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Zoey yawned and stretched in her bed, then
sat up with a sigh. The room was pitch black, but it usually was
when she wakened for her overnight shift, especially after one of
her twelve hour shifts. She reached out to the bedside table and
turned on the light there. It was only twenty five watts but she
still had to shield her eyes and look away as her pupils
adjusted.

She dressed quickly and quietly, then left
her room, noting the closed door to Beth's room as she went down
the hall and then downstairs to the kitchen. Beth worked days, and
usually their time in the house overlapped in the evening, but that
was when she was doing a normal eight hour shift, like tonight.
When she did twelve hour shifts they hardly even saw each
other.

Coffee. She needed coffee. The machine was
already bubbling, and she silently thanked Beth for setting it up
for her. She got her coffee, then trotted back upstairs to the main
bathroom.

She stripped and quickly showered, dried
herself, then worked on her hair. At twenty three she didn't need a
lot of makeup, and the ER wasn't really the place to pretty herself
up for anyway. Though there was always the occasional hot
doctor...

Not so much on the overnight shift, though.
Tonight it would be Michaels, who was okay, but already balding at
thirty, and married as well, and Sikh, so stern and businesslike.
He looked at her weird sometimes, too. She had her suspicions about
those Indians and what they thought about blondes. She hadn't read
anything good.

She allowed herself some bangs, then drew her
shoulder length hair smoothly back along her ears to tie into a
loose braid hanging behind her. She pulled on a pair of blue
flowered scrubs, checked her watch, then grabbed her lunch from the
fridge (thanking Beth again) and hurried outside, locking the door
behind her.

It was dead quiet at this hour, save for
crickets, and the street was empty and lit only by an occasional
streetlamp. She walked to the eight year old Kia subcompact, got
in, and started its little engine. Next to it sat Beth's nearly new
Buck, but Beth had been a teacher for three years, and hadn't had
the student loan Zoey had needed to get through college.

Zoey had only been working at Midland
Hospital's ER for eleven months now, and most of her salary still
went to paying down her loan. That was one of the reasons she was
so grateful to have found the room at Beth's house close to the
hospital. It was way cheaper than an apartment, and besides, Beth
was very sweet and helpful.

The drive was short, and since she was was on
the overnight shift parking was free. It was chilly out, though,
and she wished she'd brought a sweater along. She hurried into the
building and felt the instant silence and comfort of the quiet
hospital settle around her as she moved through its halls.

The big waiting room didn't seem to have much
of a crowd as they approached midnight, which was fine by her.
There were only four people waiting on the four rows of heavily
padded seats, and two of them were together.

“Hey, Allie,” she said as she passed the
admitting nurse's station.

“Hi,” the older woman replied, waving
casually.

She went around the corner, past the empty
security desk to the urgent care counter. Heidi there, pressed the
button that unlocked the door and she pushed through into the
urgent care center. Heidi was on the left, while the nurses
stations and desks were on the right.

The narrow corridor stretched straight ahead,
with exam rooms along it on either side and chairs all along the
walls. There were three people on the chairs; a thin, middle aged
man, a frail looking older woman, and a black woman in a hat
reading an e-reader.

“Hey, handsome,” she said to doctor
Michaels.

“Morning, Zoey,” he replied with a grin.
“Easy night tonight.”

“Let's hope, huh.”

“I've already called Housekeeping,” Tracy
said. “It's freaking cold in here.”

“It is kind of coolish,” Zoey observed, going
over to examine the files on the patients waiting.

Tracy was a brown haired girl, shorter than
Zoey, with a boyish haircut which brushed her collar, and a very
businesslike attitude. She was senior ER nurse, though she'd only
been there four years. Then again, almost everyone was senior to
Zoey, who was still officially on probation for another two
months.

There were four more patients, according to
the files and the electronic board. One was having a CT scan for an
undiagnosed abdominal problem. The other three were in exam rooms.
Michaels left to join one as she signed herself into the system and
took over from Shannon, who was on her way home.

It was a routine night. As they moved through
patients, new ones drifted in. At Twelve AM she went out front and
ushered the two people there at the moment into the back as they
dimmed the lights in the front room. The info desk woman went home,
leaving just Allie behind her counter. Everyone else retreated into
Urgent Care.

The hospital got even quieter now, and she
knew almost the only people active would be the nurses at their
inpatient floor stations upstairs, and some of the techs in places
like Radiology and the lab, which never closed.

“I've called Doctor Brandt for a consult on
Ferguson,” Michaels said as he came back from seeing a patient.

Tracy sighed audibly but made no comment.
Zoey smiled lightly. No one liked Brandt. Surgeons were supposed to
be assholes but Brandt took it to extremes. Or maybe it was his
culture. He was from Germany, and while his English was precise it
was clear he hadn't been here more than a few years.

“Maybe in Germany surgeons are used to people
bowing when they walk by,” Zoey said with a smirk.

Tracy rolled her eyes.

It was almost Two AM but Brandt looked both
fully awake and in perfect condition, his dark hair exactly in
place, his jaw set, his suit and tie unwrinkled below his perfectly
white medical jacket. There was no way he was going to be wandering
around in scrubs simply because they were more comfortable. Not
him.

He ignored the nurses, of course, making a
beeline for Michaels. Nurses were servants, as far as he was
concerned, not humans to talk to. Zoey pursed her lips, eyeing him
surreptitiously. He was awfully good looking, and she was fairly
sure he was single.

With good reason!

No one talked to him socially. He'd made it
clear doing so was impertinent on the part of anyone other than a
doctor, and intrusive from even doctors. He was the stuffiest man
under forty she'd ever met.

“You wonder if he ever unwinds with a drink
and parties?” Tracy asked as the two disappeared up the hall.

“Hard to imagine,” she replied.

“Imagine him dancing,” Tracy said with a
grin.

Zoey laughed. “I don't think Germans
dance.”

“Well, they do that polka stuff, don't
they?”

“I think those are the lower class
Germans.”

The station buzzed and she looked up and saw
it was Exam 4, where Michaels and Brandt were. She strode up the
hall and knocked once before opening the door and leaning in.

Brandt turned to her. “Nurse. Get me 30 cc of
Kasiven,” he said.

She nodded and withdrew. Brandt didn't say
please or thank you. It was one of the reasons he was so unadmired.
He also didn't bother to learn the names of nurses. She went to the
local supply cupboard and took down the bottle, noting it on the
record, got a fresh needle, and put them both on a tray, returning
to the room.

He took them from her without a word, ripped
the plastic off the disposable needle, drew out the medication
carefully, then turned to give it to the patient, an elderly man
who blinked tiredly.

She started to back out again.

“I want a CT scan of his abdomen,” he said.
“Get him a chair. I don't want him walking.”

“Yes, doctor.”

She got a wheelchair and brought it in, then
wheeled the man down the hall, around the corner and up that hall
to the CT room, where she handed him over to the tech. When she
returned he was on the phone. He held up his hand to signal her to
wait, and she pursed her lips and did so.

He put down the phone.

“Let me know as soon as the images are
ready.”

“Yes, doctor,” she said.

She went back to the nurses' station.

“God, he's such a big dick,” she said in a
low voice.

“Did you mean he has such a big dick?” she
asked with a smirk.

“No, I meant he IS a giant dick.”

“From what I hear he HAS a giant dick.”

Zoey stared at her and leaned in. “Who would
possibly know that!?”

She laughed. “I'm not sure. I think it came from one of the male
doctors who saw him as he was getting out of the shower down in the
operating theaters.”

“I doubt any woman has much interest in it,”
she replied.

“I don't know, Zoey. You look like a nice
Aryan girl,” Tracy teased.

“My Norwegian parents would not be
amused!”

Brandt came out of the examining room and
back to the nurses' station.

“Where is Doctor Michaels?” he asked.

“He's with a patient in Exam 2, Doctor,”
Tracy said.

Zoey did her best not to drop her eyes to his
crotch. Then, when he turned and headed back up the hall she turned
and scowled at Tracy, who smirked at her, knowing full well she'd
glanced down.

She sighed and took the next patient file,
then went up the hall.

“Mrs. Hanson?” she called.

A middle aged woman stood up and Zoey led her
into Exam 1.

“The doctor will be with you shortly,” she
said.

She went back to the nurse's station just as
Brandt showed up again. He went past them and found the forms for
blood work, then scrawled his signature on one, checked off several
boxes, and thrust it at Tracy.

“As quickly as possible,” he said.

“Yes, doctor,” she replied.

She rolled her eyes at Zoey as he departed,
then handed her the form. She sighed, examined it, and then went to
Exam 4 to take more blood from the patient there for the requested
tests.

At two-thirty she took a walk. She stayed
within the quieter areas of the hospital. Of course, that was
almost everywhere. But below the third floor, where there were
patient rooms, most offices were closed. There were shops in the
large main lobby, including a coffee shop, a flower shop, and
another for a variety of books, puzzles and magazines. There was
even a beauty shop for longer term patients to visit to have their
hair done.

All were closed, of course, but the chairs
set out in front of the coffee shop were still there and she could
relax, get a drink from one of the machines along the wall, and
catch up on Facebook.

She looked up briefly at a motion and sound,
then again, surprised to see Doctor Brandt walking slowly up the
hall, with an elderly man in pajamas and a housecoat on his arm.
The old man was stick thin and looked to be about a hundred years
old.

That, of course, wasn't what surprised her.
The proportion of elderly people who showed up at hospital was far
higher than in the general population, after all. What surprised
her was how kindly Brandt looked as he ever so slowly walked the
shuffling old man along the hall, occasionally speaking in a low
voice as the old man babbled about life in his youth, the way
people dressed properly, and how everything cost so much now.

“You are absolutely correct, Mister Harris,”
he said as they walked.

“Young people now don't think they need to
earn anything,” the old man said in a wheezy voice.

“Yes, I know.”

“They think the world owes them a
living.”

Zoey didn't roll her eyes, except mentally.
She'd heard such opinions many, many times. Usually the weren't
directed at her, of course, since people tended to respect her
profession. But the generic dismissal of young people as
self-involved, entitled airheads seemed to be shared by almost
everyone over forty.

She wasn't sure where the old man was from
since he hadn't come through ER, at least not on one of her shifts.
He was obviously from one of the inpatient floors. And since Brandt
was with him that would make him a surgical patient, except to her
eyes he looked far too frail to have surgery.

Doctors, even residents, had much more
wide-ranging duties on the overnight shift, of course, so he could
be from almost anywhere that Brandt was covering.

They stopped and Brandt helped lower the man
into a chair next to a plastic table, then went to a machine.

“This?” he asked, pointing a finger.

“No, the one under it and two over. No,
there!” the old man said, waving his hand and pointing a
finger.

Brandt took some coins from his white jacket
pocket and popped them into the machine, pressed the appropriate
buttons, and the machine pushed forward what looked to her like a
muffin of some kind. He bent and took it from the opening and
brought it back to the old man.

“Ah,” the man said. “Thank you, Doctor!”

“You are most welcome, Mister Harris,” Brandt
said.

Zoey snorted softly. So he did know the
word!

They were across the lobby from her and she
kept her eyes down towards her smartphone, afraid Brandt would try
to pawn the man off on her, but he sat and helped the man open his
muffin and then listened to his muffled words as the old man
ate.

It surprised her that Brandt would devote all
this time to a patient for other than diagnostic reasons. Even the
nurses didn't have time to walk patients around and let them buy
themselves treats. Of course, on the overnight shift Brandt had
nothing to do – unlike the nurses – unless someone called him for a
consult or a patient needed emergency surgery. But most doctors
liked to catch up on their sleep in that case.

He wasn't nearly as stiff with the old man,
she noted in approval. He didn't exactly have the most charming and
sweet manner, but he was much more human than she'd ever
noticed.

The old man ate half the muffin, then put the
rest back into its plastic container to eat later as Brandt helped
him to his feet and started back the way he'd come. The old man
stumbled then. Brandt caught him, but the man half collapsed to his
knees as Brandt let him down slowly.

Zoey jumped up, thrust her smartphone into
her pocket and ran over to help.

“Get a wheelchair,” Brandt barked.

She skidded to a stop, then turned and ran
towards the entrance doors, where a number of them were kept. She
grabbed one and quickly wheeled it back beside them as the old man
sat on the floor with Brandt squatting beside him.

“... just feel a little weak,” the man
said.

“That's quite all right, Mister Harris,”
Brandt said.

Zoey took his other arm as she and Brandt
helped him into the chair. Brandt ignored him, all his attention on
the patient as he settled him in place as Brandt fit his
stethoscope into his ears then placed the diaphragm against the
man's chest.

“I'm all right. Quit fussing!” the old man
said.

“Shh,” Zoey said softly.

The old man seemed to look at her for the
first time.

“Well, for you, honey,” he said with a weak
grin.

Brandt listened a moment longer, then took
the earpieces out of his ears.

“We had best return to your room now, Mister
Harris,” he said.

“What's the hurry. I just found something
more interesting than a muffin. This cute little cupcake here,” he
said, grinning at Zoey.

Zoey smiled back tolerantly.

“Call me Dave,” he said, holding out a frail
hand.

“Hi, Dave. I'm Zoey,” she said, taking his
hand and squeezing it lightly.

“Are you a nurse? You're awful pretty to be a
nurse.”

“Why thank you. Yes, I'm an ER nurse.”

“Can't always tell these days. You girls
don't wear your caps no more.”

“No, they went out of fashion,” she said.

“Well, those outfits you wear now are
probably a lot more comfortable than the starched whites they used
to wear. But we could always tell right away who was a nurse.”

“We know who we are,” she said with a
smile.

“Nurse Larsen must return to her post, Mister
Harris,” Brandt said soothingly.

“You should come up to Geriatrics, Zoey,”
Harris said, looking at her chest. “You can give me a sponge bath
any time.”

Zoey laughed in amusement.

“That is not respectful, Mister Harris,”
Brandt said a little sternly.

“That's okay. I can get away with it at my
age,” Harris replied as Brandt started to wheel him away.

“Do you need any help with ...”

“No,” Brandt said, pushing him off.

Dick, she thought as she watched them
depart.

Big dick.

She wondered how big as she headed back for
the ER. Maybe he was only an asshole around nurses for some reason.
God, she hoped she never got as old as that, that she could hardly
even walk! Then again, the alternatives were all generally
worse!

She felt like doing a cartwheel in the empty
hall to reassure herself that she was still young and healthy and
agile, but refrained. God only knew what would happen if anyone saw
her. She'd probably have to take a drug test!

The old man, like a lot of them in her
experience, did indeed say things which a younger man would get
into trouble for, but he was right in that people tended to excuse
it in the elderly. And anyway, he was more respectful than
Brandt!

She returned to the ER, and found a new
patient. She immediately had to take the blood pressure, then draw
blood for tests and start a saline IV for them. It was another
elderly patient, a woman who needed a lot of soothing.

She was bent over in the exam room, taping
the needle in place against her thin arm, and didn't notice the
door opening behind her as she talked with the elderly patient.
Then she backed up – into someone. Into someone most definitely and
most noticeably male!

She jerked upright, spinning around as Doctor
Brandt jumped back himself, his face flushed.

He glared, turned and hurried out.

Zoey stared at after him, her mouth open. Had
she really felt... but what else could it be!? She'd felt a hard
erection pressed into her rear before and the sensation was fairly
unmistakable! Especially one as large as that had felt!

She continued to stare at the closed door for
long seconds while the old woman muttered to herself, plucking at
the tape. Then she hurriedly turned and warned her not to touch it,
making sure the tape was in place before opening the door.

She looked around warily, her cheeks a little
flushed now as her mind sifted through the implications.

Brandt had opened the door, seen her bent
over and... instantly gotten a huge erection?! Seriously?! Guys had
been remarking on her great ass for almost a decade now but she
would have thought Brandt would be too disciplined, too filled with
stern self-restraint to be so quickly affected.

The man wasn't an adolescent, after all! He
was probably over thirty!

Of course, I do have a great ass, she
thought, feeling a little vain about it. Imagine her ass melting
the notoriously cold Doctor Brandt! She ought to tell everyone! But
no way was she going to do so! It would be a great story, of
course, but it could cause all kinds of trouble, not the least of
which was people looking at her ass all the time!

The scrubs she wore weren't very thick, and
weren't very tight, and the blouse hung over them, well, except
when she bent over.

That had felt like a really big cock, she
thought in no small amazement. That would be painful! Of course, it
could also be... amazing, if enough lubrication was around. She was
fully aware of the clinical facts, that larger penises produced no
more pleasurable physical sensation than any other.

But the emotional, the psychological element,
of course, was what counted. The brain was the most important
sexual organ, after all, and the thought of being so completely...
filled, was enough to tighten her chest and make her swallow
several times.

Of course, there was no way anything was
going to happen with Brandt! He was an asshole! Even if he was good
looking and had a big dick.
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“You're serious!?” Beth gasped, eyes and
mouth round.

Zoey grinned tiredly. It had been a fairly
easy shift but it was still after seven in the morning. Beth was
getting ready to leave for school.

“I've felt them before. I know the feel.”

She shook her head. “You should complain to
human resources.”

“Oh God no. Then I'd have everyone looking at
my butt all day.”

She didn't say 'ass'. Beth was notoriously
prudish about foul language.

“Still, a man should have more care about
such... things,” Beth said, blushing a little.

Zoey had told her partly because it was
something she still found herself giggling about hours later, and
because she didn't dare tell anyone at work. She probably shouldn't
have, though. Beth was prudish about a lot of things, and not just
language.

She was a sort of throwback to a genteel era.
She worked at the local community college, teaching horticulture.
She didn't dress like she was very genteel. In fact, she was
usually in jeans and some variation of a loose flannel shirt.

Her untidy, dark brown hair barely brushed
her shoulders, and she usually had thick brown bangs cutting across
her forehead to the point brushing them back had become an
unconscious habit. Were it not for her slender rimless glasses
they'd have spilled constantly down over her deep brown eyes.

The garden out back occupied most of her time
when home, other than cooking, cleaning and laundry, and she rarely
seemed to go out despite what Zoey judged to be a pretty face and,
despite her generally loose clothes, a pretty darn good body.

She wasn't particularly religious, at least
as far as Zoey had discovered, and seemed remarkably tolerant about
other people, be they blacks, Muslims, natives, homosexuals or the
like. She was sort of like a very 'proper' conservative woman with
a progressive outlook.

That had puzzled Zoey from the moment they'd
met. Beth rarely had a bad thing to say about anyone, in her
experience, and always seemed to be cheerful and perky. Okay, she
had a pretty bad wardrobe, which Zoey had tried to persuade her to
abandon for sexier things. But Beth regarded showing off her body
as not so much immoral as beneath her.

“If a man isn't interested in me but only in
my body why would I want to even know him?” she'd asked
sternly.

“They put pretty covers on good books, too,
you know, Beth,” Zoey had replied.

“I don't understand.”

“A pretty cover attracts interest. Sometimes
if it weren't for the pretty cover a lot of people would pass over
very good books. Men are more graphical than women. You want to
attract them, you need the right lure. You've got the right
lures...”

She looked down at Beth's chest, which made
the brunette blush a little.

“But you're hiding them.”

“I don't want to show off my... assets!”
she'd said with a frown.

“Well you don't see me wearing low cut tops
everywhere, do you? But there's a difference between wearing
flattering clothes and hiding behind chunky, mannish blouses and
sweaters.”

She hadn't been able to convince her, of
course, and she remained a puzzle.

“What are you going to do the next time you
meet? I'd be mortified!” Beth said, her hand against her chest.

“Well, it was a little embarrassing, I admit,
and probably will be again next time I see him. We'll probably both
pretend it never happened.”

“He must be mortified, too,” Beth said. “But
he should still apologize.”

“Doctor Brandt doesn't ever say please or
thank you,” Zoey said.

“He's German, you said? Well, that's
normal.”

“Germans have no manners?”

“They have different manners, Zoey,” Beth
said, in a mildly reproving voice. “Germans regard superfluous
statements as a waste of time. They also don't feel the obligation
to smile at someone on greeting them. They smile when they're happy
or someone tells a joke, but not simply to show you they're
friendly, the way a lot of people in America feel the need to
do.”

“Well, I'm sure they know how to say thank
you.”

“Yes, but it might be that if you're doing
something as part of your job they wouldn't feel particularly
obligated by what you've done, and so wouldn't feel they should
thank you for doing it. You're only doing your job, after all.
We've developed the cultural habit of always saying thank you, but
other countries don't have the same culture.”

