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Kara walked slowly along the edge of the
beach, letting the waves lap around her toes. She held her back
straight, though now and again she would pause, half turn towards
the ocean, and raise her hand to comb her fingers through her hair,
easing the long brown tendrils from her tanned face.

And if those occasions tended to be in the
vicinity of attractive men, who would be instantly drawn to her
raising her arm up and back – and the impact that had on thrusting
her breasts out more obviously, well... coincidence.

Her breasts were obvious, to begin with
anyway. Especially in the small black cups of her bikini top. She
was not exactly busty, but on the other hand, she wasn't much
smaller than where that term would be applied.

Her skin glistened slightly from the
sunscreen as she continued on. And the men – and some women – who
admired her front turned to follow her with their eyes, and admire
her rear too. She was wearing a low-riding thong, little more than
a tiny inverted triangle of fabric in front, descending from two
thin straps which curved diagonally up across her hips. In the
back, the inverted triangle, of course, was much smaller and lay
neatly at the top of her buttocks.

She knew exactly what she looked like from
behind. She'd taken pictures and videos of herself from all
directions, often naked, others in bikinis and lingerie. She knew
they were watching her, knew they were lusting after her, and
wallowed in it.

No sign of that happiness touched her face,
though, as she continued to stroll along as if she was thinking
only of what a lovely summer day it was, how warm the ocean waters
were, how blue the sky, and how warm the sun.

She stopped and bent over to pick up a shell,
then carried on.

She made her way off the beach. There were
more people along the boardwalk anyway, and many eyes followed her
as she strolled over to one of the kiosks and bought a Popsicle.
She smiled inwardly, then strolled down the beach.

She licked the Popsicle lightly, occasionally
sliding it through her lips to suck – usually as she passed a group
of men. Most tried not to stare. But she got her share of leers and
licked lips and kissy faces, which, of course, she ignored.

Uncouth people. Honestly!

Now and then a man, or sometimes two, would
walk alongside her and try to promote themselves as bed partners.
Oh, not openly, of course, but that was what they were doing. They
were, for the most part, attractive, and often muscular. Probably
because it took a measure of self-confidence to approach a girl
like her.

She was very nearly a Ten, she thought. Why
would she even consider allowing some Five or Six to get their
hands on her body? A Seven? Possible, if he had some very good
qualities, including a lot of money and a big cock.

Perhaps. If she was feeling generous.

She measured the men who approached her,
found them wanting, and smoothly disentangled herself from them.
She had very high standards. And why shouldn't she? She was worth a
lot, and knew it. There were men who had merely passed her today,
filled their minds with the memory of her beautiful figure and
lovely face, and would masturbate to it tonight.

That didn't bother her at all. She loved the
thought of turning guys on, loved that they would find her the most
attractive girl they'd seen today, loved that they'd fantasize
about being with her.

Her silky brown hair was parted in the
middle, flowing in perfect order down around her softly, rounded
oval face. Her eyes were enormous brown wells of soft feminine calm
over a slender nose and full, sensual lips.

Yes, men would remember her, and no few
women. The men would lust after her, the women would fume jealously
that they didn't look like her. She delighted in both.

More men sidled up alongside her, trying out
their pick-up lines, trying to evidence a smoothness and confidence
which would attract her interest. A few of them were possibles, but
honestly, it was so hard to choose given how little she had to go
by. A handsome face and nice chest might have a tiny cock down
below. A smooth confidence might turn into eager, clumsy rutting
once she was naked.

It's too bad men didn't come with reviews she
could read to determine how well they fit into her requirements. So
many were disappointing, after all. Kara wanted what she wanted,
and saw no reason to compromise.

Besides, it was such a disappointment to get
a man home and discover he was a dud, rather like unwrapping a big
Christmas present and finding little inside but empty air. And then
it was so difficult to get rid of them afterward.

She made her way to the parking lot, a bit
disappointed, but also relieved. Picking up a guy was always
stressful, given the likelihood of him being less than acceptable.
She wouldn't go to their place for that was too dangerous. Taking
them to her place let them know where she lived. And that simply
wouldn't do. So something else had to be arranged. And that
something did not include cheap motels.

She wanted home-field advantage for any
liaison, somewhere she could be confident of what was around her.
Kara demonstrated an utter confidence to the world, but inside she
was anything but. She was wary, distrustful, and pessimistic.

Most men were cretins. And there was a narrow
line between finding one with confidence and finding one with
arrogance. Discerning which men were strong as opposed to tough was
even harder. Tough men could be violent. Men who were strong
generally weren't. At least, not unless provoked.

And however disappointed she might find them
she would let no sign of that appear on her face. She would smile
and talk lightly and disinterestedly with them as long as she had
to. She would put up a good front. If necessary, she would satisfy
their sexual needs, then disappear into the night.

It was rarely difficult, after all. She could
make most men orgasm in a very few minutes.

There was a little squeak from the gleaming
black sports car ahead and she walked over to it and got in. It was
a Miata, a car she thought was delightfully cute – yet not
expensive given she'd bought it used. She'd thought about getting
red, but honestly, red was for blondes, and she found the black to
be more mysterious.

She wanted men to find her erotic and
mysterious, not a brazen slut like so many blondes here in
California. She could be seduced if she wanted to be, but she threw
herself at no one. Men would have to work to win her favor.

She had thrown a blanket down on the driver's
seat in anticipation of what the sun would do to the interior. Now
she started the car and let the roof rise up and back, sinking into
the space behind the seats. The car was a two-seater, impractical,
but sexy, not to mention fun to drive.

She didn't bother to dress before pulling
out. That let the men she passed on the road get an eyeful, as
well. The Miata sat low on the road, which meant most of the cars
she passed could look down into it.

Few cars passed her. Kara liked to drive
fast, and the slow lane was a place she rarely strayed into. She
pressed a button on the steering wheel and a small door opened on
the console, revealing the radar detector discretely hidden behind
it. She'd gotten that courtesy of a mechanic she'd allowed into her
bed for a brief liaison.

He was good with his hands, but
unfortunately, more under the hood of a car than under the
sheets.

She glided along, the Miata purring softly
beneath her. When she was further from the beach she reluctantly
reached across to the passenger seat and lifted up a colorful
pullover, sliding her arms through it and letting it fall down over
her head, then down her body.

She didn't want people to think she was
showing off, after all. A bikini away from the beach was simply not
appropriate too far from it. She'd look like someone desperate for
attention.

Santa Monica was a ridiculously small city,
one of many which still dotted the coast in and around Los Angeles.
It was about fifteen blocks long and half that wide. She took the
freeway east until she was some miles further from the water. She
left the freeway, curving in and out of traffic as she headed for
her apartment building.

She was on the top floor of the seven-story
building. That didn't make it a penthouse, by any means. This was a
middle-class building in a middle-class neighborhood. What the top
floor did give her was relative peace – since there were no
upstairs neighbors, and privacy, in her corner unit.

She dropped her beach gear by the door and
yawned as she went inside. She headed straight for the bathroom,
showering off the sunscreen and sand. She carefully brushed out her
hair, then headed into the kitchen to make an ice tea.

With that, she wandered out to the balcony,
still naked. She enjoyed being naked. It reminded her of how hot
and sexy she was. The balcony wasn't huge, but she'd put a futon
against the wall, and a shelf unit with four shelves filled with
plants. There were more plants and flowers on the floor on either
side of her futon, and cozy strings of lighting for sitting out
here at night.

The railing was metal, and below that tinted
glass. This let her lean against the rail, her breasts pressed
against the side, her arms along the top of the rail, and watch
people and cars go back and forth below. LA was a very big city. It
had to have lots of great men worthy of her. Unfortunately, it had
far more duds who would make her life miserable.

Finding the diamonds in the rough was a
difficult task, but she had patience. She wasn't going to wind up
with some alcoholic with a bad shave living in a trailer somewhere.
She had a good job with excellent promotional potential and
top-notch health care and sick benefits.

And she had the boys.

She turned back and went inside.

The condo had two bedrooms. The second
bedroom served as her exercise room – in more ways than one. It did
have a yoga mat, loose weights, and an exercise cycle. It also had
a pair of cameras on tripods. Overhead, several O-rings had been
driven into the ceiling. There were hooks strategically located
along the walls.

She opened the drawer of the cabinet and took
out a pair of studded leather restraints, fitting them to her
wrists. Another pair went around her ankles. She walked over to
check on the cameras, then pulled one of the machines which sat in
the corner over, positioning it and plugging it into the wall.

She checked the cameras again to ensure the
machine was out of sight, then rolled another machine over and
positioned it. This one was lower but had two thick and one thin
stainless steel arms protruding up and out. She angled these arms
towards the wall, then found a pair of hollow dildos to fit over
the first few inches. She coated each with lubricant, then measured
their distance from the wall.

She checked the cameras again, then returned
to the cabinet. She plucked from it a pair of nipple clips, then
reached down and placed them over her already erect nipples,
tightening them as hard as she could stand.

She took out another clip, like the others,
with teeth coated in rubber, then bent over, spreading the lips of
her sex and placing the jaws on either side of her clitoris. She
tightened this one considerably less than she had the first
two.

It ached, throbbing dully.

She took the hood out of the cabinet and
slipped it over her head. It was black and made of Velcro. It
covered her entire head and slipped down around her neck. She could
see through the stretched fabric, if imperfectly. Enough, at any
rate. She took the ball-gag from the cabinet and worked the round
silver ball into her mouth, then pulled the straps around behind
her head and buckled them. Then she took the studded leather collar
from the cabinet and fastened it around her neck.

There was a hinged bar on the wall. She
lifted it up and locked it in place. It was three feet long, and
now pushed out about twenty inches from the wall. She pressed her
hips against it, then spread her legs to the appropriate limit to
lower herself in position.

Gauging that carefully she then attached a
pair of elasticized cords to her ankle restraints. She moved to one
side, and then attached the other end of the first one to her
exercise cycle. She moved back into position, then spread her other
leg wide, stretching the first cord so she could bend over to the
left and attach the other end of the second cord to the
cabinet.

She straightened, testing the limits of the
elastic cords. They did not hold her ankles firmly, but they would
appear to on camera.

She bent way over and picked up the remote
for the cameras, turning them on, then dropped it and picked up the
remote for the first machine. The two dildos began to move slowly
in and out. She bent forward, her arms rising up along the wall,
and positioned herself so that they began to prod at both her pussy
and her ass.

She felt her juices starting to bubble on the
inside as she eased her hips in and back, letting the things move
deeper and deeper. Her breathing became more ragged around the ball
and her pulse rate picked up. She moaned as the thick dildos drove
higher inside her, the fires beginning to rise with them.

She reached behind her and adjusted the third
of the arms. This one was slender, the thickness of a pencil. It
had a small silver ping-pong ball on the tip which vibrated
powerfully. She adjusted that arm until the ball was against her
clitoris, where it rubbed up and down, side to side, and around and
around.

She had hung a pair of thin, elastic cords
from hooks in the wall before her. Now she attached the first to
the clip now biting into her clitoris with a delicious sense of
ache, then drew it forward and attached its other end to a hook in
the wall. The second one attached to her nipple rings. She pulled
the center forward, stretching it, making her wince, but sliding it
over another hook on the wall.

Finally, she reached up to the longer cord
she'd hung from a higher hook, drew it down, stretching it, and
attaching it to her wrist restraints.

All done, she let her arms rise as if pulled
by the cord, wriggled her hips, and sighed as she went as still as
possible to exult in the dark, depraved hunger of what she was
experiencing.

And what men who watched the videos would
experience.

The thought of men watching her like this and
becoming filled with lust and heat drove her own arousal, her own
excitement on. Then the machine pushed the dildos deeper and deeper
and she moaned as the heat rose within her. The one in her pussy
was thickest, and moved fastest.

The one in her bottom moved slower and was
more slender, but even longer than the other. And then there was
the little ball rubbing against her clitoris while buzzing away at
her.

One of the cameras was on her left so it
would see her in profile, especially her breasts, which were
slightly distorted, pulled out by the clips biting into her
nipples. It would also, of course, see the cord which reached up to
the clip around her clitoris, the clip which squeezed it firmly out
so the ball could rub so firmly against it.

Kara shuddered as the heat rolled up her
body, she lowered her forehead to the wall, gasping as the hard,
deep thrust of the dildo in her belly made her insides ache. Her
hips tried to roll back against it, and against the vibrating ball
rubbing against her, but every move she made tugged her against the
clips and made her gasp and moan.

The timer clicked away and now the second
machine, on her right, began to hum. It had started life as a
baseball throwing machine for those who wanted to practice hitting
balls. The little arm now had a strap on the end, and so when it
suddenly swept around hard and fast the strap rose and flew across
to snap stingingly at her buttocks.

She cried out at the blow, but the stinging
did not soften the heat gripping her. Instead, it aroused her more.
She could see little with the hood over her eyes and her forehead
pressed against the wall. She let her mind float free, imagining
she was in a dungeon being tortured by cruel white slavers, perhaps
Arabs.

Crack!

The strap swung again, then again, then
again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow made her cry out, her body
flinching, jerking against the clips, her breasts wobbling. But the
stinging little jolts of pain were secondary to the heat enveloping
her as the dildo continued to thrust deep into her belly and the
vibrator made her sex burn with a scalding heat.

The first orgasm hit, and she screamed around
the gag, screamed at the top of her lungs, uninhibited, filled with
heat and passion and pleasure as she was pounded by the dildo – or,
in her mind, by the cruel captors thrusting themselves into her
helpless body.

The orgasm felt like being caught in an
electrical storm, only the electricity ripped through her body,
making her muscles spasm and her nerve endings crackle, filled her
with a dazed, mind-blowing sense of ecstasy.

She trembled and shook, crying out again and
again as the orgasm overloaded her nervous system and filled her
with a feverish sense of pleasure and heat. It flared wildly inside
her to the point she became light-headed from lack of breath.

The strap snapped down across her bottom
repeatedly, the little arm swinging slowly around until it got into
position, then snapping forward hard, to slash the strap across her
buttocks. Each jolt of pain pushed back minutely against the heat,
but then the excitement in her mind at being whipped! made
it grow again.

For in her mind that was exactly what was
happening. She was feverish, intoxicated with the passion and heat,
her mind filled with sexual fantasies as she was pounded and the
stinging little bites of the clips made let her drop herself into
the dark fantasy of being a sex slave.

The orgasm slowly faded away, but left her
dazed, gasping, and still in heat as the dildos continued to thrust
into her, as the vibrator continued to grind against her clitoris,
as her nipples burned. She moaned and then pulled her head back,
tugging her wrists down against the elastic cord. She freed one
momentarily, her hand dropping down between her legs to release the
clip there.

Her wrist quickly rose again, and she clipped
the cord to it, then lay her forehead against the wall once again.
The ache between her legs faded away, leaving a sense of deep
relief. But the nerve endings were even more tender, even more
sensitive than usual. And now the vibrating little ball had
unrestricted access.

The pleasure rose like a rocket and swamped
her mind. She cried out again and again as another orgasm ripped
apart her mind. Then another as she trembled and shook in the
throes of animal hunger and need.

She moaned and pulled down her wrists again,
undoing the elastic cord. She removed the clips from her nipples,
wincing, and then gripped the bar pressed against her hips, jerking
it up and back so she could slide her body forward.

She slipped off the dildos, panting, and
moved away, then turned them off. She groaned as she turned off the
cameras, then took off the collar and peeled the hood up and
off.

The orgasms left her a little dazed, but she
was recovering. She would have to edit the videos, and then she
could put them online to arouse all the men who loved to watch
her.

Flaunting her body this way turned her on
immensely, and was extremely satisfying in more ways than one. She
certainly didn't get to do it in real life much. She was very
selective in her lovers, and they were generally much more
interested in grabbing her, throwing her down, and doing what they
wanted to sit back and admire her.

They didn't appreciate her beauty and
sexiness the way the men online did. The men online left her many
messages about how sexy and beautiful she was. Some of them were
sweet. Some of them were eager. Some were obscene. And of that
latter category, some were just plain nasty, telling her what they
would like to do to her.

Those were the ones that turned her on the
most.
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The next day was a workday. The change in her
dress could hardly have been greater. She wore a loose, pleated,
light brown skirt which came almost to her ankles over clunky black
flat shoes. She had a high-necked, button-down flower print blouse,
with a scarf around her neck, a black vest, and a forest green
jacket with large gray buttons down the front. Her hair was pulled
back severely, and she wore large black horn-rimmed glasses.

It tended to be chilly in the library.

The library – actually the law library of St.
Michael's Christian university, was where she had found employment
after graduating from St. Michael herself two years ago with a
degree in library science. She was still working on her masters,
mostly by correspondence and occasionally through evening
courses.

She drove rather more sedately that morning
than she had the previous afternoon. Then again, the rush hour
traffic didn't really allow anything else. She found her parking
space, then walked briskly down the path, through two courtyards,
and past several lovely fountains until reaching the doors to the
law library.

The library wasn't open yet, but her pass
card let her in regardless. She slipped inside, turned and entered
the employees' area through a thin door, then found her locker and
put her purse away.

“Hello, Kara. God be with you.”

She turned her head. “And God be with you,
Ellen,” she said as the older woman moved past.

Some of the people here were rather more
outspoken about their religious beliefs than she thought really
appropriate. Still, you lost nothing by returning people's
greetings.

She was assigned to the stacks today. She
made a face at that, but until she got her masters she really
couldn't expect to be one of the librarians at the information
desks, except to spell the others during their breaks.

The library expected women to behave in a
certain way; modest, quiet, and soft-spoken, and that was doubly so
for young women with merely a bachelor's degree.

The law library consisted of several
sections. The first area had rows of long tables divided by a
center aisle. Each table sat five chairs. They marched in their
double rows up the center of the library, twenty-five tables long.
The ceiling was sixty feet above, and a double row of large, ornate
lamps hung from it.

Bookshelves filled the walls on either side.
And there were narrow staircases leading up to a balcony which ran
along both walls and held more bookshelves. Next door, through wide
doorless openings, were the stacks. These were rows of bookshelves
containing older materials. And then in the back, were rows of
buttoned leather sofas and chairs for those who wished to sit and
read, as opposed to studying and taking notes at the tables.

The stacks were quieter and more dimly lit.
The shelves were close together, and the area had a musty scent
from the old books. No one came here other than those doing serious
research, and looking to consult very old case law and personal
writings, theses, dissertations, and other papers which had not yet
been transferred to computers. They were never loaned out, except
to professors.

In the back was an area off-limits to
students. It had very old books, some of them hundreds of years
old, and fragile. It also had things like private legal opinions
given by very noted lawyers and judges, but not published, as well
as their writings as students. There was a barred door, much like a
jail door, blocking off those shelves.

There were two time-consuming tasks working
here. One was to re-shelve whatever was taken off the shelf. It was
against the rules to return books to the shelves. The library did
not want them being placed in the wrong area, after all. The second
was inventory.

Kara cheated for that last task. She was a
fan of technology. She had made a diffident suggestion to her
supervisor some months ago about simply taking pictures of each
shelf and the books on them, then comparing them when taking
inventory. The woman had looked at her as though she were
insane.

Kara had done it anyway. The shelves here
were wooden, dark oak, and quite old. They were divided every three
feet and were seven shelves high. She had carefully, and furtively
taken a picture of each rectangular shelving block. They held
roughly three dozen books apiece. She could then bring up her
phone, turn it sideways, and visually compare the shelf she was
looking at to the one she had recorded to see if everything was
identical.

Since she'd been using this method she'd
taken less than a quarter as much time to do inventory. Which was
boring, repetitive, and unpleasant. But she knew Mrs. Lindt
wouldn't appreciate her efficiency if she found out. The woman was
as mean and nasty as anyone Kara had ever met, and she wondered how
she could really call herself a Christian.

Then again, she knew full well that the
things she did at home would certainly have called up the same
question on the part of many of those who worked here. She felt
guilty about that, and vaguely ashamed, but the hunger, not to
mention ego satisfaction was simply too good to forego.

