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It wasn’t unusual for Tyler and me to make
out on the sofa. The living room was very comfortable and cozy,
with several upholstered chairs and a sofa gathered around the
fireplace. My father was a doctor and my mother was a lawyer and
they worked long hours so we often had to place to ourselves with a
pretty good degree of confidence that it would remain that way and
we would be interrupted.

Still, it was unusual for him to strip me
completely naked there on the sofa. He was usually the one more
worried about my parents walking in than I was. Mind you, he kept
all his clothes on. It felt kind of exciting to be naked as I
wriggled in his lap and his hands stroked and caressed my body.

It was unusual for me to be naked and him
fully clothed, as well. And that added a strange little novelty to
our sex play that was exciting for some reason. He was certainly
doing his best to give me a sense of excitement, too. His hands
were paying careful attention to the parts of my body he knew liked
to be stroked and rolled and caressed and I was starting to heat up
pretty good.

“So tell me how the modeling lessons are
going,” he asked out of the blue.

It seemed odd that he had pulled his mouth
off my throbbing nipples to ask that and I looked at him a little
confused at first, breathing heavily as he used his fingers to call
my bangs away from my face.

“Fine,” I gulped.

“Maybe you can get some jobs with that.”

I looked at him with further confusion. The
modeling lessons weren’t so I could get a job as a model and he
knew that. They were a handy way for me to learn fashion and how to
look after my hair and do makeup expertly as well as give me the
kind of graceful, fluid movements that I wanted. I wasn’t tall
enough to be a model, and he knew that too.

“I don’t want to be a model,” I said.

Frankly, I thought that was beneath me.
Models were airheads. Not their fault entirely. They lived off
their looks. They were praised constantly for how they looked. They
started modeling when they were barely adolescents and knew very
little else.

I just finished my first year at Princeton
where I was taking prelaw. No, I had no intention of being a model.
It wasn’t that I didn’t appreciate that I was attractive. Any girl
who says otherwise is lying. I have a well-toned, lithe body that
is slender but nicely rounded in all the right places.

I’ve never had to dye my hair. I’ve been
tempted a few times to see what it would be like to be a blonde or
redhead, but my hair is this wonderful shade of hickory and is soft
and full and rich because it’s never known a lot of chemicals. It
falls beautifully down past my shoulders and I’m quite proud of it.
I think it’s my best feature.

Of course, Tyler thought my best features
were my breasts. But he was a guy, and that’s what you expect from
guys. They’re nice breasts, don’t get me wrong. But there was
something about the idea of being proud of your body that I cringed
away from. It was too much like those airhead models.

That doesn’t mean I’m not pleased when I look
at myself naked, or when he or some other guy sees me in a sexy
dress and gets that look. You know, the look that says they think
you’re super-hot. It doesn’t mean I’m not pleased to the point of
being excited when I undressed before them and I see how I look in
their eyes. I try not to be a narcissist but I am a girl, after
all.

Yes, I’m hot. Nature has been generous to me.
I have excellent DNA. Not that I haven’t had anything to do with
it. I do take care of my hair and body, after all. I’m fit and
toned for a reason and it’s not because I eat hamburgers and sit
around on my ass all day.

But I have been raised by my parents and
school and in a culture that says I should want to be valued for my
intelligence and personality and skills, not my freaking breasts or
butt or legs. That conflicts at times with my inner nature but I
try to live up to the standards of a confident, educated liberal
woman of the 21st century.

“You should try it. I bet you’d make a great
bikini model,” he said. “You look great in a thong. Maybe you can
be a lingerie model.”

I looked at him suspiciously. “Is this
leading up to letting you take dirty pictures of me?”

“Of course not,” he said far too
innocently.

“Because I think I’ve made myself clear on
that.”

It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him, exactly.
But he is a guy, and far too proud of himself for having an
attractive girlfriend. He likes showing me off to, and I usually
don’t mind that. But if he had a topless picture of me, I couldn’t
be absolutely sure he wouldn’t show it to his best buds.

“I wasn’t even thinking of that,” he
protested.

“Then what?”

“So is this modeling stuff helping you
out?”

The question was a little uncomfortable
because I was after all taking lessons and in to make myself look
attractive. I didn’t really think anything was wrong with that but
it did go somewhat against the grain of my feminist liberal
beliefs.

“It helps teach me how to walk gracefully,
and improves my balance.”

“I don’t remember ever seeing anything wrong
with the way you walk.”

“It’s not a matter of being wrong. It’s a
matter of being better.”

“So let’s see you display your balance.”

“Like what?” I asked suspiciously.

“I was watching a demonstration someone was
making on the Internet about great balance. You squat down and you
put your hands on top of your head.”

“And?”

“And that’s it. But you hold it. Not as easy
as it seems.”

I looked at him doubtfully, still wondering
why the hell he had brought this up in the middle of us having
fun.

“It’s not hard,” I said in annoyance.

I slipped off his lap and onto the floor then
squatted down my hands on my head.

“Oh, I forgot, you have to raise your heels
in the air and only squat on the balls of your feet,” he said.

“So now you tell me,” I said with a
frown.

I rose up unsteadily on the balls of my
feet.

“Your knees are supposed to be kind of wide
apart,” he said casually.

I should’ve been more suspicious of that, but
after all, it wasn’t like he needed me to pose in some way to see
me in all my graphic beauty. He’d spent enough time between my legs
performing oral sex on me. So I carefully spread my knees apart and
balanced there on the balls of my feet kind of sitting on my raised
heels.

Obviously, it wasn’t the kind of pose I
would’ve made in front of strangers, not naked anyway. I wasn’t
blind to the fact I was naked with my legs spread apart. But it was
just Tyler there.

“How long am I supposed to stay like this,” I
asked.

“It was a competition. As long as they
could.”

“Why?”

“Because they were ordered to.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“By their masters,” he said.

What in the hell was he going on about?

“The first girl who fell or gave in got a
spanking,” he said with a grin.

The light dawned on me. He’d probably seen
this in some kind of porn video. At first, I was irritated and
indignant. And then at least I understood why while making out with
me naked he was suddenly thinking of something like this. And I
could see the appreciative look in his eyes as they drank me in
while I squatted like that with my knees apart and my hands raised
above my head to pull the skin tighter across my breasts.

Well, as I said, it isn’t that I don’t
appreciate being appreciated for my looks in the right context. And
so I looked back at him and saw the approval and hunger in his eyes
and felt a little ripple of excitement roll through me.

Ordered to? Masters? This was some kind of a
submission and dominance thing? Yes, I supposed I could see that; a
naked girl ordered to pose like this by her ‘master’. I could see
it as some kind of fantasy, anyway. And I could certainly
understand where Tyler would have a fantasy about being able to
order me around! Ha! As if!

“And what does the winner get out of it?” I
asked.

“As I recall, she got to lay back and have
the loser perform oral sex on her.”

“So it seems to me like this is some kind of
perverted male sex fantasy. Am I right?”

“Well, I don’t know about perverted.
Perverted would be a weird sexual thought. I don’t think there are
too many guys who wouldn’t like to see you like this so it’s not
really perverted.”

“Presuming that most guys aren’t perverts,” I
said dryly.

Still, my nipples were tingling and hard, and
some part of me was certainly enjoying putting on a little show for
him. It’s not like it was beneath me to try and turn on my
boyfriend.

“And you like what you see… Master?” I asked
mockingly.

“Oh yeah,” he said enthusiastically.

That was flattering but a little
confusing.

“You’ve seen me naked lots of times,” I
said.

“And always enjoy it.”

I had spent years doing Irish dancing, and
since a lot of that involved strong use of dancing on your toes and
the balls of your feet, as well as a lot of leaping, the exercises
I had practiced and still did involved strengthening my calf
muscles, as well as my ankles and the many small muscles at the
bottom of my feet. I never really change those exercises so I was
confident I could do this for a while. Still, I could feel the
strain on my instep.

“I bet you’d like to take a picture of me
now,” I teased.

“Can I?”

“Absolutely not. You just have to remember
it.”

“I’m not likely to forget it anytime
soon.”

I was starting to enjoy turning him on so
easily. I mean I wasn’t doing anything except sitting on my heels
like this. But I could see his reaction, and though it confused me
to an extent, I liked it. Who doesn’t like your boyfriend getting
turned on just by looking at you?

I sensed there was more to it than that,
though. It wasn’t just my body, as well displayed as it was just
then. It was something about this position he was enjoying and I
don’t mean my legs apart. Like I said, he’d spent enough time
between them to get used to what I look like down there.

“And what other positions were these girls
were ordered to be in?” I asked.

“A few,” he said hesitantly.

He’s hiding something, I thought.

“Like what?”

“Well… One had to sit on the edge of a hard
chair with her hands behind her neck and her back arched.”

“I’m guessing her legs were spread open,” I
said dryly.

“Yup. Also, she was kind of raised up on the
balls of her feet too.”

This would give me an excuse to change
positions, at least. And I was interested in seeing just how turned
on these things made him. I mean, he’d been enjoying fondling my
naked body, so surely he should want to do that again rather than
just looking at me posing. This was definitely worth exploring.

I pushed myself to my feet and dropped my
arms, then went into the front hall and took the hardback chair
from there, carrying it back in and setting it down a few feet in
front of him. Then I sat down on the edge, pulling my legs apart
and rising onto the balls of my feet as I put my hands behind my
neck.

“Arch your back and raise your chin more,” he
said, his voice sounding excited.

I was a bit mystified at first, but then I
thought I realized what this was all about. This was about control
and power. This was about the idea of a master ordering his
beautiful slave girl to pose in a very sexually provocative
position for him and hold it.

It wasn’t the position itself that was so
interesting but the idea of being able to order it. That was what
was turning him on. Being able to pose me like some slutty little
Barbie doll. That offended me to some extent but it was also very
intriguing. Because you see, what turns men on is in turn what
gives women power. I’m talking about sexual power. So in a sense,
this was also about how I could control or reward him.

Yes, he was objectifying my body, but I
wasn’t that hardcore a feminist. I realize there is no way around
what nature built into us. We both objectify each other’s bodies in
certain ways. And really this is more about him pretending to be in
a position of control, sexual control. Again, this probably should
have offended me, and if I was more of a feminist it would have.
Instead, it kind of amused me.

Because he would never have that control in
reality, of course. And we both knew. But a little teasing and
gameplaying wasn’t exactly something I felt I needed to shy away
from.

“Wait!” he said excitedly, jumping up from
his seat. “Don’t move!”

He ran upstairs and I lost sight of him on
the staircase. If he came down with a camera he was going to be in
big trouble. But this was my house, and he would know where my
father’s camera was. Plus he had his cell phone sitting right on
the table beside him. Where the hell was he going? The bathroom?
There was one downstairs.

I started to relax but then hesitated as I
felt a little flutter of excitement. The idea that I had to
maintain this position by my master was a silly thing given modern
cultural mores. But as a sexual fantasy, it could be quite
delicious.

I had had my share of sexual fantasies in my
life, of course. Being a slave girl had never been among them. But
I had certainly had plenty where I was being forced to do things
that I would never normally do in life. Some of them had been
rather rough.

He hurried back downstairs and entered the
living room, circling around the sofa to come over to where I sat.
I felt a little jolt as I recognize what he held in his hand. It
was a vibrator. It was one we had experimented with once or twice.
It was comparatively small. The way it worked was it slipped inside
you and when it vibrated it was right against your G spot behind
her clitoris. It also worked with a phone app that would allow
someone else to control it.

He knew where it was because he had seen me
take it out and put it away the last time we had used it and I had
not used it since. It was because we had been playing games in
public, and he had been less than obedient to my demands to turn it
off in certain situations. I very much value my dignity and had
almost had public orgasms.

I scowled at him as he brought it over and
knelt in front of me. “I told you I wasn’t going to use that
again,” I said.

“Yes but were inside and alone now,” he
said.

I scowled at him but I was still intrigued
and wanted to explore this further so I leaned back in the chair,
consciously arching way back and raising my knees lifting to give
him a good view. I felt his fingers at my sex stroking and
massaging then the vibrator was turned on and rather than pushing
it into me, he rubbed it slowly back and forth against my clit.

Since I was already a little turned on the
effect was fairly quick and I gulped in air as I felt my chest
tightening. I was also well aware I was in a very graphic and
obscene position, arched very sharply back with my knees raised and
spread as far apart as they would go. He had a very good view there
on his knees.

But that was fine with me as long as he was
making some good use of it. And he was. His finger slipped inside
me, and he had a large finger. He pumped it slowly in and out as he
rubbed the vibrator against my clit. I was rocked back on my
tailbone, my knees high and apart, my feet in midair now as he slid
a second finger inside me.

He took his fingers out and then worked the
vibrator up inside. It was an oddly shaped thing, kind of like a
large, elongated sperm complete with a tail. The tail stuck out as
a kind of antenna; I think. And as the vibrator buzzed inside me he
leaned in and began to lick my clitoris.

Well! It didn’t take very long before I was
starting to pant helplessly, heat flooding through my body as my
breasts swelled and my nipples tingled hotly. But then he drew back
and sat back down.

A little flustered and somewhat disappointed
I eased back until my feet were on the floor again, or at least the
balls of my feet. I straightened my torso and looked at him and
felt another little rush of heat at how excited he looked.

He picked up his cell phone, and I watched to
make sure it wasn’t pointed at me as he activated the phone app
which controlled the vibrator now that it was turned on. He’d taken
great delight in driving me out of my mind last time we had used
it. What had bothered me though was that it was in public.

“Do you like that?” he asked.

I shuddered weakly. “Oh yes,” I groaned.

“Pull those elbows back a little further,” he
growled.

I pulled my elbows a little further back, my
breathing becoming more ragged as the vibrator thrummed within me.
He made some changes to the program and it intensified, shifting
into a new pattern that made me want to squirm in place.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, baby.”

“I-I’m your bitch,” I moaned.

“Say I’m your bitch, Tyler.”

“I’m your bitch, Tyler,” I panted.

“Say I’m Tyler’s little bitch in heat.”

He was pushing things but this was hot!

“I’m Tyler’s little bitch in heat!”

“Would you like my cock inside you, baby?” he
asked.

“Oh yes,” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

I felt a little ripple of excitement. This
was silly but fun and hot and wicked!

“Please fuck me, Tyler!” I moaned.

“Say please fuck your bitch Tyler.”

Please fuck your bitch, Tyler!” I
groaned.

“Maybe, if you’re lucky, if you beg enough,”
he said arrogantly.

I felt a little irritated, but only a little.
It was him who did most of the begging for sex, after all. All of
it, mostly.

“Please fuck me, Tyler!” I moaned in a
piteous little voice.

“Assume the position, bitch,” he growled.

I looked at him uncertainly.

“Get on your hands and knees on the floor,
then lower your chest to the floor with your arm stretched out in
front of you, and raise your butt high.”

It sounded deliciously nasty so I slid off of
the chair, hand over my pussy to make sure the thing didn’t fall
out, then fell forward onto my hands before sliding forward into my
forearms. My hands kept going until I felt the cool fabric of the
rug against my breasts as they pressed down and then pillowed out
against it.

“Spread your legs wide, bitch.”

Another little jolt of heat hit me as I
obeyed. This was such an obscene and inviting pose for him, after
all. I could certainly see how any man would appreciate it. And
with the vibrator still buzzing away inside me, I felt a breathy
sense of anticipation as he got up and then knelt behind me.

Crack!

I yelped, startled, as his hand slapped my
bottom sharply.

“Draw your abdomen in tighter against your
thighs, bitch,” he growled in a deep voice.

For some reason that sent a really intense
rush through my mind that made my nipples burn.

I shuffled my knees a bit forward more while
keeping my chest where it was, then yelped as he slapped my butt a
second time.

“Keep those legs spread wide, bitch!” he
growled.

This was wicked!

I felt my body flushed with heat and an
already powerful but still growing sexual pressure within me.

“Now you look like a proper little bitch,” he
said.

I shuddered as his fingers caressed my
clitoris. “Beg me to fuck you, bitch.”

“Please fuck me, Tyler!” I whined.

Crack! He slapped my bottom again I
almost protested except the heat was swirling within me.

“Beg me to fuck my slutty little bitch.”

“Please fuck your slutty little bitch,
Tyler!” I moaned.

This was definitely hot and wild and
kinky!

But as his fingers stroked across my clit and
the vibrator continued to buzz inside me my body began to literally
tremble with heat and excitement.

If he didn’t push himself inside me soon I
was going to finish this up myself! I was not far from it as it
was. There was something deliciously hot about maintaining this
position, though, waiting for his return. I just didn’t quite
understand why. It was a very submissive pose, that was for sure.
And again I could certainly see the attractiveness from a male
point of view.

He came back into the room and I turned my
head around and felt a little shock. “Oh no you don’t,” I
exclaimed.

“It’s not what you think,” he said.
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He had one of my belts in his hand. And if he
thought he was going to use that on my butt he had another thought
coming!

He slipped the tongue of the belt through the
buckle to form a loop and then leaned forward over me, gathering in
my hair and then pulling slowly but firmly to raise my chin off of
the floor before slipping the loop over my head settling down
around my neck.

“What the fuck, Tyler?” I gasped.

I shifted my position and grabbed the belt
immediately, pulling it loose.

“It’s just for psychological reasons,” he
said. “Your hands are free and if I pull up too tight and you have
any trouble breathing you can always just say so or loosen it. The
idea is to pull it tight but not tight enough to really interfere
with your breathing.”

I was dubious, to say the least. But I
settled back down, stretching my arms out before me, my chin on the
floor as I raise my bottom high.

His fingers caressed my clitoris and I felt
the breathlessness returning as heat rushed through me.

“Beg me to fuck your tight pussy, bitch
girl.”

“Please fuck my tight pussy, Tyler!” I
moaned.

A moment later I felt the head of his cock
rubbing up and down against me. Rubbing against my clit.

“Nasty little bitch baby,” he growled.
“Always wanting my big cock inside you.”

Wow! This was deliciously hot!

I felt him pull on the tail of the vibrator
and it slid slowly out of me. A moment later his cock pushed in,
deliciously warm and real. I moaned delightedly as his cock pushed
deep into my body.

“Nice and wet. But then you’re always wet,
you bitch.”

I gasped as he tugged on the belt and it
tightened around my throat.

He fucked me slowly at first, then thrust
fully into me, his hips grinding against my buttocks.

“You like that, little bitch baby? Tell me
you love my cock inside you.”

I groaned in pleasure. “I love having your
cock inside me, Tyler!”

Crack! He slapped my bottom again

“Dirty little bitch girl,” he said.

Holy shit! Where was he getting all this
stuff?

Not that it really mattered to me then. I
moaned happily as he started to thrust into me with a long, deep
stroke. His hips slapped lightly against my buttocks at first, then
harder, then harder still. His hand gathered in my hair carefully
and then pulled, forcing my head up and back as he thrust himself
into me.

This had been a source of contention between
us at prior times. I’m talking about his desire to pull my hair
when we were doing this in the doggy position. Not that we usually
did have sex in the doggy position mind you. I generally considered
it to be more for his benefit than mine. I preferred
face-to-face.

But when we did and he pulled on my hair,
there were always some loose strands that tugged sharply and hurt.
It wasn’t that it hurt a lot, but it was certainly distracting,
which wasn’t necessarily what you wanted when having sex.

This time, he had been more careful, and I
groaned as he tugged my hair firmly back while grinding himself
against my buttocks at the same time.

“What a tight little pussy you have here,
bitch,” he growled.

He thrust harder and faster and my whole body
began to shudder from the impact of his hips against my buttocks.
This was kind of rubbing my breasts against the rug, too and that
was producing a delicious hot aching sensation.

“I’m glad I bought you,” he said. “Maybe I’ll
invite some of my friends around to enjoy the use of your body
too.”

He tugged on the belt which pulled the loop
around my throat so tight I couldn’t breathe without a lot of
effort, but I was so into the passion and excitement, my eyes
glassy and slitted, my mouth open as I panted for breath that it
didn’t want to do anything to interrupt him.

I gurgled and gasped and moaned heatedly as
his cock plunged into my body, again and again, turning my insides
to a liquid mush. My body trembled and shook as he tugged on my
hair, loosening the belt so that I gulped in air.

Then he slapped the end of the belt against
my butt.

“Ride my cock, bitch!” He growled.

Slap! Slap!

