

I spend the rest of the ride staring out the car window, eventually the forest just all melts together until it gives way to clearings for massive building; remote factories, maybe? Either way, the car takes a turn down another road and down to a homely looking office. I get out of the car alongside him and walk alongside Damien.

The office really does look like an ergonomical house. Rows of square windows for what I’m assuming is the first and second floor and might as well just be a cube for all the difference it makes. We walk through the front door, close enough to be considered ‘together’.

Part of me wonders if this is okay; to give people the impression he and I are something of a couple. But there’s no other reason for me to be here and Damien’s already made it clear that he’s going to introduce me somewhere along the line. Hiding is out of the question.

The lady at the receptionist’s desk stops us, takes down Damien’s name and then looks at me. I flash her a smile. I’m not sure if I feel comfortable with her knowing my name.

“Well, what’s your name sweetie?”

“Ja—” I half stumble through nearly saying it before I cut myself off. “Jessie.”

The woman, satisfied, scribbles my name down and hands over an ID of some description.

“Well, Jessie I hope you like visiting our office.” Her saccharine smile makes me kick myself for lying to her about my name. She hands me a temporary ID on a cord. I put it around my neck.

Damien flashes a toothy grin at me, but says nothing more. I walk with him through a hallway, up a stair case and towards a closed off office at the end of the hallway.

The etched letters on the wooden door say ‘Logistics Director’, so I’m guessing his job is to tell people where to go and what to do? Knowing him, it fits.

He opens the door for me and welcomes me in. I don’t know what I was expecting; its a nice office. Soft plain bluish gray carpet. Desk with a wide monitor for - I’m guessing - a computer. A sofa on the side. A television screen hanging on the opposite wall. Underneath it, a baseball jersey with crossed bats and a pinned up mit.

“Like it?” Damien takes a seat at his desk.

“Yeah.” I take a closer look at the jersey and mitt - its the only thing of any real note worthiness that I can see. Doesn’t look weathered or used - must be purely for decoration. “What’s your favorite team?”

“Didn’t think you’d want casual conversation.”

“Dunno why you’d think that.”

“Projecting maybe. Never been a fan of it. Or good at it either.”

He bites his bottom lip and leans back in his chair. “How about…we play a game instead?”

“I’m guessing we’re putting something on the line.”

There’s that smirk again. “You guess correctly. Come here.”

I follow his orders, stand at his desk side. If it weren’t for this morning I’d have sworn playing games with Damien was a bad idea. But there was something loving about him. Either our first encounter was a fluke or I’m growing on him. Not sure if thats a good thing or a bad thing.

“Guess my favorite team.”

I can’t decide whether or not to respond. “What are we wagering.”

Damien’s smile falters. “Just answer.”

“Not until you tell me what I’m getting myself into.”

Then its completely gone. “Alright, fine then.” he pushes his chair away and for a second I think he’s going to get up and do something untoward. Then he points to underneath his desk and I step back just to get further away from it.

A pair of black leather bindings underneath, bolted on. Just large enough to constrict two limbs and hide someone on the underside of the desk.

“Guess my favorite team.”

“I don’t see what I gain from this.” I focus my eyes on the edge of the desk so I don’t give away how scared I am. Damien’s not falling for it, he pulls his chair closer to me until I can see his toothy grin from the corner of my vision.

“I think you have a lot to gain from this.”

He pulls out his phone and after a few swipes I hear my own voice; ‘If you’re gonna fuck me just do it—’. I put my hands over my ears, but that doesn’t block out the visuals.

It’s me. Bent over the hood of the car, eyes rolling back in my head while Damien slams himself into me. A sinking sense of horror creeps into my stomach; then I remember why I’m here in the first place.

I was here to get evidence of my secret life from Damien. Not to just leap into it alongside him.

“I had my phone recording you the whole time and you didn’t even notice.” Damien looks so fucking satisfied with himself. And why wouldn’t he be? Hook line and sinker didn’t even begin to cover it. Somewhere along the line I just forgot that Damien was doing everything in his power to manipulate me and use me.

“This is fucking—” I can’t even conjure a word for it. Damien twists his chair back and forth. He holds all the cards and I hold none because I fucking forgot we were playing.

“How do I know you won’t just change your answer after I try—”

Damien pulls a sticky note out from a desk, scrawls something on it and puts it on the space between us.

“There.”

“And you’ll delete the video if I get it right?”