And anyway, she'd read the bible and it said
nothing about masturbation. On the other hand, pride was definitely
sinful, and she knew she was far too prideful about her looks,
about her body, about how attractive she was, and how she inspired
lust in men. In fact, deliberately seeking to incite lust in men
was probably quite wicked.

Then there was the whole sex outside of
marriage thing. There was no question fornication was sinful and
wicked. But how was she to find the right man without trying them
out first!? The bible didn't seem to care about that. Any man who
could get her with child ought to be adequate.

Well, she had different... more modern
standards!

She preferred working in the back, where it
was more isolated. That way she could openly compare the picture on
her phone to the shelf she held it in front of without worrying
about being caught. It was quiet and she could almost always hear
someone coming in time to lower the phone.

She almost didn't hear it this time, but
dropped her phone at the slight recognition of something moving out
of the corner of her eye. A man came down the aisle, an older man,
an unhappy older man who stopped before her.

“Do you work here, girl?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir. How may I help you?” she asked,
quickly rising to her feet.

“My name is Joshua North. I wish access to
some of the papers I wrote when I was here as a student.”

North appeared to be in his late forties or
early fifties. He was tall, slender, and had salt and pepper hair.
He wore what even in the dim light of the stacks Kara could
recognize as a very expensively tailored suit.

“Have you made an appointment, sir?” she
asked.

“No, I haven't made an appointment. Is your
time so very valuable then?” he demanded.

“It is customary for those seeking access to
the historical and special collections to – .”

“I don't care about your customs. I'm here
now and my time is considerably more valuable than yours. So open
the door,” he growled.

Daunted, she took a step back.

“Well, I uhm, can call Mrs. Lindt, I suppose,
and see if we can make an exception.”

“I assure you you'll make an exception, girl,
if I have to call the Chancellor and get him down here to unlock
the door himself. Now move your bottom.”

She half-turned away, starting to feel quite
stressed.

“I'll uhm, call Mrs. Lindt. I'm not sure
which desk she's at but – .”

“What part of 'my time is valuable' did you
not understand, girl?” he demanded.

Then he slapped her bottom sharply, causing
her to yelp and half leap forward.

“Move!”

Kara scurried away, gasping, outraged, but
also anxious. She couldn't afford to have important people unhappy
with her, after all.

He followed close behind, and she couldn't
help the sense he was pursuing her, like some kind of predator!

She reached the small table by the closed
door and picked up the phone there. He stopped altogether too close
to her, scowling down at her as she called Mrs. Lindt's number.
There was no answer, so she hung up and called the main desk.

“Mrs. Brown, do you know where Mrs. Lindt
is?” she asked.

“She stepped out on some errand or other,”
the woman replied.

“Well, do you know who's in charge while
she's away?”

“Is there a problem, Kara?”

“Well, there's a man here demanding entry to
the historical and special collection, but he hasn't an
appointment.”

“So send him away.”

“He's... very, er, insistent,” she
gulped.

“Well, who is he?”

“Er, a Mister North, a Mr. Joshua North. He
claims to have been a student here and wishes access to his
papers.”

“Oh well, if it's his, that's probably fine.
Just get some kind of identification from him, dear.”

“Okay.”

“I'm still waiting,” North growled.

“I uhm, well, do you have any identification,
Mr. North?”

He scowled at her even harder, and she licked
her lips nervously. But he reached into his suit jacket and drew
out a slim leather billfold, then took a driver's license out and
let her see it.

Of course, anyone could have a driver's
license.

“Uhm, do you have something like a uhm,
company identification?”

“No. Now open the door.”

“Well, I mean...”

“I don't have any company identification
because I own the company.”

He reached out and caught her arm, spun her
around so she faced the barred door, and slapped her bottom.

“Now open that door!”

She yelped again, scurrying forward. That had
stung! The university wasn't exactly very modern in terms of its
human resource guidelines and regulations. But she was certain that
sort of thing was against the rules! She wasn't about to point that
out to him when she was all alone back here with him, though!

She hurriedly unlocked the door and pushed it
open, then walked inside, flicking on the lights. She turned down a
side aisle to where the student papers were, then reluctantly
turned her head as he followed.

“What year were you interested in, Mr.
North?”

“You don't store things by name?”

“No, by year and then by name within that
year.”

“I don't know which year.”

“Which years were you a student here?”

“I graduated in 1998.”

She led the way further down the aisle. There
was a combination of shelves and drawers here. She pulled open one
of the drawers, which held hanging folders. She took out the one
marked North – P, and he took it from her.

“Get the rest.”

He walked away without a word and she scowled
at him, but pushed the drawer in and pulled out the previous year.
She got the papers attributed to him in the previous two years and
then found him on one of the big buttoned leather sofas, sitting
back and skimming through the papers under one of the lamps which
sat next to it.

“Here you are,” she said, trying to be
pleasant.

He held up a hand as if to forestall her
saying anything more, and continued to read.

Kara stood there, feeling fidgety. How long
was she supposed to stand here anyway? What a rude man this was!
There were no tables here, so she decided to put the files down on
the sofa next to him.

“Don't go away,” he said as she started to
withdraw.

She paused, hesitating. Well, what was she
supposed to do, simply stand here?

“I really must – .”

He raised his head, glowering at her.

“I have further questions about how this
material is treated, who has access to it, under what conditions,
and what records are kept of that access.”

“Well, what would you like to know?”

“What did I just ask?” he snapped.

She flushed and took a deep breath.

“The historical and special collections room
can be accessed through appointments by – .”

“I'm not going to crane my head up at you
while you talk, girl.”

He scowled at the papers on the chair beside
him, then pointed a finger at the floor.

“Kneel down.”

“Excuse me?”

“Kneel,” he growled. “Or sit. I don't care
which.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but
honestly, protesting against people in authority was not something
she was very good at. So she eased herself down onto her knees and
sat back on her heels.

“Now then. You were about to tell me who had
access.”

Kara explained the procedure to him, and how
inventory was kept, and that no one was ever permitted alone in
that area without a librarian.

“Is something missing, Mr. North? If so I can
– .”

“Did I say anything was missing?”

“Well, no but – .”

“Don't show initiative. Answer questions and
do what you're told. I despise young, unlearned people trying to
show initiative. Especially flighty young girls.”

“I... sir, I don't think it's – .”

“No one cares what you think. Now you were
telling me about how inventory was kept.”

“I... well, we take very careful inventory of
all our collections on a regular basis. I assure you the items in
the historical and special collection are quite secure.”

“I'm not interested in your assurances,
either. That is merely your stating your opinion. And as I've
already explained to you your opinion is without value to me. You
will explain the process and I will decide if it's secure.”

This man was making Kara exceedingly nervous.
She fumbled out an explanation of the process and how often it was
undertaken while he scowled down at her like some kind of predatory
bird.

She started to rise “Now I really must go and
– .”

“Sit down,” he growled, with such force she
abruptly sat back on her heels, eyes widening.

“Do you know who I am, girl?”

“Er... Joshua North?”

His eyes narrowed.

“Do you have any idea the endowment I provide
to this university? I can assure you the chancellor does. Suffice
it to say it's sufficient to buy you in your entirety, never mind a
few minutes of your time.”

“Well – .”

“There was a time the dean of women kept a
strap to use on the bottoms of misbehaving female students,” he
said. “I have little doubt the head librarian kept such an item, as
well. And probably still should. It would teach vapid little girls
like you the proper degree of respect for senior attorneys and
alumni.”

“I... I don't think that's fair, sir!” she
gulped.

“Why do you insist on using that verb?” he
demanded. “Think? Thinking rarely goes together with the young, and
particularly not silly, frittering, big-breasted females.”

Kara rose indignantly off her knees but
before she could protest he thrust a thick handful of files at her.
They jammed in against her chest, in fact, and she grabbed them in
self-defense.

“Put those away. And see you do it properly.
Then come back.”

She was glad at the chance to get up and move
away from him, so took it, fleeing into the back room.

What a horrible man!

She put them away, then peered anxiously
around the corner. She wasn't at all eager to go back to where he
sat examining the rest. She would simply wait here until he
finished. She reached down to the small pocket of her jacket for
her phone but found it missing.

It wasn't like the pocket really held the
phone properly unless she was standing up, then gravity helped. But
she had no pockets in her skirt, of course, nor her blouse. Where
could it have gotten to!?

Suddenly she remembered kneeling down. The
jacket would have pressed against the floor, and the phone might
have tipped out there. She gulped and hurried back to the sofas.
She discovered him sitting back examining a phone! Her phone?!

She hurried up, heart thumping, and let her
eyes skim the floor around them. She leaned in, trying to see what
type of phone he had. He suddenly looked up sourly, then turned the
phone around.

It was definitely her phone! Because there
was a picture of herself on it naked! It was a flattering,
full-body shot, of her standing, staring into the camera, her hands
in her hair, her chest thrust out her expression sultry. Or at
least, what she imagined sultry should look like.

Her face flamed wildly as her heart skipped a
beat.

“Pride goeth before the fall, girl,” he said,
tossing the phone to her.

Kara caught it, gasping.

“And only an idiot uses
one-two-three-four-five as a passcode,” he said, rolling his
eyes.

Kara fled into the back room, cringing,
horribly embarrassed!

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

It wasn't that no one had ever seen her naked
before, of course. But only men she was... testing... as possible
lovers. This was... definitely not such a man! And what if he told
others? The chancellor, for example!? What if he told them that one
of the librarians was a slut who walked around with naked pictures
of herself on her phone!?

He was right. She should have made her
pass-code something harder! But she checked her phone so often she
wanted it to be easy for her!

What a horrible man he was to pick up her
phone and try to guess the password out of... out of pure nosiness!
She paced back and forth, her pulse racing, trying to decide what
to do, trying to understand what danger she might be in. She gasped
and checked her phone to see if he had sent a copy of that picture
to anyone else.

Then she gasped and flipped through other
pictures of her on the phone, cringing as she saw herself from
different angles, always posed to display her assets and look hot.
How many of them had he seen!? These weren't as bad as the ones she
posted online, of course, but unlike those ones, these showed her
face!

She would... she would report him! No! She
couldn't do that! She'd have to tell someone she had naked pictures
of herself on her phone! And anyway, he didn't work here, and ran
his own company. At least, according to HIM.

No, the best she could hope for was for him
to finish whatever it was he was doing, and then go away and never
come back. That was likely, she thought anxiously. Then she could
forget this ever happened. And change the password on her phone!
Yes, that sounded like a plan. Just forget she'd ever met him.

She gasped as she heard the sound of
footsteps. He rounded the corner, carrying the other folders,
scowling at her again.

“There you are. Hiding out of shame, I
suppose.” He shook his head. “Women,” he said dismissively.

She dropped her eyes, then turned away, but
he gripped her arm and jerked her back around, making her gasp in
alarm.

“See these?” he demanded, showing her the
files.

He put them on the cabinet. “See to it
they're put away properly. Understand?”

She jerked her eyes away but he shook
her.

“I require an answer, girl!”

“Yes!” she gasped.

He snorted disdainfully, then released her
arm but, shocking her, his hand went up around her slender throat
instead! She squeaked in alarm and grabbed his wrists, but he was
much stronger than her and swung her around against the side of the
cabinet.

“Put your hands on your head,” he
growled.

She stared at him, gasping, eyes slightly
bulging, and felt him tighten his grip.

“Do it!”

Moaning, she obeyed, putting her hands atop
her head. She felt him loosen his grip on her throat as he looked
her up and down. Then he reached out and plucked the glasses off
her nose.

“You're a pretty little slut. What's your
name?”

She gaped at him, her vision quite blurry now
without her glasses. She felt his hand tighten around her neck
again.

“What is your name?” he demanded.

“K-K-Kara Foster!” she gasped.

He loosened his grip again.”

“You look like you have a gorgeous body,” he
said. “A body like that is wasted under clothes like these and in a
job like this. A body like that was put here on Earth by God to
make men happy. Why don't you have a boyfriend?”

How did he know that, she wondered faintly,
her heart pounding wildly.

He tightened his grip again and her eyes
bulged.

“Why?”

“I-I-I... d-don't know!” she squeaked.

“You mean no man will put up with you, or
you've set your standards so high no man qualifies?”

The hand around her neck lifted up and she gasped, forced up onto
the balls of her feet. He pushed a little, which bowed her back
across the cabinet.

“God doesn't like what he creates to be
wasted,” he said.

He released her and walked away, and Kara
stared after him wildly, gulping in air, hyperventilating. What an
awful man! She rushed forward and closed the door, locking it, with
her on the inside. At least she felt protected then.

She had never encountered a man like him
before! Always before men tried to be nice to her in hopes of
persuading her to let them touch her. Oh, certainly some were nasty
after she turned them down. But she understood that. Their egos
couldn't take that she had judged them to be... well... not good
enough for her,

But she'd never encountered a man before who
had treated her with such disdain, and yet had also casually and
honestly remarked about how beautiful she was. What kind of a
weirdo was he anyway!?

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


She loved the pressure of the nose of the
dildo against the soft flesh of her sex. It was hard and rounded
and as she squatted over it she let herself ease lower and lower so
the thing slowly forced the lips of her sex in and back. She loved
the soft aching, then the stretching, and then the straining as it
forced her wide and began to slide up into her.

She moaned around the gag, staring into the
camera as she straddled the chair. She sank down inch by inch. Her
thigh muscles ached as she slowly rode up and down, her legs
stretched wide around the chair.

She was wearing the Lycra hood again, her
face black and blank, showing nothing to the camera except slight
hollows over her eyes, and a small bulge over her nose. And, of
course, the ball gag stuffed into her mouth in the one opening in
the hood.

She wasn't wearing a collar, this time. One
of her kinkier, nastier admirers had suggested something else.

She had a noose around her neck. She knew
that was very dangerous. People had died this way, lots of them.
But she didn't care. The excitement of doing something this kinky
drove her on. And anyway, she was confident she wouldn't go too
far. She was smart. She was in control.

Her wrists were in restraints and locked
behind her back. She'd managed to do this by using a short chain,
only a couple of inches long, to lock them together. She had done
this in front of herself, and then pulled her wrists under her
feet, and managed to work them under her buttocks and up behind her
back.

Now she sank lower on the dildo, and as she
did she felt the noose tightening around her throat.

Her body hummed with sexual energy, for this
was nasty and kinky and dangerous, and her pulse raced as she did
it. She sank lower still, moaning, riding up and down. And as she
did the noose around her throat tightened and loosened, tightened
and loosened.

She sank lower, and it began to tighten more.
She gasped, staring at the camera, and staring at the monitor just
behind it, aroused by the sight of herself, by how hot and sexy she
looked, and by how excited the men would be when they saw the
video.

She sank down fully, a wild rush of
excitement and pleasure pulsing through her body even as the noose
tightened enough to choke her. She couldn't breathe now, and her
eyes bulged, but she didn't care. She gurgled as she ground her
buttocks against the chair. Then she rose up, gasping in relief as
the pressure around her neck loosened and she could breathe.

She forced herself up and down, up and down,
going all the way up until only the head of the dildo was lodged
within the mouth of her sex, just so she could enjoy the delicious,
wonderful slide down its full length! She sank to the bottom, her
eyes bulging as the rope tightened firmly. And now she thought of
that awful man the other day, who had choked her.

What a horrible man! What an awful man! He'd
probably do something like this to her! He'd probably torture her
like this just out of cruelty!

She gasped as she pushed herself up, heart
pounding, chest burning, gulping in air. What would he think if he
saw her like this, she wondered. No doubt he'd sneer at her and
call her names. But he'd spoken admiringly of her body. He clearly
wanted it, just like all men. He clearly would use her, and use her
roughly, ruthlessly, savagely!

Did he have a big cock? Would he mount her
and use her like a whore, without any consideration for her as a
person? Would he treat her like a creature, a thing, to be used and
cast aside?

She gurgled as the rope tightened fully, her
eyes bulging, and rose slowly up again, gasping. She was becoming
light-headed and tried to draw in a full breath of air before she
sank down. But the rope tightened not just against her air passage
but the blood flowing into her head.

She didn't know what to do about that. But
the heat was feverish, and she rose up and sank down, rose up and
sank down, the air sobbing out around the gag as passion became a
fire consuming her mind. Her buttocks slapped against the wooden
chair as she rode the dildo, and she could hear the wet sounds as
it drove up into her, for she was sopping!

Imagine dying like this, she thought, her
mind dazed now. Imagine being found like this! How mortifying that
would be! But would the police and others stare at her beautiful
body and think what a shame it was they hadn't had the chance to
use her first?

She gurgled and gasped, and then the orgasm
hit. She rode frantically now, crying out, again and again, as best
she could, given the rope kept tightening around her neck. She rode
as fast as her legs would let her, panting and gasping, her upper
body twisting and arching, her shoulders rolling.

The orgasm was a firestorm ravaging her mind,
and she twisted and thrashed, her head pulling against the hold of
the rope around her neck until she thought she would pass out. And
that thought finally sent a stab of real fear into her. She had to
control herself! This was insane! She tried to jerk her wrists free
but couldn't, not in this position.

She finally forced herself to stand, gasping
for breath, coughing, dazed, swaying. But now she faced a problem.
She had had a clever idea on how to arrange this. The noose had
been wide enough that she'd been able to stick her head through it,
then work it around to narrow the noose until it was firmly around
her neck.

There was no way to easily reverse that. The
noose was now loose enough to not interfere with her breathing, but
how could she remove it with her hands locked behind her back? Nor
could she bring her hands down under her buttocks and up front
unless she could sit down.

This was insane, she thought. I'm
never doing anything like this again!

Fortunately, the restraints around her wrists
were held together by Velcro strips. Normally, they were locked
together in such a way she couldn't undo them. But since she'd
added that short chain she was now able to hook a fingernail under
one of the strips and work it open, then pull her wrist
through.

She immediately pulled the noose open and
stepped out, cursing.

Never again! That was far too dangerous!

She edited the video, cutting off the
preparations, and then cutting off the bad ending. She ended it
with her orgasm, just before she forced herself to stand. Or at
least, did so the first time. It left her dissatisfied, though. The
video shouldn't simply end while she was still coming!

Then she had an idea, the drama queen in her
finding it delicious. She went back and lowered the noose a little.
She had to sit and test it several times before she arrived at the
obvious. She would pass the other end of the rope down to her own
hands, so she could hold it behind her back! That way she could
keep it taut, but not so taut it literally strangled her.

I should have thought of this the first
time, she grumbled to herself. She turned on the camera, then
straddled the chair and slowly sank down fully on the dildo. She
reached behind her back with her hands and grasped the other end of
the rope, pulling it down until the noose tightened a little around
her neck. Now she began to squirm on the dildo, gurgling and
gasping, arching her back dramatically, writhing in place as if she
was still in the throes of orgasm.

And then, she went still, except for
twitching and spasming several times, trying to make it look as if
she'd strangled on the rope. That would really excite some of her
viewers, she knew, the real sadistic ones.

She let go of the rope. She'd cut the scene
just then. But she had to add something else just to reassure
people she hadn't actually died. So she added a scene with her
giving a thumb's up to the camera and waving.

Editing the new ending in made the video seem
more dramatic, more exciting. It was also a bit disturbing to watch
given she could actually have ended up dying in exactly that
way!

Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! Never again!
she told herself.

She posted the video, though, and basked in
the enthusiastic reception. Of course, several of them wanted more,
but she wasn't going to. Choking herself could get out of hand
without a spotter, and she had no one to make sure that didn't
happen.

I bet that nasty North guy would love to
do that to me, she thought. He'd probably sneer down at me as I
choked too. But he'd have a big boner in his pants at how hot I
was!

She sniffed, then massaged her thighs. That
had really given them a working out. She would be sore tomorrow.
She sighed and had a shower, then put on one of her sexiest
nighties. It was filmy, lacy, and almost completely see-through.
That there was no one around to see her didn't matter. She felt
sexy, and loved being reminded of how hot she was.