“Slide that pussy of yours over my cock.”

Slap! Slap!

I shuddered and whimpered and moaned,
thrusting my hips back against him, rolling my hips and riding his
cock as he kept still.

Slap!

“That’s it, bitch. Ride my wonderful cock you
slut. You know you love it.”

Slap!

I gurgled as he pulled on the belt,
tightening it again so I couldn’t breathe. His hip started to pound
against me, again. And this time he met my hips going back with
even more powerful force, sending a shudder through my entire
body.

No one had ever done me this roughly before,
with this much power. I found myself responding to it with a kind
of strange, animal excitement as if my instincts had taken over. Of
course, my mind was starting to fuzz over, lightheaded from lack of
air even though he kept loosening the belt to let me gulp in deep,
ragged breaths.

He rode me savagely, pulling my hair, jerking
on the belt, and slapping the end of it against my bottom as he
rammed his cock into me hard and fast. His words were just as
rough, just as harsh, though they were obviously fake. Still, they
excited me in a strange dark way.

And then the orgasm hit, probably my first
orgasm coming from just intercourse. Mind you, he had done his job
of exciting me beforehand, of stoking the fires so that he could
make them explode with flames. It was just that this time felt much
more intense, more powerful.

I usually keep more or less quiet when I
come, very intent on maintaining my dignity even during sex, but
this time I had lost more control, and I cried out again and again
as the orgasm churned my mind to jelly. It seemed to go on and on
as I whimpered and moaned, grinding my tender breasts against the
rug as his big cock pounded me.

It was definitely the longest orgasm I could
remember, taking complete control of me so that I felt my mind
sinking, melting in the heat and all I could do was what any female
animal in heat could, whimper and moan in pleasure as she was
ridden hard by a strong male.

I felt a strange, instinctive link with all
females everywhere, floating on a churning rush of liquid pleasure
sweeping through me as he slapped at my bottom, pulled at my hair,
and ground himself into me again and again.

“You better please me, bitch girl, or I’ll
pass you on to my friends.”

Slap!

“We know how to control little bitches
here.”

Slap!

I gurgled as he pulled on the belt again,
tightening it around my throat.

The orgasm faded slowly, and he loosened the
belt so that I gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air as he
continued to hammer against me from behind. I felt the heat inside
me again with startling speed, and began to grind and thrust back
at him as my excitement mounted.

“Look at this dirty little bitch pushing her
butt back at my cock. She sure does like cock,” he said.

Slap!

The heat was growing, the sexual pressure
getting more and more intense. I felt a sense of wonder as I had
never come twice in one session before. Certainly not twice while
some guy was having intercourse with me. Yet the thrill of this was
such that I felt my heat being stoked and my body starting to
crackle and burn in the final stages before I knew it would
explode.

Then it hit, just as powerful as the first
one, making me cry out in pleasure as I thrust back to meet his
strokes. This was glorious! This was incredible! I wallowed in the
pleasure as it tore through me, while he pulled on my hair and
tugged the belt tight, and slapped my bottom again. Whatever he was
doing was all the same to me. All I cared about was the howling
storm of pleasure tearing through me.

*

Well, that had certainly been fun. It had
been an exciting thrill, though not one I thought I would tell my
girlfriends about. I wasn’t sure they would understand. I mean, if
I tried to describe it, it would sound awfully degrading and kind
of kinky. Even perverted.

But boy, the rush had been wild! The power of
those orgasms had been incredible! The passion even before I had
come had been so intense that it caused me a lot of thoughts about
the nature of arousal and what aroused me. Especially since it went
so against the grain for me to accept being, in effect,
dominated.

I believe in equality and partnership. But as
long as it was just a silly game, I supposed I could allow him to
act out and enjoy the results. Then I could even act out a little
myself, pretending to be what I wasn’t and never would be.

I am a person who likes to know herself. I
like to explore every facet of who I am and what makes me act and
think the way I do. After Tyler left I did some googling of this
domination and submission stuff, not looking for dirty pictures or
videos or anything, but more the psychological background.

Skimming some of the stuff I kind of got how
this would be escapist fun for people in modern culture. I realize
some people went overboard with it, but I had no intention of doing
so. I mean, of course I had heard of such things before though I
hadn’t paid much attention to them.

But while doing the research a couple of
pictures struck me deeply. Almost certainly because of what we had
just done.

One was a naked girl, wearing a collar and
leash kneeling before a stern-looking older man wearing a
three-piece suit. Her hands were locked together behind her with
some kind of leather restraints and her face was at the level of
his crotch.

The other was of another naked girl, in an
office setting. She was kneeling face down on some sort of coffee
table in much the same position that Tyler had put me. A man in a
power suit was sitting casually behind her, a window with Venetian
blinds behind him. The door next to the window was opened and
another man in his suit was standing there.

Both these pictures struck me as deeply
erotic, though for different reasons. The first one let me imagine
doing that, kneeling, my hands behind my back, in front of Tyler,
like his slave girl. No doubt about to perform oral sex on her
master. In fact, I was sure we were going to do that, and soon.

I wasn’t sure what caused my visceral
reaction to the second one. It was the office setting, I think.
That’s a place where you have to be almost asexual. A place with
such deep rules about male and female behavior that people hardly
dared complement each other.

And yet here she was completely naked and
showing herself to these fully dressed men behind her. But is she a
secretary of some kind? A lowly clerk? The thought struck me hard
because I was working as a clerk this summer at a large law
office.

I could immediately identify with her, could
imagine myself in one of the offices of the senior partners,
kneeling like that with my bottom in the air, submissive, at the
man’s mercy. It was a dark but thrilling fantasy. I had
occasionally fantasized about myself in submissive positions
before, helpless before powerful men, but this picture really
crystallized it for me.

I wondered if Tyler had a suit. Of course he
did. I’d never seen him in one, but he must. But the thought of
feeling like that in front of Tyler wasn’t all that exciting. As I
said, Tyler had already seen me naked in all manner of positions.
He’d spent enough time with his mouth between my legs that
displaying myself before him was no big deal.

Doing it for another man, a stranger maybe,
an older man, a powerful rich man, perhaps, wearing a power suit in
an office… Now that was hot! That was scalding. There were elements
of masochism to that which were a little uncomfortable for me. But
it’s not like I fantasized about being used by men all the
time.

But this was a wicked, dark, forbidden sort
of fantasy and it really turned me on so much I felt my nipples
prickling within the cups of my bra just looking at the picture and
imagining myself as that girl. It was all the easier to do since
she was faceless. Her head was down and away from the camera. Her
hair was a little too dark and short for me, but my mind could
easily handle that.

I found myself wondering if I could get Tyler
into my office late at night or something, maybe sneak into one of
the partners' offices. That might be exciting! He could pretend to
be my boss pressuring poor, helpless me for sex by threatening to
fire me.

Though I have to admit I was sufficiently
privileged to not really understand how anyone would not just quit
in the face of such pressure. I have never faced economic
difficulties in my life, after all, and my parents have lots of
money.

But I could certainly imagine someone pushing
me for sex since I often have been pressured by guys. And could
imagine a man, men being the way they are, blackmailing me with
something or other. Maybe I had been caught stealing funds or
something and he would threaten to turn me in if I didn’t obey.

Yes, that would be a wicked fantasy!

It was such a wicked fantasy I masturbated
about it that night in bed, only the man in the office with me
wasn’t Tyler. Actually, it was Gerard Butler. I mean it wasn’t him,
but it looked like him. And I invented a whole interplay between us
which would require I submit to his will and be his little bitch
girl.

Of course, he was a much older man, twice my
age. That fit with the picture, and with the notion of an important
boss type. I mean, Tyler could pretend to be the dominating person,
but I just didn’t see him as such. Certainly not over me. An older
man, still very handsome and fit, powerful, and an A-Type
personality… Then yeah. That I could imagine.

And did. I did the next morning in the
shower, too. As I got ready for work. I worked at a very large
firm. And I worked with a group of other young people who were
mostly summer students who were temporary replacements for those on
vacation.

And I have to say most of the men there were
not those I would ever have thoughts of having sex with. Not that I
had met many. Slowly clerk types like me didn’t get to meet senior
people. But the ones I had seen here and there seemed pretty old
and gray. Not what I was interested in.

On this day, one of my assignments was to
deliver mail, which let me move around a lot and peer into some
offices which were empty just to get an idea of what they looked
like. There were a few that would be perfect for my little fantasy
if I could get Tyler into them without anyone noticing us. Maybe at
the end of the day?

I have to say this was all kind of idle
thinking. I wasn’t actually planning to do any of this. It would be
more than my job and reputation were worth. The reason I was
working at all was to get something on my resume so that in future
years I could get a decent job once I graduate. I certainly
wouldn’t be able to put it on my resume if me and my boyfriend got
caught in a partner’s office having sex.

Now, I have to admit there are a lot of
leches there. They mostly mind their manners because of HR rules
but I can tell the way their eyes skim over me, the way they watch
and their heads turn when I move past, and the flirty little way
they talk to me which I guarantee you they wouldn’t if I was a guy
or unattractive.

In fact, I found out from the guys that our
corner of the floor was something of a joke. That was because every
summer the little cubicles were filled with college kids, many of
them girls, and the traffic from the middle-aged men who found a
reason to suddenly walk past increased exponentially.

“You’re the only eye candy on the floor,
after all,” one of the guys had said with a smirk.

He wasn’t talking specifically to me, but me
and a couple of the other summer students. It was true that the
place was overwhelmingly male and that the females that worked
there were dressed in very androgynous business wear which was
completely asexual. They might as well be burlap bags except they
were more attractive.

And while we dressed for the office, we
tended to dress with what we had. For example, that day I was
wearing a loose, casual green dress that fell to the knees. The
sleeves were rolled up and held in place with buttons intended for
that purpose. I considered the dress to be extremely modest but
compared to what most of the women were wearing it was practically
formfitting.

And well, let’s face it, I have a pretty good
form. And nice hair and a pretty face. It doesn’t really bother me
that men like to look at me as long as they don’t stare or make
remarks, like embarrassing us both by hitting on me.

Unless you are super-hot, forget about
successfully hitting on a strange girl anywhere but in a club. I
mean, we’re just not going to give you a phone number because you
stop us on the street or see us on a subway train and start
chatting us up or find an excuse to talk to us at the mall.

We don’t know who the hell you are. You could
be some kind of psycho or something. It’s stressful enough dating
guys we know without doing it with complete strangers. And no, I’m
not getting into dating apps like Tinder. There’s no way I would
even touch that.

And frankly, not to be insulting or arrogant,
but that’s doubly or triply so if you’re twice our freaking age.
Sorry, dad, but 19-year-olds are generally not interested in 40 and
50-year-olds. Unless they want your money anyway.

And yes, I realize Gerard Butler is going on
50. But he’s Gerard Butler. And I bet you don’t look like him.

So I tended to ignore the men who strolled
past my cubicle. I was used to them by now anyway. But this day was
different, and I was making my way higher in the building as I
pushed the mail cart along. For whatever reason, probably just the
view, the higher the floor, the more status the lawyers had.

That generally meant they were older and very
unattractive. I paid them almost no attention as I moved by,
dropping off the mail at certain locations with certain secretaries
and administrative assistants. But whenever I got the opportunity
as I passed one of the offices that looked nice, I would pause and
peer inside.

If it was empty, of course. And one that I
passed on the top floor seemed to be empty, but the lights were
off. But I could see through the open doorway a large, rich-looking
buttoned leather sofa, with a matching armchair facing the door and
a coffee table before the both of them.

I froze momentarily, for the coffee table
looked sturdy and wide just perfect for my fantasy. I had also
always admired the rich, dark brown look of these buttoned leather
chairs. One of my uncles had such chairs and they look so rich.

The sight of the sofa and coffee table froze
me up momentarily. There was no one around, and I had just put the
mail into the inbox on the absent secretary’s desk. I licked my
lips nervously, left my cart there, and moved to the doorway,
staring at the chair and table and sofa. I feel my heart beating
faster and I unconsciously moved a little bit further in.

“Is there something I can help you with?”

I yelped in alarm, turning around to see a
man in a suit and overcoat standing behind me. He was somewhere in
his 40s, probably, tall and attractive with dark hair, a short
beard and mustache, and deep blue eyes. He wasn’t Gerard Butler. He
was hotter than Gerard Butler! And he left me momentarily
speechless.

“You admire my sofa?” he asked with a slight
smile.

I blushed. “I am, yes, I mean, I’ve always
admired the look of buttoned leather,” I stammered. “It’s such a
rich work and they tend to be so comfortable.”

“I agree. You wouldn’t mind if I came in,
would you?”

I blushed again and lurched back away from
him, and did it so quickly that the backs of my legs hit the front
of the heavy table. I started to tumble backward in alarm, but he
grabbed me by the arms and pulled me back in. In fact, he pulled me
back in so that I basically fell against him.

He pushed me back immediately then smile as I
blushed much more fiercely.

“I’m so sorry!” I said. “I’m usually not this
clumsy!”

“We forgive much in the young,” he said as he
released my arms. “Summer student, I’m guessing.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Harvard?”

“Princeton,” I said.

“Ah, good. Princeton is a much less stuffy
school.”

He slipped off his overcoat and hung it on a
coat rack next to the side table.

“I’m Sophie Kittredge,” I said, almost in a
confessional tone.

“Pleased to meet you, Sophie,” said. “I’m
Cameron O’Neill. Always happy to meet a fellow Irishman.”

Wow, he had such blue eyes! And a nice voice
too.

“My mother and father were born here. But my
grandmother and grandfather on my father’s side came from Ireland.
And given how busy my parents were when I was younger I often
stayed with them, sometimes for days at a time. So I have a very
creditable Irish accent if I tried to put it on.

“I’ll be getting out of your way then,” I
said in my best accent. “Further things to see and places to go and
people to meet.”

His eyes widened and he grinned happily. “A
Donegal accent!” he said. “If you want the world to fall at your
feet, my dear, then just use that wherever you go.”

He had said it in a very good Irish
accent.

“I’ll try to keep that in mind,” I said with
a smile.

“I spent a summer with cousins in Dublin,” he
said. “Though my accent isn’t nearly as good as yours.”

“I spent a lot of time with my grandparents
who are from there,” I said.

“Well, I have to tell you that as far as the
English-speaking world is concerned, there is no sexier accent in
the world than an Irish accent. Which is only fair since the Irish
are the most attractive people in the world.”

His eyes had changed since I had used the
accent and I sensed an interest there that wasn’t present before.
That made something low in my abdomen thrum excitedly and I felt my
chest tightening.

“Well, if there’s anything you ever need, I
do give preference to my fellow Irishman, so just call Mr. Danbe
and I’ll be right up.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said with a
smile and… a wink.

Whoa!
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I knew Tyler would want to explore what we
had started that afternoon as soon as he could persuade me to and
the house was empty. I thought I had done a decent job of covering
up just what kind of effect it had on me. I mean yes, I’d come a
couple of times. But that wasn’t that unusual for me during
lovemaking. Though previously it was during oral sex.

But I had certainly recognized that it did
something for him. He was more eager than usual and had come faster
and harder. He was living with a roommate in an apartment, and it
wasn’t exactly a luxurious place. My bedroom was twice the size of
his. And with how busy my parents still were, we could usually find
a way to do what we wanted around the house.

That included the basement. We had a very
nice, finished basement with a pool table, and a big-screen TV with
sofas and a love seat in front of it. Still, with the house empty,
I was surprised when Tyler took my hand and led me to the basement.
I wanted what I knew he had in mind.

When we got downstairs he turned to me with a
grin and held up what looked like a black silk scarf.

“What’s this for?” I asked.

He gave me a smirk and then put it on the
pool table folded in half. He folded it in half again and then
again before taking it up and pressing it against my face over my
eyes.

“Hey!” I gasped, my hands reaching up to push
it away.

“Let’s have some fun,” he said.

“What kind of fun?” I gulped as my pulse
began to race.

“Put the blindfold on and find out.”

That was an exercise in trust but so far he
had done nothing to abuse my trust so I reluctantly let him put the
blindfold on me. I was not surprised when his fingers began to
unbutton my blouse but stood there somewhat anxious but with rising
heat as he took off my blouse then unbuttoned my pants and pulled
them down.

It was strange letting a guy strip off my
clothes. I had never done that before like this. Then he took my
wrists and pulled them out in front of me. He crossed them and I
felt something, probably rope being wrapped around them. I felt my
heart beating faster as he wrapped the rope around each wrist in
turn, then in between them before pulling me firmly forward.

We didn’t seem to be going towards the sofa,
but towards the door to the other part of the basement, the
unfinished part. Sure enough, I heard the sound of the HVAC system
growing louder as the door opened and he led me onto the concrete
floor.

I knew where everything in my house was, of
course. Just inside was a laundry room to my right and to the left
was a small bathroom. We passed those by. Beyond them was a large
open area on the left which had some big steel shelving units that
held boxes and all kinds of other stuff. To the right were the HVAC
and furnace.

He led me to the left with me shuffling
carefully along, unable to see where I was going. We stopped and my
arms were raised up high above me and then he did something which I
guess tied off the rope.

There was a bit of a delay and then I felt
something pressed against my lips. It felt like more fabric, silk
fabric, like a thick, wadded up or knotted up scarf was pressed
firmly against my mouth and then pulled around my cheeks and behind
my head where he tied it off.

My heart beat even faster at this but I also
felt a rush of anxiety. I hadn’t expected to be gagged. Now I
couldn’t see, couldn’t resist, I couldn’t even protest whatever it
was he intended to do!

A moment later I felt his hand between my
thighs, forcing them apart. That tightened the rope around my
wrists and I moaned into the gag as his fingers stroked up and down
the line of my sex. His fingers were slippery and eased me open,
then pushed up inside, wriggling and twisting, pushing higher and
deeper as I felt the dark hunger and excitement growing.

The fingers pulled back and something else
pushed against me, twisting and turning, pushing harder, then
easing off. I gasped as I felt myself being stretched almost to the
point of pain, then something pushed up inside me, inch by inch,
pumping slowly in and out as Tyler forced it deeper and deeper into
my body.

I gasped in growing discomfort as it pushed
against what felt like the very back wall of my sex. He drew it
back then pushed again, and again, and I couldn’t even complain or
point out that whatever it was, and I assumed it was a dildo of
some sort, it was too long for me.

He seemed to realize he couldn’t get the very
last bit in, as he pulled my legs closed again and I felt that
there was still enough protruding to hold the lips of my sex open.
I felt the pressure of my thighs against them even as he tied my
ankles together.

The pressure of the ropes around my wrists
tightened again and I gasped as I was forced up onto the balls of
my feet. Then the object inside me began to vibrate. A moment later
I felt Tyler’s tongue at the top of my sex.

Normally he wouldn’t be able to do a lot with
my legs closed, but the way the base of the vibrator held me open
gave him sufficient access to tease me mercilessly with his tongue.
I didn’t know what porn site had given him the inspiration to do
this but it was rapidly turning my mind to mush.

I found myself grinding my hips as I gulped
in air, the feel of the big vibrator inside me solid and heavy,
filling me to bursting, stretching me out so I ached. But with the
rising heat that aching began to feel dark and erotic. Then his
hands slid up my body, squeezing and massaging my breasts and
nipples and my hips bucked helplessly against him.

Suddenly he drew back. He hadn’t said a word
since the blindfold had gone on. And now I had no idea where he was
or what he was doing. The vibrator continued to throb mercilessly
and my hips ground against nothing as the muscles in my lower body
spasmed.

I felt his hands on my buttocks, slippery
with something, stroking and caressing and squeezing and sliding
between them. They withdrew and then I felt him pressing himself
against me. The long, hard length of his cock pressed up between my
buttocks as he slowly ground himself into me, sliding his cock up
and down between them.

I felt my hair pulled back sharply and cried
out in pain. Then a hand began squeezing and caressing my breast,
fingers rolling and pitching my nipple. It occurred to me that I
was assuming it was him, but the dark, wicked, and somewhat scary
thought occurred to me that I really had no idea who it was. It
could be anyone!

Of course I knew it was him. I mean, there
was no reason for him to engage in that level of betrayal. But the
fact I couldn’t see at least allowed for the possibility that it
was someone else entirely. I mean, if I really thought there was a
strong likelihood I would have been shocked and appalled and
horrified. But just the slight chance allowed me the dark fantasy
without real fear.