Zoey felt annoyed at the other woman, and
felt like rolling her eyes. Beth always found some excuse for other
people so they shouldn't be thought ill-of. In some ways she
supposed that was admirable, but unlike Beth she didn't feel she
was a saint who had to be tolerant of everyone's weird little
habits. Even if their whole country had the same weird little
habit.

Sometimes she felt like saying “yes, mother,”
the way she did to her mom when the woman was lecturing her,
complete with heavy sigh. Yet Beth was only a few years older than
she was.

“Well, do they not believe in apologizing
when they stick their erections into your ass?” she asked, using
the word deliberately.

Beth gave her a disapproving look, which she
had expected.

“He was probably deeply embarrassed,” she
said. “What does one say in such a circumstance anyway?”

“Sorry, would be a start,” she said.

“Yes, I suppose. He ought to apologize. At
the same time, you could take it as a compliment. Obviously he
found your bottom so incredibly attractive that it uhm, nearly
instantly aroused him. And in a way he can't deny, of course.”

“Also demonstrated how big he is,” Zoey said.
“Hey, mister, is that a cucumber in your pocket or are you just
happy to see me?”

Zoey gave her another reproving look. “I'm sure he wasn't
that big,” she said.

“It was pretty frigging big,” Zoey said. “I
mean, my sense of it. It's not like I saw it or uhm, had time to...
well.”

“I have to be off to work,” Beth said.

“Have fun. Don't back into anyone.”

Beth gave her another reproving look, said
goodbye, and left.

Zoey smiled and went upstairs to the
bathroom. She frowned and bent over in front of the mirror, turning
to try to see what her bottom looked like in the blue scrubs. It
didn't look any different than usual, she thought, frowning. Of
course, the material was quite thin, and the way she was bent over
she could make out the outline of her thong underneath.

Maybe that was it? Maybe thongs turned him
on? Or was it knowing she was wearing a thong that turned him on?
Maybe she turned him on to begin with, and seeing her like that,
seeing the outline of her thong, was too much for him?

She was pretty hot, after all, she thought a bit smugly as she
straightened up. Another nurse had told her that a patient had once
confided that the only thing that passed the time while he was
waiting was keeping an eye peeled for whenever 'the cute blonde
nurse' walked by. Looking at her was the high point of his
wait.

That was weirdly flattering, she supposed,
though it was not exactly her life's ambition to be eye candy to
strangers. Or even to slight acquaintances who happened to be
doctors. And she couldn't imagine who would think scrubs were
sexy.

She stripped hers off and examined herself
with some degree of satisfaction. She was only wearing simple
cotton black and gray underwear, but she thought she looked pretty
good for all of that; flat belly, nice high breasts, smoothly
contoured legs, and generally well-toned.

Of course, barely sitting down all day helped
a lot with her shape. There weren't a lot of fat nurses, not the
ones who had to run around all the time anyway. But she did her
share of working out, too, so felt she deserved at least some of
the credit. DNA took the lions share, of course, and she
acknowledged that. She'd simply gotten lucky.

She stripped off her underwear and got into
the shower, wondering what would happen to Brandt's dick if he saw
her like this. That made her smile a little smugly as she spread
soap over her breasts and it flowed down her naked body.

If seeing her ass with the scrubs pressed
tight against it had made him that hard what would seeing her like
this to to him? Ha! He was a daunting man, a bossy man, and a rude
one (she didn't care what Beth said), but his lack of control made
her feel like she had a certain kind of – power over him.

Sexual power.

That was hardly a new concept for her, of
course. Boys had been fumbling, tongue tied, and walking into trees
around her since she was thirteen. It was flattering, and kind of a
boost to the ego, but also annoying since she often didn't want the
attention.

Then again, Brandt was pretty hot looking.
Not to mention big...

What would it be like with him, she wondered,
her hands kneading her breasts softly. One slid down her soap-slick
body and she felt a hot little rush of excitement as her fingers
found her clitoris and rubbed gently.

Size didn't matter, or so they said. But she
had always had a thing for penetration, and the bigger the better.
Feeling filled up and stretched out deeply aroused her, and just
put her in the right mood for really burning up from whatever else
the guy she was with did.

She moaned low in her throat, her fingers
stroking at her clitoris as her breathing grew heavier. Then she
halted, gulping in air, surprised at how quickly she'd gotten so
heated. She stepped back under the water, letting it pour over her
and rinse her off, then looked up to the shelf above.

She turned the water off and took down the
oil, spreading it over her breasts so they were slick and then
bringing it down to her sex. Her heart beat faster as she stroked
herself, and then slid her fingers up inside her pussy.

She leaned back into the corner, stroking and
pumping herself, her eyes closed, imagining unlikely scenarios with
Brandt and her. They weren't very romantic, but they were very
physical!

And then she halted, gulping, looking up at
the shelf. She reached up and took Beth's shampoo. It came in a
relatively narrow plastic bottle with a rounded cap. She sank to
her knees on the floor of the shower sitting back on her heels, and
placed the bottle under her.

Then she let her sex press against it,
feeling a rising tide of liquid heat as it slowly forced its way
inside her. She moaned and rubbed her clitoris faster, sinking
herself down more and more. The bottle widened as she got the first
few inches inside, and she felt more and more stretched!

Deliciously stretched! She gripped it with
two fingers and rode up and down, rubbing her clitoris with the
fingers of her other hand, her face distorting into a mask of
passion as the waves of sensations spread up through her body.

Her lower belly thrummed with energy and her
body pulsed and trembled as the sexual pressure became more
intense. She forced herself down deeper, groaning as she was spread
even wider. She had used the bottle before but never gotten so far
down its widening length!

She opened her mouth in a soundless cry as
she felt the whole top half of the bottle slide into her! That was
as wide as it got, and now she eased her heels aside, gasping and
whimpering as she sank lower and lower and felt it pushing higher
and higher inside the churning, bubbling lava of her abdomen!

And then the orgasm swept through her, a
towering wall of sensation which hammered into her mind with a
shock-wave of pleasure that forced her to cry out again and again
as her fingers rubbed frantically against her clitoris!

*

Beth tsked as she opened the refrigerator
door and took out her lunch. She hated forgetting things. Luckily
she hadn't driven far before realizing her mistake or she'd have
had to buy her lunch and waste the one she'd made.

She could hear the shower going upstairs, so
didn't bother to call to Zoey as she headed back to the door. Then
she heard the cry, and then another, which stopped her in her
tracks. At first, her instinct was to rush upstairs to see what had
happened.

But it was only for an instant, for she very
quickly realized what the cries were. Her face reddened as she
stared up the stairs, and the quick picture of a naked Zoey arching
in orgasm filled her mind! Her nipples were instantly erect and
tingling within her bra and her lower belly suddenly felt heavy and
warm!

She forgot to breath for a long instant as
the cries softened and trailed off, and then, heart thumping, she
hurried to the door, closing it softly and locking it behind her,
then hurrying to her car to drive away. It would have been
mortifying if Zoey had known she had overheard her!

Even worse if she'd known what affect it had
had on her!

It wasn't that Beth was gay. But she had
always been bi curious. She'd never done anything about that
because she wasn't a forward girl. She had never approached a man
in her life, and had no idea how to even do so, much less a
woman!

She had never needed to approach a guy, of
course. She had more than her share of embarrassing male attention
due to her pretty face and over-sized breasts. She wore a bra
designed to minimize the apparent size of her breasts for that very
reason.

But she liked men and considered herself to
be heterosexual. She'd slept with several men, and mostly enjoyed
it, or at least, some of it. She'd never had any experience with
women, but had always been fascinated by the idea.

Then Zoey had moved in, and she'd gotten a
much closer acquaintance with the beautiful blonde than she'd ever
had with any other woman. She had no sisters, and had not had a
roommate when she was in college, but had a single dorm.

Zoey was casual about how she dressed at
home, of course, including in tiny little night shirts that did
little to hide her figure, or even in underwear sometimes. And once
Beth had caught her going from the shower to her bedroom naked,
having forgotten something before a shower!

Zoey had thought her reaction was more of
what she thought of as Beth's prudishness, and apologized, but in
fact it had been a shock of excitement and arousal! Thank God the
girl hadn't realized! Beth was quite sure she was perfectly
straight.

But she was so... sexual in the nude, so
sensual and beautiful with her high, firm breasts, slim hips and
delicate face! And all that lovely blonde hair! Beth had already
had some erotic fantasies about the girl before then, but they'd
been even more powerful afterward!

They weren't simply of her and Zoey, either.
Sometimes Zoey let slip certain things about her sex life, and so
images of Zoey having sex with handsome men were often what Beth
fantasized about when she masturbated.

And in most cases, those men were big brutes
who took her roughly, savagely, using her like a … a whore! For a
part of Beth felt that was what Zoey deserved! She acted so
outrageously, after all, and was so casual about things like sex.
She recognized the girl wasn't really that different from most
others, but by Beth's way of thinking she was a slut! Which also
meant she ought to be punished!

Now she imagined a stern doctor with an
enormous penis thrusting into the slender blonde, from behind of
course, for that was the position she most often imagined for Zoey.
It wasn't a position she used herself, for she considered it
degrading and almost animalistic. But for Zoey, oh yes. That was
how the girl should be taken!

Like a bitch in heat!

She wondered how she could persuade the blonde girl to take this
Doctor Brandt more seriously, and perhaps think about a
relationship with him. If she could overcome her own sense of
propriety she might even get the girl to confide in her about the
experience!

She would have to convince the girl to feel
more sympathetic to Brandt. She was fairly certain, given Zoey's
looks, that any interest she showed a single man would be quickly
reciprocated, after all.

That had certainly been the case for Beth
herself, which was one of the reasons she had developed her habit
of modest dress and not engaging in 'improper' talk about subjects
like sex. It was embarrassing and discomforting having to let men
down politely who seemed convinced that she was the love of their
lives when they barely knew each other.

It was her breasts they loved, she thought
cynically.

*

The two of them ate together, but different
meals. It was dinner for Beth but breakfast for Zoey, after all.
Beth had long experience in schooling her face, not wishing to show
anything but a haughty lack of care when certain males expressed
their appreciation of her anatomy in all too public and explicit a
manner.

So she gave not a hint of discomfort as she
sat with the chatty blonde nurse, even though she kept wondering
what exactly she had been doing when she'd had that obviously
intense orgasm!

If she'd been a less proper woman she might
have had more experience talking about sexuality with others, but
in addition to her sense of propriety Beth had always been
embarrassed about her own sexuality and the affect arousal had over
her.

She too, tended to make fairly loud sounds of
excitement when aroused. It had led to mockery years earlier, when
a boyfriend had dumped her and then imitated her cries of pleasure
to his friends – who were often her friends.

In fact, when she was still living at home
Beth's sex drive, and her sense of proprieties had made her quite
sexually frustrated. She'd had to relieve her arousal herself in
all too many cases. Since she'd lived at home she had guarded
against just such an incident as had happened this morning by
anxiously searching the internet for a solution.

The gag she'd bought from an on-line fetish
store had been that solution. It was a practical solution to her
own loud orgasms, and to ensure she wasn't mortified by having
someone in her family accidentally overhear.

However, it had led her, perhaps inevitably,
towards darker fantasies which involved being not only gagged, but
bound, usually by some handsome, but devilish man, not unlike, she
thought, the doctor Zoey had described.

For her thoughts were improper and her
fantasies most definitely immoral. If she actually carried them out
that would make her a worse slut than Zoey! But that would never
happen. And she knew it. She was too shy and too proper for that
sort of thing.

Being a realist then, her sexual fantasies
had turned to erotic thoughts of herself being overpowered, being
made to do the horrible things she actually wanted to do.
That way she wouldn't feel so guilty. Why, if some big strong brute
of a man stripped her naked and tied her up and... and had his way
with her, that was hardly her fault!

As for Zoey, well, she definitely deserved to
have a big brute have his way with her!

“You know, this doctor sounds like a lonely
man,” she said.

Zoey raised her eyebrows.

“The one who got so helplessly aroused by the
sight of you.”

“Of my bottom, you mean.”

“Well, I'm sure that was just the trigger.
You are an attractive woman, after all, Zoey. But my point is that
he's an immigrant to our country, and single, and given the long
hours of work to become a surgeon I doubt he's had much time for a
social life.”

“I suppose.”

“Maybe all he needs is a woman to... soften
him up.”

She blushed as Zoey let out a bark of
laughter.

“I don't mean it that way!” she said, face
reddening.

“I should hope not because I would prefer to
have the opposite effect on a man I'm dating.”

“I'm sure you would have no difficult in that
department,” Beth said primly.

“You neither,” Zoey said with a grin. “Would
you like me to introduce you two?”

“I have nothing in common with the man. And
we work quite different hours. Besides, it sounds like he likes
blondes.”

“Every guy likes blondes. That doesn't mean
they'd turn up their noses at a pretty brunette.”

“But you're much more of a... well... uhm,
you're more racy than me.”

Zoey snorted in amusement. “Almost everyone
under forty is more racy than you.”

“Well, perhaps. I prefer my gentlemen to be
uhm, gentlemen.”

“Good luck with that in this town.”

“All I'm saying is there are no perfect men.
You need to find one with potential and uhm, fix him up a
little.”

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


It was two days, or rather, two nights later
that she met up with Doctor Brandt again. Zoey was doing inventory
in the supply room when he came in. He stopped dead when he saw
her, and his face flushed a little. He started to back out and then
halted by what looked like an effort of self-control.

“I was... looking for... batteries for my
stethoscope,” he said.

“Sure, doctor,” she said, rising and putting
aside the box of pressure bandages she'd been counting.

She blushed a little, as well, but felt a
strange swirling clash of emotions within herself. She managed not
to look down at his crotch with a supreme effort of will, for she'd
masturbated twice since that embarrassing little meeting thinking
about him and his big cock.

She also thought about what Beth said about
him having potential. He was successful, handsome... virile... and
maybe all he needed was a hot woman to melt his cold exterior. On
the other hand, she was also amused and somewhat flattered by his
involuntary response.

And unlike Beth, she had several brothers and
was used to teasing guys. And that came swiftly to mind as she
recalled where the batteries were kept and felt a sudden rush of
daring as her mind churned indecisively. Did she dare!?

She turned around, feeling both a little
flushed with heat at the thought of what she was going to do, and
also gripped by mirth at the same time. For the batteries were in
the lower drawer. And while she normally would have squatted down
to casually get a package for him she instead now bent over at the
waist.

Way over.

She opened the drawer, reached in slowly for
the batteries, and then started to rise, wondering if she'd gone
too far. Well, what could he do? Report her? Ha! Let him try to
–

Crack!

She yelped as his hand cracked sharply across
her bottom and sent her stumbling forward against the cupboard! She
jerked upright, turning to stare at him in open mouthed amazement
as her hand gripped her suddenly sore bottom.

“You are taunting me!” he growled, staring at
her sternly.

“Well... you deserved to be!” she exclaimed
indignantly. “And how dare you hit me!”

“You deserved to be disciplined for your
childish flaunting of your... posterior in my face!”

“You seemed to like the sight of my posterior
well enough the other night!” she said accusingly.

And this time her eyes did drop to his
crotch. Did she see the outline of an erection there, she wondered,
a tad eagerly.

He had his white jacket closed, though, so it
was hard to see.

“My... involuntary physiological response
was... beyond my temporary control!” he said coldly.

“Oh really!? Like slapping my ass?”

“Yes! It was what you deserved for behaving
like a brat! And you know this!”

“Oh, are we going to get all old fashioned on
this?” she asked sarcastically. “Because if so you know that the
proper response of a proper lady would be this!”

She swung her open hand at his cheek,
intending to slap him – though not hard. But he caught her wrist in
an iron grip, glaring at her. That unbalanced her a little and she
stumbled against his chest, putting her hand out to catch
herself.

And his other hand suddenly shot out and
gripped her hair behind her neck! And then he was kissing her like
she'd never been kissed in her life! His lips were hungry,
ravenous! His big, powerful body pushed her back against the shelf
as her eyes went wide!

At first she struggled, her wrist pulling
against his grip, her other hand pushing against his chest, but it
was like pushing at a wall, and like a tornado, her mind was
rapidly being drawn into the amazing wonder and passion and savage
lust of his kiss!

It wasn't like he was out of control,
exactly, a small part of her mind thought as she squirmed against
him. It was too amazing a kiss for that! She'd had a lot of
boyfriends, after all, including the losers who seemed to think
good kissing meant shoving their tongues down her throat!

Oh no, this was too skillful, too controlled,
and yet wasn't the least bit gentle or hesitant. It was like he was
eating at her mouth! His lips were in constant motion, his tongue
dipping and darting, stroking and stroking, and Zoey felt herself
being overpowered, not by the strength of his body but by the
amazing strength of the kiss!

Especially since his big body was pressing
against her, her breasts pillowing out against his powerful chest
and... lower down... she felt what she was certain was his erection
against her abdomen! She moaned in shock, and her hand dropped from
his chest, as if to cover her sex. But when the back of her hand
slid across his bulging erection she felt a wild jolt of dark
heat!

And her hand turned around as if on its own,
feeling his cock through his trousers, marveling at the long thick
length of it as her hand stroked up and down, shocking her with the
heat which began to sweep through her!

And then he abandoned her wrist, though not
her hair, and before the dazed girl understood his intent he had
jerked back, pulled her forward by the hair and then shoved her
bodily against the low table in the corner. With his other hand he
closed the storage room door, and then gripped the back of her
pants and yanked them down!

Zoey squealed, and started to rise, but his
hand shoved down on the back of her neck so that her breasts
pillowed out against the top of the table, then his other hand
slapped her nearly bare bottom sharply.

Crack!

“Ow! Hey!”

“You know you have been bad girl,” he
growled.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

He gripped the little thong and then ripped
it from her body! Zoey gasped and then cried out as she felt the
sudden intense pressure against her waist and crotch. Then the thin
elastic gave way and she was naked below the waist!

Crack!

“Bad girls get what they deserve!” he
growled.

And then, suddenly, while Zoey was still
gaping with shock at his actions, he dropped to his knees behind
her. His big hands gripped her inner thighs, jerking them apart,
and then his wide open mouth drove up against her sex and she felt
the soft lips and softer tongue and the outline of teeth against
her mound as his hot breath washed over her!

“OhmyGod!” she cried in disbelief.

Was he growling!?

His thumbs spread the lips of her sex, and
then his tongue was licking at her clitoris with an overpowering
strength and skill that rapidly turned her legs to rubber!

Her mind wasn't in much better shape.

“Y-You... stop!” she gasped. “You …
can't!”

His tongue continued to lick furiously, and
the raw sensations swept up through her belly to overpower her mind
like a drug! It had such power her body spasmed, her hips lifted
upwards by the long, fast licks as she gasped and moaned in ever
growing turmoil!

Then she felt his long finger push against
the mouth of her sex and slide smoothly and evenly up inside her.
Zoey was gulping in air, her hands grasping at the table as if to
keep some hold on reality as the world swirled around her. The
sensation of penetration was oil on the fire gripping her mind, and
then a second finger pushed up, stretching her wider and making her
feel that familiar delicious ache inside!

His fingers turned and twisted within her, as
if looking for something, then the pads of his fingertips seemed to
somehow find a particular deliciously sensitive spot along the
outer wall of her narrow sheath, and stroked rapidly across them,
pumping in and out even as he caught her clitoris between his lips
and sucked rhythmically!

Zoey felt a wild up-welling of sensation and
heat and started to cry out, then jammed her open mouth against the
inside of her right arm as her hips bucked violently back at his
pumping fingers and a tremendous rush of raw sensation swept over
her body and mind.

She cried out again and again into the inside
of her elbow, until with a gasp, she felt a sharp pull on her hair
which jerked her head up and back.

Crack!

She cried out at the slap to her bottom, then
she was being shoved down against the table again. Her scrubs, the
pants, were yanked off, pulling her feet out from under her, then
her bottom was slapped sharply again!

Her hair was yanked up and she cried out, her
body forced up off the table and back against him. But he abandoned
her hair to grip her loose top and yank it up and over her head,
tossing it behind him. A moment later he tore off her bra, then
roughly shoved the breathless, overwhelmed blonde down against the
table again!

Her tender breasts slapped against the wood
and were crushed by her chest as he slapped her bottom again and
jerked her legs apart. Then she felt his hand gripping her between
the legs, squeezing lightly.

