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Sabrina Cooper was a beautiful, dignified,
statuesque young woman of steely demeanor and determined attitude.
She was fiercely competitive and had excelled in sports at Smith
College, where she had majored in Economics and minored in
Math.

She had enjoyed her time at Smith. It was an
all-girl's college, at least at the undergraduate level. It
occasionally admitted men at the graduate level, but she had rarely
encountered them. Despite the undeniable quality of the education
Smith granted, it was not considered a particularly friendly
environment to men, being an extremely feminist and progressive
liberal arts college.

It had imbued her with a confidence in
herself and her abilities and a determination to never take second
place to men. Any man who belittled or patronized Sabrina would
soon feel the ice cold of her sea blue eyes, and the razor sharp
cut of her tongue.

Being largely away from men for most of the
previous four years, however, Sabrina did feel slightly out of her
element and overly defensive around them. She was constantly
watching, suspiciously waiting for a sexist or sexual remark, or an
attempt to belittle her.

She remembered her high school years quite
well, and not with nostalgia. She had been a gawky, awkward, buxom
young woman then, and subjected to every manner of leering male
insults and behavior. She had been made to feel very self conscious
about both her height and body, and the attention both drew from
men.

Sabrina had worked her body hard at Smith,
to ensure it was in excellent condition. This was done for reasons
of health and success in sports, not for the enjoyment of male
viewership. But it had lent her long legs a particular degree of
smooth, sculpted lines which (evidently) men found fascinating.

She herself was bewildered by this, and
failed to understand why the shape of her legs would interest
anyone for any reason. Certainly her female lovers at Smith hadn't
cared or complimented them.

She did understand the interest in her
breasts. She was generously endowed and, perhaps due to breast
feeding, or perhaps simply due to generations of pornography, the
male of the species had an infantile sexual interest in breasts,
and the larger the better.

Sabrina had once done her best to disguise
the size of her chest, but being slender and lithe, with a tiny
waist, there was only so much she could do. After four years at
Smith she no longer made that attempt. Her body was fine and anyone
who said anything improper would be dealt with.

That did not mean, of course, that she would
dress in a way to depict herself in a sexually provocative way, but
nor would she hide in fear of inciting male interest. Smith taught
young women to be fearless, and Sabrina had done her best to absorb
that teaching, to walk through life with head up, shoulders back,
and chest out, and damn the consequences.

Still, she was barely twenty one, and was
understandably anxious as she headed to work, on the first day of
her first job after graduation, at Lennox and Lewis, a corporate
bank. She had selected her outfit with great care. It consisted of
long, loose black trousers and a gray jacket over a dark blue silk
blouse.

With her brown hair drawn back from the
center of her forehead, just across her ears, and then fastened
behind her in a loose tail, she gave every image of an intelligent
and educated person. The clear glasses, which she did not need to
wear but wore nonetheless, added to that image, she thought.

Perhaps they would even help counteract the
size of her breasts, for as childish and illogical as it was, the
cultural view of women who wore glasses was the opposite of those
with large breasts.

She made it to work without incident, was
greeted properly by her new manager, introduced to her colleagues,
and then to her cubicle, and given reading material to begin to
familiarize her with her new duties.

It was all, she was relieved to find,
entirely professional, with no one seeming to pay any real
attention to her height or, presuming they noticed, her generous
chest.

She spent much of the morning reading. She
had a few brief chats with those around her, but still, was largely
isolated. She read through her coffee break, not being much of a
coffee drinker, and had lunch alone.

Lennox and Lewis had several thousand
employees, all except managers and directors and those above them
in small, high cubicles. Non-work-related conversation was actively
discouraged. It was, she soon realized, like being alone even
though surrounded by people.

Soon an IT man arrived to get her signed
onto the system, then one of her colleagues, Amy, a woman twice her
girth and age and half her height, came to teach her how to find
and make use of various programs on the system and then left her to
explore further on her own.

Thus passed the afternoon.

It was a very long day, and one which had
been, for Sabrina, uncharacteristically spent in a chair with very
little movement. There was no hurrying through corridors from class
to class, from study hall to library, no leaning against the wall
chatting with her friends, and no lunch with groups of other
students. Nevertheless, despite having done little, physically, all
day, she found herself to be quite tired at the end of the day.

She was grateful to leave, to join the mass
of people on the sidewalks, trooping down into the subway,
shuffling aboard overcrowded trains, and headed back across the
rivers to where ordinary people lived.

Ordinary people rarely lived on this island.
This island was for those with six and seven figure incomes. This
island was Manhattan, and unless one went north of Central Park,
into Harlem, it was simply not a place for people like Sabrina.
Brave, she might be, but Sabrina was not that brave, so, like most
other workers, she journeyed across the river to more affordable
housing.

For her, due to proximity, that meant
Queens, where she had rented a ridiculously expensive bachelorette
in a seventy year old, ten story apartment block. It was ten feet
by twelve feet, with a small kitchenette, a tiny bathroom with a
shower she barely fit into, and a hideaway bed in the wall.

Once she got home, she shrugged out of her
work clothes and into sweatpants and a tank top, made dinner, then
settled onto the sofa to watch TV on the flat screen attached to
the wall. After that, she simply vegged out on the computer and
watched Netflix.

Today had been exhausting given her lack of
physical activity. She had neither the energy nor the place to
exercise, though she felt guilty about that. She knew she had to
find a way to exercise or she'd wind up like Amy.

The next day at work she explored the
possibilities there. She was near Central Park, which left open the
possibility of doing some jogging. She had been on the track and
field team at Smith, so that seemed a natural. There were numerous
gyms nearby, and the bank had its own in the basement, along with
showers and change rooms.

After due consideration, she decided that if
she skipped breakfast and most of her morning bathroom routine and
got to work early, and exercised, she could then shower there.
Perhaps she could even do a bit of running in the park after work,
too, if she found the energy.

Exercising at work did have one danger. She
would not be her poised and carefully dressed self, and that might
cause her colleagues to look at her differently. But then again,
from what she'd seen of her colleagues, none of them went near a
gym. And since she saw little of them it hardly mattered if someone
who worked ten or twenty or thirty floors away saw her in a sweaty,
panting disheveled condition.

Rather than her usual eight O'clock arrival,
she walked into the building at Six Thirty. She had left herself
forty five minutes for exercise, and the same amount of time to
shower and get ready.

She headed downstairs to the gym, and found
it, happily, largely empty. She quickly changed into yoga pants,
athletic bra and T-shirt, which she regarded as sufficiently
modest, and headed into the gym.

The first thing which caught her eye as she
entered the well equipped room, was a man, a very large man wearing
a sleeveless T-shirt. His back was to her as he straddled the
narrow bench on one of the machines. The bar was across his
startlingly powerful shoulders, his arms stretched out, his large
hands on the ends of the bar as he squatted and rose, squatted and
rose, grunting softly with effort.

Sabrina froze in place for some reason.

At Smith, she had come to wonder if she
might be gay. She had not had a great deal of comfort in her male
relationships in high school. All the boys seemed to want to do was
grope her breasts and have her give them blow jobs. Sex had been
extremely awkward and unsatisfying, and nothing like the more
gentle, tender, and more physically pleasurable sex she'd had with
women at college.

But now she realized she was certainly not
gay, for the sight of the muscles moving beneath the tanned skin of
those bare arms and shoulders, not to mention the firm, deliciously
contoured buttocks within the man's shorts as he rose and squatted
had her almost literally breathless for long seconds.

Sabrina had never in her life come into
personal contact with a man this large and powerfully built wearing
so little clothing. She gulped and dropped her eyes, feeling a
flush come to her cheeks, then took a deep breath and moved around
him, ignoring the sudden thumping in her heart.

She searched out a more familiar machine,
but one which would give her a view of the front of the man, and
hurriedly turned to face him as she sat down.

Oh my!

She had to determinedly drag her eyes away
from him after a quick glance, but they drifted back, before she
pulled them away again to focus on starting her exercise.

He had gray eyes, a strong jaw, full lips,
and short brown hair. He looked to be somewhere within five or six
(or maybe seven) years of her, and his chest strained against his
top as he squatted and rose, again and again.

She let her eyes drop to his bare legs.

Oh my!

They were very muscular, and she felt her
nipples tightening within her bra at the proximity of such an
incredible specimen of muscular male physicality! He hadn't shaved
that morning, no doubt intending to do it in the shower after
exercise, and that lent him a certain bad boy look which made her
lower belly thrum with energy.

She yanked her mind away from the image of
him in the shower – naked!

She forced herself to reign in her sudden
and unfamiliar rush of sexual interest, focusing on her exercise,
on working her thigh muscles and her shoulder, arm and chest
muscles. The latter was particularly important on a woman with her
size of bust, for ensuring the muscles which kept her breasts firm
– or as firm as possible - was important to her sense of
self-esteem.

But her eyes kept drifting that way, and on
one occasion they met his, and darted away as she flushed again.
Now she cursed herself for not having worn something more
attractive. At Smith she wore a leotard, not a t-shirt.

She saw him move from the machine and go to
the treadmill, where he began to walk, then jog easily, then run
smoothly. Watching him run was a thing of beauty, and she found
herself distracted several times.

She went to another of the treadmills and
started it up, walking, jogging lightly, then running, faster and
faster. She did not look at him nor knew if he looked at her. But
she was desperately aware of him.

What was his name? Where did he work? What
did he do? How could she find a way to strike up a conversation?
Sabrina was, unfortunately, not particularly adept or experienced
in male seduction. She'd certainly never had to worry about that in
high school, for the boys had been all over her.

This man, however, was not showing much
interest.

Nor were they alone in the room, so she
couldn't exactly just start talking to him! There were other women,
other men, a handful, all older, and none in anything like his
shape.

She got off the treadmill and worked her
chest muscles again, doing her best to watch him without him
noticing, but then noticed the time. She gasped and headed for the
showers.

The showers were unisex. That is to say,
each of the small, narrow rooms had a small shower, a sink, and a
mirror. Sabrina quickly locked herself in one, stripped, and
stepped into the shower, pulling the curtain.

She soaped up quickly – well, using shower
gel rather than soap, for it was better for the skin, but it was
impossible not to think of that man. She wondered if he was in the
room next door even now, naked, soaping up!

She looked down at her body and the hard,
pointed nipples protruding from the swollen pink areolas at the
center of each breast. Her fingers spread wide and she cupped her
breasts, lifting and squeezing them together, imagining that man
with his hands on her, imagining him with his eyes on her, those
somber gray eyes!

Her hand slid down her slippery body and she
gasped softly at the feel of her swollen lips as her fingers
lightly brushed up and down. The sensations this roused swept up
through her belly in a rush, and she rubbed harder, moaning low in
her throat.

This, she thought, was crazy! However
breathless, however tight her chest, however aroused, she could not
be so undignified as to masturbate in a public shower at work!

She pulled her fingers away and turned on
the water, rinsing off quickly, lest the feel of her warm, slippery
skin under her fingers rouse her further.

You're at work! she told herself
sternly.

And then she heard a sound, and turned as he
slid the curtain fully open and stood there, looking at her with
those cool gray eyes.

Sabrina was stunned, astonished. She stood
in frozen shock at the enormity of the psychic shock of seeing him
there, filling the opening, naked! His muscular chest gave way to
the rippling washboard stomach below, then his flat, smooth abdomen
and there between his legs were his testicles and penis.

He was not erect, but neither did he hang
like a limp little noodle. His penis was sufficiently swollen and
extended downward along his thigh to make her gasp, even as it
began to thicken and harden and then rise up to point unerringly at
her belly!

He stepped past the curtain, and there was
simply not room in the little shower cubicle for the both of them.
Yet he found the room somehow.

She finally jerked out of her frozen reverie
and opened her mouth to cry out, her hands rising as it to hide her
nudity, but he pushed forward, and then his lips crushed hers
before she could speak, his muscled chest pressing in firmly
against her breasts!

She felt a hand behind her neck as his mouth
seemed to... to feed at hers! His body was grinding softly against
her as his other hand cupped her breast and kneaded it! Then that
hand dropped low and thrust in between her legs!

The curve of his thumb pressed up along the
line of her sex as his index finger extended down, and his hand
gently but firmly caressed her, sliding up and down, the pad of his
thumb unerringly finding her clitoris as she began to squirm in
body and mind!

But she was pinned to the wall in the tiny
room, the tiles pressed against her bare back and buttocks as his
lips continued to ravish her mouth! Her hands pressed against his
chest, but to no avail as her mind was swept by wild rushes of
emotions!

There was so much of him! His chest, his
arms, his shoulders, his stomach, so... so firm and hard and
muscled and powerful! He was so tall and broad of chest and wide of
shoulder! And now slick and wet as his tongue danced across her
lips and teased and taunted her own, as his lips massaged and
stroked hers and his thumb rubbed insistently against her
clitoris!

This was... impossible! It was stunning, and
Sabrina felt literally stunned! She could not gather her wits to
decide on what to do, on how to respond, on what even to say,
presuming she could tear her lips away from his!

And her breasts were... throbbing! Her
nipples ached like two hot, swollen pebbles! She was breathless,
gulping in air, moaning, overwhelmed with wonder and confusion! The
hand between her legs was sending hot, swirling rushes of sensation
up through her body and into her already dazed mind as though
flooding it with an intoxicating brew of wild sensual steam.

And then, abruptly, he dropped to his knees
before her!

That, at least, released her head and she
was able to speak. Yet all she did was stare down at him in wide
eyed shock as he instead mouthed her 'down there'.

His entire mouth enveloped her, and she
squirmed and gasped and yelped as his tongue began to ride along
the naked line of her sex and his hands came up to clutch her
buttocks!

This can't be happening!

Yet it was, and she hadn't even spoken, nor
was she able to form a coherent message to him. She had to tell him
to stop. That was it! But how!

She gasped anew as his entire mouth seemed
to suction against her, then his thumbs spread the lips of her sex
and his tongue attacked her clitoris with new vigor!

The sensation was so... raw and powerful and
intense!

Sabrina cried out, and her hands went to his
head as she threw herself backward. But she was already against the
wall, and could only squirm helplessly as his tongue ravished her
mercilessly! It swept across her swollen, burning clitoris with
ferocious speed and strength, and she found the words within her
turning to a swirling mass of heat, hunger and dazed need!

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please!” she gasped
breathlessly, her head rolling against the tiles behind her.

Her body felt feverish, her mind gripped by
a dark, thrilled heat the likes of which she could not remember
ever experiencing! This was outrageous! He was... was... attacking
her! But she could do nothing! The rush of pleasure and sexual heat
was debilitating! She felt a need like none she had ever
experienced, a desperate need that could not be resisted!

Then he was up again before her, blocking
out the world! His broad shoulders could barely fit between the two
tiled walls of the shower stall! An enormous hand gripped her upper
arm and jerked her forward, then around. An instant later she felt
his hands gripping her sides, her hips, and jerking them back
roughly.

She gasped, crying out, her hands going to
the wall in front of her. She could feel his cock, now fully erect,
pressed against her buttocks. He moved back and it pushed out
between her thighs. Again she felt a shock, felt outrage, felt
anxiety gripping her! And again it all melted under the heat, the
wild dark thrill of his body against her!

His right hand curved over her hip and
gripped the tip of his cock while his left took hold of her hair
behind her neck.

She felt so... overpowered and overwhelmed!
He was so large, so powerful, so... male! And his warm, wet naked
flesh was pressed against hers, grinding against her so as to make
her heart pound like a drum! That should have outraged her, should
have frightened her! It did, in part. But that part was drowned out
by something like elation!

This was so amazing! So wild! So
thrilling!

He rubbed the tip of his helmet head up and
down along the hot, swollen furrow of her sex, and back and forth
across her clitoris, so that Sabrina whimpered and moaned, her hips
starting to jerk and grind instinctively.

“Please!” she gasped dazedly.

She felt his breath hot against the nape of
her neck, then his teeth nibbling, his lips pressing gently, his
tongue stroking. She gasped and moaned as he kissed her, as his
teeth chewed softly, as he sucked against her throat and shoulder
while rubbing his helmet headed cock up and down against her!

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked in a
soft, deep growl of a whisper.

She shuddered, feverish, gasping.

He jerked sharply and stingingly at her hair
and she cried out.

“Say it!” he barked.

“Y-yes!” she whimpered in a small, helpless
gasp.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

Moaning, trembling, she obeyed.

“Rise up higher on your toes.”

She obeyed and she felt his hips drawing
back, felt the head pushing harder against her, felt the pressure
mounting as he slowly forced the lips of her sex in and back – and
back further. She felt herself straining, aching deliciously,
stretching, and then the head lodged firmly within the mouth of her
sex and began to push deeper!

“Oh! Oh, please!” she gasped, her head
twisting around, eyes wide.

She cried out as she he gripped her hair and
jerked her head up and back, then leaned in to close his mouth
against the nape of her neck. He bit hard enough to distract her as
his hips pushed forward and his thick cock pushed up deeper into
her body!

Her mind was filled with confusion and heat,
but as as he released her hair and his hands found her breasts she
shuddered and the heat billowed up in suffocating strength! She
whimpered and moaned as she felt him moving in and out, the thick,
slick length of him caressing the tautly stretched lips of her
sex.

“Hot little slut,” he growled, chewing even
harder.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, God!” she gasped.

His fingers were kneading her breasts,
pinching and rolling her nipples, as his hips began to work in and
out faster. She let out a yelp as he thrust especially deep, his
hips making contact with her buttocks as the head of his cock
seemed to punch her high in the belly!

Sabrina had never felt anything so big
inside her! Yet her body felt slick and hot and warm inside,
throbbing and pulsing with a wild churning flood of sensations! His
hips moved in and out harder now, slapping against her buttocks and
sending her hips forward.

His right hand abandoned her breast, sliding
down her trembling body, the heel pushing in and back against her
pubic bone to force her to bend forward and push her bottom back.
Then his fingers found her clitoris and rubbed her there as he
thrust faster and harder!

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Uh! Oh!”
she gasped again and again.

His hips slapped repeatedly against her, his
fingers rubbing furiously, his lips sucking fiercely against the
nape of her neck as she felt herself melting into a pile of
trembling oozing jelly!

His lips pulled back from her neck and she
felt him gripping her hair again, jerking sharply back, then
pushing forward so her chin was pressed harshly against the
wall!

“Hot and tight and wet. Just like I like
it',” he growled as his hips beat a tattoo against her
buttocks.

The sensations redoubled and then Sabrina
felt her mind shattered by a tremendous explosive wave of pleasure!
She cried out, or tried to. She felt him jamming her chin harder
into the wall, which, with her head tilted so far back, forced her
mouth to stay tightly closed even as her mind dissolved under the
howling storm of raw animal sensation!

Sabrina lost control of her body, her
rubbery legs unable to support her. She sank to her knees, hardly
even aware of it. He followed her down, grinding his hips against
her buttocks, thrusting into her with short, savage strokes that
got longer and longer now as she settled onto her knees.

Her breasts ached! They were pillowed out
against the wall, and as he thrust into her harder they began to
roll and grind and mash against the hard cool tiles. The aching
didn't hurt, though. Instead it seemed to make her breasts throb
with a heat and a dark, crackling aura of delicious sensory
pleasure!

It was so good! The world was nothing but a
screaming kaleidoscope of intense pleasure!

She shuddered and sobbed breathlessly,
grinding her breasts against the wall, her chin rubbing up and down
against it, her head tilted cruelly back as he rammed himself into
her again and again. All the higher orders of her mind had
dissolved, leaving her a dazed, gurgling, whimpering animal in
heat, panting and shaking as she was impaled again and again.

