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I sometimes feel like I'm living in the last
remains of a world which is steadily going downhill into inevitable
ruin and destruction, into some kind of dystopian future. If it's
not our corrupt and greedy politicians who'll do us in it's the
corrupt and greedy oligarchs who run the big corporations which
screw us over every chance they get.

My parents graduated from UCLA and Caltech
into jobs in insurance and banking. There was no delay between
graduation and hiring. They were hired during visits the top
companies made to universities to hire out much needed new
employees. They were wooed with nice salaries and benefits and
promises of plenty of opportunities for future promotion and
growth.

Within a few years, they were both in offices
– real offices, you know, with doors, and had already been promoted
and were making better money. They both bought houses because
houses were cheap, and good investments, so why pay rent? Money was
easily available to people like them with good, solid, steady work,
and nice paychecks.

That's the way things were back then,
apparently.

They were doing so well, and enjoying life so
much they waited to have kids, that being me and my brother. They
were in their late thirties by then. My brother is in college and I
graduated last spring. So they decided to retire and go on a
year-long, round-the-world cruise.

Nice.

The world did not beat a path to my door
while I was in school. The offers of work were much fewer and far
between. And all of them were gigs. Apparently, the tech companies
don't see much reason in offering permanent work to newbies when
they can get a few days or weeks or months here and there, with no
benefits, of course.

My parents only had to compete with other
local graduates. I have to compete with people from India and China
who'll work twelve-hour days for rock bottom prices. The
corporations love it. Me, not so much. They can pick and choose,
and one wrong move or disagreement or refusal to work unpaid
overtime on your part and you'll be frozen out.

I'm an honors graduate in web marketing. And
I like to think I'm very good at it. I can spin out an attractive
website for small, medium, or large businesses to sell their
products or services in no time at all. Unfortunately, so can that
guy in India. And his cost of living is a hell of a lot lower than
mine.

I do understand the market better, though,
and have, I think, a better grasp on what people in this country
want and like. Which, of course, means I'm aware of how to market
myself best to get those gig jobs.

And no matter what anyone might think about
modern equality, tolerance, and political correctness in the tech
industry, it didn't take long to figure out my looks were what
could give me an edge. As long as I refined them properly.

Tech is mostly male, but there's pressure to
hire minorities and women. That's partly a plus for me, but the guy
from India counts as a minority, too. Those mostly male tech guys
rarely got to enjoy the presence of girls who look like me,
though.

God knows I was showered with attention when
I was in school – much of it really awkward. I don't know what it
is about tech nerds that gives them such poor social skills but the
cliché is, I've found, more often real than not.

So I present myself carefully, whether it's a
video or in-person meeting. My brown hair has to be just right,
partly cute, partly businesslike. I usually pull much of it back by
leaving some tendrils going down the sides. I wear just a little
lipstick and then balance that with glasses I don't need, big black
framed, rectangular ones.

Why? Because if you look too 'sexy' these
guys have a tendency to think you're an airhead. And the cliché of
girls who wear glasses works on them. Yes, it really does counter
the 'too pretty to have a brain' reflex. It's incredibly stupid but
in marketing, you go with what works.

At the same time, I want to look hot enough
that they want to see more of me, want to be in Zoom meetings with
me, want an excuse to call me in for an in-person conference. Yes,
I get hit on a lot but I've got lots of experience flattering guys
while turning them down, especially by inventing a boyfriend who
doesn't exist.

So I'll wear a top which is form-fitting,
lets anyone notice I'm a girl, but isn't obvious. I've tried lots
out on video, studying myself in them to pick the ones which occupy
that narrow line between hot and too hot.

There are other, subtle ways I influence
things. I usually take zoom calls in my bedroom. The angle of the
webcam allows it to see the foot of my modern gray platform bed.
Just like, a foot of the bed, to be subtle but bring ideas to their
minds. Behind it is the big, almost floor to ceiling windows
looking out on the back yard, with a view of a tall green hedge
wall and big, flowery bushes. Not the pool, though. That can rouse
envy.

An image of success – but not too much –
helps breed respect, consciously or subconsciously. Yes, psychology
was a big part of my education.

Of course, it's my parents' house, and their
back yard, but they don't need to know that.

Don't get me wrong, I act very professional
on the calls, but personable, always smiling, earnest and eager,
but confident, not desperate. I've refined my persona carefully. I
never allow doubt or resentment to show.

With my parents on a world cruise and my
brother in New England, I have the house to myself. It's a gorgeous
house, with a gorgeous back yard. My parents have had decades to
fix it up just the way they like. They're not wealthy, but they're
certainly comfortable. It's got five bedrooms, a finished basement
with pool table, bar, home gym, projection screen TV theater room,
and a big, private back yard.

You ever see the modern homes they're
selling? They've got tiny back yards and very little room between
houses. Not this place. This place is way, WAY beyond the reach of
someone like me. I don't know, in fact, if I'll ever be able to
afford my own place. The cost of houses or even condos has shot up
so much since my parents bought the place it's ridiculous.

The big plots are one of the reasons the
neighborhood has been getting a lot of redevelopment. People buy
one of the houses then build something even nicer. It's the cost of
the land that matters, after all.

I stood in front of the TV and posed for it,
smirking just a bit as I imagined taking a meeting like this. I was
wearing comfy, sit-around-the-house white track pants pulled low on
my hips to show the thin black strings of my thong curving up
across my hips. I was also wearing a black halter which covered
only what had to be covered.

That left a smooth expanse of flesh from just
below my breasts to well below my belly button bare, and I was
proud of how firm and flat it was. I work out, and it shows.

I let the shoulder straps of the halter ease
down over my shoulders, lowering the thing enough to show some
cleavage. Not too much, just a little. Well, maybe a little more.
Yeah, that would sure have their eyes popping.

I laughed and then slipped the halter off
completely before shucking the pants. I stood there in my thong and
admired myself on the monitor, running a tongue along my lower lips
as I slid my fingers up and back through my hair.

Would you like to... hire me... sir?

Ha.

My breasts are as firm as my belly, which
takes some doing. Not that they're huge, but they're a good size,
lovely and full and round. Oh yeah, they get me a lot of attention,
and I've never taken my top off that they didn't light up the eyes
of whatever guy I was with.

Not professional? Hmmm, probably not.

I shrugged and left the room, clad in only
the thong. It's not like I was going to run into anyone in my own
house. Not for months. I went downstairs and padded across the
floor, then out to the back door. I felt a little shiver of
excitement, my nipples tingling, as I slid the door open.

This used to take some daring, since I didn't
want to be caught naked by my family, not to mention any guests.
But these days I didn't need to worry about that.

I slipped off my thong at the edge of the
pool, then dove in. I'm a very good swimmer, as you might expect,
having grown up in this house. I swam smoothly and efficiently to
the other side of the pool, then reached up and grabbed the diving
board.

Most girls don't have a lot of arm strength,
but like I said, I work out a lot. I was able to actually pull
myself up onto the diving board, though not without some effort. I
stood upon it and faced down the pool, but I also had an eye on my
peripheral view – so to speak.

One of those redeveloped houses, you see, was
over to the side. The man who'd built it had built it high – high
enough that the top floor window on the corner overlooked our back
yard. It couldn't see much, but it could certainly see the diving
board if you were on it.

I didn't know his name. Or if he was married,
or how many people lived there. I'd only got the occasional glimpse
of him from a distance, out front of some big, grotesque, modern
monstrosity of a house that probably cost him two or three million
dollars. He was in his early forties, I figured. He looked like a
jock, you know, a football player, with big chest and no neck.

I was surprised because that went against my
own cliche'd view. I mean, the cliché about pretty girls not being
very bright goes equally with the jock stereotype. But obviously he
was successful enough to own a place like that.

And I resented it, even though that made no
sense at all. Then again, I resent my parents too, even though I
love them. I resent those people who have seemingly easy success,
those people leading a golden life. Because mine doesn't seem so
golden. I survive on my parents' generosity. Were it not for that
I'd be in some cheap rooming house somewhere.

I'd never seen anyone at that window but him.
My first view had been in passing, just as I was about to dive -
naked. Then I'd had this shocked moment as I flew into the water.
Someone had seen me naked!

That he'd seen me naked embarrassed me, at
first. But then I thought, well, I have nothing to be embarrassed
about. I look great naked. I look sexy and hot and toned and fit.
And I'd been standing straight, my arms raised to dive, so my body
would have been perfectly firm.

I avoided the diving board when naked after
that, but did notice him a few times when diving with my bikini on.
I think he works out of that room. At least I've never seen anyone
there but him. Or maybe he just hangs around waiting for me to get
on the diving board so he can peep at me.

I'm not sure why I decided to remove my
bikini to dive again. Part of it was a kind of 'fuck you' attitude.
I'm in my own backyard with high fences and hedges. If you want to
go and build a ridiculously high house that's not going to get me
to change my enjoyment.

But I also felt a kind of sexual pride and
smugness. It was like 'yeah, look at me, buddy. You'll never get a
girl like me. Not at your age. I'm out of your league.' I imagined
I was the high-point of his day any time he caught a glimpse of me.
Maybe afterward he masturbated to images of me.

Yes, that was kind of yucky, but it was also
kind of hot. I enjoyed the fact I was attractive, and that guys got
turned on looking at me – as long as it wasn't in a situation where
they could harass me. And this guy was way too old to even try to
hit on me. Or at least, if he did, he'd know he had little chance
of success.

And let's face it, if you're a girl today,
and hot, you know it. There's so much sex out there on the
internet. And guys are all over that. So every girl checks and
measures herself, you know. And it's very pleasing to be up high on
the scale of hotness. But at the same time, even with all that
naked female flesh around you have to cover yourself up or people
call you names.

Or worse, ugly, horrible, stupid guys hit on
you constantly.

Sure I've imagined posing naked for pictures
and seeing them online, or maybe even videos. I've imagined
thousands and thousands of guys getting turned on and masturbating
to them – just cuz I'm so sexy, you know. But there's no freaking
way I'd ever do that!

I'm no slut, after all!

But hey, if I'm in my own private back yard
and as far as I know nobody can see me, then there's no problem.
And I'd been careful to never look towards that window when I was
here. I mean, I let my eyes roll in that direction, just to see if
I can get a glimpse, but I always act like I'm alone in the
world.

It's... weird, I know. It's kind of like
being an exhibitionist, I suppose. At least, a little bit. But I
think most of us are exhibitionists to one degree or another. Girls
anyway.

He was always there now. I wasn't sure if he
just sat there, or if he kept his window cracked so he'd hear
splashing in the pool. Probably the latter.

I turned on the diving board and took the
traditional pose, arms high, body taut, stretched out, breasts
taut. I knew he was there. I'd caught a bit of movement out of the
corner of my eye. Then I moved forward and dove off, feeling a
strange rush of energy as I flew through the air.

Getting off on the sight of me, old
man? I thought smugly. I bet you are. I bet you're wishing
you were twenty or twenty-one again so you could try for girls like
me. Loooooser!

I climbed out of the pool and walked around
to the other end. I cupped my breasts and gave them a squeeze. They
felt full and firm and hot, my nipples very hard. I climbed up the
stairs, and then halted, my hands sliding up across my face, then
up and through my hair, squeezing the water out.

And incidentally, oh yeah, just by
coincidence, giving him a great view.

I wondered if I should turn and bend over as
if fussing with something on the ladder. No, that would be too
obvious. I raised my arms and then strode forward and dove off.

Yes, this was turning me on. Teasing guys
was... wrong, I guess. But hey, he was a voyeur! Sort of. I mean,
he could pull away from the window when I was diving! He shouldn't
be looking at a naked girl young enough to be his daughter, the
perve!

I climbed out of the pool and went around
again, feeling smug and hot and... powerful, in a strange way. I
mean, if sexual power was the only kind I had – and it was – then I
was going to enjoy it a little. I climbed onto the board and moved
to the end, then back again, letting him see my nice, trim bubble
butt.

I turned around and moved forward, then
leaned over more and more, slowly, letting my full breasts hang
down attractively. I bent way over, quickly, gripping the end of
the diving board as I whipped my lower body up behind me, trying to
do a handstand.

I did it, momentarily, then fell into the
pool. I climbed out again, and imagined doing a handstand and then
spreading my legs wide. Ha! No way! No, that was too much. I paused
and then did a handstand on the grass, where he couldn't see me,
balancing myself carefully, then letting my legs fall slowly apart
in either direction.

Oh yeah! Man! That would really get his cock
hard! Ha!

I dropped onto the grass, laughing to myself,
then went forward and climbed up onto the diving board before
trying again. I managed it, for a few seconds, my legs tight
together, then pushed off into the pool.

That was enough for now. I swam a bit more,
making sure to splash around so he'd know I was still here. He must
be frustrated at not seeing me, I thought. Too bad, buddy.
Show's over for today.

Luzer!

I dried myself off, enjoying the sunny day,
and being casually naked out of doors. Did I want to put on some
lotion and lay around in the sun for a bit? I had the time since I
didn't currently have a gig. I did have an interview – over the
computer – for later in the day, but that was hours away.

I shrugged and went inside, got a drink, my
iPod with speaker, my Ipad, and sunscreen. I sat down on a chaise
lounger and applied the sunscreen, casually, in part, but it did
not escape me how... sexual it was, applying it to my bare
breasts.

The tactile pleasure of feeling slick, warm,
soft hands massaging my breasts was obvious. And sliding my
slippery hand down between my thighs, spreading them apart, and
sliding my fingers up and down against myself there – yeah, that
was obvious, too. And I was already kind of turned on.