The head of his cock pushed against me,
dipping in and pulling back repeatedly, and then slowly worked its
way up inside me. It hurt a little but not much since the dark
fantasy actually worked well with what he was doing. I rarely
allowed anal sex. I considered it too degrading and nasty. But for
a helpless prisoner being abused it was perfect.

And, gagged and blindfolded, the rope digging
into my wrists. I could be a helpless abused prisoner in my mind. I
gasped and moaned in helpless heat and hunger as he worked his cock
in and out of my ass. The deeper he got the more excited I became.
Even though as the head climbed higher into my abdomen I felt a
growing ache.

His hands were massaging my breasts but one
slid down my body and his fingers began to rub my clitoris causing
my hips to buck violently as the sensations exploded within me. An
orgasm followed almost immediately, an incredibly powerful one that
tore the breath from my lungs and melted my mind in the scalding
heat.

I trembled and shook with the force of the
muscle spasms the orgasm caused as Tyler thrust himself into me
hard and fast from behind. I was hardly aware of anything beyond
sensations as my mind was overwhelmed by the flood of pleasure
pouring through me.

I had no idea how long the orgasm lasted
except it was quite long. And I was completely out of control while
it had me in its grip. His hands raced over my body as his hip
slapped against my buttocks again and again and I felt his stiff
cock spearing deep into my abdomen with every thrust.

Somewhere in the midst of it, my mind seized
on the idea that it was a stranger sodomizing me, and then flicked
over into a familiar face. Not Tyler but Cameron O’Neil. That seem
to raise the orgasm a notch higher and my head rolled as my body
shuddered and shook with convulsions.

The orgasm left me breathless, dazed, and
limp. I moaned around the gag, wanting to curl into a ball on my
bed and close my eyes for a bit. Of course, I could do no such
thing, and his hips were continuing to slap against my buttocks as
his cock thrust into me again and again. The vibrator was still
buzzing away as well, causing my hips to flinch and twitch and
jerk, the sensations were too much for my hypersensitive
clitoris.

The only sign that he had come was when his
thrusting slowed and stopped with him buried inside me. I could
hear him panting for breath close behind me and then his cock slid
back out, leaving me feeling vacant.

Not for long, however. Something pressed
against me, something hard and rounded. It didn’t feel like a
dildo, for it didn’t have the soft texture. But with the
slipperiness of whatever he had used on me and ignoring my moans
and gasps at how thick it was, he was able to slowly work it up
into my ass almost all the way. I could feel a little bit sticking
out against my buttocks but most was up inside me. It felt hard and
heavy whatever it was.

A long minute passed with nothing, then
another. Finally, I felt his fingers pinching and plucking and
rolling my nipples. The pinching got worse and then suddenly both
my nipples seem to burn hotly as something squeezed really hard
against him. I cried out in protest at the pain, my nipples on
fire. But as my body instinctively tried to pull away I realize
that the more I moved the more they hurt. He had attached something
to them, which was tied in place somehow.

This is why you don’t trust boys to tie you
up and blindfold you, you idiot! Even if you trust them not to
betray you, you’re relying on their judgment. Which is often piss
poor, especially about sex. Whatever he thought to accomplish with
this, it wasn’t turning me on or making me happy at all.

The sharp burning in my nipples faded into a
dull ache, but it sharpened any time I tried to draw back. I
quickly realized that whatever was pinching my nipples was attached
to some kind of cord or string that was tied to something else in
front of me. Correction in front and raised up a bit. I had to
consciously arch my back to ease the pull as much as possible.

I supposed he had seen this in a picture or
video. But such things would not convey what the girl felt about
something biting into her nipples. And my nipples are particularly
sensitive at the best of times.

His tongue began to work on my clitoris once
again and despite myself, despite my anger at him and frustration,
his tongue combined with the vibrator began to send heat swirling
through my body once again. I was so full down there with the
vibrator and whatever he had pushed up into my butt. And I let my
mind begin to imagine it was O’Neil again, having captured me in
his office and decided to punish me.

As the heat mounted I let myself sink into a
kind of masochistic fantasy of the poor beautiful maiden being
tormented by the cruel, lustful boss. I was close to orgasm when he
drew back and again I wondered where he was and what he was doing.
Then I felt the pressure tightening on my wrists and I squeaked
helplessly as my toes left the floor and I was left dangling in
midair.

Suddenly I felt something else against the
top of my sex, something hard, which vibrated powerfully. It was
another vibrator, only this one was rubbing steadily against my
clitoris. Combined with the one inside me the sensations were
incredibly intense! I could not stand this for long and the orgasm
tore my mind to shreds. My body writhed and thrashed in animal heat
and pleasure.

My legs, though tied together, shook and
flopped around below me as the intensity of the orgasm once again
drove my body into convulsions. My mind tumbled and turned as waves
of pleasure swept through it. But even during the climax, I heard a
familiar sound repeated several times before it stopped.

I knew what it was but I didn’t care because
my mind wasn’t capable of processing any information other than the
overload of pleasure. Nothing else mattered but the pleasure at
that moment in time anyway. I was lost to the world for anything
else, as close to being a mindless animal as I could ever be.

I was dazed when the orgasm faded and I felt
myself lowered so that my toes and then the balls of my feet and
then my heels touched the floor. My wrists were on fire by then,
and my hands felt numb. My nipples hurt even more. And I cried out
as the pinching things were removed, for they hurt even more for a
few seconds. But then the pain began to fade rapidly.

The pressure on my wrists faded entirely as
the rope dropped down, and only his hands on my arms kept me from
sinking to my knees. He led me forward a few steps and then turned
me and pushed me back onto something I quickly realized was a
table. He lay me back across it and I groaned in relief.

I felt his fingers at whatever was stuffed
into my bottom, tugging and pulling and slowly working it out of me
to be replaced once again by his cock. He had gotten hard again
fairly quickly, no doubt watching me come. Now he thrust into my
ass once more while his hands massaged my breasts and his fingers
rolled and stroked my tingling nipples.

I tried to pull my hands forward to get the
blindfold off but he had apparently tied the rope to the other end
of the table or something because my wrists were held above my head
as he thrust into me. My nipples felt a kind of pins and needles
sensation which as his fingers rolled and stroked them turned into
a delicious rush of pleasure.

It wasn’t enough to pull me into orgasm a
third time, though, partly because my wrists were still on fire,
and partly because as my mind wakened that odd sound I had heard
earlier but ignored suddenly came to my mind. Because I knew what
it was. Tyler had a relatively cheap phone and it had limited
memory. The size of videos it could hold was something like five or
six minutes each. And when the recording he was doing reached the
maximum it beeped and stopped.

I was pretty sure it was that beeping I had
heard.

I let him finish and then untie my wrists and
pull the blindfold off. He grinned at me as he slid what looked
like a large vibrator out of me and then helped me sit up.

The first thing I did was look at my wrists.
They were very red and sore-looking with the marks of the ropes he
had tied around them still clear on my pale skin.

“You dumb fuck,” I said, wincing as I touched
the red lines.

He stared at my wrists uncertainly. “Oh,” he
said. “Sorry. I didn’t think that would leave any marks.”

“Well, it did.”

“But you liked the sex,” he said
enthusiastically. “It looked like you were coming pretty hard.”

I looked around the room, wondering where his
phone was. He was fully dressed so I guess it was in his back
pocket where he usually kept it whenever he wasn’t sitting. I
pretended to be weaker than I was and he helped me stand up and I
slid an arm around him then brought my hands down along the top
edges of his pockets before feeling the phone.

I quickly pulled it free and turned away from
him as he grabbed at it.

“I heard the sound of your video warning
going off,” I said. “I want to see what video you took.”

He looked crestfallen and also like he wanted
to snatch the phone back, but didn’t dare.

I was familiar enough with his phone to
quickly bring up what was in his gallery and before he could decide
to overcome my resistance physically I was looking at a video of
myself naked while he sodomized me.

“Don’t worry, it doesn’t have your face in
it!” he exclaimed.

He was right. Even as I watched it I could
see that wherever he had put the phone it had been carefully placed
so that the top of the frame just got part of my neck in it. That
meant that if this was anonymously posted on the internet no one
would be able to identify as being me.

Of course, if he was to show it to his
friends and tell them it was me, then the wall and shelf behind it
was ample proof to anyone who had been in my house. I glared at him
and then watched the video then saw there was a second. This was
the one where he had used a vibrator and some kind of alligator
clips attached to my nipples.

I had to admit, despite my anger, that it was
a very erotic-looking video. That didn’t mean I wanted him to have
it.

“No one would know it was you,” he assured
me.

“Except all your friends you showed it to who
you told them was it was me.”

“I wouldn’t tell them it was you!”

By which he had just admitted he intended to
show them to his friends, the fucking idiot.

There were also some pictures of my body,
though once again none of my face. He eagerly tried to use this to
support his position that the pictures were essentially harmless
and no one would ever suspect they were of me. All he managed to
convince me of was that he thought he was right.

I did not, of course, agree.

He tried to stop me from deleting the videos
and pictures but was still not willing to use enough force to
overcome my resistance. And given his attitude, I did not ask for
permission to do what I did next, which was to reset his phone. He
had a ton of other stuff on the phone, but too bad. I wasn’t a
techno nerd but I knew full well that there were ways to retrieve
the information you deleted from your phone unless it was
completely reset.

Then he had the gall to get angry. That ended
in a fight and him leaving while I was fuming at his betrayal.
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I won’t say that I had permanently broken up
with him but let’s just say we were going to take a break for a
while. In fact, I was almost as angry at his daring to be mad at me
as I was at him taking the videos and pictures. How stupid could he
be to think I would allow him the opportunity to retrieve videos
and pictures based on his word when he had already violated it?

And to his continued whining that since my
face wasn’t in the pictures and videos I was being unfair all I
could do was shake my head at how dumb he was. I might not have any
tattoos or other visible marks in the videos but it would not take
much to convince people who knew us that it was me if he showed
them around. I mean, one was even taken from the rear, showing a
cucumber of all things being pushed up my ass. And my hair was
pretty obvious as it hung down my back.

Fucking idiot. Why are guys so immature?

*

I wore a black turtleneck sweater dress to
work the next day. It was wildly inappropriate in that it was of
course quite form-fitting. But I figured the black kind of hid
that. It was also a little short, about mid-thigh. I wore it with a
pair of black suede boots that came up a few inches short of my
knees. And since I was a summer replacement I figured I could get
away with it.

More to the point, it was one of the few
dressy things I owned which would cover my wrists. Because the rope
burns were still quite visible. No one complained, and if anyone
had I would have given them the excuse that other stuff was dirty
or at the dry cleaner or something.

When you are young you get a lot of pretty
low-level type jobs. Sometimes it’s make-work stuff because while
you’re technically replacing people who are on vacation the amount
of work needed to be done was often lower due to everyone else
being on vacation too. Often it’s just bosses thinking of things to
keep you busy, or things that they wanted to have done but didn’t
want to have real employees do because it was beneath them or not
in their job descriptions.

When I was told to go to the top floor to
help one of the partners re-shelf books after moving offices I
didn’t think anything of it. It was just the sort of thing they
would have summer students doing. I was pleased to go to the top
floor again, hoping I would get another look at Cameron O’Neill,
and perhaps even a chance to chat with him.

But I was sent to a different office on the
other side floor. It was a bigger office, but to my surprise it had
if not the same set of buttoned leather sofa and armchair as his,
or the twin of it. I felt a moment of uncertainty, wondering if
they had bought a whole bunch of them for all the partners, though
I hadn’t seen it before except in O’Neill’s office.

“Hello there, Irish girl,” said a familiar
voice.

I smiled as O’Neill looked up from the
desk.

“Still have eyes for my sofa, I see.”

“I was wondering what it was doing in here,”
I said.

“I just moved offices. Which is what you’re
doing here.” He pointed to the set of wooden bookcases along the
near wall and the plastic packing cases sitting in front of
them.

“The movers would’ve thrown the books back up
carelessly. I want to make sure they’re in the right order.
Otherwise, I’ll either re-shelf them again or spend forever trying
to find whatever reference cases I’m looking for.”

Now I was glad I wore the sweater dress as I
smiled at him.

“Sure and I’ll be happy to help your
lordship,” I said in my best Irish accent.

He chuckled appreciatively as he walked over
to me.

“These are supposed to be in the same order
that they came off,” he said as he indicated the packing cases.
Start at the bottom and work your way up from the left-hand corner
unit to the top shelf and then down to the next one. Check the
spines from time to time to make sure they’re in alphabetical and
numerical order. And if you have any questions just ask.”

“Your wish is my command, Your Honor,” I said
in accented English once again.

He grinned down at me and winked. “If you
keep using that accent you’re going to distract me from my work,
Miss Sophie.”

I felt my chest tightening. “Well we wouldn’t
want that,” I said. “Billable hours would suffer.”

He laughed and went back to his desk. “I
think you’ll find out if you decide to enter the profession that we
can call almost anything we do billable hours.”

I started working and we chatted only
occasionally after that for about an hour as I worked my way up and
down the shelves, restocking them. Cameron had phone calls to deal
with and left the room for about 20 minutes once before
returning.

His return caught me by surprise. I had
worked my way down to the fourth and last shelf, opening the first
of the carton stack before it and emptying the contents onto the
top shelf. Rather than moving them out of my way I simply leaned
forward over them, which stretched me out sufficiently that the
sleeves of my dress pulled back to reveal the rope burns.

I had put a wristwatch I rarely wore around
one and a wristband around the other but they didn’t really cover
all of the red lines. But since no one was in the room I didn’t
care. And, intent on what I was doing, I didn’t see him coming into
the room until he was right up behind me.

He reached up and gripped my arms just below
my wrists as I gasped in sudden startlement.

“What is this?” he asked, his voice
serious.

I suddenly felt a rush of anxiety as he was
clearly looking at the rope burns.

“N-Nothing!” I exclaimed, my voice kind of
squeaking in alarm.

I pulled my arms back in and turned quickly
around to face him he eased back. Then he turned and went to the
door and closed it before returning.

“Before I turned to tort law I worked for the
District Attorney’s Office for a few years working on criminal
law,” he said. “I know what rope burns look like. If someone has
been abusing you, Sophie, I want to know. I can help you out.”

I felt my face burning and my mind churned
wildly as I tried to come up with an explanation that would
dissuade him from asking more.

He waited patiently as my heart beat
rapidly.

I’m.… fine!” I exclaimed.

I knew that wasn’t going to work as soon as I
said it.

“No one’s abusing me or doing anything to me
that uhm, isn’t with my permission!”

He looked skeptical. “It’s clear someone tied
you up. Either someone who doesn’t care about you or wanted to hurt
you, or someone who was a brainless idiot who didn’t know how
delicate your wrists are.”

My face was so hot! But there was nothing for
it but to sort of make a partial confession.

“A brainless idiot is what he is,” I said.
“He didn’t know that the ropes would leave marks.”

I could look at him as I said it because I
was basically confessing to perverted sex.

“So this is a sex thing?”

Oh my God! Could I get any more
embarrassed!?

Before I could think of how to answer gave me
a faint grin.

“If your partner wants to continue this, I
can give you some links to websites that will explain how things
can be done safely without any harm or damage. Rope is never a good
thing to use unless you know what you’re doing with it. And it
should never be so tight as to leave rope burns for hours or days
later.”

I was still horribly embarrassed but suddenly
I felt a strange prickling of confusion. Like, how did he know all
this? If he was prosecuting crimes that had nothing to do with
people doing stuff willingly. Perhaps he saw that question in my
eyes even though I could barely look at him.

The faint grin deepened a little. “I’m not
exactly an innocent, you know. Though I prefer softly padded
leather restraints, myself.”

I think I must have gaped at him because he
grinned and then turned away.

“You let people tie you up!?” I
exclaimed.

He laughed out loud then. “Not exactly,” he
said.

But which I understood it was the other way
around. I felt a sense of astonishment and then a sudden deepening
excitement. I mean, given the sexual fantasies I’d had about him
the knowledge he was into this sort of thing struck me as something
of a sign or a symbol.

“Don’t be so surprised,” he said. “It’s not
unusual. Actually, most couples experiment with bondage a little
bit. Some more than others. And when you have money, you can afford
to play more games than others because you can afford more
toys.”

I was still kind of stunned, though what he
said made sense. But the fact that he liked to tie girls up and
that we were talking about it suddenly made some of those fantasies
seem just a little more like possibilities.

“I uhm, it was my boyfriend’s idea,” I
blurted out.

“It usually is,” he said with a smile.

“He didn’t tell me what he was going to do
and then he put this gag thing, well, like a scarf over my mouth so
I couldn’t really even complain.”

He shook his head. “There are safe words and
gestures to be used for these kinds of games so that something bad
doesn’t happen. Otherwise, one partner tramples over another’s
boundaries and violates their trust and that’s the end of the
relationship.”

I felt stunned at his words because they so
described what had happened!

“That’s just what happened!” I said. “I found
out he’d taken videos while he had me blindfolded!”

He nodded knowingly. “Young men growing up in
the age of internet porn want to see themselves and their
girlfriends on video just like they’ve been watching since puberty.
It’s nearly universal now.”

“I’ve always refused him any naked pictures
of me,” I said.

“Wise girl,” he said. “Relationships at your
age rarely last that long, and boys have a natural proclivity to
show off their hot girlfriends.”

“That’s Tyler, all right!” I said.

“That’s just about every young guy.”

It was strange I didn’t feel as embarrassed
anymore even though I had basically admitted what I’d done. Maybe
because he took it so casually as if it was natural. Plus my mind
was racing, trying to figure a way to tell him more without
embarrassing myself and maybe even interest him.

“I think he’s been looking at videos and
pictures online and that’s given him ideas without information,” I
said. “I don’t think he really understood that hanging a girl from
her wrists would cause rope burns.”

I blushed a little more revealing that much
but again he didn’t seem shocked or surprised.

“The wrists are very delicate,” he said
firmly. “You should never suspend someone by the wrists, but if you
do it should be with heavily padded restraints. That’s especially
so for women. You could do permanent damage.”

“Well you can be sure he won’t doing it
again, or anything else,” I said.

“So you two are through?”

“For now. He was pretty pissed that I reset
his phone without asking.”

“That’s the only way to make sure he doesn’t
retrieve the files,” he said.

“I didn’t want those all over the internet,”
I said.

“Understandable. Although there’s so much of
that on the internet that it would be almost a miracle that anyone
you knew happened to come across it. Unless it had your name
attached, of course.”

“I wasn’t going to take any chances.”

He nodded “that’s a problem you’re going to
have for quite some time, you know. You are a very beautiful girl
and have a great-looking body. Any boyfriend you have is going to
be tempted into taking pictures.”

I felt myself flush a little at his almost
casual complement.

“Well, guys are so immature?” I said.

“Because we were raised differently with
different standards and different cautions than you. Our parents
don’t spend our entire childhood warning us not to let anyone see
us in compromising positions.

“We’re not told not to bend over or not to
wear skirts too short or not to spread our legs apart when we’re
sitting or what kind of shirts we should wear or where we should
let girls touch us when we start dating. So we’re usually not as
body-conscious as you girls. After all, your boyfriend would
presumably be in this video too”

“Not really,” I said. “I mean, yes, but in
the video, he was behind me so nothing of his really showed.”

I blushed again at giving him such a visual
and then castigated myself because it was probably the wrong one.
He probably thought I was bent over. But I didn’t know how to
correct that without being even more explicit.

“Trying to re-create some of the videos that
had got him so excited from the internet probably.”

“Yeah, I don’t think he thought of it
himself. He was always pretty ordinary until lately”

“Ordinary can be boring,” he said with a
grin. “Sometimes the new and daring can thrill our minds a lot
more.”

I felt a little ripple of emotion, of
something breathy in my chest at his words.

“It… was,” I gulped.

“BDSM can free the mind from societal
conventions,” he said. “We’re both, men and women, locked into
these matters of behavior by our culture. Freeing ourselves from
the way were supposed to act can free our minds to enjoy things
more.”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said.

He went back to his desk and opened a drawer
and took out a jar of something and came back to me. “Roll your
sleeves back,” he said. “This will help the skin heal and ease the
discomfort.”

I did what he told me without thinking, and
he reached out and removed my wristwatch and then the wristband as
I stared at him and what he was doing. He spread some kind of
lotion gently over the rope burns and I felt that emotional rush
again. It was a sense of anticipation and hope.

