but the thin little black thing didn't really hurt that much. She
winced as it cut across her bottom again.

“I'm from Colorado,” he said. “I work for
White Star Petroleum out of Oklahoma and Texas. I have a master's
degree in Petroleum Engineering, have worked on exploration and
development projects even while I was in college, and am in
Washington because I was voluntold to be part of a group of
industry experts who will consult with our lobbyists and
politicians.”

He got up and moved behind her again, tapping
her back and bottom lightly with the thin leather switch he had in
his hand.

“I have never been married, but have had lots
of relationships.”

“I believe that,” she sniffed.

Crack!

She winced.

“Women tend to throw themselves at me,” he
said. “Getting women, getting sex, has never been the least bit
difficult since I was a teenager.”

She believed that, too.

“So you'll pardon me if I don't treat pretty
girls with reverence nor feel the need to constantly flatter
them.”

“You do too,” she objected.

Crack!

“Sir,” he barked.

“Sir.”

“Say the whole thing over.”

“You do too, sir,” she said nervously.

“No, I don't. If I express my appreciation
for how attractive you are it's not for flattery. It's because I
have a feeling you aren't quite aware of it. Don't move.”

He reached his big arms around her and then
pulled something in against her throat! Jessica gasped and grabbed
at it but he drew it around behind her and tightened it.

“Stop moving,” he said in annoyance.”

It wasn't so tight it interfered with her
breathing, and her fingers felt some kind of leather belt or...
or... collar.”

He released her and she reached up behind
her, then turned around, gaping at him before hurrying to the front
hall where the mirror was.

It was indeed a collar. It was one of those
collar things she'd seen on the internet that girls wore when they
were doing... nasty, kinky... wicked... thrilling things! It was a
bondage collar!

And she couldn't feel how it was removed.

“I have the key,” he said, holding it up.

“How dare you!” she said in a shaky
voice.

“Maybe we should go to my place.”

He walked over to where she stood.

“I have no intention – .”

He pulled a thin belt out of his pocket, and
then gripped the front of the collar. Before she understood his
intent he'd snapped the thin belt to it and then tugged on it.
Jessica gasped, feeling the pull on the collar. She grasped the
belt even as he opened the door and pulled.

“Oh! Stop! What are you doing!” she
squealed.

He was certainly more than twice her weight,
and she was unsteady and confused, to begin with. He had no
difficulty pulling her out of her apartment – naked! She stared
around her anxiously, even though there were only the two
apartments on this level. Then she turned back to him and grabbed
at him as she realized he was locking her apartment door.

Too late.

“Now, you can either come with me or stay
here in the hall,” he said.

“You are a filthy... perverted... nasty...
wicked...”

He dropped the belt – the leash – attached to
the collar and then walked up the hall to his door. He opened it,
went inside, and closed it again.

Jessica jerked her head around and stared at
the staircase, then at the elevator. Suppose someone came up here
and found her like this!?

She tried her own apartment door, then
hurried to his, only to find it locked.
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She knocked on the door, then used the
knocker, wincing at the noise it made.

“Yes?” he asked through the door.

“You open this door this second!”

“That isn't the way a sex slave talks to her
master,” he said.

“This is not amusing!”

“Would you like to come in, slave?”

She clenched her jaw. “Yes... sir!”

“Move back and stand against the wall. Hands
behind your neck and back arched.”

She flushed but obeyed.

He opened his door and came out into the
wall, standing before it.

“Would you like to come into my apartment,
slave girl?”

“Yes... sir,” she growled.

“I don't like your attitude, slave. Turn
around and face the wall.”

She frowned anxiously but obeyed.

“Lean forward and put your hands on the wall,
arms straight.”

“Wh-what are you doing?”

“Obey your master, slave,” he growled.

She obeyed.

“Rise up on the balls of your feet.”

“Mister Kelly!” she whined.

“That's sir. Now do it, slave.”

She obeyed, and then winced as the thin
leather switch cut across her buttocks, then did it again, then
again. She moaned as the stinging began to get worse, and her soft
flesh began to turn hot, throbbing.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to obey your master, slave
girl?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

His hand slid down her back and then cupped
her sex. His middle finger rubbed up and down, pressing up between
her pussy lips and finding her clitoris.

“You'll need to be properly trained, Slave,
before I sell you to some Arab sheikh.”

Jessica was excruciatingly aware of the
stairs nearby, not to mention the elevator.

“Please, sir,” she moaned, “can we go into
your apartment?”

“Turn around, Slave.”

She let her heels sink back to the carpet and
then straightened up, turning around.

“Hands behind your neck.”

She arched her back and looked at him
warily.

“Down on your knees, Slave.”

Her gaze flicked towards the elevator but she
sank down onto her knees before him.

He reached for the leash and gripped it in
his hand.

“Now on all fours.”

He tugged on the leash and she half fell
forward onto her hands and knees.

“Now. Come along, Slave.”

He tugged on the leash and she half stumbled
but then caught herself. She gasped in outrage even as heat flooded
her mind as she realized she was going to have to crawl into his
apartment on all fours while he tugged on a leash!

Like some kind of... animal!

Dazed by the enormity of such a shocking,
degrading thing, she almost fell again, but caught herself,
wide-eyed as the pull from the leash forced her to crawl down the
hall, and then pulled into his apartment!

Crack!

“Oh!” she cried, as he brought the thin
leather switch down on her bottom.

“Keep crawling, slut.”

“I'm not a – .” Crack! “Oh!”

“Crawl, slave.”

He tugged on the leash and pulled her down a
short hall and then into his living room.

“Sit back on your heels, slave,” he barked,
jerking on the leash.

Jessica gasped at the sudden jerk on her
throat, and rose up and back, gasping.

“Spread your legs!”

She moaned and obeyed.

“Hands behind your head. Arch your back!” he
snapped.