The thought of masturbating outside tickled
my mind. It would be kind of outrageous, and at least a little
dangerous. What if some perve climbed the fence and was peeking
through the hedges or something? Yeah, I know that was seriously
unlikely, but still. The possibility made me both anxious and...
hot.

There was no way the guy next door could see
me. The hedges completely covered me from all the surrounding
houses.

I drew my knees up, my feet flat on the
lounge, then shifted my feet and knees as far apart as I could
without taking my feet off the soft pad. I let my hands cup and
gently squeeze my oiled-up breasts and my thumbs and forefingers
roll and pinch my nipples.

My left hand continued to squeeze my
sensitive breasts while my right slid down my smooth, warm body and
my middle finger slid along the naked line of my sex. I let it
slide up down, flattening it against myself, then pushing so it
pushed aside my labia and slid down into that tight, warm pink
valley between the lips of my sex.

There it slid up and down as I squeezed my
breasts harder and looked around me, feeling a dark ripple of
excitement at doing this outside so... brazenly. I rubbed harder
and faster, but it was still a fairly gentle stroking motion until
I curved my middle finger in and pushed it into my body.

I screwed it in to the knuckle, then drew it
out, before pushing it again – accompanied by my ring finger. I
sighed at the rippling rush of pleasure as I pumped them in and
out, and let the pad of my thumb gently rub my clitoris.

Everything felt more delicious, more erotic,
with the slipperiness of my body. I let my index finger join the
other two inside me, pushing in and out, loving the strain and
stretching as I let my knees pull wider and spread myself obscenely
open.

I was getting more excited as the sensations
met with the erotic heat of what I was doing. I stared in
fascination at my fingers disappearing into my body, pumping them
in and out. I let my eyes flick down to my full breasts, glistening
in the sun as my fingers distended them and my nipple sprang out so
hard and thin and pink.

As my mind and body heated up they heated up
each other, as well, my excitement driven by the sensations of what
I was doing and also simply the daring of it. I'd never done this
outside before, and something in my mind reveled in acting the
nympho.

I let my knees fall so far to the sides the
tendons in my thighs ached, then I drew them up and back against my
body. I did yoga and pilates and had a very lithe and flexible
body. Now I pulled my knees back against my shoulders and worked
first one arm, then the other, around them so they were lodged
under my armpits.

God, this was slutty! This was the kind of
obscene thing I saw on the internet, the kind of thing I was sure
my voyeur neighbor would have loved to see! And the fact he was up
there probably desperately waiting for me to go back on the diving
board again filled me with a strange rush. Oh, where is she, he was
wondering. Was I just laying around by the pool? Was I going to get
up the diving board again?!

Ha!

If only he could imagine what I was
doing!

I could see my pussy so much more closely
here, and my fingers pumped in and out, twisting and turning as
they did. I abandoned my breasts, using my left fingers to rub my
clitoris now as I pumped my three middle fingers in and out of my
glistening little opening.

I reached out to the side table, struck by
another idea, another jolt of excitement. I picked up the bottle of
skin lotion. It was a green plastic bottle that was actually about
the thickness of a pretty thick cock. I slid my fingers out of my
pussy and pushed the small neck into my pussy. I had to twist and
turn and push harder to get the actual body of the thing in, but I
managed.

Then I pushed it slowly, slowly down into my
body, gulping in air and moaning aloud, staring in fascination at
the sight of it as it disappeared, inch by inch. I could feel the
cap as it pushed deeper, much deeper than my fingers. I switched
hands, using my left to push it deeper while my more experienced
right rubbed faster and faster at my clit.

I could feel the orgasm rising within me,
could feel the pressure building, the pleasure growing. I pumped
the bottle slowly in and out, gasping and whimpering as the sexual
heat engulfed my mind and body. Then the orgasm hit and I cried
out, suppressing the sound, lowering it to gurgling whimpers and
moans as my hips bucked up violently against the bottle and my
frantically rubbing fingers.

The orgasm was powerful, much more powerful
than what I usually was able to give myself. I pushed the bottle as
deep as I could, then relaxed, moaning, my fingers still rubbing my
clitoris, but slower as my hips gave a final few convulsive
jerks.

That... was so good!

I groaned and drew the bottle slowly up and
out of my sex, setting it aside and then slowly unfolding my body.
I sighed and lay along the lounger, sex fading from my mind, along
with the old guy next door. Money and career and gigs and work and
my general unhappiness returned.

I slid my hands over my breasts
appreciatively, then got up and walked to the outdoor shower. I let
it rinse over me, then soaped up and rinsed off again to remove the
oil before drying myself and going back inside. I amused myself
with the thought of how the potential employer I was going to
interview with later would have reacted if he'd seen that.

It was... frustrating, I have to admit, to
know how hot and sexy I was, and how eager all these guys would be
about it, but having no real way to take economic advantage of
that. And no, I wasn't going to become a stripper or some kind of
online porn queen.

But to have such a great body and pretty face
and nice hair and not be able to monetize it was deeply annoying
given my lack of success in other areas.
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I was puzzled at the package which arrived a
couple of days later. I mean, I do order a lot of stuff online, and
not all of it can be relied upon to deliver the next day, or even
the same week. But I had no idea what this was. The package was
about a foot long and several inches wide and deep.

No big deal, though. I cut open the outer box
and then slid... a... holy shit... dildo out.

I stared at it in its own inner box. It was
certainly a big one. The box said it was ten inches long, in fact,
and three and a quarter inches in diameter. Now I have a dildo. But
I didn't have anything that looked like this! I opened the box and
took it out, my mouth wide, marveling at the look and texture of
the thing. I almost blushed because it was so fucking real!

“Holy fuck!”

Which was instinctive, but... holy fuck! I
felt it in my hand, astonished. It looked and felt real, right down
to the balls. The balls were kind of spread out along the bottom of
the shaft and merged with the base which went higher. There was a
suction cup there, too.

Now I knew I sure as hell hadn't ordered the
thing, and my mind ran through the people I knew who might have.
Girlfriends might have sent it as a joke. Guys might have sent it
as a come-on if we'd been friends or lovers. Guys who had never
fucked me and never would might send it as an insult.

I pulled the receipt out of the outer box and
my eyes went even wider, first with astonishment, then disbelief.
According to the invoice, the cock in my hand cost eight hundred
dollars! Not counting tax! That was too impossible to be believed!
Who would pay that much for a dildo!? Even one as amazing as
this!?

I'd paid about thirty dollars for the one up
in my bedside table!

The name on the invoice was mine. There was
no other address. I went to my computer and punched in the name of
the company and it brought up a website which was basically all
about super expensive dildos! I googled the company and it was
real! People really did pay that much for dildos!

They must have one hell of a lot of money to
do that! Mind you, this was a hell of a lot of cock!

The first thing which came to mind was to
wonder if I could resell it somewhere. I probably wouldn't get that
much, but maybe I could get like, five hundred? Then, of course,
was wonderment about who would have or could have sent it to me! No
one I knew who could possibly send me this thing had the money for
it. It was way too costly for a joke, a come-on, or even a
taunt.

I have to admit, though, that sliding my hand
over it was turning me on. It really did look and feel like a real
cock. A big one.

But who had sent it!?

Take away my friends, who were mostly in the
same position I was with regard to money, and who did that leave?
Some pervert acquaintance with money. Maybe one of the guys I'd
done work for. There had been a lot of them, after all. And they
all had way more money than me. Maybe they were rich enough to
throw away nearly a thousand bucks for something like this.

Which annoyed me. If they had that much money
to toss away and thought I was so hot why didn't they hire me some
more? I could have used that eight hundred bucks!

I mean, the house accounts were automatically
paid for from my parents' banks. I didn't have to pay anything for
staying here, including rent. I did have to pay for my
internet, cell phone, clothes, transportation, food, toiletries,
and entertainment. That was the deal my parents had made with me,
given I was now an “adult” and out of college.

Eight hundred bucks would have been a pretty
good gig. And some joker had spent it on a fake cock. Geeze. Some
people sure had money!

Or maybe it had simply gone to the wrong
person? Maybe there was another girl somewhere named Tori Sommers
and they'd gotten the zip code mixed up or something. It was
puzzling but I shrugged and put it aside. I figured whoever had
spent that much money on the thing would be letting me know one way
or another before long.

Nothing turned up, though. I didn't get any
teasing emails or notes on my social media pages, no hints that
could only mean one thing, no leering comments or double entendres
that could point to who sent it.

My curiosity about trying it began to wear
away my determination to wait until whoever it was revealed
themselves. Every now and then I took it out of the box to marvel
again at how big, how real, and how expensive it was. But I'm not a
guy. I mean, my interest in sex isn't that huge. I don't masturbate
every day like guys do.

The hot, wicked pleasure of that outside
masturbation, though, especially coming after I'd shown off my body
to the neighbor, had been way more exciting than masturbation
usually was. Of course, the slippery sunscreen (made of all-natural
ingredients) had helped there.

So it wasn't really surprising that the next
time I went outside to enjoy the pool – which was the next boring
day which was sunny and warm – I got a flashback to it.

I did the same as I had before. I did a
cannonball into the pool, swam around, climbed out, dove in again,
then climbed up onto the board naked, being casual and carefree,
letting my peripheral vision scan for his presence in the window.
This time I didn't see him, so felt kind of disappointed.

I still dove in, of course, several times.
Then I went over and spread sunscreen over my body and lay down to
enjoy a little heat.

I wasn't as turned on because I hadn't seen
him. Maybe he was out somewhere on an errand? Still, the memory of
the previous day, and my slick, glistening naked body began to turn
me on anyway. I let my hands slide up and down over the hills and
valleys of my body, pleased at how it looked and felt.

Then I had a sudden jolt as I remembered the
dildo, and thought about using it. Here! Now!

That would be so sick!

Giggling, I went into the house, grabbed the
thing off the table, and scurried back out. My heart was already
beating faster, my pulse racing as I imagined it. It would be like
something out of a porn video!

I stared at it in fascination as I took it
out of the box, then, given its thickness, poured some sunscreen on
it then slid my fingers up and down. It was so real!

I drew my knees up and apart and pressed the
head against my sex, twisting and turning it, feeling the ache
growing as I tried to spread myself wide enough to take it in. It
wasn't easy! I shifted my position, looking around excitedly.

Just off to the side was a kind of outdoor
sofa and chair setup with a low, narrow table between them. I got
up and moved over there, then slapped the base of the dildo down on
the table in the middle, straddled the table, and lowered
myself.

Now it was easy to bring my weight down, and
I kind of rode my weight up and down, up and down a little,
increasing and decreasing the pressure against my opening until
slowly it began to stretch wide. I felt a rush of heat as it slid
aside enough to let the big head push into me.

I moaned, putting my hands flat on the table
now as I sank slowly down. Fuck it was thick! It was the thickest
anything I'd ever had inside me! It ached! But such was the fiery
heat inside me the pain didn't matter!

I sank down as deep as I could, until the
head was jammed into what felt like the back wall of my sex. I
groaned aloud, then began to slowly ride the thing. The feel of my
taut pussy gripping the super realistic cock as I rode up and down
filled me with a wild, churning heat.

It was so hot, so raw and carnal, that I made
up my mind right then and there that I was going to start going out
with new guys again and find one who had a cock like this! I rode
up and down more, wallowing in the rich, dark, delicious sensation
of being utterly filled by a huge, beautiful cock!

The orgasm burst within me and I cried out,
riding desperately up and down. My hand darted to my pussy and my
fingers rubbed frantically at my clitoris, sending the pleasure
exploding higher and making me cry out again and again before
restraining myself.

Oh my God! This thing felt so good! There was
no way I was giving it up!

And even though I'd had an orgasm I was not
ready to quit. That was super, super rare for me. But I had this
big, beautiful, thick cock up inside me and it was still hard! And
I wanted it all inside me! Somehow...

I couldn't squat like I was anymore. My legs
and thighs were aching. It was just a very awkward position. I
gingerly climbed onto the table, hoping my weight wouldn't break
it. I knelt on the narrow table and sank down so I was sitting on
my heels.

Then I started to finger my clitoris again. I
kneaded my breasts and rubbed my clitoris, and rode gently on the
cock, jamming myself down so that the bottom of my pussy kept
pressing against the head. I wanted to force my body to accept it
all!

I had vague memories of middle school health
classes that said that the vagina lengthened when you were aroused,
and I was sure aroused! I rode slowly up and down, lengthening the
strokes just for the sheer erotic excitement of sliding down, down,
down again!

As the heat grew more intense I rode harder,
letting the thing jab at the back of my pussy again and again
until... it slid deeper. Yes! I felt so victorious! I cried out as
I sank down deeper, as that gorgeous, wonderful cock was forced
higher inside me!

I stared down at it as I rode up and down,
gasping and panting and moaning, roughly squeezing my left breast
as I furiously rubbed my clitoris. Another orgasm tore through me,
this one even more intense, and I fought not to scream as the raw
energy of that fantastic climax tore apart my mind.

As the orgasm faded I sank down again,
groaning at the ache, taking it all up inside me.

I looked across the length of the pool and
then laid my head way back for a long moment before bringing it
forward again. I sank down fully, kind of wiggling my hips a bit so
the lips of my sex were rubbing against the base and 'balls' of the
cock, and I felt the head jammed achingly high in my belly.

And that was when I saw the camera.

There was a security camera attached to the
underside of his roof right at the corner, and it was pointed right
at my yard!

I was shocked, my mind frozen! I leaped up
off the table and ran into the house! My mind was practically
gibbering. How long had it been there? What had it seen? Was it
recording!? Had he seen and recorded what I'd just done!? What
about the last time!?

I was mortified! Was he even now in
possession of videos of me masturbating so... obscenely!?

I washed off the sunscreen super fast, got
dressed, and then called the police.