“So you haven’t been into BDSM long, I take
it.”

“Only a couple of times. He had me doing
these sort of poses at first.”

I blushed as he gave me an inquiring look and
I wondered if I dared to explain them because that would be
creating word pictures in his mind. Which, actually, I wanted to
do. But I didn’t want to make him think I was some kind of slut.
And I didn’t want him to think I was coming on to him, exactly.

“I mean, uh, like, sort of, uhm, like
kneeling with my hands behind my neck and stuff.”

“There are a number of slave poses that he
could have found on the Internet,” he said. “Though I would think
you are quite a distance away from that sort of thing. Still, they
do make the female body look very attractive, especially when
naked. I presume that you were naked.”

I blushed more and nodded but wasn’t able to
meet his eyes. Slave poses! Yikes!

“Yes, I can certainly see where he would like
to take pictures of that.”

“That was what he took video stuff.”

“Oh, yes, it was you hanging by your wrists.
“He probably didn’t understand that while this would excite him to
look at, there wasn’t much in it for you.”

“He decided that he would use a vibrator to
turn me on,” I said.

My mind was squirming uncomfortably at giving
him this information but I was getting more and more aroused at the
same time.

“And I take it he was correct.”

I blushed even more deeply and he chuckled
softly.

“Vibrators can be like kryptonite to women,”
he said “though not as much as a lot of guys might think. You have
to have the right situation and the right strength. But really, the
most important sex organ of any woman is the one between her ears.
That’s what you have to seek to arouse before you worry about her
body.”

His fingers were soft as they spread the
cream over my wrists and then let them go.

Then his knuckle slid in under my chin to
gently raise it up towards his eyes.

“Promise me you’ll be more careful in the
future,” he chided me.

“I-I will,” I gulped.

“And if you want to know anything more about
this sort of thing, about power relationships and the way they can
excite the mind, I’ll be more than happy to enlighten you.”

He leaned in and kissed me lightly on the
lips before drawing back and I felt the kind of electrical jolt
that went right down through my body down to my groin.

He grinned at me softly and when I didn’t do
anything but stood there frozen he leaned in again and kissed me
again. This time his lips lingered, soft, but firm and at the same
time he kind of pressed me back against the bookshelf.

The kiss went on for long seconds with my
heart beating faster and faster and my pulse was racing. I could
feel my nipples prickling and hardening inside the cups of my bra
as his lips moved gently against mine.

He drew back with a gentle smile and then
took my arm and turned me to face the shelves.

“Back to work,” he said.

And then he slapped my bottom, not hard, but
enough to make me squeak, startled.

He went back to his desk and I stumbled
forward and then, pulse still racing, I looked down into the cases
and then got some books and continued to re-shelf them. He was
sitting at his desk tapping away at his keyboard while my mind spun
wildly within decision and uncertainty.

Should I… do something to… to interest him?
Should I do something to make it clear I was interested? Should I,
I don’t know, try to seduce him? It wasn’t hard to seduce guys,
usually. So I wasn’t very practiced. Usually it was just a matter
of either saying yes or no to them trying to seduce me.

But I had never really had much interest in
older guys before, let alone men, grown men twice my age.

I hadn’t really decided on what I could do by
the time I finished. Then, pushing a little, I turned to him. “I’m
uhm finished, Mr. O’Neill.”

“Excellent, thank you, Sophie. I’ll tell Mr.
Danby you did a good job.”

I wasn’t sure how to do anything else but
smile and nod and go to the door.

“Perhaps I’ll want you for something else
later,” he said casually.

I felt a wild, almost electrical jolt in the
chest at his words.

“Just call down and ask.”

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


You might guess I had a hard time
concentrating on my work the rest of the day. You would be correct.
Even as I walked out of his office I felt this tight chested,
breathless sense of anticipation mixed with a wild array of
anxieties and indecision.

And I agonized over that for hours. I mean,
was acting like a total slut here by even thinking of allowing some
guy I barely knew, some guy twice my age to… to do who knows what
to me?! There had been no suggestion of maybe going out for coffee,
after all. This was about sex and only sex. And not even just sex,
kinky sex!

With a guy twice my age, and one of the
partners at the law firm, as well! I would be crazy to get involved
with this guy. Guy? He wasn’t a guy; he was a man! But trying to
think rationally about that ran into a wall of heat.

After all, the dark fantasies I’d had over
the last few days had all been about a powerful, intimidating man
dominating me. And obviously, that was not Tyler. Tyler was a guy,
and Tyler did not in any way intimidate me. Also, Tyler was an
asshole.

Cameron, on the other hand, was a very
impressive, well-spoken, intelligent, well educated, charismatic,
handsome, and sophisticated older man. He was way above Tyler on
the scale of being hot and sexy. Mind you, I had shifted that scale
around quite a bit lately. I would not have even imagined doing
anything much with a guy twice my age even a week or so ago.

And if I was being rational I wouldn’t
consider it now. Nothing good could come of it. Well, except for
some really hot, passionate sex. And why shouldn’t I look for that?
I was barely nineteen, after all. Shouldn’t I do wild things
now?

But how much did I really know about him? He
seemed cool and even nice and even cared enough to intervene when
he thought I might’ve been harmed. That seemed like a pretty good
guy. But shit, I didn’t even know if he was married!

That thought sent me to the company page
where I quickly checked through the biographies of the partners. It
said he had two sons, but there was nothing about the wife. So
maybe he was divorced. I never had a fling with a guy before. I
mean, it had always been important that there was some level of
relationship between us.

There was nothing between Cameron and me. And
there likely never would be because he was simply too high on the
hierarchy here at work, and too much older than me. Entering a
sexual relationship with him would be crazy. That didn’t mean I
wasn’t going to do it if he called. It wasn’t my intellect that was
governing decisions today.

Then, as the day wore on, I started worrying
that I had misread things and he was just humoring me and had no
intention of doing anything. I worried over that for some time,
wondering if I should try and approach him again. But no, that
would make me look either like a slut or desperate. No way!

It was almost time for me to go home before I
got an email. Oddly enough, the email came from outside the
company. But there wasn’t much doubt in my mind who had sent
it.

It said “I have some more soothing cream for
your skin when you get off work. Come and see me.”

Yikes! OMG! Now, what do I do!? The
email took my breath away and set my pulse to racing. Was I really
going to do this?! Realistically though while I argued with myself
there was never really any question of refusing. I wanted to
explore this aspect of myself, my fantasies, of sexuality.

My heart was already racing just at the
thought of kissing him. There was no way I could let this
opportunity go by. Even though it could end in disaster. So when I
was finished for the day rather than take the elevator down, I took
it up. I was very nervous, of course, and hoped to see no one.

Well, at least no one that I recognized or
who would recognize me. I acted as casual as I could when I walked
past anyone. And when I reached his office I found the door ajar
the and the lights out, making me wonder if I had made a mistake,
or even if he expected me to go somewhere else.

I walked past it once, then when I was sure
no one was around, walked up to it again and then peered inside.
There was no sign of anyone but I stepped into the room and moved
back from the door. Then I started worrying about being caught here
so I went to the window so I could claim that I was just looking
outside briefly. I was nervous and fidgeting, though.

I turned and glanced around the office and
then saw my watch and wristband sitting on the edge of his desk,
where I had apparently forgotten them. I went over and retrieved
them, glad of having an excuse to be here, and stared at a small
note underneath them. It had a room number on it and nothing more.
It was a room on this floor but back on the other side where his
previous office had been.

I stuffed the wristband and watch in my
pocket and hurried down the hall. Actually, you couldn’t call it a
hall as such. It was more like an aisle, with cubicles lining the
inside and part of the outside and then offices with closed walls
along the outside windows. The interior also had rooms like
storerooms, libraries, a kitchen, and meeting rooms.

The aisle meandered along, curving this way
and that, with side branches leading deeper into the floor. When I
reached the office that was on the note it turned out to be one of
the corner offices, with an empty secretary’s desk out front.

I peered inside and he was sitting there
behind an enormous marble desk, apparently working on something. He
looked up at me and gestured me inside.

“Close the door, Kittredge.”

I closed and locked the door, my heart
beating like mad as I stood there awkwardly.

He smiled and sat back in the huge executive
chair. This belongs to Michael Forbes but he’s in Europe this week.
It’s very unlikely anyone will show up to disturb us.”

I gulped, heart pounding, and nodded
tightly.

“You’ve never done this sort of thing before,
have you?”

“N-No!” I squeaked.

“But you decided to risk it because you’re
excited by the prospect of… something. And something won’t be just
sex because a girl as beautiful as you has been offered sex by
every guy she’s met since she hit adolescence. Sex is not hard to
get for you, any more than it is for me, as a matter of fact.”

He stood up and came around the desk and I
had to fight myself not to back away.

“So what you’re looking for is to sate a
thirst that your boyfriend apparently created in you, or at least
brought alive. To investigate, to explore.”

He was so absolutely right that I stared up
at him in amazement.

He smiled. “Miss Kittredge, knowing people,
reading people is a talent which anyone successful in life has to
master.”

His fingers lightly brush the hair back from
my forehead as he spoke and I felt the tension rising within
me.

“I think it might be fun to help you explore
that.”

His finger eased gently down across my cheek
and then brushed lightly back and forth along my lower lip.

“But you have to remember that this sort of
thing is not like any relationship you’ve ever had before. Power
relationships are about domination and submission. There is no
equality of partnership between them. At least on the surface.
Below the surface, of course, you have an absolute veto on anything
that happens.”

His finger continued to brush along my lower
lip and slid along the upper lip as well, casually stroking and
caressing before easing lightly into my mouth. I blinked rapidly,
confused as his finger brushed my tongue.

“Close your lips around my finger,” he said
softly.

Heart pounding, I obeyed, and his finger slid
deeper into my mouth, along my tongue as my chest tightened and my
nipples tingled.

“In a power relationship, the dominant
partner often speaks harshly, giving orders, sometimes even
insulting the submissive partner. But it’s all part of the game,
part of the act if you will. You must not forget that. Now, your
safe word will be Tyler. I won’t gag you, this time around, because
I don’t know you well enough to gauge your responses and how you
feel yet. I don’t want to push past your boundaries against your
will.”

This was insane! I should yank open the door
and run away!

He leaned in a little. “Suck,” he said in a
stern voice.

I was startled by the order, but then
realized he meant on his finger and so, flushing hotly, I obeyed,
sucking on his finger as if it was something else. Looking at it,
as well as he slowly pumped it in and out of my mouth.

“Just trust me that everything I say and do
is part of a role. I don’t want you to act a role today. I want you
to just act how you feel so I can understand what excites you and
what doesn’t.”

He slipped his finger out of my mouth and
took a step back.

“Are you ready to obey me?” he growled.

My heart thumped as I nodded jerkily.

“You will answer verbally, Miss Kittredge,”
he said sternly.

“Y-Yes!” I gulped.

He shook his head. “Yes sir,” he said,
looking at me sternly.

OMG!

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

His eyes raked down my body then back up to
my own eyes.

“I want you to catch the fabric of your dress
in your fingers and pull it slowly up.”

Oh wow! Oh my God!

My pulse raced as I dug my fingers into the
sweater dress and slowly eased the hem up higher along my thighs.
The higher it moved the faster my heart beat. I hesitated when it
was almost at the crotch of my panties, as if this was a point of
no return. He moved back a step and propped himself against the
edge of the desk then put his hand out and had his fingers flip up
a bit, a signal for me to continue.

My stomach was filled with wild fluttering
butterflies as I eased the hem up higher, glad I had worn a
matching lingerie set today instead of basic underwear. I was
wearing black lacy lingerie, a thong with high, thin strings
cutting diagonally across my abdomen and over my hips, and a half
bra. I raised the hem up above my belly button and he continued to
sit there noncommittally, watching me.

Pulse racing, I slid it up higher and higher
until it was up above my bra.

“Take it off,” he growled.

I took in a deep shuddering breath and then
peeled the dress up over my shoulders and head and then off.

He held out his hand. “Give it to me,
Kittredge.”

My fingers actually trembled as I handed it
to him. He got up and folded it neatly on the desk, and then opened
the cabinet behind it and slid it in. He turned back to me.

“The bra.”

OMG!

I licked my lips nervously and reached behind
me to undo my bra. I had to try several times before I got the
clasp free and then I turned around, turning my back to him as I
peeled the bra up and off. I put my arm across my chest, my hand
cupping my breast as I turned, face burning, and handed him the
bra.

“Now the panties.”

Breathless, I took my hand away from my
breasts, my face hot, the flush spreading down my neck and chest as
he examined my breasts without comment or any sign of approval. I
felt doubt creeping in on me but my thumbs slipped into the strings
of my thong and I peeled it down, easing it over my boots and
off.

Except for my boots I was now completely
naked in the office! He took my underwear and put them in the
cabinet with the dress and then closed the door and...locked
it!

I started to draw my arms across my chest
again.

“Stand back against the shelf and raise your
arms up and out to either side,” he directed.

I did as he ordered.

“Spread your legs and arch your back.”

Shuddering, I obeyed and he continued to look
at me.

“I should probably say something at this
point about how beautiful you are even though it’s pointless
because it’s so obvious. You know unless you’re blind that you have
a terrific body. But women always seem to need reassurance.”

He came forward and I felt my eyes widen.

“Do not move an inch,” he said in a throaty
growl.

Then his hand slid up around my throat.

“Did you hear me?” he demanded.

“Yes! Yes, sir!” I croaked.

His hand squeezed enough that I gasped for
breath.

“Ceding power to another gives them control
over your body, over you. I can do anything I want to you.”

He lowered his hand cupping my left breast
and letting his thumb stroke lightly across my erect nipple.

“Tell me about these poses your ex-boyfriend
had you do for him.”

Blushing and stammering, I tried to briefly
mention them, but he kept insisting on complete descriptions of the
poses and how I felt when I had been in them. And as I spoke his
other hand came up and he caught my nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers, rolling and caressing, plucking lightly, pinching just
a bit then rolling again until they throbbed.

“I know he was getting them from the
internet,” I gulped. “I looked some of them up, and saw a bunch of…
of… stuff!”

“Did any of this stuff, by chance relate to a
buttoned leather sofa?”

I gasped in alarm, startled, and he smiled in
amusement.

“Tell me about that pose.”

“It… It wasn’t a… a pose that he, uh that he
made me do. I mean… It was, but… but that wasn’t it.”

His fingers closed on my nipples and I gasped
as he pinched them and then tugged them upwards.

“I-It was a picture I saw!” I blurted.

He eased his fingers, rolling and stroking my
nipples and areoles as his eyes bored into me.

Helplessly, I described the picture I’d seen
of the woman at the office on the coffee table.

“I understand the attraction,” he said.

“I wish I did!”

He smiled and eased his hands back then went
over to his desk and pulled out a drawer, then returned with what I
thought was a short strap but as he stood before me I sucked in a
deep breath as I realized it was a collar. One of those black
leather studded things with the ring in the front. He held it in
front of me and then slowly pushed it forward until it was pressed
against the front of my neck. He bent it around my neck and then
slid it behind me. Then he buckled it firmly and stood back.

I stared at him, slightly stricken, chest
heaving.

“You want to show yourself off to men,” he
said.

His fingers stroked my lip and then pushed
inside again.

“Of course, you would never do that. That
would be too slutty. It would go against everything you’ve been
taught since you were a little girl. It would go against everything
society says about how you should behave. Of course, if someone
orders you to do it and you had no choice well then…”

He added a second finger and I blinked and
sucked lightly on them as they caressed my tongue, sliding slowly
in and out between my pursed lips. Then he pulled them free and
dropped them down between my legs. I gasped aloud as his fingers
found my pussy, easing between the lips of my sex and stroking
directly against my clitoris with no preliminaries.
Yikes!

“You have high standards to maintain, after
all. You have your pride. You’re not some cheap slut that’s going
to bend over naked for some men at work. You would never do such a
thing.

“N-No, S-sir!” I gasped.

“Of course, a part of you thinks that sluts
actually have a lot more fun. Part of you wants to see what it’s
like to be a slut. As long as nobody finds out about it, of
course.”

His fingers were doing a very skillful job of
sending a powerful rush of sensation up through my body. Then he
brought his other hand up around my throat again, squeezing firmly
so that my eyes bulged out a little even as he leaned in and closed
his lips against mine.

I shuddered and moaned into his mouth as his
lips pushed down firmly, moist and soft and demanding. It would
have not only disappointed me but shocked me if he weren’t far
better than Tyler was at kissing. As much as I had taught him,
Tyler that is, he would never match Cameron. Perhaps because
Cameron was way better than I was!

There was also something so… determined about
his passionate kiss. His lips moved insistently, not with too much
force, not bruising, but taking absolute command, I kissed back as
best I could, but really I was wildly overmatched. I found myself
simply giving way to him, his mouth kissing me as hungrily as if he
was a lion feeding at my mouth!

All the while his fingers stroked across my
clitoris so that my hips began to grind helplessly back at them as
heat and hunger and need swept through me.

He drew back, leaving me gasping, though more
from excitement and heat than the pressure his hand had put around
my throat. He went back to his desk and came back with a couple of
leather wristbands that matched the collar. Without speaking, he
wrapped them around my wrists, then gripped my right wrist and
pulled it down, twisting firmly but not roughly forcing me to turn
around to face the bookcase.

He drew both my hands down behind my neck,
and I heard the sound of metal as he attached the clips on the
bands to the collar somehow.

He turned me around somewhat more
roughly.

His hand closed around my neck, squeezing and
forcing me to rise onto the balls of my feet as he kissed me even
more firmly than before. I shuddered and trembled as his lips
forced mine apart and his tongue took possession of my mouth. He
drew back then eased me down onto my heels again.

“What should I do with you, Miss Kittredge?
Your body belongs to me now, after all.”

He gripped the back of my neck and led me
over to what I had at first taken to be a closet door. It opened to
reveal a bathroom with a large mirror facing me as the lights
flicked on. I stared at myself with wide eyes, feeling a sense of
wild disbelief as he stood behind me.

He abandoned the back of my neck to grip my
hair behind the head, bunching it up and jerking it sharply enough
to make me gasp in pain. Then his other arm curled down across my
hip, his fingers finding my clitoris and rubbing expertly.

“How long do you think it will take me to
masturbate you to orgasm, Miss Kittredge?”

OMG! What a thing to ask! I gaped at
myself in the mirror, watching his finger stroke and caress my
clitoris. Then he jerked on my hair again and I cried out in
pain.

“Would you like to come, little girl?” he
growled.

But I didn’t answer and he jerked on my hair
again and I cried out. “Answer me!” he barked.

What was I supposed to say!? No?

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Then beg me to make you come. Let me hear
you beg, girl.”

I trembled and moaned helplessly. “Please
make me come, sir!” I moaned.

I cried out as he pulled me back through the
doorway and into the office. He led me over to the sofa and sat
down, yanking me forward across his lap, belly down.

Crack!

I yelped at the sharp, stinging slapped my
bottom.

“Spread your legs!” he ordered.

Whimpering, I obeyed and I felt his finger
stroking along the line of my sex and then pushing slowly into my
body. It felt thicker this time, though I thought it was still just
one. As the rest of his fingers began to stroke against my clitoris
then I realized it was his thumb. He was a large man and his thumb
was large, too.

He pumped it in and out of me, rubbing along
the front wall of my sex at the same time fences fingers stroked my
clitoris, so that it seemed almost as if it was caught between his
thumb and fingers. Which, a kind of was.

“I don’t know when I’ve ever met a nastier
young girl,” he growled.

Crack! His hand slapped down on my
bottom.

“Imagine approaching a strange man at work
and begging him to be masturbated to orgasm.”

Crack!

His thumbs slid deep inside me and I cried
out, my hips instinctively spasming as if seeking to drive me back
against it.

“Did I give you permission to move, Miss
Kittredge?”

Crack!

“You’ll do what you are told and only what
you were told. Is that clear?”

Crack!

“Ahh! Yes, sir!” I exclaimed.

“Do you think your behavior today is what the
firm expects of its young female employees, Miss Kittredge?” he
growled.

No, sir!” I whimpered.

Crack! Crack!

“No sir,” he said.

Crack!

“You’ve been a bad little girl, haven’t you
Kittredge?”