Then his big hand slid around her throat,
fully enveloping it, squeezing, squeezing. Her head pulsed and her
eyes bulged and her mouth opened and closed soundlessly as she
gasped for breath. His other hand was rubbing furiously against her
clitoris, and another explosive rush of energy tore through her,
threatening to make her skull explode at the terrible release of
sensation and pressure!

And then with a grunt, he halted, panting
softly. His fingers eased their grip and Sabrina gulped in deep,
ragged breaths of air.

“Very nice,” she heard him say.

And then he was gone.
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Taking the day off was simply out of the
question. The job was important! And it was only her second day!
Dazed, shell-shocked, Sabrina got dressed, did her hair, and
somehow made her stunned way upstairs to her office, there to sit
staring at the cubicle wall.

What had happened!?

Had that just been a wild, insane sexual
dream!? But no, it couldn't be a hallucination. Her body still
ached in too many places, including deep inside! Even more plainly
– she had no panties. Somehow her thong had disappeared! Had he
taken it!?

She had been... attacked! There was a sense
of appalled fear and alarm and shock at that!

But worse than that was the incredible wild
fever heat which had engulfed her. She had never experienced
anything like it! Nor had she ever had an orgasm so intense! She
had never felt the … the rush... the dark, intense thrill of
uninhibited sexual desire in her life!

It had been incredible! Wonderful! She could
still feel the echo of those tremendous orgasms, could still feel
the trembling of her body as the heat had eaten her mind!

How!? Why!? What was wrong with her!? Was
she some kind of slut!? How could she just let a man – however sexy
and gorgeous – just walk into a shower and... and... and take her
like that!?

Taken!

And wasn't that a line from one of those
romances she had read so often? Taken, roughly, savagely, like he
had the right to her body! As if he were some kind of king or
barbarian taking her prisoner! Using her as was his right of
conquest! The helpless female captive!

God!

She simply could not sit still and even
pretend to read. She felt as if she were bursting with energy! She
left her cubicle, striding briskly along the aisle, then out to the
hall. She took the stairs down to another floor, where she could
stride up and down the aisles without anyone knowing her or
questioning why she wasn't in her cubicle studying.

Her mind replayed what had happened again
and again, and she recalled it with a sense of wonder, outrage,
confusion and... and heat.

She didn't even know his name!

Sabrina was simply not the kind of woman to
have a casual fling with a man, not the kind to allow a man such...
freedom of her body! Sex, she had been taught, was a melding of
souls, a deep, loving expression of pleasure between two people.
That, at least, was the ideal. It hadn't ever actually been like
that with any guys she'd known.

Even with the girls at Smith sex had mostly
just been playful fun.

But she'd never had sex like that! Never so
rough! Never with such a … a... massive, masculine man! She had
never had sex while overwhelmed and helpless! She had never been
manhandled like that! Never been used like that!

Harshly, roughly, casually, by a complete
stranger!

And she had climaxed twice!

She went down another floor rather than
circling the building too many times and raising questions. She was
not the kind of woman who could pass unnoticed, after all. Most of
the employees were older, at least twice her age. And she was, of
course, a lovely woman. Men and women both noticed, one with
pleasure, the other with jealousy.

She went back to her floor and to her
cubicle, panting a little from her long walk. She settled down and
tried to read, then tapped on the computer, trying out some of the
processes and programs. She needed this job, after all. And she
needed to impress them with her abilities. This was a sexist world
and she needed to do better than men so she could be promoted.

She forced her mind to focus, but then had a
sudden jarring thought. Maybe that man, that... animal... worked on
her floor! Or on one of the other floors nearby! Maybe she had even
walked past his cubicle!

No.

That man did not work in a cubicle. She
didn't know how she knew it but she knew it.

He was someone, that man. Someone important.
Yet he was young still. He couldn't be too important. Clearly a man
used to getting his way, used to taking charge, though.

She could find him. The building had fifty
nine stories, yes. Thousands of people worked there. But most were
in cubicles. There were only so many offices. There might be a
dozen or two per floor.

Presuming he worked here. But if he didn't,
then why was he in the gym here? It was not open to the public.

She could search him out! But... what would
she do if she found him!? What would she say if she came face to
face with that man!?

Slap his face? That seemed trite, but it was
what she longed to do – and then throw herself into his arms like
some poorly scripted soap opera and beg him to take her again!

No, no, no!

He was a bastard! Why had he … taken
her like that!? He could have introduced himself, gotten to know
her, maybe asked her to dinner, or at least lunch! That was what
civilized people did when they were attracted to one another!

But no, he had simply taken her, like
an animal, as if it were his right!

Her cheeks heated at the thought, emotions
swirling inside her again.

She felt outrage at being taken for granted
like that! By a man! How dare he!?

And she felt shamed at having given in, at
having... surrendered!

How could she ever search him out!? If they
ever came face to face she would probably see him smirk knowingly
at her for her weakness, her spinelessness, her...
sluttishness!

Best to put him out of her mind. And never
go back to that gym again!

She tried to focus on her work again, but of
course, it shifted back towards him once again.

Why should she abandon the gym!? She had as
much right as he did! He should abandon it in shame at what he'd
done! She would return tomorrow morning, and if he dared show his
face she would tell him just what a pig he was!

Her anger was roused again in the ladies
room, at the mirror, when she saw a dark bruise on the side of her
throat – on the nape of her neck. It was a hickey. And she flushed
hotly, trying to cover it up, to pull her collar in closer!

She could actually see the bite mark!

God!

She hurried back to her desk and pulled out
her purse. She still had, thank God, a small bottle of concealer!
She got out her mirror and brushed along her neck over the bruised
flesh. She couldn't hide it completely but at least you couldn't
see the teeth marks any more!

That bastard!

At lunch she walked to the park, walked
briskly, using up some of the emotional energy gripping her. Her
eyes challenged any male who dared to look at her appreciatively!
Oh yes, she would find him again, and she would give him a piece of
her mind!

And if he smirked at her she would punch him
right in his smug face!

That afternoon she looked through the bank's
internal web site. All the important people had their pictures
there, the manager of this and the director of that and the vice
president of the other thing. She examined them all briefly, but
none looked remotely like him.

Maybe he was the janitor, she thought with a
sniff. Oh how she would sneer at him if she found him in a ragged
coverall pushing a broom or a mop!

Men like that didn't tend to be very smart.
He'd probably never been to university, she thought. Maybe he'd
never even finished high school. He was probably a jock, a football
player type who could barely read. That would explain his behavior.
He was an unsophisticated macho pig who probably got drunk every
night.

*

She went home late because she stayed in the
lobby watching the flood of people leaving for almost forty five
minutes. She didn't see him, though. The next morning she came in
at the same time, anxious but determined as she headed down to the
gym.

This time she wore her leotard, the one with
the thong bottom. Of course, she wore her yoga pants too! The top
alone was provocative enough, she thought, given it was completely
sleeveless, showing her bare shoulders as well as her arms, and was
– form fitting – across her chest and waist.

Her narrow waist only served to make her
chest seem larger than it was. And it was large enough.

She didn't see him. That was both a relief
and a disappointment. She determinedly set to work exercising,
doing her best to ignore the sidelong looks from the men present,
most of them twice her age.

After her time was up, and she had worked
out some of her energy and frustration with the machines she went
to one of the bathrooms for a shower. She locked the door, and this
time put a small portable alarm under it. If someone tried to force
the door open she'd know about it! She still had no idea how he'd
gotten in the other day.

Her shower was uneventful, save for her
gasping and jerking the curtain open at every small sound. She felt
incredibly self-conscious in the nude there! Staring at the door in
fear he would open it and come in!

But nothing happened. She turned off the
water, toweled dry, and then brushed and dried her hair and pulled
it back behind her neck before putting on a dab of makeup –
especially more concealer over the still visible hickey.

When she was done she stooped to pick up the
alarm, turn it off and put it into her purse, then opened the
door.

Her thong, the one from the other day, was
dangling from the handle!

She felt her face heat instantly as she
looked around, felt her chest tighten with anxiety. She licked her
lips nervously, then tugged the thong off and stared at it.

He was here!

And he knew she was here!

Why had he not tried to come into her
bathroom as he had before!?

She stuffed the thong into her purse,
looking around warily, then went out into the hall and looked into
the gym. There was no sign of him. Where had he gone!? How had he
known she was here!? Was he stalking her?! Was he a crazed
criminal!?

She went back upstairs, looked around, then
went up to her office.

Her mind was swimming in thoughts and
emotions. Why hadn't he tried to come in again? He couldn't have
known she had put that alarm there! Had he just not wanted to have
sex with her again!?

The miserable bastard!

Had he had his fill and now wasn't
interested any more!? Was she not good enough!? Had he found her
wanting in some way!? Who was he to judge her!? Especially when she
had been taken by surprise and overwhelmed!? She had a lot of
skills if she had the chance to demonstrate them!

She felt anger and disappointment,
frustration and outrage, anxiety and resentment. Who was this man
and why was he fucking up her clean, careful life!?

She spent some time going from floor to
floor that day, looking for him. She couldn't search the whole
building quickly, of course, but she could do a few floors a day.
If she did three a day she would have done them all in a month.

If she did five, say three at lunch, and one
on each break, she'd have them all done in eleven or twelve
days.

The next morning she went down to the gym
again, in the same outfit, but there was again no sign of him.
Disappointed, she had her shower, got ready for work, and this time
when she opened the door there was a plastic wrapped rose tied to
the outer handle!

She stared at it in surprise, then anxiety,
then hope, then outrage.

She untied it and looked at the attached
note. It could be from him but it could be from anyone who liked
the look of her exercising, she thought.

She opened the small note. In neatly written
printed words, it contained the names of several machines from the
gym, the order they were to be used, and the time to be spent on
each.

She stared at it in confusion. It was a
workout routine!

She stared around her. Was this from him?!
Was it from someone else who simply liked the look of her!? How
could he know she was even in there!? She had been watching for him
after yesterday! Clearly he must have seen her in order to leave
the thong on the door, but this time she had been looking carefully
at everyone and at every doorway!

Maybe it was someone else. But it made her
nervous and anxious!

She went up to her floor, to her cubicle,
and started work. Her manager had given her an assignment to put
together a report on the economic benefits of improving port
facilities in New Jersey. She had to first gather information
before reading it, and that took much of the morning.

At least it helped take her mind off...
HIM.

Mostly.

She walked to Central Park during lunch,
enjoying the view and weather, and glancing anxiously around her,
as if he might be stalking her. There was no sign of him, but she
certainly did catch enough men eyeing her, men who shifted their
gaze when she unexpectedly jerked her head around to stare around
her.

Men were all pigs! They all wanted just one
thing! And that was sex! Sex was raw meat to the animal in them.
And that animal was rarely far from the surface!

Which made her raw meat to them!

That made her self-conscious, and she headed
back to the office.

There she worked on the outline of a report,
gathered more information, and did some reading. It was...
unexciting, but it did require her to focus her mind. She was able
to, but not without effort. By the end of the afternoon she was
ready to go home and relax.

“Sabrina,” a voice said.

She jerked her eyes off the screen to see
her manager, Mister Forbes.

'Yes, sir?”

“We'll need that report tomorrow
morning.”

“Tomorrow!? But...”

“I know, I know. It doesn't have to be
perfect. We recognize you're new and that the sudden rush is
unfair. But they moved up the agenda item to tomorrow morning's
meeting. Just put together something with a framework we can
examine for later refinement.”

“But I've barely started! I mean, I've
managed to gather a lot of information, and put an outline in
place, but fleshing it will take a lot longer!”

“You'll have to stay a little later. Like I
said, just a framework with some statistics. You can refine it over
the next few days.”

He turned and left and there wasn't a lot
Sabrina could do but stare after him with her mouth open and curse
inside her head.

She sighed and turned back to the computer.
That she wasn't sure how much he would consider acceptable made her
task even more difficult. A framework with statistics? What did
that even mean!? Something they could talk about at the management
meeting, but how much information did they want!?

She continued to work well past her usual
quitting time, as the floor got quieter and quieter around her. She
got up a couple of hours later to go to his office with some
material for further guidance, only to find his office dark. He had
gone home.

Bastard, she thought. All men were
bastards!

She went downstairs and got a sandwich from
the machine, then returned to her cubicle to do more work. It was
after Nine before she left, instead of Four, like normal. It was
dark out as she pushed through the big front door and out onto the
sidewalk.

She didn't like being on the streets alone
after dark. There were more drunks out then, and men who were drunk
had fewer inhibitions, and were more likely to either come onto her
or say rude things to her.

She started down the street headed for the
subway. There was less pedestrian traffic than during the day. A
lot of people were out, of course, since it was Manhattan, but the
theater district was further south. Besides, people rarely walked
far in Manhattan, especially after dark.

A sedan slid to the curb ahead of her, a
sleek looking black Audi with one of those motors that rumbled with
power. The passenger window opened as she approached and she glared
at it then resolutely turned her head away.

“Good evening, Miss Cooper,” a deep male
voice said.

She jerked her head around, not recognizing
it, and froze.

Him!

He was wearing a dark gray suit with a blood
red tie. He'd shaven since the last time she'd seen him, but then
again, it was nine, so he could have used another. That gave him
the same roguish look as she remembered, and she found herself
suddenly lost for breath as well as words.

“Would you like a ride?” he asked.

“I – .”

Heart pounding, Sabrina turned her head away
and started forward, but she only got a step forward before he
spoke again.

“Miss Cooper,” he said, his voice suddenly
much harder, though just as low.

She jerked her eyes towards him.

“Get your ass in the car.”

She glared at him indignantly.

“We have some things to discuss.”

Discussion sounded good. Maybe... maybe he
would apologize and she could point out to him what behavior
civilized men were supposed to engage in. She would also have the
opportunity to ensure he knew she had high standards and would not
be pressured into doing anything she didn't want to do! And that
the other day had been and aberration!

She was not some kind of cheap slut who
could be taken for granted!

“I – .”

He pushed the door open and she licked her
lips nervously. On the one hand, he could be a crazed killer and if
she got into his car she might never be seen again! Yet.. that was
very difficult to believe. There was nothing about this man which
suggested he wasn't in full control of himself, now and at all
times.

Dangerous? Oh yes, but not, she thought, to
her.

“Take out your phone and take a picture of
me,” he said.

She stared at him in surprise, gaping
again.

“Then you can text it to a girlfriend so if
I'm a crazed serial killer she can go to the police.”

That sounded like something she would have
liked to do herself but wouldn't have dared to for fear it would
offend him. Now she took out her phone, focused on him, and took a
picture. Then, fighting to keep her fingers from trembling, she
sent the text to own email account.

No way was she going to explain this to a
girlfriend yet!

“Now get your lovely body in the car before
I get a traffic ticket. Another traffic ticket,” he said.

She frowned, wanting to tell him that he
couldn't order her around, but she stepped forward and got into the
car, closing the door behind her.

“Seat belt,” he said.

She reached for it just as he accelerated
and gasped as she lost her balance and banged her head into the
glass. She turned back, pulling the seat belt across her chest and
quickly snapping it into place. Then she turned and glared at
him.

The glare was wasted since he was ignoring
her.

“Who are you!?” she demanded.

He still ignored her, or at least, continued
to look at the street ahead of him. But his hand dipped into his
jacket, pulled out a wallet, and tossed it into her lap.

She took it, gave him another indignant
look, and then opened it.

There were several fifty dollar bills, along
with a bunch of twenties, tens and fives. Was he trying to impress
her? She examined his drivers license. It was in the name of Adam
McCloud, and he was born twenty nine years ago. According to the
license he was six feet three inches tall and had brown hair and
gray eyes.

He also lived in Manhattan, at 15 Central
Park West.

Since he'd given her his wallet she also
flipped through the other cards in it. One of them was a license to
carry a firearm in the city of New York. Another said he was a
private investigator. A third was from the Department of Veterans
Affairs. There were several credit cards and debit cards, and a
business card which had his name, a phone number, and the name of a
company named McCloud Consulting.

She repeatedly glanced up at him as she
rummaged through his wallet, but he never seemed to be looking, so
she had continued. There was a birth certificate, a social security
card, some kind of electronic security card.

She glanced up again, then around.

“Where are we going!?” she exclaimed.

“I would have thought that was obvious,” he
said as he turned onto the bridge. “I'm driving you home.”

“Why?”

“Why not?”

“That's not an answer.”

“Ah, well, I charge people for answers.
That's my profession.”

“You're a... private investigator?”

“Notionally.”

“What does that mean?”

“That means the term covers a lot of ground;
everything from bodyguard to looking for industrial espionage or
theft.”

“And you're rich.”

He turned his eyes on her at last.

“Define rich?”

“You live at 15 Central Park West.”

Any apartment or condo or house anywhere
near Central Park was restricted to multi-millionaires and
billionaires. Especially THAT place.

“I don't own the place. And I don't pay
rent.”

“You... how do you live there then? Every
single apartment in that building is ridiculously expensive.”

“I'm working for a rich guy who does live
there. It's convenient for him to have me living there. So he
rearranged a part of his ridiculously expensive apartment, cut a
new door into the hall for me, and that's where I live.”

“You don't get to cut new doors into halls
when you own a condo,” she said suspiciously.

“You do if you're him.”

“Who's him?”

He didn't answer.

They were across the bridge and into Queens
now. And while he was looking at the road and not her she felt the
absolutely essential need to get something off her chest.

“I'm not... some kind of.... cheap whore!”
she exclaimed.

“Did someone say you were?”

“You know what I'm talking about!”

“I saw you. I wanted you. I knew you wanted
me. What more is there to say?”

“Who says I wanted you!?”

He snorted, but didn't look at her.

“You... you can't just... just burst in on
some girl's shower and... and force her to be your sexual toy!” she
exclaimed.

“Force? No force necessary.”

She glowered at him. Then the car shifted
and turned into a parking garage.

“Where are we? I don't live here!” she
gulped.

Again, he failed to answer.
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They were near the East River, in Long
Island City, which was too pricey for her.

He ignored her as he headed up the ramp to
the next level.

“Where are you taking me?”

“Somewhere quiet.”

Sabrina felt her heart beating faster again,
felt her pulse race.

They went up higher, to the third level,
then the fourth, and out onto the roof of the parking garage. It
was dark, and the lights of half a dozen nearby glass-walled
condominiums blazed all around them as the Audi came to a stop.

He got out of the car while she looked
anxiously around, and walked around the front to the passenger
side, then opened the door.

“Out,” he ordered.

This didn't seem like the kind of place
people left murder victims, but even so she was hesitant to get
out.

He reached in, undid her seat belt, took her
arm and pulled her out, firmly but not roughly, then closed the
door, swung her around and pushed her back against the car.

Sabrina felt as if her heart was in her
throat as he loomed over her, as big and bulky as he had in the
shower!

“Do you know how fucking beautiful you are?”
he demanded in a growl.

She gaped at him.

And then he was pressing her against the
car, his lips on hers and his arms around her! Sabrina felt stunned
for the longest of moments, then instinctively struggled to pull
free. But it was like... like wrestling with a bear!

She wanted to tell him to stop, but his lips
were too firmly pressed against hers, and his tongue was doing
such, incredible things! She moaned helplessly as her heart
fluttered and her body began to tremble with a strange, wild rush
of energy, anxiety, and a dark sense of thrilled anticipation!

She gasped as she felt his fingers, so
large, yet apparently nimble, undo the clasp at the back of her
dress and tug the zipper down. They were on the roof of a parking
garage! And while it was dark out there light towers above them,
all those buildings, some of them thirty and forty stories tall,
blazing with light all around the parkade!

Yet his hands gripped the dress and peeled
it forward over her shoulders before she could get her mind to
function, and then yanked it down her arms!

“Oh! Wait!” she squealed.