It was NOT a very satisfactory conversation.
It seemed there was actually no law against someone looking at your
yard, even with a security camera. In fact, even if they were
looking at your house, as long as the camera was on their property
it was no different than if they were standing on their property
watching.

The man was sympathetic, but the law allowed
him to see whatever he could see as long as he stayed on his
property.

“Grow your hedges higher in that spot,” he
said.

Which would eventually eliminate the problem,
but it sure didn't do anything about him having videos of me...
masturbating! Not that I was going to tell the cop that!

I did some wild pacing back and forth, some
frantic thinking. I imagined everything from setting fire to his
house to some kind of confrontation where I beat him up! Well,
okay, I couldn't beat him up. But I knew guys who could!

I paced rapidly, trying to think about what
the fuck I was going to do about this. That some guy might have
watched me masturbate – twice – with a dildo should have horrified
me. But I found myself not really caring much. What really bothered
me was the fear he might have a video of it! THAT was what was
important!

I mean, I might have imagined myself a porn
star but I didn't want to be known as one! I could just imagine my
parents or friends seeing them!

After an hour I had exhausted all
possibilities. The only ones which had any plausibility involved
going over there and confronting him myself, or somehow breaking in
and hoping I could delete the videos – if I could find them.

I had that interview still coming up. I
considered canceling it, given I had a hard time thinking about
anything other than this. But this one had approached me, and it
was offering a longer-term gig at a nice rate. I didn't want to
blow that. Maybe I'd need it on my resume when I ran away from home
so I wouldn't have to look anyone in the face again!

I sighed and got dressed nicely, tried to do
my hair, and then logged onto the server. A logo came up, with a
countdown. I checked my own clock and saw I was a couple of minutes
early. I waited, trying to think about the likely answers to likely
questions rather than my humiliation. The guy I was interviewing
with was named Austin McDonald. I wondered if he was from Texas or
something.

Then the logo faded and a man's image came
up. He was good looking, with a squarish face, short hair, and a
light beard. He had broad shoulders under an obviously expensively
tailored suit.

It was him!

I stared at him in disbelief while he gazed
back, an ironic look on his face.

I finally panicked and closed the conference
software down. Then I stared at the screen again, then panicked and
opened the conference software again, cursing impatiently while it
loaded and started up. I called the same address and found the logo
again, then stared at it, hardly daring to breathe.

It faded and there he was again.

“I suspected you'd be calling back. Problem
with the software?” he asked.

He had a deep voice. And was quite calm.

Could I be mistaken!? No, it was him! I
hadn't seen him up close but... but this was him!

“Tori Sommers, I believe,” he said.

I felt my face burning, and apparently, he
noticed.

“It looks like you've been spending a bit too
much time in the sun, Ms. Sommers,” he said.

I glowered fiercely. “You... you... you...
pervert!” I screamed.

“Am I?”

“You know you are! You voyeur!”

“Hmm. I don't believe I've broken any laws.
I'm permitted to look at anything I wish to from my own
property.”

I glared furiously at him.

“Besides, the definition of 'pervert' would
be someone whose sexual preferences and interests are far from the
norm, is it not? I would wager that any heterosexual male in my
place would have done pretty much as I've done. Don't you
agree?”

“You put up a camera to spy on me!”

“Well, no. I have cameras on all four corners
of the house for security purposes.”

“That one is pointing at my back yard!”

“Yes, they can be moved by a little joystick
here if I see something of interest. You are definitely of
interest.”

“Bastard!'

“My parents were safely married long before I
was born, Ms. Sommers. In any event, I have a proposition for
you.”

“No!”

“You haven't heard it yet,” he said
mildly.

“You want to fuck me!” I shouted.

“Well... doesn't every man? I mean, except
for the gay ones? That wasn't the proposition, though.”

“Do you have videos of me!?”

“Ah, so that's your concern. I suppose I do.
But I'm more than willing to erase them.”

“Uh-huh. And what do I have to do for you to
do that?” I demanded angrily, knowing what he'd said.

“Well, nothing. I can see it bothers you so
I'll simply call up the system and delete those parts which have
recordings of you.”

“Oh sure, and I don't have to do anything for
you?!”

“No. If you're suggesting I blackmail you,
probably with a demand for sex, then no. I don't work like
that.”

“Oh right!” I said in angry disbelief.

“Ms. Sommers. Look at me.”

He waved his arms at himself.

“I'm a multi-millionaire and I look like
this. Do you honestly think I have trouble finding dates? Do you
think I haven't had lots of beautiful girls throwing themselves at
me my entire life? I don't need to blackmail anyone. I consider
that to be... unethical really doesn't describe it, despicable,
actually. I would never do such a thing.”

“But you still looked at me!”

“Well, yeah, I'm a guy,” he said.

Which, I had to admit, was a point. Any guy
would have.

“You're a gorgeous young woman with a
fantastic body and a beautiful face. Did you expect me to hide my
eyes away so my purity wasn't damaged by the lustful thoughts your
naked body brought to mind?”

I shrugged sulkily.

“And let's have a little honesty here, Ms.
Sommers. You knew very well my office is in this window.”

“I did not!”

He raised an eyebrow. “You could hardly miss
it. Every time you get up on the diving board you can see the
window over the top of the hedges. And since my desk is here I'm
right next to it. Don't even try to tell me you never saw me.”

I flushed anew.

“I figured you either didn't care – some
girls are carefree enough to be like that – or you enjoyed the fact
you were being watched. Just as so many of us guys are voyeurs at
heart so too are so many beautiful women exhibitionists at
heart.”

“I am not an exhibitionist!” I said
hotly.

“Not to the point of being obsessed, perhaps,
but I've never met a beautiful young woman who didn't enjoy
being... appreciated.”

I pursed my lips angrily. “So if you're not
going to blackmail me why did you set up this fake interview?” I
demanded.

“Who said it was fake? My company hires
temporary IT and Marketing people all the time. It would be
convenient for me to have one right next door.”

“Especially one that looks like me, right?” I
said sarcastically.

“The thought did enter my mind. But I doubt
I'm the only male who's hired you with that in mind. And I doubt
you're naive enough not to know that.”

God damn it! Was he a mind reader!?

“We pay higher rates because we want
experienced people and prefer to hire locally. Now, you're not that
experienced. That's a mark against you. But your proximity to me is
a plus, as is your beautiful face and body.”

I flushed again.

“Am I being too blunt? I'm sure none of the
others who hired you ever mentioned it. Probably acted like it
never even crossed their minds. Do you think it never crossed their
minds, Ms. Sommers?”

I glared at him silently, refusing to
answer.

“Look, life is rough when you're starting
out,” he said. “I don't blame you for using your looks. I
would.”

“I do not use my looks!” I said.

He snorted in disbelief. “You're supposed to
be very knowledgeable about marketing techniques, Sommers. Don't
tell me you ignore them when selling your own work. Sex sells.
That's just a fact of life. Are you some kind of ideologue or are
you a realist?”

'You don't see me wearing a low cut top or
something, do you!?”

“That would be crude. But you do present
yourself quite attractively. That sweater isn't too tight but it's
form-fitting – on purpose, I suspect.”

I felt my face heating again in a combination
of frustration and embarrassment.

“Of course, it doesn't do justice to what's
underneath it. Your breasts are simply gorgeous,” he said.

OMG!

“Fuck you!”

“That wasn't meant as an insult or an attempt
to taunt you,” he said mildly. “It was simply the bald truth. You
must be aware of it. You weren't embarrassed about my seeing you on
the diving board because you're quite proud of your body. Now then,
this job pays at the rate of two thousand per week.”

I was actually reaching for the mouse to cut
him off when he said that, embarrassed and angry about him talking
about my body. I hesitated.

“Why so much?” I demanded suspiciously.

“What you're really asking is if that
includes sex with the boss. No, it does not,” he said. “I'm going
to send you a package. It's sort of a test. Tell me what you'd do
for me. You have twenty-four hours. If I'm satisfied with your work
you'll be hired on for an initial two week term. If your work is
acceptable during that period we'll move you to determinate
status.

“De... what?”

It means we'll keep you on a sort of retainer
basis. The next step from that would be, if you work out very well,
indeterminate status. Which you would probably translate into
'permanent'.

I felt a jolt at that word. It wasn't one
offered to people like me.

“And none of this requires that I sleep with
anyone?”

“Nope. Although if after further acquaintance
with me you decide you find me irresistibly sexy I won't turn you
down.”

“Don't hold your breath,” he said.

“Certainly not. Now that would be
perverted.”
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Of course, I had no proof he'd deleted the
videos. But how could I? Even if he let me come in and look at his
computer I couldn't tell. I mean, I could find it if it was there,
but it could easily have already been downloaded to a portable
drive or uploaded to the cloud.

But he seemed... rational and not... well...
not like a lecherous scumbag. He was certainly right that a guy who
looked like him with a body like his didn't have to force women to
have sex any more than I had to force men.

I was still furious that he'd seen me, but he
was also right that any guy would have looked. And he was right
that I'd known he was looking. Then I gasped, suddenly realizing
something. It was probably him that sent me that fucking dildo!
That bastard!

But there didn't seem to be anything I could
do other than stay out of the back yard – or at least wear a
swimsuit until the hedge grew taller.

He wasn't as old as I'd thought, either. Or
at least, he didn't look old. He probably looked pretty damned good
naked, too. I was sure he wanted me. Of course, all guys do. But
he'd seen me completely naked. Worse, he'd seen me masturbating in
the most obscene and obvious ways! God! I had put on such a show
for him! Twice!

Just thinking about it made my face heat up
again.

But as embarrassing as that was, it kind of
removed a certain level of... anxiety that I usually had with guys.
You know, about letting them see me naked for the first time. I
mean, you know, first kiss, then first petting, then...

Anyway, I was unsure what to do. I did feel
relieved because he seemed like the kind of guy who would, even if
he had video, keep it to himself. He seemed... mature, for want of
a better term. He didn't seem like the kind of salivating
adolescent male pig who'd be spreading such videos and pictures
over the internet just to brag.

The test he'd arranged arrived and I opened
it and examined the requirements. It seemed fairly easy, at first.
Then I realized it was a bit more tricky. I was doubtful about
working for him, and kept arguing with myself about it, but I also
worked on an internet marketing plan for him.

Maybe I'd get money out of it, maybe not.
Maybe this was all a complicated effort to get into my pants. If
so, well, I could just say no. Besides... he was kind of hot. It's
not like it would be a fate worse than death...

I mean, I'd never slept with a guy as old as
him. As good-looking and rich and old as he was he must have had a
lot of experience. Did that make him a lot better than the other
guys I'd slept with? Maybe.

I sent the test in and then waited. The next
day my cell phone rang with an unknown name. I picked it up and
answered it professionally – since I routinely gave out my cell to
prospective clients.

“Tori Sommers,” I said.

“Ms. Sommers,” a deep male voice said.

I felt my face flush at once.

“Uhm, yes,” I said.

“I've reviewed your initial suggestions. I
like them, though I'd like to have you examine some of our previous
efforts to get a handle on our style.”

“Sure.”

“I have a contract here if you'd like to come
sign it.”

I gulped. Go over there!? See him in person!?
What if he was a sicko and locked me in his basement!?

“I promise not to drag you down to my
basement dungeon to torture you,” he said.

Damnit! Was he reading my mind again!?

“I'm not scared,” I said boldly.

“Good. Ten minutes.”

I stared at the phone after he hung up, then
ran to my closet to put on something professional. And completely
unsexy!

I wound up wearing a skirt down to my ankles,
a shirt with a blazer over it, and pulling my hair back into a
severe bun. Then when I looked at myself in the mirror I thought –
shit. He'll just laugh at me. He'll know exactly what I'm doing and
why. He'll give me a knowing look, or an amused look or something
else like that, like the kind an adult gives a silly child.

I'm not a silly child and I didn't want him
thinking I was acting like one!

I stripped and put on a pair of dress pants
and a tighter shirt, then let my hair loose and brushed it before
going over. My heart was beating rapidly as I walked up his walk,
and my face was already heating up before he answered the door.

He opened it and raised an eyebrow. “Ms.
Sommers. We meet at last,” he said.

I glared at him but he simply backed away and
ushered me inside.

“Follow me,” he said as he casually headed up
a beautiful, winding staircase.

I hesitated but remembered he'd said his
office was upstairs. I took a deep breath, then followed him up,
wary and uncertain. Maybe he was a crazed killer after all.

He led me down a wide corridor, then into a
corner bedroom. Only it had been converted to an office. A
beautiful office, with lots of heavy, dark male type of furniture.
The desk was a monster, and it sat right next to the window, just
as he'd said. It was an L-shaped monster, though, so when he sat
behind it I took a seat across the desk from him.

My face was hot but he was all business. He
started sliding papers over the desk for me to sign, and as usual,
they had lots of small print in tiny paragraphs. I just signed
them. I mean, who reads all that stuff anyway? Every new software
package had stuff like that, and I never read that either.

He gave me copies of everything I signed,
then sat back, looking at me with a smile.

I fought not to drop my eyes but couldn't
stop blushing.

“Do you trust me, Ms. Sommers?”

“Not especially,” I said warily.

“Good. You shouldn't. So why didn't you read
the contract?”

I shrugged uncomfortably.

“Would you care to go to Clause
Fourteen?”

I blinked, then looked down. I flipped the
first page back and went to the clause he mentioned, then stared at
it in confusion as I read. It promised my soul to Satan as well as
allowing him to sacrifice my firstborn child on an altar.

I stared up from the contract, mouth open and
he laughed softly.

“You really should read contracts before
signing them.”

“Is this a joke!?”