Crack!

“Haven’t you!?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

Even as he slapped me with his left hand his
right was still there between my thighs, his thumb swirling around
inside the tight, elastic sheet of my sex, pressing again and
again, rubbing up against the front wall of my pussy as his fingers
stroked me in a way I had never felt before.

It was almost impossible to keep my hips from
grinding back at him as the sensations flooded my body and
overwhelmed my mind. I became breathless and filled with passion
and need! I was also getting sopping wet.

“Dirty little girl,” he said sternly.

Crack!

“Oh! Please, sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Please what, Kittredge? You know you’ve been
a bad girl. You just said so. And bad girls need to be
punished.”

His left hand slid along my spine and then
over my ribs to fondle and squeeze my breast.

“Were you going to beg me to make you come,
again?”

Crack!

“Ah! Yes, sir!” I cried.

Crack!

My bottom was hot and aching by then, but the
heat inside me was far more intense and almost made the pain
irrelevant.

And then the orgasm hit me like a freight
train. It stunned me senseless as convulsions wracked my body and I
rolled my hips frantically back at his fingers. I cried out again
and again as his fingers moved faster across my clitoris and his
hand roughly kneaded my breast.

My fucking mind was melting down! The climax
was setting my muscle spasming and overloading my nervous system
and then my mind. That I was doing this with O’Neill and in an
office at work just seemed absolutely insane and unbelievable! My
mind was overwhelmed by it all!

As my cries rose his hand came off my breast
and went over my mouth and I screamed into the palm of his hand as
the sensations rose to an intensity I had never felt before. I lost
myself to the climax, to the pleasure, to the ecstasy! I twisted
and writhed in his lap as my entire body flared with pleasure,
overpowering my mind and melting all my inhibitions.

 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


“Maybe I should reconsider that gag,” he
said. “I didn’t know you were a screamer.”

He lifted me off his lap and down onto my
knees on the floor before him then stood up and unfastened his
belt. He opened his expensive trousers and pushed them down his
legs along with his shorts and I felt a little jolt of shock as his
cock sprang up. He sat down and shifted his legs apart, then
reached for my hair, using it as a handle as he pulled me forward
between his thighs.

“Get to work, Kittredge,” he growled.

I was used to Tyler’s cock, which was a good
size. But Cameron was not only longer but thicker. It was the
thickness I suddenly found myself intimidated by. I stared at his
cock as he pulled me forward. Then he reached down and pulled it
back against his abdomen, slumping down more and drawing my face
into the bottom.

“Start licking my balls, Kittredge. Show me
what a good employee you’ll be if I don’t fire you.”

OMG! This was just like one of my
fantasies!

Mind you, it wasn’t like my fantasies were
all that unusual when it came to submission stuff at the office. So
I supposed it wasn’t that hard for him to guess. If he was guessing
at all.

I started kissing and sucking and licking at
his balls as he twisted his fingers through my hair and fondled my
breast. Then he had me licking my way up and down the impressively
thick shaft of his cock.

“If you want a good employee evaluation, you
better do a good job, Kittredge.”

I moaned helplessly, heating up more and more
even though he wasn’t doing much to my body. It was the situation,
the dark, scalding excitement and thrill of at least pretending to
be his abused employee.

My lips locked around the head of his cock,
stretched wide as they slid up and down the first couple of inches.
I moaned, heat and passion rising within me as I sucked and licked
him, rolling my eyes up to his as he looked down at me.

He pulled me back by the hair, and stood up
before me, then moved around and turned to me, turned my body back
so my back was to the sofa. He gathered in my hair and pulled my
mouth forward onto his cock. I started to suck and lick again as he
began to pump his hips slowly in and out.

The problem with this was that for the first
time in my life as I performed oral sex on a guy I had absolutely
zero control over how deep he pushed. That thought occurred to me
fairly quickly. I always had trouble with guys doing oral sex,
which was why I always put my hands around the lower part of their
cocks.

And now I couldn’t. I gurgled and coughed and
gagged a little as he pushed deeper and deeper. I remembered what
he said about a safe word, but it wasn’t like I could use it
now.

“The firm has certain expectations of
employees at your level, Miss Kittredge,” he said to me. “A certain
proficiency and expertise is a requirement of your job.”

He pushed forward and twisted his fingers in
my hair so that I cried out in startled pain even as he pulled my
head back. And at exactly the same moment he pushed the head of his
cock into my throat and kept going.

My body’s instinct was to jerk back
violently, but the sofa was behind me, immovable. And the way he
had tilted my head and then held it in place made it impossible for
me to resist as inch after inch of his long, thick cock slid
through my lips, across my tongue and down my throat!

“What good is an employee who can’t deep
throat her boss?” he demanded.

I heard the words but my head was pounding as
I squirmed wildly between the sofa and him. But he was so much
stronger than me and I had so little leverage that I watched the
last inch of cock pushed forward out of my sight until my lips were
wrapped tight around the base and pressed against his groin.

“That’s the way to do it, Kittredge. This is
how you get that promotion you’ve been angling for.”

The thing is, after the initial wild lurch to
my stomach I wasn’t gagging anymore. My throat ached but my
inability to breathe seemed far more important to my mind, taking
up all of its attention. My heart pounded wildly as he held me
firmly in place.

“You gag reflex is not necessarily a physical
reflex,” he said. Otherwise, you’d gag every time he swallowed a
pill or a piece of food. It’s really a mental reflex. It’s your
mind that decides whether something there needs to be resisted or
accepted down your throat.”

He pulled back slowly and now I gurgled
wetly, my gag reflex starting up and threatening to overturn my
stomach.

He pulled himself up, up, up, and then
finally came free and I was able to gulp in deep, ragged breaths of
air as he stood before me.

“Your first introduction is rarely pleasant.
But you’ll thank me for this later. Because now your mind knows
that you can indeed take a cock down your throat. It will be easier
the second time. And every time you do it, it will get easier still
as your mind comes to accept that a man’s cock belongs in your
throat.”

I was too busy breathing to reply and then
before I could react his big cock slid through my open mouth, along
my tongue, and then pushed down my throat as he leaned into me. I
jerked violently, but still had no leverage and had no ability to
fight against him. He drove his cock down my throat until my lips
were wrapped around the base and held me there for long beats of my
heart before slowly drawing himself back and out again.

He was right that it had been better, in a
sense. But it still hadn’t been pleasant at all! My throat ached
and I was coughing and gasping for breath. I was about to call for
him to wait but was too late as he drove himself down my throat a
third time.

“There is a price to pay for giving power to
another, little girl,” he said from above. “The deal you make is
that the reward is worth it.”

He drew himself back and then when he was
halfway out pushed back in again. I trembled and shook as he slowly
pumped his cock up and down in my throat, the long thickness of him
slid back and forth along my tongue and through my lips as I stared
up at him dazedly.

He pulled out and I gasped for breath as he
all but lifted me up off the floor and threw me onto the sofa. Then
he was on his knees before me, his big, strong hands gripping my
thighs and spreading them achingly wide as his tongue moved in
against my sex.

I didn’t care what he did as long as he
wasn’t pushing himself down my throat. I was intensely relieved as
my chest heaved and I gulped in air, lightheaded from the temporary
lack of oxygen. I was… angry at him but this was tempered by a
sense of accomplishment that I had managed to take the biggest cock
I had ever seen all the way down my throat.

I mean, that was really something! I never
would’ve imagined I could even take Tyler down my throat let alone
someone the size of Cameron O’Neill! And sure, he kind of forced
the issue, but still, I had done it. I hadn’t thrown up, and the
third time had been better than the second which had been better
than the first.

It didn’t really surprise me that he knew
what he was talking about, and was a lot more knowledgeable about
sexual things than I was. Speaking of which, I spent considerable
effort trying to teach Tyler how to perform oral sex on me. He’d
never been wholly enthusiastic about it but had gone along as the
price he had to pay.

As my breathing became less ragged and my
mind cleared I realized that Cameron O’Neill was enormously better
than Tyler had ever been. Or any other guy I had ever been with for
that matter. I was still unhappy with him because he had not given
me a choice, not asked me ahead of time. And the fact that the
whole game we were playing was based around him not asking was
beside the point.

I was determined to be annoyed at him and to
complain as soon as I had my breath back and I can put things into
the proper words. I grudgingly admitted to myself that he was
awfully good. And as he continued and his fingers slipped into me
the sensations he was producing began to roll up my body like
waves, each one melting away a bit more of my resolve.

My unhappiness faded to nothing as I lay on
the sofa with my butt on the edge and my thighs stretched achingly
wide. I stared down the length of my body as his tongue swept
across my clitoris, again and again, circling and stroking and then
altering speeds as his lips moved in to suck rhythmically.

My eyes became fixed, and then glassy as
shudders rippled through my body. I writhed and moaned helplessly
as the heat grew more intense and I fell into the grip of a dark,
hungry passion that became something like a feverish need.

My hips began to roll up against him and his
stroking fingers. Those fingers did not simply pump in and out in a
way that every other boy I had been with had done. They were
clearly focused on the front wall of my sex for some reason. The
pads of his fingers were rubbing and pressing against me there even
as he licked hard on my clitoris.

My breathing was getting ragged, though for
an entirely different reason now. And then he rose up, lifting my
legs up and pushing them back as his long, thick cock slid along my
slick, swollen opening. He dropped my legs on his shoulders and
then guided himself into me and I cried out in helpless pleasure as
his big cock slid deep into my belly.

I had a front-row seat for it because my head
was propped forward by the back of the sofa and I stared down
between my breasts as his cock pushed into me, inch by inch, then
started to pump. His hands slid up my body and fastened around my
breasts, gently but firmly squeezing and kneading them as his hips
worked in and out.

I cried out softly as he buried the last inch
inside me, feeling the head jammed so deep inside, deliciously,
achingly deep inside, as if it would push through the very back
wall of my sex.

He ground his hips against me, leaning
forward, forcing my legs back further and further until his lips
could reach mine and my legs were crushed back against my breasts
and shoulders. Then he started to thrust harder, and I gasped and
moaned with every stroke.

I was crushed in two, folded up and buried
beneath his bulk, his body occupying the whole world above me as
his cock plunged into me again and again, speeding up. I began to
kind of bounce on the cushion at the force of his thrusts. It felt
as if my brain was bouncing around in my skull from the rapid shock
waves of pleasure rolling through my body.

The fever heat became even more intense and I
trembled and writhed beneath him, looking up at him as that big
cock impaled me again and again. He rode up and back his hands
sliding up my breasts onto my ankles as he forced them back against
the seat back above me. And then he thrust even harder.

It… hurt. But it didn’t matter. The passion
and excitement washing over me were so intense that every sensation
was simply swept up into the storm, overloading my nervous
system.

I felt my ankles being forced closer and
closer together until they were crossed behind my head where he
could hold them with one hand. The other reached down and closed
around my throat, squeezing firmly as I gaped at him, my mouth
open, my lips moving like a fish as I tried to breathe.

“Would you like to come, girl? Would
you?”

He released my throat and I gulped in air as
his hand dropped down between my legs and his fingers began to
stroke rapidly across my clitoris. The pleasure exploded, and I
began to buck uncontrollably as my muscle spasmed more and more
violently. The climax hit me like a hurricane, overpowering my mind
and drowning it in what felt very much like… rapture.

I trembled and shook for long, long seconds.
I don’t know how long. I last track of everything, tumbling and
turning, flying and floating on incredible waves of pleasure. All I
was aware of besides that was his hips smacking against my
buttocks, his big cock spearing deep inside me, and his fingers
rubbing my exploding, burning clitoris.

It was the most intense, and longest orgasm I
had ever experienced. I wallowed in the pleasure, wanting him to go
on forever. And when it finally began to fade I was left
slack-jawed, my eyes glazed over, my mind semi-conscious. I was
gripped by a deep sense of languorous relaxation, groaning dazedly
as he continued to thrust into me.

Not for long, though. He drew back and pulled
free of me, then let my legs fall back onto his shoulders before
gripping them and abruptly rolling me onto my belly. He drew me
further back, my breasts sliding across the warm, buttoned leather
seat until they came off and hung loose below it.

I felt myself being penetrated began as I
knelt there, only my upper chest on the sofa, my knees on the rough
carpet of the floor as his big cock pushed deep inside me again.
Only it felt even deeper this time and I shuddered as he began to
thrust hard and fast.

I stared at the back of the sofa which was
all I could see right then, as his hips struck my bottom and his
cock plunged in and out in my quivering belly. I cried out as he
slapped my bottom sharply and gathered in my hair to pull it up and
back. Another slap to the bottom made me cry out, and I moaned and
complained as sensations roiled my mind.

Even amid the rising cacophony of emotions
and sensations churning inside me I felt an appreciation and
understanding for just how he was using me. He was not simply
thrusting straight into me like every other guy, but rolling his
hips shifting his angle, grinding himself against me, pulling out,
and then penetrating me again.

This man knew what he was doing!

And he was arousing me again, my body
cracking with sexual electricity as I gulped in air, my body
continually shuddering to the impact of his hips. His hands yanked
on my hips as he thrust into me, and slapped my bottom, then pulled
on my hair and roughly groped my breasts.

I felt as if I was being mauled by an animal,
ridden by a wild beast! This was unrestrained, powerful, animal
hunger! And then his arm slid beneath my neck, before curling up
and back so that my throat was caught in the crook of his elbow as
he leaned over me.

His other hand shot down below me and his
fingers found my clitoris and sent me into another massive climax.
The pleasure churned within me, and the only reason I could stop
from screaming was because I could only partially breathe. My body
trembled and shook as he pounded against me, and my insides felt
pummeled and churned to a liquid froth.

The climax battered my mind to pieces and
left me dazed and breathless, twitching and trembling long after it
faded.

*

As an introduction to a more adult version of
what Tyler had been doing, that had been incredible. I felt almost
giddy afterward. Not just for having done it but for having gotten
away with it. I mean, for not having been caught in some way. No
one had shown up to interrupt us, no one had spotted me going in or
out.

And there was even a car waiting for me
downstairs, not a limousine or anything, but a very comfortable
black sedan from a company that the firm used to drive their people
around. I guess they were too important for taxis or Uber. Because
of the car, I got home at almost the same time as usual and I
didn’t have to even make excuses.

I felt like I had somehow become more
sophisticated, more knowledgeable, and experienced. In a way, I
had. And now understood just how much Tyler and the other guys I
had been with before had lacked. How much I had been missing.

Cameron had been a wild experience, a thrill
ride like nothing I had ever experienced before. And I was still
kind of awed by it.

Back in my room, I showered in my small
ensuite bathroom and examined myself in the mirror. I remembered
what I looked like with the collar around my throat, and how
helpless I had felt as he had squashed me in two and pounded his
big cock inside me. Wow! Just wow!

There was just no comparison between that and
the usual fumbling and groping I experience with guys my age. And
that bit about deep throating his cock had been insane! My throat
still ached a little, but I was glad he had done it. Because now I
knew I could do it. And if I could do it with a cock as big as his
then I could do it with any guy.

I couldn’t help smirking at the thought of
what Tyler’s face would look like if I went down on him all the
way. His eyes would bulge out of his head! But he’d have to be very
lucky indeed to get the benefit of my new expertise. Because
compared to Cameron he just didn’t measure up.

Of course, Cameron wasn’t a boyfriend. He was
a… An affair. Yes, an affair! I was having an affair with a man!
That was a delicious dark thought. An affair with a guy who was
above my boss. A kinky affair! Some would even call it perverted. I
didn’t care. I was excited and eager to experience more of the
same.

I was hesitant to tell anyone about it,
though. Tyler and I had not officially broken up yet, and I wasn’t
going to spread it around for fear of what he would say. I didn’t
want him telling everybody about how I let him tie me up, and act
like his bitch. Although, from what I know he’d already told his
friends.

I agonized about what to wear the next day,
even though I didn’t know if I was likely to even see him again. If
he was like guys I knew he would be perpetually horny and eager to
have sex with me again. But I didn’t have a lot of experience with
old guys. Not that he was old exactly. But he was certainly a lot
older than me.

But in case he did call me up to his office
again I wanted to look sexy. Looking sexy was not something the
firm encouraged. Though as I said summer students could get away
with more than regular staff.

I settled on a brown and burgundy kilt, more
burgundy with stripes of yellow and black. It was a little short,
but only a little. And I could roll it up at the waist to make it
shorter if I was called up to see him. I wore a burgundy jacket
over a white crewneck sweater and then black heels with black socks
which came up above my knees.

I thought I looked cute but professional. It
seemed suitable for most offices, though I wasn’t sure it was
conservative enough for this one. I was probably letting my
excitement win over my better judgment but didn’t care.

Not long after I got to work, though, I got a
very strange email from the same address that had invited me
upstairs the other day. All it said was you will find a key on the
third shelf. Use to unlock the top right-hand drawer and remove
what you find there. Put it on and replace it with your
underwear.

WTF!? What did that mean?! It must be
from O’Neill, I thought, but what shelf and drawer was it talking
about?

Half an hour later I got an assignment to go
up to the top floor to the same room where he had set himself up
the previous afternoon. Needless to say, that sent a thrill through
my body that made my breasts throb and my nipples tingle.

I hurried upstairs, even though the name on
the assignment was not his, thinking that it was far too much of a
coincidence for it to be anyone else. When I got there I found the
door ajar and the light off. There was no sign of O’Neill and I
looked around uncertainly. Then I went to the shelves and looked
along them until I saw a small key.

I glanced at the door and then went to it and
closed it, locking it firmly. Then I went back to the desk and
unlocked the drawer in question. I stared in confusion at what
looked like a collection of black leather straps held together with
small rings.

WTF?

I pulled it out from the drawer and found it
surprisingly heavy. And as it dangled from my hands I realized it
sort of had the shape of a one-piece bathing suit. Sort of. I
recognized it, now as one of those leather harness things I’d seen
in some of the bondage pictures on the internet. Obviously, O’Neill
wanted me to wear it.

It wasn’t just harness, however. A single
strap went down the bottom which in a one-piece bathing suit would
have been the crotch, and it had what looked like a small
stainless-steel dildo attached to it along with a shorter, fatter
butt plug. I went to the bathroom and flipped on the light and
stared at it in the mirror, shaking my head slowly.

This was perverted!

But I was already turned on. I had been since
I got the assignment. My mind was filled with the excitement of
anticipation and that had transferred to my body pretty quickly. I
still looked at the thing dubiously before shrugging and then
closing the bathroom door. I slipped off the jacket then undid my
skirt and removed it before peeling my sweater up and off.

I took off my bra and thong and then gingerly
put a leg through where I thought it should go and started to draw
the thing up my body. For all that was shaped like a one-piece
bathing suit it was not, and the leather straps were not something
that could stretch. So the thing was open at the back and required
a couple of straps to be drawn in across my back to fasten it
together.

Someone, I guessed him, had thoughtfully left
a small bottle of baby oil on the counter. I suppose leaving
anything else like lube would’ve been a bit obvious. The baby oil
would work, though. I squirted a little onto the butt plug thing as
well as the little dildo and then gingerly worked them up into my
body.

I slipped my arms under the straps which went
over my shoulders and then straightened up more, pushing the butt
plug and dildo fully inside me. This also pressed my breasts pretty
firmly against the straps in front. Although not firmly enough. I
still had to kind of squeeze them a little to work them through the
openings before the straps would settle firmly against my ribs.

I turned my back to the mirror, feeling my
pulse racing as I reach back and drew the straps across, then spent
a couple of minutes trying to buckle them in place. When that was
done I turned and looked at myself, my eyes wide.

The harness had straps that pressed in around
my breasts, each held together by small metal rings. Other straps
crisscrossed my lower chest and abdomen before ending in the one
that dropped down between my legs and went up behind me between my
buttocks. That one was thicker than the others but still only about
2 inches wide.

“Wow!” I said softly as I stared at
myself.

The straps were tight around my breasts, as
well as between my legs. The butt plug felt a little strange but
the dildo, while thick, was fairly short so it was not much of an
issue. I wondered how long he wanted me to wear this.

Then I remembered the note said I should put
my underwear into the drawer and lock it again. That suggested I
might be wearing it for some time. That made me feel uneasy, even
though nobody was going to notice it under my clothes if I put them
back on again. My breasts were firm enough and full enough that it
was unlikely anyone would notice my braless state under the sweater
and jacket.