He crushed her lips with his again, his
heavy chest pressing her back against the side of the car as he
kissed her. Her arms were trapped by her own dress, which he had
peeled down around her waist! Now his fingers undid her bra and
yanked that forward and off too!

“Stop!” she gasped as his mouth came free of
hers.

“Why?”

The first thing which came to mind was
“Someone might see!”

“Lucky them.”

He jerked her bra down and kissed her again,
his tongue stroking and dancing and caressing her own as his lips
moved liquidly against her!

He pulled back, leaving her gasping.

“You have absolutely incredible breasts,” he
said.

He gripped her dress and yanked it down past
her hips. That, at least, freed her arms! But her dress slid down
around her legs as she hurriedly cross her arms over her
breasts!

“Why are you hiding your breasts?” he asked
mildly.

“I-I... I don't... I don't even know you!”
she gasped stupidly.

“No better way to get to know me.”

And then his hand, his enormous hand, was
wrapped around her throat! She gasped as he tightened his fingers
and pulled her forward away from the car, then whirled her around
and pushed her backward against a taller SUV parked next to
them!

Her hands abandoned her breasts, quickly
grasping his wrist as he stared at her.

“Put your hands against the car next to your
head,” he said.

She stared at him wildly, and his fingers
tightened, making it harder to breath.

“Do it.”

Her eyes were starting to bulge! She obeyed
him and his hand loosened.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he said, examining
her.

His other hand kneaded her breasts as she
stood trembling, chest heaving, then slid downward, plunging into
the front of her small thong.

Sabrina gasped and her hips jerked as his
fingers found her clitoris, found the line of her sex. He leaned in
and kissed her fiercely, his lips crushing hers, his body pressing
into her again as she moaned helplessly into his mouth.

Abruptly, he pulled back, and then the hand
inside her panties shifted and with an easy yank, ripped her thong
apart!

Sabrina cried out – but weakly, for his hand
was still folded firmly around her throat! She could breath, but
not easily! Her hips jerked forward as he yanked on the thong, then
her buttocks slapped back against the SUV.

“Gorgeous,” he sighed.

He pulled her forward – by the throat,
swinging her around, her ankles stumbling on the dress until they
pulled free. Then her thighs hit the side of his car and he kept
pushing so she sprawled back across the hood on her back!

His hand was off her throat, both those big
hands grasping her thighs and yanking them almost painfully wide as
he dropped to his knees! Now his mouth was on her!

Sabrina had some familiarity with oral sex,
of course, mostly from the girls at Smith. But it felt more... raw,
more animalistic from him! This was not a gentle, excited, playful
caress, but the voracious hunger of a wild beast!

She moaned and whimpered and gasped as his
mouth devoured her! Her hands reached for his head as his tongue
whipped across her clitoris, but he ignored her, intent on his
feasting! She stared up around her at the lights of the buildings
surrounding her, appalled to be laying naked across a car like
this! Anyone could look and see!

But oh God it felt so good! His tongue was
ravishing her! She'd never felt anything like it in her life! She
had been gripped by a sense of intense sexual anticipation since
she'd seen him in the car! Now that his tongue was on her the
impulses racing up her spine were intoxicating!

She jerked her head up and fell back, jerked
it up and fell back, moaning, gasping, writhing, as his oral
assault set her body aflame. His big hands were clamped around her
thighs like leather clad steel, pinning her lower body to the steel
of the car as her upper body twisted and writhed!

She arched her back at a sudden powerful
rush of sexual heat and pleasure, crying out weakly as his tongue
and lips continued to turn her body and mind to mush!

The sensation were too intense, too
powerful! She cried out again, grasping at his head, at his hair,
trying to push him off!

He stood up and grasped her arms, yanking
her up to a sitting position, glowering at her, then kissing her
furiously. He pulled her off the car and twisted her around, then
bent her over so that her swollen breasts pillowed out against the
warm steel!

She heard his zipper, then felt him against
her, hard and hot and pressing against the swollen, throbbing,
oozing mouth of her sex!

“Oh! Oh God! OhmyGod!” she whimpered.

She felt the pressure mounting, felt him
forcing her open achingly wide. She squirmed and a sharp slap to
her bottom made her yelp. Then he was gathering her arms back
together behind her, crossing her wrists, and pinning them together
with one big hand.

She felt the head pushing again and again,
seeking entry, and it succeeded, sliding through the mouth of her
sex and then pushing deep! It ached, but the wild, raw animal
hunger roared within her and she shuddered and cried out!

She barely noticed when something was
wrapped around her wrists, or when he released them but they
remained bound together.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom again, yanking
it back a little, gripping her hips as he started to thrust in and
out. The force of his motions caused her breasts to mash against
the hood of the car, as her body rolled back and forth atop them.
They were already hot and swollen and tender. Now they burned as he
forced himself deeper and deeper!

She didn't...understand why her wrists were
held together, but she had few operating brain cells to focus on
the problem.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Hot sexy, slut!” he growled.

But I'm not, a part of her moaned.

Oh, God he was big!

He drove deep into her body, until his hips
started to grind themselves against her buttocks. Then he started
to thrust again, and her cries grew in intensity as the sensations
overwhelmed her.

He jerked back on her hair, then his hand
was around her throat again, and she gurgled dazedly, the cries
shut off as his hips hit her harder and faster! His heavy body
leaned over her, his hips still working, rolling, thrusting into
her from different angles as she felt herself melting into an
overheated puddle of goo!

The world narrowed its focus to the
incredible sensation of him moving inside her, his thick spear of
flesh slicing through the soft, moist folds of her sex and punching
her deep inside as it rammed into the back of her quivering tunnel.
The feel of his hips hitting her buttocks was the deeper, pounding
background, followed by the wild, sharp ache of her breasts as they
were ground against the hood of the car.

And over it all was a strange, forbidden
thrill at being so crudely used, at being manhandled, at being
pounded by this.. this... incredibly powerful man!

The orgasm surged up through her nervous
system and she screamed, or tried to. Her body thrashed and shook
as his hips continued to beat a tattoo against her buttocks and his
cock thrust into her again and again. Her head throbbed and her
eyes bulged as his fingers tightened around her throat, and her
scalp ached as he yanked on it until she thought he was tearing it
out!

And then the orgasm folded in on itself and
she shuddered as she went limp, gulping in air as his fingers
loosened, moaning low in her throat as he eased his harsh
strokes.

He drew back, and she felt momentarily –
empty. Then he jerked her upright by the hair, causing her to cry
out loud, dazed and eyes glassy as he spun her around and kissed
her again! His hands kneaded her buttocks, then lifted her up onto
the car. A moment later he shoved her back and she fell back onto
her bound wrists, chest heaving as she stared up at the night sky
and the glittering lights of the surrounding towers.

She groaned as she felt someone pulling her
hair! The pull slid her further onto the hood, and she rolled her
eyes up to see he had magically transported himself from one side
of the car to the other. Not that she'd been looking...

She moaned as she stared into his cock,
thick and hard and gleaming in the overhead lights. Then he jerked
again on her hair and as her head tilted back, he pushed himself
into her mouth.

Sabrina's eyes fluttered and she tried to
focus her vision as he drove himself deep. Then he drove himself
even deeper.

Sabrina felt a psychic jolt as his thick,
spongy head pushed into her throat! Her back arched violently as he
kept going, the helmet headed shaft sliding deep into her throat
until her lips were pressed against the soft fabric of his
trousers!

“Every inch, baby,” he growled, grinding her
face into him.

Sabrina's mind, already dazed, clamored with
alarm, confusion and near panic as she found her breathing shut off
and her throat aching with the thick swollen flesh filling it!
Oddly, she felt no need to gag, perhaps because he so completely
filled her throat from top to bottom!

Her hips twisted and writhed and bucked as
she arched and trembled. But he held tightly to her head and hair,
drawing back a few inches only to plunge deep again, doing that
several times as her chest burned and her panic grew.

Finally he drew back all the way, the shaft
sliding up and up and up until the head popped out of her throat
and allowed her to gulp in deep, desperate, ragged breaths of
air.

“Nice,” he said, kneading her breast. “You
were built for this, baby.”

Sabrina was incapable of rational thought,
much less intelligent speech. Her chest continued to heave as she
drew in shuddering breaths, and just as she began to understand
that she had, in fact, swallowed the entire length of him, he
tugged on her hair again, dragging her forward so her head fell
over the side of the hood and was upside down, then thrust himself
deep into her throat once more!

Again, Sabrina arched and bucked, her legs
jerking and feet pushing against the hood as he forced every inch
down through her straining lips. But he held her firmly in place as
he began to pump in and out, using her to his heart's content as
her energy seemed to dwindle away until she was simply laying
there, trembling and dazed, legs splayed, while he ran the full
long length of his cock up and down in her throat!

“Fuck, yeah!” he grunted, giving a final
flurry of strokes before gasping and slowing.

He halted, buried in her throat, and Sabrina
felt his swollen member softening, pressing less firmly against the
walls of her throat as he slid back out again.

“Nice. You've got a lot to learn, but...
very nice,” he said, zipping up. “You'll be really something once
you're fully trained.”

Sabrina was too busy coughing and breathing
to reply.

*

She wore a turtleneck to work the next day.
It was a little odd, but it was raining and damp, and the
turtleneck was quite thin. Unfortunately, that meant it hugged her
body quite... noticeably. On the other hand, it was black, which
helped hide her shape. And she wore a jacket over it.

She had another hickey. Plus her throat was
sore. Her voice was a little gravelly. She felt sore inside, too.
But not as much as the first time.

Her outfit not only served to hide her
hickey, of course, but to serve notice that she was a
businesswoman, an intelligent, educated professional, and not to be
thought of as a sex object! She had pulled her hair back more
tightly this morning as if to emphasize that point, not merely to
others but to herself.

She did not understand what had happened the
previous evening. Once again she had let a man use her roughly, for
his own pleasure, without so much as a date beforehand! He had
neither asked, nor sought her permission, had made no attempt at
seduction, and had offered her no flattery.

Until she was naked, of course. Which made
it something other than flattery. That made it, well, more honest,
she had to admit. For he had no need to flatter her to get what he
wanted at that point.

He simply took what he wanted! As if he
presumed he had that right! The gall of the man! It was
outrageous!

Yet if his behavior was outrageous – and it
was – how to explain her own. Was she a weak, spineless, simpering
woman who would simply let men do whatever they wished to her
body!? Was she some sort of available sex toy for them to enjoy at
their leisure!?

Of course, she had never been such a thing,
nor had a desire to be. Not with other men anyway. Not with boys,
the ones she'd dated in high school. But then, she'd never run into
anyone like Adam McCloud. It wasn't just that he was the most
beautiful man she'd ever met – which she reluctantly admitted to
herself – but his determination, his strength of will.

When he said something, when he began to do
something, it was with the attitude he was doing what was the
obvious thing to do, an attitude which flustered her and made it
hard to contradict. The fact he made her blood boil and gave her
incredible orgasms was certainly a part of that, or, perhaps, her
reward for obedience.

Obedience! Her!? She never obeyed anyone!
She was an independent woman!

Yet she was compromising her ideals, her
independence, her body, by submitting to his lecherous desires! And
she was doing it because... because he bribed her with the wild
intensity of heat, desire and incredible pleasure.

She could hardly believe she'd had sex on
the hood of a car on the top floor of a garage like that! Sure it
was dark, but it wasn't like the parking lot wasn't lit! And it
wasn't like there weren't a half dozen tall towers all around them
full of people who could look out and see them!

And he'd tied her up! She felt indignant at
that, but whenever she recalled how firmly her crossed wrists were
held by what turned out to be his tie she felt a breathless sense
of sexuality, and her chest tightened.

“Miss Cooper,” Mister Forbes said.

She flushed ever so slightly, rose and went
to the front of the meeting room with her notes.

There were ten people in the room, all of
them men. The youngest was probably forty. They were all looking at
her as she spoke, of course. There was nothing sexual in their
gaze. Yet Sabrina's awareness of her sexuality and sexual
attractiveness had recently become a lot more conspicuous a part of
her life.

Adam's words were few, but they were said
with such... intensity, such certainty, such admiration! And they
were said to her as heat baked her body and mind, which left a very
strong and lasting impression! It also reminded her of how men
looked at women, looked at her.

Animals! They were all animals! And even as
she presented the dull, dry numbers, statistics and evidence of
economic association with ports she couldn't help wondering if they
were focusing on her words or on her. What would this group of men
do to her if they could, she wondered. Would they tear her clothes
off, drag her onto the table and use her body the way Adam
had!?

Probably!

That was what they all wanted to do to
her!

That was reinforced in her mind when
questions were asked, and she had to turn from the table to write
things on the whiteboard behind her. She couldn't wear all black,
of course, so had worn a pair of gray slacks with her black jacket.
The slacks were form fitting, and usually worn with her gray jacket
– which was unfortunately being repaired. The gray was longer than
the black, and covered her buttocks better.

Every time she turned her head back she
caught eyes looking downward instead of up at her face or the
numbers written on the whiteboard. She pretended not to notice,
though her cheeks flushed a bit. It would not do to make a scene!
These were all important men!

Unfortunately, the whiteboard was not very
high, and she was tall for a woman, so had to bend somewhat to
write further. She felt a squirmy sense of certainty that they were
staring at her ass when she did, but made sure not to turn around
quickly.

It reminded her, however that, Adam had
taken her twice from behind, including that outrageous incident
last night! Bent over a car naked! God!

She did her best to ignore all that as she
listened respectfully to their questions, and then answered them
with as much confidence as she could project.

Thankfully, her part in the meeting ended,
and she was sent off as they discussed further things. She sighed
in relief as she headed back to her desk, but hesitated as she
passed the ladies room and went in. She licked her lips as she
looked around. There were two stalls in use, but of course, the
doors were closed.

She turned her back to the huge mirror over
the sinks and bent forward. She cringed, mentally as she realized
that under the harsh fluorescent lights – the same kind as in the
board room – it was relatively easy to see the outline of her thong
just above her buttocks as the fabric of the slacks was drawn
tighter across her flesh.

She straightened and, face hot, left the
ladies room.

She would never wear these again except with
her longer gray jacket!
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The rest of the day passed in relative quiet
as Sabrina did further research and fleshed out the outline she'd
already presented. She felt self-conscious, however, certain she
had now given exactly the wrong impression to all those managers!
Instead of thinking she was a bright, capable employee they'd
probably be thinking about her ass!

It was all Adam McCloud's fault, she thought
darkly. Before him she would not have been so conscious of her
sexuality, and thoughts of that would not have been so high in her
mind. She was probably becoming paranoid about it, she thought. No
doubt those men had barely noticed her bottom. They were older,
after all. They probably had kids her age.

She would definitely give him a piece of her
mind the next time she saw him! She had not come in early this
morning because she'd gotten home so late. Nor had she slept easily
for thinking about him and what he'd done.

At least she knew his name now! And
something about him! But his arrogance was appalling! Worse, while
laying in bed fuming and unable to get to bed, she had repeatedly
relived the events at the parking lot, and that had led her,
helplessly, into removing her nightie and masturbating!

What was the matter with her!?

Was she becoming obsessed with a man she'd
barely had more than a few minutes conversation with!?

She got to go home on time, at least, but
when she walked out of the building, there was his Audi again,
parked at the curb. And this time he was standing leaning against
it, arms folded across his broad chest. The moment she saw him she
halted, frozen, her jaw dropping.

God! He was so handsome and so... big!

He showed no such hesitation. He grinned
faintly, then held up a set of car keys.

“Want to drive?” he asked.

She continued to stare at him, even as she
felt a wild surge of emotions – not to mention her nipples
tightening and hardening within the cups of her bra.

“What makes you think I even have a
license?” she demanded, walking forward reluctantly.

“I know you have a license. I know a lot
about you.”

She scowled.

“Are you stalking me?”

“Nope. No need. My business is information,
remember. And I can access employee records, including their
resumes. Yours says you have a drivers license.”

She pursed her lips and glared.

“You're nosy!”

“Satisfying curiosity is normal. I bet you'd
read my record if you could.”

“I would not,” she lied.

He snorted, and tossed her the keys.

She looked at them dubiously, then at the
car. Then she set her shoulders and walked around to the drivers
side and got in. He got in the passenger side.

The car started with a deep throated growl
and she licked her lips.

“I don't have a lot of experience,” she
said.

“I noticed.”

She flushed and glared at him. “What's that
supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. You were incredible.”

“At what!? I didn't do anything! You did
everything!”

“You were incredible anyway.”

“And what was that about my being better
once I'm trained? Trained!?”

“We can discuss that at dinner.”

She shifted and checked the mirror, then
pulled out into traffic.

“Where are we going?”

“East 58th.”

“We're practically there already!”

“Want to drive around the block?”

“No! Driving this thing makes me nervous.
How much does it cost?”

“About a hundred and twenty thousand.”

“What!? What if I have an accident.”

“Don't. Or I'll have to spank you.”

She flushed.

“I might spank you anyway. I think that
would be... interesting.”

Sabrina flushed even more, not at all sure
whether he was kidding or not.

“You're a violent man!”

“All men have the capacity for
violence.”

“Clearly! And against women!”

“I don't regard spankings as violence,” he
said in amusement.

“You might disagree if you were the one
spanked!”

“You're welcome to try,” he said with raised
eyebrow.

She sniffed.

“Pull in there,” he said.

She pulled off the street and into the
curved driveway before a restaurant. A man in a red jacket hurried
over and opened her door as she stepped out, and after glancing at
Adam, she gave him her keys. At least she didn't have to park the
thing!

She didn't have to guess that this was an
expensive restaurant. The tables were covered in spotless white
linen, the chairs of dark, polished wood with plush fabric seats.
The floor was hardwood, and the walls were paneled to the waist,
and had matching crown molding along the ceiling. The atmosphere
was hushed, and the lighting dim.

She supposed if you could pay over a hundred
thousand dollars for a car you could afford fancy restaurants.

They were shown to a table, with the matre'd
holding her chair and pushing it in for her once she sat. Adam, she
noted, seated himself.

“Would you like the wine list, sir?”

“Yes, please,” Adam said.

The wine list was provided, and they were
left alone as she looked around her. The place was not busy as it
was only a little after four.

“It's a bit early for my dinner,” she
said.

“Eat. You'll need your energy for
later.”

She flushed and felt her nipples
tingling.

“You are an incredibly arrogant man!” she
said in a low, accusing voice.

“I've heard that before. I prefer to think
of it as confidence.”

“I'll bet you do!”

He ordered a bottle of wine – for both of
them, since she hadn't been thinking about wine. She didn't
contradict him in front of the maitre'D.

“Who says I wanted any wine?” she complained
after he had left.

He shrugged. “Try it. If you don't like it,
you don't have to drink it.”

“Are you going to order my food, too?”

“Possibly. I know what's good here.”

“I will order for myself, thank you very
much, Mister McCloud!”

He smiled and she picked up the menu and
began to examine it.

She gazed at him furtively as she examined
it. He was so arrogant! And so beautiful! And his chest was so
broad and his shoulders so wide! And those eyes were so...
gray!

Her nipples tingled again, and she was glad
she had the jacket on.

“I'll bet you're having steak,” she
said.

“Well, it is a steak house.”

“Raw, I presume?”

“Tender,” he said, looking at her. “I love
the taste of tender flesh.”

She flushed and felt her lower belly
thrum.

“My throat is sore from.. yesterday, you
know,” she said.

If she was hoping for an apology or a sign
of guilt she was disappointed.

“You handled deep throating very well,” he
said.

She hissed at him and looked around them,
but no one was at the next tables and no one had heard.

“You'll handle it even better once you're
used to it.”

“What makes you think I want to get used to
it!?” she demanded.

“Why wouldn't you? The hard part is fixing
it in your mind that you can, in fact, swallow it without choking.
That makes it much easier afterward. It's all mental discipline and
self-control.”