She felt a jolt of anxiety at his tone and
words but obeyed.

“Don't move.”

This is insane, she thought wildly, as he
left her alone. She stared around her, then down the length of her
naked body. She was naked! Naked in a man's apartment and she
didn't even have any clothes with her!

He returned and she gulped, jerking her head
back as he walked up behind her. He gripped her right wrist roughly
and pulled it back further, and she felt him wrapping some kind of
belt around it. He released it, and then gripped her other arm to
do the same.

Jessica brought her hand forward and stared
open-mouthed at the studded leather bracelet around her wrist.

He moved around in front of her and gripped
her wrists, then pulled them together and, as she stared, saw that
each had a metal ring on the side. He was able to lock the rings
together and then dropped her hands.

“Hands behind head, slave.”

Jessica licked her lips but then brought her
hands behind her head again.

“Now let's have some honesty between us,” he
said. “You love the feel of my big cock up inside your tight little
pussy, don't you.”

She dropped her eyes guiltily.

“Answer the question, slave girl.”

“I don't have to answer anything YOU say!”
she exclaimed.

“Oh yes, you do. I'm the master. You're the
slave.”

He reached behind her and gripped her wrists,
did something, and then pulled the switch out of his belt and
slapped it down lightly against her right breast.

Jessica gasped and her hands instinctively
tried to jerk forward to protect her breasts, but she quickly
realized he had locked them to the back of the collar somehow.

“Answer me.”

He slapped the leather switch against her
nipples and the undersides of her breasts again and again as she
twisted and writhed and cried out at the stinging little blows.

“Ow! Oh! Quit it! That hurts! Ow!”

“Tell me you love having my cock inside you,
Slave.”

“I will not!” she gasped.

He snorted and then gripped her collar and
forced her to bend over until her face was against the floor.

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

“Owww! Oh! Don't! Please!”

“Say please sir.”

“Please, sir!”

He jerked her upright again.

“Tell me you love having my cock inside
you.”

“I... I... do,” she moaned.

He bent her over and brought the switch down
against her bottom again with sharp, rapid blows.

“Please! Please, sir!”

He jerked her upright again.

“Say it.”

“I... I... like having... your cock inside
me,” she moaned.

He jerked her head back and slapped the
switch down on her breasts.

“You love it. Say it.”

“I love having your cock inside me!”

“Sir.”

“I love having your cock inside me, sir!” she
cried.

He bent over and shifted his grip from her
collar to her hair, making her gasp and moan.

“Because you're a slut. Isn't that
right?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it,” he ordered, jerking on her
hair.

“I'm a slut!”

“You're a filthy, cock-loving slut. Say
it.”

“I-I'm... I'm a filthy, cock-loving
slut!”

He stripped off his clothes and she moaned,
dropping her eyes, then gasped as he jerked on the leash. She
caught herself on the edge of the chair as he sat down, then he
pulled her in closer.

“Start sucking, slave girl,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, licking and sucking at
his balls, then as he jerked on her hair, licking her way up and
down his cock, then taking it into her mouth as it hardened.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

He jerked back on her hair and she cried
out.

“Aren't you?” he barked.

“Yes, sir!”

“Yes sir what?”

“Yes, sir I-I'm a... a hot little slut!”

“Suck my cock, slave.”

She moaned as he jerked her down on his cock
and it pushed into her mouth. She bobbed up and down as he fondled
her breasts and rolled her nipples.

Every time he used nasty words she felt a
jolt of emotion and energy ripple through her. The nastier it was,
the more outrageous it was, the more degraded she felt. And yet,
somehow, despite the shame that caused her, it also made her body
burn with heat.

He jerked back on her hair.

“Tell me you're a filthy little whore.”

“I'm a filthy little whore, sir!” she
gasped.

He jerked her forward and pushed her lips
down onto his cock again, then forced her down further and further.
She gurgled and gagged as his cock pushed into her throat, but she
couldn't resist as he forced her all the way down until her lips
were wrapped around the base of his cock.

He pulled her up again and she coughed and
gasped even as he shoved her so she fell backward onto her back on
the rug. He dropped forward, gripping her legs and flipping her
onto her belly, then jerked her hips up high and slapped her
bottom.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Gasping, moaning, she obeyed and then felt
the slick head of his cock rubbing up and down against her.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he ordered.

Crack!

“Do it, slave.”

“P-Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped
dazedly.

Crack!

“Again, whore.”

He was rubbing his spit-wet cock up and down
against her clitoris, up and down, up and down.

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

Crack!

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she half sobbed.

He pushed into her and Jessica felt the taut
lips of her sex straining to envelop him, felt herself stretched,
aching, and then his cock pushed into her and slid deep.

She shuddered and cried out, then again as he
slapped her bottom sharply.

“I'm going to invite my friends over to help
me use my sex slave fully,” he said. “Have you ever been
gang-banged, Slave? Ever had ten men around you at once?”

She whimpered and moaned, her mind awash in
thrilling dark images and visions even as his thick cock was
thrusting deliciously deep into her belly. He rode her hard and
fast, slapping her bottom and jerking on her hair. Her breasts
ground against the rug as his hips struck her upraised buttocks,
again and again, making them burn and throb.

She felt her insides churning with heat, a
wild thrill of hunger gripping her as she was pounded by his
powerful body. He was so... savage! He was using her like a whore,
like an animal! It was so raw, so carnal!

And she deserved it! She absolutely deserved
it! She was a slut! She knew it! She felt an almost vindictive
sense of satisfaction in his rough treatment, in him giving her
what a slut like her deserved!

The orgasm rolled over her like a slow-moving
hurricane, and she cried out in uninhibited pleasure, her mind
swamped by the torrent of liquid heat.

“Come for me, slut,” he growled. “Come around
my cock, you hot little bitch animal.”