*

The next day she wore a long blue, black and
brown tartan skirt under a long beige cardigan. She also wore a
white blouse with a high necked, ruffled blouse, flat-heeled brown
shoes, and beige socks. Her neck was a bit red where the rope had
cut into her soft skin, but the high neck of the blouse hid it.

She had no sooner gotten to work, though,
when Mrs. Lindt came to see her.

“Miss Foster,” she said in her waspish voice.
“I have a message that the Dean of Law wishes to see you in his
office.”

“Me!? The Dean of Law!? But why?”

“I have no idea and wasn't told.”

The Law Library was technically under the
school's Head Librarian. But the Dean of Law also had a good deal
to say about its operations, on what it collected and loaned out,
and who had access. Since such an august person didn't normally
deal with minor library employees she was immediately anxious that
the summons might be related somehow to that incident last week
with Mr. North.

Had North told the dean something?! Was he
going to fire her? Tell her that a Christian school would not allow
a slutty girl who kept naked pictures of herself to work
there?!

She had to leave the library and cross the
courtyard to the building where the law faculty had offices. In the
lobby, she checked the signs on the walls, then took the elevator
up to the fourth floor and made her nervous way along the corridor
until she reached the door with a brass plaque which said Dean of
Law – Brian Green.

She licked her lips and then knocked. There
was no answer, so she pushed open the door and found a waiting
room, an outer office with a large, L-shaped desk before a cabinet.
She stepped inside and looked anxiously around. Then she checked
her watch. She struggled to control her breathing, fearful of
hyperventilating.

She couldn't think of any other reason why
the Dean of Law would suddenly even know her name, much less summon
her! She would be fired in disgrace!

She tapped at the inner door, then knocked
more loudly.

“Come!” a voice called.

Heart pounding, pulse racing, she opened the
door and looked inside.

“I'm sorry but there's no receptionist
outside,” she said timidly.

The man turned around and her eyes widened.
It was him! It was North!

“Come in here and close the door behind
you.”

She stood, frozen in place, face flushing.
Her mind was churning with contrary thoughts. She was relieved, in
part. At least she wouldn't be seeing a complete stranger to be
humiliated all over again. But of course, North's presence meant
she was quite right to suspect this was related to his visit.

She stepped forward and closed the door. It
was a large office, with built-in bookcases along the wall near the
door. There was a large meeting table which could seat eight
people, and a sofa and chair in the corner. His desk was to her
left, before a wall of cabinets and shelves.

“Get over here, girl.”

She shuffled closer, her face down until she
heard him sigh impatiently.

“Head up! Shoulders back!”

She gulped, startled, but had to obey. She
rolled her eyes anxiously as he came around the desk and stood
beside her.

“You're dressed like an old woman,” he
said.

She frowned. That was unfair! It was a
religious school!

“But then I suppose it wouldn't be proper to
have you in a tube top and miniskirt here on campus,” he said, as
if recognizing that himself. “But that just reinforces in my mind
that you're in the wrong job.”

Her heart sank. He was going to fire her!

“I have taken over as Dean of Law. And I
intend to make some changes around here.”

He put his fingers under her chin and jerked
it up forcefully.

“I know what I think you should do, but that
will require, shall we say a transition period,” he went on.

He then reached into her big, bulky purse and
snatched out her phone.

“Hey!” Kara protested.

“Quiet!”

She gasped and saw him punch in the pass-code
– which she hadn't yet gotten around to changing. He gave her a
disgusted look as it opened. And she saw him bringing up her
picture gallery.

“Please don't!” she gulped, reaching for the
phone.

“Please don't sir,” he snapped.

She recoiled from his anger.

“Say it.”

“P-Please don't, sir!”

“Put your hands on your head.”

“What?!”

“Do it!”

Gasping, she obeyed, and her face flushed
hotly as he turned the phone around so she could see it too, then
let his thumb sweep aside picture after picture of her naked!

“Now why do you have these on your phone?” he
demanded.

Kara was too humiliated to answer.

“I asked you a question. You didn't even
change the pass-code, you silly girl!”

She cursed herself at that.

“A more careful girl would have not only
changed her passcode but gotten rid of these pictures. But you
couldn't bring yourself to do that, could you? You like to stare at
your naked body all the time.”

She dropped her chin until he reached out and
put his hand under it, jerking it up.

“Head up! Shoulders back! Chest out!”

She gulped and obeyed, her mind swirling with
confusion, embarrassment, and uncertainty.

He snorted and stuffed the phone back into
her purse, then he unbuttoned the cardigan as she gaped at him, and
started to unbutton her blouse!

“Hey!”

“What are you wearing under this? You don't
look nearly as big as in your pictures.”

She grabbed his hands and he gave her a cold
look.

“Hands on head! Now!”

She gasped, and then timidly obeyed, her face
getting even redder as he unbuttoned the blouse and gazed in at her
large bra.

“I would have bet you'd have on silky black
lingerie,” he said. “What is this thing? I take it it's designed to
make you look smaller on top?”

He snorted in disdain, then stepped back.

“As I said, you're clearly working in the
wrong job at the wrong place. You are a girl whose sense of
self-worth is bound up in her looks. It must be psychological
torture to have to hide them.”

She was somewhat disturbed at how correct he
was.

He snorted and gripped her purse strap.

“Arms down.”

He tugged the purse strap off her shoulder
and tossed it onto a nearby chair, then to her shock moved behind
her and gripped the neck of her blouse and cardigan and yanked them
over her shoulders and down her arms!

“Oh! Please, sir!” she squealed, covering her
chest with her arms and hands the instant they were free.

“Please what? You know you love your body and
love having it seen. That's why you make all those filthy
videos.”

Kara froze in horror. How could he know!? How
could anyone know!? The videos she'd made had never had her face in
them! Her body had no identifying marks like moles or tattoos! She
was stunned, literally. And so she was hardly even aware of him
undoing her bra in the back until he yanked it out from under her
hands in front.

“Hands on head!”

She stared at him as if totally dazed.

“Hands on head!” he growled.

Moaning, she obeyed.

“Chest out!”

She flinched at the strength of his deep
voice and obeyed.

He examined her bare breasts as she wondered
whether the skin on her face would erupt into flames. It was that
hot!

Then he moved behind her and undid her skirt.
She gulped, heart hammering in her chest as her skirt slid down her
legs to pool at her ankles.

“Now this is more like I thought you'd be
wearing,” he said, looking at her thong.

He yanked it down anyway, letting it also
pool around her ankles.

Then he moved around in front of her.

“Nicely shaved,” he said.

His hand reached out and lightly brushed her
sex, and Kara jerked violently.

Then he moved around his desk and sat down,
looking at her.

“So,” he said. “What should I do with
you?”

She had no suggestions. Her mind was too
stunned by all of this, and she was too utterly mortified to even
think of responding.

“I bet you wonder how I know about your
videos.”

He shook his head in contempt, then reached
forward and took her purse, slipping the phone out. He opened it,
using her pass-code, then showed it to her as his thumb pressed on
the internet app. It opened up right to the web site where she
posted things. And her password was already there in place so that
the site opened automatically.

“For your general fund of knowledge and
information,” he said dryly, “I picked up your phone because it was
on the floor in front of me. A natural enough thing to do, right?
Then I noticed something. You had two bars on your reception graph.
My damn phone had nothing there. So I pressed on the internet app
just to see if it would open and how fast. Imagine my surprise when
it opened to Ratemybody.com.”

She cringed. It had been her own fault!

He sat back in his big chair.

“You have a remarkable body. And quite a
pretty face, too. You were clearly meant for better things than
dressing like someone's granny for the rest of your life.”

He stood up and walked around to stand beside
her again.

“I saw that video you posted the other
night,” he growled.

She flushed anew.

“Do you have any idea how dangerous that kind
of thing is?! Do you!?”

She yelped as he slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Ow! Yes!” she squealed.

“And were you alone when you did it?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she said timidly.

“Idiot girl!”

He grabbed her by the back of the neck and
jerked her forward. That almost caused her to fall given the dress
and thong around her ankles, but she shuffled forward a couple of
feet until he bent her over his desk!

“Don't move!”

Kara was flustered, wildly confused,
humiliated, and simply didn't know what else to do other than –
what he told her to do.

And then he drew his belt out of the belt
loops of his trousers and doubled it in his hand.
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“There are two reasons not to make a video
like that,” he said.

He swung the belt and it cracked down
across Kara's bottom with stinging impact.

“Ayee!” she cried.

The straps at home didn't hit nearly this
hard!

“Don't move!”

She moaned, trembling in place.

He swung the belt again and it cracked down
across her bottom to deliver another sharp spike of pain into her
trembling body.

“First, it was the act of a slut!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Posting it on the internet was the act of an
even worse slut.”

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

“Please sir,” he growled.

“Please, sir!”

“Are you disagreeing with me, girl?”

Crack!

“Answer me!”

“N-No, sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

“So you did act like a slut. Is that
correct?”

“Ow! Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Then you deserve to be punished. Is that not
true?”

Crack!

“Answer me!”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried, her bottom on
fire.

“There were two other reasons for you not to
make that video. Can you tell me what they are?”

Crack!

“Answer!”

“N-No, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

She shuddered, her bottom flaming hot
now.

“First, you could have died. Or had that
thought not entered your mind?”

Crack!

“Answer, slut!”

“Ahhhg! Yes, sir!”

“But you did it anyway!”

Crack!

“Ahhh.”

“Why?”

Crack!

“Answer me, slut.”

“I-I... I thought... people... men... men
wanted it!” she cried.

Crack!

“And do you do anything a man asks of you,
slut?”

“Ahh! No, sir!”

“But a pervert on that site suggested it so
you did it to please him. Is that right?”

Crack!

“Ahh! Yes, sir!” she cried.

Her bottom was burning up, and tears were
filling Kara's eyes.

“So to please a pervert you'd never even met
and never intended to meet, you risked your life by making a
ridiculously dangerous sex video. Is that correct?”

Put that way, it sounded awfully dumb. But it
was an unfair question! It didn't take into account how excited,
how aroused the suggestion had made her!

Crack! Crack!

“Answer me, slut.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Clearly you're a girl desperate for
attention, desperate to have men flatter you and desperate to
arouse them.”

Crack!

“Aren't you, slut?”

“Yes, sir!” she sobbed.

“Do you know what the second reason is for
not making that video, slut?”

“N-N-No, sir!” she whimpered.

Crack!

“Because making videos like that inspires
poor, pathetic wretches, most of them men, to try the same thing.
Anywhere from three hundred to a thousand people a year die doing
that.”

Crack!

“And you were providing inspiration to others
to do it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Kara sobbed against the desk as the belt
laced into her buttocks.

“Do you not think you need punishment for
that?”

Crack!

“Answer me, slut.”

“Y-Y-Yes, siiiirr!” she sobbed.

“Right,” he said.

He came around the side of the desk and sat
down, then shoved a box of tissues over to her.

“Wipe your eyes, slut. Blow your nose.”

She slowly stood up, taking the tissues,
wiping her eyes, blowing her nose, and trying to stop crying. Her
bottom was still flaming, but at least she wasn't getting those
sharp little jagged pains from the belt. Though the belt sat on his
desk ready at hand and she eyed anxiously.

Much of her embarrassment seemed to have
faded away. Pain, she realized, was far more important than
embarrassment, and completely overshadowed it.

“Stand straight. Hands behind your neck. Head
back. Back arched.”

She stared at him, and his open hand slapped
down against the surface of the desk, startling her and making her
cry out. She quickly obeyed.

“Clearly you are a young girl who needs
guidance,” he said. “You need to be set on the right path so that
you can live a happy, fulfilled life as God wishes for all His
children.”

It felt so weird that he was acting like
this, talking so calmly as if she weren't standing here utterly
naked, Kara thought. And why was he making her stand like
this? Sticking her chest out the way she was? If he thought her
too prideful about her body shouldn't he be making her dress
instead of... of posing herself?

His eyes skimmed her body and she flushed
anew. She recognized that appreciative look. That was not the look
of a teacher who was simply punishing her for her admittedly stupid
and sluttish behavior. No. She suspected his guidance would require
the insertion of cock into her body! Probably many, many times!

Oddly, that thought didn't frighten her or
gross her out. Standing like this before him was doing some
strange, twisty things to her head. Especially now that her
punishment was behind her (literally). She was deeply relieved at
the lack of any further strapping, and was calming down from her
humiliation, too.

And... she'd never been with a man who knew
all about her dark, dirty fantasies. She'd never admitted them to
anyone except to strangers on the internet. He seemed disapproving,
of course, but wasn't disgusted. She was certain he wanted to use
her body, at least. Or else why was he having her pose this way so
he could enjoy the sight of her?

“Take off your shoes and socks and step out
of that dress.”

She gulped timidly but obeyed.

“Now resume your previous position.”

She obeyed again, pulse racing.

“You're proud of your naked body,” he said.
“That's why you enjoy showing it off to men on the internet. Why
aren't you showing it off to men in real life?”

She dropped her eyes.

“Do you want the strap across your bottom
again?”

“No, sir!” she gasped.

“Then answer me, slut.”

She flinched at the word.

“I-I'm... I mean... I... I have... there's no
one I can... show it to,” she said, stumbling over her words.

“Nonsense. You can show it to any man you
pull into bed with you.”

“I... but most of them are boring and stupid!
And it's not like... well... it's not like I can just... just...
pose for them... like this.”

She gulped, face red.

“Are you a lesbian?”

“No, sir!”

“So you want to show off your body for men,
but don't want to sleep with them?

“I-I... do... kind of but... but... most of
them... most of them are... boring,” she groaned.

“I see. Not good enough in bed for you? Is
that it?”

That was it, but put that way made her seem
even more of a slut.

“Answer me, slut.”

She dropped her eyes, blushing again.

He sighed and picked up the belt, then stood
up.

“Yes, sir!” she squeaked.

“Bend over.”

“Please, sir!”

“Bend over, slut!”

Whimpering, she obeyed, her breasts
flattening against the surface of his desk.

“Spread your legs.”

She blinked uncertainly, but obeyed,
hopefully. This was different than before, at least.

She felt pressure against her sex! A familiar
pressure! She gasped and pushed herself half upright, turning her
head to stare behind her. It wasn't his cock, though. He was
holding... a dildo! She gaped at it.

“Bend down,” he barked.

Gulping anxiously, she obeyed, gasping and
moaning as he pushed the dildo slowly up inside her, twisting and
turning it, pumping it casually in and out until he worked it
achingly deep! Then it started to buzz, to vibrate!

“Close your legs, slut.”

She obeyed and then gasped as he gripped her
hair and pulled her upright.

“Resume your previous position.”

She did so, gladly, eyes wide. She felt a
wave of relief as he put down the belt, but then he opened one of
the drawers of his desk and took out a plastic ruler. He moved back
around to her side of the desk.

“When I ask a question, you will answer me.
Is that clear, slut?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she squeaked.

“Or else.”

He raised the ruler, rubbed it against her
right breast, then drew it back, and slapped it down against the
center of her breast. Kara yelped, grabbing her breast
instinctively.

“Hands on head!”

She moaned and obeyed.

“Are you going to answer my questions,
slut?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Are boys not good enough in bed to please
you?”

“No, sir!”

“How many have you tried?”

She hesitated, and he slapped her nipple
again! It stung hotly.

“I... I'm not sure, sir!”

“Round figures, slut.”

“Maybe... maybe... fifty?” she squeaked.

“Fifty? You are a slut,” he said.

He began to slap the ruler against the center
of her right breast again and again. He wasn't drawing his arm back
to do it, but holding it in place, and simply using his wrist and
hand to slap the ruler down again and again. If it was against the
palm of her hand it probably wouldn't even hurt. But it was against
the center of her tender, sensitive breast! Against her exquisitely
sensitive nipple!

And that burned!

“How often do you spread your legs for men,
slut?”

“I-I... I don't know, sir!”

He moved around to her other side and started
to slap her other breast.

“How often, slut?”

“Maybe... maybe a couple of times a
month!”

He stopped slapping her nipple, at least.

“And how many were boyfriends?”

“N-None, sir!”

“Why not?”

“Because... because... they didn't satisfy
me!” she blurted desperately.

He snorted and walked around behind his desk,
sitting down.

“So. You have very high standards, is that
it? Have you ever had an orgasm with a man?”

She hesitated. No, sir,” she said
miserably.

“Have you ever tried to teach those men you
were with what aroused you?”

She hesitated. “No, sir,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because... because... they'd think I was a
slut!”

He snorted in amusement.

“But you are a slut, isn't that what
you've just admitted?”

She lowered her eyes.

“Answer me, slut.”

“Yes, sir,” she said unhappily.

“Tell me you're a slut.”

She blinked in confusion. “What?”

“Say it. Tell me you're a slut.”

“I-I'm... I'm a slut, sir,” she said
sorrowfully.

“Not like that. Take ownership. Be proud of
your sluttishness. Say it again.”

Kara was baffled.

“I'm a slut, Sir.”

“Louder!”

“I'm a slut, Sir!”

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm a slut, Sir!”

He stood up and walked around the desk, then
reached down between her legs. The vibrator was jammed up inside
her, but it had slipped down a bit, despite her thighs being
together. He gripped the base and thrust it home again.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Flushing, she obeyed.

“Back arched. Head back. Show me what a
beautiful slut body you have.”

Her face burned again, but now as she felt
his thumb slide over the edge of the buzzing vibrator and begin to
rub her clitoris directly Kara felt a sudden rush of sensation. An
instant later she felt a flood of dark, twisted heat and sexual
energy simply from the realization that he was touching her
there!

“Do you think I can make you come like a
whore, girl?” he asked.

Her body was already thrumming with sexual
energy. It burst up out of nowhere, flooding every corner of her
until her flesh felt sodden. Sexual electricity danced along the
surface of her skin, and her mind began to feel the dark, feverish
hunger growing.

His other hand came up around her neck and
tightened, and Kara gasped and gurgled. His thumb stroked faster
and harder from side to side as the vibrator purred inside her

“It's not hard to make a slut, come,” he
said. “Especially once you understand what demons possess her. My
task is to exorcise those demons, slut.”

Kara trembled and moaned. Her hips began to
grind against him, her muscles spasming to make her buck forward.
Her eyes bulged as he tightened his hand, and a rolling wave of
heat and dark passion swept over her. Her legs started to tremble,
and she began to gasp for breath, her head pounding.

The orgasm swept over her and she cried out,
or tried to. No words and little sound escaped his tight grip on
her throat. Her hips jerked convulsively against him and her body
trembled and shook as the orgasm tore through her. It went on and
on and on until she thought she would pass out from the pressure in
her skull!

Then she did collapse, her rubbery legs
giving way so that she fell to her knees. He let her go, moving
around and disappearing behind his desk as she knelt and
trembled.

She gasped for breath, leaning over, her
hands falling to force the vibrator deeper, to grasp and squeeze
her breast. This was so perverted, so filthy, so hot!
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“Stand up, slut.”

Panting, Kara forced herself to her feet,
releasing the vibrator and closing her thighs together again. She
hesitantly raised her hands and put them behind her neck again,
arching her back.

“You're a filthy slut, aren't you?”

“Y-Yes, sir,” she said in a meek voice.

“Go and stand in the corner.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“In the corner, face in the corner. And don't
let that sex toy fall out.”

Kara licked her lips, then moved to stand
with her nose against the corner. She had to put her fingers on the
base of the vibrator as she walked, then she stopped, bringing her
thighs together.

“Firmly in the corner, slut. Raise your hands
high and keep them against the wall.

Kara did as he ordered, though she was
somewhat baffled.

She waited for him to do something, to say
something, but he was silent. She squeezed her thighs around the
vibrator, feeling the vibrations against her sex, and pulsing deep
into her belly. Was he hoping she would come again and degrade
herself even more?

She hesitated, then turned her head
slowly.

“Face the corner!” he barked.

She gulped and obeyed as she heard him get up
and come across the room to her.

“Your first problem is a lack of discipline,”
he said. “I shall endeavor to teach you discipline. Rise up on your
toes.”