“You must learn respect,” he growled.

Crack!

He slapped her again!

Then she felt something that definitely
wasn't his finger rubbing up and down against the mouth of her sex.
She gasped, her eyes widening, and started to push herself up off
the desk.

Crack!

She cried out, and then gasped at a heavy
hand pushing down between her shoulder blades, forcing her chest
back against the table. At the same time that soft, spongy, warm...
object rubbing up and down against her sex was pushing harder and
harder!

She felt the pressure mount, and felt herself
starting to stretch – and stretch – and stretch! The stretching
became an ache, and the ache grew deeper and hotter!

He leaned over her, and she could feel his
breath warm against the back of her neck.

“I'm going to give you what you need, you
disrespectful little blonde slut!” he growled.

She felt the pressure grow more intense, and
then the fat head of his cock seemed to... oooze through the
tightly clasping lips of her sex! It slid slowly into her body as
she cried out, as his lips and teeth closed on the side of her
throat, and then she could feel it slowly forcing aside the walls
of her sex as it moved deeper, like pushing her arm into an
elasticized sleeve!

It was so big!

She hardly realized she was making sounds
until his big hand closed over her mouth, then it was as if the
sounds were all in her head.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh! Ugh!

His mouth was ravenous on her throat, chewing
and sucking and kissing her as his thick cock pushed achingly deep,
impaling her, and then it slid slowly back – not a lot, just a few
inches – before pushing in again.

Zoey moaned dazedly into the inside of his
hand as she felt the thick girth of him moving in and out, and as
the ache began to ease, or her body got used to it, she felt a
sense of wild, raw animal heat taking hold.

She was bent over a table naked while he
fucked her like... like a whore!

There was a sense of outrage in that, of
offended pride and indignation! And yet it was all wrapped around a
sizzling animal heat that had her pulse racing and heart pounding.
It swept through her mind with intoxicating power and she found all
her consciousness focused on the feel of him moving up and down in
her aching belly.

His strokes lengthened, and then he rose off
her, and she groaned in relief as the pressure on her back took the
pressure off her breasts, and allowed her to breath a little more
freely! His hand came off her mouth, too, but only to wrap her long
blonde hair around his fist and pull that up and back.

He wouldn't let her rise off the table,
though, even as he jerked on her hair! Zoey found herself gaping at
the wall before her, gasping and grunting as he moved inside her.
One of his hands came under her chest and filled itself with her
right breast, his fingers kneading strongly.

I'm naked, she thought dazedly. How... ? If
we're caught...

She cried out as the head of his cock pushed
even deeper! It felt as if it was jammed against her cervix even as
his hips began to press firmly against her upraised buttocks!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Crack!

“Wider!”

Dazed, Zoey forced her feet further apart,
but that only seemed to open her up to even deeper penetration!

She shuddered and grunted, trying to keep her
voice low, now fearing discovery! The hospital was largely empty
but there were still people around! She tried to clamp her lips
tight and breath through her nose but her heart was pounding so
hard she needed more oxygen than that and started to become light
headed!

“Oh! Oh God!” she gasped, trying to twist
around and push against him belly as the head pushed even more
achingly deep.

Crack!

She gasped, and then he released her hair
only to grasp her wrists and draw them in and back together. He
pinned them in one strong hand at the small of her back, then
gripped her hair once more and yanked!

Zoey was no stranger to sex, even rough sex.
But this was a whole new level of dark, seething heat and animal
passion! She was utterly under his control, too, and that was
something very new! She pulled her wrists against his grip, almost
to reassure herself of how secure it was. And when she discovered
it was she felt another wall of dark heat sweeping through her.

His hips began to slap against her buttocks
now, and his strokes grew much longer. She couldn't help cry out at
every thrust, at every bruising thump of the head of his cock
against the back wall of her sex!

He released her hair and gripped her throat
instead! His big hand wrapped halfway around it – from the front,
and she gurgled, her eyes bulging as her head began to pound. That
pounding head seemed to increase the intensity of the sensations
churning within her, and then the orgasm hit, even more powerful
than the first.

She screamed, or tried to, her eyes rolling
back in her head as she sobbed in pleasure, overwhelmed by the
strength of it as her body bucked back desperately, impaling
herself on that aching, powerful, glorious staff again and again as
he growled in passion and rammed himself into her again and
again!

And then, as her head slowly cleared, as her
consciousness spread from an all-consuming focus on her body and
the pulsing heat within, she realized she was alone, that he had
gone. Panting, gasping weakly, she slowly pushed herself upright,
only to stagger and catch at the table to keep from falling.

“Fuck!” she said wonderingly.

She closed her eyes and took several deep
breaths, then steadied herself and, gulping, found her torn thong.
That was little use. She looked down at herself, amazed she didn't
look like she'd been torn open. She reached down, wincing a little
as she ran her fingers along the line of her sex. She felt bruised
inside!

She pulled on her bra and scrubs, took her
torn thong, and crushed it in her fist, then went to the bathroom,
where she deposited it in the garbage before washing her face and
brushing her hair back a little. She was awed by what had happened,
and gripped by a sense of wonder and disbelief, both that she'd
somehow let it happen, and that he'd had the gall to do it!

And of course, she remained somewhat
incredulous over the incredible strength and force of the sexual
heat and pleasure she had felt. It easily surpassed any orgasm
she'd ever had in her life!

Was it just the size of him? She didn't think
so. No, it was the outrage of what they had done – what he had
done. It was the dark fever which had swept through her at doing
something so outrageous. It was the way he had manhandled her,
controlled her, used her as if he were some kind of caveman!

And she had been so helpless, so...
submissive! That wasn't like her! Sex had always been a partnership
for Zoey, a team sport, so to speak. Brandt had just... just torn
her clothes off, thrown her down, and fucked her like she was his
bitch, like he could do with her whatever he chose to!

What a bastard!

And what, if anything, was she going to do
about it? Other than go back to work and pretend it never happened.
Except she couldn't pretend to herself. She remained gripped by an
almost giddy sense of awe at the incredible strength of the passion
and orgasms.

And... and she wanted more! She wanted more
of that wild animal heat, that outrageous rush, that dark thrill of
being some kind of … conquered bitch at his mercy!

Not something she could readily admit to
herself, let alone anyone else, of course. She was a modern woman,
free and independent, educated and self-confident. She wasn't going
to be any man's bitch, particularly an arrogant German surgeon!

He had slapped her ass! Hard! And told her
she needed to respect her betters! God!

And he called her a slut! More than once!
She'd been known to give men her knee when they did that!

Yet somehow, the memories of his words,
growled in that deep sexy, passionate voice, while her body was
filled with fiery hunger, didn't seem insulting so much as
something to be proud of. God, she'd certainly BEEN all slut there
in the closet!

It was all so confusing!
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Was she bragging or complaining? Zoey wasn't
entirely sure. She hadn't intended to tell Beth about what had
happened. But it was such an incredible event, so shocking, and it
still resonated within her mind even the next morning as she sat at
home at the kitchen table.

Beth was oddly receptive and non-judgmental,
so much so that she volunteered more than she had intended to. Beth
even delayed her leaving to reassure her.

“I don't think you acted terrible,” she said
thoughtfully. “I mean, it's instinctive within all of us to feel a
certain, uhm, sense of... need for a strong, powerful man to... to,
well... protect us.

“He wasn't protecting me,” Beth said
dryly.

“Well, no but he was very macho, right?”

“Oh yeah!” she said, rolling her eyes.

“No matter how intelligent and sophisticated
we get there's something about a handsome, powerful man who acts
with strength and determination which, well, calls to our
instincts. He's showing how uhm, virile and powerful he is.”

“I mean, we all want partners, and all, and
equality, but we want our man to be a powerful, dominating,
forceful personality. That's instinctive, I think, because such a
man would be higher in the tribe, you know, and better able to
provide for us.”

“Yes but.. that doesn't mean we let them use
us like... a sex toy.”

“Well, but how can we respect a man's
strength – and I'm talking, you know, instinctively – if he can't
overpower us. And I'm not merely speaking about the physical.”

Zoey sighed and combed her fingers through
her hair.

“I feel like I've been beat up – on the
inside.”

Beth pursed her lips. “Well, I think that
perhaps you are within your right to caution him to show more
restraint next time.”

“Next time!?”

Beth stared at her calmly. “Well, according
to you this was the most incredible sexual incident in your life.
Why wouldn't you want more of the same?”

“Well... yeah but – .”

“Surely you're not getting prudish suddenly?”
Beth asked with a smile.

“I thought you were the prude!”

“You are mistaken. I'm not a prude. I'm
just... restrained and careful.”

“And dignified, and very much aware of how
people treat you. I can't believe you would let a man throw you
down across a table, tear your clothes off and do you like
that!”

“I am not you. You are not me,” Beth said,
flushing a little. “Now, I have to go. We can talk more later.”

She went out to the car, and Beth sighed,
then got up and went upstairs. She was always tired at the end of a
shift, and today's physical and emotional turmoil had certainly not
helped. But she liked to shower after work, not take the smell of
the ER into bed with her.

She stripped and examined herself in the
mirror under the bright lights, flushing a little as she saw what
definitely looked like a hickey on the nape of her neck. She looked
down, running a finger along the line of her sex and remembering
how he'd licked her there. Licked her so incredibly well!

She bent over slowly, bent over the counter
until her breasts pressed against the granite, raising her bottom,
shifting her legs, staring at herself in the mirror as she relieved
the incredible events of earlier.

For this, a bottle wasn't good enough. She
straightened and opened the door, then strode up the hall to her
room. She went to the tall dresser, then squatted as she pulled
open the bottom drawer. Inside was a box, and in the box was the
dildo she rarely used.

It wasn't as thick, she didn't think, as he
was, but it wasn't small either. It was made of a soft latex, and
the surface was covered in raised veins. It was very, very pink,
and she used it rarely. Now she went back to the bathroom, closed
the door, and bent over.

She licked the head, feeling her arousal
flaring quickly to life as the memories of earlier swept through
her mind. Gulping, she thrust her arm underneath her body, then
slowly pushed the head against herself. She winced a little,
feeling that same fierce ache she had earlier, just as hard.

She was already wet! She'd gotten wet just
thinking about it, and now she slid the dildo deep into her body,
moaning helplessly as she stared at herself in the mirror. She
all-but buried it inside herself, then gripped the very base with
her fingers, pumping it in and out.

She raised up a little, getting her left hand
under her chest to squeeze her breast, then sliding it down her
body, fingers rubbing at her clitoris as she used her other hand to
pump the dildo in and out. The heat rose and deepened and spread
out, and her breath came in ragged gasps.

She stared at her distorted face in the
mirror, at the look of hunger and passion on it, as she moaned in
pleasure. Was this what I looked like earlier? she thought
dazedly.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she moaned, pumping harder.

She thrust it almost all the way in, then
drew her arm out from under herself, reaching up and back,
squeezing her bottom roughly, then drawing her hand back.

Crack!

She shuddered at the stinging slap!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gripped the dildo, pumping it harder, so
it hurt, crying out more and more passionately as her fingers
rubbed desperately at her clitoris!

*

Beth thought she would scream!

She had been all-but trembling with repressed
excitement as she had slowly drawn the details from the hesitant
lips of the beautiful blonde. It was truly a testament to her
self-control that she had shown none of it! But it had definitely
affected her judgment.

Why else would she try to overhear that
beautiful voice rising in passion again?! Yet was it so unlikely
that after the events she had described Zoey would masturbate? So
Beth had crept back and then crept up the stairs to listen.

She had almost been caught when the door
opened, but she had drawn back around the corner just in time, then
seen Zoey, naked, heading towards her bedroom. She gulped and eased
back again, waiting. Only when the door to the bathroom closed
again did she creep forward.

She could hear the radio playing inside the
bathroom, but not much else. If she was going to shower why wasn't
the shower on? She was waiting for that to move forward!

Then she began to hear the sounds rising over
the radio! She froze, then felt her nipples tingling and her lower
belly thrumming with a sudden dark hunger! She moved forward,
staring at the crack under the door. It was a Victorian house. The
door was not exactly tight fitting. The crack was more than wide
enough to slide all of her fingers under all the way to the base of
her palm if she tried.

And the stone doorway threshold showed
movement inside, just a slight reflection without details. But it
gave her a sudden shocking idea. She jerked up and ran to her
bedroom, then fumbled in a drawer for the broken compact mirror.
The actual glass had fallen out of the frame some time ago, and
she'd meant to get glue for it, but just then it was nothing but a
very slim round mirror about three inches wide.

She crept back to the bathroom door, dropping
to her knees, and then her belly, and her trembling fingers slid
the edge of the mirror in to the crack under the door, her eyes
peering wildly.

What she saw was Zoey's feet, then her
ankles, then her calves and thighs. She was obviously standing
facing the counter. But her feet seemed curiously wide. And as she
slid the mirror a little further in and tilted it the view rose to
show Zoey's naked sex and bottom, and the pink object she was
frantically thrusting into her body!

She saw her fingers rubbing at her clitoris,
and heard very clearly now her sobs of pleasure, her gasps of heat!
She could see how her bottom rolled and ground back against the
dildo. Her eyes went wide as the blonde pulled the entire thing out
so she could see how long it was, then all-but buried it in her
naked sex!

A moment later her arm came out from under
her body and...

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Beth found her own hand was plunging into her
own trousers, her fingers shoving into her panties. She felt her
swollen clitoris and rubbed just as frantically as Zoey was doing
now!

Her own hips began to grind wildly, her
bottom bucking up as her muscles spasmed again and again! She
clamped her mouth shut with all her strength as Zoey came, as she
began to cry out in more and more audible passion! Her hand shoved
the entire dildo into her body and then slapped against the base,
against her own sex as her fingers rubbed furiously and her hips
bucked up and down!

Beth came at almost the same time, a
hurricane of liquid heat sweeping through her mind as she stared at
the girl she had become obsessed with, as she watched her coming
and coming! Then, gasping for breath, she half crawled to the head
of the stairs, stumbled down them, and rushed out of the house!

*

Zoey lay face down across the counter,
gasping, moaning, her breasts aching, and the dildo stuffed fully
inside her body. With a long, low groan, she managed to push
herself erect, or mostly. She was still bent forward, grasping the
edge of the counter.

She calmed down, breathing more deeply, and
slowly shaking her head.

“Man!”

It was the memory of what he'd done to her,
those memories that had played through her mind as she'd used the
dildo. Not just the memories of the events, but of the wild
thrilled heat and pleasure.

She took a shuddering breath, then
straightened fully, wincing a little as she looked down her body.
She had buried the entire dildo inside herself! She'd never done
that before! It was nine inches long! God!

She reached down and slowly eased two fingers
in to grip the base, then slowly tugged it loose. She was startled
that a certain amount of her own inner juices came with it,
trickling down her thigh until she wiped it off.

God, she'd been so wet just thinking about
it!

Maybe Beth was right and she had a strong,
instinctive desire for powerful, assertive men. Well, actually, she
knew she liked strong men. That wasn't really up for debate. But
she'd always insisted on being treated as an equal, and clearly, if
a man was her equal, and she was a 'girl' then how big and strong
and powerful could he be?

She hadn't really put much thought into that,
really. She didn't need a man to protect her, after all, not in
today's society. That was the rational side of her mind, of course,
and Beth was talking about instincts.

Maybe if she and Brandt could come to some
sort of compromise where he showed her the respect she felt she
deserved... but perhaps not quite so much in terms of sex... he and
she could reach some kind of understanding. She could show him
things about the social code here in America and what he was doing
wrong that gave people the wrong impression about him.

She felt she had the upper hand, in a way,
since his behavior had, by any measure, been absolutely outrageous,
and not only would get him fired but arrested if she complained! Of
course, he might say she came like a whore, but she would simply
deny it, and who would believe him?

She would approach him tomorrow, and be firm
about his need to apologize, and behave properly in future, and
then maybe they could have coffee or something and see if there was
mutual interest in some sort of relationship.

She sighed and turned on the shower, then
stepped into it, letting the warm water flood over her, soaking
her. She grabbed the soap and let her slick fingers slide over her
soft skin, enjoying the tactile pleasure of skin on skin, and
determinedly not letting it dissolve into some sort of further
masturbation thing.

Afterward, she brushed out and dried her hair
– she'd have to play with it in the morning (evening) again anyway,
of course, then, not bothering to dress, grabbed her towels and
things and opened the bathroom door.

What was his name again, Derrick, she
thought. Yes, Derrick Brandt. That wasn't a bad name. And he really
was very handsome. There was raw material there to work with, as
Beth had said. She just had to get him to tone it down a little.
Then he'd be a pretty good prize.

She was soon asleep, and had an erotic dream
involving Brandt and her, and a German castle where he kept her
naked in a tower! Seven hours or so later she was wakened by her
clock radio, and yawned, stretching and rolling over in bed.

She noted she still felt a little sore...
down there. God, that bastard hard fucked her like a... a savage
barbarian or something! She hadn't actually seen his cock, but it
had certainly been a big one! She would have to get him to ease
back next time.

Assuming there was a next time. She was
getting way ahead of herself here, she thought. On the other hand,
the memory of that raw, animal encounter tightened her chest, even
now. Would something like that happen again tonight!?

The professional side of herself said that it
certainly would not! The more emotional side, which was often able
to out-argue her intelligent side was of a different mind, of
course. There was a deep, hot attraction in the thought of that
kind of wild, thrilling sex happening again, even at the
hospital!

Where could they find to talk that would be
nicely private, she thought to herself as she swung her legs out of
bed. Maybe physio. That was empty at night, of course. And they had
all those mats on the floor...

She chuckled ruefully at the thought. No, no,
she wanted to talk to him first! She didn't want a repeat of that
crazed sex... did she? No, no! If they kept doing that kind of
thing they'd eventually get caught! And then what!?

She pulled on fresh underwear, for the first
time actually choosing it carefully in terms of how it would look
on her. She was a light skinned blonde, so the lacy black bra and
matching thong would look nicely on her, she thought. The bra cups
were half cups, exposing a lot of skin, but that wouldn't be
noticeable under her scrubs.

Only if she took them off...

But she wasn't going to do that!
Probably...

She sighed and went downstairs. Beth was
making dinner, which was always a little weird given she'd just
gotten up. But she was certainly not going to complain because she
made her a nice breakfast at the same time!

“Pancakes are almost ready,” she said over
her shoulder.

“Thanks, Beth,” she said with a smile.

“Well, you need to eat. Breakfast is the most
important meal of the day, you know.”

“A bagel used to do me fine.”

“You're working in ER now. You're using your
body, being physical, moving around, uhm.”

Then she flushed a little. “I mean, working
as a nurse,” she said.

Zoey snorted. “Oh, you don't mean when I'm
bent over a table?”

She knew that would make the brown haired
woman blush, and felt a bit mean about it, but then Beth deserved
it for being so prudish. Though she had to admit she hadn't been
prudish about her story. She'd just been very... thoughtfully
logical.

Beth frowned at her. “Maybe this Doctor
Brandt was right about you being a bad girl in need of a spanking,”
she said.

Zoey stuck her tongue out at her, flushing a
bit herself, though not so much from embarrassment. There was
something weird about the way Beth frowned at her when she said
that, as if she'd actually like to spank her!

Which was very.... strange! She had never
even imagined anything sexual about Beth. The woman seemed, despite
being fairly cute and with a nice body, almost asexual. Nor did she
think Beth meant the statement in a sexual way.

But given her recent experience at the hands
(literally!) of Dr. Brandt there was no way Zoey could think of
being spanked in any other way. The thought of Beth doing it was
frankly weird! Although the woman did give off a sort of librarian
or schoolmarm kind of vibe (which wasn't odd given she WAS a
schoolmarm).

A part of her liked the sense of herself as a
young girl, carefree, with no responsibilities, which meant other
people had to take care of her. That had been her situation
recently enough to miss it. It was hard taking care of yourself and
being responsible for everything!

That didn't include spanking, of course, but
her recent experience gave the notion of being spanked a breathy
kind of sexuality. Sex with Beth?! Ridiculous! First of all neither
of them was gay. And while she had had a few...experiences in the
past, more fooling around than anything else, Beth was as straight
as a ruler.

Beth scooped the pancakes off the frying pan
and slid the plate onto the table in front of her. “Eat,” she said
sternly.

“Yes, mommy,” Zoey replied with a mischievous
grin.