Crack! Crack!

“Come for your master, slave.”

Crack!

Jessica felt totally out of control, as if
the world was moving faster than she could cope! All she could do
was kneel there and take it, trembling and shaking as her mind was
roiled by the crackling sexual energy which made her muscles spasm
again and again.

Even in the midst of it she felt a pressure
against her back opening, felt something hard and slick pushing
into her, spreading her, stretching her, making her ache. Then it
slipped inside and sat there like a hard ball, with something else
pressed against the outside of her opening.

She didn't really care, though, as her mind
and body continued to be flooded with orgasmic pleasure. She felt
like a cork on a tossing sea, rising and falling, tumbling and
turning helplessly.

*

“My feet huuuurt!” she moaned.

“Is that the way to talk to your master?”

“Pleeease?”

“That's not the way either, slave girl.”

“Please, sir!”

Jessica was sitting on her heels again but in
quite a different way. Before, the backs of her feet had been flat
against the floor and her buttocks sat on the bottom of her heels.
Now she was squatting, her feet bent back as they supported her so
that only the balls of her feet touched the floor. Her body swayed
as she tried to maintain her balance, her hands on the top of her
head, her knees wide.

“Slave girls need to be graceful. They need
to have excellent balance,” he said as he sat on a nearby
chair.

“Ben-jamin!” she whined.

“I didn't give you permission to use my
Christian name, slave girl.”

“Please, sir, may I change my position?” she
asked plaintively.

“Very well. Lay on your back and pull your
knees up and back.”

She groaned and lay back on the tiled floor,
then hesitantly drew her knees up and back.

“Now spread your knees out to the side.”

She flushed but obeyed.

“This is... dirty,” she complained.

“No one cares what slaves think.”

She flushed.

“You have a lovely cunt.”

She flushed and felt a jolt of dark heat.

“Please don't say such crude things!”

“But you like it.”

“I do not!”

“I've had a lot of women, Slave girl, and I
know what drives them. You think you're the first repressed girl
I've had? The first one who thinks sex outside marriage is filthy
and that she's acting like a slut for enjoying it? You've been
wanting to do the dirty for years, but felt you had to act all prim
and proper. Now the nastier I get the hotter you get.”

“That-that's not true!” she gulped.

“Ha. You can lie to yourself but not to me. I
can tell. In fact, you seem to be an extreme example of the wild,
repressed girl. You must have been holding back a pretty strong sex
drive.”

He slid forward and knelt before her, and
Jessica's pulse rate instantly picked up speed. He gripped her
wrists and pulled them down, then locked the leather restraints
together. He raised her hands then and pressed her index and ring
finger together before sliding them into his mouth.

Jessica stared up at him with wide eyes,
startled and confused as he slid his lips up and down her
fingers.

He pulled her fingers out of his mouth and
brought her hands down between her legs, then, fingers extended,
and still gripped in his firm hand, he used her own fingers to rub
her clitoris.

“D-D-Don't!” she gulped.

“Why? If it feels good, why shouldn't you do
it?”

He released her hand, got up, and left the
room. A moment later he came back – with a large dildo in his hand!
Jessica gasped as he knelt before her again, gripped her hand, and
then rubbed her clitoris with her own fingers. At the same time, he
pressed the head of the realistic-looking dildo to her lips and
slid it into her mouth.

She moaned around it, gurgling as he pushed
it deeper.

“Suck,” he growled in that harsh tone. “Do
it!”

She moaned and obeyed, sucking on the dildo
as he pumped it in and out of her mouth. He pulled it free, and
then pressed it against her sex, slowly penetrating her, sliding it
deeper and deeper. When it was almost fully inside her he took her
hand and pressed it against the dildo.

“Use it,” he ordered.

Her heart beat furiously but Jessica
hesitated. Then he leaned over her, his hands on the floor to
either side of her head. He brought his face down close to
hers.

“Do it!” he ordered in a commanding tone.

Moaning, she obeyed. He couldn't really see
what she was doing anyway.

Of course, then he straightened up, and he
could. But by then she was pumping the dildo in and out of her
body, and her fingers were still rubbing her clitoris.

He moved back.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, sir!” she gulped.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, sir!” she moaned.

“Deeper. Shove that cock deep into your hot,
hungry little pussy. Make yourself come while I watch, slave.”

Jessica shuddered, her hand pumping the
dildo, the fingers of her other hand rubbing her clitoris. He
watched, his face a mask as she felt the heat rising within her.
The tendons in her inner thighs ached as her knees remained spread
wide to either side. Her breasts throbbed, and her arms rubbed
against them as she worked the dildo in and out.

It was so outrageous, to do this while he
watched that her very skin felt as if it were hot and crackling
with sexual electricity. She felt her mind dissolving into an
animal state of feverish hunger, gripped by the thrill of doing
something so astonishingly, wickedly bad.

“Harder, slut. Fuck yourself with that big
cock,” he said.

She moaned, knowing he was being deliberately
crude. Because it worked. Just the way he said it did.

“Masturbate for me, slut. Show me how hard
you come with a big cock inside you,” he growled.

His words send powerful bursts of emotion and
heat through her mind and thus into her body, and she pumped the
dildo harder, all-but burying it inside her thrumming sex with
every stroke as her entire body became suffused with heat.

“Come for me, slut. Come for your master,” he
ordered.

She did, crying out helplessly. She tried to
repress it, tried to repress her own response, but failed utterly.
Like a dam breaking the sensation erupted, grew, and sent her mind
spinning as it flooded through her. Her hips bucked and rolled and
she arched her back violently, crying out in dazed wonder as the
pleasure took her.
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“This society is degenerating before our
eyes,” Senator Lloyd said. “You've got freaks wearing dresses
demanding they be called women, queers marrying each other, the
universities churning out brainless social justice warriors by the
thousands, and the police not even allowed to arrest
criminals.”