Kara rose onto the balls of her feet, then
gasped as she felt him grasping her hair behind the head and
pulling up.

“Up on your toes, slut!”

She moaned, obeying, her breasts pressed to
the walls, her arms high overhead.

He released her hair and stepped back, and
she cried out as the belt snapped in against her still-sore
buttocks. Once, twice, three times as she wobbled on her toes.

“You may lower your heels to the floor.”

She did and he turned and walked away.

Gulping and sniffling, Kara remained pressed
into the corner, unable to see anything else in the room. Then he
returned. She heard him behind her, and her pulse raced as she felt
his fingers in her hair. He gathered it up, combing his fingers
through it, then lifting it up high. She felt it against her hands,
and then felt his hands on hers.

“Hold your hair in your hands, slut,” he
ordered.

“But... why?”

This time it was just his hand but it snapped
stingingly down on her bottom.

“Do as you're told, slut!”

She did as she was told, and he went away.
She waited, heart and pulse racing, but nothing happened, and she
became wildly confused again. Why wasn't he fucking her? Or... or
something!? It was hard to guess how much time was passing but she
knew it had been many minutes. The vibrator was making her want to
squirm, and the muscles in her belly and groin twitched
repeatedly.

“Rise on the balls of your feet, slut,” he
called from what sounded like the area around his desk.

Kara frowned but obeyed, and waited... and
waited. Nothing happened. Her feet began to ache. The ache grew
worse, and her feet trembled. Then she sank back to her heels,
feeling a rush of relief from her feet.

“Did I tell you to stop, slut?”

“But it hurt too much!” she exclaimed.

“You are weak and in poor shape.”

Then his voice came closer.

“And disobedient.”

Kara heard a whirring sound, and then
something cut across her back. It wasn't very heavy, and it was...
spread out. In fact, there were a lot of them. And an instant after
they hit she felt a sense of stinging pain across the center of her
back. She gasped, but it wasn't nearly as bad as the blow to her
sore bottom from the belt.

“When you are given an order, slut, you obey
that order.”

The thing cut across her back again, and she twisted her head to
see what it was.

“Face the corner, slut!”

She jerked her head back, but not before
seeing that he held some kind of whip thing! It looked like a
handle with dozens of thin, foot-long black laces attached!

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

The thing struck her back, again and again,
rising up to snap at her shoulders, and down to her lower back. The
laces were lightweight and the sting was mild, but it was echoed
several dozen times each time the thing hit her! She could feel her
back starting to become sore and tender.

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

It was like he was whipping her! He was
whipping her! That was an astonishing thought filled with fear,
alarm, and then, as she belatedly recognized it wasn't really doing
much harm, a dark sense of thrilling heat.

He hadn't tied her up, and she'd been
overwhelmed with embarrassment, so she hadn't really put what he
was doing together with her dark fantasies, but now it was
unmistakable! She was like a poor, helpless prisoner of a cruel,
evil tyrant being whipped! She ground her thighs together around
the vibrator as heat rolled up her body.

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

“Oh! Oh please, sir!” she moaned as her back
started to burn and ache.

“Are you a filthy slut?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it!”

“I'm a filthy slut, Sir!”

“Louder!”

“I'm a filthy slut, Sir!”

“Louder!”

“I'm a filthy slut, Sir!”

And then he apparently returned to his
desk.

Kara trembled. She squeezed her thighs
together around the vibrator, again and again, feeling a desperate
need to lower her hand and rub herself. The hunger rose within her
as she let herself sink into the dark fantasy of herself as a
prisoner, as a slave girl, as someone being tortured by a
lust-crazed man!

And she even was! Sort of...

“Stop moving, slut!”

She halted her hips grinding motions.

For a time. But as the minutes passed they
began to twitch as her nerve endings began to crackle with sexual
electricity.

“When I say to be still, I mean to be still,”
he barked.

He got up again and she gulped, heart rate
increasing.

“Hold onto your hair and turn around,
slut.”

Kara anxiously obeyed, face flushed. She
dropped her eyes as she saw him scowling at her, and saw the whip
in his hand.

“Rise on the balls of your feet.”

She obeyed, leaning her head and shoulders
back so that they were against the corner of the two walls.

“Arch your back. Push your breasts out.”

She moaned and obeyed.

“Do. Not. Move,” he growled, his eyes boring
into her.

He drew his hand back and swept the thonged
whip out to lay the thin laces across her breasts.

Kara yelped at the sudden, shocking blow. The
laces were no thicker nor heavier than they had been before, but
her breasts were a good deal more sensitive. She was also shocked
at the blow, and her arms dropped instinctively to cover her
breasts.

He stood back, glowering at her.

“Are you incapable of obeying an order,
slut?”

“But... but that hurt, sir!” she whined.

“Would you like to feel a cane across your
bottom? That will hurt a great deal more. Gather your hair up.
Gather it up and hold it high!”

Moaning, she obeyed.

“Arch your back, slut.”

Gulping in air, Kara arched her back, then
flinched as the whip came down. Her breasts stung in a dozen
places! She jerked back but her shoulders were already against the
wall!

Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip! Thwip!

She jerked and trembled and moaned as the
whip came down across her breasts, and her soft flesh began to warm
and become more tender with each blow. But at the same time, she
felt that dark heat rolling through her. For the blows didn't sting
very badly, not really, and the vibrator continued to buzz away
inside her.

“Turn and face the wall, slut.”

Trembling, she obeyed.

“Push your feet out from the wall.”

She looked down in confusion, then shuffled
her bare feet back.

“More, slut.”

She pushed her feet back more.

“Keep your hands and arms and face pressed
into the corner. Now spread your legs apart.”

Kara felt a rush of embarrassment, of
anxiety, and of dark heat. She obeyed and felt his fingers at her
sex, pushing at the base of the vibrator, his fingers rubbing
lightly against her sex so that her hips spasmed back.

“Filthy slut.”

She felt his finger press against her
wrinkled little back opening, and her eyes and mouth went wide.

“Oh! Oh, please, sir!” she moaned.

“Please what, you filthy slut?”

The finger pushed into her. It was...
slippery, as if oiled, and pushed deeper as she rolled her eyes up,
trying desperately to see what he was doing. His finger pumped in
and out, twisting and turning inside her. Then it withdrew and
something cooler and thicker pushed against her there.

She moaned as it prodded against her small
opening, the pressure growing, then falling, growing then falling
until it was able to push through her sphincter.

“A slut like you uses all three orifices for
sex,” he said calmly. “You had best have them all prepared.”

He turned and twisted the thing, pushing it
deeper. From its shape and thickness, Kara thought it must be
another vibrator, or perhaps a dildo. What was he doing with such
things here at his office, she wondered dazedly.

“Are you a filthy whore?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'm a filthy whore, sir!”

Her breasts were hanging loose now, only her
face and arms touching the wall as she pushed her bottom back at
him. It felt as if they were throbbing! Her nipples were, she was
sure, very hard, for they tingled hungrily.

The dildo pushed deeper and deeper until she
felt cramps high inside and began to tremble and moan.

Then she felt it get much wider, much
thicker. She felt her sphincter aching, stretching, straining. The
thicker part of the dildo pushed into her and... her opening closed
behind it. Yet something was still there remaining, something
holding her open.

He moved back, then returned and she felt him
touching the base of the vibrator, which had begun to slide out of
her. He did something with it, then forced it fully into her body
once more. He drew some kind of... strings up along her abdomen and
over her hips, pulling them together behind her, then drew another
up between her buttocks. He gave a sudden yank that made her
squeak, and which tightened the straps, then he buckled them
together at her back.

He snorted and moved back away from her. And
she remained in that position, bent forward into the corner, arms
stretched high, shoulders forced back, breasts throbbing.

The vibrator was now firmly locked inside
her, and she no longer had to worry about it sliding out. What was
more she was in this... lewd, obscene, and inviting position while
he was behind – watching her!

The vibrator began to ratchet up her body's
heat once more, and she gulped in air, fighting to keep still. She
sooo wanted to touch herself! But she had to keep her arms high and
legs wide. She couldn't even grind her thighs together!

“Are you aroused, slut?” he called.

She bit her lower lip wildly.

“Answer me, slut.”

“Y-yes, sir!” she whimpered.

“Come here, slut.”

Kara awkwardly pushed herself upright and
turned, letting her hair fall around her shoulders, down across her
back and breasts. She looked down anxiously, but there were only
some pink lines on her breasts, and her nipples were rock hard.

“Sit in that chair, slut,” he ordered,
pointing.

There was a low backed chair a couple of feet
in front of his desk. It was a squarish, padded chair, with arms
the same height as the back. Kara nervously walked over and then
looked down. She could see the base of the vibrator pressed against
her, but she knew that the dildo protruded an inch or two from her
bottom.

“I-I can't – .”

“Are you refusing an order, slut?”

“No, sir! But... how can I sit with... with
this!?” she exclaimed, reaching back to feel the base of the
dildo.

“Carefully. Slumped down with your legs
draped across the arms of the chair.”

Kara did as he ordered, rolling her body more
to her left to press her left buttock and hip on the chair,
gripping the arms tightly to support herself, then slumping and
raising her legs. She draped them across the arms, which was, of
course, a terribly obscene position, and stared anxiously at him
before dropping her eyes.

“Tell me you're a filthy whore.”

“I'm a filthy whore, sir.”

“Squeeze your breasts, whore.”

She stared at him in consternation.

“You like to show your body off before men,
yes? So do so. Squeeze your lovely breasts for me.”

Flushing, Kara reached in and squeezed her
breasts while he watched.

“Your nipples are very hard, slut. Pinch
them, roll them between your fingers.”

This was beyond belief, but Kara was
beginning to lose her ability to be shocked by anything he did or
told her to do. She pinched her nipples, then rolled them between
her thumbs and forefingers.

“Tell me you're a filthy whore.”

“I'm a filthy whore, sir.”

“Do you masturbate often, slut? I bet you do.
Masturbate for me.”

“I-I... I can't... you – !”

“Obey me, slut!” he snapped, slapping his
hand against the desk.

The base of the vibrator was rounded,
pressing up against the top of her sex. But she could still reach
down and rub herself, and so Kara brought her shaky hands down, and
let her fingers stroke her clitoris. After only a few seconds she
began to rub harder and faster as the sexual passion and dark heat
grew more intense.

“That's it. Masturbate for me, slut. Come for
me.”

It was gross, dirty, kinky, nasty, and
humiliating. But a wild, feverish animal hunger gripped her mind as
Kara rubbed faster and faster.

“Don't forget to squeeze your lovely breast,
slut.”

Whimpering, she did that too, laying her head
back further and further as her hips began to spasm and roll up
against the vibrator and her rapidly stroking fingers. The heat
became a fever. Just knowing he was watching her inflamed her mind
and passions.

Her fingers stroked with increasing
desperation across her clitoris even as the vibrator buzzed inside
her, and her hips began to buck up against her fingers as the heat
grew more terrible. Then the orgasm burst open within her and she
couldn't stop herself from crying out again and again, her lower
body bucking violently against her fingers as she wallowed in the
dark, animal pleasure.

He said nothing as she bucked and jerked and
gurgled and gasped and sobbed and cried out in passion and heat.
Only when she eased her movements did she hear his voice again.

“Get out of that chair, slut.”

Dazed, she forced her head up and forced.

“On the floor, on your knees, slut.”

His hand cracked down on the desk and she
lurched forward, gasping as she felt the pressure of the base of
the dildo hit the chair. She groaned and rolled to her side, then
slid off the chair and onto her knees on the floor.

“Get on all fours. You're a filthy, wanton
animal and should comport yourself as one.”

Panting, gulping in air, Kara dropped onto
all fours on the carpet before his desk. He couldn't even see her
here, of course.

“Crawl across the floor to your corner.”

This was so bizarre! But it was also so dark
and wicked and intense and depraved!

Kara crawled shakily away from the desk,
flinching as she got far enough for him to see. She crawled back to
the wall and hesitated.

“Put your face down against the corner where
it meets the floor,” he ordered.

Kara obeyed.

“Raise your bottom high and spread your
legs.”

She obeyed, trembling, feeling the pressure
against her breasts make them throb.

He kicked her in the bottom.

“Raise your bottom higher, slut!”

She gasped and struggled to force her knees
forward to raise her bottom higher.

“That's it. Display yourself like a wanton
whore waiting to be mounted and ridden,” he growled.

She stayed like that for long minutes, still
baffled by what he was doing or why, but still also gripped by a
dark, wild hunger and passion. She suspected he was more than a
little crazy, which added a sense of danger to what was happening,
but couldn't overcome the heat.

It was several long, long minutes before she
heard his voice close behind her.

“Cross your wrists behind your back,
slut.”

Gasping, gulping in air, she obeyed, and felt
a surge of heat and anxiety as his hands gripped her wrists, then
began to tie something around them! She felt loop after loop
crisscrossing her wrists and then pulling tight until they were
tightly and firmly locked together.

She felt his fingers at the base of the
dildo, the one stuffed deep into her bottom.

“Have you ever been taken in your ass, slut?
Have you?!”

“N-No, sir!” she squeaked.

Crack! He slapped her buttocks
stingingly.

“Filthy whore! You know you wanted to
be!”

He was definitely crazy, she thought
anxiously.

He gripped her hair, wrapping it around his
fist and jerked her head up and back. She cried out, and he shoved
something into her mouth, something large and round which barely
fit. She gurgled as it jammed in, both squeezing down on her tongue
and pressing up against the roof of her mouth. It was a ball-gag,
she realized, and he jerked the straps back along her cheeks and
fastened them tightly behind her neck.

“Whore,” he growled.

He pulled a blindfold down over her face,
then jerked her up and back on her knees. He twisted her around so
that she cried out in pain as her hair was pulled, and half-dragged
her across the floor on her knees while she frantically tried to
stumble along at the pull on her scalp.

“One does not need to be kind to a whore,” he
growled, slapping her bottom again.

He forced her up off her knees, then shoved
her belly into something which made her bend over.

“Spread your legs wide, slut!” Crack!
“Wider!” Crack! Rise up on the balls of your feet!”

Kara moaned as she felt his fingers rubbing
at her sex, stroking along the top of her clitoris where it pressed
down against the base of the vibrator. His fingers rubbed her
skilfully, and she felt the dark heat rising within her once again.
Her breasts throbbed against the table or desk - whatever she was
bent over.

“Filthy harlot. I know what you need. I will
summon someone to give it to you. For I have no intention of
demeaning myself by using your slut body.”

Crack!

“When he arrives he will see you like this.
He will know immediately what manner of creature you are and what
to do with you.”

Crack!

“You will be used the way you deserve to be
used, as an animal!”

Crack!

“Do not move, slut! Remain in exactly this
position.”

She heard the office door opening and
closing, and then silence. Her heart beat furiously and her mind
swirled and churned. Was he really there or gone? Did he really
intend to call someone else to see her like this! Surely not!
Surely that was just make-believe, meant to scare her, meant to
shock her, meant to cause her to feel shame at her behavior, at her
nakedness and her lewd, obscene position.

For it was certainly appallingly weak-minded
and sluttish to be allowing herself to be degraded like this!
Imagine a strange man coming in and seeing her like this! What
would he think of her!? He would certainly think she was a slut,
just the way the dean called her. And maybe she was, she moaned.
Maybe she deserved his harsh words and punishment.

But she was fairly certain it would be him
using her body. The hypocrite! He had put the blindfold on the
pretend he was above such physical temptations, above lust for her.
But clearly he wasn't! He wanted her body just like they all did.
How could he resist? She was so hot and sexy and beautiful, after
all.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The door opened and closed, and she tensed
up, rolling her eyes as if she could see around the blindfold. She
was sure it was him. Fairly sure anyway. But she imagined a
stranger, a strange man coming in and seeing her like this. The
thought made her body pulse with a dark, squirming sense of
humiliation and heat.

Maybe it was many men! She imagined them all
standing around behind her, staring at her obscenely displayed sex
and bottom, licking their lips hungrily, wanting her.

She gasped as she felt the hand on her
buttocks, felt it squeezing her soft flesh. It traced the round
base of the dildo inserted in her bottom, then began to pull on it.
She felt the pressure against her inside of her body, felt herself
being stretched, then the long, thick dildo slid out of her, inch
by slow inch.

It had barely come free when something else,
something equally thick pushed into her opening. This was softer,
warmer, but just as firm. She shuddered as it pushed deep into her
belly. She had never permitted sodomy before. She had wanted to
know how well their organs felt inside her, but not
there!

She wanted them to give her pleasure, not
give them pleasure! Especially when she was quite sure she would
get none in return.

Yet now, as she felt him pushing deep, she
felt a sense of dark, delicious heat at the thought of him using
her there, at the thought of being so degraded, so cruelly
used!

Yes! He was cruel! He was such a mean, cruel
man! And she was helpless before him, being used, being so roughly
and cruelly abused while tied up!

Hunger flared within her mind and she
trembled as the big cock drove even deeper, then started to pump in
and out.

Deeper, she thought anxiously.
Deeper!

It didn't even hurt and some part of her
wanted it to! It should hurt!

She deserved to be hurt! To be punished for
being such a slut!

The cock slid deeper still and she groaned as
she felt cramps deep inside.

This was so dirty! So nasty!

She felt his hands on her buttocks, then felt
them sliding higher along her body. She moaned and then cried out
as they gripped her hair and yanked it back, forcing her head
back.

The cock thrust even deeper, and she felt his
hips against her buttocks, gasping and shuddering as he thrust into
her harder and faster. She gasped and groaned and cried out around
the ball-gag, feeling utterly stuffed by the big cock, especially
with the vibrator still in her pussy.

Her body thrummed with sexual tension, and
she closed her eyes behind the mask, exulting in every deep thrust,
especially when his hips began to slap solidly against her upraised
buttocks.

Whore! she thought in a dark,
masochistic heat. Do you like that? Do you like someone using your
ass like this? You deserve it! Whore!

She cried out as he pulled harder on her
hair, forcing her head back, forcing her shoulders up, making her
rise off the desk. He gathered her hair behind her neck, making her
body bow, forcing her to stay up on the balls of her feet as he
thrust up into her quivering body.

She felt a hand roughly groping her breast,
then slapping it so that she cried out at the stinging blow. It
roughly groped it again, then slapped it again, and again she cried
out. All the while his cock thrust up into her again and again, his
hips beating a tattoo against her buttocks.

Then the hand came up around her neck,
squeezing, making her eyes bulge. She trembled and shook, gasping
for breath, her chest starting to burn. She became light-headed.
Then the hand released her neck and she gulped in air. Instead, the
hand dropped between her legs and started to rub her clitoris hard
and fast.

She cried out in wonder as her body flared
with heat, flared again and again. It exploded and she screamed all
the air out of her lungs in a long, slow howl of pleasure as the
orgasm took her. She gulped in air and howled it out again, then
again, as the orgasm flayed her mind.

And still, he hammered himself into her, held
her head back by the hair, rubbed her clitoris, silently, a man who
could be... anyone! Anyone could be using her like this! Any man in
the building!

What a whore she was! she thought
dazedly, heat burning away at her mind.

He gave a final series of hard, deep thrusts,
then lowered her upper body to the desk again. He slapped her
bottom sharply as his cock slid out of her. Then he was gone. She
heard the door open and close and moaned as she lay across the
desk.

She felt ashamed of herself, guilty over how
much she'd enjoyed the use of her body. She should have been
outraged and angry. Instead, she had had an intense orgasm.

Like a slut!

The door opened and closed again and she
gulped and turned her head, though she could see nothing.

“So, slut, I understand you enjoyed a
stranger using your body.”

She snorted disdainfully. He was lying and
she knew it. He wasn't above the low bodily lust he chastised her
for. I know that was you, she wanted to say.

At least, she was almost sure. The
alternative, though, was... scalding!

She felt something pressed against her bottom
again. This time it wasn't quite as big or thick or long. It was a
butt-plug, she quickly realized.

“You will wear this at all times so that your
bottom is available for use by anyone who wants it.”