“And what do I get out of it?”

“Knowledge that you have increased your
sexual skill set.”

She flushed and looked around again before
glaring at him.

“I don't believe I've ever gotten any
complaints!”

“Of course not. Who'd complain about having
the chance to lay between your gorgeous thighs?” he asked with a
raised eyebrow.

Again she looked around.

“Keep your voice low!”

“Speak more politely or I'll consider that
spanking to be essential,” he said.

She flushed once more.

“And anyway, you haven't lain between my
gorgeous thighs!” she said in a tight, low voice.

He had, after all, taken her from behind
both times.

“I'll take care of that tonight,” he
said.

That made her lower belly thrum again.

“And what if I refuse?”

“Why would you do that when you know how
much you'll enjoy it? You're a rational woman, and that would be
irrational.”

“Maybe I have something else on my calendar
this evening!”

“Do you?”

She glared.

“Then it's settled.”

“It is not settled,” she hissed as the
waiter brought their wine, introduced himself, and asked them if
they were ready to order.

He ordered steak, of course. She ordered a
salad, ignoring his snort of disapproval.

“I don't intend to get fat,” she said as the
waiter left.

“You won't get fat if you do that exercise
routine I gave you.”

“Are you an expert?”

“Yes.”

She snorted, but reigned in her irritation.
She wanted to let him know how outraged she was, but more than that
she wanted more information about him.

“So you were in the army?” she asked.

“Navy.”

“How come you got out?”

“I was given a medical discharge.”

She raised her eyebrows. “You look...
healthy.”

The corner of his lip quirked up a
little.

“I was a SEAL. You can't simply be healthy
and be a SEAL.”

“So... how are you not healthy now?” she
asked uncertainly.

“My right leg got mostly shot away,” he
said.

She stared at him, and remembered seeing him
naked in the shower.

“It was not!”

He grinned at her.

“I mean, I didn't notice that you were
missing a leg,” she said. “And I would have!”

“Were you concentrating on my legs?”

She blushed.

“I was patched up pretty good, and have had
several operations. There's a lot of scar tissue, though, so I
can't move as quickly as I used to.”

“Oh. Well, you seem to be in pretty good
shape.”

“You too,” he said, giving her another
little flush of heat down low.

“Couldn't you do something else for
them?”

“I could be a POG I suppose, but I'd rather
get out and do something else.”

“What's a Pog?”

People other than grunts. It's a military
term that refers to people whose jobs in the military don't involve
crawling in the dirt and shooting other people.”

“Where were you shot?”

“Classified.”

She frowned, and the waiter arrived with
their food.

“So... what do you do now?”

“Things.”

“That's not helpful.”

“Classified then.”

She frowned. “You work for the bank. Nothing
there can be called classified.”

“What makes you think I work for the bank?”
he asked in amusement.

She stared at him. “But of course you do!
You said... you work for uhm, a rich man.”

“I work for him and others. I don't work for
the bank.”

“Doesn't he work there? At the bank?”

“Yes. I'm an independent contractor.”

“What do you uhm, do for him?

“Classified.”

She glared.

“Eat your food. So we can get to the
pleasures of the flesh.”

Sabrina gulped and frowned.

“I haven't decided what we'll be doing after
dinner,” she said firmly.

“That's okay. I have.”

What an arrogant bastard!

*

The lobby of 15 Central Park West looked
like the lobby of a fancy hotel – the kind too expensive for her to
stay at. Sabrina maintained that they were just going to talk, and
enjoy the view of Central Park he promised, but had little
confidence in that.

They went in and he pressed the button for
the penthouse, and rode up in uncomfortable silence – at least for
Sabrina. Because he was looking at her the whole time and she was
pretending not to notice.

“Your... boss...lives in the penthouse?” she
gulped.

“I don't have a boss.”

“You work for him.”

“Independent contractor.”

She made a face.

The elevator stopped and they got out in a
lobby. Ahead were a pair of immense doors, but he led her past them
and along the hall to a smaller, single door, unlocked it, and
ushered her inside.

The apartment was narrow and long. There was
a marble floored lobby, with a half bathroom off it, and a closet –
a huge one – on the opposite wall. The kitchen came next, with
gleaming stainless steel appliances and past that the dining room
and living room. To one side was another bathroom and then a
bedroom.

It was still light enough that the view out
of the huge french glass doors showed her central park and the rows
of condos along its edges. They were high enough that the view was
simply incredible, and she walked through the apartment to
stare.

“Wow. A little better than my view,” she
said.

“He took her hand and turned her towards
him.

“Got a mirror in your apartment?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“If you do then your view is fabulous every
day.”

She flushed and then he kissed her. He was
gentler than before, and while she thought for a moment about
resisting, that moment passed quickly.

She flinched a bit as his fingers slid into
her jacket and pushed it back over her shoulders so it fell behind
her, but the dark rush of excitement and heat was rising within her
to satisfy the anticipation she'd been feeling through dinner and
since.

He peeled her sweater up and over her head,
then unzipped her trousers, moving faster than she could quite
cope, flustering her as he efficiently stripped her, and even undid
her hair so that it spilled around her shoulders. She had time for
a breathless “Wait!” a couple of times and that was it.

By the time she realized she was entirely
naked and he was still fully clothed she was breathless and filled
with excitement. But then he turned her and pressed her, face
first, against the wall! That was awfully confusing! She felt him
drawing her arms back behind her and crossing her wrists. She only
just started to realize his intent as he undid his tie.

“Wait!” she gasped again, squirming to turn
around.

“Why wait? You think someone better is going
to come along? There's no one better for you than me, baby,” he
said.

Then he was wrapping his tie around her
wrists!

“Wh-Why are you tying me up!?”

“So you can't hide your beautiful body,” he
said, as she felt the tie yanked tight.

She squirmed and twisted, but his shoulder
was pinning her to the wall, her breasts pillowed out against it,
and then as he drew her back she found her wrists locked
together!

“Now, let's talk,” he said.

He gripped the back of her neck and marched
her over before a large upholstered chair covered in buttoned
leather and then pushed down in front of it. She gasped as she
dropped to her knees.

“What... what are you... ?”

“Sit on your heels,” he said. “Spread your
legs.”

Breathless, overwhelmed, flustered, Sabrina
was fairly easy game for his steely determination. He, at least,
knew exactly what he wanted and what he was going to do. She knew
neither! And by the time he was done she was kneeling, sitting on
her heels, her knees spread wide as he sat down before her.

His eyes looked hungrily on her as Sabrina
gulped in air. She stared at him, dropped her eyes, stared at her
body, then looked around in something like bewilderment. What on
earth was going on!?

“Beautiful,” he said. “You're like a sex
goddess come to life.”

She flushed under his intent gaze, her
wrists jerking instinctively against the tie to cover herself. She
drew her knees closer together but he instantly shook his head.

“No shyness, baby. Spread your legs,” he
ordered.

“Why?” she gulped.

He slid to his knee in front of her and his
big hand forced her legs apart as his other hand slipped behind her
head. He leaned in, his eyes filled with stern command.

“Because I say so,” he growled.

Sabrina gulped and felt herself quail under
those eyes, but then as he slid back and sat down she felt a flush
of indignation.

“You're not my... boss!” she sputtered.

“Want a spanking?”

She flushed. “You wouldn't dare!”

His eyes said otherwise, and made her
nervous even as a strange little pulse of heat rolled up her spine.
She jerked her wrists against the tie again, feeling a sense of
helplessness which inspired more of a strange dark thrill than
fear.

After all, she was already helpless with
this man. He was twice her weight and much of it muscle. He could
break her in half without much effort. So being tied up implied
something altogether different, something which spoke of those
kinky, dirty stories and perversions she knew only very little
about.

“Just out of university, hmm?”

“You've seen my records,” she said, a trifle
sulkily.

“Smith college.”

“Yes.”

“All girl.”

“All female.”

“Enjoy your time there?”

“Yes!”

“Without any men?”

“That was the best part!” she said with a
glare.

“But whatever did you do for sex?” he asked
with a smile.

Sabrina flushed. How much could he possibly
know!? He couldn't know anything about that!

“Not everyone is a sex maniac!” she said.
“That is a male thing.”

“Really? I hear a lot about lesbianism among
Smith grads.”

“Oh like you've even known any Smith grads!
What are you doing?”

He had scooped up her bra and was inspecting
it.

“Odd looking bra.”

“It's called a minimizer,” she said with a
frown.

“Seriously? Why would you want to make your
breasts look smaller?”

“Because I don't want a bunch of male
perverts staring at them all the time!”

“What about female perverts?”

He grinned when she didn't answer and tossed
the bra on the floor.

“Thirty-Eight-D cup. That's exactly what I'd
guessed,” he said.

“I'm so glad you weren't disappointing,
Mister McCloud.”

“I doubted it, though simply because your
breasts are so lovely and firm and round. I guess it's the fitness
of youth.”

Sabrina felt a sense of some confusion. On
the one hand she was pleased at his flattery. On the other hand it
was seriously strange to have a man she barely knew speaking so
casually about her breasts! And even more strange that she was
kneeling her naked before him with her hands tied up!

This whole situation was... was...
untenable!

“Why am I kneeling here?” she demanded,
trying to keep her tone firm.

“So I can look at you.”

“What if I want to look at you?”

“Be my guest.”

“Naked! How come I have to be naked and not
you!?”

“We both know women are much better on the
eyes naked.”

That was, in fact, normally true. Sabrina
would dispute that in his case, though, but didn't want to flatter
his already colossal ego by telling him so.

He got up and crossed to a bar, poured
himself a drink, and then came back and sat down. That was even
more of a blow to Sabrina's pride, and she glowered at him.

“This is ridiculous! I'm not kneeling here
on the floor naked while you relax and use me for eye candy!”

She started to rise but in an astonishingly
quick move he was already right there, his hand on her shoulder
forcing her back down. That hand shifted and she gasped as it
filled itself with her hair, jerking down and back.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped as he forced her
head back.

“Lovely,” he said as his other hand gently
caressed and kneaded her breasts.

They plucked and rolled her erect nipples,
then slid lower, his fingers tracing the line of her sex as Sabrina
gasped and felt a hot rush of sexual energy.

“You're wet, little girl,” he said
softly.

She blushed hotly, and jerked as she tried
to pull free, but his hand held her hair tightly.

She felt his fingers rubbing her clitoris,
then easing aside the lips of her sex. One finger – a very long,
very thick finger – pushed up inside her!

“Nice and wet and warm, like every beautiful
girl should be,” he said.

He was such a sexist! This was...
degrading!

But a throbbing heat was growing inside her
as his finger pumped slowly and shifted around inside her body. His
thumb pressed in against her clitoris, rubbing from side to side,
and then a second finger slowly worked its way up inside her! This
was so... exciting and darkly thrilling!

The pads of those fingers rubbed up and down
against the front wall of her sex, then he grunted as if in
satisfaction. One pressed firmly against her, while the other began
to sort of... shift in and out, working back and forth, the tip
tapping against the wall of her sex in a way which began to send
hot little pulses of intense sensation through her groin and up
into her body!

“Oh! Oh! Wh-what... what are... you
do-ing!?” she moaned.

“I'm training you,” he said.

“T-training me in what!?”

“I'm training your mind to understand that
obeying me brings a great deal of pleasure.”

“Why?” she moaned.

“So you'll be my slave girl.”
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The words were absurd, so absurd Sabrina's
already fuzzy mind had a difficult time actually understanding what
he'd said, as if certain she'd heard wrong. Then when she was sure
she did understood she felt a psychic jolt that was first alarmed,
then filled with a dark, seething excitement!

Obviously he wasn't serious. He'd have to be
insane to be serious and Adam McCloud struck her as a very stable
man. But what he said implied a deliciously wicked sexual game the
likes of which Sabrina had never experienced nor ever expected
to!

In fact, it was the kind of wicked sexual
game she would have, not very long ago either, dismissed as
ridiculous, perverted and of no interest to her whatever. But
kneeling there naked with her hands tied behind her back and firmly
in his control it didn't sound so ridiculous or perverted!

“Y-Y-Your cr-crazy!” she gasped.

“You better hope not.”

She whimpered at a sudden violent jolt of
sensation which made her hips jerk forward.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she gasped.

His finger was tapping against her on the
inside while his thumb rubbed from side to side against her
clitoris from the outside, in part pushing it back against flesh
which the fingers he had thrust up inside her was pushing
against.

The entire front of her torso was flushed
with heat, and she was gasping for breath as the rushing, swirling
sensations roiled her nervous system and flooded her brain with
heat and pleasure. It was an intoxicating brew, and made her feel
overheated and feverish!

Then the orgasm hit with such force she
could not prevent herself from crying out, her back arching even
more sharply than his grip on her hair forced upon her, her hips
grinding frantically against his fingers as he bent to take the
center of her right breast into his mouth and bite her!

The pain was sharp and intense, and made her
cry out again in breathless, dazed pain. But even the pain lent a
wild energy to the explosion of pleasure overwhelming her mind. It
was a match against the bonfire of raw carnal heat consuming
her!

She could feel him sucking hungrily on her
flesh, on her quivering, tingling nipple as his teeth chewed at the
flesh around it, and shuddered, twisting and trembling in his grip
as the orgasm rolled on and on to the point of consuming her mind
entirely!

It failed, but only barely, subsiding as he
drew back, leaving her gasping and dazed as he drew his fingers out
of her and then, to her stunned confusion, pushed them into her
open mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered, with such intensity she
closed her lips and obeyed without even really thinking.

“Lick!'

She licked and sucked as his fingers
caressed her tongue, and then slowly drew out of her and back. He
stood up and went back to his chair, sitting down, then picked up
his glass.

Sabrina was kneeling, gasping, shoulders
slumped, head down, hair dangling before her as she tried to
restart the higher orders of thought in her brain.

“Here's to you, slave girl,” he said,
holding his glass up before taking a drink.

Still panting, trembling slightly, Sabrina
raised her eyes and stared at him.

“I'm not a.. a slave girl,” she gulped.
“You're being.... s-silly.”

“But what a fun silliness,” he replied.

He put down his glass then walked out of the
room, leaving her alone, still gasping for breath, and shaking her
head in both dismay and amazement at the incredible power of the
orgasm she'd just had.

And how she'd had it!

She wasn't even quite sure what he had done.
She knew a couple of the girls she'd slept with had talked about
G-spots, and had searched for them inside her, but failed to find
one. Was that what he'd been doing!?

He returned and gasped as he squatted behind
her and gripped her hair.

“Oh!”

“Up a bit, slave girl,” he said.

She felt something against her sex, but with
her head held up and back by the hair couldn't see.

“Did you and your girlfriends ever make use
of sex toys at Smith?” he asked.

He was tugging downward now, easing her body
down, and Sabrina felt the pressure growing against her sex as her
mind sputtered.

Sex toys!? What!? What did he mean!? Surely
he hadn't got – ?”

“Oh!”

She could feel herself being spread wide,
stretched apart by the pressure of her own body coming down on...
something! He forced her head forward and down and she stared at
what was an obvious dildo on the floor beneath her! She gaped at it
as she watched the lips of her sex stretched tautly around its
shaft sliding downward!

“Y-You're a pervert!” she gasped.

“Undoubtedly.”

She moaned as she sank lower and the head of
the thing pushed deep inside her. It ached, but it ached in a
thrilling way that made her insides thrum with energy! And when he
let go of her and sat down again she continued to sink down until
her buttocks were flat against her heels once more.

She flushed at his knowing gaze.

“Slave girl,” he said teasingly.

“You're being ridiculous!”

“Perhaps. But I bet that feels good up
inside you.”

It did! But there was no way Sabrina was
going to admit it!

“I have a vibrator too. Would you like me to
get it?”

“No!”

“Shouldn't that be... no master?” he asked
mildly.

“That will be the day!” she exclaimed.

He chuckled softly.

“If you call me master I'll make you climax
again.”

“No!”

“Hmm. Maybe you just need a little more
persuasion.”

He slid forward to one knee and gripped her
hair, jerking it sharply back so that she gasped in pain.

“Head back, back arched, chest out, legs
spread,” he barked like a drill sergeant.

And she assumed the pose he demanded without
protest – or even much thought. His voice was very...
commanding!

He got up and then left the room again. What
was he getting this time, she wondered dazedly.

She stared down between her legs and moaned.
This was insane! This was... perverted!

Her body, however, was throbbing with heat
and sexual pressure, and when she heard him return she quickly
jerked her head up and back!

He came up behind her and knelt behind her
again. She felt his hand on her wrist, pulling her arms outward,
bending her forward.

“Wh-what are you doing!?”

“Whatever I want. You're my slave girl,
after all.”

“I am not your slave girl!”

She felt something much thicker than the tie
going around her wrist, something smooth. It was somewhat padded
and felt... leathery. It closed around her wrist as he untied the
tie. Sabrina tried to jerk her hands free but he snorted and simply
bent her over further, so her chest was pressed to the ground and
her wrists held up behind her.

“If you act up I'm going to have to spank
you, Slave girl,” he said.

Sabrina moaned helplessly.

“I'm not your slave girl!” she gasped.

She felt her wrists pressed together again,
then he released them and they jerked apart – or tried to. They
wouldn't separate, much though. They weren't tied together like
before, but they couldn't get more than an inch apart!

She gasped as he pulled on her hair to
straighten her. Then something went around her neck and pulled in
tight behind her, something she got only a brief glimpse of,
something black and silver.

“What... .is that!?”

“You'll see in a moment.”

A moment later he released it and it stayed
in place, surrounding her throat. Sabrina had an astonished notion
of what it might be, even as he bent her over once more! This time
he bent her so far her face was to the floor.

His fingers pumped the dildo inside her
several times, then thrust it deep. A moment later she felt
something else, something hard and cool and very slippery with some
sort of – lubricant – pressing against her small back opening. Her
eyes widened.

“Oh! Oh don't!” she squealed, twisting and
squirming to no avail.

Crack!

“Behave, slave girl.”

“Ow! I'm not a slave girl!”

Crack!

“You will be.”

The thing pushed harder and she felt it
sliding into her, getting wider and wider, stretching her wider and
wider! And then it abruptly narrowed and she felt it sucked into
her body. Her opening closed behind her it – or almost. She felt
something pressed against the outside even as he let her straighten
up and then, gripping her hair, pulled her to her feet.

The dildo slid out of her as he marched her
out to the hall and held her by the hair before a full length
mirror.

It was such a sight as Sabrina had never
imagined to see in her life! It astonished her! It was
simultaneously appalling and breathtakingly exciting!

It was, as she'd suspected, a black leather
collar around her throat, studded, with a flat plate in front from
which a thick metal ring dangled. But the sight of herself wearing
it, back arched, her hair held in his big fist as Adam McCloud
stood arrogantly beside her in all his masculine strength, size,
and superiority, was what blew her mind.

Because... she looked like... a slave
girl!

A slave girl possessed by her master!

He turned her sideways and she stared at the
sight of the leather bracelets around her wrists that looked like
miniature versions of the collar. She could hardly believe this!
And her mind was still coping with... whatever he'd put in her
bottom!

He led her back into the living room and
pushed her to her knees, then slid the dildo back inside her once
more as a stunned Sabrina did little to resist.

As he was feeding the dildo up inside her he
let his thumb stroke her clitoris as well, so that she began to
moan and squirm helplessly. He chuckled softly and withdrew, sat
down, picked up his glass, and had a drink as he eyed her over the
rim.

“Ahh,” he said as he put the glass back
down.

“So tell me about your girlfriends at
Smith.”

She stared at him, her body pulsing, her
chest tight, her face flushed.

“I-I don't know what you mean!” she
gulped.

He snorted.