“That's cuz they're all racist,” Killiam
said.

“Hell, all those cities have been run by the
Democrats for a generation,” Lloyd said. “If their police
departments are all racist how come no one's blaming the Dems?”

“We have to get them doing that,” Killiam
said. “Point out how poorly run these cities are, how law and order
is collapsing, how the cities are headed for bankruptcy, all
because of the disorganized Dems and their identity politics. I
don't even understand why anyone would vote for them.”

Jessica did understand. Because they
didn't consider the Republicans as a real alternative. And that was
the problem, she thought.

“We ought to be able to turn that on them,”
she said. “I mean, the Dems push the idea we're racists, and that
gets them most of the Black and Hispanic vote. Well, if they admit
all their police departments and governments are racist then that's
on them. Maybe we should start doing some trial ads using their own
words about how racist police are, and then add in that they've
been in charge of them for decades.”

“But the police aren't racist,” Lloyd
said.

“So? The Dems say they are. So that means
they're responsible. What are they going to do, suddenly deny the
police are racist?”

Lloyd snorted in amusement.

“People vote for the Left because they
promise them lots of free stuff, free programs, more money for
everything – even if they have to borrow it. But what they want
more than that is order, security, safety. The cities are showing
huge increases in murder and violent crime. That's going to push a
lot of people our way if we capitalize on it,” she said.

“Blame it all on the Dems,” Killiam said.

“And in this case, it IS all their fault.
Their no bail laws and their weak-kneed policing are what's let
crime explode. We need to put that word out.”

“We need to make a moral statement,” Killiam
said. “About us standing for family values and marriage and God.
Contrast that with the Democrats and all the freaks and perverts in
their ranks.”

Jessica didn't think much of that. She didn't
think it would be effective and didn't think it was true anyway,
Certainly, it wasn't true of her, she knew guiltily. Killiam would
probably call her a pervert and a freak if he knew the sorts of
things she'd been up to lately.

She's spent the whole evening naked and tied
up! And then she'd slept in Kelly's bed, naked, her wrists shackled
to the headboard! Who would do that but a pervert!?

It had been worth it when he'd wakened her
with his tongue on her clitoris, and driven her halfway out of her
mind before plunging his big cock deep into her body.

God! That was so sick! But she was feeling as
if she was becoming addicted to it! The pleasure and passion were
too intense to want it to ever stop!

And before sending her off to work he'd put
that... that butt-plug thing back into her! Then he'd slid the
dildo up inside her so it was almost completely buried in her
pussy. A thin cord was attached to the base. It ran diagonally up
her abdomen, over her hip, across her back, then down diagonally to
attach again, holding the dildo in place.

She was wearing it now. She could feel it
inside her, hard and deep. By now her body had accommodated it, and
the entire thing could sink into her when she sat down. That still
left the cord of course. And as soon as she stood up and started
moving the base of the dildo pushed the lips of her sex apart as it
sought to slide down.

It, and the butt-plug, were constant
reminders of how shameful her behavior had been, of how utterly
immoral and sluttish she was acting. No one here had a clue, of
course, but it did make her feel somewhat furtive around them.

The meeting broke up and they walked out into
the outer office, just as a tall, distinguished-looking man came in
escorted by Andrea.

“Senator, this is the Reverend Julius
Miller,” she said.

“Ah, Reverend Miller,” Lloyd said.

The two shook hands.

'You know my assistant, John Killiam?”

“Of course. Mister Killiam,” the reverend
said.

“And this is Jessica Hall, one of my newer
assistants,” he said.

“Sir,” she said, shaking hands.

“Miss Hall,” the reverend said. “I trust you
have found Jesus?”

I never lost him, she thought
irreverently.

“Yes, Reverend. He is a very large part of my
life.”

She wasn't an evangelical Christian. She
thought many of them were slightly fanatical. But they were awfully
influential so it wouldn't do to say so.

She flushed a little, thinking it was more
than slightly profane to be greeting the man the way she was, with
those sex toys inside her. And it only got worse as Miller insisted
on giving a little prayer and they all had to bow their heads. She
hoped God would forgive her for her weakness.

“I know you're a man of God, Senator,” Miller
said. “I'd like to speak to you about how we might help bring this
country to its senses, and back to God.”

“We were just talking about that, Reverend,”
Lloyd said. “Of course, getting control of government at all levels
is necessary before we can make any important changes. Why don't
you come into my office? Andrea can get you something to drink if
you wish.”

They all disappeared into the senator's
office and Jessica went back to her desk. She sat down gingerly,
thinking she really needed to get rid of this thing inside her.
Unfortunately, the idea of removing it and perhaps putting it into
her purse filled her with horror at the thought it might
accidentally be discovered.

Sitting down, though, especially with it
spreading the mouth of her sex open the way it was, was a...
strange sensation. And leaning forward was worse. She had already
caught herself instinctively grinding herself against the chair,
heating her body up. She had to be careful about that!

Andrea came and sat down heavily at her desk
across the aisle, and Jessica turned towards her.

“God, I hate being around that man,” she
said.

“Why?”

“Why? Because he's all hands, that's
why.”

The reverend!?” Jessica gasped, eyes
widening.

“Yes. He's a horny old goat.”

“Isn't he married?”

“What's that got to do with anything?”

“Shouldn't you tell the senator?”

“You think he doesn't know? He needs support
from the evangelicals to get re-elected.”

“Oh, he does not!”

“Not in the general election, but he could be
primaried.”

She made a face.

“I hate people who make a deal about how
godly and Christian they are and then act in the complete opposite
way,” Andrea said.

Jessica turned away uncomfortable. Wasn't she
doing something similar?