“Sort of. It always amuses me when it works.
And it usually does. But it's also a learning experience. Not for
me, for you. Care to examine Clause Sixteen?”

Clause Sixteen said that all jobs when
completed, must be presented to him in person while wearing a black
thong bikini.

I flushed hotly and he grinned.

“Always know what you're signing,” he
said.

I tore up the contract and he shook his head
and held his aloft.

“Yeah, try enforcing that in court.”

He chuckled softly. “I suppose we can strike
out Clause Fourteen.”

He put the paper down, crossed his pen
through it, and then added his initials.

“I'd do the same for yours but you don't seem
to have a good copy. Would you like another?”

“I don't think you're funny,” I grumbled.

“I amuse me, and that's really all that
matters since I'm the boss.”

He turned to his computer, then printed out a
new copy, without that clause.

“Don't forget the other one,” I said, face
red.

His eyes widened. “Why would I remove that
one? I like that one.”

“I don't!”

“But you look very good in a black thong
bikini. And you're quite proud of that.”

I flushed more deeply and glared.

“Be kind of hard suing you over it, I admit,”
he said with a grin. “Now let's have a look at some of our previous
internet marketing efforts.”

There was a large flat screen on the wall and
it lit up with the company logo. Then he was all business, going
over various efforts they'd made, explaining the target audience
and where future efforts were headed. I had to shake off my
embarrassment and pay attention. It was complicated and I needed to
remember it all.

Two grand a week was pretty good for someone
with my resume. And if he was going to keep to that, regardless of
his motives, then I wanted the work.

The work talk did start to make me feel more
comfortable around him, though. But I couldn't forget for a moment
that he'd seen me, nor that he was a big, powerfully built man.
When he finished he shut down the flat screen and waited for
questions. I gave him some, but then trailed off because... what I
really wanted to ask was... difficult.

“So uh, you really deleted those videos?” I
asked.

“Yes,” he said with determination.

Then he smiled slightly. “Was sorry to do so
but right is right.”

I flushed.

“Now, if you'll get to work on that project
we can see if you've grasped the tone of our marketing outreach
efforts.”

“I think I have.”

He nodded. “Now, I have an online meeting
soon.”

I took the hint and got up. He saw me down
the stairs, with me feeling squirmy and uncertain the whole time.
Only when we reached the door and I had stepped outside did I work
up the courage to ask my final question. It was more of an
accusation, though.

“You sent me that... that.. package, didn't
you!” I said, glaring.

“I admit nothing,” he said. “Good day, Ms.
Sommers.”

He closed the door, which was admission
enough!

But since I was talking about a giant dildo I
was just as glad to not have to face him any longer just then. I
went back to my place, still feeling squirmy and embarrassed and
uncertain.

Though after spending more than an hour with
him I didn't have as much fear or anxiety as I once had. He
seemed... okay.

I couldn't help wondering what sex with him
would be like. I suspected it would not be like most of the sex I'd
had up to then.

I tossed the contract on the table and then
suddenly remembered. I opened it and checked. Clause Sixteen was
still there.

I snorted, not for a moment thinking he would
try to enforce it. But... the idea was... kind of... well...
Imagining myself showing up and being in his office in my thong
bikini tightened my chest and kind of took my breath away.

See, the idea of me and him... fooling
around, had been growing in my head. Once I got over most of my
initial embarrassment it had been impossible not to think of it. He
was a good looking man, after all, with what looked like a powerful
body. He was smart, successful, and confident – not the kind of guy
who took shit from people. And I found that attractive.

It was just that I'd never considered, I mean
seriously considered the idea of sex with someone who was likely
twice my age. If he was around my age I'd find him super hot. I
liked how he moved, spoke, and acted – all except that camera
thing. But honesty forced me to admit any guy I'd ever met would
have done the same.

I mean, I'm pretty fucking hot. Guys like to
look at me. And I had teased him. He was right about that.
He was right about my knowing he was watching. Which messed up the
'voyeur pervert' thing a bit. Well, except all guys were voyeurs
and perverts...

He hadn't had a ring on. Did he live in that
big house all alone? The idea, frankly, of having a grown man as a
sort of fuck-buddy, and him being right next door was... well,
intriguing.

I changed and then started in on the project.
He'd emailed me a number of files and I did my best to familiarize
myself with his company's style. It was an investment company. It
had mutual funds and investment plans and ETFs (whatever those
were) for clients.

So first I had to do some homework on what
all this stuff was and learn something about investing. I mean, at
present I knew pretty close to nothing about investments. You need
to have excess money to invest and I never had. My parents probably
had some but that wasn't the sort of thing we'd ever talked
about.

I did some research on that, looked at the
web sites of a variety of investment companies, then got back to
the files he'd sent on his company and their plans. All of that
took hours, and then I gave up and made myself something to
eat.

I went downstairs after dinner and flicked
through all the feeds to the projection screen system. My parents
had cable as well as streaming services like Netflix and Amazon
Prime so there was a ton of stuff on. I flicked from one thing to
another with my tablet next to me so I could communicate with
friends.

I posted that I had gotten another gig and
that this one paid really well, and got lots of congratulations.
Nobody had heard of his company, which wasn't surprising. None of
my friends knew anything about investing either. And it wasn't like
his company was one of the giants anyway.

It was late in the evening I suddenly
remembered that fucking dildo. I'd left it outside when I'd jumped
up and run inside. It would still be there, sticking to the table.
I bit my lip, uncertain what to do about it. I mean, obviously it
couldn't stay there. Eventually, my family would return. But if I
removed it would he notice tomorrow morning it was gone and then
think I had used it?

A part of me cringed at the thought. A part
of me got angry at him, indignant and embarrassed. And a part of me
didn't mind the thought of him thinking that because it would be
kind of like... teasing him again, sort of.

I sighed and went upstairs. It was dark out
and I hadn't turned on the back lights. I turned off the lights
inside and then slipped quietly out back, grabbed the thing, and
jerked it up off the table before scurrying back inside.

Fuck, this thing was so realistic. I could
only look at it, feel it in my hand, and shake my head. He'd spent
over eight hundred bucks on this just to send to me anonymously.
That said he was either a super pervert or super-rich. Or both. I
mean, that was a ton of money to me but it didn't sound like it was
much of anything to him.

It was impossible to ignore it. It reignited
my thoughts about McDonald. What was he doing tonight? Was he
alone, maybe looking at videos on his own big-screen TV? Maybe
including the ones of me!? Was he looking at them and masturbating?
I flushed at the thought, but only half with embarrassment. Half of
me was kind of turned on by the thought.

I realized I was being shallow as fuck. I
mean, if he was a chubby bald guy with a big nose I wouldn't be
thinking this at all. Then again, if I was a chubby, bald fat girl
he'd never have bothered to look. Probably would have closed the
curtains. So it wasn't like I was a terrible person.

So yes, as I went to bed, I couldn't help
masturbating myself, and yes, I did it to fantasies of him and me,
some of them very romantic, some of them more like... I don't know,
like those bra-busting romances I used to read. You know the ones,
with the big, tough soldier or knight or other guy in a castle
roughly seducing the fair maiden.

Because there was sure no doubt in my mind
that if we had sex he'd be in charge!

I used the dildo. How could I not? And the
next morning when I had my shower, I used it again, sticking it on
the granite bench in the big shower and riding up and down on it
while I imagined riding McDonald instead.

I took to using that expensive cock every
day, in fact, as I worked on the project. I adored how long and
thick it was, and how it ached so deliciously and made me feel so
full when it was deep inside me. Not all my fantasies were about
MacDonald, but an awful lot of them were simply because the thought
of it filled me with this strange, wild sense of anticipation, of
the unexplored. What would it be like with a man like him!?

Anyway, I put in a lot of hours on the
project. When I was finally finished, I emailed him to tell him I
was done and then waited anxiously for his response, hoping he
approved. What I got back, several hours later was a single
line.

Come see me.

My chest tightened and I felt a sudden rush
of swirly confusion, anxiety and... anticipation.

Then I got another one.

Don't forget the bikini.

I sucked in my breath and my face colored. I
felt even more anxiety, even more anticipation. But also
indignation. That wasn't funny! He shouldn't joke about... stuff...
like that. Of course, it was even more outrageous if he wasn't
joking!

I debated what to wear. Something super
prudish, with my hair pulled back, and my glasses, of course. That
would show him. But did I want to show him? Or did I want him to
think I was sexy? Wouldn't taunting him with what he couldn't have
be better?

No, no, I thought. that's how I got into this
mess in the first place!

But this wasn't the same! This was just... a
nice outfit.

I compromised. I wore a casual outfit; jeans
and a tank top. The latter showed a little bit of my smooth, tanned
belly. And it was also reasonably tight across the chest without
being slutty or obvious. Then I hesitated, and just for my own smug
satisfaction, I decided to remove my underwear and put on my black
bikini. He'd never know I had it on anyway.

Besides, technically, it would meet the
requirement of the contract! I laughed when I thought of that.
That'd show him!

Without showing him a thing – if you get my
drift.

I went over to his place, feeling almost
jovial about that, and rang the bell. I waited, looking around at
the front yard, and wondering what the back yard was like. Did he
have a pool? There'd been a lot of construction over here and there
could be anything out back.

The door opened and I gulped, face
flushed.

“Uhm, hi,” I said.

“Ms. Sommers. Come in.”

I was a bit disappointed he didn't mention
the bikini but followed him and we went upstairs. He didn't sit
behind his desk but sat in front of the monitor in one of the
chairs there, and guided me into another one.

“So let's go over what I like and what needs
improvement.”

I gulped, brought back to Earth.

“Oh, but first, I seem to recall Clause
Sixteen said you had to present your work in a black thong bikini,”
he said, very matter-of-factly.

I snorted and blushed. I was both embarrassed
and amused since I had him on this.

“Oh, I'm wearing it,” I said. “It's under my
clothes.”

He raised his eyebrow. “Really?”

“Of course! I always go by what the contract
says!” I said a trifle smugly.

I even reached down to my hip and tugged one
of the thin black strings of my bikini into view.

“Ah, then you'll recall Clause
Twenty-Four.”

I stared at him uncertainly. “Clause
Twenty-Four?”

“You still didn't read the whole thing, did
you?” he asked in amusement.

“Uhm...”

He reached over and pulled the contract from
his desk and then handed it to me.

I frowned at him, then flipped to the second
page and down to the near the bottom.

With regard to C.24, the bikini must be worn
with no other articles of clothing.

“Oh come on!”

“You really should read your contracts,
Sommers.”

“They're all the same!”

“Evidently not.”

I scowled.

He sat back in his chair and smirked at
me.

“Let's see the rest of that bikini,” he
said.

I felt my chest tightening again, not because
I feared he'd make me, but because I was seriously considering
doing it! And what would come after that!? I had a pretty fair
idea!

“If I have to be in a bathing suit shouldn't
you be too?” I demanded.

“That's not in the contract.”

I snorted.

We looked at each other, and I felt my heart
thumping wildly. I could do this in a bikini and then nothing else
would happen. I could just... tease him some more.

“You did say you always abide by the
contract, didn't you?”

I scowled, then acted more annoyed than I
was.

“Fine!”

I reached down and peeled my tank top up and
off.

“Perve!” I said.

I stood up and undid my jeans and then slid
them down my legs. I had to untie my shoes to take them off, and my
pulse was racing as I did it. I mean, I was facing him, leaning
over, and I was sure he was staring at my tits!

I pulled my pants off and then sat back
upright, trying to act casual, like my heart wasn't pounding.

“Very nice,” he said.

“I'm glad you approve,” I said in a haughty
voice.

“How could I fail to approve? You have a
fantastic body and you're beautiful, as well. Now, let's go over
this project.”

And that was exactly what he did. I felt
flustered. I had expected him to try to seduce me now, but he
largely ignored that I was in a bikini except when his eyes slid
over me – which was fairly often. He seemed to have no trouble
focusing on the project but I wasn't as good at it.

“... so overall this is very good,” he said.
“Only a half dozen small items need changing, and one larger
one.”

“I can have this done in, well, probably by
the end of the day,” I said.

“But it was due now,” he said quietly.

“Uhm... well – .”

“Clause 29 comes into play at this
point.”

“Wh-what's in Clause 29?”

He silently handed over the contract
again.

In the event of work not being submitted on
time and to the satisfaction of Party A, Party B will submit to a
bare-bottom spanking which will not exceed ten spanks for each day
late.”

I stared at it with my mouth open then jerked
my head up to see his amusement.

How many freaking pervert clauses did you
stick into this contract?” I demanded.

“You should read it someday and then you'll
know.”

“Well, you can just forget it!”

“You always abide by the contract,” he
said.

I wasn't entirely faking my sense of
indignation, but there was also a rush of something... dark inside.
A kind of crackling sexual electricity over … possibilities. Over
what might happen – if I let it! Let's face it, I'd been working
hard for a week, and the only outlet, aside from movies and my
social media had been fucking myself while thinking about the nasty
things he might do to me!

“Across my lap, Ms. Sommers,” he said
sternly.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


“You really are a pervert!” I exclaimed.

“You wouldn't violate our contract, would
you?”

“What does your wife thinking about you
wanting to spank girls?”

“My ex-wife was spanked quite a bit in her
time.”

“Which is probably why she's ex!”

“Actually, no, she liked it.”

“Oh right.”

“Don't worry, Ms. Sommers, this will hurt me
more than it will you.”

“Oh, I bet!”

I stood up indignantly. “Forget it.”

“You did agree to it.”

“I didn't read it!”

“Silly of you.”