“It's not good to lie to your master, slave
girl.”

He got up and walked past her, and she
twisted her head to watch him, then looked down between her thighs
again, moaning softly. What was he going to get this time!?

She rose a little, gasping. The dildo was on
a suction cup which locked it to the floor. She slid up then down,
gasping at the delicious rush of sensation! This was so perverted,
she moaned to herself!

She slid up and down again, then up higher
and down, moaning as she sank herself fully onto the dildo! She
heard him coming back and went still.

He knelt behind her again, and this time he
gripped her ankle! She twisted her head around to stare as he put
one of those leather things around it! Then he did the same with
her other ankle. A moment later she felt her wrists tugged down and
then they were somehow locked tightly to the ones around her ankles
with a short chain!

His arm snaked over her hip. It had a... a
thing attached to it, on the back of his hand, with little loops
going over his fingers. It buzzed, and as his fingers pressed
against her they vibrated! She gasped as his fingers stroked her,
rubbing, vibrating.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he whispered into
her ear. “Hot little, slutty slave girl.”

“I-I'm not!” she moaned. “Oh! Oh!”

His fingers felt incredible on her clitoris,
and she shuddered and trembled against him!

He chewed lightly on the underside of her
ear, then chuckled low in his throat and stood up. He tossed the
thing, whatever it was called, down, and then removed his jacket. A
moment later she saw his shirt tossed aside!

She gulped as he kicked off his shoes,
making sure they went to the side where she could see them. Then
his socks and then his pants joined them!

And finally, a pair of black boxer
shorts.

He moved around in front of her and she felt
a rush of emotions, the main one being wild heat! He was, of
course, naked, and as incredible as she remembered! His powerful
chest and broad shoulders slid down to his taut, washboard stomach
and abdomen, then his cock, thick and threatening as it thrust up
and out at her!

He reached behind and gathered in her hair,
then pushed himself forward into her open mouth.

Sabrina moaned as his thick cock slid along
her tongue, deeper and deeper. She felt a sense of sudden panic!
Was he going to shove it down her throat again like he'd done the
other night!?

And then he did so, before she could even
decide on what to do as a response!

She twisted and pulled away – or tried to.
It was, of course, impossible, and she gurgled as his cock slid
deep into her throat, staring in shock at the sight of his cock
disappearing before her eyes! Then her lips were wrapped around the
very base, pressed against his groin as she writhed and twisted
helplessly in his grasp!

“Every inch, slave girl,” he said
remorselessly.

He ground face her against him.

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

The words felt like they were written in
fire across her already feverish mind even as a sense of panic and
confusion gripped her. She couldn't breath, and her stomach was
churning and her throat ached!

He drew his long thick cock out and she
gasped explosively, gulping in ragged breaths of air as he held her
tightly in place. Then he thrust deep into her throat again and
started to pump in and out!

Sabrina's eyes bulged and she gagged
helplessly as his cock moved in and out with quick, sharp strokes.
His hands in her hair jerked her forward to meet every stroke, and
black dots danced before her eyes as she became light-headed!

He pulled out and she gulped in air again,
and again he thrust deep and started pumping.

Sabrina sagged in his grasp, her throat
submitting to his oral assault, her gag reflex weakening as he
drove himself deep again and again. The world seemed to spin around
her as she gasped for breath every time he pulled free, then
gurgled as he drove himself deep.

Finally he pulled out and let her fall back
onto her back on the floor. He dropped to his knees, gripped her
legs and flipped her effortlessly onto her belly, then jerked her
hips upward, slapping her bottom sharply.

Sabrina was only peripherally aware of any
of it. She was light-headed and dazed, and focused on filling her
lungs with air. Her mind had no time for little things like what he
was doing behind her, or the feel of that... thing he'd pushed into
her bottom pulling out, and something else pushing into her.

She groaned dazedly as he jerked in against
her waist. That raised her hips higher, but with her chest flat it
forced her chin up and back. And then as her mind began to sputter
back into life she became aware of the feeling of being filled, of
having something thick deep inside her.

She realized, after a moment, that it was
moving, and groaned. Yet it wasn't a familiar sensation. He wasn't
in her pussy, but in her ass, she realized. Still, she didn't
really care. She cried out as her scalp stung and her head jerked
back, something pulling her hair even as his hips slapped sharply
against her upraised buttocks.

He ground himself against her, and Sabrina's
eyes fluttered as she coughed and shuddered. Her thoughts began to
clear a little more and she grunted and panted as his hips slapped
against her, as his... his cock, it had to be, plunged into her
belly. Into her ass!

So this was what it felt like, she thought a
trifle placidly. This wasn't so bad at all. Why had she thought it
would be? It felt kind of strange, actually. Though each time he
pushed himself all the way into her she felt a cramping sensation
deep in her belly.

He was such a bastard, she thought
dazedly.

“Ungh!” she gasped as he jerked on her
hair.

“You've got a gorgeous ass, slave girl,” he
said.

Soooo ridiculous, she thought. The whole
idea of a 'slave girl' was silly. But then again, here she was tied
up on her knees with him roughly, crudely, savagely using her
bottom as if he owned her! This was sooo degrading! It was so
demeaning!

The very idea of equality between she and
her lovers which she had adhered to so strictly since she'd had her
first lover was laughable in this context. He was using her like
she was his... his bitch! He was so cruel and rude in the things he
said!

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” she moaned.

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Nasty little slut.”

Crack!

“Please!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say please master.”

Sabrina shuddered, his hips grinding and
slapping against her steadily, his big cock plunging deep into her
quivering belly again and again.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Obey your master, slut.”

Crack!

“Say please master.”

Crack!

“Please! Master!” she gasped.

God! She could hardly believe she'd said
that!

Crack!

“Again!” He yanked on her hair sharply.

“Ow! Please, master!”

He buried his cock inside her, grinding his
hips around and around.

“Dirty little girl. Tell me you love my
cock.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I love your cock!”

Crack!

“Say master.”

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

He drew slowly out, releasing her hair, then
pushed in, more gently. He pulled out again, and then pushed into
her sex instead. But no, it wasn't... the same. She moaned as he
pushed so deep into her sex. Then there was something pressed
against the top of her sex – or the bottom in this position – and
it started to buzz.

The vibrator!

A moment later he slid into her ass
again!

“Oh! Oh, God!” she gasped.

She felt sooo full!

Her lower belly thrummed with heat and
energy!

His hands slid firmly over her buttocks,
then up and down along her hips and sides and under her chest to
knead her breasts.

He lifted her up and back and she squealed
and gasped as she found herself sitting atop him as he knelt on his
heels behind her, and his teeth chewing along the nape of her neck
and the side of her throat, sucking and licking and kissing
her.

“Hot little sex slave,” he growled into her
ear. “Your body was built for hot, dirty sex.”

He lowered her upper body to the floor
again, but then shifted his grip to her arms, jerking them straight
back, which held her chest off the floor. He began to thrust into
her again, hard and fast, her body shaking under the heavy blows of
his hips, her breasts swinging below her and her head swinging and
lolling before her.

The vibrator was buzzing hard against her,
though without much pressure. Then he released her arms and wrapped
her hair around his fist, jerking her head up and back and lifting
her chest off the floor without regard to her gasp of pain!

His other hand slid beneath to press against
the base of the vibrator, or the dildo, or whatever was filling
her, to grind it against her clitoris even as his hips pounded
against her. The sensations redoubled, a wild, cacophony of
emotions and wild, intense pleasure twisting within her.

A renewed heat began to throb within her
mind, the strength growing steadily. Her awareness had returned
now, and with it the sense of sheer outrageousness at what was
being done to her! It should have infuriated her, rather than cause
mere indignation. And it should not have aroused her. It should
surely not have led to the sense of awed delight gripping her
mind!

Because this was very much as if she really
were, really was... his sex slave! And that thought was so
outrageous it provoked an incredible rush of thrilled heat! Oh, not
that she thought for a moment she was any such thing, of course.
That didn't even bear a second thought! But the similarity, the
sense of 'acting out' such a thing, was astonishingly erotic!

She, Sabrina Connor, proud, independent
educated woman, as a sex slave! What an incredible, amazing,
deliciously forbidden game! A searing rush of dark arousal swept
through her, and she felt her very skin flushing hotly, felt her
insides churning as the heat beat at her mind!

Gasping, moaning, whimpering, she jerked in
and out as he rode her, as her body was roiled by the strength of
the sensations and the dark wonder filling her mind.

And then... he stopped.

She could feel him, what felt like just the
tip of him inside her, even as the vibrator was allowed to ease
back in pressure.

No! Not yet! She was almost there!

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slave girl,” he
ordered.

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she
begged.

“Again, slave girl.”

So dirty! So nasty! So wicked and
outrageous!

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she cried.

He plunged back into her body, the vibrator
grinding against her, and Sabrina screamed as the orgasm exploded.
An incredible wave of pleasure rose and rose and rose even more, as
she felt a growing sense of wonder at its intensity!

She cried all the air out of her body,
sucked in more desperately and cried it all out again!
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Sabrina swept her bare hand across the
mirror to move the steam away and stared at herself a little
breathlessly. Was that still her there? Was she still the Sabrina
Connor she had known all her life? Because she certainly wasn't
acting like it!

Adam McCloud was a pig. He didn't respect
her equality or independence. He just lusted after her body. He was
the kind of man she'd ignore with a sneer and curled lip. Well,
except that he was just so incredibly... hot. Even in her most
feminist mood she couldn't ignore that much muscle and flesh and...
beauty.

Yet she had always looked with contempt at
other girls who 'dated down'. For there were always girls who liked
those big, musclebound jocks, the smart girls who lowered
themselves to dating dumb musclebound men.

Not that he was dumb, she conceded
reluctantly. And not that he wasn't apparently successful. But he
was clearly not her type. At least, not the type of intelligent,
respectful, sensitive and caring man she could consider as a
partner.

Sex slave indeed! What a ridiculous idea!
Only a man would come up with that!

And the way he treated her! He was so rough,
so... savage! He used her and manhandled her for his own filthy,
perverted pleasure!

So why did it arouse her so much?

Why and how did she have such incredible
orgasms while he was abusing her!? Why did the idea, just
the idea of acting like his 'sex slave' turn her on so much!? Was
it something instinctive? Was something deep inside her excited to
lay herself at the feet of a big, powerful, macho man!?

He had fucked her throat so that it was even
more sore than before! And then he had fucked her ass! It was
outrageous!

And yet she'd just masturbated in the shower
as she relived the experience in her mind.

And the orgasm had been powerful!

It was hard but she would have to just
accept that a part of her felt this sort of nasty, kinky and
degrading sex was... exciting. No, admit it, she thought,
not merely exciting but thrilling beyond any sex I've ever had
in my life.

But why!? The thought bewildered
her.

But the why didn't matter to the facts.

He was clearly unsuitable but...she could
have some... fun with him. No one she knew would have to know. It
wasn't like he was her boyfriend or anything.

Of course, the idea of having 'fun' with
Adam McCloud was like the idea of having fun with a wild tiger. One
that was definitely not safely caged!

He'd put that... plug up her butt before
letting her dress and she'd ridden home with it inside her. And
he'd told her, before dropping her off, that she had better be
wearing it this morning during her exercise, which he was going to
supervise.

What an arrogant man!

What she should have done was go in at
eight, to her cubicle, ignoring him. The thought of him waiting
around in the gym for her to arrive and realizing she wasn't going
to made her smile with delight.

But the thought of them in the shower
together after the exercise held much, much more strength. In fact,
it was an attempt to diminish that appeal which had reluctantly led
her to give in to her own body's simmering heat and masturbate in
the shower this morning.

It hadn't really worked.

And now she was going to be late if she
didn't rush.

That thought made her panic, and she quickly
brushed and dried her hair, not bothering to style it as she pulled
it back behind her and tied it up. She hesitated and then got the
plug, put some baby oil on, and worked it into her bottom.

This was so outrageous! How dare he even
ask, let alone order her!?

Yet she did it, and then pulled on her
leotard, the high cut one with the Brazilian cut bottom. It wasn't
a thong but it was... cheeky. She pulled a pair of leggings over
that, then a blouse over her leotard, put a black skirt and a
sweater and underwear into her bag, zipped her jacket, and hurried
out to grab the bus to the subway.

She was anxious much of the way, fearing
she'd be late. But she got there just in time and rushed
downstairs, then slowed so as to not let him know she had rushed
for his benefit. He was already in shorts and tank top – one of
those sleeveless wife-beater things which she'd seen him in
before.

She gulped at the size of his bare
shoulders.

“Just on time, slave girl,” he said in a low
voice.

Sabrina flushed and looked anxiously
around.

“I'll just change,” she gulped in a quiet
voice.

She went into the women's locker room,
opened an empty locker, put her blouse and jacket in it, then her
bag, and locked it. Licking her lips nervously, she turned and went
back out.

“Nice,” he said, his eyes flicking up and
down.

Her leotard left her shoulders and arms
bare, too, and was even tighter across her chest than his was.

“But these are redundant,” he said, gripping
the waistband of her leggings and pulling it out to peer
inside.

She gasped and snatched it closed.

“It's a leotard, slave girl,” he said with a
smile.

“Still,” she said lamely.

“Just take them off.”

“I couldn't!” she gasped, eyes widening.

“Why?”

“Because... because it wouldn't be...
appropriate here,” she gulped.

“Why?”

“Because... because you don't show that much
bare skin at work!”

“Nobody here works with you.”

“Still!”

He pushed in closer, backing her against the
wall, and she gasped as his chest pressed against her breasts,
tilting her head back.

“I'm your master, slave girl,” he said
softly. “I decide what's appropriate for you to wear.”

His big hands slid down her waist and he
hooked his thumbs into the waistband, then shoved down until they
were over her hips and dropping around her ankles! Then he bent and
snatched them out from under her, steadying her with his other
hand!

He was so... outrageous!

“Now let's start on your exercise,” he said,
leading her away.

“But... but...!”

He led her into the exercise room. There
were, as usual, a dozen other people there already using some of
the machines. He led her over to a separate area and had her do
some stretches before starting. He did the same stretches but...
she felt very self-conscious as she did them!

Putting her hands behind her neck, for
example, only emphasized her breasts, especially since he insisted
she pull her elbows back! Then she had to stretched back, arching,
then tilting to one side then the other, dong that repeatedly
before bending and touching her toes several times.

Yes, he did the same, but he wasn't wearing
a tight leotard with a cheeky bottom which tended to bunch up
between her buttocks more and more as she bent way over and
straightened repeatedly. And it was true the wall was behind them
but the wall was covered with a giant mirror, and she noted a
number of men on the treadmills looking on with interest.

And one woman. She was in her late twenties,
and blonde. She was short and slim but very pretty. She was running
briskly on the treadmill before them but her eyes were certainly
following what she and Adam were doing. Enough that Sabrina began
to feel irritated, first at the woman, and then at herself! I am
NOT jealous, she thought angrily. I don't even like him!

It did not occur to her at first that the
woman might be looking at her, instead of Adam.

Adam had her get down on her hands and
knees, and that made her squirm inside, and made her even more
self-conscious! Oh, she recognized the positions as standard yoga
stretches, but once again, she wasn't dressed for being the center
of attention! And they were right in front of the treadmills!

Furthermore, some of the positions reminded
her far, far too much of the positions she'd been in yesterday
night when he had sodomized her!

Finally, they started in on the machines,
and he led her through them as if he were a trainer – a
knowledgeable one about all aspects of the body's muscles, she
realized. She wondered if he'd learned that in the army.

It was a more intense workout than she had
done, or expected, and she was breathless and sweating by the time
he called it quits. That, of course, was when the simmering sexual
tension she'd been feeling all morning began to suddenly swell! He
led her back down the hall, then into the area where the showers
were.

He didn't speak. He simply followed her into
the room, closed and locked the door, and then gripped her leotard
and stripped it over her shoulders and down her body!

Her stomach began to churn, her chest
tightening as he efficiently stripped her naked in seconds. Then he
peeled his own top up and off and skimmed his shorts off. Naked, he
took her arm and led her to the shower, turned it on, and pulled
her inside.

The water poured down around them as she
stared up at him, her eyes wide. He stared back.

She dropped her eyes.

He reached past her and turned off the
water. Then he gripped her wrists and pulled her hands up and out,
cupping them together.

She blinked in confusion as he poured shower
gel into her hands. Then he took her wrists and guided them to his
chest!

Sabrina gasped breathlessly as he gently
moved her hands up and down over his chest, up over his shoulders
and down his arms. He released her wrists and she continued to soap
him up, the sexual heat starting to pulse more and more powerfully
inside her!

The gel was slippery and the feel of his
soft, wet, warm skin under her fingers sent a hot, wild sense of
tactile delight through her fingers. The very feel of his
flesh was deeply erotic as her slippery fingers moved over his
chest and down his stomach and abdomen!

He squeezed more gel into her hand and she
cupped his balls and cock, which was rising and thickening as her
fingers gently stroked and massaged the gel into him! He made her
get down on her knees and then soap up his legs and then.. he
turned around! She felt wild and weird and her fingers almost
trembled as she ran her hands up and down his legs and then – over
his ass!

God! This was both degrading and incredibly
hot! She rose and rubbed her hands up his back, which was soooo
strong! And then he turned around and kissed her, his arms going
around her and his hands gripping her buttocks to pull her in tight
against him!

She moaned into his mouth as he kissed, as
they kissed! Her breasts pillowed out against his chest, and the
shower gel so thickly coating his body began to coat the front of
hers as well! The back, too, as his hands slid up and down her bare
back.

And then he slid his hands up her front to
knead her breasts, and push her back against the tiled wall. His
hands shifted to her shoulders, then along her arms, and he gripped
her wrists and forced them up and back against the wall above her
and out to either side.

He loomed over her, his eyes dark and scary
and hot and hungry, and she trembled before him!

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
growled.

God!

“I-I'm your sex slave... master!” she
squeaked.

“Don't move your hands.”

He released her wrists and she kept her
hands where they were, as his hands kneaded her breasts and then
slid lower. She moaned, gasping as his slippery fingers slid up and
down along the line of her sex. Her hips began to roll helplessly
as the sensations made her muscles spasm.

Then he pulled back and turned the water on.
She blinked in surprise, gulping in air, then he slid his hand up
and it enveloped her throat the way the collar had before! She
gasped, her hands jerking away from the wall, then halting and
going back.

“Good slave girl,” he said approvingly.

She gasped as his fingers tightened, then
loosened, then tightened, so her eyes bulged, then loosened. They
tightened and he pulled her forward into the water and released her
throat, kissing her as his hands slid over her body to wash the
shower gel away.

He turned the water off, and then pushed her
back. Again he raised her arms up and had her spread her legs.
There wasn't much room in the little shower stall, but she stood
still, kind of spreadeagled, as he poured some kind of skin cream
into his hand and used that to slide his hands up and down her arms
and then down over her breasts and lower.

This glistened like oil! And it was even
more slick, more slippery than the shower gel! She shuddered as his
fingers slid up and down the line of her sex, then pushed slowly
inside me!

“Hands behind your neck, Slave.”

She shuddered and obeyed, panting, chest
heaving, pulse racing as his fingers slid up and down inside her
and this thumb stroked her clitoris.

His other hand closed around her neck again
and she gurgled helplessly.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
growled.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she gasped in
a half-strangled voice!

“Who owns this body, slave girl?” he
demanded.

What? What!? What did - ? Then she knew and
shuddered.

“You do, Master!”

He turned her to face the wall and made her
lean forward, hands against it, legs apart. She moaned as his hands
slid up and down her back, then over her buttocks, and then he
tugged the plug thing out of her ass. She felt his fingers sliding
into her, slippery and long, pumping slowly in and out!

