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Kerry O’Neil strode quickly down the street,
her leather-soled walking shoes producing no sound as she moved
along the Brooklyn sidewalk. Tall and lithe, the long red bangs
over her forehead were swept aside by the breeze as she moved. She
looked neither right nor left and the AirPods in her ears largely
blocked the sound of traffic as well as the comments of men she
passed.

Which was good for both her and them.

Kerry had a temper, a lightning-quick tongue,
and feet and fists which were almost as fast.

She wore a brown jacket with epaulets over a
black turtleneck and gray cargo pants. For all she disdained
fashion she knew what looked good on her and wasn’t reluctant to
wear it as long as it was comfortable and practical.

She passed shops and low-rise apartments, a
garage, a restaurant, and a bar, where a half-drunk man emerged,
smiled at the sight of her, licked his lips, and then thought the
better of what he was going to say at a glance from her fierce
green eyes.

Nice ass, he thought as he watched her stride
away.

She crossed the road and turned down a quiet
residential side street lined with turn-of-the-century brownstones.
Tall lindens, oaks, honeylocusts, and Japanese pagoda trees hung
over the narrow rows of parked cars and shaded the sidewalks.

She stopped and turned up the stone stairs of
a gray, three-story townhouse with bow windows, her key in hand as
she pushed through the outer doors. She thrust it unerringly into
the key slot of the inner doors and pulled one open, then let it
close behind her as she paused to take off her jacket and drop it
on a hook while she toed off her shoes.

“Take off your shoes!” her mother’s voice
called from the kitchen.

“Yeah, yeah,” she muttered.

“I did!” she called as she took the stairs
two at a time.

She didn’t need to be told. She was a clean,
precise person who knew the rules. It was her idiot brothers who
never did what they were supposed to do.

She reached the second floor, swung around
the rail, and walked to the next stair, then took them up to the
third. She opened her door and then used her heel to kick it closed
behind her. She peeled the turtleneck up over her head and threw it
into the laundry basket in the far corner as her phone buzzed.

Muttering, she pulled it out of her thigh
pocket and examined it. It was a text from her father.

Found you a job, it said.

She snorted, unimpressed. Her father kept
finding her jobs and she either rejected them out of hand or wound
up being fired shortly thereafter. She had a fractious personality.
She did not suffer fools gladly, or at all if she could avoid it.
And that included anyone who was rude or disrespectful to her,
regardless of their age or position within her employer’s
hierarchy.

If the President of the United States brushed
up against her, she’d tell him to keep himself out of her personal
space or she’d punch him in the balls. And too bloody bad if he
didn’t like that.

And that was her being diplomatic. When she
wasn’t being diplomatic, she didn’t bother with the warning. Men
had a habit of being fucking rude, even men of an age and maturity
to have known better. She had once thought it was only
hormone-driven teenage boys who acted like that. Her elusions had
been shattered on that score before she left junior high.

Men, with a few exceptions, were complete
sluts whose brains were always in their balls. And most of them had
pretty small balls. At least in her experience.

She didn’t get along with women much better.
Frippery, simpering, fashion-conscious, vain, ego-driven, and
desperate for male approval, most females made her scowl in
contempt. Far too many of them regarded sexual attractiveness as a
competition they desperately wanted to win and looked at every
female around them as a competitor.

When they spotted one who seemed to be higher
on the list than they were they tended to be spiteful, jealous, and
catty. And despite few efforts at achieving the title, Kerry was
generally at the top of the charts in just about any room she
happened to be passing through.

If it wasn’t girls her age jealous she’d
steal their boyfriends (as if she’d WANT to!) it was pudgy
middle-aged women sulking like children at seeing a shape they
could never again hope to equal – and probably never had even when
they too were twenty.

The problem for Kerry was that men were
attracted to her like bees to pollen. She’d seriously given thought
to letting herself get fat but had too much pride and discipline.
Arrogance was one of her failings, but she was aware of it and
shrugged it off.

It’s hard to be humble when you’re perfect in
every way, a song had once sung. She agreed.

She tsked at what the turtleneck had done to
her hair and grabbed a brush. Her hair was straight, without dyes,
coloration, styling, or anything else to make it more attractive.
But then again, it didn’t need anything else. It flowed over her
shoulders in a waterfall of wine-colored silk and spilled thickly
over her forehead to almost reach her bright green eyes.

It hung over her chest, dancing to just above
the curves of firm, full breasts held in check by a lacy black
half-bra.

Kerry, except when she was doing something
energetic, wore lingerie, not ‘underwear’. That was part of what
she recognized was a slightly schizophrenic view of sex and
sexuality. A part of her was as proud of her body and beauty as any
girl, and greatly, if secretly enjoyed how toned and beautiful it
was.

She was no exception to the cliché of girls
admiring themselves naked or in sexy lingerie in erotic poses for
their phone cameras or mirrors. Though she was too careful to ever
keep such images. She was proud of her beautiful face, her slender
nose, full lips, perfect teeth, and flawless skin (as long as she
didn’t spend too much time in the sun).

She didn’t mind a man who’d appreciate that,
as long as he was polite about it. Grabbing her ass or breasts was
not polite. Telling her they’d like to fuck her brains out when she
barely knew them, if that, wasn’t very polite either. Nor did she
consider it reasonable that any guy who saw her on the street
should expect her to present him with her phone number just because
he approved of her looks.

Who the fuck are you again? No.

The fact was Kerry loved sex. She thought
about it a lot. She had a lot of sexual fantasies and masturbated
frequently. Nothing turned her on more than the fantasy of being
roughly and rudely taken and pounded by a big, strong, powerful man
with a big cock. A man who would throw her down on her belly, yank
her ass up and then ride her like a bitch in heat.

She had yet to meet such a man, though. She
had yet to come across a guy who even knew how to do sex …
aggressively, without resorting to stupid, painful roughness. Nor
was it something she could really teach them. It wasn’t that she
completely disliked the gentler lovemaking of kissing and stroking
and such. It just wasn’t a fantasy to set her mind aflame.

And though that was completely at odds
with how she demanded men treat her – publicly, it was just the way
she was. That sort of wild, rough sex was for her and someone she
knew and trusted – a lot. It certainly wasn’t for anyone who was
likely to blab about it to people she knew. She’d made the mistake
of deep-throating some guy while she was in high school and it had
instantly gotten around to everyone.

Fucking gossips.

Men had it so good. They knew what they were
getting before they even asked someone on a date. At least as far
as sexual abilities went. She grudgingly conceded that was partly
because their standards were so laughably low. A girl being
conscious was optional to a guy. She could lay there like the dead
and he’d still come in two minutes or so.

Bastards.

But to a girl it was different. Did he know
how to use his hands? Was he good with his lips? His tongue? Was he
patient enough to get her hot first? How big was he down below? Did
he know how to use it? Was he going to explode in a minute just
from touching her? Was he going to rut away at her like a dog and
then look for congratulations at what a stud he was?

You didn’t get to know any of that until
you’d already done it with a guy. Which was why she, for one, was
awfully damned choosy about who she let into her pants. It was
frustrating to wind up with a dud, which most of them were. And she
had to bite her tongue to prevent her from saying something which
would insult them. And almost anything but praise would hurt or
insult them.

It wasn’t like almost all of them weren’t
capable of doing way better, though, if they put their mind and
effort into it. They just mostly didn’t. Why should they? They only
needed to hump away for a few minutes and they were done and
happy.

No guy she’d had sex with had ever had
another date with her. That was how uniformly below her
requirements, never mind her fantasies, they all were.

The door knocked and she glanced at it over
her shoulder.

“Who is it?”

“Me,” her mother called.

“Come.”

Her mother opened the door as Kerry put the
brush down.

“Your father seems to think he has found the
perfect job for you,” she said.

“Doesn’t he always?”

“You could just go to college as he
suggested.

“Another four years of sitting in boring
classrooms listening to boring people talk about boring stuff I
have no interest in? Uhm, no.”

“You just have to find something you have an
interest in.”

“Why? You guys are rich and you’ll leave all
your money to me when you kick off.”

Her mother gave her a quelling look.

“We are not rich. We are comfortable. And
what makes you think we won’t leave it all to charity?”

“You don’t want your children hating you and
refusing to come to your funerals?”

She snorted in amusement.

“Hopefully it will be many decades before we
kick off. Do you plan on sitting around the house until then?”

“It’s a nice house. It’s worth like ten
million bucks. Where would I stay that would be as nice as this and
come with its own cook that I don’t even have to pay.”

“Thanks,” her mother said dryly.

“I appreciate you!”

“Uh-huh.”

“You should up my allowance, though.”

“You’re a grownup, Kerry. You shouldn’t need
an allowance.”

“Well, I could start a Myspace account and
put sexy pictures up. I bet I’d make money that way.”

“Feel free. I bet you would too. You could
also try stripping.”

Kerry frowned at her mother, folding her arms
beneath her breasts.

Her mother smiled. “You can’t threaten me
with things I know you’d never do, dear. But this job, on the other
hand, seems just right for you.”

“Uh-huh. And what would that be?”

“Put some clothes on and come downstairs and
your father will be glad to tell you about it.”

Kerry rolled her eyes as her mother turned
and left, closing the door behind her.

The truth was she’d certainly thought about
creating a Myspace account. She considered herself way hotter than
most of those girls. She wasn’t much on flirty behavior, of course.
But for money, she could fake it. The idea of guys getting all hot
and excited looking at pictures of her was kind of cool. As long as
she never met them in real life.

Similarly, she’d certainly had fantasies
about being a stripper. She’d kept her body toned by doing a lot of
sports when she was in high school. When school ended she had been
at a loss about what to do other than joining a gym and doing
boring workouts. What she’d eventually found, and no one but her
mother knew it, was a gym that offered pole dancing classes. For
women only, of course.

Pole dancing was not only fun and sexy it was
without a doubt the best exercise she’d ever had. It exercised
every part of her body from her arms and shoulders, not to mention
her grip, to her stomach, core, chest, thighs, and butt. It also
kept her extremely lithe and limber.

Her mother was super practical and had been
convinced on that basis to pay for them, as she and her father paid
for Kerry’s cable, streaming, cell phone, and clothes. Not to
mention room and board.

I really need a job of some kind, she
thought unhappily. I can’t keep mooching off mom and dad until
I’m like forty or something.

She’d tried a dozen jobs, so far, though, and
had kept none of them for more than a month. If it wasn’t bosses
groping her or co-workers saying rude things, it was obnoxious
customers she just couldn’t be nice to. She considered herself, for
the most part, a very honest person. Watching a Size Fifteen trying
to squeeze herself into a Size Six just made her roll her eyes.

Salesperson was out. In fact, anything that
dealt with the public was out. Even over the phone. She was too
brusque and impatient over the phone. Well, and in person, too.

She needed a job that didn’t deal with
humans.

Maybe she could work at a vet or something,
she thought, washing and taking care of animals. She got along fine
with animals.

She pulled a crop top off her desk chair and
yanked it down over her head. It revealed a lot of midriff,
especially since her cargo pants were low-slung, but that hardly
mattered in the house.

She sighed and went back downstairs, then
downstairs again. Her father had an office in the basement. Most
brownstones had an apartment down there. In fact, most brownstones
today were divided into separate apartments for each floor. Not
this one. They had all four floors for the four of them.

Which was good. She liked her space. Go live
with a roommate in an apartment? Uhm, no!

Her father was a psychiatrist. The separate
stairs on the street leading down to the lower floor allowed
customers to come to him. Kerry couldn’t imagine a job where you
spent all day listening to crazy people tell you about their
problems. She’d go insane in a week and need her own shrink. Still,
her father made a mint at it, so he must be good. And she respected
money if little else.

She jumped the last four stairs and checked
to see if the ‘patient’ sign was on the door. It wasn’t so she
opened it and peeked in.

“Kerry,” she said, swiveling in his chair and
waving her in.

She walked in and past him and threw herself
heavily into one of the leather chairs facing his big,
old-fashioned two-pedestal desk.

“Okay, dadster, torture me with another job
offer,” she said.

“One of my patients is looking for a personal
assistant.”

“You want me to work for a crazy person?”

“He’s not crazy. Or at least, not any crazier
than you. He’s trying to learn to ease back on his workaholic
nature and be more tolerant with people.”

“I’m definitely not a workaholic,” she
said.

“Let’s hope not. But since you’ve never held
a job for long we don’t really know.”

“So what makes you think this guy would hire
me? Or that I could stand him if he did?”

“He’s brilliant, driven, very cool and
calculated. He can be seen as brusque. No, he is brusque. Just not
as brusque as you. Or perhaps he is by nature but has learned to
reign it in so it doesn’t cost him clients and money.”

He gave her a significant look and she
sniffed.

“He has a lot of money and needs someone to
do simple things for him so he can find some time to relax.”

“And when he said simple you thought of
me?”

“You have exactly zero work experience you
can put on your resume.”

She shrugged.

“What makes you think he’d want me?”

“I told him how you lost your last job and he
laughed. He doesn’t laugh much.”

Kerry’s opinion of him improved at once.

“Bitches had it coming,” she said.

“You need to learn to keep your low opinion
of people to yourself more. That’s an issue he shares with you, by
the way.”

“They were screaming and yelling because
their stupid waffles were late! And then they jumped over the
counter and started attacking us!”

“Do you recall what happened between the
point where they were yelling and the point they jumped over the
counter?”

She rolled her eyes.

“Kerry?” he asked in a mild voice.

“I just told them to stop screaming over a
few freaking waffles!”

“And?”

“And she said I was so skinny I probably
never ate anyway!”

“And?”

She rolled her eyes again.

“I told her I’d bring her some grass so she
could graze.”

“Yes. I believe that was it.”

“Bitch deserved it.”

“That wasn’t what your manager called good
de-escalation tactics.”

She shrugged. “I won anyway.”

“Yes. A video of you pounding away at each of
them in turn showed up on YouTube. Your brothers thought it was
hilarious. Your mother was less impressed. Your uncle Bradley had
to do some fast talking to keep you from being charged.”

“It was self-defense!”

“You put two of them in the hospital.”

“Only for treatment! They were released right
away!”

“With casts.”

She shrugged.

Her father sighed and shook his head.

“Mitchell needs someone to take basic chores
off his hand.”

“I’m not a servant,” she said
indignantly.

“Not that kind of chore. He has a cleaning
service for his apartment, after all, and a catering firm for his
food. No, work chores that don’t require much but making
appointments, taking messages, making inquiries, and going to pick
things up. I told him you didn’t drive but he said taxis would be
fine.”

“I can drive!” she exclaimed.

“No, you have a license. You are
temperamentally incapable of dealing with New York City traffic.
Any car you drove would be full of dents in short order if you
didn’t lose your license for speeding and other traffic
infractions.”

“I only had a few tickets,” she said
sulkily.

“I do not want to turn on the TV and see my
daughter being chased up FDR drive by the police while she leans
out the window yelling curses at them.”

Kerry smiled slightly.

“Where does this guy live?”

“Here in Brooklyn, on the river.”

“You mean overlooking the river.”

“Don’t nitpick. You know what I meant.”

“Hey, he could have lived on a
houseboat.”

Her father gave her a quelling look.

“The point is as someone who has dealt with
such issues himself, he would be more patient with you. He would
also be less likely to be the subject of your caustic views since
he really is extremely smart, capable, and decisive. I assure you,
you wouldn’t have to wait around while he dithered over what he
wanted to eat.”

“And does he pay well?”

“He says he’ll pay you what you’re
worth.”

“Uh oh.”

“He’s a fair man with his staff. And he won’t
take advantage. Work capably and you’ll be paid accordingly. Uhm,
in fact, he pays pretty well. He’s had to or his staff would have
left.”

“That’s not much of a recommendation for
him.”

“He has, as I said, a sometimes-caustic
tongue and is impatient with people. Like some redheads we both
know.”

She shrugged.

“Go and see him. Try and be pleasant. Wear
something that covers up more of yourself.”

She frowned and looked down at her bare belly
and abdomen.

“Hey, I’m at home. I don’t wear this outside!
Too many perverts.”

Which was so infuriating. She was very proud
of her firm, smooth, taut belly and abdomen. In the right light,
you could even see the muscles underneath. She would never want a
six-pack like some guys (mostly those who took steroids), but for a
girl, she thought she had an excellent midriff. And yet she
couldn’t show it anywhere without worrying about ignorant guys
staring or saying obnoxious things!

Ignorant bastards!
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It irritated her that she had to go all the
way to Manhattan to see him. If he was a big boss type why couldn’t
he work in Brooklyn where he lived? That would save him lots of
time commuting. Her dad was smart enough to figure out how to work
at home most of the time (he also worked at the Brooklyn Hospital
Center, but that was nearby.

Going to Manhattan meant riding the subway,
which in her experience, was full of cretins. And that included the
staff.

She wore her one dark blue blazer and gray
dress slacks she hadn’t worn in two years and which were, slightly
to her dismay, flatteringly tight across her buttocks.

If he grabs my ass I’m going to punch him
in the face, daddy’s patient or not, she thought.

Her father had a waiting list of would-be
patients. He could afford to lose one.

She got off in lower Manhattan in the
Financial District, which at least wasn’t too far from home, she
conceded. She used her long legs to walk up and down several busy
streets, pleasantly surprised to find people in the Financial
District considerably more polite than in Midtown or Brooklyn.

No one said anything snotty to her, at
least.

His building was a newer one of glass and
steel and about fifty or sixty stories. She knuckled the elevator
for fifty-six, which she discovered was the top floor, and waited
out the ride. She was the only female below fifty in the crowded
elevator car. And most of the other riders were men. She didn’t
look at any of them but was casually aware, as she usually was and
had been since adolescence, that everyone noticed her.

She was five foot ten with flaming red hair.
She got noticed wherever she went.

She sighed, accepting it, as long as they
kept their hands and thoughts to themselves.

Fifty-Six had a large stone plaque facing the
elevators with the name Patrick Investments written in stylish
cursive writing. To the left was a counter with two very attractive
blondes. A closed door was to her right, so she had to get past the
blondes.

“I have an appointment with Mitchel Patrick,”
she said.

“Your name?” one of the blondes asked.

“Kerry O’Neil.”

She picked up a phone while looking at her
with interest.

She could have been a model. So could the
other. In fact, the two could almost have been sisters except for
the slightly different shape of their faces.

“You can go right in. All the way down the
hall, Room 19 on the Left.”

“Thanks,” she said.

The floor was marble, and the lighting was
restrained and hidden. The atmosphere was hushed like a church. The
holy church of making money, she thought irreverently.

She stopped before Room 19 and rapped smartly
on the door – twice. Then she opened it and looked inside.

It was an outer office, but an awfully
luxurious one. She stepped inside and her feet sank into the thick
blue carpeting. The furniture was all very pale white oak, with
long, sleek lines. The furniture was white leather over steel.

The woman behind the big desk – and it was a
desk bigger than most she’d seen – looked about thirty or so and
met with Kerry’s preliminary assessment. She was dressed smartly,
looked self-possessed, and had a cool, inquiring look on her face.
She was attractive, with very short, kind of spiky blonde hair.
Something about her said ‘dyke’ to Kerry.

She’d had problems with them just as she had
with men. Way too many of them seemed to think that with her
athletic interests and attitude she simply had to be gay. Nope.

“I’m – .”

“Kerry O’Neil,” she said with a faint smile
as she picked up the phone.

“Mister Patrick, Kerry O’Neil is here,” she
said.

Kerry glanced briefly at the clock on the
wall. It was five to ten. She was supposed to be here at ten.