He reached for my hand and took it. He held
it firmly but not so firmly I couldn't have jerked free. There was
something... my mind was swirling and churning. But I could NOT
just... just agree even if I wanted to! What kind of a spineless
slut would I be? No, I had to at least pretend to refuse.

Which, I think he sensed. Was the bastard
reading my mind again!?

He pulled me towards him, not quickly, giving
me time to pull away if I tried. I did jerk back, but... not
hard.

My entire body was thrumming with sexual
pressure by then, and when he pulled me across his lap I gasped and
then yelped as I came down across his lap! Holy God!

I screamed as I felt him grip the thin string
of the thong and then yank it down! OMG!

“Wait!” I squealed.

His big right hand settled on my bare butt! I
gasped as his fingers caressed it.

“Yes? You had some special request, Ms.
Sommers?” he asked.

“I-I... you... this... this isn't...”

His hand came off my bottom and then landed
again, harder.

Crack!

“Ahh!” I cried. “That hurt!”

“Yes, well, spankings do tend to hurt. That's
the point.

Crack!

“It teaches naughty girls to behave.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Teaches them some self-discipline.”

Crack!

I yelped again, twisting in his grip. He
reached up to steady me firmly across him as I stared down at the
floor below me.

Crack!

“Mister... McDonald!” I cried.

“Yes, Ms. Sommers? Something you'd like to
discuss?”

The skin over my bottom was starting to heat
up, and his hand was now kneading my buttocks!

“You... this is... perverted!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That depends on one's morals and
standards.”

“It's perverted by anyone's standards!” I
gasped.

“Nonsense. I'm sure the overwhelming number
of men would find it perfectly acceptable.”

As he said that his fingers slid down and
gripped my thigh to pull me more firmly into place again. His hand
was quite big and strong, but it also gripped me high up, so that
the side of his hand pressed firmly against my very naked
pussy!

A jolt of dark heat swept through me!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Agh! Owww!”

“It's incumbent upon me to mentor you so you
don't make similar mistakes in the future,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! That's more than ten!” I cried.

“Is it? If you look at Clause 30 it says that
it is the responsibility of Party B to count each spank as it is
made. The spank doesn't count towards your punishment until it is
acknowledged by Party B, you see.”

“What!? But... but... that hurt!”

Crack!

“Then you should start counting,
Sommers.”

Crack!

“Aloud.”

“Fuck!”

“Foul language is not permitted, Sommers. In
fact, it calls for further penalties.”

“Wh-what... further... penalties!?” I gasped
breathlessly.

His hand slid down off my butt and was now
'adjusting' my position again, which again brought the side of his
hand in full contact with my naked sex!

Crack!

“That's to be determined by Party-A depending
on the severity of the violation of the agreement.”

“You are so full of shit!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“What a foul mouth you have, Sommers.”

My bottom was starting to burn, and I twisted
and squirmed as his hand came down again.

“Besides, until you start counting, your
first punishment hasn't even begun,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Stop!” I cried.

“Yes? You have something else to say?

His hand slid right down between my quivering
buttocks and suddenly it was cupping my entire sex!

Whatever I might have been about to say died
as my mind felt the shock of that touch!

“You seem to be quite... moist down here,
Sommers. I understand that sort of thing might make it difficult
for you to focus your thinking.”

His middle fingers were stroking up and down
the line of my sex as he spoke, and then one big, thick finger
pushed slowly into my pussy!

I shuddered and moaned as it twisted and
turned and pushed deeper.

“Very tight,” he said. “Tight and moist and
ready for its... punishment,” he said.

His finger pulled out and then pushed back
in, but this time it was even thicker. I gurgled dazedly as a huge
storm of sensation and excitement swept through me, my legs jerking
spastically as I felt his fingers against my clitoris. It must be
his thumb inside me, I thought dazedly. And his thumb was as big as
some of the guys I'd fucked! Now he pushed it into me to the
knuckle as his other fingers casually rubbed my clitoris!

I shuddered and moaned, then felt another
wild rush as his other hand undid the straps to my bra and it came
free! His other hand moved to my right breast, squeezing firmly as
his thumb pumped in my pussy and his fingers rubbed my
clitoris.

The wild rush of shocked excitement was
accompanied by a terrific sense of confusion, uncertainty, anxiety,
and no small embarrassment, but the excitement, the heat won out.
My body fairly trembled with the building sexual pressure even as I
gulped in air and tried to figure out what to do.

“Oh! Ungh! Ungh!” I gasped as his big thumb
thrust into me.

But it was the way his fingers were rubbing
my clitoris which was sending a flood of liquid pleasure up through
my body. My legs kicked and flailed helplessly as my hips began to
grind back against his fingers.

Crack!

“Ah!” I cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Naughty girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!” I whined.

“Bad girls need to be punished.”

Crack!

“That way they can be turned into good
girls”

His hand slid up and down my spine, then
under my ribs, and cupped and fondled my breast.

“Gorgeous tits on you, Sommers.”

I shuddered as his fingers kneaded my
throbbing breast.

“Now are you sorry for using foul
language?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Hmm? Are you?”

Crack!

“Ah! Yes! Yes!” I cried.

Crack!

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

His hand slid up my spine again and kneaded
my breast once more.

“You're a very wet little girl,” he said as
his thumb stroked in and out.

His fingers found my nipple and twisted
it.

“Hmm, your nipple is quite hard, too. You
must get aroused very easily, Sommers.”

I couldn't keep still. My body kept squirming
and twisting, my hips rolling up against him as the heat swept
through me. I felt... feverish, and fixated on the wild, churning
rush of pleasure as it carried me up towards the peak.

“Are you going to come, Sommers? Hmm? Are you
going to come on my fingers, bad girl?”

I did. The rush of pleasure became a flood
that made me cry out, again and again, my hips bucking violently
back at his thumb and fingers as the orgasm sent heat and pleasure
exploding through my body and mind. It was an incredible orgasm! It
was way more intense than any of the others I'd had lately, and I'd
had a lot lately!

My whole body undulated, my hips rolling up,
my head thrashing, my feet pawing at the floor on the other side of
the chair as the pleasure tore apart my mind. It went on and on,
like a hurricane, battering my senses, sending my mind spinning in
endless, dazed wonder as I jammed myself back against his fingers
again and again!

Gradually, the insanity faded and my body
went still except for some trembling and twitching. I felt his
fingers sliding out of me. Then he kind of lifted me and rolled me
over. He gripped my arms and pulled me up into a sitting position
across his thighs.

“Put your hands behind your neck, Sommers,”
he said.

That confused me. What? Why?

His left hand slid up and gathered in my
hair, then pulled it back.

I gasped in pain, my head forced back, and
reached up and back to grab at his wrist. He released my hair and
instead gripped my hands, then pinned my wrists together.

“Wh-what are... what are you doing?” I
panted.

“Whatever I want, of course. You work for me.
I'm the boss.”

“What?”

He gathered in my hair again, pinning a thick
mass of it against my wrists, then pulled once more to force my
head back.

“Lovely,” he said.

I stared at him as he stared at my breasts. I
watched him raise his right hand and cup my left breast, squeezing
gently.

His hand slid up and down my body, slowly,
caressing me, exploring me.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

I... did, but... it was weird! I mean, he
wasn't asking, he was telling. You know what I mean?

His fingers slid along the line of my sex,
caressed my thighs, then slid up again to fondle my breast.

“I think you should make all presentations of
your work naked from now on,” he said as he leaned in to lick, and
then suck on the center of my left breast.

His fingers slid back down and his index
finger pushed into me, followed by his ring finger. They were long
and thick and I moaned as they felt them pushing up high.

“Nice hot, tight little pussy on you,” he
said.

Again I felt weird the way he said it. It
wasn't like he was complimenting me so much as simply making an
observation, like you'd make about a car or a cow or some other
thing you were examining.

And why was he holding my wrists up and back
anyway? I felt strangely... helpless like this.

His fingers slid out of me and then rose and
slid along my lower lip before pushing into my mouth. I was
startled, but... what was I to do?

“Suck,” he ordered.

I sucked on his fingers, belatedly recalling
they'd just come out of my pussy.

“Lick them.”

I flushed but did as he pumped them slowly in
and out and locked eyes with mine.

He slid his fingers out, then pushed them in
again, then slid them out and rubbed them along my lips before
pushing them in again.

“Hot little slut,” he said.

His fingers slid down and rubbed at my
clitoris.

“Are you a hot, little slut, Sommers?”

“No,” I gulped.

“No?”

“I'm not a slut!”

His fingers rose again even as his other hand
jerked my head back more.

“You should say no sir,” he said as his
fingers pinched my nipple.

“Ow! Don't!”

“No sir,” he said.

“I... ow!”

“No sir,” he said in the same tone.

“No, sir!”

“Better,” he said.

His pinching fingers rolled my aching nipple
between them.

“So you say you're not a slut, hmm?”

“No... sir,” I gulped.

“Why not? Don't you like sex?”

“I... yes.”

He pinched my nipple again.

“Yes sir,” he said sternly.

“Ow! Yes, sir!”

“I know you like the feel of a big cock
sliding into your hungry little pussy. I've seen you riding
one.”

I flushed and my mind squirmed again.

“You like having a big cock inside you, don't
you, Sommers?”

He slapped my breast and I gasped in shock
more than pain.

“Answer.”

“Yes!” I exclaimed.

He pinched my nipple.

“Yes sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir! Ow, fuck!”

“Did you just swear, Sommers?”

“I but... but you – !”

He flipped me over just like that and before
I could say a thing his hand slapped down sharply and stingingly
against my bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't! Ow! Quit it!”

“Are you going to stop swearing?”

“Ow! Yes!”

My ass was starting to burn fiercely!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You forgot to say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!”

He flipped me over again, handling my body as
easily as if I weighed nothing.

“Hands behind your neck,” he ordered.

“But... what are – ?”

“Do you want another spanking?”

I gulped and put my hands behind my neck, and
he pinned them there with a chunk of my hair, then forced my head
back sharply. I gasped in pain as he leaned in and began to suck
and lick and then chew on my nipples and breasts! His other hand
rubbed my clitoris, then slipped into me, pumping in and out as his
thumb rubbed my clit.

He pulled his mouth back, and my nipples
burned and crackled with energy.

“You want my cock inside you, don't you,
Sommers,” he said.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

Whaaat!?

“Do it,” he said, pinching my nipple.

“Please... fuck me... sir!”

This was so freaky weird!

I shuddered as his fingers pushed up inside
me again. I was sopping! And I felt like I was burning up down
there as his fingers pumped in and out. My clit was throbbing again
as his thumb stroked against it. But the real source of the heat
was this wild, insane, bewildering... whatever it was!

I mean, I sort of recognized he was playing
some sort of... sex game, I guess. But I had no experience with
that sort of thing. None of the guys I'd had sex with had been into
doing anything more than fucking me.

He suddenly jerked my head forward instead of
back, and then leaned in and kissed me. It was a wild, passionate,
hungry kiss filled with determination. His lips locked onto mine
and he slid them liquidly against mine, his tongue darting out,
dipping and stroking as he held me in place.

Now some kisses are good, and a lot of kisses
are bad. This kiss was super-charged! He really knew how to kiss a
girl! Despite the fingers rubbing my clitoris and pumping inside me
I found more and more of my attention being drawn to the kiss, as
his hungry mouth threatened to ravish me!

It was a kiss that makes you go 'wow!' even
as you're being kissed.

He pulled back, leaving me faintly
breathless.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient little
girl?” he asked sternly.

Huh?

“Answer me.”

“I... yes,” I said uncertainly.

He pinched my nipple.

“Ow! Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Disrespectful girls get spanked a lot. Or
worse, strapped. Do you want a strapping, Sommers?”

“N-No, sir!” I gasped.

“Are you going to obey my orders?”

What?!

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“You are going to get on all fours on the
carpet, right there. Now.”

He released my hands and pushed me forward
and I slid off him onto the floor.

“There,” he said, pointing a few feet
away.

Baffled, but also filled with a dark heat, I
crawled a few feet forward and then looked over my shoulder.

“Down on your forearms.”

What?

I sank the front half of my torso down so I
was on my elbows and hands.

“Now further. Press those lovely breasts of
yours against the floor, and push your arms straight out in front
of you.”

What the fuck was he doing? He was still
sitting there!

“Now.”

I gulped and slid my front half down, feeling
the pressure of my breasts against the floor as they pillowed out
beneath me and throbbed.

“Draw your belly in tighter against your
thighs, Sommers. I want that ass higher.”

This was sick! This was crazy! This was
fucking hot!

I squirmed in place, drawing my knees forward
more.

“Now spread your legs.”

I shuddered and obeyed. I felt strange
prickles of energy, like sexual electricity crackling along my
skin, even where my breasts were pressed into the carpet. This felt
so.. shockingly... slutty and wild and nasty!

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

“Please... fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

God, it was crazy saying something like
that!
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He shifted off the chair and moved in behind
me. I felt his hands on my ass, stroking and squeezing my
buttocks.

“I'm not going to make love to you, Sommers.
I'm going to mount you, and ride you like a bitch in heat.”

I felt a shudder of heat roll through me.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes, sir!'

I heard his clothes shifting, his zipper
going down.

Crack!

“Face forward, Sommers,” he ordered.

“Ow! Don't!” I whined.

“I can do anything I want to you, Sommers.
You work for me, remember.”

Crack!

I felt what had to be his cock pressing
against me, the head warm as it slid up and down the line of my
sex. It rubbed up and down, up and down, pressing harder and
harder, sinking into me slowly

I moaned as I felt myself spread wide, as I
felt the strain, the ache of it pushing against me. He was thick! I
grunted and gasped as he stretched me, and then slowly slid
forward.