His other hand slid over her hip, fingers
finding her clitoris, rubbing and stroking as his other fingers
pushed into her ass! He shifted around and then it was his hard
cock sliding into her! She moaned helplessly! This was so dirty and
nasty and wild and outrageous!

And she felt sooo full!

He pushed himself deep into her ass, his
hands sliding up and down her trembling body, kneading and
squeezing her breasts, then sliding down to stroke and finger her
clitoris again!

And she was burning with a wild, dark heat
and an almost feverish sexual need!

Suddenly, his arms slid in beneath her own,
then up and in front of them before pulling sharply back. She
gasped as her arms and body were jerked up and back against him,
her body firmly pressed against his hard chest, her arms forced up
and apart behind her head!

He turned around and she stared in
disbelief!

They weren't alone!

The woman, the one who had been out in the
gym was there in the open entrance to the shower, naked, and
examining them with interest! Sabrina gaped at her in shock,
silent. After all, what could she say!?

“Ahh, Maya, I see you've finished your
exercises,” Adam said from behind her ear.

“I see you're still burning calories,” she
replied, smirking at him briefly before turning her attention back
to Sabrina.

She stepped forward.

“You'll pardon, but there are no other free
showers,” she said in a soft, purring voice.

Her hand slid in between Sabrina's legs, and
she jerked convulsively.

“Wh-wha... who... who are you!?” she
squeaked.

The woman smiled in a kind of cool way, one
of her hands caressing Sabrina's slick breast, the other rubbing at
her sex.

“You can call me mistress, if you like,
dear,” she said.

What!? What!? Sabrina gaped at her in shock,
her face burning with embarrassment, unable to move because of the
hold Adam had on her!

“I'm told you know something about how to
please a woman's body,” she said, her fingers caressing the
trembling girl.

Sabrina felt two slim fingers push in
between the lips of her sex and slide up inside the tight,
overheated sheath of her sex!

“Perhaps I'll get you to show me later,” she
said. “But I bet I'm better.”

What was going on!? How had this
happened!? Sabrina's mind was spinning and sputtering even as
she stood there, arms outstretched as if she'd been crucified, and
Adam's hard cock still buried in her ass!

“D-Don't!” she gasped as the woman rolled
her nipple in her fingers.

The blonde raised an eyebrow, and then her
hand rose, her fingers sliding through Sabrina's open lips and into
her mouth!

“No, girl,” she said. “You don't give
orders. You take them. That's in the nature of a slave girl, you
see.”

Adam ground his hips against Sabrina's
bottom, his big cock twisting around in her belly!

They were crazy, she thought dazedly. Nobody
acted like this! She should scream and break away!

But then when the woman drew her fingers out
of her mouth her lips covered Sabrina's and her breasts pressed
against her own, and she kissed her deeply as her fingers continued
to pump slowly inside her and her thumb stroked her clitoris!

This was insane, she thought dazedly! It
was... was perverted and... and impossible!

She moaned into the blonde woman's mouth as
her breasts ground into her own swollen, slippery flesh. Adam
leaned in to chew and kiss and suck the nape of her neck as the
woman kissed her, and she shuddered at the sensations the two of
them were sending through her overloaded nervous system and into
her still sputtering and confused mind.

The woman's mouth felt softer than that of a
man, she thought. It wasn't the first time she'd thought it. She'd
thought it at Smith too. She didn't really understand it but she
did like it. Nor was it possible to say that those fingers inside
her and rubbing against her clitoris weren't... pleasurable.

The feel of her now-slippery breasts rubbing
and mashing against Sabrina's produced a deeply erotic tactile
sensation as well. And of course, Adam's cock was now starting to
pump in her ass again to add yet another sensation to the mass
assaulting her mind.

It was easy to just... just surrender to
that overwhelming flood of sensations, especially since there
really wasn't anything she could do about it. Oh, sure, she
supposed she could start screaming and fighting. But she really
didn't want to do that. She didn't want to cause a scene, nor to
make Adam angry, and it wasn't like this was hurting her or
anything...

Which showed just how incredibly far she'd
gone in the past few days, because before her first 'incident' with
Adam she would have gone out of her mind at such shocking perverse
and kinky things!

But now she felt herself surrendering,
relaxing, submitting to their determination and desire and
strength. She was nothing but a plaything, a sexual toy, and could
do little to affect what happened. There was a kind of release of
stress and anxiety at that, but it also, oddly, made her feel
aroused.

It made her feel as if she was an It rather
than a Her, an object, a sexual object without recourse or will or
freedom. That should have made her feel degraded but instead it
made her feel free, free of the inhibitions which society had
instilled in her, about what 'good' girls should and should not
do.

So she was almost able to sort of step aside
from herself and observe what they did with interest, but without
guilt, shame or anxiety. And as far as sensations went, there was
no question they were... well... nice. The feel of the blonde's
soft, slick body caressing her own was like nothing she'd ever felt
before!

Oh she and several girls at college had lain
together naked, and that had been wonderful. She had marveled at
how different their soft, hairless flesh felt against hers compared
to men. But now with this slick layer of cream between them the
sensation was just incredibly erotic.

What the woman's fingers were doing was even
more wildly pleasurable, especially with Adam's cock pumping
steadily in her ass!

And as her mind, overwhelmed by it all,
surrendered its higher orders of thought to the raw carnal hunger
sweeping over her Sabrina's body began to jerk and tremble and buck
and shake as the two worked her over with skill and care.

The orgasm tore her mind apart. She gurgled
and bucked and started to cry out, only to have the woman clamp her
hand over her mouth to silence her, all while thrusting her fingers
into her hard, and rubbing her thumb faster against her
clitoris.

“You'll make a lovely slave girl,” the woman
said.
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Not for the first time since that first
meeting with Adam, Sabrina found herself in a moral crisis. She had
thought she was adjusting to his outrageous sexual behavior and the
way he treated her. Now she had him introducing this woman into the
'game', without even consulting her!

She was flustered and angry, but felt
helpless and defeated. She didn't seem to have it within her to
stand up to him! He was so... commanding! Just looking at him made
her want to surrender to him! The fact that every time she did she
had the most stunning orgasms simply washed the whole thing in a
dark tide of hunger and arousal within her mind.

But he seemed to be getting more and more
outrageous, and taking more liberties, taking her for granted even
more!

Like now.

The woman... what was her name? Maya? She
had left, after Sabrina's brain had probably been damaged from how
violently she had shaken with the multiple orgasms the two had
forced upon her. God, it was so insane!

But Adam had still been in control of her.
He had thrust that... plug thing back into her bottom, and then, as
the shower had ended and he'd dried off and then dried her off,
he'd shown her another little toy. Perhaps the woman had brought
it. It was sitting on the sink counter. It was a dildo, a big one.
It had half inch wide leather straps.

Adam had casually bent her over the counter,
slapped her bottom as he'd ordered her to spread her legs, and then
worked the dildo all the way up inside her until the base was flush
with the lips of her sex! Then he'd drawn the straps which attached
to the base of the thing up between her buttocks in back, and up
diagonally across her abdomen in front, and fastened them
together!

And even now, as she sat, gingerly, at her
desk, she had it inside her! Along with the butt-plug!

As for the clothes she'd packed, they were
gone. In their place was a shorter skirt. It wasn't a mini or
anything, but it was definitely shorter than she would have worn to
work. There were no panties, not even a thong.

And the bra was not hers either. In place of
the flattening, cotton 'minimizer' bra intended to make her appear
less, well, busty, there was a delicate, lacy and black shelf bra.
And a very small shelf it was! It cupped and lifted her breasts,
curved up around them at the side to push them closer together, but
left them entirely bare! Over this was a white blouse whose buttons
strained.

Her nipples were clearly visible against the
thin white blouse, especially since both were rigidly erect!

Thankfully, they had left her jacket, but
she felt horribly self conscious walking around like this! She
couldn't even close the jacket because it was designed to function
with her minimizer bra, not a push-up bra which actually made her
breasts thrust out even more fully and firmly! If she closed the
buttons her jacket would strain against her chest, too!

What was she going to do!?

She could, she supposed, simply have told
her boss she was sick and gone home. She could have stopped off at
the ladies room to remove the... things, he had put into her body
too! She could even have gone to a local store and bought some
panties and a more modest bra!

But he had told her he was going to come and
see her in her office. And with those cool gray eyes had warned her
that if he found she had removed them she would get a sound
spanking. Or worse!

The thought of a spanking was not so very
bad. Oh, it would sting but she was quite sure she would survive
it. The idea had even become rather intriguing. It would be
deliciously degrading and exciting and hot!

If she could stand the stinging in her
bottom of course.

But he'd warned her he'd have Maya watch!
The thought of that was simply too degrading!

Acting like... like.. a cheap whore, a
bimbo, a 'sex slave' in front of a man was one thing, but doing it
in front of a woman was entirely different! For all her life she
had been a part of those girls and women who looked down their
noses on others who simpered and gave in to men. The sluts who
dressed to reveal their bodies, who would do anything just to
please a man!

They were like traitors to the cause of
gender equality! They were pathetic and spineless!

It was that which made her feel the worst
about her letting Adam do such nasty things to her. Showing her
weakness in front of another woman was orders of magnitude more
degrading and demeaning!

Of course, she had kind of done that this
morning. But really, all Maya could see was a woman overpowered
physically by a man, and by the two of them together. How could she
be anything else? It wasn't like she was as physically strong!
Okay, it was kind of humiliating, but limited.

But having the woman watch her surrender and
allow herself to be spanked!? No, that she couldn't allow! That
would be mortifying!

Unless she knew the woman better and... and
maybe the woman thought it was a fun and giggly game and she let
herself be spanked too. That would be different.

It was hard to get any work done. In
addition to her mind constantly dwelling on what had happened and
what might happen and what she might or ought to do she kept
looking up to see whether Adam had shown up.

And what he might do when he arrived!

Then there was the physical sensations of
having the big dildo stuffed up inside her, and the weird
sensations of her erect nipples (they were still erect!)
rubbing against the thin fabric of the shirt. Plus the emotional
thought of how wild and shocking and outrageous it was to wear such
things in the office – with no panties!

She was at her desk a little over an hour,
and was just starting to get to work, when a movement jerked her
head around and she gasped to see Maya enter her cubicle.

“Good morning, Miss Cooper,” she said with a
smile.

Sabrina froze, her face flushing.

“I brought you those reports you asked for,”
the woman said blithely.

The woman walked to her desk, leaned
forward, and presented her with a file folder. Then her hand
slipped into Sabrina's skirt!

Sabrina gasped and her hands tried to stop
the woman, but the file folder and her skirt got in the way.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” Maya purred
in a soft voice.

Sabrina's heart was suddenly pounding, and
she stared around her and over the woman's shoulder at the open
doorway of the cubicle. Then, unwillingly, she shifted her thighs
apart as the woman's fingers slid in to feel the dildo inside
her.

“Does that feel good, slave girl?” she asked
in a soft growl.

Her fingers found Sabrina's clitoris, and
Sabrina's hips jerked involuntarily as they rubbed against her.

Then the blonde straightened and looked
casually around her before gripping Sabrina's hair behind her neck
and tugging firmly.

Sabrina gasped but rose as the hand pulled,
and then she was being bent forward over her desk, her skirt lifted
up in back!

“Oh! Please!” she begged in a low, strangled
voice.

She felt the fingers against the plug in her
bottom, then at the base of the dildo. A moment later one of the
straps came loose, the one which went between her buttocks.

Sabrina felt the dildo sliding backward,
then in again.

“Such a tight, warm little receptacle for
big cocks,” Maya whispered.

Sabrina moaned and squirmed, unable to do
anything as the woman held her down, feeling the dildo sliding in
and out of her with longer and longer strokes!

“Slave girl,” Maya taunted, her fingers
rubbing her clitoris.

Sabrina gurgled and gasped, terrified of
someone in the office discovering her in the midst of this... this
kinky lesbian perversion!

But then Maya buried the dildo inside her
again and did up the straps before pulling her back. She sat down
heavily, squeaking at the sudden pressure on the base of the
dildo.

“You and I are going to have such fun,
little slave girl,” the blonde said softly.

Then she left.

Sabrina, gulping, panting, pulse racing,
stared at the cubicle doorway, then at herself. She frantically
combed at her hair with her fingers and made sure she was modestly
covered again, then waited as her heart slowly stopped
pounding.

God! These people were crazy! They were
going to get her fired!

By the time she settled down again and
started working it was almost lunch time.

She ached inside! The head of the dildo had
been jammed deep inside her for hours now! Her clitoris felt
swollen and she felt, frankly, sopping wet! She'd even snatched
tissues from her desk and furtively slid them down between her
thighs several times!

Her nipples were still hard, too! They
tingled!

At lunch, she went downstairs, feeling
terribly self-conscious of her cubicle again, and very weird as she
walked with the dildo up inside her. Not to mention her nipples
rubbing against her blouse.

But no one guessed. No one had a single
thought, she was sure, of how immodestly she was dressed under the
jacket and skirt, not to mention the sex toys inside her. That gave
her a bit of a sense of courage, and that led to her decision.

She was going to get these things out of her
body, and get some proper underwear! There was a department store
less than a block away. She went there, walking fairly slowly. She
put little effort into finding something properly stylish either.
She snatched up a pair of black panties and a black minimizer bra,
and then, because the skirt was uncomfortably short, a pair of long
black stockings.

She went back to the office and into the
handicapped washroom – which was an actual walled toilet rather
than one cubicle among many. She removed the dildo and butt-plug
and put on the panties. Then she took off her jacket and shirt and
replaced the bra. She stuffed the bra and sex toys into her purse
and then, feeling a sense of relief, she left.

As for mister high and mighty arrogant Adam
McCloud, she would point out to him that regardless of what dirty
games turned him on she was NOT his slave.

She didn't have much time for lunch, but got
a bagel to munch on.

She had barely sat down at her desk, though,
comfortable for a change, when she got a phone call.

She looked at the phone nervously. She'd
never gotten a phone call before. She picked it up.

“Hello?” she asked cautiously.

“Sixty two ten,” Adam's voice said. “In Ten
minutes.”

Then he hung up.

She gasped, staring at it, feeling a wave of
guilt and anxiety. Could he know!? And if he knew... and if he
didn't... But what was she to do?! She wanted to call him back and
indignantly inform him that she was working. But that was only a
passing, desperate thought. Instead she felt a sense of panic.

She got up hurriedly, went to the bathroom,
then removed the panties and bra and replaced the lacy white bra he
had had her wear! She inserted the dildo up inside herself,
strapped in place, then put the butt-plug in, wincing for she had
to do it quickly!

Then she left and hurried out to the
elevators. Her mind was swimming with anxiety and self-reproach as
she did. Who was he to make such an arrogant call, ordering
her to come somewhere!? She should just ignore him and go back to
her work! Even if she wasn't accomplishing much!

The Sixty Second floor? That was the
executive floor! Was he an executive, then? She still wasn't
entirely sure what he did or where he worked! This, at least, would
help explain more about him, she told herself. It was certainly
worthwhile, if only to learn where he worked!

She had seen his apartment, and his car,
after all, so seeing where he worked would give her more insight
into him. She knew he was, to put it mildly, a 'take-charge' kind
of guy in bed. That was... irritating, but it did produce awfully
exciting results – if degrading.

So all that was left was to engage in a
meaningful discussion about their roles, and about gender equality
and the respect she would require from any sort of partner,
regardless of the relationship.

And that discussion wouldn't be held with
her naked and tied up, she vowed.

She got out on the Sixty-Second floor, and
felt nervous in the rarefied air. The corridor was wider. It wasn't
covered in cheap carpeting, like most floors. Instead it was
gleaming stone, probably marble, she thought. There were no
cubicles here. Instead thick dark wooden – real wood – doors lined
the corridor with brass numbers on them. The lighting was recessed
and paintings of past CEOs and presidents lined the walls.

And there was 6210, at the end. She licked
her lips nervously, then knocked. There wasn't much sound. The door
was very solid, very thick. She knocked again, then hesitantly
opened it into an anteroom with a polished L-shaped desk facing
her, and a high, matching cabinet and shelves behind it, filling
much of the wall.

No one sat at the desk, and she moved past
it to the inner door, then knocked again.

“Come!”

She pushed the door open and blinked. It was
the largest private office she'd ever seen in her life! The floor
was polished wood – so highly polished it shone. A large table was
ahead and a bit to her right. Further past it, to the left, was a
sofa, chair and coffee table.

Ahead and on the right wall was an enormous
desk. Large wooden shelves framed it against the wall, then low
cabinets directly behind the desk. A framed picture with special
lighting filled the wall between the shelves.

Past all this were heavy white curtains
drawn aside to reveal large windows looking east to the river. But
there was no one here!

“H-Hello?” she asked.

She turned to go and yelped as she almost
ran into Maya.

“Oh!” she said.

“Inside, slave girl,” the blonde said.

She herded Sabrina inside.

“Please don't call me that,” Sabrina said,
flushing.

“Why? It's what you are.”

“I am not!”

“Get your clothes off.”

“W-Why!?”

“Because your master expects you to be naked
when he arrives.”

“Well... well he can just ask me himself!”
she glared indignantly.

“I don't ask.”

Adam came into the room and glared at her,
and Sabrina gulped, her chest tightening.

“Go and get those things, Maya,” he
said.

The blonde sniffed and went out, closing the
door, and Sabrina found herself backing up as Adam came towards
her.

“Are you being a disobedient little girl?”
he asked.

“I-I'm not a little girl!” she gulped.

“No? No, I suppose not,” he said, his hand
slipping up and behind her neck to clasp it firmly.

“But that doesn't mean you're not being a
bad girl.”

“I'm not a slave girl!” she exclaimed.

His lip quirked up.

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

“Ah, but the rewards are so high,” he said
as his fingers lightly caressed her lip.

Then his hands were pushing in under her
jacket and shoving it back over her shoulders.

She gasped and started to resist but he
jerked the jacket tight, pinning her arms to her sides, and his
eyes narrowed.

“Are you being a bad girl?” he growled.

“N-N-No!” she squeaked, eyes wide.

He released the jacket and his fingers
deftly unbuttoned her blouse, then pulled it apart to bare her
breasts in the little cupless shelf bra.

“Perfect,” he said.

“Th-This bra is... indecent!” she
blurted.

“Good. I like beautiful girls to be
indecent.”

He undid her skirt and shoved it down, and
she flushed even more as he examined the dildo, which was buried in
her sex.

“I don't recall you wearing stockings?” he
said.

“I-I bought them because... because the
skirt is so short!”

“No need to hide beautiful legs like
yours.”

His hand cupped her sex and she gasped.

“And have you kept this in since I put it
there?” he asked mildly.

“Y-Yes!”

“Really? You didn't go to Morels to buy
underwear at lunch?”

She gaped at him.

“I know everything, slave girl,” he said.
“And lying to me is not something I can let you get away with.”

“But... but... you... I... we aren't... you
can't – !”

His hand returned to her neck and guided her
across the floor and towards the sofa and chair. There was a large
leather ottoman before them, and they all sat on a thick rug.

Sabrina gasped as the pressure he exerted on
her forced her to her knees, then drew her forward across the
ottoman!

“Wh-what are you going to do!?” she
gulped.

“Discipline and train my slave girl.”

“I'm not a slave girl!” she moaned.

“Bend over, sex slave.”

She gasped. The words sent a hot pulse of
carnal heat and energy through her body that made her hips want to
roll and grind back towards him!

“But you can't!” she exclaimed, not even
sure what he intended.

“You need to have discipline.”

“I have discipline!” she protested.

“Do you?”

“Yes!”

“Shall we put it to a test? I won't tie your
wrists then.”

He held up a black silk scarf and she stared
at it anxiously, feeling a strange wild thrill of heat combating
her anxiety.