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror,
posing in various ways, then with nothing else to do, and worrying
about being discovered I pulled on my skirt and sweater, then
slipped the jacket on with my underwear in the pocket before
opening the door to the office.

There was still no sign of him so I
hesitantly put my bra and panties into the drawer and locked it
before returning the key to the shelf. Then I went to the door and
opened it a crack to check and see if anyone was nearby. When it
looked clear I opened it and left, checking my phone again for new
emails

I was confused and wondered if I should hang
around or something or maybe go to his office. I decided to walk to
his office, and it felt very strange moving around with the harness
on. It squeezed me in odd ways and I felt kind of self-conscious
and guilty, even though no one could possibly know what I was
wearing underneath my clothes.

His secretary was sitting at the desk in
front of his office. The door was open and the light off, so I just
walked on by. More confused than ever I finally returned to my
little cubbyhole wondering what to do next.

 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


My boss solved that issue for me with a
series of very ordinary assignments. At least they would’ve been
ordinary if my mind was preoccupied and filled with dark thoughts
of sex and bondage. The harness thing was a constant reminder and
my nipples stayed hard, my breasts throbbing. Every now and then a
hot little pulse of excitement swept through me as I constantly
checked my phone for messages.

Before long I was wishing I had taken a
picture of myself in it so I could look at it again, and I squirmed
a little in my seat as I tried to concentrate on my boring job
entering text into forms. Then a new job popped up for me to do. It
involved carrying documents to another building.

It was the first time I had been given that
kind of job, though I had seen it assigned to others before.
Usually, they took cabs, but this place was practically around the
corner so I would just walk there.

It was even weirder stepping out of the
building in that harness getup. I was very careful as I walked down
the street, imagining what would happen if I was hit by a car or
something and had to go to the hospital. They would think I was
some kind of total slut! And maybe they’d be right!

The address was another office building. I
took the elevator up to the 29th floor, walked down a
corridor and knocked on the door. There was no answer so I turned
the knob and opened it. I found myself in an older office with a
large, U-shaped desk that was obviously intended for some kind of
receptionist or secretary.

I stepped through the door which closed
automatically behind me and then went past the desk to the inner
door, knocking again. I opened it and found myself looking at a
very large office, even larger than the corner office where O’Neill
had introduced me to certain aspects of kinky sex.

It was empty, and large windows looked out
across the street and the buildings there. I wandered in, then went
over to the enormous desk to put down the package.

I checked my phone and found another email.
It was almost identical to the first one. I blinked and then looked
around before going to a set of shelves. Sure enough, there was a
key on the third one. I took it back and unlocked the right-hand
desk drawer, and found a bondage collar.

I felt my heart beat a little faster,
especially since there were four smaller versions inside the
drawer, which were obviously meant to go around my wrists and… my
ankles? There was also a small black ball with a strap piercing it.
I was mystified by that for a moment until recognizing it from the
internet pictures again. It was a ball gag!

This office had a bathroom, as well, so I
went inside and undressed, then put on the collar and wristbands.
He had said to take off my socks before but I hadn’t. But this time
I decided that would be a good idea. I slipped them down and off
then attached the ankle bands before looking at myself in the
mirror.

My heart was beating rapidly and my body was
filled with a dark sense of excitement and need. I swallowed
repeatedly, my hands caressing my breasts and rolling and squeezing
my nipples. My hands slid down to caress myself through the strap
which covered my sex, pushing in beneath it to rub lightly at my
clitoris.

I opened my mouth and worked the ball into it
then drew the straps along my cheeks and behind my head to snap
together behind me. Then I work my fingers under the strap to pull
my hair free so it hung loosely around my head. I stared at myself
in the mirror, entranced by the image of myself as his incredibly
kinky, sexual girl.

Where was he anyway? What was he going to do
to me?! And when?

This time I held up my phone, carefully
placing it over my face and extending it so that it covered
everything above the neck before taking a picture. And almost
immediately I got another email.

I checked eagerly and then gulped in
concern.

Go to the window nearest the desk and look up
at the frame. You will find clips on either side of the window at
ankle height. They should be clipped to the ankle restraints.
Straighten up and reach your arms up and out to either side of the
window. You will find A snap clip on each side. Bring your wrists
in against them so that the stiff metal ring on the side of the
restraint pushes against the snap clip.

Seriously!?

I eased the door opened and peered out into
the enormous office then slipped out of the bathroom and stared at
the big window. It was about four feet across and ran from just
above the floor to just below the ceiling. There was a large
building directly across the street with a lot of windows.

I eased closer, nervously staring through the
window at the building across the street, my heart pounding. I
placed an arm across my chest while putting a hand over my groin
before moving closer still. I could see the clips now on the frame
as my mind churned with indecision.

I didn’t see anybody in the windows, but
there was no reason for the whole building to be empty. It didn’t
look unoccupied. I could see tables and chairs and desks. I
hesitated for some time, worried about someone seeing me, but
surely O’Neill would not put me in a position where that was
likely. His own reputation would be at stake, as well.

Unless he was setting me up for some reason,
but why would he? And he had not seemed like a mean man. I shuffled
closer, bit by bit. I could feel my face reddening as I approached
the window. My eyes scanned up and down the building across the
street, looking for faces. I saw nothing.

Finally, I reached the window and looked down
at the clips there. I hesitate again, then bent down and brought my
right ankle in against the first clip. I quickly stepped into the
ring then shifted my left foot apart and did the same. But my pulse
was racing as I stood up straight and brought my arms up and out to
either side.

I carefully pressed the ring of the wristband
on my right wrist against what he called the snap clip. It gave way
and then snapped closed behind. I felt a bit of relief t how easy
that was, and before I thought too much about it I brought my left
wrist up and out and snapped that in place too.

It was perhaps a split second later that I
realized that I had locked myself in place, and that I would not be
able to move myself until someone came and did it. I jerked my
wrists sharply against both clips, feeling a momentary panic but
they held firm.

My heart was racing as my eyes skimmed the
windows of the building across the street again, then looked down
at the street below. My breasts were practically touching the glass
now, especially with my nipples sticking out so hard and sharp.
I must’ve been insane to do this, I thought. I jerked
against the clips again, and then again, but they held strong.

I twisted my head around to look towards the
door but there was no sign of O’Neill. I looked back at the
building across the street but I still saw no people. I looked down
my body, and back up again at the windows across the street. And it
was then that the dildo thing inside me started to vibrate.

I yelped in startled surprise, staring down
the length of my body again. I had not guessed it was a vibrator. I
wondered where the battery was. It was not a long dildo, but it was
reasonably thick, and the vibrations were focused on the first few
inches inside me, just behind my clitoris.

If nothing more it was reassurance that
O’Neill had not forgotten me. And I gulped anxiously as my eyes
continued to skim the windows, looking for signs of watchers.

The vibration soon began to take effect. But
then again I was extremely aroused before it had turned on. In
fact, I had been simmering on a low sexual heat almost since I got
to work. That had only gotten worse as I had put on the collar and
ball gag and restraints here in this strange office.

I was filled with anxiety, too, of course.
What if some stranger showed up!? What if someone saw me!? But
while the anxiety might have contributed to how much my pulse raced
it did not detract from the dark thrill of excitement gripping my
mind and body.

I cursed as I remembered telling O’Neill
about the vibrator Tyler had used on me. I had not previously had
any idea how powerful the things could be. His response had been
that it depends on the girl. Some were more responsive to vibrators
than others, he’d said, and I was apparently of the type who were
very responsive indeed.

I felt a little thrill when he had said that,
figuring he would find a use for vibrators if our little games
continued, and apparently he had. And now I was finding it very
difficult to keep still. My hips were grinding helplessly as the
vibrator purred away just behind my clitoris, the vibrations
echoing through my body through the thin wall of flesh between it
and my clitoris. The way the strap was pressing in against me also
seemed to intensify the vibrations.

Suddenly I saw movement in the building
across the street. Curtains which had been drawn on a particular
window pulled aside that I saw a man in the window! It didn’t take
me long to recognize O’Neill. He looked at me and then moved away
from the window.

There was a long table in the room. It was
clearly a boardroom of some kind. He sat down at the table, with a
notepad and some papers before him, glanced at me, then back at his
papers. A moment later he looked in the other direction and I saw
another man come in. They shook hands and then the man sat down
across from him.

If the man turned and looked out the window
he would certainly be able to see me! But his eyes remained on
O’Neill as the two talked. It was clear before long that it wasn’t
so much a discussion as an interview. O’Neill would speak and then
be silent and the other man spoke for some time.

All the while I stood there, heart beating
like a drum, waiting for the man to turn his head and look out the
window and glance across the street to see me! He never did,
though. And though I can’t say I ever relaxed, the wild pounding of
my heart began to ease somewhat after a few minutes.

I pulled against the clips again to no avail
then resigned myself to being at O’Neill’s mercy. I was stuck here
until he came across the street and let me go. I felt a strange
sense of dark excitement growing within me again after a bit. I was
still afraid of discovery, but something about the danger was
inciting a sense of breathless hunger within me.

The two continued to talk and my hips began
to grind and jerk as my muscle spasmed. The dark excitement grew
more intense and I moaned around the gag as I watched them, as my
body thrummed with high-pressure sexual tension. This was so dark
and kinky and perverted!

O’Neill and the man he was talking to stood
up. They shook hands and then the man left. O’Neill sat down again
then turned his head toward the window and looked across. I
shuddered, grinding my hips even more as he watched me. I pushed my
breasts forward against the glass, moaning around the gag as heat
rolled through me.

I felt myself becoming feverish, twisting and
straining against the leather bands holding me in place. And then
the orgasm hit and I cried out in pleasure, trembling violently, my
back arching as my head rolled from side to side. I knew O’Neill
was watching and didn’t make any effort to hide my response as my
hips bucked desperately in and out.

He watched me come and then stood up, but
then turned to his left as another new person came into the room.
This was a woman. They shook hands and she sat down and then they
began to talk.

I think the orgasm went on for about thirty
seconds before fading. It would’ve been a lot more intense if I
could’ve rubbed something against myself. As it was it left me
still filled with a dark hunger even as I gulped in air. And before
he had finished with the woman I had a second orgasm.

This was insane! What on earth was I doing
here!? I had been out of my mind to agree to this -- by which I
mean, to where I had placed myself in a window where I’d be
helpless.

A third person came in and I trembled and
moaned, giving in to the helplessness of my position. I was not
going anywhere, and it was becoming clear I could not resist the
vibrator throbbing away inside me. The third orgasm lasted twice as
long as the first It left me gasping for breath. As it held me in
its grip I saw him come to the window and then close the
curtain.

I shuddered and went limp as the climax
faded, staring at the curtains and wondering where he was now. Was
he even now on his way over here? I stared down at the sidewalk
hoping to see him come out the door and across the street. I wanted
him inside me so badly! The vibrator was intense but unmoving. I
wanted to feel something moving against me, inside me, touching me,
feeling me.

The heat had risen to feverish levels again
and I writhed in place, straining against the clips in the frame,
mashing my breasts against the glass, and rolling my hips.

I did not notice the door opening or anyone
entering the office. I suddenly felt someone looming up behind me
and jerked my head around. I got a brief glimpse of someone there,
someone male before hands gathered my hair in and jerked sharply
down and back.

There was a man there wearing a balaclava! I
realized instantly that it was probably O’Neill but I didn’t
know it was O’Neill! He could have been anyone! And with the
firm grip he had on my hair, I couldn’t turn my head to look!

He simply held tight to my hair, using it to
control my head, doing nothing else as I trembled and tried to
twist my head from side to side. I couldn’t talk, of course, and he
didn’t say anything. After I eased my movement his other hand slid
around me and cupped my right breast, squeezing it softly,
repeatedly.

Then and I felt the straps going across my
back loosening. There were two straps across my shoulders but
apparently they could be undone as well for he undid them and the
straps around my breasts hung loosely until he peeled them away and
drew the entire harness thing down my body. He unfastened the
straps from the rings somehow and I felt the vibrator and then butt
plug pulling slowly out of my body.

I began to wonder how much of what I told him
about Tyler he intended to repeat. This wasn’t the same as what
Tyler had done, of course. There I had been blindfolded, while here
he wore a mask. But it was close enough.

Where he changed again, was that while I felt
his cock pressed up between my buttocks, he then pushed it in
between my thighs, reaching around my hip to take the head of his
long, thick, cock and press the shaft up against my now very slick,
swollen sex.

The shaft pushed in and out slowly, rubbing
firmly up against me, and he pressed the head right up against the
very top of my sex, rubbing it against my clitoris. His other hand
abandoned my hair and slid around to quit my throat from the front.
I gasped as his fingers tightened, making it very hard to
breathe.

He used the head of his cock against my
clitoris, rubbing in and out and from side to side. He drew it back
down along the line of my sex, with enough pressure to hold me open
then dipped it into the mouth of my pussy, again and again, easing
back whenever I tried to thrust my hips back at him.

I was feeling incredibly frustrated, for I
wanted him inside me! My heart was pounding and I was getting
lightheaded from the way he was squeezing my throat. Then I finally
felt the head pushing slowly up inside me. He was just as thick as
I remembered and I whimpered in delicious pain as I was stretched
wide.

But he didn’t go far. He drew back and pushed
in again, drew back and pushed forward again so that the head of
his thick cock rubbed hard along the front wall of my sex.
Meanwhile, his right hand came down and his fingers began to stroke
against me.

I exploded into another orgasm, crying out
again and again as I tried to impale myself on his cock. And
finally, he thrust up into me, ramming himself deep into my belly
as I screamed in pleasure and pain. He thrust into me hard and
fast, his fingers still stroking skillfully across my clitoris as
he eased his grip on my throat.

I sucked in air only to cry it out again as
the orgasm went on and on, convulsions wracking my body as he drove
his big cock deep into my spasming pussy with hard, powerful
strokes. I felt a sense of casting something free, perhaps myself,
abandoning my inhibitions, my fears, cares, and concerns. I reveled
in the pleasure filling my body as my mind emptied of all other
thoughts.

He thrust harder, deeper, the angle of his
strokes feeling as if the head of his long cock was going to break
through my abdomen. His hip slapped against my buttocks now, his
body hitting me with such force that my wrists and ankles were
pulled against the metal clips holding me in place. His left hand
raced over my body, roughly fondling my breasts and then choking me
softly, while his right continued to stroke my clitoris.

I could do nothing about anything, but simply
accept what was done to me. That allowed me to shut down parts of
my mind and focus everything on the sensations resonating within
me. Trembling from the force of his thrusts, I gurgled dazedly,
coughing and gasping around the gag.

Another orgasm tore through me and I screamed
into the gag, trembling and shaking as my nervous system exploded
with crackling sexual electricity. My mind was overwhelmed and I
lost myself to the ecstasy gripping my body.

And all through it he continued to hammer his
body against me, his cock driving up into me with savage force,
remorseless, merciless.

*

He decided to re-create the picture I had
described for you. It wasn’t difficult. Except that unlike the girl
in the picture my wrists were locked together in front of me by the
wrist restraints and a small chain went under the far end of the
large to hold them in place. Likewise, my ankles were shifted as
far apart as they could and something attached the restraints to a
strap underneath the table, holding them apart.

My bottom was raised high and my breast
pillowed out against the cool wood below. He removed the gag - and
the balaclava. Yes, it was him, thankfully, got himself a
drink and then sat in the upholstered chair behind me.

“So, Miss Kittredge, have we learned anything
about ourselves today?

“I learned I’m a pervert,” I groaned.

“Oh, I think not.”

“I learned that vibrators drive me out of my
mind?”

“You did say something about that earlier, so
I can’t say that that’s exactly a new development. Also, I think it
would be appropriate for you to call me sir or Mr. O’Neill.”

That felt wrong somehow, strange, and yet
oddly kinky. Then again, given what we were doing I suppose it was
appropriate.

“Sir,” I breathed.

“Did you know it was me behind you?”

“Of course I did, sir.”

“How?”

“Who else would it have been?”

I felt him stirring and turned my head to see
that he had picked up some kind of short, thin switch. I gasped as
he swung it toward me and then yelped as it cut across my buttocks
with a light but stinging blow.

“That’s Mr. O’Neill or sir,” he chided me
before sitting.

I opened my mouth to protest then closed it
again. This was the game we were playing, after all. And it hadn’t
stung that much.

“Surely it crossed your mind he could’ve been
someone else.”

“It did… Sir… But… I was almost certain it
was you.”

“Almost certain. So you did consider the
possibility I simply sent someone else to use your lovely
body.”

“Yes… Sir,” I said hesitantly.

“And what did that do to you? That… slight
lack of certainty?”

“It… Scared me a little. Sir, I mean.”

“That’s all?”

“It did make things a little more… tense, or
maybe, edgy, sir.”

“And if I invited a man to come in here right
now and use your body, to stand behind you and bury himself in that
tight, warm, wet, snug little pussy of yours, and fuck you like you
were a helpless sex slave, you think you would come?”

His words tightened my chest and I felt a
dark thrill ripple through me. It was a deliciously nasty, edgy,
wicked thought. Here I was helpless, obscenely displayed,
completely at his mercy. If a man came in the door right now to
fuck me what could I do about it? Nothing.

“Giving up control of your body to another
can mean a lot of things. Much of what will be done to you will
come as a surprise, which is part of the excitement. The thrill of
not knowing what is going to happen, of not being in control of it.
You think if a strange man came in now and started to use your body
that you would have another climax?”

“N-No!” I gasped.

He stood up and I just had time to realize my
error as he swung his arm and the switch cut across my buttocks a
second time.

“Ahh! Sir! Mister O’Neil!” I gasped.

He sat back down again. “It’s important for
slave girls to show their respect for their betters,” he said.

Slave girls!? Yikes! That was so hot
and nasty!

“Imagine you are a sex slave,” he said.
“Helpless, your body owned by another, completely at their mercy.
They can do anything they want to you, punish you however they
want, loan you to friends, or sell you to another master.”

The thought was hot, scary hot!

“Let’s give this a try. I want you to tell me
that you’re a slave girl. Speak the words aloud, clearly and
concisely.”

I felt my heart beating faster.

“I-I’m a slave girl,” I gulped.

He moved again and I gasped as he brought the
switch down across my bottom.

“Let’s try again, shall we?”

I shuddered and took a deep breath. “I’m a
slave girl, sir,” I said.

He had not sat down again, and now his hand
slid down between my legs, his fingers stroking my clitoris.

“Again.”

“I’m a slave girl, Sir!” I moaned.

Now let’s try this. Tell me you’re a sex
slave.”

I felt my pussy throbbing, my muscles
contracting, clenching.

“I’m a sex slave, Sir!” I said in a shaky
voice.

“Something about that doesn’t sound quite
right,” he said.

I felt his thumb, thick and shorter than the
fingers, slipping between the lips of my sex and pushing into my
pussy while his fingers continued to stroke across my clitoris.

“I know. Try this. Say it again but this time
call me… Master.”
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Yikes! This was insane! I felt my
chest tightening further at his calm, outrageous words. But I also
felt a sudden jolt of anxiety and uncertainty. What was I getting
myself into here? But the dark thrill rolled through me.

“I’m a sex slave, Master!” I gasped.

I felt his finger rubbing against the small,
wrinkled opening to my butt, then something else pushed against me
there. It felt kind of like the butt plug had and sure enough it
slipped inside, leaving a small part on the outside.

“Again.”

“I’m a sex slave, Master!”

My hips began to grind back against his
fingers as heat and excitement grew within me.

“Who do you belong to, slave girl?”

I moaned helplessly. “Y-You?”

His fingers pulled back and then switch cut
across my buttocks again. I yelped in pain

“You, Master?!”

“Are you offering yourself up to me, slave
girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

His thumb pushed into me again, his fingers
stroking across my swollen clitoris.

“Beg me to be your master, slave girl.”

This was so outrageous! So dark and kinky and
edgy!

“Please be my master… Master!”

“That does sound a little odd,” he said.
“Let’s try this. Say please may I be your sex slave, Master.”

“Please may I be your sex slave, Master!” I
exclaimed.

“Do you think you’re worthy of being my sex
slave, Miss Kittredge?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Do you think you are an obedient enough
slave for me to want you?”

He removed his hand and sat down and I
shuddered, moaning in disappointment.

“Let us find out,” he said.