“You can go right in,” she said.

Kerry approved. She hated waiting. And hated
people who kept her waiting.

“Thanks.”

There were two doors to the right of the big
desk and she opened the one on the right to find herself looking
into an enormous room. It was very modern looking, with a gleaming
marble floor and a huge wall of floor-to-ceiling windows facing
toward the harbor. The room was a mixture of bright, polished white
and dark, shining black.

It was a very modern look, the sofas long,
deep, and flat, white on a black carpet over a white marble floor.
There was a large black wall of some shiny stone, the centerpiece
of which was a fireplace behind the double sofas.

The third wall was white, the one that ran
off to her left, with black columns along its length reaching to
the ceiling twenty five feet above. There was a long black set of
built-in bookshelves and cupboards taking up the entire lower part
of the high wall and past that another black carpet with white
leather chairs in front of a black stone desk longer than your
average car, and just about as wide.

Behind the desk was floor to ceiling window
that wrapped around the far corner and came all the way back to the
fireplace.

A man got up from behind the desk and came to
meet her, gesturing ahead of him toward the sofas to detour her
away from his desk. He met her before she reached them and she
blinked slightly, surprised at him being not what she’d
expected.

He was big, for one thing. She was tall for a
girl but he was well over a full head taller, with impressively
wide shoulders and a thick chest wrapped in a sleekly expensive,
obviously tailored dark blue three-piece suit.

He was a startlingly good-looking guy,
especially for someone as old as he was. He must have been almost
forty! He had soft brown hair trimmed at mid-ear and brushed
straight back from his forehead. His nose was slim, his eyes brown,
and he had a light dusting of dark hair across his face like he
hadn’t shaved since yesterday.

“Kerry,” he said by way of greeting.

She took the hand he held out to her and he
squeezed it firmly but not roughly. He also held it as he looked at
her.

“You’re not quite what I expected,” he
said.

She frowned at that, a bit.

“Uh… what?”

“Everything about the way you present
yourself, other than the ‘uh what’ struck me as incredibly
professional, respectable, and businesslike.”

Uh what, she thought.

He finally let go of my hand and gestured for
her to sit. She sat down, still a little bemused, and he sat next
to her, turning towards her.

“Your father has, I take it, told you what
I’m looking for.”

“A kind of gofer,” she said.

“A bit more sophisticated, but that’s the
essentials. I understand you’ve had difficulty taking directions
from prior employers.”

His eyes narrowed at that.

“I take directions fine when they’re clearly
articulated and make sense. And when they’re not intended for me to
climb up a ladder so my employer can look up my skirt.”

He smiled slightly, but it was in that male
way that suggested he sympathized with whoever had given her such
an order.

“Well, was the order not clearly
articulated?” he asked with raised eyebrows.

Okay, he thought he was amusing. And given
how freaking hot he was she couldn’t help being slightly
amused.

“I suppose it was,” she said.

“And did the order make sense?”

“It was the underlying, unspoken purpose of
the order which irked me,” she replied.

“But the order certainly made sense to him,”
he said.

“I’m not an exhibitionist,” she growled.

“Certainly, you are. All young, beautiful
women are exhibitionists. Some of you just repress the instinct
more than others. You know very well how attractive you are, Kerry.
Unless you’re blind, and your eyes look quite, quite clear. Why
wouldn’t you like to show that off a bit? I certainly enjoy
presenting myself well.”

“I don’t think this is quite the same thing,”
she replied in annoyance.

“No. You’re correct. I have a tendency to
take statements at their literal value while ignoring the
underlying meaning – even though I know the underlying meaning.
Your father has been working on me over that. It tends to annoy
people.”

“Uhm, I suppose.”

“No uhms. That is an expression of hesitancy.
It denotes uncertainty and a lack of confidence. You get one
demerit point every time you say uhm.”

“Uhm… what?”

He snorted in amusement.

“I will give you a dedicated cell phone and
contact you with whatever it is I want done, fetched, or seen to.
You will acknowledge the order and get to it. If my request – let’s
just drop the false politeness and call it an order – is unclear
you will request further clarity. I tend to be very clear with my
orders, however, so that should rarely happen.

“At times you will accompany me while meeting
people here or elsewhere in the city, whether it’s to carry things
or perform such other actions as I need doing. So, it’s important
that you look businesslike at all times.”

She nodded.

“We have a reputation in the business world;
a reputation for modern, sleek, sexy, and very expensive clothing,
furniture, appliances, and other products. They’re aimed at
younger, high-end consumers. Brand name is important to them. Which
means ensuring what we do lives up to that reputation is
important.

“So, you will, when accompanying me, dress in
a sleek, sexy, high-end outfit.”

“Are you saying this isn’t sleek and sexy?”
she asked dryly.

“I freely acknowledge you were making no
attempt to do so today. Further, that it would have been
inappropriate in most businesses and in most interviews to do so.
No criticism is implied. You are dressed entirely appropriately for
a business interview.

“But what you have to remember about my job
is there is a lot of public relations involved. And when you’re
with me, as my personal assistant, say, or whatever we decide to
call you, you’ll be roped into the same duties. That means how you
present yourself and how you speak will reflect on me and on the
company.”

“I guess.”

“That too is not a proper way of speaking.
It’s another statement of uncertainty. The words to use are ‘I
understand’, and in front of others ‘I understand, sir.’”

“I understand… sir,” she said, her face
flushing slightly.

“Use very formal speech when others are near.
Always call me Mister Patrick or sir. And smile. A soft, knowing,
understanding smile which denotes confidence. I will teach you how
to behave in this world, Kerry. Now, your father says you’ve been
studying martial arts for ten years now.”

She hesitated a moment, thrown off by the
sudden change.

“Yes… sir. I’m a black belt in karate.”

“Good. Sometimes I just don’t have time to
make it to a gym. It would be good to have someone to spar
with.”

“Spar with? Here?” she asked in surprise.

“I have a private gym attached to the office,
through one of the doors there.”

He pointed along the white wall.

“I’m a black belt in Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu.
We’ll see what we can teach each other. In the meantime, the salary
is sixty K for the first month. At the end of that month, I’ll be
able to make a better determination on what I’m using you for and
what you’re worth. That means the salary won’t go down but might
well go up.”

*

Kerry had gotten some very interesting vibes
off him as they spoke. She wasn’t sure how much that was influenced
by her own reaction to him. She was impressed by him, both
physically – he was fucking hot – and by how confident and decisive
he was. She was usually pretty self-confident herself, but this was
not her element and she was anxious now about being able to blend
in properly. To even speak properly. It wasn’t like she’d gone to
university or anything!

But the vibes she’d gotten were of a man very
interested in her, and not as a personal assistant but as a
potential bed mate. It was a lot more subdued than she was used to
from guys her age, less eager, more laid-back and patient. But the
notion wasn’t exactly off-putting. The idea of doing it with
Mitchel Patrick was, in fact… exciting.

What would that be like!? She’d never
considered older men. But then, she’d never considered any of the
ones who leered at her to be very hot. They mostly weren’t the
least bit attractive to her. Mitchel was different. And she doubted
she’d have to teach or guide him. He seemed like a man who would
know all about that sort of thing by now.

Maybe more than her? She’d always felt
supremely confident with guys and sex. They were the desperately
eager suitors, and she was the superior creature they were all so
frantic to see naked. As for what she should be doing in bed, she’d
read enough articles to know she was better than any of her lovers
so far had deserved.

And being one of the few girls who could deep
throat, well, she had a reputation as supremely capable in bed. But
then again, the guys impressed with her had all been… not very
impressive themselves. So, did it really mean anything when someone
who wasn’t very good at sex was impressed at how good she was?

Not that she was likely to find out. But she
had an active imagination and that imagination drove her into
wicked little fantasies as she rode the subway home.

The house was empty when she got there. That
rarely happened, and she was pleased. One of her brothers was
working, the other at school. Her father had a lecture at the
university. And her mother had gone with her friend to a
gallery.

Which was great because those fantasies about
Mitchel Patrick had gotten her mind onto a track that needed some
release. She didn’t masturbate often, partly because her fantasies
ran to wild, rough sex the way they did, and so did her
masturbation.

She went to her bedroom and closed and locked
the door. There was a printer table set against the wall. It was
small and square, barely holding the printer slash photocopier,
slash scanner, slash fax machine. It was set on a small square
carpet. She gripped the printer and slid it and the carpet
carefully to the side. Underneath was a loose floorboard she pried
up with a small screwdriver.

There was a space underneath that was about a
foot deep and long, and perhaps ten inches wide. A locked metal box
sat in it and she took it out, set it on the floor, and unlocked
it.

When you had younger brothers, you took no
chances with such discoveries.

There was a flash drive inside which held a
number of pictures and videos she would have been mortified had
anyone ever seen them. One of the videos was of her deep-throating
a guy’s cock. She was proud of the ability, after all. The other
was her pole dancing. She’d gotten quite good over time. And
despite what she’d told her mother the dance was most definitely
sexual. She hadn’t been naked, but she had been wearing a very
small bikini.

And if she could have gotten the gym to
herself, she’d have been naked, just to have done it. Doing it
naked was one of her fantasies.

Maybe for Mitchel Patrick!

Another of the items in the box was a dildo.
It was a very life-like dildo. It looked like the big, hard, thick
cock that belonged to a very big man. She’d paid a ridiculous
amount for it even at a half-price sale. But she’d never regrated
it.

Then there was the vibrator, which tended to
drive her out of her mind.

The dildo had various attachments. One of
them was a suction cup. She placed it on the floor, then lubed it a
bit before straddling it. She let her mind fill with the image of
Mitchel Patrick roughly bending her over his desk and using her
like his whore. No, that wasn’t right. She was in the wrong
position for that. Instead, she was straddling his chair, sinking
herself down on his big cock!

He was wearing the same suit, and his eyes
were dark glints as he stared at her while she gave him a lap
dance. She ground herself against him, sliding her naked body
against his expensive suit, letting her nipples brush across his
chest and feel the smooth friction of the suit against them.

She unzipped his fly and pulled his big cock
out, then rubbed it against her belly before rising up and sinking
down.

As she let her mind fill with that thought
she felt the thickness of the dildo pressing against her. She was
already hot and moist and let the head slowly force her
wider and wider as she gently rubbed her clitoris. She teased
herself, sinking just lightly down again and again before
committing and slowly letting it force her wide.

She groaned softly as she started to sink
down, her hands mashing her breasts as she imagined him doing it,
pinching and tugging at her nipples, then digging into the soft
flesh again, squeezing it up and together as she slid slowly down
the length of the dildo.

She absolutely loved the feel of being
penetrated by something… big.

She sank all the way down to the base, which
was a realistic if fused set of balls, and ground herself against
it. Then she began to rise up and down slowly, fingering her
clitoris again, closing her eyes as the fantasy filled her
mind.

The sexual pressure had been there as soon as
she’d gotten naked. Now heat began to build inside her even as the
pressure grew. She rode slowly up and down, imagining him sucking
and chewing on her nipples, his big fingers digging into the soft,
tender flesh. Her fingers were rubbing harder at her clitoris now
as her breathing started to become labored.

There was a full-length mirror on the back of
the door and she glanced at her image, feeling another little rush
as she saw her lithe curves riding up and down, saw the way the
thick cock spread her open, watched it disappearing up inside her
again and again.

She was so hot! So sexy! Every guy said
so!

She slid off it, panting, chest heaving, then
unfastened it from the suction cup. She had a slender, little
headrest which had once been part of a weight bench. It was hard on
one side, with an inch of foam across its surface covered in faux
leather. She could believably claim she used it when doing some
exercises. Though that wasn’t why she had it. It was a foot wide
and about half that high.

She had a special strap she attached to the
base of the dildo and placed it in the center of the padded side.
Then she pressed the back side against the lower leg of her bed and
used other straps to carefully lock it in place.

She got the last item from her box and licked
her lips as she examined it. It was a gag. Because she lived in a
house with four other people and because she had a tendency to lose
control at times, especially when using the vibrator. The thought
of any of them hearing her climax was too horrifying to even
contemplate so she’d gone all-out with the gag.

It had an inflatable penis head on the inside
and she slid it into her mouth, then pulled the rest of the padded
leather gag across her lower face. There was a strong lip fitting
in under her chin, and it strapped around behind her head, but also
had a strap going up and across her head designed to keep her mouth
closed around the penis head.

Then she pumped the penis head carefully
until it filled her mouth completely. She moaned softly around it,
then dropped her hands and knees and backed against the head of the
dildo. She inhaled sharply as it penetrated her, then she pushed
herself back while imagining he was taking her like this, on all
fours.

She lowered herself to her elbows, shifting
the angle, moaning again, then lowered herself further, letting her
soft breasts pillow out against the floor. She closed her eyes, now
imagining him throwing her against the desk, bending her over, and
then … doing her!

She thrust herself back all the way, letting
her taut buttocks slap against the leather pad behind her. Her legs
were mostly under the bed now, on either side of the bed’s leg. She
began to work herself in and out, slapping her buttocks against the
leather pad, imagining it was his hips.

She let her movements rub her breasts and
especially her tingling, burning nipples against the rough fabric
of the carpet, already panting and red-faced, already burning up as
she worked herself back as hard and fast as she could.

She finally pushed a hand down, working it in
under her, then slid two fingers up to start rubbing her clitoris.
The sensations surged and she cried out, eyes starting to get
glassy, starting to lose herself. The fantasy was turning her on
like few others had, especially since it had, however unlikely, a
chance at least, of coming true!

She came, crying out again and again, her
buttocks slamming back against the hard-backed foam, the dildo
thrusting into her hard and fast, driving deep into her belly with
every backward thrust of her buttocks. God, it felt so good!

Her head twisted and jerked bonelessly from
side to side as she continued ramming herself back on the big cock,
as her mind imagined Mitchel Patrick pounding her from behind. She
roughly squeezed one of her breasts in her left hand as she
furiously rubbed her clitoris with her right and wallowed in the
flood of pleasure pouring over her body and mind.

The orgasm washed over her and then slowly
faded. She all-but collapsed afterward, but was certainly not done.
She gripped the vibrator and turned it on, then angled it up and
back to take the place of her fingers.

Her clitoris was hypersensitive now. She
gently brushed the rounded head of the vibrator against it
repeatedly until she could tolerate more. She let the image of
Patrick riding her hard again fill her mind and started to work
herself back on the dildo once again. This time she held the
vibrator against herself as she did.

Her stereo was on louder than usual, just in
case. But with the penis gag filling her mouth and the padded
leather holding her jaw together the sounds emerging from her were
not overly loud. They grew worse, though, as her mind was filled
with wild, raw passion and need.

She began to lose herself to it, sobbing and
crying out as she slapped herself back against the backing, as she
impaled herself on the long, thick cock, as she rubbed the vibrator
harder and faster against her clitoris. She felt the sexual
pressure building up more and more, her mind starting to lose
itself to a feverish hunger and passion.

When the orgasm hit she lost herself
entirely, screaming out in dazed animal pleasure, riding the dildo
for all she was worth as she ground the vibrator against her
shuddering, trembling, bucking groin. She frenziedly rode the big
cock as an explosive howl of pure pleasure tore her mind apart and
reduced her to animal instincts.

It was so good! It was soooo good! She wanted
it to last forever!
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Patrick had noted and accepted her protest
about her wardrobe’s inability to match the kind of high-end
clothing the firm sold. Not to mention the cost of doing so would
easily run into thousands of dollars.

“I’ll have Victoria take care of it,” he
said. “Give her your measurements. She’ll see to it you get our
things at an eighty percent discount. The cost will be applied
against your salary but only after the first month at an agreed-on
amount per month and without interest.”

She could hardly argue with that!

Though when she showed up for work, she
wished she had. It turned out there was a whole series of rooms
that ran along the inside of Patrick’s office. They could be
reached down a narrow hallway which went from a door in the outer
office to a door in his. One of those rooms was a small
closet-sized one which would apparently be her office.

“Look at it this way,” Victoria said. “Almost
no one your age gets more than a cubicle, and most don’t even get
that. This is easily as big as a cubicle and has actual walls and a
door. That’s huge status! True, there’s no window, but no newbie
ever gets a cubicle near the window anyway.

“This is fine!” Kerry said.

“You probably won’t spend much time in it
anyway,” the woman replied.

The outfit she had selected for Kerry fit
perfectly. It just wasn’t anything she’d ever have bought herself.
Or worn, if she had a choice. It had a hip-length blazer over a
matching skirt. The skirt was tight and short. It wasn’t a
miniskirt, but it wasn’t all that much longer. The blazer had wide
lapels and was worn with a tight white silk blouse with a high
collar.

“This is the style,” Victoria said. “Anyway,
you’ll be wearing the blazer so…”

Kerry frowned. “But these shoes…” she
said.

“Very sexy!”

“For the office? I mean, maybe for
dancing…”

“For this office. They’re perfect.”

The shoes were strappy high heels with a
five-inch stiletto heel. She didn’t like high heels at all and
hated stilettos. She’d have to get used to high heels, though, even
stilettos. She grumbled about it but could see the sense in what
Patrick said about marketing and representing the firm’s sexy
image. Most girls she knew would love the outfit, and love being
able to wear it at work without anyone complaining.

The problem was she hadn’t expected the white
blouse. Perhaps she should have but she hadn’t, and she’d worn a
black lacy bra and black lacy thong to match it. The thong was no
issue. But while the top wasn’t see-through it was thin. The
darkness of the bra could certainly be seen beneath it unless she
kept it buttoned tightly all day. And that was so déclassé!

Making sure her door was locked she removed
the blouse, then her bra then buttoned the blouse again, and put
the blazer over it. The blouse was tight enough to keep her from
jiggling too much unless she moved too fast. And the blazer kind of
covered up the movements underneath.

And there was no dark shadow under the
white.

Of course, she’d have to keep the blazer on.
Otherwise. Well, the indentations of her nipples were pretty
identifiable under the thin white fabric. In fact, so could the
dime-sized areolas around them. And if she got hard nipples for any
reason they would poke right out!

As long as she kept the blazer on, though,
there’d be no problems. She felt she looked quite sophisticated in
the outfit.

And sure, the skirt was a little short, but
she had great legs. And Victoria’s skirt was even shorter, so she
couldn’t very well complain.

The first thing she learned was how to act as
Patrick’s receptionist when Victoria was on break. She wouldn’t
actually replace the woman in most of what she did, just answer the
phone, greet people at the door, and take notes. But Victoria also
showed her how to scan incoming emails for certain urgent things
which needed to be passed on to Patrick immediately.

“Much of what I do is to ensure he’s not
bothered with minutia,” the woman said. “That, in fact, is your
job, as well. To relieve him of the need for minor tasks so he can
devote his efforts to more important, more rewarding ones.”

Victoria did more important work too, of
course, and now she could dump lower-level stuff like photocopying,
faxing, etc., on Kerry. Kerry didn’t mind since the logic was quite
consistent and understandable. She knew very well her own office
skills were minimal compared to Victoria. She also knew that
increasing them and gaining experience she could put on a resume
would increase her future earning potential.

And like her boss, Victoria was sharp,
confident, knowledgeable, and took no shit from anyone. So, Kerry
had no difficulty taking instructions and orders from her. In fact,
working in the office quickly turned out to be the least
frustrating or irritating job she’d had. Simply because everything
was clearly explained by intelligent people.