His hands squeezed my buttocks, then slid
down along my back, then back up again as his cock pushed deeper
and deeper into my quivering body.

“Tell me you're my slut, Sommers.”

I shuddered.

Crack!

“Ah! I'm your slut, sir!” I cried.

His cock pushed deeper and deeper, stretching
me out along the length of my narrow tunnel. His hands gripped my
waist tightly, firmly, holding me in place as his hips began to
move slowly in and out, in and out, thrusting deeper and deeper as
I gasped and moaned and ached from the pressure against the back
wall of my sex.

He slid his hands forward, suddenly, gathered
in my thick hair, and then pulled up and back. That forced my head
up and back, and I gasped and moaned, then tried to push myself up
off my chest.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom sharply, then he
released my hair and grabbed my arms instead, pulling them up and
back behind me. I felt him cross my wrists behind my back, then he
held them in one big hand. The other hand slid up and grabbed my
hair again, yanking it up and back.

His hips worked faster and harder, and
shuddered and gasped and cried out as he forced my head up and
back. He pulled on my wrists, too, though, and I felt my shoulders
and breasts raised up off the floor and then held in place like
that as his cock speared deep into my aching, burning belly!

I was not a virgin, but no sex I'd ever had
was at all similar to this!

I was gulping in air, half panicking as his
cock drove deeper and deeper, half drowning in heat and passion and
wonder as he used me, as he 'fucked' me, as he pounded me!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh! Please! Please!” I
gasped.

He jerked sharply on my hair and forced my
head even further back.

“Tell me you love my cock, Sommers,” he
ordered, his voice harsh.

“I-I love your cock, sir!” I cried.

Was he crazy!? Was I crazy!?

The world seemed to be narrowing to just us,
to just my body, and the wild, rippling rushes of sensations
overloading my nervous system – and my mind. And then his cock
seemed to find room somehow, and his hips slapped against my
buttocks.

And again. And again. My body began to
reverberate with the impact as his powerful hips struck my upraised
buttocks hard and fast.

My insides seemed to be melting, liquefying.
I felt my eyes glaze over as waves of heat swept over me. The
pleasure was uneven, but the lust and hunger were beating at my
mind. I sobbed in pleasure, gasping and gulping in air, drunk on
the sexual high gripping my mind and body.

He jerked back on my hair again.

“Tell me you love my cock.”

“I-I... I love... love your cock, sir!” I
gasped.

I felt the churning thrum of sexual tension
growing and growing inside me. I lost myself to the fever heat,
dazed and gasping at every thrust, at every powerful blow of his
hips which sent my body jerking forward. I cried out every time his
hands jerked me back, and moaned at the feel of his thick cock
spearing so deep into my belly.

The orgasm exploded across my senses and I
cried out, again and again, filled with a wild animal heat that
tore my mind apart. I wallowed in the howling storm of pleasure as
it went on and on and on, punctuated by his cock driving into me
and his hips pounding against me, and even my scalp aching as he
pulled on my hair.

He shoved my face down against the floor,
still pounding against me, my breasts crushed against the carpet,
but being ground below me as my body moved to his thrusts. The
storm of sensation continued and I cared about nothing and no one
as I was gripped by the next thing to rapture.

The orgasm took over the world and I gloried
in it.

*

I guess he came. I mean, I hadn't noticed,
but then I wouldn't have noticed if a herd of elephants had marched
through the room. His powerful grip on my wrists eased and he
released my hair. Then I didn't feel him anymore as he slipped out
of me.

I groaned, kneeling like that, my chin and
chest still against the floor. I moved... slowly, and basically
slid down onto my stomach on the floor before rolling over, chest
heaving.

He was already back behind his desk.

I felt... shell-shocked by the intensity of
the orgasm, the wild, rough animal nature of the sex, and how
unbelievable both were to me.

“If you could fix those issues we discussed,
Sommers, we'll go over them tomorrow,” he said.

I wasn't up to talking, just yet. I reached
down and ran my fingers over my pussy, which kind of ached, inside
and out. I sat up slowly, and then as my awareness returned
realized I was acting in a way which must be awfully pleasing to
his ego.

I scowled and then looked for my clothes. I
found my bikini top by the chair he'd been sitting in, then the
bottoms not far away. He'd put the rest of my clothes on the chair.
I felt... it's hard to describe how I felt. I felt utterly used,
but in a good way, in a hot, sexy way. I also felt like he and I
had been in a fight, or at least a competition of some sort, and I
had gotten slaughtered, like a hundred to nothing.

Which wasn't exactly great for MY ego.

I pulled on the bikini bottoms while I sat on
the floor, then drew the top on and fastened it, pulling the cups
up and then adjusting the straps. I stood up, feeling...
embarrassed, in a weird way. Again, like I'd been wildly out of my
league and been shown just how much. It wasn't a feeling I was used
to, especially after sex. I was proud of being good in bed,
dammit!

I had to say something flippant, something to
get my own back, at least a little!

I stood up and looked at him.“You're not much
of a romantic, are you?” I asked.

He raised his eyebrows. “I can be very
romantic if I choose to be. But you and I do not have a romantic
relationship, Sommers. Acting... romantic... would be
inappropriate.”

He said that with a straight face.

“Yeah, we wouldn't want anything
inappropriate to happen,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I expect you back tomorrow at Nine. Don't
bother to dress.”

I snorted as I gathered up my clothes. This
was the least romantic parting with a guy I'd had sex with I'd ever
experienced.

“Oh, one other thing,” he said.

I looked at him as he opened his desk drawer.
He drew something black out and tossed it to me. I caught it and
looked at it in confusion.

“It's a butt-plug. Wear it.”

“Excuse me!?”

“I want you to wear that so you get used to
the feel of having something inside you. You have a gorgeous ass,
Sommers and I intend to see how it feels wrapped around my
cock.”

That was so stunningly arrogant, especially
said with that level of confidence that I stared at him,
open-mouthed.

“I don't do anal sex!” I finally said.

“Now you do.”

He stood up as I started to respond, halfway
between outraged and amused at his arrogance.

He came around the desk and stood before
me.

“You think I can't make you come, screaming,
with my cock buried in your ass, little girl?” he asked in
amusement.

“I... you...”

“Because I intend to.”

He took my arm and guided me out of his
office and then ahead of him down the stairs.

“I don't do anal sex!” I said over my
shoulder, more determinedly.

“Read Clause Thirty-One.”

“Oh for fucks' sake! How many ridiculous
clauses did you put into that contract?”

“Read it and find out. You really should read
contracts before signing them, Sommers. By the way, using foul
language will get you more punishment. But I'll save that until
tomorrow.”

“You made me say dirty words!” I
protested.

“Yes, and when I tell you to do it, then it's
all right. Otherwise, it's not.”

“What rule is that!?”

“My rule. I'm the boss so I get to make
them.”

And out the door I went.

What an incredibly arrogant... man!

I went back to my house, let myself in,
tossed my clothes on the table and grabbed the stupid contract,
then sat down to read the damned thing.

Clause Thirty-One said that Party-A may, at
his discretion, require of Party-B such cooperation and assistance
in any act or action Party-A undertakes with regard to education,
training, discipline or communication required. The determination
of said requirement will be made solely at Party-A's
discretion.

Which basically said he could do anything and
insist I do anything any time he wanted me to!

Now I knew this stupid contract wasn't
enforceable, naturally. But I had signed the dumb thing.

I could quit, of course, but I didn't want to
do that. The job paid very well and, well, the sex with MacDonald
had been astonishing. I wanted to explore more of that! It had also
been kind of degrading, sure, and outrageous in him spanking me
like that. But my butt was already pretty much fine aside from
being a bit tender.

And the power of those orgasms had left me
amazed and wanting more.

I was vaguely aware adults (yes, yes, I know
I'm an adult, technically) sometimes played weird sex games but I
hadn't really paid any attention to it. For me, sex was sex. You
kissed, you touched, you fucked, and that was that. Maybe I might
do a little dance, a little posing, a little touching, and maybe
even lap dancing, but that was just me showing off how sexy I was.
Which I liked to do.

I looked at the dildo he'd sent me and
suddenly realized his cock must be at least as big as the dildo. It
had felt even thicker, in fact, though I'd never actually seen it.
The thought was kind of amazing. I'd thought this thing was huge.
But McDonald was even bigger? I wanted to see!

That reminded me that not only hadn't I seen
his cock, I hadn't seen any part of him naked. What a freaky
strange experience! It sure wasn't romantic in the least. I wasn't
sure what it actually was, other than sex with the boss. But I
wasn't fucking him because he was the boss, or because I wanted the
contract, that was for sure.

I looked at the butt-plug and made a face.
The thought of his big cock pushing into me back there was weird,
dark, and yet, had an edge of thrilling heat to it.

He wasn't the first guy who had complimented
my ass, that was for sure. And he wasn't the first guy who'd wanted
to fuck me in the ass, either. But he might be the first guy to do
it, I thought nervously.

I sighed and started working on the 'issues'
with my presentation, but it was hard to concentrate. I got up and
went outside. There was no point in hiding from him now. I
hesitated, remembering the camera, but honestly, he seemed like
such a solid, mature guy I couldn't imagine him taking videos of me
and showing them around.

I defiantly stripped off my suit and had a
swim. I didn't climb up on the diving board, though, but I didn't
need to. I figured he'd be watching if he wanted to.

I went back inside and had something to eat,
then started working on the project again. I reminded myself that
if it wasn't acceptable I'd get 'punished' with spanks for every
day late.

Later on, I talked with some friends on
social media, looking for advice. I didn't give exact details, but
enough for them to know I was fucking a guy who'd hired me to do
some work, and that he was twice my age but intense and amazing –
and rough.

“Rough sex can be wild,” Sara said.

“Yeah, makes you remember you're a woman,”
Anita said.

“Depends on how rough,” Sara said.

I told them about hair pulling and they just
thought that was normal. The spanking excited them! Seriously!?
They thought that was hot!

Was I some kind of prudish innocent, or what?
I wasn't about to tell them about the butt-plug! Especially him
basically ordering me to wear one!

I went into the bathroom and examined it
doubtfully, then put some lube on and worked it slowly into my ass.
It felt... weird, there! I mean, most of it was inside but there
was a small, thin stem which went out and attached to a flat base
so it stayed where it was.

I tried to get used to it, walking around
with it, naked, at first, then with a pair of shorts on. It still
felt weird. I couldn't forget it was there inside me – and outside
me. It felt even more strange when I sat down. But it also felt
very highly sexual, perhaps because I knew it was there to prepare
me for McDonald fucking me in the ass! Probably tomorrow!

I worked on the project again but my mind
kept drifting, and I kept thinking about him and nasty sex. That
was getting me worked up, which was strange given I'd already had
incredibly good sex that day with two huge orgasms.

Nevertheless, I had to satisfy my curiosity.
I got the dildo and stuck it on the tiled wall in the bathroom. I
put some lube on it and then pulled the butt-plug out and worked
myself back onto it – slowly. It felt very strange. It went in
fairly easily at first, and I could feel a shiver of excitement as
it caressed my flesh, sliding deeper.

I slid it out and propped it against the edge
of the counter, staring over my shoulder at the image in the mirror
as I slid myself back onto it. I watched it penetrating me, sliding
deeper and deeper, and a wild, dark rush of sexual energy filled my
body.

I bent over more, looking over my shoulder,
then straightened and, I kid you not, got a mirror, then tried
again. I stared at the mirror, aiming it at the other mirror, the
big one over the counter, and watched as I worked myself back
harder and deeper onto the dildo.

It looked so... steamy and hot and
pornographic.

Like those videos the boys all watched. I
grunted and gasped as I slid my ass in and out, pushing back more,
taking it deeper. I felt these cramps high inside me when the head
pushed especially deep. But the arousal was strong enough to ignore
them. I wanted every inch inside me, and after some effort I got
it!

Ten inches of cock up my ass! Wow!

I moaned as I slid in and out, staring at the
sight of the big cock disappearing into my ass. It shouldn't have
excited me but it did. I reached down my body and fingered my
clitoris as I rode the dildo, and it took less than a minute to
come!

Okay, so maybe there was something to this
anal sex stuff.

I worked on the project and made sure all the
issues were properly covered. No matter what MacDonald thought of
me and wanted to do about sex I was determined to demonstrate I was
more than competent to do this work.

For one thing, if I wasn't, then what was I
doing other than accepting money to let a guy fuck me? Which would
make me a prostitute!

No. Fucking the boss was one thing. But
fucking a guy for money was not gonna happen!

Tomorrow I was going to be ultra-professional
and competent and capable and if after that he decided to fuck me,
well, that was fine.

But I was aware how much out of my league he
was in terms of sex. I wanted to at least hold up my end of the
bargain for the actual work! My sense of pride demanded it!

I felt more reassured as I went to bed that
night, figuring I had the work done properly and I could handle
whatever in the way of sex he decided to 'require' of me. I was
even looking forward to it. It was hard to admit to myself, but
this very unromantic sex with some guy who wasn't at all interested
in a relationship was the best sex I'd ever had in my life.

And we didn't even call each other by our
first names!

I mean, he'd made me call him 'sir' while we
were fucking! How freaking weird was that!? What a strange man!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


I wore a simple denim dress that zipped up
the front from top to bottom. I figured I wouldn't be wearing it
the whole visit and it was easy to get in and out of. He shook his
head and smiled as he saw me, but then didn't talk, only gestured
me ahead of him up the stairs.

I felt nervous and anxious as I walked up,
wondering if he was staring at my ass. I walked into the office and
he came in after me.

“You still haven't read the contract have
you, Sommers?”

“Uh... I read Clause Thirty-One,” I said
cautiously.

He snorted.