“Wh-what will you do?”

He folded it and then pressed it against her
eyes.”

“Oh!”

Sabrina jerked her hands up.

“No. Don't touch it. That's how you show
discipline.”

Heart thumping wildly, Sabrina lowered her
arms as he drew the scarf behind her head and tied it in place.
Then she felt his hand on the back of her neck again, bending her
fully across the ottoman. Since the 'bra' he'd had her wear had no
cups that made her naked breasts rub against the soft leather in a
darkly erotic way.

“Bad girls must learn discipline,” he
said.

She felt something against her bottom,
something thin and solid

“Do you know what this is?” he asked as it
rubbed back and forth.

“N-No!”

“Say no master.”

Sabrina pursed her lips, then the thing,
whatever it was, moved away and instead snapped down across her
bare bottom.

“Ow!” she yelped, half rising and
turning.

“That is not the way to show discipline. Do
you want me to tie your wrists?”

“But – !”

“Down!”

She gasped at the word, said in his deep,
growling voice, and obeyed!

Then she felt the thing against her bottom
again. It felt like a long, very slim rod of some kind!

“Now let me hear you say yes master,” he
said as he tapped it against her soft flesh.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gulped.

This was so perverted, she thought
wildly.

“Would you like me to fuck you, slave
girl?”

Yes, she thought, certainly more than
getting punished!

Of course, the answer was yes even without
that, but it made her feel better to think it was merely the better
option.

“Y-Yes,” she said softly, embarrassed.

The rod snapped down and she squealed at the
sharp sting.

“You forgot to say master.”

“Yes, Master!” she exclaimed.

“Are you enjoying that big cock inside you,
slave girl?”

She felt her mind squirm away from that, and
from the image she must be presenting to him, kneeling here
practically naked, wearing nothing but stockings, high heels and
the bra which covered nothing!

“N-No!” she said.

“Why? Because you want a real one?”

She couldn't think of an answer which was
both honest and would salve both her pride and excuse her bottom
from further punishment.

“Y-Yes?” she said tentatively.

The rod snapped down, and this time she
heard a soft, thin sound, like the sound a stick made when you
waved it through the air. Then the soft, fleshy sound of the stick
hitting her bottom. And then, an instant later, the sharp sting
that made her cry out!

“You forgot to say master.”

“Oh! That hurts!” she moaned.

“Who are you talking to, slave girl?”

The rod snapped down again and again she
yelped.

“Oh! Please!”

“I don't hear you if you don't use my name,
slave.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please, Adam!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That's not the name you must use, sex
slave.”

“Please, Master!” she cried.

“Better.”

She gasped as she felt the rod between her
thighs, then felt it pressing up against her sex. The dildo lay
buried, though the base held the lips of her sex open. But her
clitoris was bare, and the rod rubbed slowly back and forth against
it as she moaned helplessly.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave girl.”

Sabrina blanched from such a degrading
thing.

Crack!

“Ow! Oh please! That stings!”

Crack!

“Ow! Please, Master!”

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“Did you lie to me earlier, slave girl?”

I'm not a slave girl! she thought
wildly. But he obviously knew somehow! Maybe he or that woman had
followed her!

“Y-Yes, Master,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Bad girl,” he said.

“I'm sorry, M-Master!”

“Why did you put on underwear?”

“I-I was afraid someone would... would –
.”

“Pull up your skirt and see you didn't have
any? Open your jacket and and blouse and stare at your breasts?
What were you afraid of, slave girl?”

“I-I... but... I thought... it was...
indecent!”

“There's that word again.

Crack!

Sabrina gasped at the sharp blow across her
bottom! It stung just like the others! And her bottom was starting
to throb now, heat spreading out from the soft skin wherever the
rod had landed and making her entire bottom hot!

“Bad girl,” he said.

“But – !”

The rod was rubbing up and down against her
clitoris again and she gasped.

“But what, slave?”

“But... I... was afraid I might be
fired!”

“Your job is dull, boring and unimportant.
You were destined for better things, slave girl, for a life filled
with heat and excitement, pleasure and lust and desire.”

The rod was rubbing back and forth, pressing
up between her thighs and stroking across her swollen clitoris as
Sabrina clutched the ottoman to her overheated breasts.

“But you must have discipline first.”

Crack!

“Oh!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and moaned and clutched the
ottoman tighter as her bottom got hotter and hotter from the
stinging blows!

But, strangely, she felt her mind heating
up, too, because this was so shockingly, wickedly... kinky and
nasty and perverted and... and forbidden and... helplessly
thrilling!

“Put your hands behind your back, sex slave,
and cross your wrists,” he ordered.

Whimpering, her mind swirling with
embarrassment, anxiety, heat and dark desire, her body pulsing and
throbbing with energy, with a churning cauldron of heat and sexual
need, with pain and hunger, Sabrina obeyed.
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Sabrina felt something – another scarf –
going around her wrists, then cinching tight to bind her wrists in
place.

“Spread your legs.”

Flushing hotly, she obeyed.

“Raise your hips higher.”

This was soooo degrading!

So why did it turn her on so much!?

She obeyed, positioning herself in such an
obscene way she was glad she was blindfolded and couldn't see
him!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

She flushed anew.

“Please fuck me, Master,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Louder, slave!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped, shuddering at the
admission – even if it wasn't true!

It was still nasty and thrilling and
degrading and wickedly exciting!

“Say it.”

She blinked behind the blindfold.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“I-I...I... I'm your... sex slave, Master!”
she said.

This was so sick, she thought, moaning.

Crack!

“Again, slut!”

“Ow! I'm your sex slave, Master!”

She felt the straps being undone with a
sense of relief and hunger. Then his fingers rubbing her
clitoris.

“Again, slave,” he ordered.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she
moaned.

She felt the big dildo slowly drawing back
up the length of her straining sex, and groaned in relief as the
head pulled away from the back wall of her tight little tunnel. It
did not, however, pull out. Instead it seemed to shift and jostle
around a little.

Then it thrust into her again!

“Oh!”

“Hot, nasty little sex slave,” he said.

The dildo pulled out and pumped in, pulled
out and thrust in, pulled out and thrust into her.

“Bad little slave girl,” he said.

His voice was in front of her!

Sabrina gasped, staring blindly ahead as the
dildo was thrust into her again and again!

Someone else was there! It had to be that
blonde! She was using the dildo on her! Sabrina's face burned and
then someone grabbed her hair and jerked it up and back.

“Oh! Oh, please!” she cried.

Something pushed into her mouth, and it was
far too thick to be a finger.

She closed her lips, or tried to, but her
hair was being held in a tight grip. But she knew what it was all
right. It was a big cock! And it pushed deep into her mouth,
sliding back and forth along her tongue even as she began to feel
the blonde woman's hips striking her buttocks from behind!

She gurgled wildly, shocked, dazed,
confused, wondering, embarrassed, but still bathed in a fiery lust.
And then the thick cock filling her mouth plunged into her throat!
Her eyes bulged and she jerked violently! But with her wrists
bound, and the blonde behind her gripping her hair and thrusting
into her, she was helpless to pull away!

“Every inch,” he said, as he had before.

Then her lips were pressed against his groin
as the blonde continued to thrust into her from behind.

This was... madness, insane! She gurgled
around the thick cock, then coughed and gulped in air as he drew
back.

“Learn to swallow cock, slave girl. You know
you love the taste.”

She felt fingers at her clitoris as she was
used, as she was ridden. The knowledge it was a woman doing it was
horribly degrading! Much worse than if it was a big, powerful man
like Adam! Yet, the blonde was doing at his orders, she thought, so
in a way it was still him doing it to her! She must have strapped
the thing to her – like a man!

Then his cock was pushing into her mouth and
down her throat again, and pumping in and out as the blonde
continued to ride her.

Sabrina's mind swam. Her skull was pounding
from lack of air, her chest burning, and the incipient panic was
helping her resist gagging. He pulled out, letting her gulp in air,
but then thrust in again – and again, so that she became light
headed, dazed.

“Beg your mistress to fuck you, slave,” he
said.

Sabrina moaned dazedly, and someone jerked
sharply on her hair.

“Beg.”

“P-Please... please... fuck me... mistress!”
she gasped.

She felt hot breath on her neck, felt
breasts against her back.

“Beg again, slut.”

She moaned.

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” she
whimpered.

Fingers rubbed her clitoris as the dildo
pumped inside her.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

Her hair was yanked cruelly and she cried
out.

“Are you my bitch?” the woman growled.

“Yes, Mistress!” she cried.

The dildo thrust deep, and then there was
some fumbling. Her hair was pulled, forcing her up and back off the
ottoman, then pulled forward! The ottoman was no longer there! Her
knees shuffled across the rug until she felt hands on her breasts
guiding her forward.

Then another hand took her hair and guided
her mouth onto a hard cock.

“Please your master, Slave,” he ordered.

Panting, gasping, Sabrina began to suck,
sliding her lips up and down, up and down, licking anxiously,
frantically.

Crack! The rod snapped across her
bottom!

“Take the whole length into your throat,
slut,” Maya ordered.

Moaning, Sabrina slid up and down, then
forced herself down further, gurgling as the head pushed into her
throat, forcing her lips further and further, quivering and
trembling as they slid down and down and down! Finally she reached
the bottom, pressed against his groin, and held there for long
moments before sliding back up again.

“Good slave girl,” he said from in front of
her.

“Good, slut,” Maya said behind her.

She should have been indignant at the words
and instead felt a surge of relief!

“Please your master, sex slave,” Maya
ordered, sliding the rod between her thighs and letting it rub
against her clitoris.

Moaning, Sabrina bobbed up and down, then
took him deep into her throat again, and then again, and again,
very much aware of the blonde behind her, and the rod rubbing
against her buttocks or against her swollen clitoris.

She cried out as she was pulled up and back
by the hair. Then she was pulled down again, but there was no sense
of where his cock was.

The blindfold was pulled from her head and
she blinked dazedly. It was Maya in front of her, sitting on the
sofa! Her skirt was lifted up and legs spread. Adam was behind her,
holding the... stick!

“Please your mistress, sex slave,” he
ordered.

The blonde gripped her hair and guided her
mouth down to her sex, and Sabrina started licking.

Her mind had given up trying to understand
and was simply trying to cope.

She licked very earnestly, wanting to please
the blonde, who had one of her breasts in one hand and her hair in
the other, and Adam, who was standing behind her rubbing the rod up
and down against her clitoris.

“You have some skill, at least,” Maya said,
“Nasty little slave girl.”

Sabrina licked breathlessly, moaning as
Adam's fingers stroked her clitoris. He undid the straps again and
pulled the dildo free, and then it was his cock that thrust into
her! She shuddered as his big, warm cock filled her belly and began
to move inside her.

“Hot little slut,” he said.

“Nasty little slave girl,” Maya growled.

She tugged on her hair.

“Make your mistress come, little bitch,” she
groaned.

Sabrina licked hard, gasping and moaning as
Adam rode her, as the two mauled her breasts, as she felt the
feverish build-up of dark, breathless sexual energy. Degrading?
Definitely! But so what!? It was so... so hot, so raw and carnal
and thrilling!

A strange fever had settled over her, and
she moaned as she licked, as she sucked, as her body was rocked by
the thrusts from behind and wild rushes of sensation swept through
her.

Then they changed places again. Adam sat on
the sofa, and this time he pulled her up onto his lap, so she was
straddling him. Maya undid the straps and pulled the dildo out of
her body, and then she sank down onto Adam's big cock, riding him
as he sucked on her nipples and chewed the soft flesh of her
breasts!

She felt the plug thing pulled from her
bottom, and then Maya eased in behind her and slowly fed the dildo
up into her ass!

She shuddered, letting go of the last
vestiges of her inhibitions, of any thought that she could affect
what was happening or make any decisions. It was a strangely
freeing release. She moaned and rode up and down on Adam's cock as
Maya drove her dildo high into her ass.

Maya's soft, naked flesh pressed against her
from behind, one hand sliding down between her thighs to rub her
clitoris, the other kneading a breast – the breast Adam was sucking
and chewing on.

So nasty, so depraved, so shocking!

She felt boneless as she rode up and down,
felt like her personhood had stripped away, leaving her as little
more than a carnal animal! A sex slave!

The orgasm erupted and she screamed, or
started to. Someone's hand closed around her throat. She didn't
know whose, nor cared. She gurgled and sobbed and screamed nearly
silently as the orgasm tore her mind apart, her trembling, rutting,
bucking body impaled on one cock as another rode her from
behind.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on, and she
felt as thought she were drowning in passion and pleasure. Yet all
she cared about was that it continue as long as possible! The
pleasure was intense, the passion all-consuming, and she sobbed
dazedly as she gave herself to it.

*

She was drained by the time they finished
with her; both physically and emotionally exhausted. She dazedly
let Maya dress her and lead her out of the office and over to the
elevator, let her press the button and simply followed her lead –
as she had been doing.

She blinked in surprise when she found
herself, not on her floor, but in the underground garage.

“But – .”

“Silence, sex slave.”

She moaned and dropped her eyes as the
woman, hand on her arm, led her to a car, a dark Lexus, and put her
inside. She got in the drivers side and the car started, then left
the garage.

“Wh-where are we going, Mistress?” she
ventured timidly.

“Your master's apartment.”

That was a relief. At least she knew where
that was and what it looked like, and it was very nice place.

“But... but I'm supposed to be at work,” she
protested.

Maya ignored her.

Perhaps, Sabrina thought, she could call
from his apartment, explain she'd taken sick.

*

This was not a room she'd seen when she'd
last been here! It was rather like a large closet – a walk-in
closet to be sure, but still, a closet, for it had no windows. But
this closet had no shelves or poles either. Nor were there clothes
anywhere to be seen on the mirrored walls.

Maya had made her strip, though she'd left
her stockings and shoes on. Then she'd found a pair of high lacy
black gloves that sort of matched her stockings, and had her put
them on. They came all the way up to well past her elbows.

Sabrina had gulped and felt a hot, roiling
sense of anxiety when the woman had placed the leather restraints
around her wrists. But it was not, after all, the first time she'd
worn them. Then, instead of locking them together behind her, she'd
locked them together in front of her. That was... strange, Sabrina
thought.

And then, holding those bound wrists, the
woman had led her to this door, which she had assumed was a closet,
and opened it, then pulled her inside.

The first thing she thought was that it was
an odd closet, for it had a marble floor, not carpet. The second
was the absence of clothes or shelves. The third was the chain
dangling from the ceiling in the middle. She noticed that as Maya
led her over beneath it and raised her wrists above her head.

She stared at it, watching in surprise as
the blonde fastened her bound wrists to it, and, too late, tried to
jerk her arms back.

Maya snorted at her belated effort, then
went to the wall and slid back a panel. She took something from it
which Sabrina didn't notice as her head was cocked up and back to
stare up at her wrists in some astonishment.

Maya gripped her hair and jerked sharply,
and as Sabrina opened her mouth to cry out, she stuffed something
into it, or tried to. It seemed quite large, and round – some kind
of a ball, Sabrina realized in shock. It had some give to it and
the blonde was able to squeeze it and work it past her teeth, where
it expanded on the inside of her mouth.

Sabrina stared at her image in the mirror
across from her, seeing the black ball in her mouth and watching
Maya moved behind her, drawing two thin straps across her cheeks
and around behind her head. Her eyes widened even further at the
sight, and she felt a shudder of heat roll through her – along with
more anxiety!

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” the blonde
ordered.

Sabrina was still staring at herself in the
mirror, her emotions swirling within her.

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp slap to her
bottom.

“Spread your legs,” Maya ordered.

Gulping, she obeyed, though she couldn't
spread them very wide given how high her wrists were being held.
She looked down and saw the dildo in Maya's hand and moaned, then
shook her head. She'd already had so much sex! She needed to
rest!

But Maya ignored her and slowly worked the
thick black cock up inside her body. This one had thin straps just
like the one Adam had given her, and they held the thing tightly
against her as she drew an electric cord across the floor, plugged
it into the base of the dildo, then plugged it into the wall.

The base of the dildo, the part pressed
against her, buzzed, vibrating powerfully.

She moaned as Maya then worked another large
dildo into her bottom. The woman then went to the wall and pressed
a button.

Sabrina gasped as there was a soft machine
sound, and the chain pulled her wrists higher! Not only higher, but
still higher, and then the padded leather restraints dug into her
wrists as she was lifted right off her feet!

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped, eyes wide.

But her words were unintelligible due to the
gag, and Maya simply left here there, turning out the lights.

Sabrina moaned into the gag, quickly feeling
disoriented. She was dangling from her wrists, which ached already,
but her belly was stuffed, and that vibration against her was
making her nerve endings quiver and spasm. Was she turning in
circles? She couldn't tell! She was in total darkness!

And then, suddenly, a light flicked on
directly over her head! It was a pot light, a dim one, one with a
very narrow focus. But it was enough for her to see her reflection
in the mirrors around her, a soft yellow glow of her taut body
stretched out beneath her wrists.

This was so... crazy, she thought wildly.
How had she let things get this insane!? Yes, a little sex with a
very hot man, sure. Okay, some rough, nasty, deliciously hot sex.
That was understandable! And if he liked to play kinky games, and
she still had a wild, thrilling time, well, why not?

But things were getting... serious! It was
time to pull back from this!

The problem was she had no ability to do
anything at that moment. Furthermore, the sight of herself hanging
by her wrists, tied, naked, gagged, was helplessly arousing and
deeply exciting! She looked so hot, so sexy, so... so helpless! She
didn't look at all like boring old Sabrina!

And that all ignored the physical sensations
racing up and down her spine from the vibrator, and from the
feeling of such delicious fullness from both dildos Maya had
jammed up into her quivering belly! She ached with that fullness,
but it was a desperately erotic ache!

This was so outrageous! Yet so wicked and
thrilling!

Her wrists were starting to ache more and
more, though. And she was becoming breathless, her chest tight, her
muscles straining.

The door opened and then closed behind her.
She gasped as she saw him in the mirror. Adam was bare chested, and
she felt a rush of hunger at the sight of him as he walked up
behind her.

He didn't speak, but his hand ran slowly up
and down her bare back, then as he moved around before her it
crossed her hip and slid down to grind the vibrator against her
more powerfully. The sensations increased, and she shuddered, her
legs spasming.

“Sex slave,” he said in a soft, teasing tone
she found reassuring.

Clearly he knew this was just a silly –
though exciting – game!

She moaned helplessly as he ground the
vibrator against her and the wild, churning flood of sensations
grew more intense.

His other hand slid up her body, roughly
kneaded her left breast, then slid higher until it encircled her
slender throat.

“Remember, slave, your master owns you, and
owns your body. Your master can do anything he wants to you.”

Which was silly, but still a dark, hotly
arousing thought – in the context of the game he was playing, of
course.

On the other hand, that powerful hand was
very, very real, and when it squeezed, the impact was both physical
and emotional. It reminded her, deep down inside, that he was far
more powerful than her, that she was completely at his mercy, game
or not.

But she wasn't really thinking about that.
She was thinking about the rising flood of sensation as her body
began to tremble and shake, as the sensations grew more powerful
and her body's nervous system began to overflow. Her head throbbed
as he squeezed gently on her throat, and then the orgasm hit, just
as absurdly powerful as the others!

She screamed – almost silently, between his
fingers around her throat and the gag. Her body trembled and shook,
her legs flailing and bouncing as she arched her back. Convulsions
wracked her body as she jerked her head back and threw herself into
the center of a blossoming explosion of pleasure!

Rapture!

Her body trembled and jerked more and more
violently as the orgasm made her muscles spasm and her eyes stared
glassily past him.