She should stop by a church on the way home,
she thought. Then she remembered the dildo and butt-plug. She
couldn't go with those inside her! God would never forgive her! But
who knew what kind of depravity Benjamin would involve her in
tonight!?

Not that she could even call him Benjamin.
She had to call him 'sir', which was flat out silly, even if he was
a little older, and a lot bigger and had a kind of... commanding
presence.

He was... her... lover, which was bad enough.
But when she used that term without such terms as 'husband' or
'fiancee' or at least 'boyfriend', it seemed much worse. And she
couldn't really argue he was any of those things.

She wasn't even sure she wanted him to
be.

The things he did with her, though, made her
eyes pop! And even thinking about them, remembering them, aroused
her so much she had to try not to. Which was harder with a big
dildo inside her!

What was she going to do!? She had to at
least insist that they go on a date of some kind! Then she could
sort of work her way up to him being her 'boyfriend'. There had to
be more to this relationship than nasty, kinky sex!

She simply had to be resolute!

Her mind flashed back to crawling on the
floor with the collar around her neck and him pulling on the leash,
and she felt a rush of heat and thrilled hunger suddenly sweep
through her. She shook it off, determinedly going back to her
computer to read the most boring report imaginable.

By the end of the day, she was feeling
extremely frustrated – sexually frustrated. The presence of the
dildo and the butt plug were bad enough. But the cord which went up
from the base was pressed against the very top of her sex – twice
over, and when she moved it had a habit of rubbing gently against
her clitoris.

That, the feel of the thing up inside her,
and the memories which kept appearing, made her feel as if she
simply had to masturbate! There was no way she was going to do that
at work, however, which left her little choice but to simply ignore
it.

But the closer to the end of the day she got
the more she looked forward to having that big pervert throw her
down and use her body as roughly as he wanted to! Which toned down
her determination to simply talk to each other by a considerable
degree.

She finally arrived home and rather than go
to her place she decided to knock on his door. Repeatedly.

He opened it and glowered at her.

“Mister Kelly,” she said determinedly. “I
wish to speak with you.”

“Go back to your apartment, take off your
clothes. Then come back and knock again. Only this time, kneel,
spread your legs, put your hands behind your neck, and then beg me
to allow you to speak to me.”

“Mister Kelly!” she exclaimed.

He closed the door and she scowled at it,
then let herself into her room.

She had no intention of doing what he'd
demanded. What an outrageous demand!

She stripped and sighed as she rubbed her
reddened breasts. She really would like to stop wearing that bra.
Maybe if she had her jackets tailored to help conceal the size of
her breasts she could wear a normal bra...

She looked at the cord going over her hips
and slid her finger down to where it cut into her tight, naked sex,
moaning softly as her fingers rubbed herself there. She could
masturbate, and the hell with him.

But she didn't want to. She wanted him using
her body, thrusting into her, slapping her bottom, forcing her to
submit to him.

She cursed, surprising herself, then went to
her door, nervously opened it a crack, peeked out, then thrust her
head out into the hall. There was no sign of anyone, so she
scurried over to his door, knocked, then knelt before it as he'd
demanded.

The door opened and he looked out at her.

“Come inside, slave.”

She flushed and started to rise.

“No. Crawl.”

She felt her face heating, but dropped onto
her hands and then crawled through the door. He closed it behind
her and she felt her heat rising.

“Wait!” she gasped as he gripped her hair to
pull her upright.

“Wait! Please, sir!”

“What is it, slave girl?”

“I-I... I want to... go out somewhere and
talk... like normal human beings! Like men and women!”

“You don't think we can talk here?”

“A restaurant!” she begged.

She didn't want to go out. She wanted him to
fuck her! But she knew if she didn't talk to him before all his
kinky games started she wouldn't be in much condition to do so
later.

“All right,” he said. “But first, we have to
prepare you.”

“P-prepare me?”

He grinned and led her back into his bedroom,
then made her bend over the low dresser. She stared at her face in
the mirror and looked past herself at him standing behind her. She
felt him undoing the cord and then moaned as he tugged the dildo
out of her body.

“My, my. You're very wet, little slave,” he
said.

She shuddered as his fingers pushed into her,
pumping in and out slowly. They pulled out and then it felt as if
he were pushing the dildo back inside her.

“Pull back. I want your beautiful breasts
hanging free.”

He drew her hips back and she shifted her
feet back on the floor so only her shoulders and arms were on the
dresser. He did something behind her, then pulled what looked like
a mass of white rope up beneath her breasts. She couldn't see it,
then, but could feel it as he slid the rope up over her breasts to
her ribs. Then the rope began to squeeze around her breasts.

“What are you doing!?” she moaned.

“You'll find out. Stand up.”

She straightened up and saw that there were
now two loops of rope around the base of her breasts. He tugged
them a little tighter and her breasts squeezed out – not hard, but
tautly, as he drew the ropes around he back and tied them off.

He dropped the loops down her spine, then,
and pulled her legs apart before passing the loops through. He drew
the rope up along the line of her sex so that it pressed hard on
the base of the dildo, then tied a knot before leading the two
loops up diagonally across her abdomen, much like the cord.

“Oh!”

He drew it tighter, though.

“Now, I bought you a dress,” he said.

“You... what?”

“You had nothing reasonable in your closet.
Don't worry, it's not slutty. It won't make you look like a
librarian, though.”

The dress was black, with a high collar. It
buttoned up the middle and had sleeves held up and back by buttons
to bare her arms. It was a little shorter than knee-length, but
loose, and had a slit up the side halfway up her thigh.

“Oh, I don't know,” she said uncertainly.

“I know. Oh, here's some shoes. Your
size.”

“I... don't wear high heels.”

“You do tonight. Put them on.”

She chewed her lower lip, then sat down
gingerly and slipped them on. They were open-toed stiletto heels,
with thin straps that crisscrossed her ankles. They were actually
kind of cute, she thought, even sexy.