She gasped as he pulled up on her hair.

“And many will wish to use it,” he
growled.

He pulled off the blindfold, then took off
the ball-gag.

“Do you understand me, slut?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“I think the right job for you is one where
your body is used to pleasure men. Have you considered working as a
stripper? I want you to work on your dancing skills, slut. I will
insist you dance for me the next time I call you up here and you
had best be good at it or more than your bottom will be whipped. Do
you understand me?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He removed the restraints.

“Get dressed and get out.”

Face flushed, wildly confused, anxious, and
uncertain, Kara quickly began to dress.

“Not that!” she snapped.

He walked over and tore the bra out of her
hand, then shook his head in disgust.

“You will never wear anything like this
again. Do you understand me? You will not hide the size of your
breasts. In fact, you will stop dressing like an old woman. You
will wear short skirts and tight tops so everyone knows what you
are.”

“But... but I can't!” she gasped. “I'll get
in trouble!”

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom sharply. “You'll
get into far more trouble if I come by and find you dressed like an
old woman again!”

He all-but threw her out of his office, and
Kara stumbled down the hall, her head swimming with anxiety and
confusion. At least she was wearing a jacket. That should make it
less obvious she didn't have a bra on. But she knew Mrs. Lindt
would be very unhappy with her if she noticed. As for his demand
she wear short skirts and tight tops – that was ridiculous! Mrs.
Lindt would send her home and order her to change! Besides, she
didn't have any!

Her breasts felt tender, and she remembered
wonderingly that he had whipped them! Imagine someone doing that!
How outrageous! She ached inside, too. He had used her roughly! If
it was him!

She was going to have to shut down her
account on that site! She had no idea anyone would ever find out
about it!

She clutched her purse before her as she
entered the library, then made her way back to the dimmer aisles of
the stacks, feeling relieved that there was no one else
present.

What a shocking morning she'd had! Mr. North
was so nasty and rough and cruel! He'd used her like... like a
savage!

A stripper? Her!? How ridiculous! Not that
the idea, just the idea, mind, wasn't breathtaking. But only as a
forbidden fantasy. She was an educated woman! A woman with dignity
and pride! She wasn't about to become a stripper!

It was hard to think about anything else for
the rest of the day. She had, after all, been subjected to the most
violent, most intense, most exciting and thrilling sexual
experience of her life. It had left her more than slightly
shell-shocked.

She kept to herself as much as possible and
did very little work. She was desperately glad at the end of the
day to go home, to get back into her quiet apartment and try to get
her mind straight.

It was so strange being without a bra! She'd
never gone anywhere without a bra since she was eleven! And she
kept her arms before her as much as possible and her jacket closed
to try and hide her braless state. She was quite self-conscious
about it, and wondered at that, given how excited it made her to
show off her naked body to strangers.

But that was on the internet! When she
couldn't see them and they couldn't see her face! It was entirely
different in person!

In a way, it had been a relief that she'd
been blindfolded when North had used her body. Not being able to
see him (or whoever it was!) had made it seem more like a dream,
like a fantasy. Some strange confusion in the back of her mind
suggested to her that if she couldn't see someone they couldn't see
her – well, her face anyway.

Suppose it had been another man! Well, he
wouldn't have seen much of her face, if anything. He'd used her
from behind and then left. She'd had that blindfold over her eyes
and the ball gag in her mouth. It was very unlikely anyone would be
able to identify her from that.

But of course it must have been North! How
could he have done all that stuff to her, and seen her naked, and
not gotten hard and needed to fuck her? No man could be so
restrained!

She was relieved to get home, to strip and
shower and clean herself as much as possible. She was relieved to
see there were no marks on her body, not even from the 'whip', or
whatever it was called that he'd used on her breasts. Well, the
laces hadn't hit very hard. Still, her skin did feel a bit tender,
especially her nipples.

She ran her hands down her body and rubbed
her abdomen. She'd had two big cocks in her at once! Well, one was
a dildo, but still! Boy, he had really fucked her ass hard! She
wished he'd have fucked her pussy instead. She probably would have
been even more aroused and had an even bigger orgasm.

She stared at herself in the mirror, thinking
of what North had said, about her being a stripper. Yes, the idea
was ridiculous. But he'd said she had to practice for when she saw
him next. And he hadn't said when that would be. That made her
nervous. Suppose it was tomorrow!?

She had had fantasies about being a stripper,
of course. She'd even danced in as sexy a way as she could before
her mirror. Now she tried to consider how to practice being a
stripper. She started with the internet, watching girls strip and
strut there. Then she searched through her things, found some
clothes, and began to practice taking them off in a sexy way while
music played.

It was harder than she'd thought. Then again,
her clothes weren't designed for easy removal. And they were not,
to put it charitably, very sexy. Still, the thought of actually...
actually performing like this in front of Mr. North made her chest
tight with both anxiety and excitement.

She'd never had a real boyfriend. She'd slept
with boys, of course, but usually only once. And she wasn't about
to let them see her naked before that. It was maddening to her how
excited the thought of exposing herself was compared to how
self-conscious it made her in reality. She just couldn't bring
herself to act like, well... a slut!

She knew that her use of the term had always
been out of line with most. But she'd always been a very private
person. She'd always looked down her nose at those girls who walked
around strutting on very high, stiletto heels, with short skirts
and tight tops. She recognized part of this was envy, however, for
she longed to dress the same.

But all her skirts were loose and long. She
had some trousers, but they weren't form-fitting. Neither were her
blouses low cut or tight. And she couldn't imagine wearing such
things publicly, not her. She'd be far too self-conscious!

And yet, she didn't mind wearing bikinis...
She tried to understand why that was. Every girl at the beach was
dressed in a bathing suit. So that was part of it. She was merely
dressing the way other girls did. Dressing in a sexy way would be
the same. Well, except that no one did that at her college.

Still, she tried to work with what she had,
performing for her own eyes before the mirror, giving herself sexy
looks as she teasingly undid one button after another while rolling
her hips and shoulders and dancing to the kind of music strippers
did on the internet.

She was better when she was down to her
lingerie, felt sexier, and could dance more freely. And, of course,
once she was naked she felt the sense of brazen sexual heat she
always did when she thought of doing something lewd and nasty.

Oh, she was very good about thinking of doing
it and pretending to do it! Just not so good at doing it.

She sighed, put on a nightshirt, and made
dinner. It was short, the hem barely below her buttocks, and while
not exactly tight, it did press in against her bare breasts. She
knew she looked sexy in it, and wondered again why she always tried
to look sexy except when people could see her.

And that Mr. North! He was so mean! She was
hardly the sort of man she wanted to be showing her body off too!
She just hadn't known how to say no. It was true it had been
strangely... exhilarating in a dark, masochistic way. But she knew
it was wrong. He wasn't a boyfriend and would never be one. So why
was she acting like a slut with him?

Oddly, the one thing she agreed with him
about was that she was a slut. Doing all those nasty videos and
letting men see them was outrageous! Of course he disapproved! It
was nothing more than arrogance and pride! She would never do that
again!

After dinner, she deleted her account on that
web site, or tried to. It was the wrong password, somehow. And when
she tried to get a new password it told her that her email address
was not the one listed for that account! That was ridiculous! She'd
always used that email address!

She felt a sudden worry. Had North changed
the account password? But why would he do that?!

She fumed and worried, but decided to ignore
it for now. She reassured herself that her face was nowhere to be
seen there, so it didn't really matter.

She flicked through TV channels, but couldn't
get her mind off what had happened that day, or what might happen
in the future. Sometimes her stomach swirled with butterflies of
anxiety, while other times her nipples ached with the excitement of
what he might do to her.

*

The next day she arrived at work promptly,
and was assigned to the stacks again. That was mildly irritating,
but not unexpected. Mrs. Lindt tended to keep people in the same
task for days on end before switching them around.

She went across to the more dimly lit part of
the library, away from most of the students, and did some more
inventory. At least it was easy and kept her mind busy. She
certainly couldn't say it was exciting, though. Nor was her life
exciting, by any means. Not until yesterday, anyway.

She worked carefully, with an iPod strapped
to her belt under the sweater, and a pair of AirPods in her ears.
Mrs. Lindt definitely wouldn't approve. But it did ease the
tedium.

Tedious was, in fact, an excellent
description of the day. She had little to do since she'd finished
the inventory so quickly. No one wanted into the 'cage' where the
private papers were. And few wandered down the aisles other than
bored students on breaks looking to stretch their legs and find
something interesting.

It was a long day, and as the morning wore
into afternoon she found herself checking the clock more and more
often. It was almost the end of her shift, and she was looking
forward to going home and relaxing.

And that was when Mr. North appeared,
carrying a large briefcase.

The sight of him, of course, almost knocked
the breath out of her. Her chest tightened immediately and she felt
her stomach begin to churn. He walked casually up to her and then
his hand reached out and encircled her neck, shoving her back
against a bookshelf.

“Hands down,” he growled when her hands rose
instinctively to clutch at his wrists.

Gulping anxiously, she obeyed and he looked
down at her, eyes narrow.

“You are not wearing the kind of clothes I
told you to.”

“I don't have any like that!” she
protested.

“Are you wearing the plug in your bottom as I
instructed you to?”

She flushed and shook her head. He squeezed
his hand tighter and she gasped as he forced her up onto the balls
of her feet, then onto her toes.

“You will learn to obey me, slut,” he
growled.

He released her throat and gripped her arm,
jerking her along with him as he moved down the aisle. He pulled
her up to the barred door and let her go.

“Open it, slut.”

Kara gulped anxiously and looked around,
fearful someone might have heard, but no one was nearby. She
unlocked the door and he pushed it open and then gripped her arm
and pulled her inside, closing the door behind them. He led her
down the aisle to the end, then turned and went down the last aisle
to the corner.

“Strip off your clothes, slut.”

“But... but I'm at work!” she gasped.

“No one can come in here. Do it.”

“But... what if Mrs. Lindt or – .”

“Obey me!” he growled, gripping her by the
neck again and shoving her back against the cabinet.

“I require discipline from you, slut! That
means doing as you're told!”

Moaning anxiously, she began to unbutton her
blouse, her fingers trembling already. She pulled it out of her
skirt and undid the skirt at her side, all while he held her by the
neck, his fingers occasionally tightening enough to make her eyes
bulge. He even insisted she take off her shoes and socks!

When she was naked he opened his briefcase
and took from it what looked like black rope.

“Cross your wrists, slut.”

Kara bit her lip but obeyed, heart pounding
as she watched him tie the surprisingly soft rope around her
wrists, crisscrossing it back and forth until her wrists were tied
very tightly together. Then he lifted her arms up and back and tied
the other end of the rope to a support brace above her.

He looked her up and down and Kara, face
flushed, looked back, eyes wide.

“I've looked at your videos on the internet,
slut,” he said. “It's surprising what expertise you have with
swallowing those long dildos you have. Clearly, you've had a lot of
practice.”

She flushed anew. “I-I mostly just practiced
on them, not on guys,” she gulped.

“Don't lie to me, slut. I know you love the
taste of cock.”

“I don't!”

He slapped her face and she gasped, thrown
sideways.

“Never contradict me.”

He turned to the briefcase and brought out a
long, thick, curved dildo with a strange wide, flat base. In fact,
the base was flat leather a little bigger than her hand. He pressed
the head to her mouth and she reluctantly eased them open.

“Suck,” he growled.

Deeply embarrassed, her heart thumping
wildly, she sucked on the thing as he pumped it slowly in and out.
He pushed it deeper and deeper as she did, and then she gurgled as
he gripped her hair to jerk her head up and back and slid the thing
deep into her throat.

It was thicker than the dildos she'd
practiced on, and Kara fought to accommodate it, though it made her
throat ache. She also fought to relax her throat enough to breathe.
She'd learned to do that by watching instructional videos on the
internet, but it wasn't easy.

He pushed the whole thing into her, until the
leather pad was flat against her mouth and cheeks. It had straps,
and he pulled them around her head and buckled them firmly in place
– which was a scary thought since the thing was deep in her
throat!

“I've invited some men to come and make use
of your body, slut,” he said. “I know this will please you. But
before then, you must be punished for disobeying my orders. Turn
around.”

He reached into the case again and brought
out a short, thin switch of some kind, using his other hand to turn
her around completely.

“Push your bottom back at me, slut, as if
you're eager for a big cock inside you.”

Kara obeyed, then winced as the switch came
down across her bottom with a light, but stinging little blow.
Another blow followed, then more, each of them sending a sharp
stinging jolt of pain through her body, each making her buttocks
feel hotter and more tender.

“Remember that you brought this on by
yourself by ignoring my orders,” he growled.

That wasn't fair, Kara thought, gasping and
moaning and wincing as the switch snapped down across her buttocks
again and again.

He halted, finally, with her buttocks fairly
glowing with heat. He put the switch down, much to her relief, and
took a blindfold out of the case. Without a word, he slid it down
over her head and over her eyes.

“Now I'll be going,” he said. “I have a
dinner engagement.”

She heard movement behind her, then the sound
of the steel door opening, then closing.

I can't believe I let him do this to me at
work! she thought wildly. What if someone comes! What if I'm
discovered like this!? It would be mortifying!

Of course, he was probably just around the
corner. He would likely wait a minute or two, then let her hear the
door opening and closing again as the 'men' he had invited to use
her came in to do so. That was so ridiculous of him!

It did add to her nervousness, though. After
all, she couldn't really be absolutely certain he hadn't let
someone else sodomize her the other day. Nor could she be
completely certain whoever came to... to … use her body wasn't some
other man either.

What if it was!? The thought inspired both
horror and heat. That would be so outrageous!

She struggled to breathe around the dildo
lodged deep in her throat. That required a certain level of focus
in order to relax her throat enough. Which was harder when excited
over something. It wasn't meant to last long anyway! At least, she
hadn't practiced it to last long. Already the thing had been
sitting there filling her mouth and throat for over a full
minute!

What if he didn't come back soon and she
strangled!? Or was it another word? Suffocated? She imagined her
body being found here like this and how humiliating that would be!
Of course, she'd be dead and beyond that but still.
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She felt a wave of relief when the steel door
opened and closed. Her pulse raced as she waited to see what he
would do to her. Her ears struggled to listen but she heard
nothing. Perhaps, she thought, she should have taken the AirPods
out. They were in the way.

And then, startling her, they started to play
music. Only it wasn't her music. It was... instrumental music. It
was loud in her ears, and it moved with a soft, slow rhythm. Then
she cried out as she felt her hair jerked down and back.

A moment later she was turned around to
face... whoever it was!

Don't be silly! she told herself. Of
course it's him!

She felt hands, male hands, cupping her
breasts, lifting and squeezing them, caressing them. Thumbs stroked
her rigid nipples. They slid down her body and then forced her legs
apart. A moment later they pulled at her hips to force her hips
forward.

This is so obscene! she thought
breathlessly.

And she nearly was breathless! With
the dildo filling her throat and the tightness in her chest it was
very hard to breathe!

The hands slid over her breasts again, then
seized her nipples in warm fingers, rolling and plucking, then
pinching them lightly enough to make her moan.

The hands slid down her body until they were
grasping her thighs. Then she felt a tongue sliding up the line of
her sex! Kara had read a lot about men performing oral sex on
girls, and how good it could be. She had no personal experience to
attest to this, though.

But this tongue certainly felt good against
her!

It slid up and down the line of her sex, then
began to dip in between her lips, sliding up, searching out her
clitoris.

Kara moaned again, her head and shoulders
pressed back against the bookshelf, her hips pushed out and
forward, legs spread as North, or at least she assumed it was him,
began to tongue her clitoris. His tongue swept up again and again,
like eating an ice cream cone. Then it began to swirl around in
circles before moving from side to side.

It began to lick harder and harder as the
heat soared within her. She tried to focus on breathing, ignoring
as much else as she could, but it was very difficult given how
aroused she was becoming. Her hips were rolling and quivering and
her pulse was racing as the excitement swept through her body.

This is incredible! This is so hot! But... I
need... I need –.

And then a finger pushed up inside her, a
male finger, thick and long, and she shuddered, for penetration was
exactly what she'd been missing. A second finger pushed into her,
and she began to tremble and shake as heat baked her brain.

She began to forget how to breathe, forget to
focus on that. Waves of pleasure sent her mind spinning and she
became light-headed.

“Slut,” he whispered in her ear.

She gasped, eyes going wide behind the
blindfold. For that had not been North's voice!

“Slut,” he whispered into her other ear.

She moaned anxiously, feeling a sudden
shock-wave ripple through her body.

“Slut,” he whispered into her first ear.

Wait. He's on his knees. That can't be
him!

She felt another shock-wave at the thought of
two men there! But then she heard the word again, and realized it
was coming over the AirPods in her ears!

That was a tremendous relief, and she settled
down again. But now the idea of it being someone else filled her
mind with anxiety and more and more heat. A stranger doing this
would be so much more... shocking, so much more wicked! And... and
outrageous! But it was surely North!

The fingers thrust into her faster, the
tongue sweeping back and forth over her burning clitoris, and
Kara's body arched and twisted, her hips working feverishly against
the tongue and lips and fingers working her over.

The tongue drew back and she was turned
roughly around.

Crack! A hand slapped her bottom
sharply, then jerked her hips backward. She cried out as her hair
was jerked back as well.

“Slut!” the voice said in her ears.

Fingers pushed up into her pussy from behind,
several of them, stretching her out, pulling on her even as the
hand gripping her hair forced her head way back.

“Slut!” the voice said over the music.

The fingers pulled back and she felt the
hard, warm head of his cock rubbing along her sex. Then it pushed
up into her body and she whimpered around the big cock down her
throat, her head fuzzy, dazedly trying to remember to breathe
around it as North – or whoever it was – started thrusting into her
hard and fast.

“Slut!” the voice barked over the music.

The heat bubbled up through her veins and
roiled her already confused mind. Her body was shaking and
shuddering as his hips hammered into her buttocks. His hands jerked
on her hair or hips, or reached around to roughly fondle her
breasts.

He was not gentle, and yet the roughness only
increased the dark thrill of what was happening. Heat poured over
her as his big cock drove up into her hard and fast. She couldn't
see, couldn't hear, could only feel, could only focus on that, even
as she tried to breathe.

She cried out – nearly silently – as the
orgasm hammered her mind even as her muscles spasmed
uncontrollably. Convulsions wracked her body to add to the
trembling and shaking as his hips pounded against her buttocks. The
pleasure consumed her, and her mind wasn't able to function beyond
the level of a wild, dazed animal, drowning in ecstasy.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on until she
wondered – faintly – if she would die. But she didn't care. All
that mattered was embracing that pleasure, that rapture, clinging
to it, desperately hoping it would extend itself just one more
second.

Suddenly he was no longer pounding against
her. He turned her roughly around and she gasped at a slap to her
face. Then the gag thing was undone and she gurgled and gagged as
he slid the long, slick dildo up out of her throat and out of her
mouth.

She coughed and gasped for breath, then did
it again, and again, still dazed.

“Tell me you're a slut,” the voice in her
ears said. “Say it.”

She couldn't think well enough to formulate
words.

She felt her legs jerked apart, then
something pushed up into her, a dildo, she thought weakly. Only it
started to vibrate. Straps went around her hips, as had happened in
North's office, and the thing was locked tightly against her and
inside her.

“Tell me you're a slut,” the voice
ordered.

She gasped at a slap to the face.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a slut!” she moaned.

Another slap, this time to one of her
breasts, made her cry out, though softly.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a slut,” she moaned.

“Keep saying it.”

“I'm a slut,” she moaned. “I'm a slut. I'm a
slut. I'm a slut.”

Her voice trailed off and she gasped as her
nipples were pinched sharply.

“Keep saying it!”

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” she
gasped.

She had no idea what was happening. But she
kept saying it. Her mind had returned – mostly, now that she could
breathe normally. She spoke the words low, in case anyone was
passing by the room who might hear, but she kept saying them.

The vibrations against her moist, sensitive
pussy made her squirm helplessly. She ground her thighs together,
gasping as she spoke the words.