She didn’t see that much of Mitchel over the
following couple of days, though she did run errands for him.
Victoria brought in a couple of more outfits for her to wear, one
of which was a sleek, but figure-hugging blue dress which did, in
fact, make her nervous. The skirt was shorter and the material was
kind of stretchy so it clung to every inch of her. It was also
bare-shouldered, which made it impossible (again) for her to wear
the bra she’d come in with.

This time, though, she couldn’t hide it if
she removed her bra. She tried, and it was fairly obvious she
wasn’t wearing one. She had to approach Victoria about it. Which
made her a bit anxious given she still suspected the woman was gay,
or at least bi. The blonde had made little secret that she thought
Kerry was very nice eye-candy, her eyes sliding across her body
every time she came near.

“Hmm, let me see you in it,” the woman
said.

That made Kerry squirm a bit but it was a
logical demand, so she removed her bra, changed into the dress
again, and then came out into the outer office (making sure it was
empty first). That she was suspicious Victoria was gay played a
part in her discomfort, of course. But it was also admitting to a
weakness in front of such a capable woman.

“That doesn’t actually look bad,” Victoria
said. “Move around a bit.”

Kerry flushed a bit but again couldn’t come
up with a reason to say no. She moved around, doing some casual
walking and movements.

“Your girls don’t move much,” Victoria said
with a smile. “Which is kind of surprising given they seem to be a
pretty good size. But then at your age and if you’re half the
athlete Mitchel says I suppose that makes sense.”

“You can still tell!” Kerry exclaimed. “I
mean, not that I’m a prude or anything but any man will immediately
start talking to my chest.”

Victoria smirked. “You mean they don’t
already?”

“I don’t want to encourage it!”

“Well, we could fasten them down a
little.”

Kerry looked at her blankly.

“I mean, I do have some bandages here
somewhere.”

“What are bandages going to do?”

“Not band aids, sweetie,” Victoria said with
a giggle. But in my job, you need to be prepared for all things.
Mitchel broke his leg skiing a couple of years ago and I had some
first aid stuff I kept for just in case of various things. Hang
on.”

She crossed the room and went into the little
hall, then checked in one of the cupboards there.

“Found it! See? Gauze bandages.”

She showed her a roll of thin gauzy bandage
material.

“How will that keep me from, uhm, well,
jiggling?” she asked, blushing a bit.

“You don’t really jiggle much, honey.”

“I will if I have no bra and move very
fast!”

Victoria led her back to her own little
office and inside, then closed the door. It was crowded with the
two of them in there.

“Okay, lower the top of the dress.”

Kerry felt a jolt, immediately followed by a
wild flurry of uncertainty. She did NOT want this cool,
sophisticated, intelligent, self-confident woman to get the idea
Kerry was some kind of shy little virginal prude who couldn’t stand
to bare her breasts before another woman! At the same time, she WAS
uncomfortable baring her breasts in front of her.

Still, there was no alternative. She reached
behind her neck and undid the clasp, then lowered the front of the
dress to bare her breasts. She blushed as Victoria looked frankly
down at them.

“Very nice!” the woman said. “You have really
great breasts, Kerry! Lucky you! I mean, not all luck, of course.
DNA is a big factor in them being the size and shape they are. But
honestly, these are almost a perfect shape. Now I suppose the first
thing is to keep them from moving around much.”

The roll was perhaps two inches wide. She
unrolled a length of it and pressed it up against the bottom of
Kerry’s breasts.

“Here. Hold this end.”

She had Kerry press a hand against the gauze,
holding it to her rib, then fed it across and then up the outside
of her other breast before crossing her chest along the top of her
breasts and then going down along the outside of her other
breast.

As she tightened it a little Kerry felt her
breasts starting to push out more, to throb a little, and,
embarrassingly, her nipples were now rock hard!

The woman put a second layer down across the
bottom, sides, and top of her breasts and tightened them more and
her breasts started to squeeze out a bit more. Then she taped the
gauze in place.

“That kind of squeezes my boobs out more,”
she said uncomfortably.

“So do bras, Kerry!” Victoria laughed. “You
never noticed?”

“Well, okay, I guess.”

“Try lifting the dress up again.

Kerry gratefully pulled the dress up over her
breasts again and fastened it behind. Her breasts still seemed very
obvious to her! Worse, her nipples were even more
obvious!

“Hmm, maybe a little tape across the nipples
to hide them,” Victoria said. “Drop the dress again, girl.”

Kerry reached up and back and undid the
dress, then dropped it once again.

“Seems a shame to hide them. They’re kind of
cute,” Victoria said.

Kerry blushed again and the woman laughed,
then winked and reached up to suddenly take Kerry’s nipples between
her thumbs and forefingers, rubbing and rolling them a little.

A sudden double jolt of both physical
sensation and psychic shock hit the redhead, leaving her
momentarily unable to decide what, if anything, to do or say!

“You really did get lucky, girl. Such sweet
little nipples on top of those perfectly round breasts! Honestly,
your breasts are too big to be so pert.”

She suddenly pinched Kerry’s nipples and
twisted sharply.

“Ahh!” Kerry cried as Victoria released them
and stepped back with a laugh.

“Nipple twists!” she exclaimed.

“Victoria!”

Victoria giggled and then raised the roll of
tape she’d brought in with the gauze.

“Here, this will hide them.”

She pulled off two small pieces and taped
them over Kerry’s nipples as Kerry blushed hotly.

“Okay, lift that dress up.”

Kerry did and checked herself in the mirror.
She did look a lot less nipply. And Victoria was right about bras
lifting and squeezing her breasts together too. It just felt weird
having her breasts squeezed up and together the way they were.

Still, she did look awfully hot in the dress.
Which normally would make her uncomfortable, but she was supposed
to look hot here.

Victoria winked, patted her on the head as
Kerry frowned at her, then took her ‘medical supplies’ away.

Kerry was still wondering if the woman was a
lesbian or not, and then started wondering what sex with Victoria
would be like. It could be quite… exciting. It would certainly be
unlike anything she’d ever done before!

It wasn’t like she’d never toyed with the
idea of messing with girls before, but this was the first time
she’d thought about it so seriously.

She had to go outside the office several
times that morning in the tight, short little dress. And every time
she did she imagined people staring at her legs or bottom or
breasts. Though in this place they were too polite for that. She
was also very conscious of the gauze squeezing in around her
breasts as she moved.

Then at eleven-thirty, Mitchel came to her
office. He looked harried and unhappy.

“Hey,” he said. “How would you like to help
me work off some frustration?”

Kerry looked up at him uncertainly, but he
didn’t seem to be proposing what that sounded like.

“I need to get some movement in. Want to do
some sparring?”

“Oh, uhm, well, I mean, I didn’t bring my ji
or anything,” she said.

“I’ve got spares. I always do, and unless I
don’t know my Victorias she’s put something in there that would fit
you.”

Kerry anxiously followed him down the narrow
hall and into another room, one she hadn’t seen yet. It was a
surprisingly large exercise room with equipment along the wall and
a large mat in the center. There was a small cupboard inside it and
he opened it to take out the traditional white martial arts uniform
and tossed it on a chair. Then he searched among others encased in
plastic and grinned as he pulled one out.

“For women,” he said.

“Uhm, well, okay,” she gulped.

“Don’t worry. You can shower later. I won’t
count it as private time.”

She took the package back to her office and
stripped off the dress, then hurriedly pulled off the gauze and put
on her bra. She wasn’t about to do martial arts with her breasts
basically naked and just in gauze! The bra wasn’t an athletic bra
but it would still hold them in place better.

Besides, the ji didn’t have buttons down the
front! It was simply folded across the chest and after a strong
workout could gape open. She usually wore a long t-shirt over her
athletic bra when she did this at her dojo. She’d have to get one
and bring it in here to be ready in case there was a next time.

She went back to his gym, feeling a wild
mixture of emotions. She was wary about his intentions, wary about
what she wore under it, and him seeing things he probably
shouldn’t. And then she was feeling a distinct sense of
tight-chested excitement at the possibility of something like that
happening.

Normally she would rebel indignantly against
any thought of a man taking advantage of her. This time… she might
just welcome it!

She went into the gym and closed the door as
he grinned and motioned her to the mat.

“I need to beat someone up badly,” he
growled.

She looked at him with some alarm and he
laughed.

“Don’t worry, kid. I know what I’m doing. And
hopefully, you do too.”

They started out slowly as he tested her
response to various moves and had her launch a few slower-motion
examples of what she would do to attack. It was a kind of
experimenting in what the other could do which she found quite
fascinating.

Though not enough to distract her from the
dark little surges of emotion she felt as his strong hands gripped
her wrists or arms.

They sped up and he flipped her onto her back
on the mat. She jumped up and tried to flip him but he countered
it, though he seemed to enjoy the effort it took him. They weren’t
wearing any padding so she couldn’t do any of the kicks or jabs she
would often do in sparring.

He threw her again, this time harder and she
gasped as she climbed to her feet.

“It looks to me like you’re at a severe
disadvantage here,” he said. “You must have been taught the more
modern version of karate. Which would figure, I guess.”

“What do you mean?”

“Historically, karate also included,
grappling, joint locks, and restraints. But you don’t seem to know
them.”

“Really? I wasn’t taught that.”

“Well, I was.”

“You were?”

“My teaching has been a lot more varied than
yours, and I’ve been at it a lot longer, longer than you’ve been
alive, in fact.”

He then proceeded to try to teach her some of
those. Which interested her quite a bit. The problem was it also
started to make things move way down low since grappling obviously
meant putting their bodies close together and gripping one another
as he demonstrated and she then tried to duplicate.

She knew her nipples were extremely hard but
was pretty sure the fabric was too thick to show. She also knew she
was starting to get uncomfortably… warm. And not just from physical
exertions.

He threw her to the floor and then dropped
his weight atop her. One arm snaked in under her chin so that he
caught her neck in the crook of his arm while the other pinned her
right arm down and his legs forced hers apart and then pinned them
in place.

She felt a rush of heat like few she’d ever
known, even though he was just demonstrating a pinning move! If a
guy she knew had done this he’d probably have taken advantage of it
to grind himself into her ass, but of course, he didn’t do
that.

“Can you get out of it?”

“I-I… don’t think so!” she gasped.

“No. Because you have no leverage. Not only
is my weight pinning you but the way your legs are held apart robs
you of the leverage you’d otherwise have in bucking up and throwing
me off. Same reason I’m holding your arm out straight. And of
course…”

He tightened the arm against her throat and
she felt her eyes bulging as it squeezed down, blocking her air
completely.

“I have you completely at my mercy,” he
said.

“I-I-I give!” she gasped in a choked
voice.

He laughed and released her, jumping up, then
gripping her arm and pulling her up against him. Then he flung her
down once again, without warming, only this time on her back. And
again he let his weight pin her in place, spreading her legs apart
with his and pinning them, then doing the same with her arms.

This time she wasn’t nearly as sure this was
a martial arts move! He was laying atop her with her legs spread
open!

“Do you think you can throw me off?” he asked
softly.

Kerry’s heart was thumping wildly, and her
pulse was racing. Throw him off?! She didn’t want to throw
him off!

“I… don’t think so!” she gasped.

He forced her arms up and back above her
head, then pinned them with one hand.

“Still no leverage,” he said.

He eased his upper body up off her with the
hand pinning her wrists, then used the other to encircle her neck,
squeezing softly.

“And again, you’re completely at my mercy,”
he growled.

Kerry stared up at him for long seconds, then
he drew his hand back and lowered his body once more. And this time
his mouth was on hers! He kissed her hungrily, and she was too
stunned to even begin to think about how to respond! Then she felt
an intense flare of heat that made her moan into his mouth, opening
hers as she started to kiss back.

His kiss became, if anything, even more
demanding, his lips voracious as they pushed against her, his
tongue sliding down, sweeping across her own as he gently ground
his groin against hers. The kiss was rough but skilled. It was like
no kiss she’d ever had before, and she felt herself losing all her
attention to it until he pulled up a bit, his eyes fierce.

He raised his upper body off hers, still
pinning her arms and legs, then grinned before reaching down and
untying the black belt around his waist. He pulled it out of the
loops so his top fell open and her eyes were immediately caught by
the firm, toned body underneath.

Until he leaned in and wrapped the belt
around her wrists anyway.

“Wh-Wh… what… what are… are you… doing?” she
gasped.

He smirked as he tightened the fabric firmly
and knotted it, then pulled the belt back further and tied it to
the leg of one of the exercise machines.

Finally, he released her now bound wrists,
sitting up and back to look down at her.

“Whatever I want to do,” he said. “That’s my
favorite thing.”

He untied her belt next and then pulled her
top open. She felt the flush in her face spreading down her neck as
he licked his lips, then reached in and under her neck to undo her
bra. He pulled it up to bare her breasts and she felt her pulse
racing even faster.

“Gorgeous!” he exclaimed.

He scooted backward and bent over, his mouth
falling onto the center of her left breast.

Kerry squeaked and then shuddered as his lips
began to suck rhythmically against her while his tongue swept
around and over her tingling nipple. A moment later his mouth
opened wider, his teeth digging into the surrounding flesh just shy
of pain as he attacked her breast! His lips closed again and he
sucked harder as his other hand kneaded her right breast!

He slid back further, gripping the loose
pants and yanking them down her legs and then throwing them off
behind him! A moment later he dropped forward on his belly, his
forearms pinning her thighs wide as his mouth closed on her sex.
Her thong was still there but he didn’t seem to care at first.

He covered it in his mouth, his breath hot
through the thin fabric. His tongue licked up and down against the
narrow crotch for long seconds. Kerry could feel the sensation,
though of course it was greatly diminished compared to him touching
her skin. He let her wish he would do just that, then jerked the
crotch roughly to one side and did just that.
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Kerry hadn’t had a lot of lovers. And she’d
definitely never had one that attacked her pussy like Mitchel
Patrick did! His tongue swept up and down along the tight, slender
line of her sex, then pushed in between, his thumbs spreading her
open as his tongue pushed startlingly deep into the mouth of her
sex.

Kerry realized she’d done almost nothing, and
felt an intense if momentary need to show him something. But then
she realized she simply couldn’t. She was pinned and tied down and
could do nothing but watch… and experience… and feel.

And she was feeling a lot as his
tongue thrust into her, pumping in and out, twisting and turning
inside her as she felt sensations growing more intense even as they
rippled up through her groin and into her belly. They made her body
want to undulate!

And then his tongue slid out of her and swept
up across her throbbing clitoris. She almost cried out loud at
that! He wasn’t excited, he was… fixated, determined! His tongue
licked hard and fast, around and around, from side to side, then up
– repeatedly.

And then he got a finger into her, a big,
thick, long male finger! A moment later, a second joined it, and
they slid in and out slowly, seeming to be pulling up against the
front of her sex as his tongue licked down from above.

This was not a guy performing a task so he
could get to the good stuff! This was a guy who was acting like
this was the good stuff! He closed his mouth around her clitoris,
sucking as he licked, and his eyes rose up along her trembling body
to meet hers looking down. She thought she heard him growling! Like
he was devouring her!

One of his hands slid up her body and closed
around her right breast. The feel of his fingers squeezing in on
her soft, throbbing flesh made her want to cry out. And then she
realize that she had as she arched her back as if pushing up to
meet it.

She was gulping in air as if she’d run a
marathon and her body was filled with an intense sense of pressure
as heat and passion filled her mind.

I’m going to come! she thought
dazedly.

The muscles in her hips began to spasm as she
sought to jerk her hips up against him and he suddenly stopped.
Completely. He pushed himself up off her, then gripped her legs and
roughly lifted them up and pushed them back until they were resting
up against his chest.

His bare chest as he yanked off the upper
part of his ji!

But a moment later her eyes were pulled
downward as tore her thong up her legs and off. Then she felt
something unmistakable against her. He’d pulled his cock out and
was rubbing the head slowly against her sex.

And it was, she thought, quite a beautiful
cock! It looked not unlike the one she had at home, except that it
seemed a little longer and a little thicker!

He pressed the head against her at the right
angle and then sank it slowly down into her trembling body as she
moaned helplessly and watched.

I’m being fucked by my boss!

She shuddered as he plunged deep into her
overheated belly. Then his hands slid up her legs to the ankles
just beside his head and pushed them back and down. He leaned
forward, pushing her legs and feet down and down until her feet
swept back over her shoulders. His strength and weight forced them
further as she gasped and panted for breath, forcing the backs of
her bare feet against the mat next to her head.

And then he leaned in further, letting his
weight come down against the legs which were now pressed in against
her body. He drove himself fully inside her, to the point of her
aching, and then held still, lowering his entire body so his face
was a few inches above hers.

She gasped as she felt him forcing her ankles
in against the sides of her head.

“Beg for it,” he growled.

Kerry stared up at him stupidly, panting for
breath.

“Beg,” he ordered. “Beg me to fuck you
hard.”

Kerry felt a wild jolt of excitement.

“Please… please fuck me, hard!” she
gasped.

He ground himself against her and she felt
his big cock shifting inside her body.

“Say sir,” he growled.

Oh weird! Wild!

“Please fuck me hard, sir!” she
whimpered.

He continued to grind himself slowly against
her.

“Again,” he ordered.

“Please… p-please fuck me hard, Sir!”

She felt his hips rising, felt his thick cock
slowly drawing out of her.

“Again,” he growled.

“Please fuck me hard, Sir!” she cried.

He slammed down into her and she let out a
cry of pain and excitement. Then he started to thrust into her with
hard, sharp, short thrusts that made her entire body quiver and
shake! His strokes got higher, and longer as he held her the way
she was, and her body rapidly filled with fire as her mind became
intoxicated by the dark, wicked pleasure!

His cock speared into her as his hips slammed
down again and again, and all Kerry could do was cry out at every
thrust until she suddenly realized she had no breath in her! She
didn’t care, for the longest time. She just lay there dazed and
trembling as he hammered his body down against her. Then she sucked
in a deep breath and came.

The orgasm screamed through her body as the
scream left her open mouth, a long, undulating howl of animal
pleasure as the climax tore her mind apart and sent a wild,
churning, unending flood of pleasure through her body. It flooded
into her mind in an intoxicating rush so that she was soon sobbing
and gurgling and crying out in breathless animal heat.

It went on longer and longer until even a
mind shattered by its power began to feel a sense of wondering
amazement.

And all through it she remained crushed,
folded in half, tied and pinned as his heavy hips pounded down
against her taut buttocks and his cock plunged in and out of her
tender, burning depths.

And when it finally faded it left her shell
shocked, eyes slit, mouth open as she gurgled in mindless
pleasure.

He stopped abruptly, easing back onto his
heels and then letting her body unfold. He dropped her legs to
either side, then slid atop her as he had before, his cock still
very obviously hard and chick as it was pinned against her abdomen
and belly.

He kissed her again, lazily at first, then
with more hunger. He gripped her hair firmly, wrapping it around
his fist, then used it to control her head, yanking it back firmly,
ignoring her cry as his mouth went down along the side of her neck,
nibbling, kissing, right down along the front of her neck. She felt
his jaw open wide then close against her neck as if he were some
wild beast about to rip her throat out!

And this time she was sure she wasn’t
mistaken! He did growl low in his throat!

He pulled back abruptly, then jerked her head
forward by the hair and crushed her lips with his once more,
kissing her hungrily, voraciously as he ground his cock in between
their two bodies.

He released her hair and slid downward,
sucking and licking and chewing on her breasts and nipples, then
lower still, his tongue lazily circling her stomach and abdomen as
he nibbled on her soft skin. He roughly forced her thighs wide
again, then kissed his way up along the inside her thigh before he
was again at her pussy, licking at her, and carefully sucking
against her clitoris.