She picked up the syrup and poured it slowly
over the pancakes.

“I'm nowhere near old enough to be your
parent,” Beth said with a frown.

Old on the inside, Zoey thought.

“And if you were you wouldn't spank me
anyway,” she said cheerily.

“And how do you know?”

“I think I know enough about your theories of
child raising by now to know you wouldn't ever spank your kids,”
she said, popping a piece of pancake into her mouth.

“True,” Beth said, putting the frying pan
into the sink to rinse it off. “But then you're not a child.”

And what did that mean, Zoey pondered.
If it were anyone but Beth she would suspect it was a kinky, and
intriguing sexualized threat. But Beth didn't make those kinds of
half joking suggestions.

“So what are you going to be about Mister
sexy macho man?” Beth asked.

“Uhm, not sure. I guess I'll play it by ear.
I'm not going to confront him around anyone, that's for sure.”

“He'll know that. He might try to avoid being
alone with you so you can't say anything.”

Zoey pondered that. It did make a kind of
sense.

“I suppose,” she said, popping another fork
of pancake into her mouth.

“You could try provoking him,” Beth said
thoughtfully.

“Ummm?”

Beth snorted. “Act bratty.”

“People would wonder why I was acting
unprofessionally,” she said, shaking her head.

“Do it discretely.”

“How do you act bratty discretely?”

Beth gave her a look.

“Well?”

“You're a smart girl. I'm sure you can figure
it out, even if it's just stepping on his toes – literally.”

“What will that get me?”

Beth smirked. “If you're lucky, another
spanking.”

Zoey flushed and opened her mouth to protest
indignantly, but wasn't sure whether she didn't agree.
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It was a quiet night, and there was no need
for anyone in ER to consult surgeons. That was frustrating, and
Zoey found herself wandering the first floor corridors during her
breaks, or when going on made-up errands, looking for Brandt. He
was probably upstairs, though, she thought. Still, she couldn't
think of anything else to do.

She didn't spot him, and headed back to the
ER, and then, as she was crossing the corridor which led to where
the food machines were, she saw him. His back was turned to her as
he fed coins into a coffee machine, and she felt a sudden wild rush
of excitement and energy.

Discreet? Why should she be discreet? No one
was around anyway.

She hurried forward, head swiveling rapidly
from side to side to ensure no one else was around. The soft soled
sneakers she wore made little sound on the stone floor as she
hurried up behind him, and then she drew her hand back and swung it
as hard as she could at his bottom!

He half twisted around and caught her wrist,
startling her, then swung her around hard so that she struck the
wall with her back, gasping. An instant later his other hand was
around her throat, squeezing firmly as he glowered at her.

Then he released her, his face taking on a
haughty expression.

“Come,” he ordered peremptorily, turning and
walking away.

Zoey glared at him indignantly. Who did he
think he was to order her around like a dog!?

Nevertheless, she followed him down a side
corridor and then into exam room.

She was no sooner through the door, just
about to turn to confront him, when his big hand caught the back of
her neck and thrust her forward. Her belly upper thighs hit the
padded examination table and she gasped as the rest of her
continued forward – and down, until, like the other day, she was
bent over in front of him!

“Hey!” she gasped.

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp slap through her
scrubs!

Then he was yanking them and her thong down
her legs.

“I know what sluts like you need,” he
growled.

Zoey did indeed need something, but still
felt a sense of outrage at being called a slut.

He shoved her forward so she half sprawled
across the table, then gripped her bottoms and yanked harder,
lifting her feet right off the floor by the force of the pull, her
scrub pants and thong pulled down and off, and yanking off her
sneakers at the same time!

“Wait!” she gasped. “D-Doctor B-Brandt!”

She pushed herself upright, her feet back on
the floor, but an instant later he was gripping her top and yanking
that up under her arms.

“You... you can't just... just … take off my
- !”

But he could, and did! He overpowered her not
merely with his strength but with his determination. While she was
still trying to figure out how to respond he was already doing what
he intended, and stripping her completely naked!

He shoved her across the exam table again,
grabbing her wrists and yanking them back behind her back. Then to
Zoey's astonishment she felt something wrapping around her wrists,
some kind of cloth, soft but firm, something tying her wrists
together!

Shock swept through her, but it glowed around
the edges with a wild, animal heat, a dark sense of thrilled
excitement, even as he gripped her thighs and rolled her over as if
she weighed nothing!

“Wh-What are you... what are you dooooing!?”
she gasped.

The table was quite narrow, and there was
certainly not enough room for her to be laying on it sideways, not
even as he lifted her legs up and forced them back and apart. Her
head and shoulders fell over the opposite side even with her
buttocks laying on the edge!

She heard the scrape of a chair, then his big
hands forced her slender thighs down harshly, making the tendons in
her inner thighs strain and ache. But a moment later his tongue
began to lick at her, and, overwhelmed as she was, Zoey jerked her
head up – it was very heavy – to see him sitting, bent over, his
mouth at her sex!

His eyes glowered at her darkly, like an
animal, like a predator, like a wolf!

Then her head fell back and she gasped,
staring at the wall, upside down, as she felt his lips around her
clitoris and he started to such rhythmically.

This cannot be happening, she thought
in shock. If I get caught...

She was laying on her arms, her bound arms!
And this man was – She squealed as his thumbs pushed against her
soft entrance, then peeled the lips of her sex apart. A moment
later his tongue plunged into her, shockingly deeply, twisting and
writhing around as his upper lip stroked and rubbed against her
already swollen clitoris!

It was all such a whirlwind of violent
physical actions and even more violent sensual and emotional
responses! She didn't know what to do, or even what she ought to do
to try to... other than not appear like a slut!

That was already an important aspect of
making love with a guy, at least for Zoey. Yes, she of course
wanted him to think she was sexually knowledgeable and responsive
to him. That was absolutely necessary. But equally important was to
not appear to be too, well, innocent, too responsive, as if she
were some virgin who had never experienced such things before.

Making love was a partnership, after all, a
mutual dance of desire and pleasure.

But not this time! She was completely
helpless! She couldn't even raise her head up for long because it
was very heavy. It was also throbbing as the blood flowed into it.
At the same time, she was gripped by a wild, swirling shock as his
tongue swept across her clitoris and his thumbs pushed into her,
two big, thick thumbs!

The rest of his fingers were pressing down
against her thighs, forcing them to stay in place, keeping her legs
spread wide.

And then there was a pause, and she felt
something else rubbing up and down against the overheated mouth of
her sex. It was thick and warm and hard, but soft as well. It
pushed against her opening, found the angle, and she began to feel
a deep aching pressure as it sought to enter her.

She moaned helplessly, groaning as the ache
grew worse, then feeling a rush of wild, sensory overload as it
entered her, stretching her so achingly and deliciously wide!

She forced her head up, to stare forward
along the line of her body, open mouthed, her eyes widening as she
saw the length and girth of him! It was stunning that she was
stretched open so wide and it wasn't hurting more!

Then the weight of her head forced it to fall
back across the other side of the table again and she shuddered as
she stared, upside down, at the wall, and his cock slid deeper and
deeper. She exulted in the feeling of being stretched wide on the
inside, her minds eye following it as it expanded deeper and deeper
into her belly.

He started to move in and out, harshly,
thrusting into her repeatedly so that she cried out again and
again. He leaned over her, and his hands came down around her neck,
not touching it but wrapping something around it. It was a belt...
his belt, she thought dazedly, not understanding.

Then it jerked tight and she gurgled as it
made her eyes bulge. He held her legs firmly, the belt in one hand
as he thrust into her harder and faster, and varied the pressure of
the belt around her throat by how loud she was!

Of course, the repeated tugging of the belt
also made her head pound with lack of oxygen, and repeatedly lack
of oxygen was making her light-headed. With her mind already
swimming in dark, sizzling sexual fever she almost felt as though
she were floating, all higher orders of consciousness shutting down
to leave only the raw animal passion and lust and heat filling
her.

And then the orgasm hit, and she cried out,
her hips bucking violently up against him, her back arching again
and again as she gurgled around the belt. She sobbed helplessly,
eyes closing, hips jerking spastically as his big cock continued to
drive into her with harsh, relentless strokes!

He was soooo big inside her! She utterly
ached with it! And it was glorious! His big cock was pounding into
her as his hips slapped against her buttocks, and raw heat flayed
Zoey's mind as the orgasm went on and on and on!

It faded, finally, and as the belt loosened
she gulped in air in short, ragged gasps, face flushed, perspiring,
her body going limp.

Brandt continued to thrust into her, however,
with enough force the table was jerking under her, her body rocked
by the hard blows of his hips, her insides burning and aching as
his big cock pistoned in and out of her.

And amid the exhausted senses of languor
gripping her was, to her dazed astonishment, a deep, delicious
sense of sexual excitement and pleasure. It made her feel somewhat
giddy even as his body continued slam into her.

Was he going to fuck her to death, she
thought dazedly, not caring.

She shuddered and writhed, the heat building
up again, his hands kneading her breasts now, rolling and stroking
her nipples.

Her mind returned to some kind of order,
enough to feel a sense of consternation that all she was doing was
laying there like... like a dead body! How was he going to respect
her sexual skills like this!? How was he going to respect
her like this!?

But then she realized she could do nothing.
She was tied up and helpless and this big, powerful man was using
her however he chose. There was nothing for her to do but lay there
and... submit.

Her mind began to float again, dazedly, the
heat suffusing her body as his hands glided over her flesh. She
thought of how wicked this was, how perverted, how darkly
thrilling, and the sexual heat grew still more intense as his big
cock continued to thrust into her with hard, powerful strokes!

And then another orgasm shattered her mind,
and she cried out – only to have her cry cut short as he yanked on
the belt, tightening it around her throat again!

Her hips bucked and jerked violently as the
orgasm swept through her, and she sobbed and gurgled as her head
thrashed and her back arched.

And still that big harsh cock drove into her
with relentless force and power, emphasizing just how utterly
helpless she was, how submissive she was, how dominant HE was!

A third orgasm swept over her and she
shuddered dazedly, her insides burning and flaring with a bubbling,
boiling mass of liquid heat. And then, finally, he stopped,
gasping, buried in her, and she whimpered, trembling and filled
with sexual electricity.

He was softening, though, for she wasn't
aching as much, and then he slid back out, leaving her as she was.
At first, she thought he might just walk away as he had that other
time, but instead he jerked on the belt hard enough to completely
close off her breathing, and to pull on her neck and head – lifting
it up and forward until he could seize her hair and yank her up
into a sitting position.

She coughed, white faced, but he loosened the
belt, letting her breath, letting her gulp in deep, ragged,
desperate breaths.

“Is that what you were looking for?” he
demanded.

Zoey was incapable of answering just yet. And
then he gripped her arm and hair and pulled her off the bench as he
sat down, yanking her across his lap!

He loosened the belt from around her neck,
pulling it off, but then doubled it in his hand.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she gasped as it struck her
bottom.

“The problem with American women,” he
said.

Crack!

“Is that they do not understand their
rightful place in life.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“They do not understand why they were
created.”

Crack!

“Or how to behave.”

Crack!

“Stop!” she cried breathlessly.

“Why? You are acting like a slut and you
deserve to be punished. Tell me I am wrong!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Zoey gasped and yelped and moaned, squirming
on his lap as the belt snapped down on her bare bottom! The sharp,
stinging blows were turning her skin a dark pink, and making her
flesh burn hotter with every blow.

And then he paused, and she felt his hand
plunge between her thighs. He cupped her sex firmly, then his
fingers pushed into her!

“I knew the moment I saw you that you were a
natural slut,” he said.

Crack!

Zoey trembled and gulped in air, her
shattered mind still sweltering with heat and now trying to
understand what to do about the rising pain in her bottom! And now
she felt his darkly delicious sense of penetration as his long,
thick fingers pushed into her and then – his thumb pressed against
her clitoris.

She felt him rubbing and rolling her clitoris
between them, even as he brought the belt snapping down across her
buttocks again and again!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She squealed and moaned and jerked and
twisted, but to no avail!

“Please! Oh! Ow! Oh! Ahh! Please!” she
cried.

“Please what, girl?” he demanded.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” she cried.

“A demand?” he said.

Crack!

“You do not make demands of me, girl.”

Crack!

“You ask politely.”

Crack!

“You address me as sir and you ask.”

Crack!

His long, thick fingers were pumping back and
forth inside her, twisting and turning in the tight, elastic sheath
of her sex as his thumb stroked and rubbed at her clitoris.

With her head and shoulders dangling off one
end of the chair the blood had once again rushed to her head,
making it throb, and increasing the wild sexual pressure inside
Zoey's skull. It almost felt like her lower body belonged to
someone else – except for the tumultuous rush of sensations pouring
through her!

Zoey could see nothing of what he was doing,
nor do anything to affect it aside from wriggling around and feebly
kicking her feet. But she could certainly feel it! The sharp blows
from the belt had turned her bottom into a throbbing red sea of
heat. While his twisting, plunging fingers were making her insides
burn even hotter, with a bubbling, churning liquid fire!

She squealed as she felt his fingers grasp
her thick hair and yank it upward, pulling her head up and back,
and even causing her upper body to arch back up.

“Ow! Don't! Please!” she cried.

“Please? At last you show some manners. But
you ignore my title. Are you speaking to the air? If you are
speaking to me girl, you may call me sir.”

Crack!

“Do you understand?”

“Please, sir!” she gasped.

“Much better,” he said, letting her hair
go.

That dropped her head and caused shoulders to
swing down upside down once again as his left hand pushed under her
roughly and casually grope and fondle her breast. His right hand
was still buried between her legs, his fingers inside her. Now a
third finger began to wedge its way into the taut grip of her
opening, and slowly wriggle up inside her as Zoey gasped and
shuddered in dazed heat.

“Are you sorry for acting like a brat?” he
demanded.

His left hand came off her breast and the
belt snapped down across her throbbing bottom again.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Are you?”

“Y-Yes!” she squealed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You are showing your lack of manners again,
girl, by failing to address me properly.”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Much better. Do not forget again.”

She felt the belt laying on her back as his
left hand once again glided down over the side of her ribs to
fondle her breast. Now the right had three big fingers pushed deep
inside her, making her ache in a delicious way as they turned and
pumped slowly. His thumb rubbed skilfully against her clitoris,
sending waves of sensation through Zoey's body so that her hips
were beginning to jerk and grind back against him!

“Now let me hear you apologize for attempting
to strike me,” he demanded.

The gall of the man! With her bottom on fire
and … and everything else he'd done, she thought dazedly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! I'm sorry!” she cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

Crack! Crack!

“I'm sorry, sir!” she squealed.

God, her bottom was on fire!

“Are you sorry for being an ill-mannered
brat?”

Crack!

“Yes! Yes, sir!” she blurted.

“Then say so.”

His left hand massaged her breast and she
desperately wanted it to stay there rather than picking up the belt
again!

“I-I'm sorry for being a-a … an ill mannered
brat, sir!” she gasped.

What a bastard he was!

“An apology is good, but you must now make
recompense,” he said.

And then she was falling, rolling off his
legs and onto the floor, gasping as her swollen breasts pressed
against the cool tiles and pillowed out beneath her. She sensed he
was standing up, but not what he was doing, not until she felt him
grasping her hair again and dragging her back up to her knees,
while ignoring her squeal of pain.

He looped the belt and slid it around her
neck again as he pulled it tight to hold her there on her knees
before him, staring into his naked crotch.

“What do you call me, girl?” he growled.

Her eyes glazed, Zoey stared up at him
dazedly.

He jerked on the belt to pull it tight around
her neck, then slapped her face, though lightly.

“What do you call me?” he growled.

Zoey gurgled, confused, her wrists bound
tightly behind her.

“You call me sir,” he growled. “It is a sign
of respect. Do you have no respect for your betters?”

He pulled her face in against his groin,
rubbing it up and down against his soft, warm flesh.

He loosened the tautness of the belt,
gripping her hair in his other hand.

“Now, let me hear you say it.”

“S-S-Sir!” she gasped, gulping in air,
panting for breath.

“Since you have admitted your ill manners,
you may now make recompense,” he said once again.

He ground her face into his groin again,
leaving no doubt in her mind what he wanted. Moaning, she tried to
slide her lips around the tip of his flaccid cock but he jerked
back and then slapped her face!

“No, girl! Has no one yet taught you how to
properly service a man?” he growled.

Was he crazy, Zoey thought wildly.

“I shall instruct you,” he said sternly.

He tilted her head back by the hair and
guided her mouth to his balls.

“You may start with your tongue. Lick gently
at my testicles, then kiss them, then slowly draw them into your
mouth.”

He was crazy!

But she was helpless, both physically and
emotionally, anxious, fearful, but also gripped by a strange wild,
dark heat and passion that was like a storm in her mind.

She did as he ordered, licking and sucking at
his balls, then sucking them into her mouth to massage them and
caress them with her tongue. He looked sternly down at her as she
did, and when she met his eyes Zoey felt a strange, blossoming
sense of wonder. It was a dark and seething fascination, one filled
with forbidden and outrageous heat, but also a strange kind of
surrender.

All she had to do was... whatever he wanted.
As long as she did whatever he wanted, then everything would be
good. That was solid ground to steady herself with, and strangely
reassuring, given her state of dazed anxiety and uncertainty.

When he held his now semi-flaccid cock up
along his abdomen and guided her mouth to it she licked up in long,
full licks, spreading her soft lips wide around it as she mouthed
the thickening organ. And when he hardened and dropped the head to
point menacingly at her face she opened her mouth and slid her lips
over the head, then down the shaft.

Zoey had always sort of enjoyed giving oral
sex because it made her feel so powerful over men. They would sit
or lay there and she would suck and bob on their cocks, and it
would make them moan and groan and go limp, helpless before
her.

This was.. not like that. This was her
completely under his control, doing as he ordered, sucking and
licking when and where and how he ordered and as strongly as he
ordered it. And his orders were backed up by sharp jerks on the
belt looped around her neck, or on her hair clutched in his other
hand, ensuring she obeyed his directions instantly.

Then, startling her, he suddenly pushed his
hips forward even as he pulled on the belt and on her hair. Her
eyes went wide and she gurgled and briefly gagged as she felt the
fat head of his thick cock pushed into the entrance of her throat!
Then it slid remorselessly down her throat as he ignored her body's
sudden frantic writhing and twisting.

“The only proper way to service a man, girl,
is to take every inch of his cock,” he growled, forcing her head
forward.

Zoey stared in disbelief at the disappearing
length of his shaft, right up until her lips pushed down to the
base and were pressed tautly together around it.

He had a very tight hold on hair and belt,
and what was more she was almost backed against the side of the
examination table. Now he pushed forward, holding her face against
him, until she literally was caught between the cool metal side of
the table, and his body.

Her head was pounding, and that quickly
overwhelmed her throat's instinct to gag. Her chest was burning
from lack of oxygen, and she could feel every throbbing inch of him
running down her throat into her chest!

When he slid slowly back she again felt the
need to gag, and did so, but not nearly as severely as she would
have expected. Her mind was too desperately intent on staring at
the glistening length of him emerging so she could breath
again!

She coughed as the head popped out of her
throat, and then sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air even before
he was out of her mouth.

“Such a pathetic attempt at pleasing a man,”
he sniffed. “One would think you were much younger and more
innocent than you clearly are. I can only conclude that your
minimal efforts at pleasing men hitherto arose from an innate
laziness and lack of effort.”

Zoey was too busy drawing in deep breaths of
air to argue. And then he tilted her head back and pushed himself
back into her mouth again! Her eyes widened and stared at him
pleadingly, but he pushed forward and his cock drove down her
throat a second time.

This time was less traumatic, less shocking.
Instead, she fought to cope with the unfamiliar feel of something
going down her throat, fought not to gag. Then it was buried in her
again, her mouth pressed firmly against his groin, her eyes glassy
but filled with a sense of wonder.

He had shoved that whole cock down her
throat!

She had the whole thing inside her!

He slid slowly back and she stared as if
mesmerized, watching it emerge, amazed again at its thickness and
length, and that it had gone all the way down her throat.

“Now you are learning how to properly please
a man,” he said.

Zoey stared at the thick cock pointing at her
face as she gulped in air again. I deep throated him! That whole
thing! I can't believe it!

Then he pushed it into her mouth again. This
time she knew only a sense of anxiety, not dread or fear, and that
eased as he pushed it firmly down her throat. It ached, but it
didn't really hurt, and she was actually doing it, deep throating!
She felt a sense of amazement and a forlorn kind of victory.