“Well, with that clause I have to do anything
you want anyway so what difference does the rest of it make!?”

“You do have a point, however, Clause Fifteen
says that if Party-A believes that Party-B's office attire is
unacceptable he can require changes.”

I stared at him and frowned. “What's wrong
with my dress?”

“A denim dress for a business meeting,
Sommers? Seriously now.”

“Well... I figured I'd wind up naked
anyway!”

“And you will, but that's beside the
point.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed. “You really are
a weird guy with all these... clauses and stuff.”

“I like to formalize things, Sommers. Now,
since I disapprove of your outfit I require that you change
it.”

“You want me to go home and – ?”

“Oh no. I have something you can wear.

“Uh, YOU do?”

“Yes. Undress, please.”

I gulped and felt heat starting to bubble up
through my veins. Whatever silly games he was playing I knew sex
would be at the end of them. I unzipped the dress and felt a surge
of pride as his eyes took in my body. I pulled it off and tossed it
on the back of a chair.

“The rest.”

I flushed and undid my pink bra, taking it
off and letting him ogle my breasts. Then I skinned the thong down
and off, kicking off my sneakers as I did.

“Turn around.”

I turned and felt his hand on the back of my
neck, pushing, bending me forward. I flushed even more as I felt
his fingers against the base of the butt-plug.

“And did you experiment last night to see how
that dildo would feel up inside you?

What the fuck!? How did he know
everything!?

“Why would I do that?” I gulped.

“Hmmm.”

He released me and moved to a cupboard, then
opened it and took out a slender box. He returned and put it on the
desk and opened it. It had five black... objects inside. Rings?
Belts? One was big and the other four were smaller.

He took the big one out and held it out
before me.

It was a collar. It wasn't just a collar, but
the kind of collars those girls in those videos wore, the nastier
videos, the kinkier videos. It had metal studs around it and an
O-ring dangling from the front. Seeing it made my heart skip a
beat, but right away I thought that it meshed with the
spanking.

“Wait!” I gulped, holding my hand up to block
it as he drew it towards my neck.

“I get to decide on what you wear,” he said
calmly.

I lowered my hand, my heart thumping, as he
drew the thing around my neck, pulled it firmly back, and then
buckled it behind me. The feel of it around my neck was incredibly
sensual, and my fingers began to tremble a bit as he held one up
and slipped another of the things around my wrist.

I didn't talk. Neither did he. I just stared
as he fastened them around both wrists. Then he drew my wrists in
together behind me, and when he let them go the wrist bands were
locked together.

Fuck!

He had me sit down and lift my legs and he
fastened two more around my ankles. Then he sat down and had me sit
across his lap like the other day. His left hand gripped my hair as
his right ran up and down my body, kneading my breasts, and
fingering my pussy.

And then he turned on the monitor and started
to go over the project work!

I mean, holy fuck! Really!?

It was hard concentrating. But he was
seriously going over all the work I'd done and commenting on it and
expected actual answers! Meanwhile, my mind was full of stunned
amazement and a dark, squirmy thrill at the collar and the
restraints he'd put on me! I was so completely helpless! And this
bondage stuff had me gasping! I'd never been tied up at all
before!

Aside from his wandering hand, he was all
business, discussing different marketing methodologies and target
groups – even as his very skilled fingers rubbed my clit!

There was no way I could concentrate. My body
was thrumming with sexual pressure and I was gulping in air and
trying not to grind myself against his fingers.

“Very well,” he said. “Your work is
acceptable. Now we'll discuss the next project.”

He had me stand up and then stood up in turn
before going around behind his desk. He took something from a
drawer and came back.

He had a thing in his hand which I thought
might be a dildo, only it wasn't really shaped like one. I mean, it
was long and rounded, but the tip was different, kind of curving a
bit, and it became wider and more sort of oval-shaped as it reached
the base. The base itself was curved a bit, with a narrow lip
rising up next to the thing.

He took my neck again and bent me over the
desk.

“Spread your legs, Sommers.”

I gasped but obeyed and a moment later felt
the head of the thing pressing against my pussy. I was, as you can
imagine, already wet, and moaned softly as it slid up inside me. It
pushed deep and as the bottom pressed forward it stretched the
mouth of my sex wider so that the skin was taut, especially at the
top of my sex, where that lip curved up to press against my
clitoris.

“Close your legs.”

I did, moaning as I felt the pressure of the
base against my inner thighs.

“Now, as I pointed out earlier, punishment
has to be expected whenever you deviate from the requirements of
the contract. And that, of course, includes whenever you are
disrespectful to me – your boss.”

“I-I wasn't!” I gasped.

“Don't contradict me. It's
disrespectful.”

“But –!”

Crack! His hand slapped against my
bottom sharply.

“Be silent.”

His hand cupped my pussy gently, pressing
against the base of the thing he'd pushed up inside me. Then it
started to vibrate! I gasped and my hips jerked as he held it in
place.

“Now, as I recall, you used foul language
when you were leaving the house the other day,” he said. “Even
after I had warned you that was unacceptable.”

“I-I'll curse whenever I want!” I moaned.

“On your own time, perhaps, but not on mine.
Also, you keep neglecting to call me sir. That's disrespectful,
Sommers. Naturally, you'll have to be disciplined for that.”

I felt his fingers on the base of the
butt-plug, felt him tugging it outward, then releasing it
again.

“You have a lovely ass, Sommers. It's a pity
it will have to bear the brunt of your punishment. But perhaps that
will teach you to behave better in future.”

I wasn't paying a ton of attention to his
words, to be honest. The vibrator was making it impossible to keep
still. My hips were jerking and grinding back even as his hand held
the thing firmly against me. The wild sexual pressure inside me was
building up to the point of explosion.

He drew his hand back and the pressure of the
vibrator thing eased, then something slapped down across my
buttocks and delivered a stinging jolt of pain that made me cry
out! It wasn't his hand, this time! He had a strap in his hand!

“Oww!” I cried, trying to rise.

His other hand pressed down against my upper
back.

“Hold still for your punishment, little
girl.”

“I'm not a little girl!” I cried.

Crack!

I cried out at another blow.

“Then you had best start acting with a proper
sense of discipline,” he said.

Crack!

I gasped at the fresh blow. It did sting
sharply, but the sting didn't last long, and my body was still
burning up from the heat. My breasts were mashing against the
surface of his desk as I moved and my thighs were squeezing and
rubbing around the vibrator as sensations churned up through my
nervous system.

Crack!

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Oww!”

This was so perverted! This was so fucking
outrageous! This was –!

Crack!

My bottom was already on fire and I was
gulping in air as he brought the strap down again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Would you like to apologize for being a
naughty girl?” he asked.

Crack!

“Ahh! Yes!”

Crack!

“You forgot to say sir again.”

Crack!

“Ohw! Yes, sir!”

“Very well. Apologize.”

Seriously! Was he out of his fucking
mind!?

Crack!

“Now.”

“I... I'm sorry for being... a naughty girl,
Sir!” I gasped.

“And how do you intend making it up to
me?”

I stared at the window and then gasped as he
pulled me upright, then pushed me down onto my knees.

“Keep your thighs tight so that doesn't fall
out,” he said.

He was already opening his pants and pulling
out the biggest cock I'd ever seen in person. I gasped at it, which
left my mouth open for him to shove himself into.

“Get to work, Sommers. Show me what a talent
you are.”

I gurgled around the big cock filling my
mouth, still dazed. Events were running ahead of me. It was hard
for my mind to keep up with them. I closed my lips and started to
suck as he gathered up my hair, and I winced as he pulled it into a
mass and jerked it forward.

“Show me how skillful you are at oral
presentations, Sommers,” he said.

I was more than a little confused. For one
thing, oral sex always involved using my hands, but my hands were
locked behind my back. He also had my hair in a tight grip, which
meant I couldn't even bob up and down on his cock if I wanted
to.

He had complete control. All I could do was
lick and suck, and even that was harder as he pushed forward. I
felt the back of the desk against me, and then he shifted his legs
apart, pushed forward, and the fat head of his cock pushed into my
throat.

I can deep throat. I mean, I could deep
throat. But it wasn't something I was an expert in. I'd never done
it on a cock as thick as his, nor one so long. My throat ached as
he pushed forward remorselessly, and I couldn't do anything to ease
the length or hold him back. I felt the head of his cock go
astonishingly deep into my throat!

My shock was so deep it overrode a lot of
what would otherwise be my gag reflex. I was staring at the shaft
of his cock as it pushed forward until, next thing I knew, my lips
were pressed against his body, wrapped around the base of his
cock.

“That's it. Every inch, you hot little
bitch,” he growled.

I gurgled helplessly, my body twisting and
writhing beneath me as he held my head firmly and ground himself
against my face.

“I love the feel of your throat squeezing
down on my cock, Sommers,” he said.

My head was pounding and my chest was burning
from lack of air as I trembled against him. I felt his cock sliding
back up my throat, and felt another shock at how far it had to go.
Then it popped out and I gulped in ragged breaths of air as he
rubbed his spit-wet cock against my face.

“If you're going to be my bitch, Sommers, you
need to improve your oral skills,” he said.

“Y-you fucker!” I gasped dazedly.

He jerked up on my hair and I cried out, then
his other hand went around my neck as he roughly shoved me back
against and over his desk. His hands shifted to my thighs, lifting
me up easily and dropping me on my back across his desk.

“Think I don't practice what I preach?”

He pulled his chair in and forced my thighs
wide, then he pulled the vibrator thing back and his tongue began
to sweep across my already throbbing clitoris. I shuddered, my
chest heaving, focusing on gathering my breath. But as that was
satisfied I became more and more aware of his tongue, and the heat
began to build up within me.

I felt his fingers push roughly into me,
pumping in and out, pressing upward against the front of my sex as
his tongue whipped across my swollen flesh. I whimpered and moaned,
my legs spread achingly wide and pinned in place by his heavy arms
even as his mouth ravished my pussy.

I wanted to curse him again but was
overwhelmed by the flood of pleasure pouring through my body. I
began to gasp and grunt and moan as his fingers thrust into me,
twisting and turning from side to side and his lips began to suck
rhythmically at my clitoris.

I came, crying out, my back arching, my head
thrashing as he continued to pin my hips down. His tongue licked
furiously at me, shockingly hard and fast, sending a continuous
flood of pleasure up my spine.

I lost myself to the storm of intense
pleasure, drunk on it, gurgling and moaning as the muscles in my
hips spasmed and he continued to attack my clitoris with his
amazing tongue. And then, as the orgasm faded, I felt the oddly
shaped vibrator being pushed back into me. I groaned as it filled
me up, as the base pressed against my already hyper-sensitive
clitoris.

My hips bucked, as he wasn't holding them
down anymore, and my knees jerked up and together as I squirmed
against the overpowering vibrations. My nerve endings were
crackling like live wires as I squealed and moaned in
complaint.

He moved around to the other side of the
desk, gripped me under the arms, and dragged me towards him so my
head fell over the opposite side of the desk. Then his cock pushed
into my already open mouth and after very little hesitation,
straight down my throat.

My eyes bulged and I gurgled helplessly as he
leaned forward, his long arm shooting out, his hand clasping the
base of the vibrator and pushing it harder, grinding it against me
as he buried his cock in my throat.

His other hand squeezed my breast as he began
to pump his thick shaft up and down, in and out, fucking my
throat!

My mind was overpowered by it all and unable
to cope. I felt as if I was on a whitewater raft bouncing and
rolling and twisting and turning as the water flung me along – no
paddle, just clinging desperately to the raft.

Or did I even have a raft?

He pulled his cock out and I coughed dazedly
and gulped in air again as he moved away from my sight. I felt his
hands on my thighs again. He pulled me back and then rolled me onto
my stomach, my legs tumbling off the other side of the desk.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom sharply. A moment
later the strap hit me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I shuddered and whimpered and cried out
dazedly.

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, Sommers,” he
ordered.

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please!” I gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please ff-fuck me in the ass, sir!” I
cried.

He forced my thighs wider, then pulled the
plug out of my butt. A moment later his cock pushed into me. I felt
the head push deep, then my muscles clamped down.

Crack!

His hand slapped my bottom, then he gathered
in my tangled hair and jerked it up and back. I cried out in pain
at each, but as I did he pushed his cock deeper.

“Tight, gorgeous ass,” he growled.

I shuddered and moaned as he began to pump in
and out. The vibrator was still filling my pussy and buzzing
against me, and now I felt his cock driving achingly deep into my
ass. I felt incredibly full! And despite the powerful orgasm I'd
had like a minute and a half ago my body was burning up, and my
mind was still reeling.

He leaned over me, his chest pressing against
my bound arms, his elbows coming down on either side of the desk as
he held my head up and back by the hair.

“Do you feel my cock up inside you, Sommers?”
he growled, his lips near my ear.

I moaned as he pumped, and gasped as he bit
into the nape of my neck.

“You're a gorgeous bitch,” he said. “And
you're going to be my bitch.”

I moaned as he bit into the nape of my neck
again, down near the shoulder, sucking on my flesh as his hips
worked in and out.

His cock was going even deeper, giving me the
cramps I'd felt the other day when I had experimented. But with the
vibrator buzzing away against me and my body so totally overloaded
all I could do was gasp like a fish out of water, tremble, shake,
and then explode with a second orgasm!

His hips slapped against my buttocks as he
straightened. He still jerked back on my hair, and he slapped my
buttocks. He drove himself into me to the balls, until his hips
began to hammer against my buttocks just as they'd done the other
day!

My mind was swamped, tumbling and twisting
and turning as the hurricane of pleasure tore apart any thread of
consciousness beyond pure instinct. It was all-consuming, reducing
me to an animal state as that steady, aching impact of his hips
against my buttocks hit me like waves sweeping ashore. Only a hell
of a lot faster.