It didn’t take long before the wild, churning
rush of sensation was sweeping through her body and mind again as
she writhed and twisted and undulated there on the floor. He drove
himself into her again, this time content to leave her legs splayed
out to the side, at first.

He worked his cock into her steadily, at
first, then began to change the angle of his thrusts. His mouth
caught hers and held it as he kissed her hungrily. One of his hands
slid in between them to knead her breasts and rub her nipples.

Then he pulled back, gripping her legs as he
had before. He lifted them up against his chest again and leaned
into her, but seemed content to leave her ankles up over his
shoulders this time. His hands massaged her breasts, rolling and
plucking at her nipples while his hips worked his hard cock
steadily in and out of her.

“Beg me to fuck you hard,” he growled.

Moaning, panting, dazed, Kerry stared up at
him, floating on a hot, churning sea of liquid heat.

He slapped her face and her head rolled to
the side as she gasped, startled.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

She was startled and her mind was dazed. His
hand shot down again, but to slide around her neck and tighten. She
gurgled helplessly, her wrists tugging instinctively against the
robe belt binding them down.

“Beg.”

“Pl-please!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please… please fuck me,” she gasped.

He released her neck and slapped her cheek
again.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me!” she cried.

His hand closed around her neck again.

“Sir,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gurgled in sudden
fear.

His cock pushed into her.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, sir!” she gasped as his
fingers loosened a little.

His eyes were intense as they looked down at
her.

“Tell me you’re my slut!” he growled.

“I-I’m… I’m your slut, Sir!” she gasped.

He was such a kinky pervert, she thought
wildly.

He started to drive himself into her, his
fingers tight around her neck, but not so tight she couldn’t
breathe. Meanwhile, his other hand slid down from her breasts and
his fingers began to rub her clitoris as his hips picked up
speed.

Kerry lost the ability to think coherent,
rational thoughts. She gurgled and gasped and moaned and whimpered
and her eyes closed as her hips rolled up against him again and
again. And then another orgasm spilled through her senses,
overloading her mind as she cried out in wonder, in joy, in
rapture!

Or tried to. It was hard to make much noise
with how tight his hand was around her neck.

Her eyes were glassy as she stared up at him,
unseeing. Her mouth was open wide but she wasn’t even trying to
breathe. She was too busy wallowing in the incredible rush, in the
rapture gripping her mind as his hips hammered against her buttocks
and his cock plunged into her spasming belly again and again and
again.

His face took on an intense look, his jaw
clenching as he went into overdrive. Her entire body was trembling
and shaking even before his bigger, stronger, heavier body began to
absolutely hammer itself down against her buttocks.

And then he halted, releasing her, gasping
for breath himself as he let her legs fall.

He smiled at her, patted her cheek, then
after a moment, pushed himself to his feet. He pushed his cock back
into the pants of his ji, grabbed the top and, whistling, left the
room.

Kerry lay on her back, legs splayed, chest
heaving, staring sightlessly up at the ceiling, still floating on a
strange dark afterglow, her body and mind both burned out.

Holy fuck! was her first conscious
thought. What… was that!?

Something dark, something wicked and kinky
and… hot; something unspeakably… thrilling! And something like
nothing she’d ever experienced before!

It was a minute or so before she started to
think about getting up. And then, of course, realized her wrists
were still tied to the base of the exercise machine. And she was
completely naked. At some point, he’d torn her bra completely off
her. She didn’t even remember him doing it.

I have to… I’m at work, she thought
wonderingly.

She grunted and pulled against the belt to no
avail, then pulled herself together and rolled onto her belly,
staring at the belt. She grunted and pulled herself forward,
bending her arms, and then brought her mouth down against the knot,
trying to get her teeth in to untie it.

That didn’t turn out to be as easy as she
might have thought. He’d pulled those knots tight and she’d pulled
them even tighter as she had writhed and jerked and strained
against them. She was sure she’d have gotten them loose, though, in
time.

She didn’t have time.

Victoria came into the room.

“Well, there you are,” she said dryly.

Kerry squeaked in shock and felt her face
flame as embarrassment grew into humiliation.

Yet, oddly, the woman didn’t seem surprised,
just a little irritated.

She sighed and came over to kneel beside her,
then expertly untied the knots. Not the ones around her wrists but
the ones tying her to the exercise machine. She stood up and yanked
on the belt.

“Come on. You’ve wasted enough time. Not to
mention too much of his time.”

Kerry was off balance, to say the least, both
physically and emotionally. She stumbled to her knees and then to
her feet as Victoria gripped her hair and yanked.

“Ahh! Ow! Hey! Don’t!” she exclaimed.

“He was late for an appointment,” Victoria
snapped. “You and I are going to have to reach an understanding
about just when you can interrupt his work schedule for this.”

She was pulling on the belt, which she’d
wrapped around her fist, and thus pulling Kerry along with her, out
into Mitchel Patrick’s big office. Kerry gasped, staring at the
door, then yelped at a stinging slap to her bottom.

Victoria simply pulled on the robe belt as
she went around one of the big sofas, extending her arm so she
actually pulled Kerry into the back of the sofa. And as the woman
kept pulling the belt yanked the hapless redhead’s arms forward and
forced her to half fall forward across the straight back.

Victoria then pulled the end of the belt down
across the cushion on the other side, squatted there, and then
somehow wound the belt around something on the underside of the
sofa and tied it off with brisk efficiency.

“Now then,” she said. “You need to
familiarize yourself with Mister Patrick’s schedule so that these
extracurricular activities don’t get in the way of business. I put
considerable effort into maintaining that schedule. Mister Patrick
himself is quite insistent on being punctual to all events, as he
is that those coming to see him are similarly punctual.”

Kerry honestly didn’t know what to say. She
was bent awkwardly over the big sofa naked, her breasts pressed
against the soft fabric of the seat-back. And this woman was
complaining to her about Mitchel Patrick’s schedule!?

“It wasn’t my idea!” she blurted.

“Men must be gently directed. Surely, you’ve
realized this by now. They must be reminded that this perhaps might
not be a good time and perhaps they should delay their sporting
activities for an hour or two.”

She moved behind the sofa and then slapped
her bottom again.

“Ow! Quit it!” she exclaimed.

“Why? It seems to be a good, solid
instructional tool for the young.”

Crack!

Kerry gasped at another slap.

“You have a marvelous body, girl, and many
men will, I’m sure, thoroughly enjoy its use, including Mister
Patrick. But not if it delays his schedule.”

Crack!

“Do I make myself clear?”

“Ow! Fuck! Yes!”

Crack!

“And obscene language is not acceptable at
the office. Particularly not this one.”

Kerry had been bewildered by this almost from
the start. She had expected the woman to be shocked, embarrassed,
indignant, and caustic in her response to Kerry for, well, acting
like a slut and letting Patrick fuck her right there on the floor
of the gym. But instead, the woman only seemed concerned with his
schedule.

And what was this tying her across the sofa
and slapping her ass stuff!? Was the woman crazy or something!? And
then it dawned on her that perhaps Victoria might have other things
in mind than disciplining her. She suddenly recalled her strong
suspicion that the woman might be gay and placed it together with
tying her bent over and naked across a sofa!

Now the woman’s behavior began to take on an
entirely new shade of meaning. At first, she was indignant at that,
even outraged. But the emotions twisted and faded quickly, partly
at a rush of relief. Because if Victoria was not only aware of her
boss’s kinky office sex habits but enjoyed them herself then there
was far less reason to be embarrassed.

The woman then became an active participant
rather than a shocked outsider stumbling across Kerry’s slutty
sex.

But that still left Kerry tied up, bent over
naked at the office as the woman decided on what she was going to
do with her – or to her! Kerry remembered her thoughts earlier, her
curiosity about what sex with Victoria would be like.

If the woman was playing some kind of dirty
sex game with her, then what direction did Kerry want it to go? Did
she want to end it? Well… not really. She supposed the door was
locked as the woman wouldn’t want to be caught by someone walking
in. Patrick himself must be gone to that appointment of his. And
the woman figured she had some time.

“I… I don’t have to do what you tell me,” she
gulped.

Crack!

She winced at another slap.

“That’s where you’re very much mistaken,
little girl.”

“I’m not a little girl!”

Crack!

“What should I call you then, hmm? Slut?”

Kerry winced at that one since her inner
thoughts were still in wild turmoil about what had just gone down
with Mitchel Patrick, what she’d done, what he’d done, and the
intensity of the feverish heat he’d brought to her.

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

Crack!

“You don’t give me orders, slut.”

Kerry decided to push things to see what
would happen, and reached back with her right leg, pushing hard
rather than actually kicking the woman.

“I can see you have a considerable amount to
learn about discipline,” Victoria said.

“Bite me, bitch!”

She pulled at the robe’s belt, but not
seriously. She could, she realized, simply slide across to the
other side of the sofa and off, and probably could quickly undo the
knot attaching her to the bottom. She saw the woman move off out of
the corner of her eye and turned her head to watch as she went to a
cupboard and opened it.

She came with… rope?

Now what is she going to do with that,
she wondered with both wariness and rising interest.

As she came closer Kerry kicked out at her,
but slowly and unseriously. She didn’t resist when her leg was
captured and the woman tied the rope around her ankle, then fed it
down and to the side of the sofa before wrapping it around a far
leg. She drew it across the back of the sofa, then, grabbed Kerry’s
other leg and forced her leg so wide she had to rise up onto the
balls of her feet.

With her ankles tied off to the side, the
woman went back to the cupboard and took something out, which she
hid at her side. She returned to stand behind Kerry and then
pressed something directly against her warm sex.

She gasped as she felt the pressure there, as
she felt herself being spread apart by something thick and hard and
rounded.

“Wh-What are you doing!?”

Crack!

“You will be given clear instructions when
you are required to perform some task. If uncertain of the
instructions you may ask for clarity. Otherwise, remain
silent.”

“Fuck you!”

Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!”

“Would you like me to wash your mouth out
with soap?”

“I’d like to see you try!”

Whatever it was it was being pushed deeper
and deeper into her pussy. Given the feel and thickness, Kerry
strongly suspected it was some kind of sex toy. And a very long
one! She moaned as the woman twisted and turned it, working it in
and out, but always deeper.

And then it started to buzz and vibrate.

Oh, fuck! This is insane!

The vibrator had some kind of narrow branch
at the top – or the bottom now, which was pushed in against her
clitoris so that the vibrations would transmit themselves directly
to the most sensitive part of her anatomy. It also seemed to have
some kind of slim straps which Victoria slid up under her thighs on
the inside, around her hips, and then over her back to fasten
together, holding the thing in place.

There was a pause, then she slapped something
down onto the seat below Kerry’s face. It was a long, thin black
rod of some kind, not much thicker than a pencil, but apparently
wrapped in leather or something like it. At the tip was a flat
leather piece the size of a large man’s thumb.

“This, little girl, is a disciplinary tool
used on sluts who don’t do as they’re told,” she growled.

“Y-You better not dare hit me with that!” she
gulped.

A moment later it was withdrawn. She heard
the swish-swish as Victoria swung it back and forth behind
her. Then there was another swish and an instant later the
feel of a light blow across her buttocks. An instant after
that she felt the sharp sting and cried out in startled
pain.

“You will henceforth and at all times address
me as Ms. Jennings or, at certain times and in certain places as
‘Mistress’. Do you understand me, slut?”

Holy fucking God! Kerry thought in
awe.

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


The vibrator buzzed powerfully, and she felt
the muscles in her groin squeezing down around it again and again.
The pressure on her ankles and wrists was continuous as her body
moved ever so slightly and reminded her of her helplessness. A dark
heat began to rise within her as Victoria made her intent crystal
clear.

What is this crazy dyke going to do to
me? she thought excitedly.

Suddenly she felt the sharp, repeated little
slaps of what had to be the flat leather tip of the thing right
against her wrinkled little back opening. She squealed in startled
pain, twisting and pulling against the ropes and belt to no
avail.

“Ah! Stop! Quit it! Ow!”

Swish Crack! The thin crop sliced
across her buttocks again and she yelped in pain.

“Call me Mistress or Ms. Jennings, girl. Did
you not hear?”

“I’m going to use that on you when I get
loose!”

“You seem incapable of learning a simple
message. And your mouth continues to run away with you. There are
ways to deal with that.”

She went around to the back of the sofa and
Kerry raised her head to glare up at her only to have her hair
seized and yanked up and back. She opened her mouth, crying out in
pain, only to have the woman quickly shove something into it! Kerry
tried to twist her head away but couldn’t, and then her hair was
free as the blonde drew two thin straps across her cheeks to hold
the object in place.

Moments later she was fairly certain what it
was. It was something round, and it filled her mouth to the point
she couldn’t close her lips. It had to be a ball-gag! She’d never
tried one but certainly knew what they were from the internet!

Victoria disappeared behind her as she felt
another surge of dark passion roll through her, and shuddered as
she fought to keep from grinding her hips back against the
vibrator.

She moaned and felt something pressing
against her wrinkled back hole. It was cool and hard and, no it was
merely hard. The coolness was from something slippery which had
been added to it. Kerry gasped and moaned as it was twisted from
side to side and pushed slowly into her ass.

It was as narrow as a finger, at first, but
widened rapidly, and kept widening until it was as thick or thicker
than a very thick cock. She gasped and moaned at how much it was
soon stretching her out! Then it abruptly narrowed, and she thought
for a second it had all disappeared inside her.

She quickly realized it hadn’t. There was
some kind of base on the outside keeping it from doing so. It had
to be a butt-plug. She’d seen them online and considered buying one
but never had.

“You will wear this at all times so that your
bottom is available for Mister Patrick should he choose to make use
of it.”

Wow! Wow! OMG!

Swish-Crack!

She jerked convulsively and cried out around
the ball-gag at another blow to her bottom.

“I will personally inspect you each morning
on your arrival.”

Swish-Crack!

“Urghhh!” she moaned.

“You should also give yourself an enema each
morning prior to insertion of the plug.”

Swish-Crack!

“Keep your body clean. We have standards
here.”

Swish-Crack!

Fuck! This hurts! she thought
anxiously.

But the buzzing vibrator was still sending
rippling waves of intense pleasure up through her body.

There was a delay and then she felt fingers
at her inner thighs. The strap across her back was undone, and the
vibrator was slowly pulled out, then pushed back, pumping in place
as she felt soft lips against her clitoris. They started to suck
rhythmically, and she gurgled in shock, her hips jerking and
bucking as muscle spasms took hold of her abdomen and groin.

Ohmgod! Ohmygod! OhmyFUCKINGGOD!

The vibrator thrust in and out with longer,
harder, faster strokes as the woman began to lick her clitoris with
a tongue even more skilled than Mitchel’s. Kerry quivered and
trembled against the sofa, her body beginning to writhe and rock
and grind back in helpless need.

It suddenly stopped, and then the woman
appeared before her, undoing the ball-gag and pulling it from her
mouth.

“I know you’re a slut. But can you be an
obedient slut?”

She gripped her hair and jerked her head up
and Kerry cried out in dazed pain.

“Answer me, slut.”

“I-I… I… yes!” she gasped.

Victoria jerked on her hair again and Kerry
cried out again.

“Yes, Mistress. Say it, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” she cried.

“Again, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

She disappeared again and the vibrator
started to thrust into her fast and hard. A moment later the
woman’s tongue licked against her clitoris in a similar manner.

Kerry gurgled and moaned and gasped as the
heat and passion overcame her. It was like that fever heat she’d
felt with Mitchel, she realized dazedly.

What are these people doing to me!?

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!” she gasped as the big vibrator was thrust into her again and
again.

The orgasm exploded within her, and she cried
out all the air in her lungs, twisting and straining and thrashing
as Victoria drove her out of her mind and convulsions wracked her
body. She twisted and writhed in place, her mind tumbling and
turning under the storm of scalding heat and pleasure.

And all the while that big, buzzing vibrator
thrust almost violently into her aching, burning pussy while
Victoria lapped hard and fast against her clitoris.

The climax tore through her, not like an
explosion but like a howling storm, an unending scream of pleasure
tearing through her overloaded nervous system that even had her
head thrashing and twisting as the impulse, the instinct, the
need to move drove her body into straining and pulling
against its bindings.

When it finally relented, she dropped her
chin on her arms, gulping in air, eyes glassy as she moaned in
dazed wonder.

Crack

Victoria’s hand slapped her buttock.

“Slut.”

The woman buried the vibrator inside her once
more and fastened the straps together, then moved around in front
of the sofa, winding Kerry’s red hair around her fist and using it
to pull her chin up.

“What’s my name, slut?”

Kerry moaned as she rolled her glassy eyes
upward and Victoria slapped her cheek.

“My name, slut. Say it.”

“M-Mistress!” she moaned.

“Very good, slut.”

She then knelt on the sofa before lifting her
short skirt up and baring her own groin. She wasn’t wearing any
panties, Kerry saw, and was so clean-shaven it had to be
professionally done.

“Now show your mistress if you’ve learned
anything about how to please a woman.”

She jerked on her hair and Kerry cried out as
she pulled her mouth in against her sex.

“Lick!”

Kerry licked.

“That’s it, you dirty girl. Please your
mistress so she doesn’t beat you the way you deserve,” she
growled

This is so fucking hot and kinky! she
thought.

She licked hard and fast at Victoria’s
clitoris, gasping and wincing as the woman twisted and pulled at
her hair. Then she felt her other hand sliding along her back, then
ribs, then in under to roughly squeeze her breast.

The vibrator had been buzzing the entire
time, and she was panting and moaning as she licked the blonde’s
naked sex, as her body burned with a growing sexual heat and
sensations flooded her mind. Victoria’s hand on her breast was
rough but skilled. She seemed to know exactly how to touch her to
make it throb and burn.

The blonde changed hands, apparently so she
could change breasts. Did one feel different than the other, she
thought as she licked. If you were squeezing one, wasn’t it the
same as the other? Why make sure you got both in? Not that she
minded. The one she’d been working on was throbbing, her nipple
burning. Now the woman was doing the same to the other.

“Ungh!” she cried as she jerked back on her
hair, forcing her head back.

“Do you not love my pussy, little slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Tell me you love licking my pussy.”

“I love licking your pussy, Mistress,” she
moaned.

The blonde shoved her mouth back against her
sex.

“You lick like a dog. Sweep your tongue from
side to side more. And use the pressure of your lower lip to add
strength when you lick upward. Were you not paying attention when I
was licking you?

Kerry shuddered and moaned, panting dazedly
as heat buffeted her mind.

“You cock-loving little slut. You’re too much
the bitch in heat to concentrate, aren’t you? You need a cock
pounding you.”

She snorted and stepped back off the sofa,
releasing Kerry’s hair, then moved around behind her and over to
the cupboard.

Panting and moaning, Kerry let her chin fall
down to her arms, wondering what all she had let herself in for
coming to work here.

The vibrator pulled out of her, and something
else pushed into her, something thick and hard. She cried out as
the blonde grabbed her hair and used it to pull her head up and
back as she began to thrust into her hard and fast.

It confused Kerry at first. It was like
Victoria had a cock, but she sure knew that wasn’t the case. The
woman was burying a big cock in her trembling pussy with every
thrust, her hips slapping against her tautly upraised buttocks.

And all she could do was go “Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

Crack!

She cried out at the slap to her buttocks,
then at another.

“Slut!” Victoria growled.

Crack!

“Your body belongs to me now. You’re my sex
slave!”

Holy fuck! She’s such a kinky pervert!
she thought dazedly.

That didn’t mean it wasn’t incredibly
hot!