“I don’t see why I wouldn’t.”

“You didn’t the first time.”

Damien pouts, “I’m sorry, did I promise to delete the pictures if we fucked? Completely left my mind.”

“I can’t believe this.” My head is in my hands. Here I am standing in the office of  the man who did everything in his power to embarrass me, stalk me. Why did I go along with all this? Because for a few passing moments, he made me feel good?

“I find it immensely cute that after one slightly kind fuck, you completely forgot our positioning.” Damien cocks his head at me. “But hey, maybe you like this.”

I must, I act like a fucking idiot.

“What state are you from?” It’s my best bet…

“My favorite isn’t from my state.”

And it completely falls through. Not that knowing would help, I don’t follow sports. I know at best, five different sports teams and only two of them are in baseball.

“Can we make a different bet?”

“Nope. My way or highway.” Damien says, now toying with his bottom lip in a way I find disturbingly attractive. “And if you’re wondering, that’s not a team specific jersey.”

Fuck. Fuck everything. The only thing I can do is blurt out either Red Sox or Yankees. It’s a flip of the coin at this point. I say a little prayer and stick with one; “Red Sox.”

Damien shakes his head, pulls the sticky note off the table.

Yankees.

Shit.

“You tried.” He shrugs and takes off his cap, tossing it onto the desk without a care in the world.

I don’t even know how to process what just happened; when I come back to myself I’m creeping back to the door. Damien’s watching me from his desk, now twisting a pen between his fingers.

“Leaving? Wouldn’t blame you.”

“I can’t just— I’m not- holy fuck.”

“While I find your struggling to be about as cute as your ass is - and it is very cute - I’m still gonna release this video and all the pictures onto some porn site the moment you walk out that door.”

Damien rolls the pen between his fingers. Looking up and off into the distance, “Then you’d probably lost your job, most of your friends. Best work you could get into then would be whoring.”

I clamp my hands down over my ears. God knows I’ve thought about this stuff before; I don’t need him outright telling it to me. I approach the desk, send a pleaing look for him to stop. He doesn’t say anything, but he makes sure to move so that I can hunch down and get under the desk.

It’s not much of a squeeze. Damien reaches down and locks my arms above my head and to the desk bottom with little effort. His legs are on either side of me, still not taking up enough space to make it entirely unbearable.

Even then, I wouldn’t dare complain.

Damien unzips his pants, presents his cock. I’m at the perfect height to take the head into my mouth, and as he pushes his chair in take even more. It’s dark down here, doesn’t take much to just close my eyes and try and push this all away. Imagine I’m not here and I didn’t fuck up and get myself into even deeper shit because I forgot why I was here in the first place.

For a few moments, it’s almost pleasant. Like I’m fantasizing almost, about the entirety of the situation. I’m an actual woman, wearing pretty clothes and feeling naughty because I’m not wearing any panties. I’m with a guy of my own volition, who I picked out, and I’m indulging in pleasing him.

Doesn’t last — the sound of the door opening wakes me from my little reverie. Damien doesn’t move. His cock is still halfway in my mouth — while my ears are perking at the sound I’m not sure whether or not I should stop.

Damien doesn’t change his position at all.

“Mornin’ Ken.”

“Well, look whose up bright and early.”

They share a laugh together, I let my jaw go slack.

Damien suddenly shoves his chair forward. In that moment his cock almost reaches the back of my throat — in my shock I damn near bite down, it takes all my strength not to sputter. God, what if whoever this is finds out?

I know he publicly fucked me on the hood of his car, on a public road. Careful is not a word he applies to anything, but why couldn’t Damien be even the slightest bit more careful?

On that note, biting down now would be the most satisfying feeling.

“You know how it is, gotta make sure everyone’s heading where they’re supposed to.”

“God, you should’ve been here Thursday, couple weeks ago while you were gone.”

But then I’d be the one embarrassed wouldn’t I? Or would this guy be kind and appalled at the scene? Mistake this whole thing for something less complicated, call the cops, arrest Damien and I go free? My secret hidden from the world and preserved?

My throat closes his cock. It’s so deep, I feel like some sort of weird human sheathe. When I lower my head to try and get some breath, its already a struggle with my wrists being tied. But it feels like every time I try and manage to get even the slightest bit of air, Damien’s hips move or shove in some way that blocks my throat again.

“This about that shipment that ended up in goddamn Toronto of all places?”