“I'm a slut. I'm a slut. I'm a slut.”

Her body shifted and twisted slowly,
undulating as the heat rose up within her once more. She had no
idea where North had gone, whether he was just standing there and
watching her or gone completely.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!”

Her voice began to trail off, and then
another slap to the face rocked her back on her heels.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” she
gasped.

So he was still there! What was he doing!?
Just watching her!? Staring at her!?

She heard the door close, the sound very
faint above the music still playing in her ears. Did that mean he'd
gone? Or was he just trying to fool her into thinking he was
gone?

“Slut!” the voice in her ears said.

“I'm a slut. I'm a slut. I'm a slut,” she
gulped.

This was sooo insane!

She gasped as she felt hands on her legs, on
her ankles. They yanked them out from under her and she cried out
in alarm as she started to fall. She was held in place by the ropes
around her wrists, though, but they dug into her soft flesh
painfully!

Her ankles were lifted up and back sharply,
and she felt... something... a strap? It was wrapped around her
left ankle, and then her ankle was released but it stayed in place.
Then another strap went around her right ankle, and that was forced
up and back against the wall beside her, behind her, and then that
too was released.

The straps held her in place and took much of
her weight, but Kara was aware of just what an obscene position she
was in, with her ankles lifted up and back and apart.

“Oh! Oh, please!” she moaned.

A hand gripped her hair, yanking on it, then
she felt the pressure of a cock pressing against her back
opening.

A hand went around her throat, changing her
moans to soft gasps and gurgles.

“Slut!” the voice in her ears growled.

“I'm a slut!” she moaned.

North worked his cock into her ass. It hurt,
as her sphincter kept clamping down. But every time that happened
he pinched her nipples sharply, which seemed to distract her body
so he could thrust deeper.

I should have worn the butt-plug, she
thought dazedly.

North was soon thrusting into her hard and
fast. And then his lips crushed hers, kissing her roughly,
passionately as he held her hair firmly in his fist.

She gasped and grunted and groaned, but he
swallowed the sounds, or squeezed her throat to choke them
back.

Dark heat threatened to consume her as the
vibrator buzzed away in her aching stomach and his cock drove deep
into her belly with hard, steady thrusts.

“Slut!” the voice in the AirPods growled.

“I'm a slut!” she gasped dazedly.

The music played on and his hips slammed
against her buttocks as his hands mauled her breasts. She lost
herself to the passion and heat, and then another orgasm crackled
through her overloaded nervous system and only a hand around her
throat kept her cries from summoning the library.

*

He let her down, or at least, someone did.
Her bare feet stumbled as they hit the floor. She moaned, dazed. He
undid the rope, letting her sink to her knees. She knelt for a long
minute, gasping and gulping in air, then reached trembling fingers
up and pulled the blindfold off.

She was alone.

For a single crazed moment, she wondered if
she could have imagined it all. But no, her body ached, and her
wrists showed the red marks of the ropes which had been tied around
them.

North is insane, she thought wearily.

There was no sign of him, though, or the
ropes or sex toys.

Or her clothing.

She looked around doubtfully, then anxiously,
then with growing fear. She rose to her shaky feet and stared
around her. She had left them right there on a counter, but they
were all gone!

She was completely naked in the library with
no clothing to get into!

She eased down the corridor and peeked around
the corner. There was no sign of him. She turned back, looking
around wildly, then went up another corridor towards the door. And
there, on the floor, were a pair of boots. They were suede, almost
knee-high, with four-inch heels. She stared at them, then walked
over and looked down.

There was something inside one of the boots.
It filled the boot, or at least, the vertical part, the part above
the ankle. It was green fabric. And just about then she'd take any
sort of cloth which might cover part of her body! She reached down
and pulled it out and it dangled before her. It was a green
sweater!

She quickly pulled it on over her head and
found it was not merely a sweater. It was a sweater-dress. It was a
short sweater-dress, though. The hem was at least six or seven
inches above her knees! And it was embarrassingly tight across her
chest! It left no doubt of her ample size, or that she wasn't
wearing a bra!

Still, it was far better than being
naked!

She slipped her feet into the boots,
surprised to find they fit perfectly.

But where are my clothes? she thought
anxiously.

She walked up and down looking for them,
finding her purse, but none of her clothes. She let herself out of
the door, locking it behind her, and looked around the rest of the
area. There was no sign of them. She checked her phone and found it
well past her shift time. Fortunately, the stack area didn't merit
a librarian except during the main 'office hours'.

How was she to leave, though, dressed like
this!?

It occurred to her that the way she was
dressed was not all that off compared to normal girls her age. But
even so, it was certainly not something she would ever have chosen
to wear. Moreover, this was a religious college. Girls didn't dress
in short dresses or walk around without bras here!

There was nothing for it. She'd have to walk
out the front door. The others were all alarmed and had cameras on
them. She made her way up the side of the library, holding her back
before her, and thankfully, the girl at the desk – Rose – was busy
with someone so she scooted quickly past.

That still meant she had to walk down the
paths and sidewalks of the university to get to where the buses
were. She considered walking home but that would take far too long.
She kept her head down, and whenever she approached anyone switched
her purse around.

She felt half-naked!

No one really paid her much attention,
though. She got on the bus, face flushed, and looking down, found a
seat, and looked out the window until they were off-campus. She got
off and waited for her transfer bus, still feeling self-conscious,
but... less so.

There were other young women around, and they
were dressed not unlike her. Except for the lack of underwear, she
supposed. Still, she was exquisitely aware of her bare breasts
moving against the sweater.

She got home and found a package waiting for
her, propped against her door. She looked at it in confusion, as
she hadn't ordered anything, then picked it up and went inside,
closing the door with a sigh of relief.

What an insane day! Or at least, the latter
part of it!

North was a crazy man!

But what if it wasn't even him?! But it had
to be. But what if it wasn't!? But it had to be!

She opened the package. It had a sweater,
thin and light gray, a black skirt, tight and short, and a pair of
strappy, sexy red high-heeled shoes with stiletto heels. There was
also a lacy black bra and a thong. On top was a note.

“Wear this tomorrow. I will summon you.”

She stared at them, anxiety filling her
again. She stripped off the black sweater and boots and put on the
new outfit. The sweater hugged her like a second skin! The skirt
was a tight, pencil skirt, which squeezed against her buttocks.

She couldn't wear this outside, let alone to
the library! Mrs. Lindt would send her straight home!

Wait, Lindt was off on some kind of training
thing for the rest of this week. Mr. Brown had told her so this
morning. Still, this was too... sexy to wear to work! The skirt was
longer than the sweater-dress, but still well above the 'no more
than two inches from the knees' rule the college used.

She stripped and had a shower, then made
dinner, wondering where her life was headed, and in particular what
North had in mind for her. He obviously disapproved of her being a
slut. She could hardly blame him either. So why didn't he simply
fire her and be done with her? Because he was a hypocrite who
wanted to use her body, that was why!

She sighed and sat down to watch TV while
eating. She considered what her alternatives were. Where she might
find other work. The truth was that there weren't all that many
libraries out there, and the job she had paid a comfortable salary
for her needs Even if the job was rather dull and boring.

Until lately!

*

She got a lot of looks when she went to work
the next day. She was almost as self-conscious as she'd been in the
sweater-dress, though not quite. The dress was longer, and she was
wearing underwear. She looked... sexy. She admitted it, and got a
lot of eyes turned her way as she caught the buses.

She had brought another outfit in her bag,
just in case Mr. Brown spoke to her and insisted she go home to
change. It was April at the desk, though, when she got in. The
blonde girl raised her eyebrows but didn't say anything as Kara
walked past.

She hid herself in the back of the darker,
less-visited stacks area, wondering how in the world girls walked
around in these silly high heels. She had almost fallen down a half
dozen times just on her way to work. They were certainly sexy but
not at all practical.

Half an hour later the summons arrived, and
she headed for the Dean of Law's office. Everywhere she went people
looked at her, both men and women. She had no doubt what they
thought. That she was dressed like a slut!

There was again no girl out front in Mr.
North's outer office. His name had been put on the plaque,
replacing the previous occupant, but evidently, he still hadn't
gotten a secretary.

She tapped on the inner door and pushed it
open.

“Come in here,” he barked.

This is silly, she thought. I should tell him
off and then leave. And if he fires me I'll... I'll sue!

But her nipples were already hard.

She walked in and closed the door behind her,
then anxiously walked over before his desk.

“Take off that sweater and skirt, slut,” he
ordered.

He took something out of a drawer and put it
on the desk.

“Put this on instead.”

She frowned. It looked like a very short, red
kilt, and a white blouse. She hesitated, then undid the skirt she
was wearing and let it slide off. She blushed a little as his eyes
followed her movements, then peeled the sweater up and off.

She knew she looked sexy in the black
lingerie and felt a hot flush slide up her body as his eyes raked
her soft flesh. She pulled on the blouse. It was very tight across
her chest and buttoned up the middle with snaps. Then she put on
the kilt. It was very short, a miniskirt.

“Now dance for me, slut.”

She gulped. “Uhm, I... I uh – .”

Suddenly there was a sound coming from her
purse. She frowned at it, then bent over the chair where she'd
placed it and took out the AirPods. There was music coming from
them! She stared at him and he stared back, looking smug.

“Put them in your ears and dance, slut.”

She put them in her ears. The music seemed
made for this type of... dancing, and so she nervously began to do
so. She was hesitant and self-conscious at first, but slowly began
to get into it as she turned and twisted, rolled her hips and swung
her head so her hair swished across her back.

He pointed and she licked her lips, then
began to pop the buttons open, trying to look teasingly at him. She
opened the blouse all the way, then swept it back over her
shoulders and off. Then it was the skirt, undoing it and letting it
fall around her ankles.

She was getting aroused. Showing off her body
always seemed to do that – when it didn't embarrass her too much to
even try. But having a man watching her as she danced like this was
just so outrageous!

She got even more aroused when she removed
her bra, and then when she slid her thong down and off. Now she
danced naked! Naked! While he looked on!

He got up and she halted, pulse racing. He
came around the desk.

“Hands behind your neck, slut.”

She slowly brought her hands up and back, and
he crossed them and held them in his hand.

“Legs spread! Arch your back!”

She obeyed and he examined her.

“A lovely slut body,” he said. “Made for
men's pleasure.”

His fingers rolled her hard nipples, which
crackled with energy, then slid down her taut belly until they
could rub gently against her clitoris. Heat flared within her and
she felt her hips wanting to buck out against him.

The door closed behind her and she gasped and
tried to jerk away in alarm. He turned her around to face a man
walking across the office, a smile on his face. He was blonde and
somewhere in his thirties.

“This is Robert. You met your first day
here,” North said.

Embarrassment flooded Kara's face and she
rolled her eyes aside so as to not meet the eyes of the strange
man! She tried frantically to pull away from North's grip, but he
held her easily.

“You have a nice, tight ass, girl,” the man
said.

Kara's heart pounded wildly. She so wanted to
disappear, to melt into the floor, but North gripped her wrists
firmly, easily holding her in place.

“You like to make videos, slut. So Robert is
going to help you make a video.”
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She was wearing boots now, not shoes. They
were thigh-high black boots with even higher, stiletto heels and
rose well past her knees. She was also wearing black leather gloves
– long black gloves which went up past her elbows. She stood, legs
apart, arms raised up and apart. Leather restraints surrounded her
wrists and ankles, attached to chains, not stretchy cords.

She also wore a leather collar around her
neck and a ball-gag in her mouth.

She stood very still, for the chains held her
limbs taut. And then there was that other chain, the one directly
above her. It descended down behind her, down along her spine to a
thick hook which pushed up into her bottom, a hook which pulled
tight against her tailbone.

She was sweating badly, for she was in an
attic of the old building. Her sweat trickled slowly down her body,
across stinging flesh crisscrossed in thin red lines from the
flogging North had given her. He'd flogged her breasts, belly, and
sex, as well as her back and buttocks.

The AirPods in her ears continued to play
music, along with her own voice, her own voice which said, over and
over again “I'm a slut!”

I am, she thought dazedly.

There were several cameras watching her from
various directions, video cameras. She'd seen them before he put
the black scarf over her eyes. So this was, to some degree,
something she had previous experience with.

The difference, of course, was that she'd
controlled everything about her previous 'performances' while she
now controlled nothing.

That was both frightening and wickedly
exciting.

She was helpless! She was completely at his
mercy!

She gasped as a finger gently rubbed at her
swollen clitoris. She ached, for the flog hadn't spared her even
there. The finger was wet, or perhaps she was. Then the finger drew
back. She felt something else touching her there and moaned as she
recognized a tongue.

She felt his hands on her hips as his tongue
began to slide up and down the line of her sex. He began to lick
her more strongly, gently parting the lips of her sex, his tongue
sliding up and down, then thrusting into her, pushing astonishingly
deep! She moaned, her aching body thrumming with sexual energy.

That energy grew more intense as the tongue
found her clitoris, as his lips began to suck and massage her, and
the inner heat beat against her mind even as the outer heat beat
against her body.

The hands slid upward, caressing her aching
breasts, and then she realized the hands were too small, too soft.
It couldn't be North! It had to be another man! Or... or a
woman!

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” her own
voice kept saying in her ears.

She surrendered to the heat, to the passion,
her hips beginning to roll wantonly as the pleasure grew and spread
out through her body. Her head rolled and her moans became louder.
The tongue drew back and she felt a powerful vibrator suddenly
pressed against her clitoris, rubbing firmly from side to side.

She screamed as the orgasm tore through her
body. Her muscles convulsed, thrashing and twisting and bucking
against the restraints as the powerful climax sent floods of
pleasure frothing through her body. She lost all control of
herself, her mind bouncing and bobbing like a cork on a heaving
sea, her mind roiling and rolling without thought or care but the
pleasure.

It went on and on and on until she thought
she might go insane. Then it slowly faded away. The vibrator pulled
free of her, and the tongue began to lick its way up her body. She
moaned dazedly, gulping in air around the ball gag as the tongue
licked its way to her breasts, then began to lick at her hard
nipples as soft lips closed against her and sucked
rhythmically.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” I'm a slut!” I'm a
slut!” her voice said into her ears.

The mouth sucked voraciously at her breast
and then to her shock another mouth came down on her other breast,
both of them sucking, their tongues licking, their hands – soft,
female hands – sliding up and down her trembling body, fingers
caressing her overheated sex.

Another tongue began to lick her pussy, as
the two sucked and licked, and then began to chew on her breasts
and nipples! Now six hands slid over her whip-marked body as her
mind churned in bewildered anxiety.

The blindfold, though, was a friend. It was
as if she were hiding behind it, for if she couldn't see them then
they couldn't see her. Which was, of course, ridiculous, but it
worked anyway.

The tongue between her legs drove her to
another orgasm, and the vibrator completed it so that she thrashed
and strained and cried out all the air in her lungs until she
thought she might faint. Then it did it again, and again, and
again.

The sweat felt as if it was streaming
down her naked body, and she swayed dazedly. Only the chains kept
her from collapsing from the heat. And then as yet another orgasm
tore through her, the heat became too much for her strained mind
and she fainted dead away.

*

She wakened quickly, but felt dazed and even
more confused than before. Her body was changing, shifting, moving,
and then she realized she was upside down.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” her own
voice whispered in her ears.

She felt pressure around her ankles, which
were held up and wide. Her wrists were now pulled wide and down, as
well, and then locked into place. Mouths licked and sucked and
chewed at her breasts, and then a tongue licked at her pussy as
something pushed down into her – a dildo? No, it began to
vibrate.

She felt something pushing into her bottom,
thick and hard, and this felt like a dildo, as well.

What are they doing to me? she thought
dazedly.

Her head began to ache from being upside
down, but that slowly faded as her body equalized the pressure. But
she still felt dazed from being blindfolded and upside down. The
vibrator was pulsing, which resonated throughout her lower body –
upper body? she thought weakly – and a tongue was licking
skillfully at her clitoris.

She felt fingers behind her head and the
strap holding the gag went loose. Then the gag was pulled out of
her mouth. She had little chance to talk, though, even if she
hadn't been too dazed. She felt her hair pulled so that her face
tilted downward, then something pushed through her open lips.

Another dildo, she thought weakly, as it slid
through her lips, along her tongue, and then drove up into her
throat. She gagged weakly as it moved astonishingly deep, then
pulled back, then began to pump in and out. She coped – barely –
but became even more light-headed from lack of breath.

It pulled free again, and she gulped in
air.

“Are you a slut?” a voice demanded in her
ear.

“Yessss!” she gasped.

Her nipples were bitten and she cried
out.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a
slut!” she moaned.

She felt something – clamps snapping against
her nipples and cried out in pain. She felt them pulling outward
slightly. The tongue on her clitoris stopped and pulled back. The
mouths on her nipples left. The dildo in her bottom was buried
deeply and left in place, as was the vibrator.

She moaned weakly.

“Are you a slut?” a voice demanded as she
felt a strap cut across her bottom.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” she
cried.

She repeated the words again and again,
softly, moaning. The AirPods in her ears continued to repeat it and
she followed along, softly, almost whispering.

The vibrator made the muscles in her belly
spasm, her hips trying to grind and being restrained. Her every
movement tugged her aching nipples against the clips, sending sharp
bursts of sensation through her breasts.

“I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!” she
heard in her ears.

The vibrator was quite thick. She felt
stuffed, stretched, aching. Having the dildo in her bottom at the
same time made her feel even more... full. Kara moaned weakly,
dazedly. Her hips twitched and her muscles pulled and tightened.
The vibrator quivered and pulsed and buzzed.

Her body was sweating profusely, and she
moaned, panting, gasping, her limbs straining, aching. The heat
within began to rise to match the heat without, and she wondered if
she would melt under the blazing, suffocating warmth.

She didn't – quite – orgasm. Instead, she
writhed slowly in the heat, simmering, moaning, filling with hunger
and need but not quite able to reach the peak she desperately
sought. Half conscious, she trembled and quivered and whimpered for
some time, unable to even judge how long.

The clips were removed from her aching
nipples and hands pulled her down. She sank to the floor, moaning
as her wrists were undone, as her body slowly settled on her back.
Hands caressed her body, rolling her stinging nipples, caressing
her clitoris.

“Are you a slut?” she heard in her ears.

“I'm a slut!” she moaned. “I'm a slut! I'm a
slut! I'm a slut!”

Hands rolled her over, then lifted her to her
hands and knees. She felt fingers in her hair, pulling up, and then
a cock – a real one, rubbed along her lower lip, then pushed into
her mouth.

She moaned around it, sucking automatically,
licking at the underside.

Hands caressed her buttocks, then spread her
legs. The vibrator pulled out, and she felt warm flesh sliding into
her body. Strong hands gripped her wrists and yanked them straight
back along her hips, which kept her upper torso from falling. The
cock in her mouth pushed into her throat while the one behind her
buried itself in her overheated pussy.

Kara shuddered and moaned as the two pumped.
Then the blindfold was removed. She blinked her eyes repeatedly.
The light was shadowy, but she could see the man before her. At
least she could when he pulled his cock back.

She had no idea who he was! She'd never seen
him before in her life!

She moaned in confusion, but then he pushed
forward, the helmet head of his cock going down her throat. The man
behind was grinding his hips against her buttocks in between
thrusts.

Some part of her realized it really didn't
matter who it was.

“Are you a slut?” the voice in her ear
demanded.

She couldn't speak, but she thought the
words.

I'm a slut! I'm a slut! I'm a slut!

The cock in her mouth and throat pumped
slowly in and out as the one in her pussy did the same. The hips
behind her began to slap against her buttocks, rocking her body to
and fro, setting her breasts wobbling – until strong male hands
began to fondle them.

Heat began to build up within her again. It
felt so natural to be like this, being ridden, being used, being
ruthlessly manhandled. It was what she deserved. It was her
destiny!

I'm a slut, she thought to
herself.