The pounding was making her whole body shake.
Every impact of the woman’s hips sent a dark, exciting ache
resonating through her lower body. It was making her brain tremble
and quiver. Her eyes began to glaze over and her jaw dropped as she
grunted and gasped.

And then it stopped. The big cock slid out of
her, leaving her feeling vacant. Victoria walked around to the
front of the sofa and knelt on it again. This time she’d removed
the dress entirely. Her breasts were small but pert, with hard pink
nipples.

And she was wearing straps from which
sprouted a very big, very real-looking cock! It was so real looking
Kerry gaped at it for long seconds before realizing that yes indeed
it was a dildo. Just a very, very good one.

And then the blonde gripped her hair and
jerked her head up and back before pushing the cock into her
mouth.

“Suck my cock, you little slut,” she
growled.

Holy fuck!

“You know you love cocks! Suck it! Lick it!
Let me feel your tongue on it!

Kerry obeyed as the woman pumped the thick
dildo in and out of her mouth.

It slid out and Victoria rubbed the head
along her lips.

“Tell me you love my cock, bitch.”

“I-I love your cock, Mistress!” she
gasped.

“You want me to bury this cock in your whore
body, don’t you, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” she panted.

“Say it, slut.”

God!

“Say it, whore!”

“I-I… I want you to bury your cock in my
whore body, Mistress!” she moaned.

I can’t believe I said that!

“Beg. Beg me to bury my cock in your whore
body.”

“Please bury your cock in my whore body,
Mistress!” she gasped.

Victoria pushed the dildo back into her
mouth, doubling up her grip on Kerry’s hair as she pumped it in and
out. And then on one forward stroke, she kept going. Kerry had only
an instant to realize her intent and try to prepare before the
thick dildo entered her throat.

OhmyGod!

She gurgled and choked weakly, her throat
aching as the thick cock slid deeper and deeper.

And just as she’d begged her to, Victoria
buried every inch of it in her body.

Of course, she hadn’t meant this part!

The thick cock slid back, and Kerry thought
she could feel every carved vein on the thing as it caressed the
inside of her throat. It retreated halfway, then pushed forward
again to the hilt. It retreated again, almost all the way, then
pushed forward once again, all the way.

Her head was pounding and her chest burning
as the woman slowly slid the dildo back out of her and let her
cough and gasp and gulp in air. She moved around behind her and
Kerry felt the big cock penetrating her, sliding deep. Then her
hair was yanked back once more as Victoria rode her hard and fast,
pounding, impaling her, using her like… like a whore!

Her mind floated in a bubbling, simmering
pool of liquid heat as her body continued to shudder to the almost
violent thrusts. The blonde yanked back further on her hair, then
slapped her bottom before bending forward to shove her hand in
between her breast and the sofa and squeezing it hard.

“I’m going to teach you how to properly
please a woman, slut, once I’ve fucked your brains out again.”

You’ve already done that, Kerry thought
dazedly, gasping and moaning and crying out as the blonde rode her.
She couldn’t possibly have another orgasm, though. She’d already
had so many, after all! And yet as her mind floated and her body
burned and the heat suffused her brain she let herself wallow in
the dark passion and excitement.

And then another orgasm washed over her and
she trembled and shook and sobbed through it while the blonde
continued to treat her and talk to her and use her like she was her
bitch, her whore, her sex slave!

She was too mentally blown afterward to put
up even minimal resistance as she was untied – and then tied again,
this time with her wrists bound behind her back. Now it was
Victoria sitting slumped back on the sofa, legs stretched wide.

Kerry knelt on the floor between those legs,
the vibrator stuffed inside her again, and turned on once more as
Victoria gripped her hair in one hand, and the crop in the other
and guided her on what she needed to do to please her.

Kerry gasped and moaned as her hair was
tugged, but it was the crop that made her anxious to please. The
woman let the flat tip rub tauntingly up and down along the side of
Kerry’s breast as she knelt between her legs, slapping lightly when
pleased, angling it in under to slap harder against her nipple when
not.

She did succeed in giving her an orgasm, at
least. Which gave her a momentary sense of victory. That didn’t
last, however. Victoria said it had taken too long. She pulled her
up across her lap – by the hair – and then spanked her even as the
vibrator continued to buzz powerfully.

And Kerry got ANOTHER orgasm!

Afterward, Victoria had her shower and dress
– in the same dress as before, but without the band aids or gauze
to hold her breasts in place. Victoria – or Ms. Jennings – as she
was to address her, said she was fine the way she was. That
included without any panties since they’d been torn by Mitchel.

That was all right in the office but Victoria
sent her to the cafeteria to get lunch for them both and bring it
back. She felt very self-conscious in the brightly lit room! She
was very aware of both her lack of a bra and her lack of panties.
Not to mention the butt-plug still inside her!

Her mind couldn’t focus on anything but the
wonder and astonishment of what had happened. She had fantasized
about something happening with Mitchel, of course, but not while
tied up and not that… raw, that wild and nasty!

And she hadn’t counted on Victoria! God! Was
she going to be the fuck toy of both of them!? And if so, well, how
did she feel about that!? Normally, she’d be indignant and
outraged. But the sex – with both of them – had been so incredibly
hot and intense that it overshadowed any previous sexual experience
in her life.

In fact, it overshadowed ALL the previous
sexual experiences in her life put together! Which was great!
Except that rather than being something in which she excelled and
took an active part she had been basically used as their bitch. And
she just wasn’t used to anyone looking down at her, treating her
that way, or talking to her like that!

Granted, Ms. Jennings had been polite
afterward and hadn’t treated her like a brainless bimbo she didn’t
respect. But given how she’d called her a slut and a whore (and
made her confess to being a slut and a whore!) during sex it was
kind of hard to figure out where she stood with the woman.

And what about Mitchel? He’d tied her to the
wall, fucked her, and then casually walked out, leaving her like
that! What a bastard! Or had he known Victoria would come and get
her? Had he sent her in for that purpose? Had he basically handed
his new bitch off to the blonde dyke to play with?

She didn’t like to think people were treating
her like some sort of disposable plaything!

Especially two intelligent, sophisticated,
knowledgeable people like these. Because she respected them!
And she wanted them to respect her!

At the same time, holy fuck that had been
intense sex! Kinky sex! She’d never had kinky sex before! This had
been kinky! Especially with Victoria! That mistress stuff was
wicked! She wondered if she’d have to call Mitchel ‘master’. That
would be… weird.

He certainly hadn’t told her father about his
kinky sexual preferences, or her dad would never have suggested she
work for the man!

When she brought the food back to the office
Victoria stood up.

“Put them on the desk and then take off your
dress.”

Kerry sucked in a breath of air and felt heat
come to her face as her chest immediately began to tighten. She
hesitated only a moment, then did as she was told. By then she knew
Victoria could lock and unlock the door from a button at her
desk.

The blonde had a black scarf in hand as she
walked over in front of her and Kerry peeled the dress up and over
her head, then held it uncertainly.

“Toss it on the desk. Now hold your hair up
above your head.

“Uhm…”

“Now.”

Kerry gulped and lifted her hair up, holding
it in place as the woman pressed the scarf against her eyes, then
drew it behind her head to tie it in place.

“Don’t move,” she whispered into Kerry’s
ear.

Kerry felt a little ripple of dark hunger
slide through her.

I’ve already come five or six times! She
thought weakly. And the last time had only been an hour or so
ago!

She felt something like a belt being placed
against her neck, then wrapped around behind it and drawn in tight,
though not tight enough to interfere with her breathing. A moment
later some kind of hard leather strap went around her right wrist,
then her left. Then her right ankle, then her left.

“You can drop your hands.”

She did, and her hair spilled down around her
shoulders as she felt Victoria’s hand on her arm leading her around
and forward. Then she pulled the scarf off and Kerry stared at
herself in the mirror, eyes widening as she saw the studded leather
collar around her neck, the steel O-ring dangling from the front.
Then the restraints around her wrists and ankles.

Victoria stood behind her, and gently guided
her wrists back together behind her back before fastening them.

“Sex slave,” she whispered into her ear.

Kerry felt a hot rush of dark energy ripple
through her body!
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They ate lunch at Victoria’s desk. Victoria
sat in her leather chair and fed herself. Kerry knelt before her,
naked, her knees spread wide, and leaned forward as the blonde fed
her each piece of food.

Victoria mostly talked, and Kerry mostly
listened. She talked about the job, about her duties, about
Mitchel, and about what she called their ‘little game’.

“For a sub – that’s you – power games
function best with someone who isn’t a wimp, who has a lot of pride
and is used to demanding they be treated with respect,” she said.
“Little tomboys who will act fierce the moment someone disrespects
them make very good subs.”

She had been feeding Kerry with a fork. Now
she took out a piece of meat and held it in her fingers, then held
it down before her. Kerry’s chest had been quite tight for a while
and now tightened further as she leaned in to lick the food from
her fingers.

Mitchel talked about it when your father
discussed you. But once he saw you I knew damned well he’d want
you. You’re tough-girl gorgeous, in a sexy, cis-girl sort of way.
Who wouldn’t want you? That face with that body?”

She rolled her eyes. “Someone should have
made you their little fuck toy years ago.”

Kerry frowned at that.

“From your perspective, you’ll learn a lot
from this job, and about yourself from our little games. More
importantly, you’ll become Mitchel’s friend. And Mitchel takes care
of his friends. I’m paid a half million dollars a year in this
job.”

Kerry’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened.

Victoria laughed at her surprise.

“You think that’s a shock? You clearly don’t
understand the duties and responsibilities of the secretary to a
CEO. There are others in similar jobs who make more than me –
officially. Of course, they generally have way more experience than
I do and work for the CEO’s of bigger companies. So it would look a
little suspicious if the hot secretary for Mitchel Patrick made as
much as the secretary to the CEO of Apple, say.

“That’s crazy!” Kerry exclaimed.

“Is it? Honey, there are several dozen CEOs
in this country who earn more than a hundred million a year in
salary, stock, and other compensations. A dozen make over two
hundred million. Tim Cook, the guy who runs Apple, made over eight
hundred million last year. Finding the right people to keep people
like that and their offices organized is worth a lot.

“But of course, I get other things from
Mitchel: gifts, which are non-taxable the way he does it. He
doesn’t give it to me, you see. A trust which is managed through
about fourteen different cutouts donates money to a trust managed
by several more cutouts. And that trust does things like buy a nice
condo I live in for free, buy a car I drive for free, and pay off
the credit card I use for whatever I want to use it for.”

She placed a piece of meat in the palm of her
hand and held it out in front of Kerry, who looked at it and then
licked it out of her hand as the woman giggled.

“I literally have you eating out of the palm
of my hand,” she said.

“So he hired me to have sex with me?” she
asked, troubled.

“No. He hired you as a favor to your father.
I told you; he likes doing favors for friends. Your father is not
exactly a friend, but he’s been seeing Mitchel long enough and has
apparently impressed Mitchel enough that he’s kind of entered his
orbit as one of the people he likes to do things for. You are now
about to enter that orbit too.”

“But – !”

“You were hired as his bitch, his non-sexual
bitch, to fetch and carry and make and take phone calls and do
filing and whatever else. It’s actually useful to him, and to me.
That you turned out to be so fucking hot, and amenable to his
charms makes you even more useful. He’s got a super high-stress
job, you know, and someone to help relieve the tension from that is
invaluable.

She held out another piece of meat in her
fingers, then slid it along Kerry’s lower lip before sliding it,
and her fingers, through those lips and along her tongue.

“Close your lips, sexy girl.”

Kerry obeyed and the woman smiled as she
slowly drew her fingers back, leaving the piece in place for her to
chew and swallow.

“I’m jealous of these fucking tits of yours,
though.”

She reached down and cupped Kerry’s breasts,
squeezing them lightly.

“Fuck, do you even realize how lucky you are?
They’re fucking perfect! I should go and get mine done. But they
don’t feel like real ones.”

“Yours are fine!”

“They’re okay. They’re not ‘wow incredible’
like yours, though. Mitchel is a tit man, so I knew at first sight
of you he’d be going for you.”

“So… does he ever like… have sex with
you?”

“Sometimes. Not as much as when I was first
hired. He has a particular kink I can’t really satisfy. I try. But
being a sub just isn’t me. I prefer being a top. I try to fake it
for him but it’s not the same level of enthusiasm as a hot little
slut like you. Thank God, I can leave that job to you now. Not that
he’s not good at sex, but the faking being turned on by being tied
up and stuff is a little wearing.”

“I don’t get turned on by being tied up,”
Kerry said stubbornly.

Victoria snorted. “Don’t lie to a liar,
babe.”

“He’s good! I mean, he’s good at sex and he’s
good at oral sex! So are you!”

“Yeah. But that being tied up and helpless
and treated roughly and nastily adds the kind of spice that makes
even the finest meat taste oh-so-much better for those with the
taste. That’s why I decided to test you out more after Mitchel had
broken you in. He didn’t have time.”

She sighed dramatically. “The things we
high-priced secretaries do for our bosses.”

She slid her fingers and another piece of
meat into her mouth and Kerry closed her lips, sucking lightly as
she let the woman withdraw them.

“So, am I going to get an apartment and a
car?”

“Hmm, you’ll be amply rewarded for your
official job. For being Mitchel’s ‘friend’, well, that’s a little
more difficult. How would your father and mother respond if you
suddenly acquired a nice car and a fancy apartment?”

“Uh…”

“Exactly. Mitchel does NOT want to piss your
father off. And your dad might find it a little difficult to keep
seeing him if he thought he was banging his precious little baby
while NOT being any type of boyfriend. That’s even without having a
clue about his bondage and domination interests. Though honestly,
if your dad ever speculated about what Mitchel’s interests in sex
were based on what he knows about his personality he’d probably
predict exactly what he likes.”

Sooo, never tell my parents! Ever!

“He’s probably going to have to be very
discreet. And so will you about hiding whatever he does give
you.”

Kerry let herself wonder just how she’d
explain stuff like jewelry or fancy watches or expensive designer
outfits to her parents. The thought of her dad suspecting she was
sleeping with Mitchel was bad enough. The thought of him suspecting
Mitchel was tying her up and fucking her was worse! Her father
would insist she see a psychiatrist!

After lunch Kerry did some photocopying, and
also took care of some filing, and made phone calls. All of it
naked and wearing the collar and restraints! It felt very strange
and weird and very sexually charged! Yet Victoria treated it as if
she was dressed, ignoring her naked state, except, of course, to
keep the door between the little hall and Victoria’s office
locked.

Any time she wanted her attention she had to
call. And if Victoria summoned her to the front room she knew the
woman had locked the outer door first.

“So, like, am I going to be like this every
day?” she asked on one such visit.

Victoria giggled. “No, of course not. That
would be too inefficient. Not to mention too distracting for me and
Mitchel. Not to mention risk our getting caught.”

Kerry was both relieved and disappointed. She
needed some time to wrap her mind around this kinky shit. It was
thrilling, wildly exciting, and better than any sex she’d ever had.
Or even all the sex she’d ever had! She definitely wanted to
explore more of that!

But it made her distinctly uncomfortable –
emotionally. She liked to think of herself as a girl who stood up
for herself, who was assertive, self-confident, and smart. Letting
herself be treated like some kind of slut – even called a slut –
even made to call herself a slut – were things she would
have been certain to violently object to as recently as that
morning.

She’d been fired or had quit jobs where
people treated her disrespectfully! How the hell was she supposed
to deal with a job where they did it as some kind of kinky sex
game? Maybe because it was a kinky sex game? And as such,
she didn’t think they really meant it.

She’d vaguely heard about role-playing games
in sex but never thought much about it. That was stuff old people
did. Still, she understood the concept. Sort of. It still made her
uncomfortable to let herself be seen as someone’s fuck toy. Well,
unless it was someone who was her fuck-toy too!

This was the first time, though, that someone
had treated her so disrespectfully during sex and it had actually
turned her on. Not just the sex but the being treated badly part.
And that was a head-scratcher to her.

She kind of understood getting off on how
Mitchel threw her down and fucked her. But the way she’d gotten off
when Victoria had tied her up and been so insulting and nasty was
the really confusing part. Especially since she wasn’t into girls!
Or at least, she sure hadn’t been when she woke up that
morning!

Of course, Victoria wasn’t a girl, as such.
She was a woman. But Kerry would have said she wasn’t into women
either. Victoria had sort of treated her like a man would, though,
in a way. She’d bent her over, slapped her ass, pulled her hair,
and fucked her hard with her big, fake cock.

Well, after licking her pussy even better
than Mitchel had.

She put on the dress again, but this time had
no panties, which made her nervous. And she no longer had the gauze
bandages to kind of hold her breasts in place. Though, as Victoria
said, it wasn’t like they moved much. Especially if she was just
sitting at her computer.

Victoria sent her to pick up Mitchel’s dry
cleaning, though, and she had to walk down the hall to the
elevator, take it downstairs, go across the big, crowded lobby,
outside, and then cross the street in the form-fitting dress. And
she knew very well her breasts were moving because she could feel
her nipples rubbing against the fabric!

And getting hard!

She tried to hold her arms across her chest
as much as possible without looking obvious, but the men she passed
still looked at her. They were probably looking at her ass when
behind her, too, she thought, self-conscious.

And she still had that stupid butt-plug
inside her! Victoria had insisted! That felt weird, too! And it
made her even more aware of her short skirt and lack of
panties!

Imagine if I get hit by a bus or something
and wind up in an ambulance, she thought anxiously.

She got the dry cleaning easily enough,
though, and was able to hold that in front of her on her way back
to the office.

I don’t know why I have to dress up just to
get dry cleaning, she thought in annoyance.

She understood if she was representing the
company somewhere they wanted her to look sexy, but that wasn’t the
case for running basic errands like this. She’d like to ask
Victoria about it, but the woman would ask her why it bothered her.
And Kerry didn’t have an answer that wouldn’t sound like she was
some shy, unsophisticated little girl.

And she absolutely did not want that!

Victoria was not the kind of person she’d
ever dealt with much before. She wasn’t her parents' age, which
would put her into a certain category of ‘adults’. She wasn’t
Kerry’s age, which would put her into a category of
friends/rivals/acquaintances. She was ten years older than her, but
she was still kind of young, and definitely hot, like someone her
own age.

But she was also more sophisticated, too
sophisticated for Kerry to compete with. She was kind of jealous of
her, in fact. She was so sleekly dressed, well-organized, capable,
knowledgeable, and self-assured! Kerry wanted to be seen as being
like that!

So, she wanted to avoid being seen as the
opposite. Complaining that people might see her nipples poking
against the fabric or see her boobs move was childish. Especially
when the blonde made her strip and put on the collar and leather
bands again once she was back in the office!

“This isn’t very efficient,” she said, a bit
nervously. “I mean, getting dressed and undressed every time I have
to leave the office is uhm - .”

“Your time is my time. And I decide how best
to make use of it,” Victoria said calmly.

So she had to work in her little office,
mostly, naked, wearing the collar and restraints, with the
butt-plug inside her. It felt very, very, very sexual! Even
when she was just scanning documents! And that had her insides on a
constant, low sense of bubbling, simmering heat.

Later in the afternoon, Victoria came and got
her and brought her into Mitchel’s office. There was a plant stand
a few feet to the side of his desk. It was round, about a foot
wide, and supported by a column half as wide. As Kerry watched
Victoria removed the plant, then detached the round top of the
plant stand leaving just the support column.