“So you heard!”

“Please, you could hear the boss bitching about it from space.”

I blink away the tears from my eyes, swallow again just to get my bearings back. I can’t breathe or talk — Ken’s right there, someone’s right there.

I don’t bite, I violently swing my self away, hard enough to free Damien’s cock from my mouth. I hit my head on the side of the desk. Pain blooms on the side of my head, under the wig. The room is disturbingly quiet.

“Pft.” Damien groans. There’s a zipping noise before I finally see an acceptable amount of light again. I look up and there’s a ginger haired man looking inquisitively at me.

“Well, hello there.” He waves, wiggling his fingers. “Damien’s a bit of a rough one, I’m guessing?”

I don’t even know how to speak. Or for that matter, process what he’s saying. His entire expression is entirely unconcerned with it all; my wrists bound, my heaving breath, no doubt teary, reddening face.

“Yeah, he was always a little rough with mine too. Bit much to not at least give ‘em something to ride Damien.”

Damien’s expression isn’t that of anger though; not even vague displeasure. The most he gives off is a sense of boredom.

“Tell ya’ what, I’ll keep it a secret that he’s so damn cute from the rest of the office, and in exchange I get to watch him tomorrow. That sound good?”

Now, and only now, does Damien seem visibly annoyed by the prospect.

“I’ll be back in fifteen.” Seems like he wasn’t making a deal so much as demanding; doesn’t change the fact that he isn’t even acknowledging me. His footsteps trail out the room, the door closes and Damien groans, running a hand across his face.

“Congratulations, Jessie. You’ve complicated things.”

“I couldn’t fucking breathe.”

“Meh.”

Damien doesn’t care. After all this, that shouldn’t hurt me as much as it does.

“You’re a complete asshole. I want out of these fucking bindings.”

“I could let you go, but I’m not fond of your tone and I’m tired of it.” Damien leans to the side of his chair, drained. “But, you’ve embarrassed me and there needs to be a punishment for that before you go. Kent thinks I somehow don’t know how to train my sissies. I will give you that; you are obstinate.”

Damien has something else to say. It dies in his throat and Kent pops into view, this time with a green bag tossed over his shoulder.

“I’m back! He didn’t hurt you while I was gone did he?”

I don’t justify that with an answer, hoping that my implying he wouldn’t care if he did, was clear. Kent’s smile eventually fades and he drops the question right alongside his bag.

Damien crosses his arms, eyeballs Kent.  “Rude of you to come in here and try and fuck without asking.”

“I mean, it would be ruder of me to see someone so cute and not fuck them.” Kent shrugs. Just minutes prior I thought this man would be my salvation, but now I’m wondering if he has any concept of human morality in him. “So, lets put her legs up in the bindings and head to town.”

It hits me that Damien isn’t even mad that Kent walked in - he’s mad Kent wants to be involved.

Kent drops to his knees, Damien follows. I instinctively try to pull away. The desk budges, that’s about it. Kent unhooks one of my hands, Damien grabs one of my legs. I try to resist, thrash about, but they’re bigger and stronger than me apart, never mind together.

One by one my legs end up in the bindings. I’m laying down on my back with my arms at my side with enough space under the desk to not risk hitting my head. My ass and cock are hanging out on full display. Kent beams ear to ear just looking at me. For some reason I had some feigned hope that seeing I had a dick would make him less interested.

“Let’s hurry this up.” Damien says, reaching for my skirt.

“Let’s not.” Kent says, and pulls out a small bottle of some sort. I can’t read the label from where I’m laying, but I have a sinking feeling…

I feel fingers prod at my entrance, my arms instinctively move downward to try and cover myself. Kent’s fingers aren’t too big, but the sudden intrusion is something else. I blink my way past the first painful pushes. Damien looks onward, interested but unengaged.

Then he pushes up against something and my breath leaps from my lungs. Damien’s brows rise and now I’ve got his unabashed attention.

“Beautiful.” Kent torments me, fingers prodding inside until my cock is leaking pre-cum onto my belly and staining the now useless skirt hanging off my raised hips. I’m taking full, long breaths of air to breathe past all the sensation. For a while I can’t even think straight, then Kent pulls his fingers loose and I come back to my senses.

“Very nice, where’d you find him?”

“Not telling.” Damien says, one hand rubbing circles over his lower lip. He gestures to Kent’s bag. “Got anything else in there?”