It was not, as he said, that she'd never
tried it before. She had! But it had always been defeated by her
gag reflex. Not this time.

“I shall reward you for your effort,” he
said.

She squealed again as he yanked her to her
feet by hair and belt. He swung her around and bent her roughly
over the table, slapped her bottom, and pressed his cock in between
her trembling thighs.

“Spread your legs!” he barked.

Gasping, she obeyed, and then moaned as she
felt his slick, thick cock pushing insistently against the mouth of
her sex. She felt the ache, the pressure, then the stretching as it
slowly forced its way into her body.

And then... a sense of dazed wonder as it
slid deep, deep inside her!

God, she thought. I can't believe this is
happening! He's so thick! So long!

He filled her to overflowing, stretching her
out, yet at the same time was able to move freely in and out,
pumping into her.

That sense of surrender gripped Zoey again,
and she moaned, her eyes closing as he moved in and out of her, as
he pushed to the back wall of her sex, so his hips could slap
against her upraised buttocks. He tightened his grip on the belt,
and she gurgled, her hands jerking against the tie he'd used to
bind them behind her.

The thing felt like... like a leash, like he
was treating her like a dog, like... like a bitch in heat or
something, like an animal! He was using her with ruthless abandon,
so that she gasped and grunted and moaned at his fast, powerful
strokes. Yet her insides burned and thrummed with a growing sexual
pressure that was sending scalding waves of heat through her
mind.

She sobbed dazedly as the pleasure mounted,
as the ferocious heat beat at her mind, and then another orgasm
shattered her as she cried out – in gurgles, as he tightened the
belt, glorying in the hard, steady pounding of his hips against her
buttocks and the deep, wonderful thrust of his cock.
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Zoey spent much of the rest of her shift in a
daze. It was a good thing they weren't busy and there weren't any
seriously injured patients. Her mind was preoccupied, trying to
cope with the wild swings of emotion.

She felt as if she had been brutalized,
savaged, assaulted. And yet, the wild, all-encompassing passion and
heat which had gripped her through much of the experience still
resonated in her mind. And then there were those massive orgasms,
shattering and shocking.

It was if she both feared Brandt showing up
to do it to her again, and longed for it at the same time. She was
jumpy and nervous, anxious and confused. That vile man had treated
her like a slut! No, worse than that! She wasn't even sure there
was a word for how coldly and ruthlessly he had used her!

And yet why had she responded with such
uncontrolled passion!? There was no point in trying to tell herself
she was physically overpowered. That had not caused her multiple
orgasms! That had not been what had filled her mind and body with a
suffocating heat throughout the 'incident'.

Every time she remembered his cock
disappearing down her throat she felt amazed. Yet she could hardly
forget it! Her throat still ached! Nor was that the only part of
her anatomy. She ached inside from his hard rutting, too. Her
buttocks were at least cooling off, but inside, she felt
battered.

God! He had fucked her so hard!

What a pig of a man! He had acted as if it
were she in the wrong, and he was simply correcting and punishing
her! As if he had the right to do any such thing! As if she'd even
done anything wrong! What monumental arrogance!

By the end of her shift she was fuming!

She pondered various unlikely ways of getting
her revenge on him, but none seemed plausible, and most seemed
likely to get her in more trouble than him. She was, after all,
still on probation at the hospital.

She got home and then felt a sense of
resentment, as she realized that Beth would almost certainly ask
about him. She had no desire to tell anyone, including Beth, what
she'd just gone through! It was... humiliating!

Beth had prepared a dinner for her, though,
which was awfully nice of her given it was her own morning and she
had to be going to work. Zoey grudgingly thanked her and sat down
to eat as the woman blathered on about some tests she'd graded last
night and how amusing some of the answers were.

“Did you have a nice night at work?” she
asked then.

Zoey raised her eyebrows and scowled as she
ate.

“What? Did you get in trouble or
something?”

“No!”

“Well don't bite my head off, Zoey,” Beth
said.

“Sorry,” Beth said grudgingly.

“Did you run into that nice Doctor Brandt
again?”

“Nice!?” Zoey exclaimed. “He's a
bastard!”

Of course, Beth wouldn't believe her, so it
was necessary to tell her... as vaguely as possible, how rotten and
nasty Brandt had been to her. But the stupid woman didn't seem to
get it, which forced her to be more explicit, even though that was
embarrassing!

And then, to her shock, Beth simply nodded
thoughtfully and started making excuses for him!

“Could he have been just, you know, putting
on an act?”

Zoey stared at her in outraged disbelief.

“Are you crazy?!”

“I hope not. I was just remembering how you
said he was so nice with that old man, so he clearly does have a
nice side.”

“Well he sure doesn't show it around me!”

“And I remember reading somewhere that
sometimes these kinds of um, things... involve a kind of play
acting.”

“Things!?”

“Well, you know, the uhm, tie you up games
that some couples play.”

Zoey stared at her.

“So then while one ties the other up they
then pretend to be like, oh I don't know, a cruel pirate or
something to make things more exciting for the other partner.”

“He wasn't acting!”

“But you've sort of hinted, dear, that it
wasn't all, well, bad. I mean, forgive me, Zoey, but did his uhm,
acting excite you at all?”

Zoey glared at her but the woman simply
looked back expectantly, waiting for an answer.

Zoey looked down at her food instead, then
started eating again.

“I'll take that as a yes,” Beth said with a
smile. “So you see, it worked. He excited you.”

“He did not! And even if he did it wasn't
because he was acting like an asshole!”

“I wish you wouldn't use such language,
Zoey,” Beth said sternly. “I bet your Doctor Brandt would spank you
again if he heard you talking like that.”

Zoey glared at her again.

“He's obviously playing one of those, you
know, uhm, dominance games. I read about them in the paper. You
know, like that book and movie.”

“Yeah, well, he never asked me to sign any
contract!”

“Maybe that comes next,” Beth said with a
grin.

“He never asked me for anything!”

“Well asking isn't really a part of that sort
of game is it? I mean, the dominant one acts all huffy and arrogant
and forceful and then the submissive one does as she's told.”

“I'm not submissive!”

Of course, she actually was awfully
submissive, she thought angrily. She remembered how wonderfully
relaxing it felt to surrender to what was happening and just float
along, experiencing all those wild, glittering sensations of
pleasure and thrilled passion.

“He apparently thought otherwise for some
reason,” Beth said.

“He shoved his cock right down my throat!”
Zoey blurted.

Zoey raised an eyebrow and frowned at
her.

“Well, that's called uhm, deep throating,
isn't it?” she asked.

“Maybe you should go to see Doctor Brandt
since you seem to know so much about all this nasty domination
stuff!” Zoey complained.

“Deep throating is not all that shocking a
thing, Zoey,” Beth said. “I've done it myself, after all.”

Zoey stared at her in astonishment. It was
sometimes hard to even imagine the prim and proper woman engaging
in sex of any kind. But deep throating a guy!?

“It's not that complicated, really. It's just
mind over matter, when you think about it,” Beth said, buttering a
piece of bread. “I mean, you swallow food all the time without
gagging. So why is it that if a finger gets anywhere near your
throat you gag? It's because your mind knows that finger isn't
food. All you really have to do is convince your mind it's okay for
the man's uhm, penis, to be there, and well, swallow it.”

Zoey continued to stare at her, imagining
Beth swallowing a man's cock to the hilt, the way she had done
earlier. It was very odd!

Beth blushed under that stare. “What? It's
not like I'm a virgin. I told you I wasn't,” she said. “Nobody has
ever spanked me before, of course, but then I'm generally a good
girl,” she said with a faint smile. “Not a brat.”

Zoey looked at her indignantly.

“Oh lighten up, Zoey, dear. Don't be such a
prude,” she said ironically.

“Me!? I'm not a prude! You're the prude!”

“Well, which of us is acting like one?”

“You didn't get spanked and... and fucked
like an animal!”

“No, but I didn't deserve to be.”

Zoey's jaw dropped in outrage.

“Oh please, Zoey. You know very well that
while you didn't tell this man you wanted it you certainly didn't
tell him no. Men like that judge a girl on her reactions and from
reading between the lines of what you've said your reactions
certainly caused him to realize how much you were enjoying it.”

That was far too true for Zoey, and she stood
up and stomped upstairs, furious with the woman, cursing under her
breath and in her mind.

She had a shower, wanting to feel clean after
the … sordid things she'd done. But her anger began to dissipate,
fading into guilt. Beth was right, after all. It wasn't like Brandt
could have been confused by her enormous orgasms. He knew very well
how much she was getting off on what he was doing.

God, she was such a slut!

Her soapy hand slid down her body and between
her legs, and she felt the ache still present there, remembering
how stretched she'd been around his thick cock. She remembered how
delicious that had felt, how thrilling and deeply sensual.

Yes, he was a bastard, whether that had been
an act or not. But it had been incredibly hot at the same time.
She'd never had such monster orgasms, never felt such
all-encompassing passion and heat and lust gripping her body and
mind.

Her fingers pressed in against her clitoris
as they rode back and forth across it, the slippery soap making the
tactile sense of contact so much more delicious. She bent over a
little, letting the sides of her arms squeeze her soapy breasts in
together, moaning low in her throat as she bent over further,
pressing her soapy bottom back against the wall.

She slapped and ground her bottom against the
wall as her fingers moved faster against her clitoris, the pressure
reminding her of the feel of his hips slapping her bottom and
grinding against her.

Her other hand mashed and mauled her soapy
breasts as she bent over, making them throb and pulse, her nipples
hard and tingling.

The orgasm arrived quickly, and she cried out
in dark, wanton pleasure as she slapped her buttocks back against
the wall harder and harder, her fingers plunging into her sex as
she sobbed in pleasure.

She rinsed herself off, chest heaving, then
slid back the door to the shower and stepped out. She swept a towel
around her head, then picked up a bigger one to sweep around her
body, drying herself off.

She wondered if Beth was right about Brandt
acting, pretending, playing a role. It was possible, she supposed.
She was no expert on this bondage stuff herself, but she supposed
it made a kind of sense that whoever was tying the other person up
would act like an evil villain or something just to make it more
outrageous.

Certainly his behavior HAD made it more
outrageous.

How weird that Beth could deep throat! Zoey
had always thought that was the sort of skill which came with
plenty of practice, practice she hadn't imagined the proper woman
ever having had. The very idea Beth might be more sexually skilled
than she was herself was absurd!

She turned her back to the mirror and bent
over to present her bottom, as she'd imagined she'd looked when
Brandt had taken her while bent over the exam table. That almost
immediately made her feel a thrum of sexual heat at the remembered
passion and pleasure.

She slapped her bottom tentatively. It stung
a bit, but stung her hand almost as much.

Bad girl, she thought. You probably deserved
a spanking for being such a slut!

She slapped her bottom again, but again, her
hand hurt as much, if not more than her bottom, and she didn't like
that.

She straightened and, gripped by a sense of
confused curiosity, went down the hall to her room and got a belt
from the closet, then bent over her bed. But there was no mirror
here. She straightened and returned to the bathroom, then
hesitated.

She moved down the hall to Beth's room.

She had a big double bed, a four poster with
canopy. Both canopy and bedspreads were thick with lace and
embroidery, as were the night tables on either side. But the double
doors of the closet next to the bed were mirrored.

Experimentally, she bent across Beth's bed,
pushing her bottom up and out, half twisting her upper body around
so she could stare at her bottom. Then she swung the belt across to
smack it across her upraised buttocks.

She gasped, but the sting wasn't so very bad,
and then she had another idea. She hurried back to her room, got
her dildo, and put some oil on it. Then she squatted down and took
it deep into her body before going back to Beth's room and resuming
her position.

She was breathing more raggedly now, sexual
electricity running through her body. She loved the feel of being
full, of being stretched, and as she bent over she could turn her
head and see the base of the dildo protruding from her sex, could
see how her opening was stretched out, and imagine it had looked
exactly that way as Brandt had used her!

Had fucked her! Had fucked her like a
whore!

She swung the strap around and back to impact
across her bottom with a sharp sting, gasping at the pain, and the
wild heat which swirled through her. Her head was turned to look
over her neck at the mirror, enthralled. She had no interest in
looking at the open door to Beth's bedroom, or looking up the hall
beyond that to the top of the stairs, where a small square device
was being held poking out from the wall.

She had no idea, then, as her breathing
became more ragged and the sexual heat rose, that Beth was watching
her from the top of the stairs, holding up her Iphone, zooming in
on her as the brunette fought to keep from trembling from the
intensity of the sexual pressure and need gripping her body.

Zoey reached beneath her legs, gripping the
base of the dildo, and began to pump it in and out, moaning as she
swung the strap again, harder this time, feeling the sharp sting as
pure sensation that resonated through her body.

Another sharp snap of the belt, and another,
made her gasp and moan as she pumped the dildo in and out, and her
hand was positioned in such a way she was able to grind her sex –
her clitoris – across it as she moved!

She began to cry out as the pleasure rose
higher, her mind relieving the wild, shocking, outrageous things
which had happened that morning, and then the orgasm hit her and
her cry grew more intense as she ground herself furiously against
her hand while plunging the dildo as hard and deep as she
could!

She moaned and slumped, panting for breath,
as the orgasm faded. The only thing which would have made it
better, she thought, was a larger, thicker dildo. She was going to
have to buy one!

*

Beth hurried down the stairs and out to her
car, then took off, chest so tight she could hardly breath. She had
to find a quite place to park, so she could replay the video, and
then had to plunge her hand down the front of her trousers and
frantically stroke her clitoris as she did so.

She came with a wild, undulating cry of
pleasure, her hips bucking violently against her fingers as she
stared at he crystal clear video of the gorgeous blonde abusing
herself. And as she went limp she thought that she simply had to
figure a way to watch the real thing, to get Brandt over to her
house to abuse Zoey in person.

But how would she arrange it, and how would
she be able to watch without revealing herself?! She put
considerable thought into that, especially as the next several days
passed with Zoey still resolving to never have anything to do with
Brandt again due to his disrespectful behavior.

Stupid girl, Beth thought contemptuously. Why
on earth would she care about that given how incredibly hot their
sexual experiences had been?

Figuring out how to view any resulting sexual
liaison between them wasn't difficult. There were masses of
commercially available spying devices for use by anyone from
suspicious employers to parents wanting to keep an eye on
babysitters and nannies.

She installed one which was disguised as a
CO2 detector. The home didn't have gas but it did have a fireplace.
She had such a detector on the main floor, but not on the second
floor.

She installed one in her own room and one in
Zoey's room. That way she could tell her she'd put them inside the
bedrooms because both slept with their doors closed and they might
not otherwise hear them while asleep.

The best part about them was that CO2
detectors were supposed to be installed at about five feet in
height, so it would give her a much better view than if she used a
phony smoke detector, which had to be installed up high near the
ceiling.

While she was on the web site that sold them,
she also purchased a small camera she could place in the fan in the
ceiling of the bathroom, and a phony smoke detector for the living
room – just in case.

Zoey would simply think she was being a
careful, conservative person, which, after all. Beth was, in fact.
And, in fact, that was what happened. She did notice the CO2
detector, but wasn't all that curious about it.

“Oh, they were on sale, two for thirty
dollars,” Beth said blithely. “I want to use the fireplace more and
I thought it would be a good idea. There's supposed to be one on
every floor, but since I already had one down here I thought I'd
put them in the bedrooms in case we're sleeping soundly.

And that was that.

The next problem was that Zoey kept clinging
to her obstinate refusal to approach Dr. Brandt again. Beth knew
that the last encounter, while outraging her, had also made her
extremely aroused, for now that she had the cameras in place –
connected by wifi to her computer, she could see that she still
enjoyed experimenting with the strap on her bottom.

Then she had an idea. She selected a frame
from the video of Zoey bent over, showing her lovely bottom, and
the strap hitting it – with that dildo peeking out between her
thighs, and then sent it as a picture, to Brandt by email.

It wasn't hard to know what his email address
was since she had Zoey's at the hospital. They would be identical
in style, in all likelihood. She simply had to substitute his name
for hers. Then she included her address.

She pondered what else to include, then typed
in a time, which would be about thirty minutes after she usually
left for work. Zoey should be done with her shower by then.
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Zoey arrived home, a little more tired than
usual. It had been a busy night. She sat down and chatted with
Beth, who had made her dinner, grateful to her, but a bit annoyed,
since she kept bringing up Dr. Brandt, and hinting that she really
ought to get together with him again.

Zoey had no intention of doing so! She was
adamant about it! How dare he treat her like... like a slut! Worse
than a slut!

The problem was that the memories of their
two sexual encounters still made her breathless, still made her
nipples tighten within the cups of her bra, still made her lower
belly thrum with excitement and heat.

There was something deeply attractive on some
strange dark level, about surrendering herself to the man and
letting him use her as roughly as he chose. It was an appalling
thing to her feminist ideals of equality, of course. But it spoke
to some instinct of hers that thrilled to be manhandled by a tough,
powerful, macho man.

She was disturbed by the force of that
instinct, but kept trying to figure out how to further explore it.
The heat and passion had simply been too intense not to! But who
could she do it with? God knew there were any number of men who
longed to get their hands on her body. But she didn't want them to
know that she had these... feelings!

What if they told others she knew!? God, how
humiliating that would be to have them all laughing and joking
about what a kinky slut she was, wanting to be tied up and
spanked!

The whole situation was extremely...
frustrating! And on several different levels! She was angry at him,
angry at herself, and annoyed at Beth! But she managed to be coolly
polite in dismissing the idea, and Beth went off to work.

That tightened something down low in her
stomach, because on her way home she'd picked up the package she'd
ordered on the internet. She'd rented a small postal box for it,
and now that Beth was gone she could finally take the box in and
inspect it!

She went out to the car, got the box, came
back in and cut it open, then held up the new dildo. God, it was
big! It was a foot long! Was it as thick as Brandt, she wondered?
If not it was close! God, she had gotten that thing inside
her!?

And it had felt so... incredible!

She went upstairs with it, eager to try it
out, and quickly stripped. She got some lubricating oil and rubbed
it along the head and upper half of the dildo, then moved into
Beth's room. There she knelt before the mirrored doors, placing the
base on the floor beneath her, and slowly sank down.

She groaned as she stared excitedly at it, as
she felt the pressure against her sex. She ground herself slowly
against it, rubbing her clitoris as she stared at herself, feeling
her arousal deepen even as her pussy ached more and more.

Slowly, the thing forced its way into her,
and as her body's weight pushed down, she felt herself filling with
a wild, desperate thrill, staring at it, transfixed, almost gaping
at the sight of her straining opening as she eased down inch by
slow inch, and felt it pushing deliciously achingly high into her
belly!

She had three quarters of it inside herself,
and that seemed to be as much as she could get into her trembling
body! But then she had another idea, an awful idea, a simply
horrible, awful, darkly thrilling idea!

She stood up, holding onto the dildo, and
made her way down the hall to her bedroom. There she picked up her
other dildo, then returned. This time she turned her back to the
mirrored door as she knelt, and pressed the head of the smaller
dildo against her bottom!

Zoey rarely consented to anal sex. She
thought it was degrading and dirty. But just then she was really in
the mood for degrading! She shuddered as she sank down onto it and
felt it pushing up into her ass. Now she felt even more full, and
her body pulsed with sexual pressure!

She got a little further down on the big
dildo, but not nearly far down enough to put more pressure on the
other one. She began to pump that one instead, craning her head
over her shoulder to stare at herself in the mirror. She bent over
a little, moaning, panting, as she pumped the dildo, thrusting it
deeper and deeper into her bottom!

Since it was only six inches she managed to
get the whole thing inside her bottom, much to her delight. Then
she turned around to face the mirror again, feeling the pressure of
the other one in her bottom as she rubbed her clitoris and tried to
force herself down further on the big one.

The doorbell rang and she gasped, feeling a
sudden shock of alarm, as if discovery were imminent! But no, if it
was Beth she'd have just come in. Whoever it was would just go
away.

But it rang again, much to her announce, and
then again. That caused her to worry it was something important.
Now she heard a knocking on the door, and tsked in frustration. She
stood up, then slowly eased the big dildo out of her body and
placed it on the floor, standing on end.

She hurried down the hall to her own room and
snatched a robe, then trotted downstairs, pulling it firmly around
herself. It was a full robe, thick and warm, and completely covered
her.