The orgasm was weaker than the previous ones,
probably because she was exhausted. But it went on and on seemingly
forever, as she trembled and shook, her muscles spasming and
twitching as the two men roughly used her body.

The men finished with her, emptying
themselves into her dazed body, and then withdrew. She realized
vaguely that she didn't recognize the second man either.

Then two women suddenly appeared. Nuns!
Catholic nuns! They wore the full outfit, including that thing on
their heads and around their necks. She searched her memory for
what it was called but they gave her little chance.

“Slut!” one exclaimed.

She had a long, thin rod in her hand and Kara
moaned anxiously.

“Are you a slut?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes,” she gulped.

She squealed as she felt a sharp blow to her
bottom and realized the second nun had one too.

“Call her Mother Superior,” the woman behind
ordered.

“Yes, Mother Superior!”

The woman before her was fairly young, but
probably around thirty. She was pretty, though she wore no makeup,
but Kara could tell nothing else because of her … uniform?

The one behind was younger, but had a sterner
face, and wore the same outfit.

Surely they're not really Catholic nuns, she
thought dazedly. It wasn't like the college was Catholic,
either.

The woman before her put her boot on Kara's
back between her shoulder blades, forcing her chest to the
floor.

“Stretch your arms out to either side, slut,”
she ordered.

Kara moaned and obeyed.

Crack!

She gasped at another blow to her bottom.

“Raise your bottom higher, slut,” the other
nun ordered.

Kara squirmed her knees forward, since she
couldn't move the rest of her body. The nun in front of her was
half-standing on it!

Crack!

“Higher slut!”

Kara cried out and lifted her bottom still
higher. Her body was sharply bowed now, as her breasts were ground
into the floor.

“Are you sorry for offending God,” the mother
superior growled.

“Yes, Mother Superior!” she exclaimed.

Crack!

She moaned at another sharp stinging blow to
her bottom.

“Whore!” the nun behind said.

“Let me hear your confession,” the woman in
front said.

“But... but I'm not Catholic!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Confess, slut!”

“But – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and moaned as her bottom began to
burn.

“I'm a slut!” she cried.

“That's right. You are,” the mother superior
said.

Kara shuddered as she felt pressure on the
base of the dildo in her bottom, and realized the nun behind her
was putting her foot against it.

“And what is this for, slut? Is this because
you like men to use your bottom? Is it?”

Crack!

“Answer, slut!”

“Yes, Mother Superior!”

Crack!

“My name is Sister Hilda!”

Crack!

“Remember it, slut!”

“Yes, Sister Hilda!”

The mother superior took her boot off Kara's
back and then reached down, a chain in hand. She clipped it to the
collar around her neck, then jerked sharply, pulling her to her
hands and knees.

“Come, slut,” she said.

She tugged on the chain and Kara lurched
forward on hands and knees, then was forced to crawl after her as
the woman led her through the attic. She blinked exhaustedly and
looked around, but winced as the trailing nun slashed her rod
across her bottom.

“Face forward, slut!”

Kara moaned and obeyed. None of this made a
lot of sense to her but things moved too fast and she had no
opportunity to stop and think about them.

She crawled along behind the sister with the
chain (leash, she thought wonderingly) while the other trailed,
ready with her long, thin rod. They led her into a bathroom, and
then, surprising her, began to wash her.

She wasn't allowed to do a thing other than
kneel like a dog as the two women grimly washed her body and
shampooed her hair. She was dried off, and the woman who called
herself mother superior set out a bowl of water and a bowl of what
seemed to be hot porridge for her on the floor.

“Eat, slut.”

Kara found herself suddenly both desperately
thirsty and famished. But she also quickly discovered she wasn't
permitted to use her hands. Instead, she knelt like an animal, her
breasts pressed into the floor as she drank straight from the bowl
of water, then licked up the porridge in the other bowl.

The mother superior then knelt beside her, a
thick, rough hemp rope in hand.

“You are far too fascinated by your womanly
body parts, slut,” she said. “It is high time you learned that they
are wicked and sinful.”

She was tying loops in the rope as she spoke.
Then she and the sister brought the loops up around Kara's breasts
as they hung below her. Their fingers carefully tightened the loops
while holding them up against her chest wall. She felt her breasts
starting to throb, the skin going taut as the rope dug into the
base of them both.

“Not too much,” the mother superior said to
the other.

They brought the rope around Kara's back,
then down it. She winced as she was raised upright on her knees and
the rope was brought down between her buttocks and up between her
legs, then dug in tightly to spread aside the lips of her sex.

There was a knot right at the top of her sex,
pressing against her clitoris, rough and scratchy, like the rest of
it, and the nuns drew the rope up around her waist and tied it
tightly.

Her breasts, she saw, were sticking out taut
and hard.

They raised her to her feet and the mother
superior unraveled another piece of rough hemp rope into its
individual cords, then she and the other tied them to the rope
around the base of her breasts, carefully feeding them up across
the center of each bulging breast, with a loop which went around
her hard nipples, and which was tugged tight!

With her breasts crisscrossed with these
cords and her nipples aching, she was then made to wear a heavy
black and white robe similar to the ones the nuns were wearing.
Then the headpiece, which one called a wimple, went over her head,
covering it completely except for her face.

“Your new name is sister Chastity,” the
mother superior said.

“But... but I'm not Catholic!” she
gulped.

They bent her over the sink, lifted the robe,
and she got five sharp, stinging blows from the rod.

“You will speak only when spoken to. Never
disagree, never argue. Is that clear?”

She gulped anxiously then nodded.

She was beginning to have even more doubts,
though, about whether these two were sisters at all. After all, if
they could put one of these outfits on her and call her Sister
Chastity they could be almost anything! But she didn't dare suggest
this.

The rope was starting to drive her crazy,
though! It was so tight, and so rough and scratchy against her
sensitive skin!

The mother superior wrapped a long, thin
length of chain around her wrists. It had a cross on the end of it,
but she didn't think it really resembled those Catholic prayer
beads she had seen being used by Catholics.

Then the two walked her out of the room, and
down a set of stairs. She shuddered as the air cooled, gulping in
deep breaths as the two 'nuns' led her down a wide corridor to an
elevator.

She wanted to ask where they were going but
was intimidated. Even though she thought the likelihood of them
bending her over and punishing her was pretty small here.

They went out the front door and across the
courtyard. She felt very strange and self-conscious in the nun
outfit. And her movements ground the knot against her clitoris and
the rough rope against every other part of it it touched.

They went into another building, one she
didn't know. It was old and looked run-down, but she was led up a
stone stairway and down another stone hall. The nuns led her up to
a wooden door, which the sister unlocked, then inside.

The room was old, with high ceilings. It was
clean but largely empty of furniture. What it did have was a large
mat in the center, like a gym mat. The mat was surrounded on all
four sides by cameras on tripods.

Kara licked her lips nervously.

“Kneel, Sister Chastity,” the one calling
herself mother superior ordered.

Kara knelt on the large mat.

“Are you sorry for being a slut?”

Kara took a deep breath. “Yes, Mother
Superior!” she gulped.

“Pray to God to forgive you.”

Kara hesitated, then held her hands up
together.

“Please, Oh Lord, forgive me for being a
slut,” she said uncertainly.

“How did you come to be a slut, Sister?”

“I... don't know, Mother Superior!”

“Is it because you are weak?”

Kara dropped her eyes.

“Yes, Mother Superior.”

The woman calling herself mother superior
reached down and peeled her robe up and over her head, but kept the
wimple thing on. To Kara's shock, she was as naked underneath as
Kara. She stepped onto the mat.

“Let us see you begin to make amends for your
wicked, sinful ways, Sister Chastity,” she said.

She pulled Kara forward.

“Pleasure me,” she growled.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Kara froze, but obedience was becoming second
nature. And it wasn't as if she didn't know what to do after the
oral sex she'd experienced that very day. From these women, she
suspected.

This is not a nun, she thought with much more
certainty.

“Lick, slut!”

She licked, her tongue sliding up and down
the woman's sex, her chained fingers parting the lips of her sex so
her tongue could lick at her clitoris. She licked much the way she
had been licked earlier. As she did she grew more and more certain
this was some perverted act designed by North.

It was so perverted, in fact, that she
finally began to wonder at just how pure a man North was. Maybe his
actions had nothing to do with reforming her and bringing her into
the light. Maybe he was just a pervert!

“Filthy little slut,” Mother Superior said.
“Sister Hilda, show this slut how it's done.”

Sister Hilda peeled the robe up and over
Kara's head, taking the wimple thing with it, much to her
relief. It was sacrilegious to wear that thing, she thought,
especially to have sex! Of course, it wasn't her religion, but
still!

Sister Hilda yanked her back so she fell
sprawling on the mat, then untied the rope which went down between
Kara's legs. She gasped and moaned in relief as it was peeled free
and removed. She largely ignored the mother superior taking the
rope and using it to tie her wrists together as 'Sister Hilda'
knelt and began to trace her tongue up and down Kara's aching
sex.

After even a short time with the rope there
she felt raw and sore. The soft, warm, slick tongue was heavenly
against her body! Kara groaned and gasped, trying to reach down to
grasp the woman's head, but found the rope around her wrists was
now fastened to a ring set in the floor above her head.

It didn't matter. She lay back, groaning,
spreading her legs wide, panting in relief and pleasure as the
woman licked her swollen, aching clitoris, then began to suck on
it.

Mother Superior squatted over her face, then,
and pressed her pussy into her mouth.

“Please me, slut.”

Moaning, gasping, shuddering, Kara tried to
lick her the same way Hilda was licking, even as her hips began to
roll wantonly up at the other woman's mouth. Hilda's mouth moved
away, and there was a delay and the sound of cloth rustling. Then
her hands lifted Kara's left leg up, raising it up and pushing it
back against where the Mother Superior straddled her upper chest
and head.

She felt soft, warm flesh pressing against
her sex, rubbing and gently grinding, and after long seconds she
realized it must be Sister Hilda's own sex! The woman guided her
sex in against Kara, twisting her leg up to half turn her lower
body, then ground them steadily together.

Meanwhile Mother Superior was tugging on her
hair to force more attention to her pussy. Kara licked with growing
heat and passion as her body began to flame and burn. This was all
turning into a shocking, outrageous day of lewd, perverted sex
which pushed all her limits – not to mention her buttons.

Her mind was sinking into a strange sort of
thrill at the thought of submission, of her place as a sexual
object, as someone to be ordered and punished, as someone whose
only purpose was sexual servitude.

She wasn't thrilled to be performing oral sex
on a woman, though as it was her first experience it was
dangerously exciting, especially if she could think of herself as
being 'forced' to. The rope around her wrists lent that thought
some reality as she tugged against it to reassure herself it was
securely fastened.

The mother superior was grinding her pussy
against Kara's mouth, rubbing it up and down, and tugging at her
hair. Kara licked as best she could, despite her attention being
focused more on the delicious feeling of grinding pussies. She'd
never experienced anything like that either and was wallowing in
the pleasure.

What it needed, what she lacked, was the
penetration her mind and body craved. But as if reading her mind
the woman pulled back and then Kara felt her lips on her clitoris,
sucking rhythmically, even as her fingers wriggled up inside
her.

They pumped in and out, then were replaced by
a dildo. The dildo turned out to be a vibrator, however, as it
began to purr inside her even as the 'sister' licked harder and
faster against her clitoris.

Kara had already come any number of times,
and yet these two, with their toys and tongues and skilled fingers
seemed able to rouse her to a fever-pitch once again.

“And what in GOD'S name is going on here?!” a
male voice demanded.

The two sisters squealed and moved away and
Kara saw a stern-faced man wearing a priest's cassock, complete
with collar. She gaped, then her face flushed hotly as he gazed at
the two sisters, then at her.

“Is this how you do God's work, sisters?” he
demanded, hands on hips.

“Yes, father,” they both said demurely, heads
down.

Wot? she thought as she tried to roll
over to hide her body as much as she could.

“Without me?”

“We thought you were busy, father,” the
alleged mother superior said.

“I'm never too busy to train a new sister,”
he said. “Position this slut.”

Bewildered, Kara felt their hands raising her
hips high and spreading her legs.

The supposed priest then knelt behind her as
the nuns held her legs tightly.

“What a pretty little pussy,” he said.

Kara felt the vibrator pulled free, and the
soft warmth of a cock rubbing up and down against her sex. Then it
pushed into her and she shuddered as it drove deep.

Sister Hilda leaned over to look into her
face.

“Sinful little slut. I bet you love a big
cock inside you,” she taunted.

“Filthy little sinner,” Mother Superior said,
leaning over on her other side. “I bet he makes you come like a
whore.”

Kara gasped as the priest combed his fingers
through her tangled hair, then yanked it up and back.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom as he drove his cock
into her, and Kara shuddered and moaned, dazed, confused, lost. She
cried out as fingers began to rub her clitoris, and hands reached
under her chest to fondle her breasts.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a slut, Sister
Charity?” the man demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“That's Father Stone, slut.”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“Yes, Father Stone!” she gasped, her body
shuddering to the impact of his hips against her buttocks.

“You have a tight little pussy, Sister
Charity,” he said as he drove himself into her. “Clearly you
haven't been having enough sex.”

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“Sinner! A body like yours was meant to bring
pleasure to men!

Crack!

“God made your slut body to take men's
seed!”

Crack!

“Selfish slut,” Mother Superior growled.

“You're such a wicked girl!” Sister Hilda
exclaimed.

They were all out of their minds, Kara
thought dazedly, or else SHE was! It felt as if she'd somehow moved
to a different planet, or maybe a different universe, like in those
fantasy movies. A place where all the rules were different.

“Dirty girl!” Hilda said.

“Filthy slut!” Mother Superior cried.

“Come for father, slut.”

“Come with father's cock inside you,
whore!”

Kara trembled and shook, her senses becoming
overwhelmed. Fingers kneaded her breasts and rolled her nipples and
rubbed her clitoris as the priest's big cock pounded in and out of
her overheated pussy. Then someone turned on the vibrator and
ground it against her clitoris, and that was simply too much to
cope with.

She cried out, again and again, and again,
her voice rising as the floods of pleasure grew more intense. The
orgasm flashed through her and she bucked and trembled and shook as
the women mocked her and the priest spanked her and his cock rammed
into her hard and fast.

She thought she must surely be losing her
mind, but that was the least part of her thoughts as she reveled in
the howling gale of pleasure. She was hardly aware of anything else
as her mind gloried to the searing heat of her body, intoxicated by
the raw sensory overload.

*

Kara was quite certain now that none of these
people were really priests and nuns. Their behavior was simply too
outrageous. Oh, she was quite certain priests and nuns violated
their vows of chastity often enough. But these ones were acting as
if this was an entirely normal occurrence and she just didn't buy
it.

This was all North's doing, she thought. She
didn't know who they were, whether they were friends of his, or
members of some sort of kinky club, but she suspected they weren't
even as observant and religious as she was.

It still felt very, very, very weird and
kinky having them standing around her, fully clothed while she
knelt naked. Nothing could better suggest the levels of power
between them. Which was odd, she thought, for she could simply
stand up and leave at any time. Well, she could if she didn't want
to walk out of the room naked.

The thing was, even though she thought they
were phonies, their pretense of being stern priests and nuns was
oddly reassuring. It felt almost as if she was acting properly in
obeying them, despite how lewd and obscene their demands were.

She still wore the collar, as well as wrist
and ankle restraints, and nothing else. There was a butt-plug
inside her, but her pussy felt naked and vulnerable, especially
since they kept making her spread her legs wide and bend over.

The purported priest sat in a hard chair,
looking on, as the two women ordered her around. Both of them had
those long, thin rods, which stung when they hit, so Kara was
nervously complying with whatever they wanted her to do.

Which mostly meant turning and twisting and
posing her body in obscene ways in front of the priest.

Crack!

“Raise that pretty little bottom higher,
slut!” Hilda ordered.

Kara moaned and pulled her belly in tighter
against her thighs. She was kneeling, bottom raised, legs apart,
arms spread out to her sides.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, Sister Hilda! I'm a slut!” she
exclaimed.

“Stand up.”

She stood up quickly.

“Bend over and grip your ankles.”

She flushed but obeyed.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, Mother! I'm a slut, Mother!”

“Straighten up, slut.”

She stood up quickly.

“Turn around.”

She turned to face the priest.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched.”

She obeyed instantly. She'd done this many
times already.

Crack!

She winced at a blow to her bottom.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, Mother! I'm a slut, Mother!”

“Kneel.”

She knelt down, spreading her knees wide and
keeping her hands behind her neck, elbows back.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, Sister Hilda! I'm a slut, Sister
Hilda!”

“On your back, knees spread.”

She fell back onto her back, raising her
knees and spreading them wider, her hands still behind her
neck.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, Mother! I'm a slut, Mother!”

Mother Superior tossed a big dildo onto her
belly.

“Use that, slut. Insert it.”

Kara gulped, then nervously rubbed the fat,
rounded head up and down against her still very moist pussy. She
felt very dark and strange doing this while the three of them
looked on unsmiling, scowling down at her.

She had to twist and wriggle it to slowly
work the dildo into her pussy.

“Pump it in and out, slut,” Mother Superior
ordered.

Kara moaned and slowly worked the dildo in
and out.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, Sister Hilda! I'm a slut, Sister
Hilda,” she said.

“Deeper, slut. You know you want it deeper,”
Mother Superior ordered.

Kara moaned and forced the dildo in deeper,
stretching herself out, making her pussy ache as she worked it in
and out and jammed it harder.

“Are you sorry for being such a slut, Sister
Chastity?”

“Yes, Mother Superior,” she moaned. “I'm
sorry for being a slut.”

“Deeper, slut. Push that lovely cock deeper,”
the woman ordered.

“I-It... it won't gooo,” Kara moaned.

Mother Superior stepped forward and put her
foot on the base of the dildo, then pushed.

Kara cried out, grabbing at her ankle.

“Hands out to your sides, slut!” Hilda
snapped.

Trembling, moaning, Kara obeyed, shuddering
as Mother Superior forced the dildo even deeper into her aching,
burning pussy.

“Whore,” the woman growled.

“On your belly, slut,” Hilda ordered.

Panting, moaning, Kara rolled over as the
other woman drew her foot back.

“On hands and knees.”

Crack!

She moaned and rose to all fours.

“Turn around, slut.”

Kara turned to face the priest again.

“Crawl to him.”

Kara crawled forward, panting, moaning,
aching and burning inside.

“Are you sorry for being a slut, child?” the
priest asked.

“Yes, Father! I'm sorry for being a slut,
Father!”

“Show your repentance.”

Kara had no idea what he meant, even as Hilda
snapped her thin switch down across her bottom.

“Show your repentance, slut!” Hilda
ordered.

The priest crossed his legs and raised his
shiny black shoe so that the toe was just in front of Kara's
face.

“Lick, slut. Show the good father your
submission to God's will,” Mother Superior demanded.

Kara moaned, then yelped at another blow to
her sore bottom. She dropped her mouth and licked the priest's
shoe.

Crack!

“Harder, slut!”

Crack! “Harder!”

Moaning, Kara licked up and down the priest's
shoe.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, whore!”

She shifted her knees apart and kept
licking.

“Are you sorry for being a slut?”

“Yes, Father, I”m sorry for being a slut!”
she gasped.

Crack!

“Keep licking, slut.”

She licked more, pausing to apologize as the
two women stood over her.

Then the priest dragged her up and pulled
aside his robe. She began to lick and suck on his cock, not the
least hesitation rising in her mind. The two nuns disappeared
behind her and she felt the dildo pumping in and out and fingers
rubbing her clitoris.

The priest forced her lips down his cock as
she took the head into her throat, grinding her face into his
crotch as hands drew her wrists up and back behind her and locked
them together. Then the priest dragged her up by the hair until she
was straddling him and the chair.

Fingers pulled the butt-plug out of her and
she slid down his cock, gasping and moaning as he sucked and chewed
at her nipples, riding up and down as his cock was thrust deeper
and deeper into her bottom.