“All right, let's go.”

“What? Wait! You mean like this!?”

“The dress fits you nicely.”

“But... but... I'm not wearing any
underwear!”

“The rope will keep your breasts from
wobbling too much. And the dress is black and not overly
tight.”

“But I have no panties!” she said
desperately.

“The dress is long enough for that not to
matter.”

“But – !”

“Come along, slave.”

Walking with the rope digging into her sex
was not exactly a pleasant experience! And even with her breasts
being squeezed by two loops they still moved as she moved, which
meant her hard nipples rubbed against the fabric of the dress.

Jessica thanked God the dress was at least
Black, making it harder for anyone to notice!

They rode down in the elevator and then
walked out onto the street, with her feeling extremely nervous. She
told herself there should be no way for anyone to know what she had
on – or didn't – under the dress. Yes, her breasts were obviously –
bigger than when she wore her minimizer bra, but that shouldn't be
a major problem. It wasn't like she was going anywhere she needed
to be treated as an equal anyway.

They walked a few blocks, with her anxious
the entire time, and being very careful how she walked with the
ropes digging into her.

“This hurts,” she grumbled.

“Bad girls should be punished.”

She glowered but didn't say anything. She
didn't want their discussion to be one about her complaining.

“Can I at least call you Benjamin in public?”
she asked.

“No, I think sir is fine.”

“People will think that's pretty weird.”

“So? What do I care what people think?”

“I care!”

“You should get over that. What strangers
think means nothing.”

“Fine,” she tsked. “So... SIR, I'm trying to
figure out just what sort of relationship we're developing
here.”

“Master and slave.”

“Be serious!”

“I'm being serious. What's wrong with a
master-slave relationship? It's admittedly rather old-fashioned and
not much in vogue today, but it has its advantages.”

“For the master!”

“Well, yes, but there are some advantages to
the slave.”

“Like what?”

“Like having no responsibilities, having no
worries, a simple life of pleasure – .”

“And pain!”

“Only if you're naughty. Plus, you know,
boyfriends dump their girlfriends all the time. Husbands divorce
their wives. Masters don't generally want to walk away from their
slaves.”

“No, they sell them,” she sniffed.

“Only if they get a better one. And it's not
like there's a lot of slaves available, especially not ones like
you.”

“You mean girls with big boobs?”

“I mean girls who are as gorgeous as you, and
who are really into it.”

“I am not!”

“Oh please. You can lie but your body sucks
at it.”

She flushed.

“How many fantasies did you have about
bondage and submission before you met me?”

She looked around in annoyance.

“Answer your master.”

“You're not my master!”

He reached into his pocket, and suddenly the
'dildo' which was almost entirely buried inside her, started to
vibrate.
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Jessica was so startled she let out a squeal
and almost lost her balance. Fortunately, there was a row of cars
along the sidewalk, and no one in sight, for she squatted low and
almost grabbed herself before frantically looking around.

“What is this!?”

“It's a vibrator, of course, designed to
bring women pleasure.”

“It's uncomfortable!”

“You'll get used to it.”

“Benjamin!”

“That's sir, to you, slave.”

He reached down, took her arm, and jerked her
to her feet, where she stood shakily, thighs squeezed together.

“It's very uncomfortable!”

“Never used a vibrator before?”

“No!”

“Then this will be a new experience.”

He held her arm firmly in his big hand and
pulled her forward.

“Turn it off!”

“Slaves don't give orders.”

“Pleeeease!”

“You forgot to say sir, so it doesn't
count.”

“Please turn it off, sir!”

“Maybe I'll turn it down a bit.”

He took a small box out of his pocket, and
the strength of the buzzing eased somewhat. Then he led her across
the street to a restaurant she often ordered food from. He took her
out onto the patio and then settled her at a corner table.

There was a wooden fence around the patio
with planter boxes filled with colorful flowers along the tops.
Since there was no one sitting to her left, and the fence to her
right, and she was facing the corner, no one could see her except
Benjamin, who sat down in the corner seat.

She squirmed in the seat, her hands in her
lap, her head twisting around several times to ensure no one was
watching her.

“This still feels uncomfortable!” she
hissed.

“You'll get used to it.”

The waitress came over and deposited menus on
the table then took their order for drinks – both of them only
wanted coke – and left. Jessica opened the menu and leaned forward
to read it, which made her gasp as the knot ground against her
clitoris. She was starting to feel quite sore and sensitive down
there!

“Once you're fully trained I'll expect you to
make my dinners, of course,” he said. “And deliver it to me on your
knees.”

She snorted derisively and flicked the pages
on the menu.

She ground herself against the chair
again.

The vibrator thing felt very strange, and its
strength shifted when she moved her body, depending on how much she
pressed against the seat of the chair. She was starting to feel a
sense of tingling pleasure from down there, which was rising as she
ground herself against the seat.

Suddenly the power went up and she gasped
aloud, squeezing her thighs together again. She couldn't talk,
though, because the waitress returned, and Benjamin ordered – for
both of them! She scowled at him but couldn't trust herself to
speak as the vibrator buzzed alarmingly!

The waitress left and she looked around
her.

“Turn it down!”

“Nope.”

“Benjamin!”

He raised his eyebrow.

“Sir!”

“Yes, slave?”

“Please turn it down, sir!”

“Unbutton the front of your dress.”

“What!?”

“It will take at least fifteen for the food.
The waitress won't be back before then.”

“But – .”

“And no one can see you.”

She glanced over the planter boxes. The patio
wasn't directly on the street. It was at the side of the building,
and there was a grassy strip fifty feet wide between the patio and
the sidewalk.

“Open it, slave girl,” he said.

“You're a pervert!”