Again there was an insistent knock, and she
glowered at the door, then pulled the curtain aside.

A shock hit her as she saw Dr. Brandt there,
looking back at her!

She stared at him, open mouthed, feeling her
face heat and the flush run down into her chest. Her mind was
suddenly filled with indecision. What was she supposed to do!?
Well, there was only one thing she could do, of course,
since he was looking right at her. She opened the door.

“D-D-Doctor Brandt!” she exclaimed.

He looked at her with those dark, smoldering
eyes and she felt a waves of fear and hunger sweep through her.

He stepped forward into the room and she
backed up, eyes still wide. He smiled thinly, then closed the door,
and his eyes dropped down the length of her body.

“I had not expected you would wear something
so... modest,” he said.

And then his arm shot out and his big hand
closed around her neck. It was big enough to almost completely
envelop it!

Zoey gasped, her hands jerking up to grasp
his powerful wrist, but he merely glowered at her.

“Drop your hands to your sides, girl!” he
snapped.

Trembling, Zoey obeyed. His hand wasn't
preventing her from breathing, though it was firmly and tightly
closed around her neck.

“Now open your robe and remove it.”

Another shock hit Zoey. Wild anxiety and
terrible heat swept through the helpless blonde.

“Now, girl!” he barked, closing his fingers
more tightly as she gurgled.

She reached down and undid the belt of the
robe, then drew it open, flushing darkly as his eyes devoured her!
He gripped the robe and tore it from her trembling hands, shoving
it back over her shoulders so it fell to the floor.

“Yes, very nice,” he said. “I approve.”

“Please!” she gasped.

He jerked her forward and she gurgled, her
hands grasping his wrist.

“Drop your arms to your sides, girl!” he
ordered, his face inches from hers.

She obeyed, moaning.

“Please what? Have you forgotten your manners
again, brat?”

“P-Please, sir!” she gasped.

He snorted in amusement, then stepped
forward, pushing her back, his hand still around her neck, forcing
the blonde to stumble backwards into the kitchen. Then he released
her, but pushed her so she stumbled back against the back of one of
the chairs pushed into the table.

He quickly seized her arm and spun her
around, then shifted his grip to the back of her neck, roughly
shoving her down across the back of the chair, her breasts
pillowing out against the table.

“Ahh, he said. “This is the view I have been
missing.”

Zoey gasped as she felt his hand on her
buttocks, kneading her soft flesh. It slid downward and his fingers
ran along the line of her sex.

“You're wet already?” he said, making her
blush hotly.

Then he paused as he pulled aside the lips of
her sex.

“This feels like... something else,” he said.
“What have you been putting into yourself, girl?”

Zoey cringed, mortified! Then, even worse,
her position caused her puckered back opening to part, and allowed
him to see the base of the dildo buried inside her!

“Ah ha!” he said, his fingers spreading her
buttocks.

“Have you been doing nasty things to
yourself, little girl?” he asked.

He stepped back a pace.

“Do not move!” he growled.

He moved over to the door and picked up her
robe, returning, only to yank the long cloth belt out and toss the
robe aside.

He gripped her hair and Zoey cried out as he
yanked her upright and backward, then pulled the chair out from the
table. He roughly bent her over once more, and this time ordered
her to grip the front of the chair with her hands.

Zoey knew she should protest, but couldn't
think what to say! Her mind was a wild, frothing, churning cauldron
of wildly mixed emotions! She was mortified, but at the same time
starting to feel the full force of the scalding heat within her
mind sweeping through her body.

He tied the robe belt firmly around her right
wrist, then ran it under the corner of the chair, around the front
right leg, then across to the other leg and up, grasping her left
hand and jerking it to that side so he could tie it in place, as
well.

He was tying her up again! Zoey felt a sense
of panic! But the wild sexual energy was crackling through her
body, and wasn't she already helpless!? He was so big and strong
and arrogant and determined, he could do anything he wanted! And
he'd discovered her shameful secret, with the dildo in her bottom
so he knew what a slut she was!

He walked past her and began to pull open
kitchen drawers, searching for something. He found a roll of twine
and then scissors and returned, smirking at her.

What was she supposed to say!? What could she
say!?

He squatted next to her, some twine in his
hand, and Zoey stared, eyes wide, flustered and overheated and
confused about what he intended doing with – .

“Oh!” she squealed as he placed the loop he'd
tied in the end around her very, very hard, stiff nipple, and then
tugged it tightly closed.

“Oh! Please! Don't! Take it off! It hurts!”
she squealed, pulling at the robe belt binding her wrists, her feet
dancing wildly.

He ignored her, pulling the twine down to the
side of the chair, then feeding it under and up the other side.

“Oh, please!”

He pulled sharply on the twine and she
squealed even more loudly. Then he tied the other end around her
other nipple! That made her squeal twice as loud!

“Such a bad girl you are,” he said. “Bad
girls require punishment.”

“I'm not! I-I don't!” she cried.

His hand slapped sharply against her bottom
and she squealed in pain.

“Sir,” he barked.

“Please, sir!” she cried.

She felt him tying her ankles to the back
legs of the chair. Then his zipper came down and he moved around in
front of her. She stared at it, then cried out again as he jerked
her head up by the hair so she was staring straight into the long,
thick length of him!

He pushed it into her mouth with hardly a
pause.

“Service me, girl,” he growled.

What incredible arrogance! What gall! He was
such a bastard, she thought wildly.

But she sucked frantically on his cock as he
pulled her head back by the hair, moaning at the stinging in her
scalp, and the way her nipples were burning!

Her nipples had ached fiercely at first, then
settled into a dull ache, but now, as he forced her head up and
back, it was pulling on her nipples! And with that distracting her
she was taken by surprise as he shoved his cock deep into her
throat!

Her body shook and jerked helplessly, but she
was too tightly bound to do anything to resist as he buried the
long length of himself in her mouth and throat.

“I can see you require further instruction,”
he said as she kept trying to jerk her head away from his grip on
her hair.

He began to move his cock in and out, slowly,
using long strokes as the hapless blonde jerked and trembled, her
head pounding and her chest burning. He pulled out, letting her
gulp in ragged breaths of air, then shoved himself deep a second
time, then a third.

“Learn to cope, girl,” he said. “This is your
destiny. Pleasing men.”

She gurgled as he buried the last inch,
grinding himself against her lips and chin.

He pulled out and she collapsed, gasping
raggedly as he laughed and moved around behind her. He slapped her
bottom, but she hardly cared about that.

“I brought something I thought you might
like, he said.

Zoey didn't care what it was at that moment.
She only cared that she could breath. It pressed against her sex,
almost as thick as the dildo she'd left upstairs, then slid into
her, inch by slow inch. It was slightly curved, and the lubrication
she'd used earlier let it push deep.

Then... it was like there was a hook on the
end, a soft hook which curved up across the top of her sex – or in
this case, the bottom, given her position, and prevented it from
going deeper.

Then the 'hook' began to buzz, as it pressed
firmly against her clitoris.

She groaned dazedly, feeling that strange
sense of surrender again, of giving in, of... submission.

She felt his fingers at her buttocks, then
gripping the base of the dildo there and drawing it out of her. In
its place, he pressed something thicker and softer, but hard in its
own way.

She shuddered as his big cock slowly forced
its way into her bottom. She never would have imagined he could get
it into her bottom, but now, her sphincter was relaxed by the
dildo, and was lubricated, and she felt that sense of... surrender
again.

She cried out as he gripped her hair, yanking
her head up and back, then thrust himself deeper while her body was
distracted.

“You have a beautiful ass, Nurse,” he
said.

He drew his hips back, letting her head move
forward, then thrust again as he yanked it back.

Again Zoey cried out as her scalp stung, as
her nipples burned, as his thick cock pushed deeper, achingly
deeper into her belly!

“Every time I have seen this bottom moving
past me I have imagined how it would appear with my cock buried
between your delicious buttocks,” he growled.

He pumped slowly in and out, jerking on her
hair in time to his strokes, pulling her head up and back
repeatedly as her eyes became glassy and the heat swept her with a
suffocating strength.

Her nipples were on fire, but the heat within
was even more furious, and her mind was being drowned in raw carnal
sensation.

“I am sure every other man at the hospital,
both patients and doctors, have felt the same,” he said, slapping
her bottom.

Zoey felt cramping deep inside, and the
breath sobbed out of her as he pumped harder, forcing himself
deeper still. Then his hips pressed against her buttocks and she
shuddered, knowing every inch was buried inside her!

She felt so utterly, utterly stuffed! Not
only with his big cock in her ass, but with the buzzing dildo or
vibrator or whatever it was he'd buried in her pussy! The sensation
was so harshly, violently erotic and sensual to her she felt the
sexual pressure become even more intense, to the point she thought
the top of her head would explode!

And then the first orgasm hit her and she
cried out, her voice rising louder and growing more passionate as
he thrust harder, his hips slapping against her buttocks, his fist
yanking on her hair, her nipples burning, the vibrator buzzing!

The world was washed away in a cacophony of
intense sexual pleasure, a screaming, crackling wall of rapturous
sensation that shattered her mind! The orgasm went on and on as he
rammed his big cock into her with savage force, his hips smacking
brutally against her buttocks as he yanked on her hair.

It was the longest orgasm she'd ever
experienced! It went on and on, with Zoey unable to breath, and not
caring! She thought she might die, and didn't care about that
either! It was sheer ecstasy, and nothing else mattered compared to
its intense purity!

Finally it faded, leaving her dazed and limp,
as his hips continued to strike her buttocks with jarring force,
his thick cock spearing her, driving painfully deep inside. And
then, finally, he relented, groaning in pleasure as he spent
himself.

He sighed happily, then drew back.

“I must wash up,” he said.

He turned and left her there, bent over the
chair, still bound, groaning, eyes slitted, her mind blasted and
numb.

Five minutes later he returned.

“I found this where you'd been playing with
it,” he said in amusement.

She turned her head and flushed, then turned
it away as she saw the big dildo in his hand.

He laughed, and then pushed it against her
bottom.

What could she do, protest? Zoey had no idea
what to say about anything so said nothing as he slowly worked the
well-lubed dildo deep into her bottom.

He bent and untied her ankles, then cut the
twine that was tied to her nipples, untied her left wrist. He
pulled her upright by the hair, and then gathered her wrists
together in front of her, tying them firmly.

“Wh-Why are you tying me up?” she gulped in a
weak, anxious voice.

“You think I am finished with you, girl?” he
asked in amusement. “I have merely had the first course.”

He pulled her into the living room, then,
with a contented grunt, led her over to an open area at the side,
and reached up to pull a heavy potted plant off the hook hanging
from the ceiling. He then tied the end of the rope belt to the
hook.

He smiled as he stepped back to admire his
handiwork, then he untied the cut twine digging into her nipples
and pulled it free.

“I found this upstairs, as well,” he
said.

Before she could grasp the words he was
pressing something soft against her eyes, a soft, silken material
which she felt him drawing behind her head and then tying tight. It
was, she realized, one of her scarves!

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

Crack!His open hand slapped against
her bottom with a sharp, stinging blow that made her yelp.

“You do not give orders, girl,” he said. “You
take them.”

She squealed as she felt him gripping the big
dildo he'd shoved into her bottom and slid it deeper, then did the
same with the new one he'd brought, with the little vibrator thing.
Only this time, as the vibrator thing came to life, he began to
gently grind it against her.

She gasped as she felt her hair tugged back,
then again as she felt his mouth over the center of her right
breast! His teeth dug into her as he sucked hungrily, his tongue
licking rapidly across her clitoris.

He jerked her head forward again and this
time his mouth crushed her own, his tongue thrusting into her, to
twine and twist and caress her own tongue as his lips moved
sensuously against hers!

All the while he was twisting and grinding
and occasionally pumping the vibrator thing inside her, letting the
little buzzing branch slide up and down across her swollen
clitoris.

The buzzing and rubbing was sending waves of
sensation through Zoey's body, and the longer it went on the more
sensitive her clitoris seemed to get. Her entire lower body was
soon pulsing with heat as sexual energy rippled up and down her
spine.

This was so wild and kinky!

She gasped as he shifted his mouth onto her
left breast, sucking and chewing and licking the nipple, then to
her right, then brought his mouth back to hers, swallowing her
moans and gasps. Both nipples were throbbing and tingling and super
sensitive because of the twine he'd tied around them earlier! Now
they positively burned!

The hand holding her hair released it, and
slid down her spine to grasp the dildo in her bottom. Then it began
to twist and turn it before beginning to pump it in and out.

Another wild, tumbling surge of energy and
heat swept through Zoey and she shuddered as her hips began to
grind in helpless, spastic response. The sexual energy was building
up in her skull to an intense throbbing pressure as she gasped and
moaned and writhed in the grip of the sexual storm he was
rousing.

And then he stepped back, and she was
standing there alone, trembling, blind, her head turning slowly
from side to side as she tried to figure out where he was and what
he was doing.

She felt the belt around her wrists pulling
upward, raising her onto the balls of her feet before halting.

“You have been a bad girl,” she heard him say
from behind her, his voice stern.

Crack!

“Ow!” she cried, her bottom stinging and
driving her hips forward.

“A very naughty girl.”

Crack!

She squealed at a second blow from the belt
or strap, the impact sending a sharp-edged jolt of pain through her
lower belly, and leaving a throbbing heat behind on the surface of
her rounded buttocks.

“Bad girls must be punished,” he said.

Crack!

“Awh! Please!” she cried, her hips jerking
forward as she almost ran out from under the hook binding her
wrists.

Crack!

“Please what, girl? You are being
disrespectful again.”

“P-Please, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

Zoey squealed again, her feet dancing forward
until she swung back beneath her bound wrists. Her bottom was
starting to heat up from the repeated blows, but her insides were
already a wild, raging storm of dark, thrilled excitement, pleasure
and heat.

Crack!

“Bad girl. You must learn to respect your
betters,” he said.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she cried, her bottom burning
hotly.

“Will you obey your superiors, girl?”

Crack!

“Yes!” she cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Disrespectful again.”

Crack!

“Yes, sir!”

“You will, will you? We shall see how
obedient a girl you can be.”

Again she felt pressure on the fabric belt
encircling her wrists, only this time it eased, letting her down so
that her heels were once more solidly on the floor.

“Now, to show what a good girl you are, I
wish you to bend forward and push your bottom out towards me.”

The heat within Zoey was accompanied by a
wild sense of anxiety. And it flared now for she realized that the
position he wanted was probably to enable further blows to her
throbbing bottom. But at the same time, if she refused he would
simply continue anyway!

Trembling, she pushed her bottom out at him,
raising herself onto the balls of her feet again to bend slightly
forward.

Crack!

Zoey cried out at the sharp blow. It sent her
hips lurching forward again at the fresh stinging pain, and the
fresh heat.

“Resume your previous position.

“It hurts!” she cried.

“Are you a child? Children are strapped and
survive. You will push your lovely bottom back at me and keep it in
position to show your self-discipline! Only then will your
punishment end and …. other things begin.”

Moaning, gasping, her mind swirling and
churning, Zoey reluctantly pushed her bottom out at him.

“More!”

She rose on the balls of her feet, allowing
her to push her bottom out more.

Crack!

Again she squealed, her hips jerking
forward.

“You are not being obedient,” he said.
“Further punishment is in order. Put your round little bottom out
and keep it in position.”

Whimpering, Zoey obeyed, and clenched her
teeth. Another sharp blow cut into her soft flesh, but she held her
position. Another blow, and another, and another snapped down
across her buttocks as she gasped and moaned and trembled.

“Much better,” he said. “Maintain your
position.

She felt his hand gliding over her round
bottom, then felt him gripping the thick dildo vibrator he'd driven
up into her sex and drawing it slowly back out of her. Zoey moaned
at the released pressure, groaning as it came free.

Then something else pushed up into her that
was almost as thick, and she knew it had to be him. She felt his
cock slide deep into her body, and the sensation was disturbingly
erotic. She shuddered as his slick cock drove high inside her, some
part of her mind reveling in the feeling of being deeply penetrated
not by a toy, but by the real thing.

It felt so much warmer and more natural and
more... exciting!

It started to move in and out, faster and
faster, until he had the entire length of himself buried inside
her. But that pressed his pubic bone into the base of the other
dildo, the fat one he'd shoved up her ass, and drove it achingly
deep, forcing the head into what must surely be the very back of
her passage to give her a sharp cramp.

Every time he buried his cock inside her hips
body forced the head of the other dildo to jam high into her ass,
and the twin sensations were overpowering her nervous system with a
wild flood of carnal pleasure!

Her mind was swimming in heat, a sexual fever
taking hold that drew in every sensation as fuel for the raging
conflagration of wonder and dark pleasure.

She felt her hair jerked up and back, then
his other arm going around her hip, his fingers down between her
legs, his slipper fingers rubbing against her clitoris again.

It was all so mad, so insane, so kinky and
perverted and wild and darkly sensual! The sexual heat and pressure
grew as she gasped and moaned and jerked under his steady hard
thrusts, and then another massive orgasm tore through her as she
cried out in unrestrained pleasure.

His hand, the one in her hair, released it
and clamped around her throat instead. Her eyes bulged and her head
throbbed and the high-pressure explosion of pleasure grew even more
intense as she gurgled and shuddered and bucked her hips back
against him.
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Zoey did not understand what was going on!
How had she gotten involved with this kinky pervert anyway? And how
did she get away from him!?

And why, WHY was what he did to her, as cruel
and rough and disrespectful as it was, so darkly thrilling to the
point she couldn't resist!? She'd had an active sex life for some
years by then, and was no stranger to arousal or sexual
pleasure.

But she'd never experienced them to the
degree Brandt had brought her! What was wrong with her anyway?!

She was shocked by her responses, and
mortified! What kind of a slut was she!? She'd always thought she
was a strong willed woman, but she'd not only not protested as he'd
treated her as a whore she'd gloried in it!

She'd never been so... so used by a man in
her life! He'd treated her like an animal! Like he owned her! And
yet, she'd responded as if that didn't matter! Worse! She'd
responded as if that excited her! And it didn't!

Did it?!

It was as if she had no willpower around him!
He'd had the incredible gall to come to her house uninvited and
then simply DEMAND she open her robe! And she'd done it!

She did her best to avoid him at the
hospital, to not even see him, much less speak to him. She never
left the Urgent Care area and stayed close to either other nurses
or patients. And if anyone knocked on the door in the morning, she
resolved, she was not going to answer it!

But her mind kept replaying the dark,
fantastical sex she'd taken part in, all the memories filled with
the echo of the intense sexual arousal which had gripped her. She
masturbated much more frequently now; when she got home from work,
when she went to bed, when she got up, and once, even at work, in a
bathroom stall!

And then after going to bed one morning she
wakened to a nightmare – to a nightmare which had been one of the
dark fantasies which had driven her through several masturbation
sessions! She found herself naked, tied spreadeagled to her own
bed, with Brandt sitting on the edge of the bed smirking at
her.

“H-How did you get in here!?” she
squeaked.

He smiled, his fingers gliding over her taut
naked flesh.

“A pretty question since you told me where to
find the key,” he said with a smirk.

She stared at him in astonished confusion,
but then he was pushing something into her mouth, something large
and around, and the pressure forced her jaws apart as he squeezed
it through her teeth.

It was some kind of ball! It expanded once
past her teeth, swelling out to fill her mouth, to wedge her jaws
apart, to both press down against her tongue and up against the
roof of her mouth!

“So you wish me to torture you, hmm?” he
asked.

She stared at him in disbelief and shook her
head frantically, but he only smiled, getting up, and
undressing.

She stared at him anxiously, then with
grudging interest. She hadn't actually seen him undressed so far,
she thought wonderingly. Now he stripped to the waist and she found
herself impressed. He was a lithe, athletic, powerfully built
man!

He undid the belt of his trousers and she
flinched, but he didn't remove it, only letting his trousers drop
around his ankles. He stepped out in boxer shorts, then casually
slid them down and off.

She gulped, staring at him, taking him in.
Despite her anxiety and alarm she found herself drinking in the
image of his tanned, muscled, naked body! His cock was semi-hard,
curving out and down from a thin, tightly trimmed patch of pubic
hair.

His belly was flat, firm, his chest
well-muscled, his shoulders broad. She trembled as he smiled at her
with those dark eyes, then climbed into bed! She started to shake
her head again but he was ignoring her head, on all fours, kissing
and licking his way up her leg until he could bury his face between
her thighs!