There was a delay and I turned my head to see
him with his phone out. I felt a jolt of anxiety but he didn’t seem
to be taking a picture. He put the phone back and smiled at me.

“Put your face down between your arms and
don’t look up.”

Confused, I did as he said and then felt a
wild shock as I heard the door open behind him.

“I have those contracts, Mr. O’Neil,” a male
voice said.

“Bring them over here, Joshua.”

I instinctively jerked hard against the
restraints, but almost immediately realized I couldn’t move,
couldn’t hide my body from the guy who was even now walking
forward. My heart raced. I was mortified! I was also suddenly
horribly reminded of what he had said not long ago about how any
man could use my body, asking me if I thought I would come no
matter who fucked me.

Did he think that I would be okay with some
stranger using me like this!? But there was nothing I could do if
the guy came up behind me and started to do me. My mind spun
wildly. We had been talking about fantasies, not reality! Surely he
knew that! But what if he didn’t!?

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” O’Neil said.

“Yes, sir!” Joshua exclaimed.

“Beautiful lines to her,” O’Neil added.
“Great ass, nice legs, and nice, neat, tight little pussy.”

I almost screamed as I felt movement behind
me, but heard O’Neil’s voice and knew it was him as a hand came
down on my bottom.

“Very soft skin, and she’s very responsive
too,” he said, his fingers slipping into my pussy and pumping
softly in and out.

“She’s gorgeous!” Joshua exclaimed. “You’re
so lucky!”

“Well, work hard, and maybe you’ll be able to
own a gorgeous little nymphette like this one day.”

His hand drew back and I heard his voice
withdraw as well.

“That will be all, Joshua.”

“Yes, sir!”

A few seconds later I heard the door
close.

“Joshua does not work at the firm,” O’Neil
said. “Not that he would recognize you, anyway unless of course you
make a habit of assuming this position in front of a lot of
people.”

I had been frozen in place for almost the
whole time that Joshua had been in the room, now I felt myself
slowly draw a shaky breath and start to ease my stiff limbs. I was
still hesitant about pulling my face away from my arms and looking
behind me, but finally, I did, bit by bit, fearfully skimming my
eyes across the room to ensure no one was there but us.

“You -- .”

“Did nothing to damage your reputation or
expose it to rumors. Joshua won’t keep this entirely secret, I’m
sure. But he certainly won’t tell anyone where he works, for fear
it will get back to me. And in any event, no one he knows has any
idea who Sophie Kittredge is, and has never heard the name.”

I drew another shuddering breath, feeling a
sense of relief. He was right, of course. As obscene as the view
had been that guy had not seen anything of my face. Nor was I even
associated with O’Neil in any way.

O’Neil came forward and reached down to my
wrists, removing the chain from my right wrist band, then drawing
my hand and arm back down along the length of the table before
pushing my hand in underneath my abdomen and raising it up against
me.

“Extend your fingers, slave girl,” he said in
a stern voice.

My mind was too shaky to consider whether to
obey or not so I simply followed my instincts and did so. I felt my
fingers pressing against the top of my sex and then he used his
hand to kind of rub against me a little before withdrawing.

“Leave your fingers in place,” he ordered as
he sat down again.

I did, though they trembled. I was still
feeling shocked about what had just happened with that Joshua guy.
A part of me felt angry at O’Neil, but another part felt this
strange sense of wicked heat.

“Rub your fingers a little,” he said.

I moaned and trembled as I obeyed, my fingers
stroking against my clitoris.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave again,” he
ordered in a stern voice.

“I-I’m a s-sex slave… Master!” I gasped, my
voice breaking.

“Again, slave. Louder this time.”

“I’m a sex slave, Master!” I exclaimed.

“Beg me to allow you to be my sex slave.”

“Please may I be your sex slave,
Master!?”

“Do you promise to obey your master, slave
girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Rub harder. I want to watch you
masturbate.”

A sizzling jolt of energy and heat struck me
and I shuddered and rubbed harder. His words were outrageous and
depraved. Pleasure and excitement grew as I wallowed in the dark
and wicked fantasy of myself as a sex slave, as his sex slave!

Of course, it was just a fantasy! Just a
dark, thrilling fantasy that felt very realistic given what was
going on.

Crack! The thin switch cut across my
bottom again.

“Tell me what you’re doing, slave girl,” he
said calmly.

I winced and then gulped in air. “I’m… I’m…
Masturbating, Master!”

Saying the words was weirdly embarrassing
given he could see what I was doing.

Crack!

I winced again as the switch cut across my
bottom.

“What kind of a girl would kneel on the table
naked and masturbate in front of her boss at work?” he demanded
with disapproval in his voice.

Crack!

I gasped at another blow

“Do you think this is why we hired you, Miss
Kittredge?”

“N-No, sir!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Oh, please!” I cried.

Crack!

“Were you addressing me, slave girl? If so
you should use my title.”

“Please, Master!” I gasped.

Crack!

I moaned at another blow.

“Please what, slave girl? Do you need
something inside you perhaps? Would you like some big hard cock
inside you right now?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” I exclaimed.

“But I want to watch you masturbate, slave
girl. Perhaps we can reach a compromise.”

He moved back and then produced a large,
realistic-looking dildo. I moaned as it pushed against me, twisting
and turning and sliding slowly in through the tight, taut opening
to my sex.

“Take this, slave girl, and use it to
masturbate with.”

Whimpering, half-dazed, my pulse racing and
body burning up with excitement and passion, I stretched my fingers
up and gripped the shaft awkwardly, working it deeper into my
overheated pussy. I moaned helplessly as I worked it in and out,
forcing it deep enough that I could grip it near the base and still
rub my thumb across my clitoris.

“I must say you look awfully sexy doing that,
Miss Kittredge. Perhaps I’ll invite Joshua back to watch with
me.”

I moaned at the thought, pumping harder, my
hips starting to jerk convulsively.

“Maybe we should take a video and send it to
your friend Tyler.”

I came, crying out in pleasure and passion as
a wild flood of churning liquid heat poured through my body and
overwhelmed my mind. God, it was good! I trembled and shook as I
thrust the dildo into myself as hard and fast as I could while
stroking my thumb across my clitoris. That I was doing this while
he watched was insanely slutty and insanely thrilling.

I slowed my pumping and then my hand dropped
away as I shuddered, the pleasure fading into a deliciously homing
sense of languor.

It didn’t last long.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped.

“You should have asked my permission before
coming, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Slave girls do nothing without their
master’s permission.”

Crack!

“The whole nature of being a slave girl is
that you make no decisions on your own. Your master makes all
decisions on your behalf.”

Crack!

“Perhaps we shall try this again.”

He took my hand and pulled it forward again,
locking it in place to the other wrist then I felt him drawing the
dildo slowly out of my body. In moments he pushed it forward once
more, or so I thought. But it was a vibrator, a long, thick one
that slid deep into my belly before being turned on.

I moaned helplessly as the vibrations rippled
through my lower belly. My nerve endings were already
hypersensitive from the multiple orgasms, and the vibrator was so
powerful that I winced with discomfort at first.

But that was only at first. As I believe I’ve
already mentioned, my body had a weakness for vibrators. And this
one was no different.

“Do you think this was what your university
had in mind for you as a summer job, Miss Kittredge?”

“No, sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ah! No, Master!”

“They probably never imagined a student of
theirs would act with such a lack of dignity and morality in the
workplace,” he said sternly.

Crack!

“Apologize, slave girl.”

“I’m sorry, Master!”

Crack!

“Ow! Please, Master!”

Crack!

“Apologize for coming without my
permission.”

“I’m sorry for coming without your
permission, Master!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Apologize for being a bad girl.”

This was so deliciously degrading!

“I’m sorry for being a bad girl, Master!”

I gasped as he pushed the vibrator deeper,
the nose of the thing jamming against what must surely be the back
wall of my sex. It was almost all inside me now, though I could
feel as he stroked his fingers along the base and against my
clitoris that it was still holding the lips of my sex wide
apart.

He moved away, then returned with something I
didn’t see. He was doing something on the table behind me, or
actually between my legs, between my thighs.

“Since you seem to be developing an affinity
for vibrators you should really have some experience with the
best,” he said. “This is called a Hitachi wand. It’s rather larger
than most and too powerful to be run from batteries.”

I tried to twist my head around, then looked
back between my thighs and saw something that looked like one of
those microphones reporters talk into only it was all white. He was
propping the handle against the table in some way, and then angling
the little, fist-sized end part up against the outside of my
pussy.

He hummed to himself as I felt the thing
pushing against me, then gathered in my hair and pulled it back so
that I gasped in pain, my jaw forced open. He popped the ball gag
in my mouth and then strapped it behind my head before releasing my
hair. A moment later he turned the thing on and I cried out,
startled at the force of the vibrations.

Of course, the vibrator inside me was still
buzzing away, as well. But now this new, more powerful one with a
sort of rubber skin pressed against the top of my sex, against my
clitoris, was sending a new rush of powerful sensation through my
body. My hips began to buck and jerk and grind helplessly back,
especially as I discovered the thing was held firmly in position so
that I could grind myself against it.

There was a knock at the door and I squeaked
and went still, briefly, as O’Neill called out.

“Come in,” he said.

I shuddered and moaned, for the wand was
still pressed against the top of my sex, and in this position,
bound as I was, I couldn’t really move away.

“I have another contract for you to sign,
sir,” the male voice he had named Joshua said.

“Bring it in.”

I trembled helplessly, my pussy still rubbing
ever so lightly against the wand, heat flaring wildly within me as
every nerve ending in my groin seemed to vibrate. I couldn’t help
myself, and was soon grinding my pussy desperately against it, even
knowing that some strange guy was standing behind me watching!

I buried my face in my arms as my hips began
to spasm and then the orgasm hit me and I trembled and shook more
and more violently as my body was consumed by a storm of sensation.
It was humiliating and exhilarating at the same time, and even
though I knew I was putting on a pornographic show for this strange
guy, or perhaps even because of it, my mind felt shattered by the
intensity of the orgasm.

“She certainly is responsive when you put
something inside her,” I heard him say.

“Wow!” the other man gasped aloud.

“That will be all, Joshua.”

I whimpered into the ball-gag and realized I
had been drooling around it as I gulped in air. My pussy was still
throbbing with sensation and I groaned as I eased it just a little
ways back from the Hitachi. Of course, the vibrator inside me was
still buzzing, and that made it hard to keep myself still.

Crack!

“You came without permission again, slave
girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned in pain as he brought the
switch down across my bottom repeatedly. I felt dazed and confused,
panting and moaning helplessly. How was I supposed to ask his
permission with the ball gag in my mouth anyway!?

Each sharp little blow set my hips jerking
forward, then they sprang back to jam my pussy against the want.
Soon, despite the stinging blows, I was frantically grinding myself
against the soft, rubbery head of the rounded wand once more and
then screaming into the gag as I came yet again.

Crack!

“You going to have to learn more discipline,
little slave girl.”

Crack!

“You have to learn some self-control.”

Crack!

“You have to learn obedience to your
master.”

Crack!

“Bad girl,” he chided me.
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Over the next few days, Cameron O’Neill found
ways to get me up to his office if only for brief periods. Whenever
he did, it was like he stepped into a character, the slave master,
aloof and arrogant. With steely eyes and a commanding tone. It was,
of course, nothing remotely like any of the guys I had ever dated
or even hung around. He was acting as if he actually was my
‘master’. Though he did it with a twinkle in his eyes so I knew he
wasn’t really taking it seriously.

The first time he called me up, to pick up a
package, he had me lock the door behind me and then, as he was on
the phone with someone, pointed at his groin and snapped his
fingers at me. Imagine how outrageous that is!? And yet it was the
very outrageousness of it that was so wickedly exciting.

So yes, I walked over in my nice business
dress, knelt before him, undid his trousers and gave him a blow job
as he spoke calmly on the phone to someone. Then he imperiously
waved me away. Talk about nerve!

Of course, at the end of the day, I went back
and he returned the favor, tying me up and then driving me half
insane with his incredible oral sex skills. The next day I returned
when his secretary was at lunch, and he bent me over the desk and
took me roughly, almost violently, one hand over my mouth, the
other rubbing my clitoris so I screamed as I came.

The next day was a weekend and it was going
to be a big day! O’Neill had said that if I really wanted to get
into the spirit of what it meant to be a submissive, like, to be a
slave girl, it couldn’t be done at work. Nor in little increments
here and there either. I had to get into the role for hour after
hour. On the weekend, in other words.

So I told my parents I was going up to a
cottage for the weekend with a couple of girlfriends. In reality, I
was going to his apartment. I was nervous about what to expect, but
filled with a sense of excitement and anticipation. I knew it was
going to be wicked and wild, and he had warned me that he would
push my boundaries a little.

He lived in a condominium downtown, and I
packed a small bag, though for the most part that was because I
could hardly explain to my parents why I wasn’t carrying any
luggage. I had told them I didn’t need much since I would be
wearing a swimsuit almost all the time. What O’Neill had told me
was that I would be wearing nothing all the time.

Yikes!

I was picked up in one of those nondescript
black sedans, and the driver was silent as he drove downtown. That
left me alone with my thoughts, wondering why he was doing this,
aside from the obvious. And what might become of it. I didn’t see a
real relationship between me and O’Neill developing. He was a nice
guy and we got along and I respected him and thought he was really
sexy.

But it was fairly clear he thought of me as a
girl, and the only reason he was having a lot to do with me was
because he was interested in my fantasies and bringing them to
light. Well, and of course because he got to pretty much do
whatever he wanted to with my body. That was a lot of incentive for
most men.

There was a doorman at his building, and I
had to sign in, then he called up to get permission for me to
enter. I carried my bag to an elevator and rode up to the
penthouse, emerging in a small outer hall facing a pair of large
wooden doors.

I knocked, but they were so heavy and thick I
didn’t think my small fist made an awful lot of noise, and I saw
nowhere to ring a bell. I stared at the door uncertainly, looking
around the hall then heard his voice coming from some kind of
hidden speaker.

“Take off your clothes.”

I looked around for the speaker but didn’t
see it, then I look back at the elevator a bit anxiously before
turning back to the door. I would rather have gone inside before
undressing and thought he was certainly not wasting any time
getting me into the role.

“Could I undress inside?” I asked to the
air.

There was no answer. It looked like a private
hall, and it wasn’t likely anyone else was going to show up, but
the elevator was not private which meant anyone could ride up and
show up behind me. Still, that wasn’t likely either.

I undressed. I felt a little weird doing it,
but my mind and body were already starting to feel the sexual
pressure building as I stripped off my clothes and then removed my
carefully selected lingerie.

“The shoes as well.”

I looked towards where the voice had come
from then undid my shoes and stepped off them onto the cool,
polished stone floor naked.

“Get down on your knees, sit on your heels
with your hands behind your neck and back arched. Spread your knees
as far apart as you can,” his voice said.

The sexual pressure rose higher as I obeyed,
feeling extraordinarily sexual for all that I was alone and doing
nothing particularly but kneeling in place before a pair of doors.
A long minute passed and I wondered what was going on, and how long
he was going to take to open the door.

What was he up to? I could hear the elevator
moving behind me. It was being called by someone, which did not at
all mean it would be coming back up but it still made me a little
nervous. When was he going to say something?

I waited another minute.

“Hello? Mr. O’Neill?” I called.

“Did anyone say you could speak, slave
girl?”

I felt a little thrill of excitement in my
chest. “No, Master,” I said.

I had expected more conversation before we
got into things like this, but whatever…

Another minute passed. I wonder how long he
was going to keep me like this. Presumably, he could see me on a TV
of some kind. Of course, that meant there was a camera on me, and
that made me nervous again. Was it recording? I was going to have
to ask him about that.

“Would you like to be a sex slave, girl?” his
voice asked all of a sudden.

I was suddenly reminded this was on camera
and that made me squirm a little uncertainly, but I still answered
as I knew I was supposed to.

“Yes, Master.”

“Beg.”

I’m on camera! I thought.

“Please may I be your sex slave, master?” I
asked, my voice a bit shaky.

My nipples were tingling.

The doors opened and he stood there in the
doorway looking down at me.

“Get on all fours, girl.”

I fell forward onto my hands and knees, my
chest tightened further as he backed up.

“Crawl through the door.”

Yikes!

I crawled slowly along the hard stone and
then found myself on a hardwood floor inside his apartment. He
closed the doors behind me then reached down and gripped a handful
of my hair, pulling firmly, though not roughly so that I gasped and
scrambled to my feet.

There was a small table set against the wall
below a large, ornate mirror. There was a bondage collar and
restraints on the table and he proceeded to put them on me as I
watched in the mirror.

“Open your mouth wide, slave girl.”

I flushed and obeyed and he picked up a ball
gag and worked it into my mouth then drew the straps behind me and
buckled them together. A moment later he picked up a thin leather
strap and attached it to the ring dangling from the front of the
collar.

He gave it a little tug and I gasped,
off-balance, taking a half step forward

“Follow, hands at your sides.”

It was an enormous apartment, and he led me
into a huge front room with a skylight overhead. Once we reached
the rug he ordered me to my hands and knees again and then had been
crawl across the floor at the end of the leash.

This was so sick! It was so dark and kinky
and wild! My pulse was racing as I crawled along like some kind of
animal, turning and crawling back again and then turning again.

“You should learn a lot about being a
submissive this weekend, Kittredge. And a lot about yourself, as
well. We will see exactly how far and how deep your fantasies go.
Though only you will ultimately know what excites you the most. Is
it simply violating all the rules our society has taught you or is
it the act of ceding all control and thus being free from all cares
and concerns?”

He stopped me and had me rise again and place
my hands behind my neck, arching my back and drawing my elbows
back. Then he led me to a set of large, double doors that went out
onto an enormous deck. I felt very self-conscious, much worse than
when I had been in the window of that office some days ago.

The deck had a wood floor and several what
looked like sofas around the corner facing a fire pit. There were
numerous other buildings nearby looking out at us as I nervously
walked naked out onto the deck behind him at the end of the leash.
He sat down on the white outdoor sofa leaving me standing with my
legs apart and hands behind my neck facing him and also many
buildings around us.

“You can’t be shy if you’re a sex slave,” he
said. “No one around us can get a picture of you here that is even
remotely recognizable.”

He looked around as he spoke then looked back
at me. “Bring your hands under your breasts, and cup them, lifting
them up and squeezing them.”

I blinked in the sunlight and then nervously
obeyed, fighting not to turn my head to look around at all the
windows in all the buildings.

“Now pinch your nipples. Roll and squeeze
them.”

I caught my already very stiff nipples
between my thumbs and forefingers, pinching them lightly, then
rolling them between my fingers.

“Put two fingers into your mouth and suck
them.”

I did that as well, confused at first. But
then he told me to drop my hand down between my legs and rub my
clitoris.

My heart was pounding furiously, and though I
hesitated briefly, I did as he ordered, feeling a rush of sensation
as I rubbed my clitoris with my slick fingers.

“A slave girl must obey absolutely,” he said.
“She must obey instantly, without thought, with no signs of
resistance or hesitation. Any of that, and she will be
punished.”

Now, there are three ways to inform me that
you wish to stop. One is the safe word, which in case you’ve
forgotten is Tyler. The second is to hold your hand up with only
your smallest finger extended. And the third is to close one eye
and keep it that way. Now no matter whether you are gagged or
bound, you will be able to give some kind of sign.”

He stood up and took a step towards me,
bringing his hand up around my throat and squeezing firmly. My
hands instinctively rose to grasp his wrist and his voice
hardened.

“Are you resisting, slave girl? Did I tell
you you could stop rubbing your little pussy?”

My hands returned to where they were and I
rubbed my clitoris and squeezed my breast as he stared down at me,
his hand tightening around my throat so that I found it more and
more difficult to breathe.

“Drop your hands to your sides, slave,” he
growled.

I obeyed, my head starting to throb from lack
of oxygen for I could barely draw in a breath. He dropped his hand
and picked up the leash again, and I gulped in air as he led me
back inside. We went through the big living room and down the
hallway then into a largely empty room that had at its center a
wooden frame that almost looked like a very highly polished
sawhorse.

This was a sawhorse that was unpainted but
stained and polished, with the middle covered in lightly padded
leather. He had me straddle the sawhorse then drew my arms together
above my head as he locked the two rings on the wrist restraints to
a chain overhead. He spread my ankles out to either side and
chained them like that so that I was basically sitting, awkwardly
indeed, on the narrow edge of the sawhorse.