The idea was... outrageous! She found herself
suddenly quite breathless, her chest tight. She looked nervously
behind her and around her, and felt a strange, heady sense of
excitement at the very idea of doing what he said!

She shook her head and he frowned.

“I think I should introduce your ass to my
belt. Once we get home I'll teach you what happens to slave girls
who disobey their masters.”

Jessica looked around herself again, feeling
flustered, excited, and nervous all at the same time. Oddly, his
use of 'we get home' gave her a strange sense of intimacy, as if
they were a couple living together. Certainly, her body had nothing
to hide from his eyes given what they'd done recently.

“Unbutton it, slut.”

“Don't call me that!” she gulped, whipping
her head around again to see if anyone was near enough to hear.

“You admitted you were a slut. My slut.”

“Y-You made me!”

“Open it. Show me your lovely breasts.”

She glanced around again, still squirming
against the vibrator, and then hesitantly unbuttoned the top
button, then the next. The front of the dress came apart enough to
show part of her breasts, and she felt a shakiness in her fingers.
She glanced around again, then unbuttoned it further.

Heat and a sense of thrilling passion began
to rise within her as her trembling fingers went down further and
further. She kept glancing behind her, and her anxiety mounted as
more of the big buttons were undone. Then she opened the dress
wide, her nipples tingling as he looked at her.

“Niiiice,” he said. “You have the body of a
goddess. Spread your legs wide and lean back.”

Jessica moaned and turned her head again,
then slumped down more, spreading her legs.

“Reach down and rub your hot little
pussy.”

“I-I can't!” she moaned.

“Do it.”

She cupped her taut breasts and then moaned
as she slid a hand down. She turned her head again. There was no
one in the table behind them or the next, but there were couples
further down.

She felt the knot over her clitoris and
forced her finger in, shuddering at the sudden rush of sensation.
The base of the vibrator buzzed against her fingers as she rubbed
her clitoris, and then she eased her fingers back, almost without
thought. Instead, she gripped the knot and ground that against her
clitoris.

The explosion of sensation almost made her
cry out loud. She jerked her left arm up and jammed her mouth
against the inside of her elbow as a tremendous orgasm tore through
her body. Her hips bucked violently against her fingers as she
continued to grind the little knot against herself as fast as she
could.

She fought to keep as silent as possible and
to restrain her body's movements as the orgasm sent her mind
spinning. And only desperate need managed to let her continue to
keep others behind from realizing what was happening to her.

The orgasm faded, leaving her breathless and
dazed.

“Like I said, you're a natural slave
girl.”

“I-I... I... am.. not,” she gasped.

“Better do up your dress or the waitress will
get a surprise.”

She struggled to sit up straight, then drew
the two halves of the dress together and did up the buttons. The
vibrator was still buzzing away, though, and the orgasm had done
little to reduce how sensitive her sex was becoming.

“Tell me you love to suck cock,” he said.

She was already flushed, and looked down,
then looked around again.

“Why do you make me keep saying nasty,
obscene things?!”

“Because it turns you on.”

“It doesn't!”

“Say it, slut.”

She felt a jolt at the word – as she usually
did when he used it.

“I love to suck cock.”

The waitress came back, then, carrying a tray
with their food. She set it down and Jessica began to eat, glancing
at him across the table.

“So, does being a sex slave involve anything
other than sex?” she asked.

“Of course.”

“What?”

“Everything.”

“Everything what?”

“It means the master is completely
responsible for taking care of his slave in every way. That
includes providing for the slave, protecting her, training
her...”

She sniffed.

“Maybe I'll build a cage for you to sleep in,
like an animal. Naked and collared.”

She felt her pussy squeezing down around the
vibrator even as she scowled at him.

“Maybe I'll lead you out on a leash and let
my friends have at you.”

She sniffed. “Maybe I'd like that. Did you
ever stop to think about that?”

“Sure. I only do things that will turn you
on.”

“Turn you on, you mean.”

“It turns me on to turn you on.”

“Can you please turn this down?” she moaned,
still squirming.

“Say sir.”

“Please turn this down, sir!”

He turned it down and she sighed, though it
still buzzed against her.

“You need to start thinking of yourself as a
sexual animal, a wild, feral slut that loves cock and loves being
ridden like a bitch in heat.”

“Don't talk like that!” she gasped, turning
to look around her again.

“Slaves don't give orders to their
masters.”

After eating they walked back to the
apartment, and he turned up the vibrator, making it hard for her to
maintain her balance. Halfway there he stopped her, pressing her up
against the side of a van, and started to kiss her. Then his hand
undid one of the buttons and slid in through the opening, fingering
her clitoris.

Jessica shuddered, her head twisting from
side to side, nervously looking to see if anyone could see her. The
growing rush of sensation was like a drug taking over her mind, and
she could barely keep her hips from grinding against him. And then
she couldn't even do that.

Another orgasm hit her, right there on the
street, on the sidewalk. He closed his hand around her neck and she
felt a rush of gratitude as she let go of her inhibitions and began
to scream – silently – as her body exploded with pleasure.

When she could walk, he led her back to the
apartment and up to his place, then quickly stripped her. He put
the collar and restraints on her, then brought her into a spare
bedroom. There was a four-poster bed there, but he didn't put her
on it. Instead, he used ropes to bind her left wrist and ankle to
the corner post. Her right ankle and wrist were then tied to hooks
in the wall.

He put a round ball into her mouth with a
strip that went behind her head, something she recognized
immediately from the internet. The vibrator remained in place, now
held tight by a thin strap.

Jessica was so aroused he didn't have to do
anything else. He took a long, thin length of black leather from a
closet, and then as she stood there swaying, gasping, moaning, her
body pulsing with heat, swung it at her.

It was very thin and very light, but when it
cut across her back she felt a sting that made her cry out. Anxiety
and astonishment grew, and she immediately flashed back to all
those fantasies about being whipped. For that was exactly what he
was doing!