Victoria smirked at her and had her stand
straddling the column, then drew her wrists up and back behind her
neck, fastening them to the collar. She pulled a pair of slender
rods down and out from the support column, and Kerry had to shift
her legs further apart as the blonde clipped the ankle restraints
to them.

Then the woman took a dildo out of the
cupboard and showed it to her with a smirk. It was the most
realistic-looking fake cock Kerry had ever seen!

“Nice, isn’t it? Cost over twelve hundred
dollars. Feels so real you can barely tell them apart. It’s even
got a battery to keep it warm like a real cock.

“It’s uhm, big,” Kerry gulped.

“Of course! We know sluts like you love big
cocks!”

The dildo had a base which attached to the
column so that it was almost touching her pussy. Then with the
touch of a button a narrower column slid upward from the wider one
and Kerry gasped as Victoria guided the big cock up against
her.

“Oh! Oh! Victoria!” she moaned,
squirming.

“Hold still, little slut. I know you’ll love
this.”

“It’s so thiiiick!”

“And nicely lubricated, as are you.” She
leaned in with her lips against Kerry’s ear. “Slut,” she whispered
in a teasing voice.

Victoria seemed content to just work the head
of the big cock into the mouth of her sex. Then she went back to
the cupboard. But as Kerry looked down she could feel the thing
rising higher, ever so slowly!

Victoria returned with what looked sort of
like an umbrella handle. Except that it looked like another cock.
The blonde tugged the butt-plug out of her ass and then worked the
shorter section of the curved cock up into her bottom, letting the
rest rise up along her spine. She then attached a chain to her
wrist restraints, unlatched them from the collar, and tightened the
chain so her wrists were pulled further down.

“Uhg!” she squealed.

She could feel the pressure against her
tailbone from the inner curve of the umbrella handle thing.
Victoria had, in effect, placed a hook inside her and was now
holding it in place by tying it to her wrists!

A ball-gag followed.

“Don’t want you to interrupt his work,” she
said quietly.

The woman bent over in front of her and Kerry
rolled her eyes down, trying to see what she was doing. There was a
slim steel rod on a hinge which she drew up and in against her. A
marble-sized ball sat at its tip and she placed it directly over
Kerry’s clitoris. Then she did something and it started to softly
vibrate.

“Mitchel will be back momentarily,” Victoria
whispered in her ear, as she drew the scarf across her eyes and
then back behind her head.

“I’m sure he’ll want to pick things up where
he left off.”

The dildo pushed higher and Kerry shuddered
and moaned helplessly.

She hadn’t imagined she’d be doing this kinky
sex shit when she’d left for work that morning! And it just kept
getting wilder and kinkier! The dildo pushed higher, then higher
still, inch by slow inch. She hoped it stopped before it was shoved
up so high it damaged her!

The little ball thing sat against her like a
purring cat as her heart fluttered and her pulse raced. A wild,
thrilling session of sex on the floor was one thing. Standing here
posed naked like some kind of living statue was another!

She’d had sex with guys before, after all.
But she’d never just stood in place with her back arched posing for
their admiration! How would Mitchel respond when he returned?!
Would he decide he wanted to do something to her then and there?
Would just get back to work while she acted like some kind of
performance piece? A work of art?

An obscene work of art!

The fat dildo was continuing to push up
deeper. What was driving it!? She heard no sound other than the
light buzzing from the vibrating little marble.

She gasped and moaned and gulped in air, her
shoulders aching. But any effort to ease her wrists higher tugged
on the hook, pulling it more firmly against her tailbone but doing
nothing to ease the pain in her shoulders. Likewise, her ankles
were immovable.

She gasped and jerked her head around at a
sound. It was the door closing! She heard footsteps on the marble
floor, then nothing as whoever it was walked across the rug, then
footsteps again, approaching, then nothing again as they reached
the rug around the desk.

She heard another sound, as if something
placed on the desk, then nothing again as her heart pounded. What
if it wasn’t even him!? What if it was a complete stranger!? She
had no way of knowing! It could be Victoria again, or her
grandfather for all, Kerry knew!

She listened intently for any sign, any
sound, but heard nothing. Was he even now standing before her,
examining her?!

This was insane! Who did shit like this!?

Some rich pervert who –!

Fingers gripped her rigid nipples in a soft
embrace, rubbing and gently rolling them. They were released and
then she heard footsteps behind her, going away, going to… the
cupboard!? There was a delay and then they returned. She felt
something against her nipples, something pressing against them, and
then – pain!

She cried out at the sharp, biting pain in
both nipples! Her body jerked and twisted, but she realized almost
immediately that made it hurt more! Something was attached to her
nipples! Squeezing them harshly! And something dangled from that,
swinging and jerking when she moved suddenly! It wasn’t very heavy,
but… heavy enough.

She moaned her complaint as her nipples
burned but no one paid attention. She heard his chair move, then
nothing. Was he sitting in his chair watching her?! Working?!
Having a nap!?

The pain in her nipples dulled but remained
strong. Kerry felt a sense of being hard-done-by, of being
mistreated, and abused. Her nipples hurt! Who were these rich
people to just stand her up like this for their amusement!? She
felt a sense of resentment.

And then the vibrations in the little marble
grew stronger and it began to move slowly from side to side, then
up and down.

These people are all perverts! she
thought wildly.

But that didn’t stop a dark rush of something
heady and wicked from making her pussy spasm around the big dildo
jammed up inside it.

Kerry had never been one to feel sorry for
herself, but in a sexual context, the thought of being treated
roughly, even cruelly gave her a sense of outraged dignity which
was almost… masochistic. How dare they treat her like this!? That
was so wicked and cruel!

She heard a sound now, a light machine sound,
but it sounded like it was coming from… above her? She felt
something at the back of her head, felt movement at the back of the
collar, skin against her forearms where they were held back behind
her. Then… nothing.

No! Not nothing! Something was there! It was…
hard and narrow. She only felt it if she pulled her head back more.
And it was… attached to the back of the collar!

What on earth…?

The dildo slid downward, then back up, then
down, then up, faster, and then faster still. The little marble
moved faster, as well, and the vibrations grew.

Finally, she heard Mitchel’s voice! But it
wasn’t speaking to her. He was at his desk, and… it sounded like he
was on the phone. He was speaking to someone about supply issues
and containers loaded on various ships in various ports, along with
destination dates. Was he even paying attention to her!?

She moaned and writhed slowly in place,
amazed at their perverted games and this machine, her mind growing
sodden with liquid heat and excitement. Every time she moved,
whatever was attached to her throbbing, aching nipples moved, too,
like a marble swinging on the end of a string, dancing and shaking
as she trembled and shifted.

That ached sharply, but as the sensations
sweeping through her intensified, they were almost lost within the
storm, like little flashes of lightning, as Mitchel’s machine drove
her over the edge into orgasm. Her hips bucked and jerked and she
pulled repeatedly and violently against the hook in her bottom as
the things on her nipples tugged and bit.

The orgasm swamped her mind with pleasure,
shattering all other thoughts, cares, and concerns as she twisted
and jerked and trembled in the throes of a desperate pleasure that
would not release her!

I’m losing my mind! she thought
dazedly as the marble rubbed furiously, the dildo plunged up into
her churning belly and the muscles of her body spasmed
uncontrollably.

Of course, the orgasm did finally fade,
leaving her gasping and moaning breathlessly, but the dildo did not
slow, nor did the vibrator. She squirmed and twisted uncomfortably,
then with rising heat, once again. Was the vibration more intense!?
Was the dildo moving deeper!?

There WAS something attached to the back of
the collar, she thought dazedly. It was restricting the movement of
her head, especially if she tried to pull it forward too far. If
she leaned her head back she could feel it against the back of her
head like some kind of … chain?

Why would he attach a chain to the collar?!
It wasn’t like she could get away!

She stopped caring after a short period of
time. Her body twisted and writhed in place, her back arching and
her hips twisting as the passion and hunger, and pleasure built up
inside her into a churning cauldron of bubbling, volcanic heat. It
exploded into another orgasm and she cried out as her muscles
convulsed.

The head of the dildo was punching at what
must surely be the back wall of her sex now, thrusting into her
with short, rapid movements as she felt her mind washed away by the
intoxicating rush of pleasure. Her legs turned rubbery and for a
moment she completely lost her balance. She gurgled as the thick
collar around her neck brought her up short, preventing her from
falling.

She shuddered as the orgasm faded, but the
heat remained, and she whimpered and moaned as the marble ball
continued to rub against her. The dildo slowed but its strokes grew
long. A fever settled around her mind, and she lost much of the
awareness of where she was, or what was going on. Or even who she
was.

What did that matter, anyway? All that
mattered were the heat and hunger and pleasure.

And the orgasms, as one after another
exploded within her body and mind and she lost herself to the
feverish wash of ecstasy pouring over her.

She became aware of his hands against her
neck, against her hair, against the collar. The dildo slid slowly
down and the vibrating marble disappeared. Her ankles were
released, then the scarf was untied and she blinked rapidly as she
stared around her, then at him as he moved from behind her and went
back to his desk.

He grinned at her from his chair, and then
picked up a remote control and pointed it at her.

Kerry stared at him dazedly, chest still
heaving from the last orgasm, her mind confused and shell-shocked
from the string of powerful orgasms.

And then she felt the pull against the collar
shift, drawing her forward. She stumbled and almost fell but
couldn’t because of the thick collar around her neck. The pull
moved her sideways and she rolled her eyes up and saw the chain
leading up toward the ceiling. Somehow it was able to move around
on a track on the ceiling as he led her back to his desk, then as
he lazily played with the remote, it moved her forward to stand
before him.

His fingers caressed the line of her sex,
then spread her open.

“You are sopping wet, girl,” he said. “Have
you been enjoying my little toys?”

Since he hadn’t removed the gag, he clearly
didn’t expect an answer.

His other hand slid slowly up her trembling
body to cup and fondle her breast.

“You have lovely, soft, warm skin,” he
said.

His hands glided up and down her body,
caressing her from breasts to thighs, from buttocks to back as he
leaned in and started to lick and suck on her clitoris.

Kerry moaned exhaustedly. The muscles in her
abdomen ached from all the spasming! She had lost track of how many
orgasms she’d had from the dildo and vibrator. And now the contrast
between the buzzing little marble and his soft, warm, delicious
tongue rapidly sent her body into convulsions once again.

He smirked and drew back, then picked up the
remote again. She felt the pressure on the collar drawing her
forward until her shuffling, stumbling legs made contact with his
leather chair. It pulled her forward and she had little choice but
to raise a knee and place it on the chair next to his hip, then do
the same with her other knee.

His hand gripped her bottom and guided her
forward as he continued to work the remote, and she was soon
straddling him. Then the pull on the collar went slack and he drew
her down as he unzipped and pulled his cock free.

She sank down on it, inch by inch, until he
was buried in her overheated, quivering belly. His hands ran slowly
up and down her body, content to be jammed up inside her for now.
His fingers kneaded her buttocks, then slid around in front and did
the same to her breasts.

“Ride my cock, girl,” he said in a lazy
voice.

Kerry moaned and began to do just that. It
was awkward in this position, especially with her hands behind her
neck instead of on his shoulders the way they should be. But she
was quite fit and her thigh muscles were strong from her pole
dancing exercises. She rode breathlessly up and down as he fondled
her breasts or rubbed her clitoris or squeezed her buttocks.

And then he stopped her, his hands on her
thighs, pinning her down with his cock buried inside her.

“And how have you been enjoying your first
week at our organization, Miss O’Neil?” he asked politely.

Kerry looked down and moaned around the
gag.

“Of course,” he said.

He reached behind her head and undid the
strap, then worked the ball out of her mouth.

“There now. How have you enjoyed your first
week here?”

“F-F-Fine!” she gasped breathlessly.

“Learning lots of things, I trust?”

She gulped and nodded.

“Even about yourself, I bet,” he said as he
ran a hand up her side and then cupped her left breast.

His left hand slid down and his thumb began
to rub against her clitoris.

He slid the hand on her breast behind her and
guided her chest in so he could suck and lick on the center of one
breast, then the other while his thumb rubbed her clitoris.

Kerry moaned and panted and struggled to rise
up and down again.

“No. Stay still,” he ordered.

She obeyed and he resumed enjoying her
nipples with his mouth.

After a minute he looked up.

“Start riding up and down again.”

She obeyed but he stopped her almost at
once.

“What do we say when given an order?”

Kerry looked at him blankly.

“Yes, sir, is what we say. Say it.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

He slapped her bottom sharply.

“Resume.”

She started to ride up and down his cock,
moving faster and faster as the heat and sexual pressure
intensified. His thumb moved faster on her clitoris and he leaned
in to suck and chew on her breasts.

And another orgasm collapsed her mind. She
couldn’t even keep her voice down as she cried out in pleasure, her
voice rising higher and higher as she bounced atop his big cock.
Then he reached up and swept his big hand around her neck, closing
it firmly to block off her cries – and breath. He drew her forward
and down and stared into her glassy eyes as her mouth gaped like a
fish out of water and her entire body trembled and jerked in
convulsions.
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“So how is work going?” her mother asked
curiously.

“Uhm, fine,” she said.

“Uhm fine?”

“Uhm fine,” she repeated, shrugging.

“You don’t hate anyone yet? Don’t feel like
slugging your boss?”

“No. I mean, I mostly deal with his secretary
anyway.”

“And you don’t hate her yet?”

“Oh no. She’s kind of uhm, bossy, but she’s
super smart and sophisticated. Guess how much money she makes?”

“I have no idea.”

“Half a million dollars a year!”

“Seriously!?”

“Yup.”

“I wonder what she’s doing for him aside from
secretarial jobs,” her mother said cynically.

“She says lots of secretaries to CEO’s make
more than her. The CEO’s make so much money, tens or even hundreds
of millions of dollars a year, that their time is super valuable.
So their companies pay big time for secretaries who make sure their
office is run efficiently.”

“I don’t think you pay half a million a year
for that,” her mother snorted.

The last thing she wanted her parents
thinking about was Mitchel Patrick and sex, especially together
with having sex with his female employees!

“No, you can google it. I didn’t believe it
either. But some of them make a million dollars a year. They aren’t
like old-time secretaries, you know. They take care of budgeting,
monitor managers and departments and company reports, and negotiate
between different groups on behalf of their boss.”

“Well, I suppose,” her mother said. “I bet
they’re all university graduates then.”

“Well, yes,” Kerry admitted.

“See!?”

“I don’t want to go to school again!”

“Well, you aren’t ever going to have a job
like hers if you don’t.”

“There’s other ways to learn,” she said
defensively.

And she had certainly been learning a lot!
Although, more about sex than office work. Not that that wasn’t
valuable too! She’d had no idea she could have so many orgasms! Or
how intense they could be! Or how just plain out of her mind with
lust she could be!

She was practically giddy with that, and
hardly cared much about actual ‘work’, let alone her future. She
was far too wrapped up in the thrill of the present to put much
thought into something so amorphous as her future!

She was barely twenty and having the best,
most intense sex of her life! Why worry about anything else!? She
was also making more money than she’d ever made before, with the
promise that she’d get a huge raise eventually. So she wouldn’t
make half a million a year, so what!? She’d never imagined she ever
would!

For now, she was living a fantasy life, and
just wanted the thrills to continue! The dark, wicked heat of what
she did at the office was suffocating and left no room in her mind
for doubts, cares, or concerns.

The next day she found a pair of thigh-high
stiletto heels in black leather waiting for her in her room, along
with a thin but gray turtleneck and a black crocodile leather
miniskirt with zippers on both hips. She donned the outfit
anxiously but excitedly, then checked herself in the mirror.

I look so hot! she thought.

And that didn’t bother her nearly as much as
it had before starting here.

Yes, the top was tight, but so what? She had
nice boobs. Yes, the skirt was short, but so what? She had nice
legs. And it covered everything it had to. If it was okay with
Mitchel and Victoria no one else was going to complain.

And if Mitchel didn’t like it he’d just tear
it off her, she thought with a smirk at herself in the mirror.

She came out into the office to get her
instructions for the day and Victoria looked her over with
approval.

“Turn,” she ordered.

Kerry did so, not at all self-conscious in
front of the blonde anymore.

“Lift the skirt up.”

“Victoria!” she gasped, staring at the door
meaningfully.

“Do you think I’d have you lift your skirt up
if there was a chance of anyone opening the door, sex toy? Say yes,
Ms. Jennings, and obey.”

Kerry lifted her skirt up to bare her
buttocks, and the thin black lace thong running down between
them.

“I don’t see the butt-plug you were
instructed to wear at all times,” Victoria said sternly.

“Uhm, I forgot.”

Victoria stood up and came around the desk,
scowling at her.

“Did you not understand the order?”

“Well… well yes, but I can’t wear it
everywhere! What if my parents noticed? Or my brothers!?”

“Is your family in the habit of checking such
things?”

“Of course not! I mean, well, it could be
seen through some of my clothes!”

“Then don’t wear those clothes. Now bend over
the desk.”

“What? Why?” she asked uncertainly.

“Because you have been told to do so. When
employees are given instructions around here, Miss O’Neil, they
obey them immediately!”

She slid her hand behind Kerry’s neck and
pushed her forward, then bent her over the desk as Kerry
reluctantly put her hands down on the desk and let her body be bent
over.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Kerry felt her chest tightening and her pulse
quickening as she obeyed. She felt Victoria tug the crotch of her
thong to one side and then felt the blonde’s tongue against her.
She gasped and felt the pressure of her chest squeezing her breasts
down against the table. Her heart sped up as the woman’s expert
tongue swept across and around her clitoris until the helpless
redhead was grinding her hips back against her.

She groaned as something hard and thick
pushed into her, twisting and turning. She knew it was either a
vibrator or a dildo and could feel the thickness as the blonde
pushed it deeper and deeper. After a few moments she felt something
slippery pushing against her back entrance too, and then another
dildo pushed into her there!

It too pumped in and out repeatedly, working
its way deeper as the object in her pussy began to vibrate.

“Oh! Not so deep!” she gasped.

Crack!

Victoria slapped her bottom and ignored her,
forcing both of them achingly deep. The one in her bottom got wider
and wider so that she squirmed and twisted, then it suddenly
narrowed, like the butt-plug. Though it didn’t narrow nearly as
much.

“Put your legs together again.”

She obeyed, feeling the thickness of the base
of the sex toys against her inner buttocks and thighs. Then her
thong was slipped over her hips and pulled down to drop around her
ankles.

She turned her head and got another slap on
the bottom.

“Face forward, slut!”

She gasped and obeyed.

“Now then. Were you not instructed to always
wear the butt plug?”

“But I was – .”

Crack!

“Answer the question, slut!”

“Yes, Ms. Jennings!” she gasped.

The vibrator buzzed against her and made her
squirm helplessly.

Crack!

“Oh!” she cried at a sharper pain.

She twisted her head around to see the blonde
holding a belt doubled up in her hand.

“That hurt!”

“Face forward, slut,” Victoria said
sternly.

Moaning, Kerry obeyed.

“Pain is the idea, slut. Pain is the teacher.
Pain will cause you to remember that when given an order – .”

Crack!

“Ah!”

“You are to carry out the instructions
contained in that order.”

Crack!

Kerry hissed at the sharp sting as the belt
cut across her upraised bottom again.

“Do you understand me, slut?”

Crack!

“Ahh! Yes, Ms. Jennings!” she cried.

Crack!

“Call me Mistress.”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“Ah! Mistress!”

Crack!

“Are you going to obey future orders,
slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she cried.

Kerry’s bottom was starting to burn! But the
vibrator inside her was continuing to throb and buzz. And every
blow from the strap made her body lurch sharply so that her chest
ground her throbbing breasts down against the desk.