She squealed and then moaned as his tongue
and lips went to work on her. If this was the torture he was
talking about, she thought wildly. It wasn't... so bad!

She felt the heat seeping into her body,
spreading up and out until her mind began to pulse with excitement.
It was like... getting drunk, she thought dazedly. She was becoming
intoxicated by the pleasure and her body was soon swimming in
hunger and need!

She'd had oral sex performed on her before,
but never with such zealous attention to detail. There was no
impatience, no teasing. It was a determined blitzkrieg designed to
overawe her senses! And it was working!

Her hips began to roll up against him in
helpless pleasure as her body pulsed with heat.

And then he searched in her bedside tables
and drew out the thick dildo. She flushed as he smiled at her, then
groaned as he slowly worked it into her body. It ached, but the
heat grew more intense, and as he resumed licking and sucking on
her clitoris as series of orgasms swept through her.

Zoey cried out into the gag thing he'd shoved
in her mouth, twisting and writhing, arching her back in wild,
wanton pleasure as he continued his oral assault on her sensitive
sex. He left her gasping, breathless and dazed.

Then he took a thin bottle of some kind of
oil and poured it delicately over her chest. His hands followed,
slowly, skilfully, sweeping over her rounded breasts, massaging the
oil into her flesh, his fingers working their way slowly down her
body, digging into her thighs and sliding along her legs, then back
up to caress her clitoris.

She shuddered at the delicious tactile
pleasure of his slick, warm fingers stroking across her swollen
clitoris.

He turned his attention to her head, then
reached behind her, untying the strap which was attached to the
ball thing he'd put in her mouth, then pulling that slowly
loose.

“Girl,” he said sternly.

She stared up at him through glassy eyes,
panting.

“You may call me master,” he said.

Her eyes blinked, and then she felt both
disbelief, and a raw, delicious heat.

“Say it,” he said.

He hardly waited a moment for her response,
instead reaching for something and then showing her a candle, which
he lit with a small lighter. She stared at him in confusion, her
emotions reeling, then watched as he turned the candle upside down
a little.

The lit wick began to burn the wax, and small
droplets pattered down onto her breast and nipple.

“Ow! Oww! Oh! Don't! Don't!” she squealed,
twisting and writhing.

“What you call me, girl?”

“Please!” she squealed as more hot wax
dripped down onto her other breast.

“No. What do you call me?”

“Sir! Please, sir!”

“That is not how I told you to address me,”
he said.

A row of hot wax dripped down as he lowered
the candle, forming a row that ran down her stomach and
abdomen.

Zoey squealed more, twisting and writhing,
straining against the straps which bound her to her bed.

“What is the word?” he asked calmly.

“Master!” she cried.

He straightened the little candle, holding it
upright. His other hand moved up to pinch her left nipple, rubbing
and rolling and plucking it.

“Say it again.”

Zoey swallowed anxiously. “M-Master!” she
gulped.

“You want me to use your body for my
pleasure, don't you, slave girl.”

Another jolt hit Zoey, twin bolts of anxiety
and seething pleasure sending her mind spinning.

He tilted the candle as he drew his fingers
back, and hot wax dripped down around her nipple.

Zoey cried out, arching and straining again,
to no avail.

“Don't you, slave girl,” he aid.

“Yes!” she cried.

He dripped more wax onto her other nipple and
again she cried out.

“Try again.”

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

He gripped the dildo, pumping it in and out
slowly.

“Do you like having big cocks inside you,
slave girl?”

Zoey whimpered, and he dripped more wax onto
her breasts!

“Yes! Yes, sir!”

“Wrong answer.”

He dropped more wax along her belly.

“Yes, Master!” she exclaimed.

“Say it.”

She gaped at him, gulping in air, chest
heaving, and he began to tilt the candle again.

“I-I do!” she blurted.

“Try again.”

“I... like... to have big cocks inside me...
Master!”

As humiliating as it was to say it, it was,
after all, only true.

“Do you like being tied up and used like a
whore?”

She cringed mentally, and he tilted the
candle again.

Her nipples were burning as he dripped more
wax onto them, forming hardening little cones around the center of
each breast!

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

“Beg me to use you, slave.”

“P-Please... use me, Master!” she moaned.

“You are not begging hard enough, slave
girl.”

He dropped more wax onto her body and she
writhed and yelped and begged again – and again.

He leaned forward and gripped her hair,
jerking it down and back sharply, forcing her head back so that her
back arched.

“I want you to say please fuck my whore body,
master,” he growled.

“P-Please fuck my whore body, Master!” she
moaned.

He snorted and put the candle down, then he
took a drink from a glass he'd placed on the night table. How long,
she wondered, had he been here before she woke up!?

He bent over her breast and then flicked the
hot wax away. A moment later, his mouth closed over her nipple and
she gasped! He had an ice cube in his mouth, and his tongue was
suddenly icy cold!

“Oow! Oohh! Please! Please, master!” she
cried, her back arching again.

He released her hair, his hand pumping the
dildo again as his cold, wet mouth enveloped the center of her
breast. Her nipple, which had been burning hot and throbbing, was
soon icy cold and tingling! Then he shifted to the other nipple
until they both felt frozen stiff.

He smiled and then picked up a second cup,
drinking from it. When he bent over next his mouth was warm again,
even hot, and it felt... incredible! Her tingling, cold nipple and
the center of her breast felt the hot liquid heat and was flooded
with relief and then pleasure.

He sucked and licked and chewed on her other
nipple, then moved down her body, licking her clitoris as he pumped
the dildo in and out.

Her hips began to grind against him again and
he pulled the dildo loose, then climbed atop her.

“Beg, slave!” he growled, staring down at
her.

Zoey stared back up, panting. “Please fuck
me, Master!” she whimpered.

His cock pushed into her, thick and hard and
slick and warm, and she whimpered again, then shuddered as the heat
roared and his cock pushed deep.

His lips were on hers again, as his heavy
body settled over her, and his hips began to move in and out as he
used her, as he fucked her.

Zoey's anxiety faded away, leaving that
strange sense of relief, which blended into submission. She groaned
and relaxed as soothing pleasure gripped her body. He kissed her,
and she kissed back, moaning into his mouth, more and more of her
awareness focusing on the hard, thick cock he was driving into her
body.

The pressure grew again, and rose to a
shocking intensity that drowned her mind in heat. Another orgasm,
and then another, and a third swept through her as he used her,
roughly, powerfully, his hands hard, his mouth demanding, his cock
driving into her with harsh, relentless strokes that hurt! But the
pleasure had captured her mind and the fever rode her to screaming
ecstasy.

*

After he had untied her, after he had left,
with a smirk, Zoey lay much as she'd been tied, drained, battered
and bruised, inside and out, emotionally as well as physically.

She didn't feel terribly traumatized this
time, though, which she thought was odd. Of course, the number of
orgasms had been... incredible. But there was something else, a
kind of sense of acceptance, however reluctant.

The pleasure was worth the pain. The fiery
heat was worth the humiliation.

It simply was.

And oddly enough his forcing her to call him
master, and him calling her slave, clarified things for her. He was
into that bondage stuff for sure, into that master and slave stuff.
It was a kinky game but essentially harmless. It was certainly
better than wondering if he was actually insane.

Slave girl. The idea was kind of hot,
really. And God, the pleasure which the man had forced upon her! It
was incredible!

She sat up with a groan, then went to the
bathroom and had a shower.

And as she showered she thought back about
some things. Like how the hell he had gotten into the house when
she'd made absolutely sure every door was locked.

He'd smiled and told her the key was exactly
where she'd told him it was. What the hell did that mean? She
certainly had told him nothing about the key! And what was that
business about her wanting him to torture her?! He'd almost acted
like they'd been in communication. Maybe he was insane!

After she dressed, she went downstairs,
warily, in case somehow he was still around. She went to the door
by the garage and found it locked, and that made her frown again.
How had he locked it? It could only be locked from the outside with
a key. How had he gotten a key!?

The key was where she'd told him it was.

What?!

She opened the door and stepped onto the
porch, looking around, then lifted the welcome mat.

And there was a key to the door.

She stared at it in disbelief. Why would Beth
keep a key to the door in such a blatantly obvious place? Granted,
she was something of an innocent, but she wasn't stupid!

It was where you told me it was....

She took the key and went back inside, her
mind churning as she tried to understand what was going on. Could
Beth possibly have... ?!

She kept trying to encourage Zoey to do more
with this guy. Could she have contacted him somehow and told him,
pretending to be Zoey, to come and get her?!

She went upstairs and right to Beth's
computer. She knew very well what the password was because Beth had
told her months earlier when she'd asked her to get a recipe. She
typed it in and then brought up her email program.

And there it was, emails. The first was
signed Zoey, the second “slave girl Zoey”. And they both had
pictures attached. Zoey looked at them in astonishment, recognizing
them at once. How could Beth have possibly gotten such
pictures!?

She found more on the computer, then, There
were videos of women in bondage, women being roughly used while
tied up. And some of them were Zoey!

It wasn't hard to find, from the direction
the videos had been taken, where they'd come from, and she pulled
apart the supposed CO2 detectors with grim determination, finding
the camera lenses inside.

Her initial thoughts were, at first, violent,
of course.

Then she came upon a folder with pictures of
Beth in it. They were obviously posed, and probably taken by
herself, for she was alone in each of them. She had, Zoey admitted
grudgingly, an incredible body with amazing breasts.

All the pictures showed her tied up in some
way, and writhing as if in pleasure. A couple of them even showed
her being penetrated by dildos, big ones.

So, it was pretty clear what Beth's fantasies
were, and also clear that she was living them out vicariously
through Zoey. What wasn't clear was what Zoey was going to do about
it. She could punch her out and leave, but that didn't seem very
satisfying.

The truth was she was mostly hurt and angry
at first because she thought Beth had done it be cruel to her. But
she slowly came to understand that instead she was doing it because
she actually believed this kind of thing was incredibly hot, and
wanted Zoey to experience it.

And for HER to experience it second-hand, of
course, the kinky bitch! The idea that Beth had been watching
videos of her taken in secret, and being used by Brandt was
outrageous and infuriating!

She thought back to how long the supposed CO2
detector had been on the wall and blanched as she realized that
would have seen her fucking herself with the new dildo. Beth had
watched her masturbating! Worse, she'd watched her slapping her
bottom with a strap while doing it!

No wonder she figured that getting Brandt
over here was the right thing to do!

It was such an unforgivable violation of her
privacy, though! But then she frowned. The videos she was looking
at were the ones Beth had saved. But clearly the cameras were
transmitting to the computer all the time, probably whenever they
sensed movement. So where were those being stored?

She found them fairly easily, and snorted as
she saw the ones Beth hadn't bothered to save. That included ones
of HER masturbating too! Zoey felt it was only just that she look
at them. Beth deserved to have her privacy violated for violating
Zoey's!

Her eyes widened a bit, though, for it was
clear Beth had taken some efforts in her masturbation. She saw her
in front of the same mirror she herself had used, only Beth was
wearing some kind of metal collar, and had metal shackles on her
wrists, which were connected by a chain! She had similar metal
shackles around her ankles, and those too were connected by a chain
that ran down the center of her body from the front of the
collar.

“Little pervert!” she muttered.

She had to admit, thought, the effect was...
interesting. Beth had a very, very good body. It wasn't as lithe or
athletic as Zoey, but boy, she certainly had big breasts, and they
were amazingly firm for their size.

What was more, the woman got very...
passionate as she rode up and down on a startlingly large, thick
black dildo which was suction plugged to the floor. Despite her
anger, Zoey found the video to be helplessly erotic and even
arousing.

Beth clearly got turned on by this stuff.

Maybe, she thought, it was time for her to
experience it first-hand, instead of just watching Zoey do it and
then pretending to be her.
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It wasn't just vengeance. It was... justice,
Zoey thought, grimly. But she didn't try to kid herself. There was
an intriguing aspect to her plan, one which would allow her to
explore certain aspects of her own sexuality which she had toyed
with but never really developed.

And that tightened her chest and gave her a
breathy sense of excitement as she awaited the woman's return from
school.

She heard the door open and close upstairs,
and felt that tightness in her chest get even sharper as her heart
began to beat faster.

“Beth!” she called. “Would you come down
here, please?”

She heard the woman's footsteps on the floor
above, coming across the house.

“Zoey?” she heard, faintly.

She waited until the woman got to the top of
the stairs.

“Zoey? Are you down there?”

“Yes. Come down.”

“What on earth are you doing down here?” Beth
asked, coming down the steep wooden stairs.

The house was old and lovely. At least, it
was upstairs. The basement, however, was the original. It was dark
and musty, with walls of rounded, mortared stone dating back a
hundred and fifty years.

It was lit by occasional bare bulbs dangling
on a single electrical wire that ran along the long length of the
basement ceiling. It was a bit scary doing laundry down here, but
at least the washer and dryer were right by the stairs.

“Where are you?”

“Back here.”

The rear of the basement was even darker.
Even the floor there was made of rough stone. To help light it
better, Zoey had brought down two large candelabras that Beth kept
on the dining room table, and set them on bar stools she'd found in
storage.

“What on earth are you doing down here?” Beth
asked, mouth and eyes both wide.

Zoey motioned to a chair before her.

“Sit.”

“Excuse me?” Beth asked, frowning in
confusion and some indignation.

“Now.”

She took her arm and pulled her forward.

“Hey!”

She pushed her against the chair and then
pressed a button on the laptop she'd placed on a low table.

Beth blanched and her face turned beet red
almost instantly as she saw the scene of Zoey in the living room
with Brandt.

“There's no point in denying anything. The
only point in question is your punishment,” Zoey said coldly.

She was dressed in her tight leather pants,
with leather high-heeled boots. She also wore a leather jacket –
for effect, over her blouse.

“Now I could call the police,” she said.

Beth's face went pale.

“But I prefer to handle this myself. The harm
was done to me and I will reply in kind.”

“I-I didn't mean to harm you!” Beth almost
whispered. “I wasn't... I'm so sorry!”

“You did contact Brandt, though, and in my
name invite him over to abuse me,” Zoey said coldly.

Beth dropped her eyes, looking miserable.

“And even provided him a key!”

Beth nodded miserably, staring down at the
floor.

“Yes, you should look down. What you did was
a low, terrible thing, and you deserve to be severely punished for
it. And I think, justice calls for a similar type of punishment. So
stand up and strip.”

Beth raised her eyes and stared at her in
disbelief.

“Now!”

“But – .”

“Now!”

Zoey produced a belt and snapped it down hard
against a second chair.

Beth stared at it in astonishment, then at
Zoey, then she finally noticed the metal shackles, her own
shackles, dangling from their chain from a hook Zoey had driven
into the ceiling.

She seemed to be dazed now.

“Stand up!”

She stood up slowly, and Zoey snapped the
belt against the chair again, startling her.

“Strip! Naked!”

Her fingers trembling, the woman slowly began
to remove her clothes, her face alternating between deep red and
pale white. She blushed furiously when she finally removed her bra,
and Zoey looked her up and down.

“Stand under the shackles and raise your
arms, slut.”

Beth flinched, and her face turned white
again, but as if in a daydream, she shuffled forward, and then
slowly raised her arms up above her.

Zoey moved briskly forward. She was taller
than Beth at the best of times, but now in four inch heels, she was
much taller. She gripped her right wrist and forced it higher, so
the woman had to rise into the balls of her feet, then snapped it
into the shackle and closed the shackle tightly.

She did the same for her other wrist, and
then jerked down Beth's panties.

The woman gasped and went red again, and Zoey
snorted, leaving the panties around her ankles as she moved slowly
around her.

Beth dropped her eyes, blushing hotly as Zoey
examined her.

“Nice slut body there,” she growled. “I'm
sure many men would be happy to make use of it. Have you considered
becoming a stripper, or perhaps a prostitute?”

She gripped her hair and jerked it back so
that Beth cried out again, then used it to turn her body around to
face her.

“Apologize!” she barked.

But Beth was too mortified to even think
straight. She stared up at the ceiling as an alternative to looking
at Zoey.

Zoey released her hair, and then swept the
strap in and sideways.

“Ohh!” Beth cried as the belt struck her
bottom hard.

Her hips jerked forward, just as had happened
to her, Zoey thought with grim satisfaction, and then she
discovered she could not get away from the strap!

“Are you going to apologize now?” she
demanded.

“I-I'm sorry!” Beth said in a very, very
small voice, her eyes downcast again.

Crack!

Zoey found she quite enjoyed the feel
transmitted up the length of the belt as it cracked against the
lovely brunette's bottom, just as she enjoyed the sight of her
lurching forward, and the sound of her yelp of pain.

“Who are you addressing, slut?” she
demanded.

Crack!

She swept the belt across her bottom again,
and then again, and then again, and Beth yelped and cried out each
time, her bottom starting to turn pink as her eyes became hot and
wild.

“Well?”

“I-I'm sorry... Zoey,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You may call me Mistress, slut.”

Beth gasped audibly, and Zoey jerked back on
her hair again, then let her hand run slowly over the other woman's
full, taut breasts.

“Say the word, slut. Say it,” she ordered
softly.

She caught at a fat, erect nipple then
pinched it.

“Ow! Ohw! Please!”

“Say it.”

“M-Mistress!” she cried.

“What else do you have to say?” Zoey
demanded, twisting her nipple cruelly.

“Please! I'm sorry, Mistress!” Beth
cried.

Zoey released her nipple and moved in front
of her, and Beth moaned and dropped her eyes.

Zoey snorted, then gripped both the woman's
nipples and squeezed, tugging up.

“You look at someone when you speak,
slut!”

“Ow, please!!”

“Please what?”

“Please, Mistress!” she cried.

Zoey sniffed and released her nipples.

“You have been a very, very bad girl, haven't
you, Beth?” she growled.

“I-I... yes, Zoey,” Beth moaned.

Zoey glared and then slapped one of Beth's
breasts, causing the other woman to cry out in pain.

“Mistress Zoey!” she said.

“I'm sorry, Mistress Zoey!” Beth cried.

“Let me hear you say it, slut. Let me hear
you confess you have been a very, very bad girl,” Zoey said, now
casually kneading Beth's breasts.

“I-I... I've been a very, very bad girl,
Mistress Zoey!” Beth gulped.

“And what do we do with very, very bad girls,
slut?” Zoey demanded.

Beth bit her lower lip anxiously.

“We punish them, do we not?”

She pinched her nipple again.

“Ow! Ow! Yes, Mistress Zoey!”

Zoey let her own curiosity take control and
kneaded Beth's breasts again, feeling a sense of deep arousal at
the tactile pleasure of the soft, warm flesh against her fingers.
She ran one hand down Beth's tautly stretched out body, and then
fingered the line of her sex, causing Beth to blush even more
deeply.

Her finger sank between the tight lips of
Beth's sex.

“Spread your legs!” she barked.

“But I – !”

Beth jerked her eyes up and glared at her and
Beth anxiously shifted her legs apart, at least as much as she
could given the shackles around her wrists. Even that required she
rise onto her toes.

“Very tight,” Zoey said as he finger wriggled
inside. “You clearly haven't been taking big hard cocks like that
of Doctor Brandt into your tight little pussy.”

She pulled her finger free and then wiped it
against Beth's lips.

“You're still very wet, though. Why are you
so wet, Beth?”

Beth's face burned again and she tried to drop her eyes.

“Is it because you're a slut?” Zoey
demanded.

She moved away, picked up the belt and swung
it so that it cracked across Beth's bottom.

“Ohh!” she cried, eyes going wide, hips
lurching, feet scrambling for purchase.

“Isn't that right?” Zoey demanded.

Crack!

“Ohhw!”

“Say it. Confess,” Zoey ordered.

Beth looked shocked, then seemed to
tremble.

Crack!

“Ohw!”

“Say it, slut!”

Crack!

“I'm a slut!!” Beth cried, her bottom turning
red.

“Apologize, slut!”

Crack!

“I'm sorry for being a slut, Mistress!” Beth
cried.

Crack!

“Again, slut!”

“I'm sorry for being a slut, Mistress!” Beth
cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Zoey was finding it strangely thrilling to be
strapping the girl's bottom. The feel of the strap as it impacted
her flesh, the sound, even the sight made her insides thrum and
burn with growing heat and hunger!

“Spread your legs, slut!” she ordered.

Panting, moaning, whimpering, Beth obeyed. As
before, that meant rising onto her toes.