Then he left me there in the small room, and
I took a deep, shuddering breath, wondering what was in store for
me. It didn’t take too long before I was starting to ache. All my
weight, after all, was on the narrow edge of the lightly padded
sawhorse which was jammed up against my soft sex.

I tried to take some of that weight off by
using the muscles in my arms to pull on the chain overhead. That
worked for a few minutes, but not for very long for my arms
weakened. I tried to lean back which also helped a little, but soon
my tailbone was starting to ache as well, and it was a sharper
ache.

I had been there for some minutes when he
returned, still fully dressed, and carrying what looked like a
small magic marker. It turned out to be a vibrator and he pushed it
in at the top of my sex and turned it on. I was already, despite
the aching, deeply aroused, and this only made it worse. He
fastened the vibrator in place with a bit of tape and then left the
room.

The ache deepened, and my arousal became more
intense. I found myself trying to grind my pussy against the
leather beneath me. I used the leverage from my bound ankles and
wrists to gently shift and grind myself against the leather as the
vibrator drove me slowly insane.

Alone with my own heat, excitement, and pain,
I came violently, crying out again and again as I feverishly ground
myself against the sawhorse beneath me, jamming my pussy against
the vibrator. That left me feeling breathless and somewhat dazed,
but I remained in place, and the aching got worse. It was
impossible to find any kind of comfortable position. I kept
shifting forward or back leaning in and leaning back. Each time I
did it eased the pain momentarily in one area only to grow it again
in another.

And yet my arousal burned deeper, only partly
inspired by the vibrator.

When O’Neill returned he had a kind of whop
in his hand. It was a thing made up of dozens of very thin black
laces, and I looked at it anxiously despite my heat while he drew
his arm back and swung it forward. The laces spread out and then
landed across my back with a crackle of tiny stings that make me
cry out in pain.

But rather than shock, my initial response
was a sense of relief that they didn’t really hurt that much. He
knew what he was doing, and was taking it easy on me, pushing my
boundaries, yes, but not too far. At the relief, I felt my arousal
soar higher, and even as he brought the thing down across my back
again and then again I began to frantically grind my pussy against
the sawhorse.

I came again as he whipped me, if that was
what it was, shuddering as the orgasm tore through me, almost sort
of bouncing on the sawhorse as I cried out in pleasure again and
again.

He released me from the sawhorse, then picked
up the leash and had me crawl across the room to the door.

“Oh, I should probably tell you that Joshua
is here.”

I froze, gasping as I looked up at him. He
ignored me, after that casual statement and opened the door. I drew
back as he tugged on the leash, looking down at me with a raised
eyebrow.

“A sex slave does not own her body,” he said.
“A sex slave is owned by her master and her body belongs to him to
do with as he chooses.”

He looked at me and I looked back, my eyes
more than slightly anxious.

“Are you a sex slave or not?”

I moaned helplessly then when he pulled on
the leash I allowed myself to be jerked forward, my heart beating
faster and faster as I crawled down the hall and into the front
room, that great big living room under the skylight where another
man waited.

Joshua was much younger than him, closer to
my age, though still perhaps several years older. My face was hot
as I crawled in after O’Neill, my eyes averted from him after that
first anxious glance.

This was of course, humiliating, but there
was something else in it, a dark breathless thrill I didn’t really
understand.

Joshua was a good-looking man, his eyes wide
as he regarded me, his hair short and blondish, and I wondered
frantically just what O’Neill intended. Was this more my doing
things while another strange man watched or did he intend Joshua to
do something else with me? Was I supposed to fuck Joshua, or at
least let him fuck me?!

Of course, if I was his sex slave there was
no question that my body was free to any man who wanted to use me.
That was the essence of being a sex slave, wasn’t it? If the master
wanted, he could do anything. O’Neill had said as much earlier.
That thought was scary but also deliciously thrilling.

“Sit on your heels, knees spread wide, hands
on your thighs.”

I obeyed, my face hot, looking down as the
two men looked at me.

“Rub your clitoris.”

Oh my God! I was supposed to do that
while Joshua watched me!? The thought was incredibly mortifying and
degrading! There was no way I could do that! And yet I was almost
as embarrassed by Joshua hearing his order as I would be doing
it!

“Obey your master, sex slave,” he barked.

I moaned helplessly and then my right hand
slid down between my legs, fingers trembling as they began to
stroke across my clitoris.

I was already intensely sensitive down there,
and my touch… hurt… But the deep, throbbing ache seem to only
contribute to the sensitivity of my body there as my finger stroked
lightly and then with growing heat across my clitoris.

“Look at Joshua, slave?” He growled.

I moaned and looked down and he came across
and swept some kind of thin strap down across my back and made me
gasp in pain.

“Look at Joshua,” he ordered.

And so I did, my mind squirming wildly as I
met his eyes, rubbing my pussy as a torrent of sensation and
emotion twisted and writhed within me.

The heat grew more and more intense despite
my embarrassment and my breathing became more ragged as he watched
me masturbate.

“Stop. Turn around and lower your chest to
the rug, raise your bottom high and spread your legs, then extend
your arms before you.”

I did as he ordered, heat still baking my
face for I knew the view that Joshua had now of me in this
position. It was the same one he had seen when he had seen me at
the office a few days earlier. My heart pounded wildly as I
wondered what O’Neill would have me do now.

“Is that not an inviting picture, Joshua”

“It sure is, Mr. O’Neill!”

“Would you like to make use of her body?”

I felt a shockwave run through me at his
question

“I sure would!”

“You will stay in that position, sex slave,
while Joshua kneels behind you and mounts you,” O’Neill said
sternly.

My mind squirmed wildly, and I was on the
verge of refusing, of straightening up, or extending my left
finger, or something! I surely could not allow some guy I didn’t
know at all to fuck me! And yet I was frozen with indecision, even
as they waited, probably to see what I would do. I did nothing,
unable to decide what to do, and then Joshua moved forward and
knelt behind me.

My heart beat faster and faster as I waited
for his touch, and then his fingers lightly caressed my pussy. The
touch made my hips spasm violently and I cried out as his fingers
found my clitoris. I was on the edge of jumping to my feet and
running, but a dark wave of excitement swept through me, freezing
me in place as I felt something else pushing against me, then a
very large cock pushed into my body as his hand slid up and down
over my hips along my ribs.

I could hardly believe I was doing this,
allowing this, even as he started to thrust deeper and deeper and
deeper. He reached forward and wound my hair around his fist and
jerked back roughly as he slapped my bottom.

“Hot little sex slave,” he growled.

His hips began to smack against my bottom and
I cried out with every blow. Then my cries grew much more intense
as an orgasm tore my mind to fragments. I felt my inhibitions being
pushed away, my concern with allowing this melting under the
torrent of heat and pleasure.

O’Neill came around in front of me and looked
down, watching as my body shuddered to the thrusts of the man
behind me, my eyes wild and wide as he pulled back on my hair and
slapped my buttocks and use me like a cheap whore. It was what I
was, after all. There couldn’t really be any doubt after this!

I had little time for guilt or shame, though,
not as the pleasure took control of me and I embraced it with all
my devotion. His hands reached under to roughly fondle my breasts
as he used me, and I moaned around the gag, panting and drooling as
his hips slapped against me without pause or stop

O’Neil squatted down before me, then reached
behind my head and undid the straps holding the ball gag in place.
He pried it loose and slapped my cheek lightly.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave,” he ordered.

I whimpered and moaned and he slapped my
cheek again.

“I’m a sex slave, master!” I gasped, cringing
to say it in front of Joshua.

He pulled on my hair, and I cried out in
pain, forced to rise onto all fours. Then he unzipped his trousers
and pushed his cock into my open mouth.

Two men at once! Oh my God! Oh my God!
This was so insane!

I moaned around his cock, sucking and licking
at once as he pumped himself slowly in and out. Meanwhile, my body
shuddered to the steady impact of Joshua’s hips against my
buttocks.

Two at once! I kept thinking
wildly.

Then the orgasm shattered my mind again and I
cried out dazedly as O’Neill thrust his cock deep into my throat.
The world was out of control and so was I! I trembled and shook as
the two men thrust into me with hard, deep strokes, my body
convulsing as my muscles spasmed again and again.

The pleasure trampled my mind underneath,
overloading my senses so that I lost myself, lost track of who I
was, and lost interest in anything remotely approaching pride or
shame or guilt. All that mattered to me was the pleasure and I was
being drowned in it.

I was pretty sure that Joshua came inside me,
but being much younger than O’Neill, he didn’t soften for long, for
he barely stopped. O’Neill pulled free of my lips and then came in
my face, spraying his semen over my cheeks and forehead, and lips.
He ground himself against me, using his cock like a paintbrush to
spread the cream all across my face as I shuddered and moaned and
whimpered in dazed heat.

O’Neill got up and moved away, pouring
himself a drink as Joshua continued to thrust into me. I felt the
heat within me, still there, a wild, throbbing sexual pressure
still intact, growing once more as he seized my hair again and
pulled it up and back.

“And just what is going on here?” demanded a
female voice.

A blond in a short blue dress came into the
room, glowering at me and Joshua. I instinctively tried to twist
away, but he pushed down sharply, pressing my chest and shoulders
to the floor as he continued to thrust into me from behind.

“Don’t worry, baby, it’s just a sex slave.
It’s not like I’m cheating on you with a human.”

There were many parts to that casual
statement, but all of it added to the weird sense of masochistic
heat churning through my head.

“I don’t recall giving you permission to fuck
my boyfriend, bitch!” the blonde snapped as she came over to stand
before me.

“As a sex slave she doesn’t get to have
permission,” Joshua said. “She does whatever she’s told.”

“Well then, as a sex slave, she must be used
to being punished for irritating anyone. I insist on punishing
her!”

I was still horribly embarrassed, and also
wildly confused. Joshua drew my wrists up and back behind my neck,
and then fastened them there to the collar all while he continued
to thrust into me.

“She sure is tight, warm, and wet!” he
panted.

“Of course she is, she’s a filthy little
slut!” the blonde exclaimed.

Joshua seemed to finish and groaned in
pleasure as the blonde reached down to grab a fistful of my hair,
forcing me to my feet, ignoring my cry of pain.

“I’m going to punish this sex slave then,”
the blonde exclaimed to the two men.

Then she picked up the leash and jerked
sharply on it, pulling me forward. My mind remained in turmoil,
churning wildly as she forced me across the room. She halted and
turned to look at me for a moment, scowling. “Elbows back, slut!
What kind of a sex slave are you anyway?!”

I think that was the first I kind of realized
this had been a setup. I jerked my elbows back almost
automatically, fresh confusion sweeping through me as she led me
down the hall and back into that same room I had just come from.
Who was this girl!? What was going on!?

She shoved the sawhorses aside and then
unlatched my wrists from the back of the collar and raised them
above my head to fasten them once again to the chain above me.

“Push your hips back, slave!” she barked.

She had a thick strap in her hand, doubled
up, and she swung it against my buttocks so that it hit with a loud
crack of sound that was echoed an instant later by a sharp stinging
pain. I squealed and danced in place, heart pounded wildly, still
desperately confused and overwhelmed.

She gripped my hair and jerked it back
sharply her other hand driving down between my legs. Her fingers
stroked along the line of my sex, rubbing my clitoris as she leaned
in to glare at me.

“Obviously you are not a very well-trained
sex slave, slut! You’ll have to learn a few things about discipline
and obedience!”

So this was obviously part of something
O’Neill had planned out. I was still horribly embarrassed, but less
so than I had been. And I was still feeling incredibly
self-conscious and awkward as she fingered my pussy and roughly
squeezed my breasts.

“Dirty little girl,” she growled. “I’ll have
to show you a few things about obedience.”

She went behind me and brought the strap down
across my bottom a second time and I squealed and jerked
forward.

“Push your hips back, slut! Until you hold
your position, your punishment won’t even begin.”

Whimpering, I pushed my bottom back, bending
forward at the waist, wincing as the belt cut across my bottom a
third time.

“Remember that you’re a sex slave, slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out at every blow as the strap hit my
bottom with sharp, stinging blows, soon making my skin burn with
pain.

“You’ll learn your place, whore!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was soon on fire and I trembled and
shook and moaned as the belt came down again and again. Then she
through the belt down and pulled back on my hair.

“Know who your mistress is, slut!”

She undid the gag and pulled it free then
gripped my nipples and pinched them sharply.

“Who’s your mistress, slut?”

I cried out in pain, forced up onto the balls
of my feet as she twisted and pulled and pinched my nipples.

“You are, Mistress!” I cried.

“Don’t you ever forget it, slut!”

She dropped to her knees before me, forcing
my thighs apart, and then began to lick my clitoris with a skill
even O’Neill had not possessed.

I was dismayed, confused, and overwhelmed by
this strange turn of events, just as I had been initially when
Joshua had shown up. But now as she licked me, as the sensations
began to roll up through my belly, I felt less a sense of
embarrassment, and more a sense of strange, squirmy discomfort at
revealing my perversion to a girl close to my own age.

It was one thing to allow myself to be
degraded into submission by some man without doing it with a guy
more my own age. And it was even worse to do it with a girl. Even
though this one was awfully assertive and dominating. She also had
an amazing tongue and despite all the confusion and uncertainty
filling my mind he began to rouse me once again.

She abruptly stopped, stripped her clothes
off, gripped me by the hair, and kissed me savagely. Her hand
roughly squeezed my buttocks and then slipped under my thigh,
lifting it and forcing it apart as she maneuvered her own pussy in
against mine and began to grind herself against me.

“Nasty little sex slave!” she growled. “Wait
until I get my dildo and I’m going to fuck your brains out!”

She drew back and then picked up some kind of
strange-looking V-shaped object, where both arms looked like a
large, thick dildos. She worked one up inside my pussy then the
other side up hers before grinding herself against me once more. I
could feel the dildo twisting around my belly as she crushed my
lips with hers. I shuddered against her, the heat pouring over me
until I was in a fever state once more.

What did it matter who it was, some part of
me thought? As long as the passion and heat and pleasure were like
this does it matter if I even know the name of whoever’s fucking
me? I didn’t, not then. But I came again as she ground herself
against me and her lips moved hungrily over mine.

She stopped, drawing the strange dildo thing
out of our bodies and casting it aside. She picked up the strap and
I cried out as it snapped down across my bottom again.

“Push your ass back at me, slave!”

Whimpering, I obeyed and it cracked down
across my bottom a second time.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy, little
slut?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy little slut,
Mistress!”

Crack!

“Again, whore!”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy little slut,
Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Again, sex slave!”

I repeated myself, again and again, my bottom
now burning to the point where I was feeling tears starting to fill
my eyes. I was so happy when she stopped, reached up above me and
unhooked the wrist restraints, then drew them down and locked them
together behind my back. Then she picked up the leash and led me
out of the room without a word.

We walked down the hall and she led me into a
bedroom. It was quite a luxurious bedroom, for in addition to the
bed and bedroom furniture there was a sofa there before a coffee
table and a large, upholstered chair at its corner. Another girl
sat curled up in the chair, glancing at her phone. She looked up as
we entered and my face flamed once again.

“Don’t mind us, this bitch is just going to
make it up to me for fucking my boyfriend,” the blonde said.

She sat down on the sofa, jerking down on the
leash so I was forced to my knees in front of it, then she pulled
me forward as she slumped down and spread her legs wide.

“For your sake, you better know something
about how to please a woman with your tongue, slave, or I’m going
to turn that ass of yours even redder.”

“It looks pretty red already,” the other girl
said.

“This bitch was fucking my boyfriend,” the
blonde said indignantly.

“Well, if she’s a sex slave, she doesn’t have
much choice in things now does she?”

“Well if you think that, maybe you’d like to
fuck her, too.”

“I wouldn’t mind doing that, at all.”

The girl uncurled and got out of the chair,
then came across the room behind us as the blonde pulled me in
between her thighs.

“Lick your mistress, slut!”

Well, I had almost no experience except on
the receiving end, but dazed, overwhelmed by it all, I began to
lick her pussy as she twisted her fingers in my hair and reached
down to fondle my breast. While I was doing that the other girl
knelt behind me, now apparently wearing a strap-on. She slid it
into my pussy and started to fuck me the same way Joshua had, her
hands moving over my body as the blonde barked orders at me and I
licked her pussy desperately.

I had no idea what was going on except that
it was all out of control, so all I could do was obey. Where had
these two even come from? Who were they!?

It didn’t seem to matter. I licked the blonde
while the brunette fucked me. The dildo she was wearing was big and
drove high into my belly with every stroke. Soon her hips were
slapping against me and my mind was starting to melt under the
onslaught of dark sexual heat and outrageous behavior.

I was able to make the blonde come somehow,
and then she got up and left, leaving me with the brunette. The
brunette fucked me to orgasm, then made me lick her pussy, which I
did. While I was doing that another guy came in. He was a stocky
brown-haired man I had never seen before.

“Hey!” he exclaimed. “Who’s that licking your
pussy, Sylvia?”

“Just a sex slave,” the girl moaned.

“Well then…”

I felt a sense of unreality as he knelt
behind me, then cried out as he thrust into me, my mind spinning as
the two of them fondled my breasts and my nipples burned while my
mind tumbled wildly through floods of dark, liquid heat.

That whole weekend was one long sexual
adventure where I hardly got the chance to rest. It was exhausting
and emotionally overwhelming. I had sex with half a dozen people,
all of them strangers, and I must have come dozens of times. They
treated me like a sex slave and I acted like one. I had to obey
every command instantly, however small, and my bottom was
constantly being slapped or strapped or cropped.

O’Neill drove me home Sunday night, and the
car was mostly quiet.

“It feels strange to wear clothes,” I finally
said.

I had not gone so long naked since… Perhaps
forever.

“It will feel even stranger as you get deeper
into this… game. Imagine doing that for a couple of weeks and
imagine where your head would be at afterward.”

I shuddered at the thought, but it sent a
thrill through me anyway.

“Being a sex slave means giving up pride and
dignity for pleasure and passion. Some think it’s a more than fair
trade.”

I thought about it for long seconds and
decided he was right.

“Still want to be a sex slave?”

“Yes, master,” I said, turning to look at
him.

He snorted in amusement. “All right then.
There is what you might call a course you can take. You can tell
your parents it’s a legal training session sponsored by the firm.
It takes place in an old country house and is something like
training for sex slaves. It’s entirely voluntary, of course. But
you will live the life of your fantasies, including the harshness
of how slave girls are trained.”

“What do you mean by harshness?”

“Have you ever seen any videos or films about
boot camp for soldiers?”

“I guess.”

“Something like that, except with far fewer
trainees, of course. But the trainers can certainly be in your
face. It’s certainly not a place for the sensitive who don’t want
to be yelled at or called names or feel any pain.”

The thought was scary, but I knew I was going
to have to go. There was something inside me that demanded I
explore this side of myself. And after all, what better time to do
it than now, and what better place than one away from everybody I
knew? My reputation would hardly be damaged by what a bunch of
strangers thought of me.

“I think I’d like to go,” I said.

“You sure? Because I guarantee you you will
never be the same again.”

I hesitated and then shrugged. “I can always
just leave. Can’t I?”

“Of course. We might call you a sex slave,
you might call yourself that, but we know you really aren’t. That
would be deeply illegal, and I and the other men involved are men
of a certain status who have no intention of risking their careers
and our freedom by doing anything illegal.”

“Then I would like to try it.”

“Just remember, if you think of yourself as a
sex slave, then you pretty much are one. Maybe not a sex slave as
defined by law, but you will be changed to the point where you
might not even think about refusing anything anyone orders you to
do.”

I thought that was unlikely. I was a fairly
strong person, I thought. But it was deliciously hot and wicked to
imagine myself kind of brainwashed into thinking was a sex slave.
“Well, maybe I’ll be your sex slave reality then,” I said with a
kind of negligent smile.

“Don’t say you weren’t warned.”
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One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up
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isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
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the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
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Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor
is a spoiled rotten
Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and
servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black
chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets
yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in
submission!
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Paige is a tall,
athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student,
an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets
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assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to
tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds
herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!
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Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a
shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded
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and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her
introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement,
of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.
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control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
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excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
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Danielle becomes
a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man
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Owned by
Mister Trask

When
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