She moaned and gasped as she rose and fell,
his cock driving deep into her belly, giving her cramps. The two
women rose on either side of her, leaning in, calling her names,
sneering at her, reaching in to squeeze her breasts and rub her
clitoris.

It was insane. They were all out of their
minds. But it was dark and exciting and wicked and thrilling and
somehow the sexual pressure was able to throb within her once
again, taking over her mind. She rode his cock, yelping and gasping
as she impaled herself on it again and again.

Someone yanked her hair to one side and
Mother Superior kissed her roughly and passionately. Then her hair
was yanked to the other side, forcing her head around so Sister
Hilda could kiss her just as roughly and passionately. Back and
forth she went as the priest sucked and chewed at her nipples and
breasts and fingers stroked her clitoris.

Another orgasm made her abdomen ache as if
the muscles were protesting such intense overuse. She'd never had
so many orgasms in a day, and never been immersed in a world of
dark, kinky sex for so long. She bounced wildly atop the priest's
cock, crying out as the three of them drove her out of her mind and
tried to keep her there.
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Joshua North had been a member of a 'secret
society' when he'd been in college. There wasn't much publicly
available about the club, who its other members were, or what they
thought or did. There were some suggestions it was a religious
group, but she had her doubts about that, despite its name being
“The Word of God”.

Certainly no variation of Christianity she
was aware of indulged in such outrageous, kinky, perverted sexual
activities as she had recently been subjected to. Her videos were,
by comparison, tame and boring!

What on earth was she going to do about him
anyway? Whenever she was involved with him, or those other people
he clearly was working with she felt like she was lost up a rough,
wild river without a paddle. She had no control over what would
happen, nor even, apparently, who she would have sex with!

More troubling, still, was her body's
response, not to mention her mind's response. It was true that the
bondage and submission had always fascinated her, which was why
she'd started those videos. She'd had so many fantasies about being
dominated by powerful men. But they were just fantasies! She hadn't
really tried to bring them to life!

Yes, she'd sought out many men and found them
boring. But she hadn't actually tried to persuade them to do
anything... kinky with her. She was too afraid of what they might
have thought of her. Which was odd, given North and the others she
had allowed to use her body constantly derided her as a slut. And
that excited her more than embarrassed her!

Why was she so aroused at being... being...
degraded!? Why was it so exciting to pretend she was some sort of
slave girl or prisoner? Why did being tied up or restrained turn
her on? What was wrong with her!?

She was troubled enough to go to church to
pray, but she certainly couldn't seek out the advice of the pastor!
Not for this! This was not something she could talk to anyone
about! Ever!

So what should she do now? Should she refuse
to go along with any further nasty things? Yes, that was what she
ought to do. But... what excitement was there in that? The thought
of flaunting her body on the internet was not nearly so exciting as
flaunting it in front of real people.

She was proud of how beautiful and sexy and
hot she was. She knew this was sinful. Pride goeth before the fall,
the bible said. A righteous person would abandon the videos,
abandon this job, and return to the straight and narrow path of a
good, chaste, Christian girl. She deserved to be punished for such
thoughts, such sinful... lust!

But her experiences had been so wild, so
intense! Being used so roughly while those women leaned over and
called her a slut and a whore again and again was… was shocking and
outrageous and... scalding!

But after all, North was sort of her boss,
several times removed. Sort of. So his involvement lent the whole
thing a strange sort of legitimacy. And was what she was doing so
very bad when a fine, upstanding member of society like North was
doing the same sorts of things?

If he could be a pervert and still be the
Dean of Law then surely she could be a pervert, too.

Of course, he was a man, and however unfair
it was, the rules were different for men.

She gazed out her apartment window, still
confused about what she ought to do. Surely today was the most
shocking this would ever get. Surely they couldn't possibly do
things even more outrageous...

And if they did... what would that be? And
how would she react?

*

Kara entered his office nervously and her
eyes scanned quickly around. They seemed to be alone, but she did
notice an addition to the room since she'd last been there. It was
a … a wooden framework of some sort.

“Come here, slut.”

She gulped and turned her eyes back to North
as she walked up to his desk. He got up came around the desk,
scowling at her.

“Strip,” he ordered.

She almost protested, but dropped her eyes
before his stern gaze and obeyed. When she was naked he ordered her
to stand with feet apart, hands behind her head, and back
arched.

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a slut, sir!”

He snorted and indicated the wooden
chair.

“Sit, slut.”

Licking her lips nervously, she obeyed.

“Did I tell you to drop your hands?!”

“No, sir!” she exclaimed resuming her
previous position, though seated.

“Legs wide, slut.”

She obeyed and his eyes moved over her.

“You have an excellent slut's body. And your
mind is clearly that of a slut. You enjoy sexual attention and
enjoy others seeing your beautiful body. You have no morals. You
are like an animal, a bitch in heat.”

“But – !”

His hand slapped down against his desk with
the sound of a gunshot.

“Silence!”

Kara gulped and closed her mouth.

He glowered at her, then tossed a small white
fabric onto her lap.

“Put those on, slut.”

She picked it up and it fell apart into two
neatly folded... stockings. She blinked in surprise, but then slid
her feet into them and pulled them up her legs. They were
self-supporting silk stockings and rose to just below her
buttocks.

When she had pulled them both up he tossed
her another scrap of white fabric. This proved to be a pair of
gloves. Like the stockings, they rose quite high, to just below her
armpits.

He then handed her a pair of white shoes.
These were very high stiletto-heeled shoes, which she slipped her
feet into.

“Stand up, slut.”

She stood uneasily, flushed, looking down at
her body. Having her limbs covered made her torso feel even more
naked.

He had a thick white leather collar in his
hand and he placed it around her neck, then buckled it in back. He
gripped the collar and pulled forward and down so that she bent
over the desk. She was far enough back, however, that only her
upper chest above her breasts rested on it, with her breasts
hanging free.

He produced a long coil of finger-wide white
rope, and began to tie it around her dangling breasts. This
reminded her of what the supposed nuns had done the other day, and
she felt her heart beating faster and faster.

North carefully wound the ropes not merely
around her breasts, however. He drew them around behind her ribs on
either side, then lifted her wrists up and back almost as far as
her shoulder blades before wrapping the rope around them several
times. The rope went back around her ribs again and then around her
breasts once more, so that they bulged tautly, her nipples tingling
hard. Then it went back around her ribs once more to tie there.

Her breasts throbbed and pulsed, and when his
hands gently cupped them she felt a wild rush of sensation and
heat. He slid his hands off, his fingers rolling her aching nipples
between them before abandoning them.

He pulled her upright, took her bound arm,
and led her across to the frame she'd noticed when she came in.

She stared warily as she was led to it. It
had two upright poles, both of polished wood and about five feet
high. Two similar poles joined them together at the top and perhaps
six inches off the floor. Kara was bewildered as she stared at it.
What was he going to do with her here?

He led her behind the thing, turned so she
was facing it, and had her stand still about a foot away from the
bars. He dropped down low and tied a half a dozen loops of rope
around her ankle before drawing one forward to tie it around the
lower bar. He stood up, then, and gave her a brief, unfriendly
smile.

“You will bend forward at a ninety-degree
angle.”

Kara was utterly confused, but she obeyed.
Why, she wondered, had her only tied one ankle to the thing?

She felt his hand on her bound wrists as she
bent forward, felt more rope being tied there. Wasn't she tied up
enough?! Why didn't he just fuck her!?

“Raise your right foot up and back behind you
until it touches your buttock.”

Astonished, Kara carefully did so, balancing
on one foot. She quickly realized, though, that the rope tied to
her wrists was helping her balance, for it was pulling up, and
must, she thought, be tied to the upper bar. She felt his hand on
her ankle, and then gasped as he raised it higher, and then higher,
and then still higher.

“Oh! Oh! I'm going to fall!”

“You have already fallen, slut. That is your
problem.”

She couldn't fall, however, for her wrists
and arms were bound to her chest and then, apparently, to the upper
bar. And now she felt her foot sliding over the top bar over her
head! He held it steady, then wrapped half a dozen layers of rope
around her ankle – rope which, she quickly realized, was also tied
to the bar and to her wrists!

He drew her already braided hair back slowly,
raising her head up so she was facing forward, and tied rope to it.
Then she felt something like that hook thing pushing into her
bottom again, hooking over her tailbone. He tied the rope to that,
which forced her to keep her head facing forward even as it tugged
on her scalp.

He approached her with a short dildo attached
to a soft white leather base and pushed the dildo into her open
mouth. It was short, but not very short. The head penetrated
several inches into her throat before the flat leather base pressed
against her lips and mouth. He pressed the base firmly against the
front of her mouth and drew straps behind to lock it in place.

Kara moaned into the gag, gurgling weakly,
adjusting to the dildo in her throat.

North took a pair of nipple clips from his
pocket. Each was linked to an inch long chain which was then
attached to a stainless steel ball about the size of a golf ball.
She squealed as the clips bit into her nipples and they began to
burn. It wasn't like she hadn't felt such before, though.

A moment later a leather blindfold went over
her eyes.

She felt two objects pushed into her ears.
She quickly identified them as those AirPods again. Sure enough,
they began to play soft music, with her own cries of pleasure mixed
in. Then came her own voice. This time it said “I am a wicked,
sinful slut!” over and over and over again.

She couldn't even remember when she'd said
that!

She was not surprised to feel something thick
pushing into her pussy, nor when it began to vibrate. She felt his
hands caressing her taut breasts, then nothing. She moaned into the
gag, around the dildo in her throat.

She heard the murmur of voices that did not
appear to be coming from the AirPods. Instead, they were from the
room. She moaned softly, wondering who was there, and how many of
them there were!

She felt more hands caressing her breasts,
squeezing them softly. She moaned, for every movement made the
balls dangling from her nipples swing to and fro, increasing the
sharp ache. She heard soft laughter, then someone's fingers around
the base of the vibrator, finding and rubbing her clitoris.

“She is capable,” she heard North say over
the music and her own cries of pleasure, “So long as she is
properly disciplined. So far she's shown obedience, submission, and
eagerness for both pleasure and pain.”

“I'll take her,” she heard a man's voice
say.

“I think she'd do better with me,” another
replied.

She felt the vibrator pulled free.

“Nice and wet,” she heard a man say.

The head rubbed against her clitoris and she
trembled and shook.

“Very responsive,” someone said.

“Very,” North replied.

The vibrator thrust into her again and pumped
slowly in and out as fingers stroked her clitoris.

Kara shuddered, the heat rippling up and down
her spine. Hands stroked her breasts, then removed the clips. Her
nipples burned hotly for long seconds, then eased into a pins and
needles tingling. Fingers rolled and caressed them and she moaned
in pleasure.

The vibrator pulled out and a real cock was
thrust into her. The vibrator was pressed against her clitoris as
the cock thrust in and out, and the seething pleasure exploded
within her. She couldn't repress it, and her body shook violently
as she gurgled with dazed ecstasy.

“Very good,” someone said.

Her nipples were rolled and plucked and
caressed, and hands squeezed her taut breasts as the cock thrust
harder. Her mind melted again under the scorching heat, and she
gave herself fully to the passion and pleasure. Nothing else, after
all, mattered.

*

His name was Cole Frazier. She was, he said,
to call him 'sir' at all times. He worked in an office downtown.
She was, he informed her, now working for him. Her job at the
university was over. She had been fired. And there was no
appeal.

As she was gagged when he informed her of
this she had no ability to protest.

On the other hand, her salary was doubled.
Even in the current circumstances that was eye-opening.

Cole Frazier was a tall, broad-shouldered man
who had played rugby in school and had been a member of the same
club as North. He was the CEO of a hedge fund he had created which
managed billions of dollars. He was younger than North, perhaps
thirty or thirty-five. He had a light beard and cool gray eyes.

She was his new administrative assistant, he
said. And he would expect absolute obedience at all times.

“You will call me sir, at all times. Not
Mister Frazier. Not Cole. Sir. Am I understood?”

She gulped and nodded.

“I will procure a proper wardrobe for you to
wear. Your hair will be in a bun every day. You will wear your
glasses. You will speak to no one except on business matters and at
my direction. You will sublet your apartment. You will not be
living there any longer.”

She looked around her, blinking at the
enormous mansion she'd been led into from the limousine.

“That's correct. You will be living here. You
will be taught to properly cook the meals I like and to make the
drinks I enjoy. You will speak only when spoken to, and at all
times you will call me 'sir'.”

Kara was kneeling on the floor, knees spread,
hands behind her neck. She was, of course, naked, except that she
wore a leather imitation of the white gloves and hose she'd had on
earlier. Now she wore elbow-length leather gloves and thigh-high
leather boots. The collar was now black.

She had a metal butt-plug inside her, which
he had placed and adjusted with a small tool so that it could not
be removed without the use of that tool. He'd demonstrated what
that meant when he pressed a small button in a remote and she felt
a very brief shock up inside her.

He put her through the various poses those
so-called nuns had put her through, then snapped a leash to the
O-ring dangling from the collar and led her on a tour around the
house. Nothing could better reinforce the power ratio between them
than this, she thought more than slightly dazed.

Even so, the place deeply impressed her, and
the thought of living there filled her with a sense of excitement.
It was a huge place, with high ceilings, many bedrooms, bathrooms
like ones she'd only ever seen in magazines, and a fine home
fitness center, which, he said, he expected her to avail herself of
every day.

He led her outside, then. The back yard was
impressive, and surrounded by twenty-foot tall hedges which formed
perfect green walls around a perfect green lawn. In the middle of
that was a very large blue pool with a fire pit on either end,
along with large, comfortable lawn furniture.

“Face down,” he ordered.

She recognized the order, of course, and
dropped her chest and chin immediately to the grass, spreading her
arms out to the sides and raising her bottom high. He dropped to
his knees behind her and mounted her, thrusting hard and fast
without preliminaries. He was making no attempt to pleasure her,
and perhaps there was a message in that.

When he was finished her jerked her back up
to all fours with the leash and led her back inside then upstairs.
There was one room they had not gone into.

“This will be your room.”

The room was large. It had an enormous
flat-screen TV on the wall at the foot of the... bed. Only there
wasn't a bed, as such. There was a cage about five feet high, seven
feet long, and six feet or so wide. There was a low wooden frame
which ran around the inside of that cage, and a queen-sized
mattress sat atop it.

The bedspread appeared to be some kind of
gray fur. He had her crawl inside and she found it to be incredibly
soft on her skin. There was a remote control for the TV, and a
small storage area that contained several sex toys. There was also
a cordless keyboard which worked a computer – somewhere – with the
TV as the monitor.

He had her get out and showed her an enormous
attached bathroom, then a walk-in closet. The latter had nothing in
it at the moment, but soon would, he said, as he'd been given her
exact measurements.

She wondered when they had been taken.

“You may take a shower now. Remove your
things, then put them on again afterward.”

This was so bizarre, she thought as he left.
Yet, the idea of living here was attractive. And if she could
sublet her condo that would add greatly to her doubled salary.
She'd soon be pulling in money hand over fist!

*

The first of the things he'd ordered for her
arrived later that day. He had her put them away and put small
numbered tags on every item. He would, he said, inform her what to
wear through text messages.

So it was that the next morning she put on a
very thin, tight, gray sweater which was quite tight across her
chest with a tight, darker gray, pinstriped skirt which was shorter
than any skirt she had ever worn in her life. It made her nervous
just looking at herself in the mirror.

She wore stiletto heels, of course, if not
quite as high as the boots. Her hair was done in a tight bun, as
he'd ordered, and after kneeling and performing oral sex on him in
the living room she ate silently, then joined him in his limousine
as they went to work.

She squirmed mentally at displaying herself
like this, but had little choice. She followed him into the
building, looking straight ahead and refusing to notice those who
noticed her. His office was large and luxurious, and her office,
which was in front of his, was rather impressive, as well.

He quite casually explained to Kara her new
duties, which were, if not exciting, certainly more interesting
than most of her days as a librarian had been. If it hadn't been
for how shorter her skirt was (and that he hadn't allowed her to
wear underwear) and how tight the sweater was she would have been
reasonably pleased.

As it was she was quite self-conscious every
time someone looked at her. And people looked at her every time
they entered the room and everywhere she went.

Still, the morning went normally. At noon a
delivery service delivered lunch for Mister Frazier, and she
brought it in to him.

“Strip,” he ordered.

That didn't surprise her terribly, though she
felt her pulse starting to race at the thought of doing it here at
the office.

“No, no,” she said as she started to pull her
sweater up.

“Strip,” he said.

He handed her something and she looked down
to see a pair of AirPods. She gulped, remembering how she'd worn
them the other day and how they'd been used. She put them in and
they began to play music.

“Dance,” he ordered.

She began to dance, rolling her hips, sliding
her hands up and down her body, grinding herself at him as she
moved to the music.

He munched on his food and watched.

She stripped to the music, starting with
unzipping her skirt and wriggling it down and off. She slowly
peeled her sweater up and off, then removed her bra. She reached
back and unbound her hair and took her glasses off, and increased
the energy of her dance.

He pointed at the floor before him and she
dropped to her knees, then crawled up to undo his trousers. She
drew his cock out and began to suck as he continued to eat. She
drew him deep into her throat, her fingers caressing his testicles
as she bobbed up and down, licking and sucking.

It did not enter her mind to object to
anything. She had assumed sex would be part of the job, after all,
and would have been disapoint were it otherwise. She wanted sex,
needed sex, and was tired of looking for it.

And if important men felt this was an
acceptable way for her to dress and act who was she to object?

She sucked him until he exploded in her
throat, then drew slowly back.

“Are you sorry for being a slut?” he
demanded.

“Yes, Sir!” she gulped.

“Show me your repentance, slut.”

She'd been asked that before, and so her eyes
instinctively flicked down as he raised one of his feet, crossing
his legs and letting his foot dangle there before her. Kara gulped
and leaned over, licking at his shoe.

This is so degrading! she thought,
heat rolling up through her mind.

She licked up and down his shiny shoe as he
looked down at her.

“Lay on your back, knees up, spread wide. Now
masturbate,” he ordered.

Moaning, she did just that, rubbing her
clitoris hard and fast, squeezing her breasts, and staring up at
him as he watched her.

It didn't take long.

He had her dress, do her hair, and go back to
her desk.

Two hours later Mister Frazier had a visitor,
another important man named Baxter. Kara showed him in and then
went across the huge office to the bar to make him a drink. She had
no sooner handed it to him, though, as he sat on the sofa when he
looked at her sternly and demanded.

“Are you a slut?”

She froze, then, her pulse suddenly racing,
said “Yes, sir!”

“Strip,” he ordered, handing her the same
earbuds she'd worn earlier.

Frazier sat on the chair across from Baxter,
silent.

Kara put the earbuds in and began to dance.
This felt even wilder and stranger and darker as she stripped naked
for the stranger – aware Frazier was watching too. Then she had to
give him a lapdance and did that as his hands caressed her body and
Frazier watched.

Heat suffused her, melting her mind. It was
heat at how slutty she was acting, at how outrageous this was, at
how wild and forbidden it was for a good Christian girl.

Soon she was riding his cock, moaning as he
sucked and chewed her breasts, as his hands kneaded her buttocks.
She came twice before he came inside her. Then she showed her
repentance by kneeling before him and licking his shoes.

She finished up the day and was ready to go
when Frazier left. She followed him down to his car, but rather
than going home the limousine dropped her off at a hotel.

“Mister Henderson is in room
Twenty-five-oh-six,” he said. “Go up and see him. Obey him.”

She gulped.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

Sex. That was what she was meant to be doing.
She was good at it. She liked doing it. It excited her, enthralled
her. She got out of the car and went into the hotel and was soon
stripping in front of another strange man.

He spanked her for being a slut, then rode
her hard and fast, until she screamed with orgasm. She performed
another dance, then oral sex, then he took her again. And finally,
she went downstairs, where the car was waiting to take her
'home'.

This was to be her life, she thought,
pleased. It was a life of servitude, but of pleasure and pleasing
others. Why wouldn't God be happy with her for that?

 


END
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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
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