Zoey put down the belt and ran her hand down
Beth's back, then kneaded her buttocks before pressing her finger
against her wrinkled little back passage.

“Oh! Don't!” Beth squealed, jerking her legs
together.

“Slaves don't give orders, slut!” Zoey
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Beth yelped and maned and cried out, her
bottom getting red.

“Spread your legs,” Zoey ordered.

Again, the trembling woman spread her legs,
and this time Zoey's finger had lubricating oil on it. She heard
the woman gasp as her finger slowly pushed up inside her, pumping
in and out.

“Dirty girl,” Zoey said. “You clearly need a
hard cock up your ass.”

She added a second finger, pumping and
twisting them, and then a third, as Beth trembled more and more,
and moaned with every breath.

“Don't you?”

She jerked back on her hair and Beth cried
out.

“Say it, slut. Tell me you need a hard cock
up your ass.”

“I-I need a hard... a hard.. .c-cock up my
ass, Mistress Zoey!” Beth half sobbed.

Zoey picked up the big dildo Beth hadn't seen
and pressed it against her bottom, slowly working it inside as the
woman trembled and moaned and gulped in ragged breaths of air. She
pumped it in and out, twisting and turning it, working it in deeper
and deeper, fascinated by the sight of it disappearing inside the
lovely woman.

“Please!” Beth cried. “Please, Mistress
Zoey!”

Zoey moved around in front of the panting
woman and held up a second dildo, Beth's own, the big black one.
Beth moaned, face reddening again, and Zoey smirked, then gripped
her hair and pushed the dildo into her mouth.

“Suck it!”

Moaning, Beth had little choice as the big
dildo forced her lips wide, and slid deep into her mouth.

“Get it all slick and wet. You know where
it's going, slut,” Zoey said.

Zoey half wished to put it into her own sex,
in fact. This was becoming an intoxicating thrill of carnal passion
and excitement.

But she pulled it from Beth's mouth, dripping
with saliva, and pushed it against the woman's sex, twisting and
turning, pushing hard as Beth moaned helplessly, and slowly forcing
it up into her quivering body.

She stepped to one side, then, and picked up
some rope she'd gathered. She quickly tied it around Beth's left
ankle, then a second rope around her right. She tugged her left
foot wide so her toes were just barely on the floor, and tied it in
place, then did the same to her right.

The metal cuffs would have hurt around her
wrists, which was why Beth's pale fingers were clutching the chain
just above her as Zoey looked her up and down once more.

Then she took the next object of her lesson
out of the small bag where it had been hiding and pressed it
against Beth's mouth, tugging back on her hair at the same
time.

“Open your mouth, slave!” she growled.

Beth's eyes widened but she obeyed, staring,
cross-eyed, at the ball gag as it was forced into her mouth. Zoey
pulled the straps back along her cheeks and fastened them together
behind her, then examined her, satisfied.

The ball was deep in her mouth, preventing
her from speaking, and was so big the woman's mouth was kept agape,
unable to close.

“Time for your punishment, slave girl,” she
said.

She pulled another object out of the bag and
showed it to Beth, whose eyes widened.

It was a flog. A short flog. It had a foot
long handle, and foot long leather strips attached to it.

Zoey felt her own breathing becoming ragged
as her excitement mounted, and she felt the tightness of her
leather pants digging into her now sopping pussy. She moved behind
the woman and swung the flog experimentally, watching, transfixed,
as the twenty odd leather strips swung through the air and then
cracked down across Beth's bare back.

Beth squealed and her back arched
dramatically, but Zoey saw little sign of damage on her back. The
skin was a bit pink, perhaps. She swung again, and then again, and
then again, harder, getting more and more aroused as the strips
lashed the writhing, moaning woman and her skin began to turn a
deep shade of pink.

Overcome by her own sexual heat and darkening
passion, Zoey moved around in front of the trembling woman, eyeing
her beautiful breasts, and then swung the flog down.

This time Beth really squealed! But Zoey felt
a deep, powerful pulse of sexual energy at the sight of the thongs
slicing into the tender skin of those big breasts!

She swung again, and then again and again,
and Beth twisted and writhed and pulled against the restraints,
sobbing helplessly into the gag.

Again she swung the flog, and again and
again, each time feeling a jolt of sexual energy at the sight and
feel of the thin leather snapping down across Beth's breasts! She
felt a sense of almost intoxicating energy and power, the thrill of
being able to do whatever she wanted!

Zoey stepped forward, reaching behind to
unbuckle the little straps holding the gag in, and then tugged it
out, dropping it on the floor as she gripped Beth's hair and jerked
sharply back.

“Tell me you're a filthy whore, slave girl!”
she barked.

At the same time, her other hand slid down to
cup the base of the big black dildo in the palm of her hand. She
began to pump it in and out, thrusting her thumb upwards along the
edge so it stroked back and forth across Beth's clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Please! Please! Please,
Mistress!” Beth sobbed.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm a filthy whore, Mistress!” Beth
sobbed.

Her hips were starting to roll more and more
violently forward.

“And you love cock inside you. Say it!”

“I love cock inside me, Mistress!” Beth
cried.

And then she came – violently. She let out a
series of rising cries of passion as Zoey thrust the dildo into her
and then her back arched wildly as the cries turned into a loud,
undulating scream of pleasure!

Zoey cursed, thrusting the dildo faster and
deeper, so that almost the entire thing was buried in the woman's
belly as her thumb stroked rapidly across her clitoris. Beth
screamed all the air out of her lungs and then gulped in in with a
series of ragged gasps, only to cry it out again.

She slowed her pumping as the woman seemed to
go limp, her jaw going slack, and Zoey saw even her white knuckled
fingers had gone slack so that she was virtually hanging from the
metal shackles – and didn't seem to notice.

Only an inch of the twelve inch dildo
remained outside the woman's body, which was something Zoey envied
her for. She released it and then untied her ankles, letting her
stand on the balls of her feet. She reached up and undid one of the
shackles from her left wrist, and Beth collapsed to her knees,
gasping for breath, chest heaving.

Zoey quickly drew both wrists back behind her
and fastened the left shackle around her wrist again.

“Kneel, slave girl,” she growled, jerking
back on Beth's hair so she knelt upright.

“Sit on your heels, legs spread wide.”

She slapped at her breasts until Beth
complied.

“Head back, slave.”

Beth moaned, obeying, and Zoey finally
removed her jacket, then sat down. She removed her shoes, peeled
her blouse up and off, and then, blushing herself, undid her
leather trousers and peeled them down and off, along with her
thong.

It wasn't as if Beth hadn't already seen her
naked!

She put on the heels again, because she felt
it gave her height, which aided in her dominance, then she stood
up, and stood before the woman.

Beth was staring at her, transfixed.

“Do you like my body, slut?”

She gripped Beth's hair and jerked back
sharply.

“Do you?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress Zoey!” Beth blurted.

“That's good. Because you're going to learn
the feel and touch and taste of every inch of it … intimately.”
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She jerked in on Beth's hair and pulled the
woman's face in against her sex.

“Please your mistress, slut,” she
ordered.

Beth moaned helplessly, then started to lick.
It was clear from the start that she had no idea what she was
doing, and Zoey felt announce, then pity. Had the woman ever had
oral sex in her life – from the receiving end?

“Do you not know the first thing about
pleasing a woman, slut?' she demanded, jerking on Beth's hair.

“I'm sorry, Mistress Zoey!” Beth gasped.

“You had better learn fast, slave girl, or
I'm going to tan your ass,” Zoey said.

Then she drew her face in again.

“Let me feel that tongue of yours against my
clitoris, slave,” she ordered.

“Perhaps the best way to teach her is to
demonstrate,” a male voice said.

Both women squealed in shock as Dr. Brandt
stepped forward into the light from the flickering candles.

“Well, well, well,” he said in a deep,
purring voice.

“How did you get in!?” Zoey blurted.

He raised his eyebrows and then smiled. “You
did invite me.”

“I did not!”

She turned her eyes onto Beth, who was
staring at the floor again, cringing, mortified.

She jerked up and back on her hair and Beth
cried out, squirming, trying to hide her body from Brandt, but not
able to.

“You sent him another fake email telling him
to come and be my master?” she demanded.

“I'm sorry, Mistress!” Beth moaned, her face
burning hot.

“Interesting,” Brandt said.

“What were you going to do? Go out and leave
the way free for him?” she demanded.

“Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress!” Beth
whimpered, face pale, her voice very, very small.

“So,” Brandt said. “It was you who sent me
these messages, these pictures?”

Zoey jerked on her hair and Beth cried
out.

“Yes! I'm sorry!” she squealed.

“I dislike being lied to and manipulated,
girl,” he growled.

He looked at Zoey, and she gulped, feeling a
wave of anxiety and heat, terribly aware of her nudity. Then he
looked down at Beth again.

“You have clearly been inadequately
punished,” he said. “Since you offended against me, I should punish
you.”

He moved past Zoey and then suddenly she felt
her right wrist gripped in his hard fist, and then her left. Both
were yanked back behind her and crossed.

“Wha – wait! I didn't do anything!” she
cried, almost instinctively.

“What does that have to do with anything?” he
asked as he took some rope from the pocket of his suit jacket and
bound her wrists tightly behind her back.

He roughly forced her onto her knees next to
Beth and smirked.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

Flushing hotly, Zoey obeyed, and he began to
strip.

She felt a surge of resentment and
frustration, jerking her wrists anxiously against the rope he'd
used to tie them, but as he revealed his body she began to feel the
arousal which had been crackling through her body growing even more
intense.

She noticed that Beth just blushed more, and
turned her head away, at first, but as he stripped completely she
stared open-mouthed at the size of his erection, only to jerk her
eyes away when she saw Zoey noticing.

“It is good to find two girls in America who
know their places,” he said.

He reached for their hair and wrapped it
around his fists, then jerked their faces in close, in Beth's case
dragging her several feet forward as she squealed in pain.

“Now show how much you love what you are
about to be gifted with,” he continued.

He mashed their faces around his cock, then
jerked back on Beth's hair and pushed himself into her open mouth
as she cried out in startled pain. Her eyes widened as she saw the
big cock in her mouth, staring along its length as he began to pump
in and out.

“Suck, whore!” he growled, twisting his
fingers so that he jerked on her hair.

She moaned around it and then obeyed, rolling
her eyes up towards him, then down at his cock, then up at him,
then down at the shaft as her lips bobbed up and down.

“Did anyone say you were a spectator, slut?”
he demanded, jerking forward on Zoey's hair.

She gasped, then leaned in and began to suck
and lick at his balls. Then, suddenly, he pulled more sharply on
Beth's hair and pushed himself into her throat.

Close as she was, Zoey saw Beth's eyes bulge
and heard her gurgling, gagging gasps as he forced her down the
length of his thick cock. She felt no sympathy, though, only
satisfaction, and, oddly, jealousy.

She watched him bury every last inch in the
struggling brunette's throat, then hold her easily in place even as
he jerked on Zoey's hair, reminding her of her duties to sucking
and licking at his balls.

He pulled out of Beth's throat and mouth,
leaving her coughing and gasping for breath, her face red, and
promptly thrust himself into Zoey's mouth instead, and then deep
into her throat.

“We were discussing my new slave girl's lack
of experience at pleasing females,” he said. “That is certainly
something which needs to be remedied.

He looked around as he idly pumped himself in
Zoey's throat, then pulled free and released them both. Zoey gulped
in air, gasping for breath, just like Beth was, as Brandt moved
towards the stairs. He returned with a large cushion he had taken
off an old sofa stored there, and tossed it on the floor.

He gripped Beth's hair, then and dragged her
roughly back so she fell, squalling in surprise, across the cushion
on her back.

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

He gripped Zoey's hair and bent her over
between Beth's legs.

“Now, proceed to demonstrate,” he
ordered.

Zoey was hardly an expert herself, though she
had had some recent experience at Brandt's hands – or tongue. She
was greatly reluctant, though, feeling resentful and jealous again,
until Brandt slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Bottom up, legs spread, slut!” he
barked.

She gasped, and obeyed, and then began to
lick Beth, her tongue lapping around the dildo protruding from her
sex.

Brandt knelt behind her and she shuddered as
she felt him entering her, slowly, spreading her wide, then
thrusting deeper and deeper. She was sopping wet and his cock was
slick with their saliva, but even so it was a tight fit.

Zoey gasped and moaned as she licked Beth, as
Brandt used her, slapping her bottom and reaching under to roughly
grope her breast, jerking on her hair to push her face in harder
against Beth's clitoris, and giving her sharp, stern orders in what
to do.

He used her slowly as he did, in no hurry,
his strokes deep but slow. It made Zoey tremble and burn, but not
with the heat she needed, and she began to thrust back at him in
helpless need and hunger. That simply brought more sharp slaps.

“Keep still, slut!” he barked.

Zoey cringed, for this was humiliating! She
shouldn't be desperately rutting back against him! Yet she longed
to!

Beth, she saw resentfully, was now writhing
and moaning in deepening arousal, her hips rolling up against her
as she whimpered and gasped in pleasure. Brandt leaned over behind
Zoey, gripping the dildo to pump it in and out, and running his
hands over Beth's breasts.

He stopped abruptly, and made the girls
change places. He roughly shoved Beth down between Zoey's legs, and
slapped her bottom as he yanked up on her hips. Then he pulled the
dildo out of her sex and thrust it into Zoey's in turn before
griping her head and shoving her face down between Zoey's legs.

“Lick!” he ordered.

Beth had no hesitation, and began to lick
eagerly as Zoey lay back panting and moaning, her head and
shoulders fallen back across the other side of the cushion as she
lay with legs spread achingly wide on her bound arms.

Brandt fit himself to Beth's wet opening and
then forced himself into her, which caused her to cry out in wild,
shocked pleasure and heat. He slapped her bottom stingingly and
shoved her face back between Zoey's legs again before filling his
hands with her big breasts.

“Lick, slave!” he ordered.

He buried himself in her, then began to
thrust in and out, harder and faster than he had with Zoey. He
gripped her hair firmly, twisting it and slapping her bottom as he
rode her.

“You will come with my cock inside you, to
prove to you what a whore you are,” he growled. “And you,” he said,
looking at Zoey, “will come with her tongue on your clitoris,
proving to you what a whore you are.”

His hips began to slap against Beth's
upraised bottom with hard, jarring blows, and the brunette cried
out with every thrust, the air sobbing through her mouth as she
desperately licked at Zoey's clitoris.

Brandt leaned forward, putting his fingers on
the tip of the huge dildo and shoved, making it jam painfully into
the back wall of Zoey's sex.

She cried out, her hips rolling and bucking,
and then the climax swept over her, sending her mind spinning in
wild disarray. Her back arched and her head rolled from side to
side as the dark flood of sensations overwhelmed her nervous
system, and then her mind.

And no sooner did the orgasm relent when Beth
began to cry out in turn, her cries quickly becoming screams of
wanton pleasure as Brandt cursed and rammed into her harder and
faster.

When Brandt spent himself inside her
spasming, quivering body, he stepped back, panting himself, then
re-positioned the two into a sixty-nine, ordering them to get to
work. He used a thin riding crop with a wide, soft leather flap at
the end to persuade them to more energy and eager obedience as they
licked frantically at each other, and pumped the dildos in and out
to add a further rush that sent both of them over the edge into
several more orgasms apiece.

He produced leather restraints for their
wrists, then, and hung the two, suspended by their wrists, just
inches above the floor, with their bodies pressed together as he
used Zoey's flog on their backs whenever the deep, passionate kiss
he ordered them to engage in seemed to slacken in its
intensity.

Beth turned out to have a number of sex toys
for him to draw on, as well. He first untied her, then had her don
a large strap-on dildo and use it on Zoey, who he put on her knees
with her face to the floor and her bottom high.

“Hard and deep,” he growled, as Beth thrust
into the helpless blonde. “Don't be gentle, slut! Slap her bottom!
Grab her hair! Yes, like that! Yank it as you slap her ass! Ride
her! Ride her like the whore she is!”

He brought the crop down on Beth's bottom to
inspire her to greater eagerness – not that any incentive seemed
necessary for Beth clearly was eager enough on her own. Zoey cried
out again and again as the other woman rode her, slapped her
bottom, pulled her hair, and groped her breasts.

And came, helplessly.

Just as Beth did when Brandt had them change
positions.

*

Brandt moved into the house the next day.
Beth saw to his pleasure each day when he was home, and he often
had the two of them perform for his amusement. That outraged Zoey
but still managed to turn her mind into helpless mush each time she
did it.

At the hospital, Zoey was his to do with as
he chose whenever she wasn't busy with patients or paperwork. She
was no longer permitted to wear panties, not even a thong, and
often he would stop by and plunge his hand down the front of her
pants to rub and finger her to helpless heat – only to leave her
alone like that until his next visit.

Then he had her wear a butt-plug and vibrator
to work at all times, the latter of which could be activated by a
remote control he possessed. That made for some very frantic
moments for Zoey as she fought to ignore the wild heat thrumming
through her body in order to avoid a public orgasm!

And at least once each shift he would find a
place for her to strip and bend over to await his attentions.

And then, one shift, when she was standing
naked in an empty room, leaning forward with her hands pressed to
the window, her bottom thrust out sharply and her legs spread,
burning up with the feverish heat he had caused her with his mouth,
fingers, and the vibrator he brought another doctor into the room
and let him use her.

Zoey was so shocked and horrified she didn't
even have time to protest! And then to her greater horror she found
the seething heat within melting her mind and her will and
overcoming the resistance pride would have given.

She leaned over further, crying out again and
again as she thrust her bottom back to receive his powerful
strokes, and then orgasms rolled her mind through a wild flood of
liquid fire!

And the next day there were three doctors at
the house, being entertained by two lovely, naked, desperately
aroused slave girls. Zoey thought that this surely would cause the
previously proper Beth to rebel, but instead the woman looked in a
trance as she knelt, impaled on a pair of dildos, her back arched,
staring up at the three.

Each held a riding crop, and Beth trembled as
they looked at her like a group of smug cats with a mouse at their
feet.

“What are you, girl?” Brandt demanded,
rubbing the crop across her big breasts.

“I-I-I'm a filthy slave girl, Master!” Beth
gasped.

“Then you had better act like one.”

And so, Zoey got to stand aside – for the
purpose of taking videos, as the three men sandwiched the hapless
girl between them. One doctor lay under her as she straddled him
and sank her pussy down onto his stiff cock. Brandt entered her ass
from behind, and the third doctor knelt before her, gripping her
hair and drawing her mouth onto his cock.

It was a kind of satisfaction at seeing the
proper brunette in such a kinky and perverted act, and Zoey made
sure to get good video as Beth screamed in orgasmic pleasure
through multiple orgasms. And then it was her turn...

Over the coming weeks Zoey found herself
drowned in sex, in sensuality, in dark, seething submissive
pleasure and heat. She never wore clothes aside from at work, any
more than Beth did. Both of them were driven over the edge into
intensely powerful orgasms over and over again, with every sex toy
Brandt and his friends could find, until sex and orgasms became the
primary focus of their lives and personalities. Their jobs mere
distractions.

It wasn't such a shock, then, especially
after putting on daily performances for Brandt and a number of his
friends that included lap dances and swinging around poles, that
she and Beth were brought to a mens club on amateur night to strip
for the crowds.

She was terrified, at first, and Beth even
more horrified, but they obeyed. They had gotten into the habit of
obeying since failure to do so brought instant punishment.
Mortified, she stripped and danced for the crowd of strangers,
heart pounding, and then the heat overcame her and baked her
mind.

Soon afterward, she and Beth both quit their
jobs to strip full-time. And with sex now completely taking over
their lives it seemed more natural to be naked than clothed.

It worried Zoey sometimes, but she had become
less introspective, especially since she had less time for it. Sex
and heat filled her world, and while she knew most people would
have been shocked had they found out she couldn't find a reason to
break free of it.

It wouldn't be forever, she told herself, but
while it lasted, she was living a life of such fabulous,
enthralling excitement she had no desire for anything else.

The strange thing was she still didn't like
Brandt. But that didn't matter. She didn't need to like him to come
over and over again at his hands, or at the hands of his friends or
Beth. And the orgasms were addictive in a way no doctor could cure
– even if the only doctor who saw her had any intention of doing
so.

She was a nurse, after all, and wasn't it a
nurse's job to bring comfort to people? What more could she want in
life?

 


End
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