This is so sick! she thought
dazedly.

Crack!

“We expect our sex slaves to learn obedience,
girl.”

Sex slaves! Yikes! That was so edgy!

Crack!

“Complete submission is the minimum we
require of them.”

Crack!

“Do you understand me, slut?”

Crack!

“Oh! Yes, Mistress! Please, Mistress!” she
cried, her bottom on fire.

She felt the skirt undone at her hip, then it
was drawn back across her aching buttocks and down her legs before
being pulled off completely – along with her thong.

“Take your sweater off.”

“But I just put it – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Please! Okay! Yes, Mistress!” she cried,
quickly yanking the sweater up her body and over her head and
shoulders.

“Now the bra, slut.”

Kerry reached behind her and undid her bra,
then shrugged it off and tossed it away.

“Now, slut. Your first assignment of the day
is to bring the mail in to Mister Patrick. You will place it into
his hand. Do you understand that? Is the instruction clear?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped, her bottom
burning hotly.

“Stand up, slut.”

Kerry gratefully stood up again, wincing as
she put a hand behind her to rub her bottom.

“Hands behind your neck! Back arched.
Shoulders back!”

Kerry obeyed as Victoria glowered at her.

“Now kneel.”

Kerry quickly knelt, keeping her hands behind
her neck.

“Spread your legs wide. Everyone wants to see
your pretty pussy, girl. And know how available it is to them.”

Kerry gulped and obeyed.

“Sit on your heels.”

Kerry obeyed again, sitting back gingerly,
knees spread.

“Excellent. This is the position you will
take from now on whenever kneeling. Is that understood, slave
girl?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she panted.

Kinky, blonde slut! she thought
excitedly.

The dildo in her bottom was being held in by
her sphincter, some sort of extra wide part held inside her even
though the base wasn’t nearly as thick as that of the butt-plug
she’d had the other day. The vibrator, on the other hand, seemed to
be tied or clipped or attached in some way to the one in her
bottom. She could feel the pressure on it.

Victoria took half a dozen envelopes off her
desk and then pressed them against Kerry’s mouth.

“Mouth open.”

She opened her mouth and the blonde pushed
the edge of the envelopes into it.

“Grip gently between your teeth, slave
slut.”

Confused, Kerry did as she was told, gasping
as Victoria gripped her hair and pulled her forward. She almost
fell, then did, her hands breaking it.

“Now crawl into the office and present the
morning mail to Mister Patrick.”

Kerry gasped, eyes widening.

“I can’t do that!” she tried to say with the
letters in her mouth.

“Oh, yes you can. You’re a sexual animal,
after all, glorying in how sleek and beautiful your body is and not
at all ashamed of it.”

She tugged on Kerry’s hair and the redhead
was forced to crawl across the room to the double doors. The blonde
opened one, released her hair, and slapped her bottom sharply.

Kerry gasped and lurched forward, heart
pounding, pulse racing, mind squirming as the woman kicked her
bottom and forced her to hurriedly crawl forward into the room.
Then the door was closed behind her.

I can’t believe I’m doing this! she
thought, her eyes wild.

But her breasts were throbbing as she crawled
across the room. They shivered and trembled as she moved one arm,
then another forward, her leather-covered knees moving easily
across the hard floor.

This is so degrading! What did that bitch
call me? A sexual animal? Fuuuck!

She saw him behind his desk at the far end,
then dropped her eyes, her face flushed as she crawled closer, the
vibrator buzzing and the dildo shifting slightly within her belly.
She angled to the side and then past the desk and around to the
other side.

He was still sitting at his desk, apparently
not even paying attention to her.

Now what!? she wondered.

Then she felt a hot ripple of excitement
sweep up through her belly as she recalled that Victoria sort of
had told her what to do.

She crawled within reach of him, then rose up
and sat back on her heels, legs spreading apart as she brought her
hands in behind her head.

And he continued to work on whatever he was
looking at on his computer as if she weren’t even there.

That was a pretense, she was sure. Victoria
had made it clear how hot he found her, and his own actions had
shown that, as well. He was pretending to ignore her to show her
how lofty and high above him he was.

He turned, finally, reaching down and taking
the letters from her mouth. He put them on the desk and briefly
examined them, then pushed his chair back and turned it towards
her. His hands went to his fly and he unzipped it, then brought his
cock out.

“Get to work,” he said.

Wow! This is so wicked and sick! she
thought with dark excitement.

She dropped her hands and reached for him as
she leaned forward. As she softly gripped his cock he picked up one
of the envelopes and slit it, then took out a paper of some
kind.

Kerry squeezed the base of his cock and began
to lick at the underside of the head, her lips moving to engulf it
as she sucked gently and bobbed up and down. She moaned as she
ground her thighs together around the base of the sex toys and slid
her lips lower.

Patrick slit a second envelope and examined
the contents.

She bobbed up and down in short, rapid
strokes, then pushed her lips down further and further. She’d only
taken his cock all the way into her throat when he’d forced it in
and she’d been tied up. But she’d handled it well, she thought, and
now was eager to try it on her own.

She sucked and licked, her hands sliding
lower, squeezing.

“Spread your legs wider, girl.”

She obeyed, panting and moaning as she felt
the pressure grow, and then felt it join with anticipation and
anxiety as she prepared to take him deep into her throat.

She didn’t get the chance, though. He reached
down and gripped her hair, pulling her head up and back, then
gripped her neck with his other hand, tightening it so she had to
struggle to breathe.

“Hands down at your sides!” he barked.

She obeyed as he pushed her back, then up,
standing, his hand around her neck forcing her to her feet, as
well. He turned his arm, turning her, and she felt the cool stone
desk pressing against the backs of her thighs. He released her
neck, roughly turned her around, and bent her over.

Kerry moaned as her soft, warm breasts came
into contact with the cool stone top, then winced at the slap to
her bare bottom.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

She obeyed and a moment later she felt the
vibrator pulled free of her pussy. His cock pushed into her and she
cried out weakly as he began to thrust hard and fast. He gripped
her wrists and yanked them in and back behind her, pinning them
above the small of her back with one hand. She cried out a moment
later as he yanked back on her hair.

His hips beat a furious tattoo against her
upraised buttocks as he held her firmly and tightly helpless. All
Kerry could do was gasp and moan and occasionally wince at his
hard, rough strokes.

But that hardness, that roughness, that…
savage carnal heat drove her own dark excitement. She shuddered and
moaned as he used her like a whore, like the sex slave Victoria
called her. He used her body roughly, for his own satisfaction,
with no thought or care for her.

That sense of being used, of being
ravished drove her excitement on, and made her pant and moan
as her mind squirmed in the seething heat she felt. She felt
something wrapped around her wrists, binding them tightly, then he
drew himself out of her body, roughly rolled her onto her back, and
lifted her legs up across his shoulders.

He drove himself into her again, thrusting
hard as he brought his hand down onto the smooth curves of her
breasts, his fingers kneading and squeezing hard and fast as he
drove his cock into her trembling body.

Suddenly he leaned over, his chest pressing
her legs back further and further. He took a hand off one breast
and gripped her hair, jerking her head up as he leaned fully
forward. Her legs were forced back along her body, crushed between
her chest and his as he kissed her hungrily.

Kerry gasped and moaned into his mouth,
trying to kiss back as her heat and passion grew more intense. Her
arms tied beneath her gave her a sense of being fully helpless as
he used the weight of his body to crush her beneath. And that
served to emphasize that he could do anything he wanted to her!

She could no longer see his cock stroking
into her, could no longer see anything as his chest pressed so hard
against her breasts. But the feel of it stroking in and out was the
focal point of her existence, even as her breasts throbbed against
his body.

He kissed her right up to the edge of orgasm,
then as she began to buck and twist he raised his torso off her,
shifting his grip from her hair to her neck. He raised himself up,
staring down into her eyes as she gasped and moaned and stared
back. His hips continued to pummel her buttocks as his cock speared
deep into her belly with every stroke.

She felt her chest starting to burn, her head
throbbing from lack of oxygen. He roughly squeezed one of her
breasts as he stared down into her eyes, watching them widen, then
turn glassy as the orgasm hit her. He shifted the hand off her
breast, his thumb roughly rubbing her clitoris as he drove himself
into her bucking, trembling body.

She gurgled weakly, staring up at him, her
body consumed by the fiery heat that drove her mind into something
like rapture. That she couldn’t breathe wasn’t really a concern set
against the howling storm of pleasure overwhelming her mind.
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Her salary was deposited into her account.
Only it was twice the agreed amount. That delighted her even as it
gave her a sense of guilt. Was she hired and getting so much money
to fuck them? If so what did that make her?

And yet, given the excitement and pleasure
she was getting she’d have paid them for sex! So it wasn’t like
they had to buy her. She decided to just look at the extra money as
a gift from a generous man. She was doing real, actual work, after
all! It wasn’t all sex! Or even mostly!

Today the outfit Victoria had readied for her
was a respectable black business skirt which went all the way down
to the knees, plus a form-fitting white blouse with a high neck.
The shoes, granted, were very sexy, strappy stiletto heels. But
that was fine. She felt more businesslike in the outfit, despite
her silky, lacy white bra and thong underneath.

And today would be her first day accompanying
him as he went to a meeting. Victoria was coming, too, but Kerry
was coming to sit and listen and learn.

What she learned was that business meetings
were long and horribly boring.

Victoria provided him with hardcopy files and
took some notes. All Kerry did was occasionally pour coffee for one
or the other of them. The double row of businessmen and women
running down both sides of the huge boardroom paid very little
attention to her. Though, as always, many men occasionally rested
their eyes on her as she played her role of ‘eye candy’.

So, she had to pay attention. And she had to
sit up. It wouldn’t do to slump back, fold her arms across her
chest, and yawn repeatedly at how incredibly boring the meeting
was. Even though it was. That would hardly present the kind of
image of the company she was supposed to give off.

The numbers, statistics, and sales figures
might have meant something to Patrick, but they certainly didn’t to
her. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so bored! She
passed her time thinking of all the outrageous, kinky things she
had done since starting to work for Patrick.

God! I can’t even play on my phone! I’ll
be lucky if I don’t fall asleep and smack my face into the
desk, she thought.

She thought the meeting would never end!
Finally, it did, and she fought not to show her relief as she
dutifully followed Victoria and Patrick out the door.

“Holy fuck, I’m bored!” she whispered to
Victoria.

The blonde gave her a quelling look.

Patrick had words with a number of people
who’d been at the meeting, and then they made their way to the
elevators.

“Off to our next meeting,” Victoria said
lightly.

Kerry looked at her in dismay. “Not another
one like this!?”

“Don’t you like meetings?”

“Nobody likes meetings!”

“I like meetings,” Patrick said. “I like to
look people in the eyes when they try to cover up their
incompetence.”

“I can think of stuff I’d rather be doing,”
she muttered.

“Yes, we both know what sort of stuff you’d
rather be doing, Miss O’Neil,” Victoria said mockingly.

“It’s a lot more fun than meetings,” she
muttered.

“Work is not about fun. Otherwise, they
wouldn’t call it work.”

They walked out the front door into the
waiting limousine, with Kerry sitting on the rear-facing seat,
across from them.

“I think your problem is you have too much
energy to sit still for meetings,” Patrick said.

She shrugged.

“Ms. Jennings was telling me the other day
about how you achieved such excellent muscle tone in your belly and
abdomen,” Patrick said.

Kerry’s eyes flicked towards Victoria, who
looked back guilelessly.

“Pole dancing. Quite surprising in such a
feminist-oriented suburban girl.”

Her eyes flicked to the right but the glass
was down between the front and back seats.

“Brooklyn isn’t exactly the suburbs.”

“And not many parents would fund such a hobby
for their charming daughters.”

“My father doesn’t know about it,” she said.
“And my mother knows it’s just exercise and there’s nothing uhm…
like, it’s not like stripping.”

“But it is like stripping,” he said.

“Well, without the stripping! Or the lap
dancing!”

“Are you arguing with me?”

“Uh… no?”

“Good answer. And anything outside Manhattan
is the suburbs as far as I’m concerned.”

“I certainly can’t argue with the efficacy of
pole dancing as exercise,” Victoria said. “You have a wonderfully
firm abdomen.”

“And thighs. Such delicious thighs,” Mitchel
said with a smirk.

Kerry’s eyes flicked sideways again, hoping
the driver couldn’t hear anything through the glass.

Victoria noticed.

“Are you worried he’ll find out what a sexy
little slut you are?” Victoria asked in amusement.

“You should be proud of being a sexy little
slut,” Mitchel said.

“She’s far too self-conscious,” Victoria
said.

“We should do something about that,” he
replied.

That made Kerry nervous!

The limousine pulled over to the curb and the
chauffeur got out and came around to the rear to open the door as
Victoria stepped out. Mitchel waved Kerry on and she climbed out,
too, looking around curiously. She’d expected them to be in front
of a large building, but there wasn’t much here but stores along
both sides of the street.

And a strip club.

Victoria slipped her arm through Kerry’s and
led her to the door.

“Wh-what are we doing here?” Kerry gulped,
trying to hold back.

“We’re going to meet someone. But we’re
early.”

“Meet someone!? In there!?”

Victoria opened the door and with Mitchel
pushing her from behind Kerry found herself eased inside.

“Now, now. Don’t worry. The club is closed at
the moment. It’s early in the day, you know.”

“It’s closed? How do you know? And why was
the door open?”

It wasn’t very bright inside after the sunny
street and it took Kerry’s eyes a few moments to adjust as Victoria
and Mitchel led her down a hall and then into a wide bar area with
a round stage in the middle and a bar on one side. It was empty,
with most of the lights off.

“A man with money can get almost anything
done if he sets his mind to it,” Mitchel said.

“Or tells his secretary to do it,” Victoria
added dryly.

“That too,” he agreed.

A tall man with bushy black hair came out of
a back area and greeted them.

“Mister Patrick! Welcome! Can I get you and
the lovely ladies a drink?”

“Rye and ginger for me,” Victoria said. “I’ll
get the entertainment set up.”

She took Kerry by the arm and led her over to
the stage, then off to a door set in the wall nearby.

“Where are we going? What are you doing?”
Kerry asked nervously.

“You’re going to show us your pole dancing
skills, of course.”

“No way!”

“Way.”

“I told you it’s not stripping!”

Victoria stopped and whirled her around to
face her. “Are you going to try to pretend to me that you haven’t
thought many times about pole dancing while naked? About stripping?
That you haven’t done it in front of your bedroom mirror?”

“Well… well, yeah but… that’s just… just
thinking and fantasy!”

“You’re fantasy is about to become reality.
You’re going to strip for me and Mitchel.”

She jerked her along the narrow hall and up a
short flight of stairs. There was a curtain on the right that Kerry
knew must lead out onto the stage.

“What about that guy!?”

“Don’t worry about him. He’ll get us drinks
and disappear.”

“But what if he comes out!?”

“What if he does? He runs a strip club. He
sees naked girls prancing around and giving lap dances all day
every day. He’s seen more hot, sexy, naked girls than any dozen
doctors. Do you think he’s going to drool over you? Don’t think too
much of yourself, do you, slut?”

“But I don't... I mean, there's no music
and... and I'm not dressed right and... and th – !”

“Stop talking. No one needs you to speak. You
need only obey. Your mistress knows all and takes care of all.”

And there, sitting on a chair, was a
schoolgirl outfit of short blue kilt, white blouse, and blue
jacket.”

“Get changed. I'll set up the music.”

Kerry anguished over it, but honestly, it
would be kind of exciting to finally play the role of a stripper
with a real pole, especially in a real strip club! At least, with
only Mitchel and Victoria watching. The thought of the manager
coming out and seeing her made her mind squirm. But Victoria was
right. The man saw naked girls all day long. Seeing her would be no
big deal for him. And it wasn't like he could tell the other people
at work.

She undressed, then donned the schoolgirl
kilt and top. They fit perfectly, which didn't surprise her. All
the stuff Victoria had bought fit her perfectly. There were no
shoes so she supposed the strappy stilettos were fine for
stripping. Victoria did something which turned the lights on beyond
the curtain. She could see them underneath, reflected along the
floor.

This is insane! This is sick! This is so
weird and kinky! she thought.

But rich men got to indulge themselves, as
Mitchel said.

“All right. When the music starts you go out
on stage and start dancing,” Victoria said. “Get your clothes off
and show us how sexy you can be. Maybe Mitchel will take you into
the champagne room and have you give him a lap dance if you're
good. It's twenty dollars a song, you know.”

Victoria smirked at her and then the music
started and the blonde moved through the curtain and
disappeared.

Kerry's heart was thumping wildly and she
wrung her hands together, then braced herself, and forced herself
to push through the curtains.

The lights on the stage were around the
edges, looking up, which half blinded her to the bar beyond. She
was already red-faced as she saw Victoria sit at the table next to
Mitchel and both of them look up at her. She hesitated, then
started to dance.

This is sooo embarrassing, she thought.

She was hardly an exhibitionist and had never
liked being stared at. So her dancing wasn't exactly the
uninhibited spectacle it might have been from some other girl. On
the other hand, she had indeed done the usual bump and grind moves
in front of her mirror, and in front of her camera, pretending to
be sexy and imagining rooms full of men looking on, panting
excitedly.

She danced over to the familiar bar and
gripped it, then, pulse racing and chest tight, started to emulate
the moves she'd done in pole-dancing class. She gripped the metal
and bent forward, rolling her bottom back in time to the music.

She remained in a state of astonishment at
finding herself out on a stage in a strip club, but the fact it was
empty made it a lot easier for her. And God knew Mitchel and
Victoria had seen her naked often enough since she'd gone to work
for them.

Her anxiety eased as she turned and twisted
and performed the same moves she'd done in class. Though admittedly
with a few ‘extras’ she’d developed in front of her bedroom mirror.
She gripped the pole and swung around it, stopping to roll her hips
out at them.

She'd never actually stripped as part of her
pole-dancing classes, of course. So she had to go by what she's
seen in movies. Stripping was not a matter of just taking her
clothes off, of course. It was about taking them off in a sexy way.
Well, and being naked, of course.

She swung her arms up and back, but that
didn't dislodge the jacket. Annoyed, she turned and bent over,
letting the jacket fall down around her head and over her
shoulders. She pulled the jacket off her arms and tossed it, then
swung around the pole again.

She jumped up and grabbed the pole, pulling
herself up further, and then clamping her thighs around it before
letting herself fall out and back upside down while holding her
thighs tightly around the bar. Of course, that let her skirt fall
open to bare her sexy white thong, but hey, that wasn't a problem
here.

She slid down and then let her lower half
fall back onto the floor, straightening up and turning again. She
was starting to get into the role now. She undid the skirt, then
did a little shimmy so it slid slowly down over her hips and
buttocks, then fell down around her ankles. She jumped up and
grabbed the pole again and the skirt fell off.

She felt her chest tighten further now. She
wasn't wearing any skirt anymore! True, the shirt was long enough
to mostly cover her, but it still made things seem a lot more
exciting!

She turned and twisted, posed, and gave them
a sexy look. The top was held together with snap buttons and she
ripped it open, then pulled it off and tossed it behind her.

Now she was really exposed! Or at least, she
was in her little lacy bra and thong! Her pulse rate picked up as
she swung around the pole, then jumped up it and tried a move from
pole dance class. She quickly realized that wasn't doable in high
heels so slid back down again.

Stupid high heels!

She gripped the pole and rolled her nearly
bare bottom at them, then, feeling the excitement starting to
spiral up inside her, undid her bra and pulled it off.