“Perceptive.” Kent grins, and pulls out what looks like a vibrator. Damien blinks, then looks off into the distance as if considering it. Then looks back at me.

Damien taps his fingers against his lip, then looks at me with the widest smile. “Touch yourself and I’ll take photos of you. Don’t, I’ll delete some.”

It’s a sad state of affairs when ‘I’ll delete some of my blackmail’ becomes an agreeable term. But my position sure as hell wouldn’t allow much more than that. I give him a -regrettable- affirmative nod.

Damien nods at Kent and leans back, unzips his pants again and frees his still hard cock.

It hits me; They’re going to shove that thing inside me and just watch. Who knows how long it’ll take me to cum from it since I’m not allowed to touch myself? I tell him to wait, Kent actually laughs before squeezing it inside. It sinks in without much resistance. Between Damien fucking me earlier today and Kent now taking advantage of me, it almost feels too loose.

What’s happening to me? When did this all get so out of hand?

I feel Kent maneuver the toy until its at a place that makes my toes curl.

“Please—”

Kent chuckles, “Sure, hun.” And there’s the sound of a ‘click’.

I can feel it moving inside me, vibrating against my prostate. My heart leaps to my throat and my body goes rigid.

In the past, before I met Damien, I never had toys like this nor did I ever played with myself using them. Simply dressing like a woman was satisfactory for the time. The need never took root in me to shove something up there.

Now I’m not sure why I never did. It takes all my strength to bite down on my lip and not let anything escape. I risk opening my eyes to see Damien giving me his full, unbashed attention and snap them closed again.

I clamp my hands down around my mouth, muffling the moans. The familiar sensation of tingling is being to lace through my lower stomach. The only saving grace is that it might not be too long now.

“Please-” My toes are curling. They shouldn’t be - this isn’t a position I’ve ever wanted to take, ever with anyone. Kent’s hand spreads my cheeks apart.

“Take it, pretty girl.” He whispers.

I come, my back arcing off the carpet.

I don’t want to open my eyes again. I roll to my side as the toy keeps shaking away at me, until the sensitivity becomes too much and all I can vocalize are pleas for Kent to take it out.

The toy is pulled free. There’s no doubt about it now, I’m loose.

There’s the sound of quick movement.

“Dude-” That’s Kent’s voice. The sound of someone getting up, I think. Then something’s pushing against my entrance and I can’t even think.

“Desperate much?” Kent again. My heart sinks, Damien’s above me, standing up against the desk and getting ready to fuck me for the second time today.

One would think after so many times, exhaustion would settle in and I would fade in and out, hardly able to pay attention. Not the case. I’m hopped up on so much sensation, so acutely aware of everything that moans begin to leave me when Damien’s cock stretches out my entrance again. I’d grown used to the toy, the thickness of Damien’s dick penetrating me again sends a shiver up my spine.

He doesn’t waste time preparing me, his hips thrust forward with everything he has. I can tell because I can hear his sputtering breaths that turn to shudders when he grinds down, forcing his cock to grind against my insides. My nails scrap against the carpet and my voice breaks.

“Yes, yes—” The chant goes on and on while Damien slams his hips to me. The desk shakes in response. My eyes are rolling and my cock is hard to dripping cum, spilling onto my own stomach. Release is just out of my reach.

His cries reach a crescendo, his hips begin to stutter at the same time that I can’t handle any more. Enough of being so close to the edge I can hardly feel or think anymore. I want this to finish. He cries out my name, cums inside me and fucks me all through it,

“Well, you look absolutely wrecked.” I don’t think Kent could sound more delighted. “Here’s your reward.” He exhales, shuddering.

A hot lance of cum spurts across my face, then two more and Kent collapses back, satisfied. Damien follows suit, punctuating his orgasm with a sigh.

The two of them gather their breath against the opposing wall. I lie there, stiff. There’s an achey feeling coursing through both my thighs. I’m not exactly the athletic type, my legs aren’t supposed to be up for this long. Damien eventually reaches over, pulls the straps and they come loose. My legs drop to the floor, even more tired than the rest of me.

“You alright?” Damien asks. All I want to do is go to sleep.  I communicate that with my eyes and Damien nods, picking me up as if I was nothing. He walks us across the floor to the sofa by the window, then kisses my cheek and lets me down.

“You did good.”

Really? I don’t know what to even make of that.

Sleep takes me soon after.
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