He swung the thing again, and again it cut
across her back with a light, but stinging blow. She shuddered and
moaned, then cried out as the thing cut across her bottom, sending
her hips bucking forward.

“Slave,” he said.

The 'whip', if that was what it was, cut
across her back and bottom repeatedly, then swung around her body
to snap at her breasts.

Jessica exploded into orgasm, crying out,
again and again, twisting and thrashing against the restraints as
he swung the whip faster and harder. Thin lines of heat and pain
rose across her body as he moved around her, swinging the whip
again and again.

“Sex slave!” he said.

The whip cut across her breasts until they
were red and throbbing, then aimed lower, for her pussy. That was
so outrageous she felt another wild shock of heat tear through her.
It struck, struck repeatedly, and she twisted and writhed, coming
again, and then again, her back arching, her hips bucking, her
voice screaming around the ball-gag.

He stopped and moved behind her. She felt the
plug thing being pulled out of her bottom, then his long, thick,
warm cock pushed into her, pushed deep. She shuddered and moaned,
crying out as he yanked back on her hair, as he bent to chew on the
nape of her neck.

His hands kneaded her breasts, then one slid
down to rub her clitoris and press it more firmly against the
vibrator. That sent another explosive rush of sensation through her
body, drowning her mind in pleasure as another orgasm hit.

His big cock drove into her hard and fast,
and her mind collapsed into a dazed stupor as she submitted to the
pounding beat of orgasm and passion.

A sex slave! What an insane idea! What a
thrilling idea!

When he let her down she collapsed to her
knees, gasping for breath.

“Face down, ass up, knees spread!” he barked,
sending the thin leather cord snapping down across her back.

Jessica cried out and obeyed, chest heaving,
as he moved slowly around her.

“Sex slave,” he said.

He knelt behind her, pushing his cock into
her again, gripping her hair as he pounded his hips against her
upraised buttocks.

Again he halted, pulling out of her. He rose
and walked around her, then bent and removed the ball gag.

“Thank me for training you, slave,” he
ordered.

Jessica moaned dazedly.

The whip cut down across her back.

“Obey your master, slut.”

“Thank you for training me, sir,” she
gasped.

He pushed his foot forward.

“Kiss my boot to show your submission.”

She stared at it and moaned, then gasped as
he swung the whip, now doubled up, down to slap lightly against her
pussy.

“Do it, slave.”

She kissed his boot, strange things swirling
through her mind as she did.

“More.”

She kissed his boot again.

“Lick.”

Shuddering, she obeyed, licking his gleaming
black leather boot, her tongue sliding across it.

“Say thank you for fucking your slave,” he
said.

“Thank... you … for fucking your slave,” she
panted.

He swung the whip down again.

“Keep licking, slave.”

She yelped and obeyed.

He moved behind her, knelt, and worked his
cock into her ass again, then started to pump into her as he
dropped forward onto his hands. He lowered his body atop hers, his
teeth chewing at her throat as he growled like an animal.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he demanded.

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she gasped.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, sir!' she moaned.

She gasped and moaned every time his big cock
drove deep into her ass.

“Beg me to fuck your ass harder.”

She gasped as he yanked on her hair.

“Say it, slave.”

“Please fuck my ass harder, sir!” she
gasped.

“Again, slave.”

“Please fuck my ass harder, sir!” she
cried.

“Again, whore.”

“Please fuck my ass harder, sir!”

“Now stop calling me sir. Call me
master.”

He jerked on her hair.

Do it, slave.”

“Please fuck my ass harder, master!”

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck my ass harder, master!”

 


 





Epilogue

 


 


 


 


Jessica dressed the same as she always did.
She was sitting at a board room table with other legislative
advisers and a few congressmen as they tried to decide what
strategy they could use to make them look better and the Democrats
worse.

Under those clothes, though, her nipples and
clitoris were pierced by heavy rings. A thin elastic cord linked
the three rings so there was constant tension, sitting, or
standing. She had a large butt-plug inside her, and a small
vibrator which could be controlled through Bluetooth, over the
internet.

She still felt like a hypocrite, and more
than a little like she was someone the others would think of as a
pervert and even an enemy infiltrator if they knew what sorts of
things she did.

But it didn't matter. She had given herself
to Benjamin to do with as he chose, and he was overloading her mind
with dark, raw animal heat, passion, and pleasure every single
night. She never wore clothes at home anymore, but only restraints.
And nudity had come to seem entirely natural to her.

He had taken an incredible number of pictures
of her in a shocking number of obscene positions, and then videos
of her doing even more obscene things. Sometimes he sent some of
them to her while she was at meetings like this to remind her what
she was.

The whips and flogs he used had grown
heavier, though not so heavy as to leave real welts. And he had
also used more and more vibrators to drive her out of her mind with
lust and passion. And almost every day he talked about bringing
more men in to use her body – or selling her at a slave
auction.

Reminding her that she was a slave. A sex
slave!

What would these prim and proper men and
women think of her if they were to see some of those videos? If
they could hear her screaming in pleasure and begging for more? She
didn't have to wonder, she knew full well.

Unclean! Sinner! Fornicator! Whore! Slut!
Pervert!

But that didn't matter. It just didn't. Her
life was a wild thrill-ride of heat, passion, and excitement. True,
she had almost no control over it. She was riding a raft on a
foaming river, tossed and tumbled, turning and often barely
clinging on with her fingernails.

But she was so alive now! There was so much
fire and heat in her life that she couldn't imagine allowing it to
stop. If it required she be a sex slave then she would be a sex
slave. She would ride this raft as long as she could. And if she
ever fell out, well... she didn't know what she'd do.

Try to find another. There were all sorts of
men out there who would like to abuse poor little her. She was sure
she could find them.

 


END
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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