OMG! she thought. I'm practically
naked in a strip club!

She curled herself around the pole, the
passion and heat growing within her as she anticipated being
completely naked! And then she was! She slipped her thumbs into the
thong and peeled it slowly down as she bent over, her back to them.
She bent all the way over until her thong and hands were at her
ankles, then straightened and pulled her feet free as she turned
around.

She flinched as she realized the manager guy
was behind the bar now, doing something. She cringed but kept
dancing, the dark thrill of what she was doing jumping up at his
presence even as her cheeks reddened.

She climbed the pole again, doing various
moves while bending backward on it. She let her upper body fall
back so she was upside down grabbing the pole below her, then
slowly slid down, clutching it between her thighs until her hands
could reach the floor.

Then, heart pounding and pulse racing, she
let her legs come free of the pole and slowly pull apart, wider and
wider and wider until she was almost doing the splits there, upside
down. She brought her legs back together, then down to stand up
again, her back to them.

She grabbed the pole and bent forward,
rolling her bottom back at them in time to the music, spreading her
legs wider, knowing the manager was still behind the bar and maybe
watching her!

She straightened and turned and felt another
psychic blow. There was another man there! He was standing at
Mitchel's table, shaking his hand. At Mitchel's gesture, he sat
down and Kerry turned her red face away, heart racing even
more.

She did various energetic movements on the
pole and then turned, back to the pole, panting, chest heaving. She
felt a kind of sexual tension, a sexual electricity crackling
through her veins and over her skin as she pushed her lower body
out and rolled her hips, sliding her fingers through her hair as
she gave them a slit-eyed look.

Who the fuck was the man!? What was he doing
here!?

She remembered that Mitchel had said he was
meeting a man. This must be the man!

And here she was completely naked and dancing
lewdly before them!

The man stood up, then climbed up on the
stage.

Kerry froze, eyes widening, her eyes flicking
anxiously to Mitchel and Victoria, who were looking on in
anticipation. Then they flicked back to the man. He was tall and
black and powerfully built, and he smiled at her as he
approached.

He took something from his suit pocket and
then reached his hand out to her, taking one of her wrists in a
powerful hand. As Kerry watched, wide-eyed, he slapped a leather
strap around her wrist, then gripped the other, easily overcoming
her instinctive resistance, to slip the strap around that too.

He pushed her back against the pole, raising
her wrists up high, and then tied them to the pole.

Kerry's heart was beating a mile a minute!
She was horribly embarrassed at being naked the way she was in
front of this stranger! And now... now he was tying her to the
pole! What was going on!? What was he going to do!? She stared at
Mitchel again and at a smirking Victoria.

The man drew an object out from under his
suit. It looked like a foot-long leather handle with dozens of thin
black laces attached, none thicker than shoe or boot laces.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said sternly.
“Naughty girls need to be punished.”

Kerry gaped at him, swallowing repeatedly and
he suddenly thrust the handle of the whip-thing in between her
thighs, bringing it up sideways into her pussy.

“Sexy little slut,” he whispered to her. “You
have a beautiful body. Now you must learn discipline and
obedience!”

He pumped the handle slowly in and out as he
spoke, grinding it firmly against her already extremely wet,
hypersensitive pussy to send a flood of sensation up through her
body!

Suddenly he dropped to his knees, his hands
yanking her thighs open as his mouth darted in.

Kerry cried out as his tongue slid up the
line of her sex, then moaned and shuddered as it slid back down. He
started licking her hard and fast as she stared past him at Mitchel
and Victoria, then, moaning, at the manager behind the bar, looking
on!

I can't believe this is happening! she
thought wildly.

But it was, and her body, already churning
with heat and excitement at stripping and dancing on the stage,
began to burn. His tongue drove deep into the mouth of her sex,
pumping in and out, turning and twisting, then swept up and across
her clitoris with skill and speed.

Soon her groin was rolling up and back at him
in time to his tongue's movements, heat suffusing her mind and
body. But then he stood up and back, roughly turning her to face
the pole. He took out the whip and swung it, and Kerry cried out as
the thin laces swept down across her bare back.

They... stung! Individually, none of them had
much weight. Collectively, she felt a crackle of stings all across
her back that left her breathless and threw her against the
pole.

He drew his arm back and swung it again, and
this time the thin laces cut across her buttocks and upper
thighs.

She cried out again, her thighs driven
forward so that she clutched the pole between them. Her mind was
dazed and confused about what to do as the laces cut down across
her back again, and again, and again. Each blow was a flurry of
little stinging insects, none of the stings lasting. But her back
and bottom were becoming more tender as the man... whipped her!

She clutched the pole and moaned, gasping and
yelping and whimpering in confusion as the laces swept down across
her again and again.

“Turn around, slave,” he ordered.

Panting for breath, Kerry turned, staring at
him, arms still held above her.

He gave her a dark, hungry look.

“Arch your back. Push your breasts out at
me.”

Something in his voice made her do it, even
as the sexual electricity crawled along her skin, seeming to center
at the hard eraser points of her nipples. She watched him swing the
whip up and then bring the laces down across her breasts.

The laces stung! But the dark heat in her
mind at the sight and feel were a much more powerful influence on
her. She shuddered and cried out, driven back, but almost
immediately pushed her chest out again.

The laces came down across her breasts again,
and again, and again as she held her trembling body in place. Her
breasts began to heat up and she felt the heat pulsing within her
body, within her mind.

The man spun her around again, slapping her
bottom sharply, making her cry out in pain even as he yanked back
on her hips.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he growled.

Kerry complied and felt his hard, thick cock
slowly pushing into her body, stretching her wider and wider until
the warm head slid deeper and deeper up the narrow, quivering
sheath into her belly.

He posed her so she was almost sideways to
where Mitchel and Victoria said, so both could see him thrusting
his big cock deeper and deeper. He was taller than her, even in the
high heels, so the fat head of his cock was jamming up against the
front of her sex with every stroke, and she sobbed with pleasure as
the heat began to melt her mind away.

And there on a stage in front of Mitchel and
Victoria and the nameless bar manager, fucked by a complete
stranger, she came so powerfully she almost lost consciousness. She
rutted back at him, the breath sobbing out of her open mouth as she
cried out again and again, desperately impaling herself on the
man's big cock with every stroke.

His hands roughly squeezed her breasts, then
one slid down to finger her clitoris while the other moved up to
encircle her neck, squeezing, closing tighter and tighter, forcing
her head up and back as she gurgled dazedly in overheated
rapture!

She could feel the thick girth of him sliding
back and forth inside her, stretching her out, could feel the nose
jamming high into her belly on every deep thrust. She shuddered at
the impact of his hips against her buttocks and the feel of his
fingers against her clitoris.

But it wasn't the sensations that had set her
body aflame. It was her mind, it was the wicked, outraged thrill of
stripping on a stage the way she had, and then being whipped by a
stranger before being roughly taken, ravished in public the way he
was doing her! In front of not just Victoria and Mitchel, but
another complete stranger behind the bar!

It was so dark and edgy and wicked that it
had her knees weak as his big cock drove up inside her, as the
orgasm tore through her mind and body and she gurgled in
breathless, dazed heat.

When he released her she sagged down the pole
to her knees, gasping for breath, shell-shocked, still
overheated.

He reached down and spun her around, gripping
her hair and tilting her head back.

Kerry stared up at him, and at the long,
thick black cock jutting from his suit trousers. Her mouth was
already wide open as she gulped in air. Now he tilted her head
back, pushing his cock into her mouth and sliding it past her
lips.

Kerry moaned around it, feeling the soft
flesh sliding across her tongue, the thick body pushing through her
oral cavity, and then the head pressing against the back of her
neck and sliding downward. Her hands jerked instinctively forward
as if to push back, but of course, that simply reminded her she was
bound helplessly in place.

His cock ached inside her throat as he pushed
it deeper and deeper.

Kerry marveled at how long his cock was as
inch after inch slid forward and disappeared through her lips and
down her throat. He pulled her head in, gripping it in two large
hands, forcing her lips down along the shaft until they were
pressed against his body.

He held her there despite her lower body
twisting and jerking, then slowly pulled back, inch after inch of
gleaming black cock sliding out of her mouth until he pulled
himself completely free and she coughed violently, then gulped in
deep, ragged breaths of air.

He gripped her hair and she cried out as he
slowly pulled her up the pole, her legs flailing before her feet
found purchase. He lifted her high, then looked down into her eyes
as she felt his cock rubbing up and down along her sex.

“Slave girl,” he breathed. “Would like my
cock inside you, slut?”

Kerry shuddered, the pole jammed in between
her buttocks as the man rubbed his cock against her.

“Hungry, horny little sex toy,” he
growled.

She gasped as his cock pushed into her.

“Hold the pole, slut,” he ordered.

Gasping for breath, Kerry gripped the pole
and he jerked her legs up high, then back against her. His cock
slid deeper and deeper into her body as his hands slid up to her
ankles, then pushed them up above her head and back behind it.

His hips moved in and out, then, his cock
driving into her slowly, at first, but quickening until his hips
were slapping against her taut, straining buttocks.

Kerry felt him forcing her ankles back
together behind the pole above her head, her spine creaking as he
bent her in two and drove his cock into her with more and more
powerful strokes. The big cock speared into her, deep inside, and
she trembled and shook as her mind melted under the rising
heat.

His other hand came up around her neck,
jamming her head against the pole as he bent forward and crushed
her lips with his own, his tongue pushing into her mouth as he
buried his cock inside her with every stroke.

When another orgasm tore through her she lost
all higher orders of thought. Her fingers released the pole and her
muscles spasmed uncontrollably. He abandoned his grip on her
ankles, letting them fall forward, but they dropped neatly across
his arms as his hands slid under her buttocks to hold her in place.
And he continued to thrust.

Kerry's head fell back bonelessly, rolling
against the pole as she gurgled and gasped and cried out in dazed
heat, impaled again and again on his big cock as the raw, dark heat
and passion rolled over her in waves, leaving her a mindless husk
of twitching nerve endings.
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Kerry pondered what it was about her
sexuality that had been so inflamed, so magnified by the dark,
arguably humiliating, and certainly degrading things Mitchel and
Victoria did to her. She felt very sexual almost all the time now,
even when she was alone or on a bus or subway, or at home in her
room. She felt like an intensely sexual person, and sexual thoughts
filled her mind almost all the time.

One thing the two had managed to achieve was
to snap the connection between sex and love. It wasn’t exactly like
she thought of sex the way men did – as merely an exciting and
pleasurable hobby or sport – except when with someone you loved.
But they had certainly melted away any inhibitions she felt about
embracing her sexuality and enjoying it.

Particularly when someone was using her like
their bitch, ‘forcing’ her to submit and pleasure them. That, in
particular, was what had flooded her mind with a sense of
delicious, heady excitement. Then too, a lot of it seemed to come
from her own sense of martyrdom, of a strange kind of elation at
her victimhood, at being ‘mistreated’.

Of course, that also robbed her of any need
to feel shame at what she did – if she was ‘forced’ then she had no
blame, no responsibility. That included having no responsibility to
push back against anything too degrading or outrageous. How could
she when she was tied up and helpless before her… her … Master?
Mistress? That still seemed sort of silly. But her ‘bosses’, would
do.

Both Victoria and Mitchel had gotten into the
habit of strapping her bottom or spanking her much more often after
her first week or two. All for alleged misdeeds, questioning an
order, being slow, or not doing something to their liking.

Usually, this was done with a vibrator
inserted into her, and followed by a mind-blowing orgasm that more
than made up for an aching, overheated bottom. She considered it
just rough play but it had definitely had an impact on how quickly
she moved to obey orders and how earnestly she tried to avoid doing
anything to draw that punishment.

She wore much more modest outfits when she
left the office now, but while within the office she wore almost
nothing – or nothing at all but a collar and restraints. She still
did the office work required, but she did it in often see-through
lingerie or naked.

She took her lunches on her knees with her
arms bound behind her and Victoria feeding her. Usually followed by
performing oral sex on the blonde.

And since having been roughly taken on stage
by a complete stranger had given her a feverish heat and explosive
climaxes Mitchel had occasionally introduced other strangers into
their play.

On one such instance, she had been sent in to
bring him the mail, as she often was, naked, crawling on all fours,
with the mail between her teeth. Only this time he wasn’t alone!
She hadn’t realized that as she’d crawled along until she’d finally
noticed the man sitting on one of the leader chairs before him.

By then she’d been so close she had no idea
what else to do but continue around the desk – which at least
provided some obstruction – and give Mitchel his mail. Of course,
he’d then ordered her to give the man a lap dance. Her mind had
been churning with uncertainty and confusion, but his frown had
forced her to quickly comply.

So, she gave a complete stranger, a
middle-aged man, a lap dance! Naked! And when his hands had started
to slide over her body she hadn’t known what to do but continue.
And when he unzipped and pulled his cock out and Mitchel told her
to ride it, well, by then she’d been helplessly aroused, and had
risen up and slid down his cock in a kind of wonderous trance while
the stranger sucked and chewed and licked at her breasts!

Another time, at lunch, she’d been on her
knees being fed when someone had come to the door. The door was
locked at such times, but this time Victoria had buzzed it open,
and another woman had come in. The woman had clearly known what to
find, and the two older women had smirked down at the red-faced
girl kneeling before them with a sense of hungry intent.

Soon, Kerry, had her face pressed against the
woman’s groin licking her pussy as the woman held her fist tight in
her hand.

Such occasions always humiliated her, and yet
always resulted in a feverish hunger and passion taking hold of her
mind, followed by massive orgasms.

That passion and those orgasms had addicted
her. Her former life came to seem boring and dull compared to the
glittering sharpness of the wild thrills she felt now. And that
made it unthinkable for her to want to stop.

Which was how she came to be suspended by her
wrists, a ball-gag in her mouth, a large vibrator stuffed deep into
her pussy and a similarly large dildo jammed high into her ass
while several grinning men sat around Mitchel’s desk observing
her.

Her wrists were held together in padded
straps above her head, but they still ached from supporting her
weight. Her toes dangled just above the floor as she trembled and
swayed, nipples rigidly erect.

The humiliation she felt combined with the
effects of the vibrator and dildo – not to mention the anticipation
of what they were going to do to her, made her burn with hunger and
need. With three strange men observing her Kerry’s instinct was to
suppress that, but she couldn’t stop her thighs from squeezing and
rubbing together, much to their smirking amusement.

That caused more humiliation, which caused
more heat to both her face and her pussy, and then an explosive
orgasm that had her body convulsing, her feet and legs jerking and
kicking, and her ragged breaths growing louder and louder around
the ball gag.

After that, the men would occasionally come
over to her, as they all discussed her sluttish nature. Sometimes
they’d just pluck at her nipples, or gently run their fingers
across her clitoris. One gripped her hair and roughly yanked her
head up and back as if to study her face as he stared into her
eyes.

“This slut is certainly ready for a big
cock,” he said to the others.

“She’s always ready for a big cock,” Mitchel
said to laughter.

The man released her hair and went back to
his seat.

Another man got up and ran his hand over her
breasts, then smirked.

“The slut is drooling,” he said.

“Ball gags will do that if you’re
distracted,” another replied.

“It isn’t just her mouth that’s drooling said
the first man.

They all chuckled as the man tugged her
thighs a little open to reveal that she was indeed very, very wet
down there as the vibrator purred away.

“She’s leaking on your floor, Mitchel,” he
said as he returned to his seat.

“We’ll have her lick it up later,” he
replied.

Another man had entered the room, then. A
large man. He had been dressed in leather, including a leather
mask. And he held a flog in his hand. Kerry moaned to see him,
anxiety welling up inside her, but the heat darkened, as well.

He had swung harder than the man at the strip
club, and the laces had sliced into her tender body more, covering
her pale, ivory skin in crisscrossing red lines of heat as he’d
laid into her back, buttocks, and breasts. All while the men looked
on excitedly.

Something about the sharp, stinging heat,
especially when the laces sliced into the tender flesh of her
breasts, was too much for her, and Kerry exploded into orgasm
again.

Then, like the man on stage, he’d taken her
from behind, pulling the vibrator free, and ramming a cock even
larger up inside her with hard, powerful strokes.

“You can see how deep his cock is inside her
from her stomach bulging,” one of the men said as he held up his
phone to record what was happening.

And it certainly felt as if the man’s cock
was punching her high in the stomach on the inside as his hands
jerked back on her thighs with every stroke. It hadn’t taken her
long to climax again. But the after-effect was more heat and
passion baking her mind. A second climax followed, then a third, in
short order, all of them shattering her mind and leaving her
dazed.

The man had then left and Kerry had knelt
before each of the men in turn, deep-throating them, then being
sodomized. All while Mitchel looked on.

Mitchel began to take her out in the evenings
to various gatherings. She wore the flimsiest of dresses during
these occasions. She got the feeling he was showing her off the way
he would a shiny new sports car. Certainly, the men examining her
seemed to think of her as some kind of rich man’s purchased
possession in the very same way as they would an expensive sports
car.

Mitchel increased her salary after the first
month and then had her move into a small, one-bedroom apartment in
a rent-controlled building not far from him. This was for her
parents’ benefit. For he had purchased the unit, as well as a
three-bedroom unit next to it, and she paid no rent. The second
unit was heavily remodeled and could be reached through a built-in
bookcase in the first which slid aside.

It had a gym with a pole for her pole-dancing
exercises – where she could put on demonstrations for Mitchel on
his visits. Mitchel took over paying for her lessons, of course. It
had a large balcony with a hot tub, a gorgeous kitchen, a large,
five-piece bathroom with a heated floor, and a hundred- and
twenty-inch projection screen TV, among other amenities. It also
had a soundproof room where slave girls could be strung up by their
wrists or ankles and flogged or otherwise cruelly abused and
tormented.

A BMW sat in the garage for her use, a
company car whose insurance, fuel, and maintenance were paid for by
Mitchel.

In addition to taking her out dancing, she
began making more business trips now, trusted to take notes, make
appointments, and manage his schedule. That included trips to other
cities, then trips to other countries, all on his private jet.

The flights were never boring, either.

She lost most of her sense of shyness about
being seen naked, but Mitchel still found other ways to outrage,
degrade and humiliate her. Instead of crawling on all fours she
sometimes had to crawl on her belly – in front of visitors. And
instead of merely having sex with them she had to beg them to have
sex with her, often accompanied by licking their shoes to show her
submission and desperation.

And the first time he’d made her lay back on
the floor, legs spread achingly wide, and masturbate in front of a
group of strangers had been mortifying – at first. She’d still had
an explosive orgasm, of course.

It all left her in a constant state of
simmering sexual awareness and heat, constantly ready, eager for
the rough, dark, often savage sexual use her body was put to. The
money piled up in her bank account for she had nothing to spend it
on. Her life was the life of a sexual servant, a sex slave, in all
but name.

And sometimes in name.

None of which really made her feel inferior
so much as proud of how lush and beautiful and sexy she was.

Certainly, everyone said so.

Occasionally, she thought of how strange it
was that she’d gone from a girl who rebelled whenever anyone
disrespected her or tried to tell her to do something, to a girl
who craved abuse and humiliation. But the pleasure and excitement,
not to mention the money were so good, she really didn’t care. She
was young, beautiful, and enjoying life. And she couldn’t think of
anything more to ask for.

 


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.

 


Out
of Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get
into plainclothes work, but
when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige
gets a job as a
receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a
strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
resist.

 


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!

 


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.

 


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 to do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
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.
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