He released her throat and she drew in deep,
shuddering gulps of air, dazed and limp, hanging by her wrists as
he moved away from her.

“Time for more lessons, sex slave,” he
said.

Sabrina hardly heard him. Her body was still
spasming, still trembling, even as her chest heaved. The sexual
firestorm had passed through but flames still crackled throughout
her body.

The chain lowered her to the floor, and at
first her knees refused to bear her weight. She moaned dazedly and,
eyes fluttering, got her feet beneath her as she was lowered a bit
further.

But then he was kneeling behind her,
fastening more of those leather things around her ankles. And then
he spread them apart and used chains to lock them in place.

Sabrina moaned as she stared at herself, and
at him, and then at the... whip in his hand! She saw him raise his
arm, saw the thin laces of the whip draw back, then fling forward
until they hit her back!

She cried out, but the pain was... not as
bad as she feared. The whip was made up of perhaps two dozen slim
cords of leather, perhaps the size of shoelaces, or maybe boot
laces. None had much weight. Together, yes, but they spread out to
snap across the soft skin of her back so that there was little
actual pain.

Just mild, spread-out stinging
sensations

She moaned, staring at the mirror, feeling
the firm pull of the restraints on her wrists and ankles, and the
renewed sense of dark heat rising as he drew the whip back and
swung it across her lower back. She squealed as it hit, but again,
the impact was more psychological than physical.

That, of course, was powerful enough.

Once again she felt that sense of
incredulity, of being involved in something outrageous and kinky
and wicked – and desperately thrilling.

The whip swept in and down across her
buttocks and she yelped as they stung a bit more. But it was far
less than when he or Maya slapped her bottom.

“Every sex slave has to be whipped now and
then to teach her her place,” he said as he brought the whip down
again.

The whip cut down across Sabrina's back
again, and then again, and she stared at the image in the mirror
with a sense of astonished fascination. It was such a scaldingly
hot and shocking tableau! And she was in it! And yes, her skin was
starting to feel warm and tender, but her body thrummed with
excitement, especially as the vibrator continued to buzz.

He moved around her and then swung the whip
again, and Sabrina had but a moment to understand before the thin
thongs of the thing landed across her chest! Across her bare
breasts! She cried out even before they struck, shocked. Then the
little crackle of sensation struck her nervous system as the thin
strips of leather spread out and snapped down across the soft,
tender skin of her breasts and chest!

Outrageous!

She moaned into the gag as he drew back his
arm and then swung again, and then again, and again! She flinched
and cried out each time! Though, really, the pain, the stings
were... not terrible.

But her breasts felt even more taut, more
swollen, her nipples burning as the thin leather struck them, the
sexual pressure growing rapidly within her. Blow after blow landed,
and her breasts became hot, the skin more and more tender as it
grew pink and then red.

Now the whip moved downward, snapping across
her lower chest and belly, then up again, then back down, before he
moved behind her to resume whipping her back and buttocks. The whip
seemed to be landing harder now, stinging more. Or perhaps that was
just because her skin was more tender!

He moved around in front of her once more
and the whip slashed down across her breasts! She squealed into the
gag, moaning and writhing as the whip came down again and again,
her breasts and chest red, hot, throbbing, aching!

The orgasm hit her like a freight train and
she screamed as her body seemed to come apart, writhing and jerking
and thrashing against the hold of the restraints, back arching and
hips bucking as the overpowering sensations tore through her. She
almost blacked out from the force of them!

She would not have been able to stay on her
feet were it not for the restraints. As it was she sagged against
them, her chin dropping low as she gulped in air. She was aware of
him moving around before her, but paid little attention until she
raised her eyes and saw he had removed his pants.

Naked. He looked like an Adonis before her!
She shuddered at the sight, and of the hard, thick cock projecting
straight out from his groin!

The door opened, and Maya came in.

But she wasn't alone!

Dazed though she was, Sabrina gasped at the
sight of the other man with her! He was a complete stranger! Yet
here she was naked! Worse than naked!

But the stranger was naked, too! And like
Adam, he was built like an Adonis! He was handsome, with broad
shoulders and a chiseled body that would make any woman's mouth
water. Maya was naked too, leading her to believe they must have
been doing something out front!

The blonde moved around in front of her and
dropped to her knees, then unstrapped the dildo/vibrator and pulled
it down.

Sabrina moaned as the woman began to lick
her swollen clitoris! The vibrator had left it feeling extremely
sensitive, the nerve endings raw! Now her soft, warm, moist tongue
felt incredible against the hot little button!

Then the two naked men moved in, their hands
glistening with some kind of soft gel as they began to spread it
over her body. It was slick and warm and she moaned and writhed as
their hands caressed her shoulders and back, her breasts and belly.
The one behind her was gently stroking her back, his big hands
sliding up and down, then dropped down onto her buttocks!

Adam was kneading her breasts, his slippery
fingers rolling and massaging her nipples as Maya licked her and
pumped the dildo in and out of her aching, overheated pussy! But
then the men moved slowly around, until it was the stranger in
front of her, his hands kneading her breasts as her mind fluttered
wildly!

He was a little younger than Adam, and even
better looking! His chest was not quite so big or his shoulders so
broad, but his cock looked even bigger!

Insane! This was all insane, she thought
dazedly.

Adam went to the wall and the chain lifted
her wrists higher, then higher still, raising her off the floor
entirely. He adjusted the chains, then she was raised higher still,
as her legs were forced wider by the pull of the chains on her
ankles

“Slave girl,” Adam said as he returned,
kneading her breasts.

“Sex slave,” the stranger whispered into her
ear from behind.

She felt his fingers pulling the dildo free
of her bottom, and shuddered, horribly embarrassed and horribly
aroused simultaneously!

Then she felt his hard cock sliding up and
down between her buttocks, slick, slippery, warm and hard. He
pushed into her, and she moaned around the gag as his thick cock
stretched her out and slid up into her belly!

Maya eased back and pulled the dildo free of
her pussy, and Adam moved in. His cock pushed into her, and Sabrina
felt something in her mind snap. All inhibitions faded, all doubts
disappearing. She shuddered as his thick cock pushed deep inside
her. Then she was crushed between the two powerful men's bodies as
she felt them moving inside her!

Orgasm followed orgasm as she sobbed
breathlessly, dazedly, while the men thrust into her with steady,
powerful strokes. Maya's slim hand lay on her abdomen, fingers
rubbing her clitoris as Adam drove himself into her, while the man
behind had filled his hands with her breasts and Adam had filled
his with her buttocks!
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It was all so insane! But it was also
helplessly, deliciously... enthralling!

The two men took her down and brought the
dazed, panting, sweating, exhausted girl to a huge bathroom, where
they lifted her into a tub in the middle of the room. Kneeling on
either side, they gently washed her body, then climbed into the
huge tub themselves, taking turns kissing her as their hands
caressed her body beneath the hot, soapy water.

It wasn't until they got out, dried her off,
dried and brushed her hair, then put on studded leather collar and
restraints (with her hand locked together behind her this time) and
led her back into the living room to kneel there that she even knew
the second man's name.

It was Mark.

Sabrina felt oddly shy around him as she
knelt there nude, despite him having seen and touched her all over,
not to mention having sodomized her.

Maya, who had also dressed, carried a slim
riding crop, and stood behind her. As the men called out positions,
Maya had her assume those positions, snapping the crop across her
bottom whenever she was slow to obey!

And some of those positions made her mind
squirm!

Dropping her face and chest to the floor
while raising her bottom high and spreading her legs, for example –
with her bottom pointed at the two men!

And Maya insisting on sliding the shaft of
the riding crop up and down between her pussy lips, and across her
clitoris, on every occasion, didn't help!

Then she knelt before each man and performed
oral sex, while the other – and Maya with her crop, looked on and
critiqued her. On Maya's part that critique was often accompanied
by slapping the tip of the crop against the side of her breasts or
bringing the shaft down across her buttocks.

Following that, Maya had her don the black
stockings and gloves again, then had her make dinner for everyone.
But first she put the ball gag back into her mouth.

It was a very, very weird experience to be
standing in high heels, stockings and glove, with the ball in her
mouth, while making dinner for people! It was a completely unsexual
task made completely sexual simply by virtue of her not wearing any
clothes. Well, and the collar and butt-plug inside her, of
course.

But it meant that when dinner was actually
ready, she had to go out to Adam and then, as per Maya's
instructions, drop to her knees and bow her head to the floor in
front of him. That felt deliciously nasty and wicked!

“I take it the slave girl has our dinner
ready?” he asked.

Sabrina raised her head and bobbed it up and
down.

“Then serve us.”

He and Mark and Maya got up from the living
room and went to the dining room table, and Sabrina hurriedly
carried dinner back and forth between the kitchen and dining room.
She noted, as she did, that the place she'd set for herself was now
missing.

After putting the food on the table she
stood there uncertainly, again looking at the empty place where she
had presumed she would sit.

“Kneel here, slave,” Adam ordered, pointing
at the floor next to him.

Gulping, she obeyed, and he reached out and
undid the strap which held the ball in her mouth, then worked it
out again.

Then he cut a piece of meat, lifted it in
his fingers and placed it against her mouth.

Startled, Sabrina slowly parted her lips and
he pushed the food – and his fingers – into her mouth.

“Suck,” He ordered as he began to slide his
fingers out.

She blushed, pursing her lips and obeyed as
his fingers came free, then chewed on the meat at the other two
looked down at her.

And that was how she ate, on her knees,
taking food from his fingers, or Mark's, or Maya's, and forced to
crawl from one to the other like... like... an animal, in
order to lick the food from their hands!

It was a shocking, mind-blowing experience!
But it also made her mind swim in a hot, bubbling sexual heat as
she crawled from person to person to lick food from their
fingers.

After dinner, the three retreated to the
living room while she put things away, then washed the dishes. Then
she cleaned the counter and table. During all that, Maya and Mark
left, so she was alone with Adam. But the ball-gag was back in her
mouth again, leaving her with no ability to communicate, much less
have that 'heart to heart' discussion she wanted.

“Come here, slave girl,” he ordered.

She obeyed, and he pulled her belly-down
across his lap as he sat on the sofa. He drew her slim wrists up
and back together and locked the restraints, then returned to
watching TV as he idly fondled her, his fingers caressing and
kneading her taut, round buttocks and then sliding in between her
thighs to finger her sex.

“A man could get used to having a lovely sex
slave around the house,” he said.

Sabrina only moaned.

He spent the next hour watching a football
game. Sabrina spent the next hour across his lap as his skilled
fingers roused her again and again, but then eased off before she
could reach a precipice. When she finally got impatient and
frustrated and tried to get off she got a spanking that made her
bottom burn! But then she got the fingering which drove her over
the edge into orgasm.

He didn't take the gag out until they went
to bed. His bed. He took it out only so she could perform oral sex
on him before he put her on her back, thrust into her hard and
fast, and drove her into yet another explosive orgasm.

Then she slept in his bed, collared, her
wrists bound behind her, naked.

*

“But... but this is too short!”

Sabrina flushed, for even to her she sounded
whiny.

“It's fine for your new job,” he said.

She stared at him. “What new job!?”

“Ah, well, you weren't working out in the
one you had. You lacked attention to detail and you left work
without getting permission.”

“But that's all your fault!” she
exclaimed.

“Yes. Oh well.”

“Do you mean I'm fired!? But wait, how do
you know!?”

“I know these things. However, I have...
interceded, and instead of being terminated you're being
promoted.”

“What!?”

“Yes, and coming to work on the sixty-second
floor.”

She stared at him in shock.

“You're gong to become a personal
assistant.”

“What's that?!”

“Something that pays seventy five thousand
dollars a year.”

She stared at him in astonishment again.

“But... but – !”

“Don't argue with your master, slave girl,”
he said, slapping her bottom.

The outfit he had found for her somewhere,
consisted of the same cupless shelf bra and tight top as she'd had
the other day. Only the skirt was even shorter than before, and the
jacket was form fitting and ended at her waist.

He drove her to work in his Audi, ignoring
her pleas for information on her duties.

They went up to the Sixty-second floor, and
to a small office which already had her things in a box, sitting on
the desk. It wasn't big, and it had no window, but instead of a
cubicle it was an actual office with actual walls and a door!

She had very little time to unpack, however.
Her first 'duty' was to come to his office, and there, kneel on the
floor beside his desk to perform oral sex on him. Which, of course,
included deep throating his big cock.

Then he bent her over a small table, tying
her wrists in place to the center leg beneath. That left the edge
of the table jammed into her underarms, while her thighs pressed
into the other. He lifted her skirt up, spread her legs, and
started thrusting into her as his fingers worked her swollen
clitoris and his hand tugged on her hair.

And then a man appeared.

“Well now. This is certainly one way to ease
the boredom of an office job,” he said.

Sabrina was feverish with heat, but rolled
her eyes, gasping in shock and horror as the man looked her up and
down.

“Very nice,” he said.

“Mister Fitzgerald,” Adam said, apparently
neither embarrassed nor concerned.

“And where did this lovely creature come
from?” the man asked.

“I found her in Economic Assessment. She was
hired last week.”

“Fast work on your part.”

The man looked like he was in his fifties,
but was broad shouldered and handsome. He had full dark hair
partially gray and a craggy, square jawed face.

He came over to the table and as Adam
released her hair he took it in his hand instead.

Sabrina gasped as he forced her head up and
back.

“Why, aren't you a gorgeous thing,” he
said.

“Mister Fitzgerald basically owns this bank,
Slave girl,” Adam said.

Fitzgerald smiled and undid his zipper, then
drew her head forward and rubbed his cock over her face. A moment
later it hardened and the pushed it into the astonished girl's
mouth.

“Suck, slave girl,” he ordered.

Moaning, Sabrina obeyed, as Adam resumed
thrusting into her from behind.

Her mind reeled from this new, shocking
intrusion into her previously boring sex life! First Adam and his
outrageous behavior, then Maya, then Mark and now this guy! She
gurgled as he drove his cock deep into her throat and ground her
face against him.

Her body shuddered as Adam thrust harder,
the table trembling under her.

It was all so... stunning! Events were
moving faster than her mind could cope!

Adam untied her wrists from the table,
though they remained tied together, and he handed the rope to
Fitzgerald, who pulled her along to the sofa, sat down, and pulled
her up to straddle him. Then she was riding up and down on his
cock, gasping and moaning as he fondled, sucked and licked at her
nipples and breasts!

All while her mind was still trying to
recover, still trying to work through what she ought to be doing or
saying, how she ought to be reacting!

After that wild, shocking sexual interlude,
she was introduced to a woman named Ann, who instructed her on her
other duties. Those included reviewing mail and emails for Mister
Fitzgerald and taking care of his calendar, scheduling meetings,
reserving rooms, cars, hotel rooms and company jets, taking in his
dry cleaning, fetching him coffee and snacks, and accompanying him
places to take notes.

Ann didn't mention it, but those duties also
included sex, any kind of sex, any way Mister Fitzgerald wanted it,
any time he wanted it.

That evening she was driven home by Adam,
then put in restraints and collar and led through another door in
his apartment. This one led to an enormous apartment, an apartment
like none she had ever seen before in her life, like something out
of a TV show!

It was, of course, Mister Fitzgerald's, and
she spent the evening as his sex slave, cooking for him, serving
him dinner, cleaning up, stripping and dancing to various songs.
Giving him lap dances, then engaging in more kinky sex tied to the
four corners of a big, old, four poster canopy bed.

That included hot wax on her nipples,
torture by ice and feathers, and then even more torture by
vibrators until she almost screamed her voice out.

She was given her own bedroom, which was
basically bigger than her old apartment, and was already stocked
with work-wear. Though it wasn't the sort of office outfits she'd
ever have selected on her own. It was all very tight and form
fitting with very short skirts and very high heels.

Each morning she made breakfast for
Fitzgerald, who was often joined by Adam, and then ate hers on her
knees as the men idly fed her and discussed business and the world.
Then she'd dress and Adam would drive her to the office.

It was all... bizarre, and yet, it was far
more exciting than what she had been doing, and definitely paid far
better. The apartment had an amazing view, not to mention a home
gym, a home theater and a huge, luxurious bedroom. And the free
room and board made her salary worth even more.

And it was startling how quickly she got
used to it! How quickly she got used to obeying the orders of Adam
or Fitzgerald for sexual services without question or hesitation!
How quickly she developed a mindset which did not really even
question whether she ought to obey, or feel indignant at their
orders, but felt only anxiety about making sure she did it right in
order to please them.

Less than a week after starting her job as
personal assistant Fitzgerald called her into his fabulous office,
which was even more amazing than Adam's. He wasn't alone. She knew,
since she kept his schedule, that his visitor was Patrick Morrow,
the CEO of another bank. The two were sitting at right angles to
each other in the padded leather chairs which bracketed a sofa and
ottoman in the corner.

“Sabrina, turn on the radio, would you,”
Fitzgerald said.

She blinked then crossed the floor to the
amplifier which sat on a shelf next to the sofa and turned it
on.

“Not that. Find some music,” he said.

“Any particular kind, sir?” she asked,
switching stations.

“I'll know it when I hear it.”

The stereo was pre-set so she simply used
the remote to switch between stations until he held up his hand for
her to stop.

He held his hand out and she moved to him
and handed him the remote.

“Now dance.”

She stared at him in surprise, her chest
instantly tight, the breath leaving her!

“For Mister Morrow. I've told him what great
lap dances you give. He wants to see.”

Sabrina felt a shock run through her, her
face instantly heating as the two middle aged men looked
expectantly at her. For an instant she even thought about refusing.
But only for an instant. She was already, after all, used to
obedience.

“Just like you did yesterday,” he said.

Reluctantly, blushing hotly, she started to
move her hips in time to the music, then a dark tide of breathless
heat began to rise within her. Her movements came more smoothly,
and she swept her arms back so the jacket slipped up and back over
her slender shoulders, then dropped down her arms and off.

Her mind was still in turmoil but she
started to feel that now-familiar sense of delicious, dark thrill
as she rolled her hips and slid her hands up and down her torso.
She unbuttoned her tight blouse and let it pop open, baring her
breasts in the cupless bra, and felt a jolt of psychic emotion.
Part of it was deep embarrassment, but much of it was a sense of
exhibitionist excitement she had been experiencing more and more of
late.

She slipped her top off, then her bottom,
then climbed atop Morrow, grinding her buttocks against the
erection she felt beneath her, sliding her hard nipples up and down
his face and then, on Fitzgerald's orders, sliding off onto the
floor, unzipping his trousers, and performing oral sex on him.

Then she turned on her knees and did the
same for Fitzgerald.

When both men had come she picked up her
clothes and went next door to Adam's office. There she gave him
oral sex too, which ended with him taking her, hard and fast, bent
across his desk, and her screaming through several powerful
orgasms.

Over the days and weeks which followed she
engaged in more wild, kinky, nasty sex, and did more shocking thing
she would once never have imagined herself doing. And each time she
did it seemed to melt even more of her inhibitions.

Being called into Fitzgerald's office with
two men she'd never met, for example, and ordered to do her strip
tease, then to masturbate herself while draped back across the
ottoman. That had really plunged her deep into the wild darkness!
She hadn't had the slightest hesitation after that, when told to
perform oral sex and then ride each man to orgasm.

It was certainly not the kind of 'job' nor
life she had ever expected, but it was one of wild hunger,
pleasure, excitement and dark thrills like none she'd ever
imagined. She didn't think of herself as a 'slave girl' even though
she never questioned her orders. But the 'role' of a slave girl
soon became a deeply familiar and deliciously exciting one she was
not in any hurry to cast off.

And if the girls at Smith wouldn't
understand – and she had little doubt on that score – that was only
because they'd never experienced it.

 


END
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Molly's Black
Master (Molly's Black Masters
series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
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dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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