*

“Are you paying attention, Sommers?”

I gulped and nodded, then quickly said “Yes,
sir!”

He snorted and wagged the thin stick thing at
me again.

It was about as thick as a pencil, about two
feet long, with a leather-wrapped handle. There was a thin little
flat leather piece shaped like an open hand at the tip, which he
slapped against my breasts from time to time as I knelt in place
watching the big flat screen on the wall.

I was kneeling on a low table which had been,
I'd thought, a coffee table. I was sitting on my heels, legs spread
wide. The butt plug was back in place, as was the vibrator thing,
though at least it wasn't turned on. He'd unlocked the leather
restraints around my wrists, but only long enough to lift my wrists
up and back behind my neck and lock them to the collar there.

Any time I failed to keep my elbows back or
my back straight or my chest out he'd slap the tip of the stick
thing against my nipples or the sides of my breasts!

Aside from that, he was all business again,
explaining the target of the latest project and my part in it.

I was... bewildered. I half thought he was
crazy. I'd never encountered this sort of thing before. All my
previous experiences with sex had been... well, just sex. None of
it had been as rough and wild as with him. And none of it had
involved more kinky stuff after the guy had already finished.

At the same time, I was undeniably aroused.
Which again felt strange since I'd already had two monster orgasms.
Of course, the fact I was sitting on this dildo-like vibrator thing
had something to do with it, especially in this weird, exposed,
obscene position under his eyes.

Not to mention every time he wanted to make a
point he'd either rub that little leather hand against my breasts
or slap it down lightly against my nipples. I understood this was
some weird, dark sexual game for him, but I'd never played one
before and was more than slightly unsure of my footing.

Then, as he finished his presentation he
knelt in front of me and started to lick my clitoris, turning on
the vibrator as he did.

And I came again!
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The second project was bigger than the first
and would last longer. Obviously, I didn't mind since I was making
good money. I was also learning more about how a company like his
targeted people. This was going to look very good on my threadbare
resume!

And then there was the sex. The hot, nasty,
violent, rough, outrageous sex where he basically manhandled me,
'punished' me, and fucked me like an animal. My bottom felt hot and
sore for hours afterward, and my throat was sore for a couple of
days.

I resented the rough way he treated me and
felt highly indignant about what I saw as his overbearing, arrogant
presumption he could do anything he wanted.

But holy hell that had been insanely hot! I'd
never experienced anything that nasty and wicked and just plain
exciting in my life!

I can't say I understood it all, like why he
wanted to tie me up, or why he had that thing to slap my breasts,
or why he'd strapped me. Other than, I guess, that turned him
on.

He'd sent me home still wearing the collar
and restraints, though at least I got to wear my dress over them!
But once back at my place I'd removed it and stared at myself in
the mirror, awed at the sight. It was hard to believe that the sexy
girl in the bondage stuff was me! I looked so hot! So erotic!

I worked hard on the project, though. I
wanted him to respect my work. But I also worked to improve my oral
sex skills. Although that was as much for my benefit as his. I
needed to get used to having a big cock in my throat! So I read
advice on the internet and then worked with the big dildo to
improve my ability to swallow cocks.

I still didn't understand what my
relationship was with Mr. McDonald, other than cheap sex. I still
hadn't used his first name, or vice versa. I got that he wanted me
to call him sir all the time as part of his kinky games, but it
also served to keep me feeling as if we had nothing but a strange,
twisted business relationship.

We needed to... talk, to get more of an
understanding of what we were doing and why. I mean, I didn't see
him as boyfriend material, but we could at least be friends, right?
Sort of?

Except he didn't seem very interested in
'friendly' sex.

I didn't go back for several days, until I
had worked on the project for a bit and had questions to ask as
well as some graphics and ideas to show him and get approval on.
There was no point in continuing on the same way for days on end
when I might be doing it wrong, after all.

He had told me to wear the collar and
restraints – and plug – for every visit, so I had them on under my
dress. And, of course, I felt tingly and excited and filled with
anticipation and anxiety long before I actually stepped outside and
walked across to his front door!

I had rehearsed some things to say and in
what orders, kind of getting-to-know-you things. But that all went
out the window as soon as I was in the door.

“Strip,” he said.

I was taken aback. Before he'd told me to do
stuff only once in his office.

“Uh... why?”

“Because I told you to and I'm the boss.
Also, you forgot to say sir again.”

I flushed.

If he was my age I would have said something
pretty obscene to him. But then again it wasn't like I didn't
want to have more kinky sex. I just wasn't prepared for him
taking it out of the office. I gulped and undid my dress, slipping
it down and off. I hadn't bothered to wear underwear this time.

He took something else out of his pocket. It
looked like a black ball, but he pressed it against my mouth.

“Open your mouth wide, Sommers,” he ordered
curtly.

I did, half in astonishment, half because the
thing was already pressing against me, and the ball slid into my
mouth, pressing down against my tongue and up against the roof of
my mouth. It had a thin strap on either side which he drew around
behind my head and buckled in back as I stood there, amazed.

He pulled my hair out from under it at the
sides, then he pulled a folded up belt of some kind, a thin one, in
his pocket and let it unfold. I felt a surge of anxiety, at first,
thinking it was a strap or something to punish me with, but
instead, he clipped it to the O-ring at the front of the
collar.

“Get down on your hands and knees,” he
said.

I licked my lips uncertainly, then, wary and
confused, I did, only to have him move back, tugging on the …
leash.

I felt a kind of awed heat wash over me as I
realized it, and stumbled forward on all fours. I stared at the
leash and at him as he led me down the hall and through a kind of
den.

Holy shit! This was getting even more dark
and kinky and outrageous!

He had me crawl outside, pulling on the leash
like I was some kind of dog!

His bitch!

The back yard was... a mess. I mean, there
was some nice interlock stone close to the house, sure. And it
looked new. But there was no lawn, even though there was a large
yard. Instead, the ground had been dug up. There was a kind of
two-foot wide trench running in an S pattern through the center,
with a big, muddy hole at one end of the yard.

There were raised hillocks of dirt here and
there, in some kind of pattern I didn't see, and a kind of bamboo
reed fence laid against the far fence, like, covering it up. All of
it was wet and muddy, as if someone had been running a garden hose
over it for some time.

“It's going to be a Japanese garden,” he said
as I looked around. “That hole over there is a pond. Or will be,
and the water will flow down this narrow creek, then be pumped back
in underground pipes to come through again.”

He tugged on the leash and I gurgled as the
pull forced me up and back onto my knees.

“Hands behind your neck,” he ordered.

I obeyed and he quickly locked the restraints
in place against the collar.

“Legs spread wide.”

I flushed and obeyed as he removed the leash
from the collar.

“I'll be back in a minute. If you move at all
I'll punish you.”

I gulped and stared at him as he retreated
into the house.

What the fuuuuck?

I mean, there wasn't even any pretense of
work this time! There was nothing about the contract! Nothing about
the gig! So why was I kneeling like this with my elbows back and my
back arched? Because he said to!?

No. Because my body was crackling with sexual
electricity and a hot, moist heaviness filled my lower belly. My
chest was tight. I was trying to keep my breathing from getting
ragged – which would be embarrassing given he hadn't even done
anything to me. My nipples felt so hypersensitive even the gentle
breeze rolling across them made them tingle.

He came back with a bag, from which he drew a
thin chin. He scowled at me, crouched and slipped it around my
waist. He fastened it in back and then drew two much smaller chains
already attached to it down and clipped them to the rings on the
ankle restraints.

The smaller chains weren't very tight,
though, which I thought strange, at first.

He had also brought a squeeze bottle of
something colorless and thick, which he squeezed out onto my chest.
In fact, he left a thick line of it all along my upper chest, where
it began to slowly ooze downward.

His hands reached out, then, and began to
gently spread it over my breasts, which throbbed and pulsed in his
hands.

“I love your breasts,” he said calmly. “No
woman my age has breasts like this unless they're fake. And of
course, they don't feel anything like these. I hope you're
exercising to keep your muscles firm.”

He spread the oily stuff lower, down my
belly, down between my legs.

I moaned as his hand slipped back and forth
across my pussy. He pressed his fingers in, spreading the lips of
my sex, spreading the slippery goop inside me. He pushed his middle
finger up inside me, pumping it in and out, then added a
second.

“Rise up,” he said.

He suddenly put his big hand around my neck
and pulled upward, and I gasped, rising off the heels of my
feet.

“That's it,” he said softly.

His fingers slid up and down inside me, and
then he added a third, which stretched me open wider as his thumb
stroked across my swollen clitoris.

“What I'm doing is giving you freedom,
Sommers,” he said.

Which sounded weird given what he was doing
was tying me up!

“You don't have to pretend anything. You can
give in to your inner slut. You can enjoy sex as much as you want.
You don't have to worry about being judged or having your
reputation damaged. You can just be a hot, sexy little bitch and
let yourself go.”

He poured more of the stuff over me and let
it slide down my back. Then he moved behind me and spread it down
my body and over my buttocks. He pulled the plug thing from my ass
and his fingers pushed into me, slick and slippery.

“Head back,” he barked.

Moaning, I obeyed. Then I felt his hands
dropping to my ankles and doing something to the smaller chains,
which were almost taut now because of my kneeling upright.

“Down a bit,” he said.

I lowered myself and he tightened the
chains.

Then I felt a pressure against my ass. It
wasn't the butt-plug. It was thicker, fatter. I felt a similar
pressure against my pussy a moment later. I wasn't sure what that
was other than maybe a couple of dildos. But they felt very
thick!

“Down,” he said.

I moaned again, for the pressure of both of
them was... harsh. They weren't hard like say hard plastic. They
were soft, but still firm under that softness.

“Down,” he said again.

He put a hand on my shoulder and pushed and I
gasped aloud as the pressure grew more intense. I tried to look
down but he put his hand around my neck again, forcing my head
back.

The pressure grew more intense, grew into a
dull ache, an ache which got worse. The hand on my shoulder was
pushing intermittently, so as to kind of push me repeatedly against
the things pressing up against my body. I could feel my pussy and
my back opening spreading wider and wider with each push, until
with a moan I felt the one in my ass force me wide enough to slide
inside!

He kept pushing and the one in my pussy
spread me wider too and slid inside, if not far.

He reached down and adjusted the chains
again, which, I finally realized, meant I could not rise. But I was
in an awkward position, as you can imagine, on my knees, but with
my buttocks hovering about six or seven inches above my heels.

He stood up before me and peeled off his
shirt, and I gulped in appreciation. I had never seen any part of
him other than his head and cock before. Now I got to appreciate
his powerful chest and shoulders. He was not shiny and bare like
many of the guys I knew who shaved their body hair. And he didn't
have a gym perfect body, with rippling abs.

What he had were broad shoulders,
well-muscled arms, and strongly defined pectorals sprinkled, though
not heavily, with hair. And when he slipped his pants down I felt a
rush of heat as my eyes traveled down his flat belly and abdomen to
the long, thick cock thrusting out and pointing right at me!

Getting to see him naked for the first time
was so distracting I practically forgot the pressure on my pussy
and ass and thighs. For you see I could not remain in this position
long, sort of squatting. Already my legs were aching from trying.
Yet to go lower meant further impaling myself on the dildos he'd
put beneath me.

I finally stared down at them, in fact, for a
moment anyway until he stepped forward and slapped my face with his
cock.

“Elbows and head back,” he barked
sternly.

Before he did that, though, I caught sight of
a shockingly thick dildo beneath me which had my pussy straining
wide around it. The thing was as thick as a cola can!

He gathered up my hair as my legs trembled
and I moaned helplessly.

“Remember, employee, you had best please the
boss, or else,” he said, rubbing his cock back and forth over my
face.

“Hot little bitch.”

He reached behind me and undid the strap
holding the ball-gag in, then eased it out and put it on the nearby
table. Then he pulled me roughly forward by the hair and lifted his
cock in his other hand, pressing my lips against his balls.

“You know what to do, little bitch,” he
said.

I did, and I felt myself melting as I slipped
my lips around his balls and sucked them in. I moaned dazedly
around them, the heat pouring through me as I licked and sucked on
them. I rolled my eyes up at him and he looked down sternly, even
as I felt myself starting to sink.

I could feel how thick and tight the dildos
were inside me, but I could also feel myself sliding slowly, slowly
down as my leg muscles weakened. They ached as they pushed up
inside me but my legs ached more and I slid slowly lower, gasping
and moaning as he jerked at my hair and made me lick, kiss, and
suck his balls.

This was sick! This was insane! This was
wild! This was kinky and explosively hot!

He pulled me back by the hair.

“All right, employee. The boss's cock needs
your attention now,” he said.

I mean, I didn't think he meant this
outrageous stuff seriously or anything. He was taunting me, kind of
like this was part of his kinky game. Maybe it was, but I was
half-melted under the heat as he pushed his thick cock against my
mouth and then jammed it inside.

“Elbows back!” he barked.

I moaned and pulled my elbows back as he
jerked on my hair. The head of his cock pushed deeper into my mouth
and I sucked and licked as I stared down the long length of his
shaft.

He started to pump in and out in short
strokes, tightening his grip in my hair, holding me in place as he
fucked my mouth. And still, I could feel myself slowly oozing down
around the big dildos, could feel them pushing up deeper and
achingly deeper into my belly!

He pulled his cock out, rubbing it up and
down along my lips and nose and forehead so I could lick up and
down the shaft and then suck on his balls again.

He pulled back and jerked on my hair.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I-I'm your bitch!” I moaned.

He jerked on my hair and I cried out.

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm your bitch, Sir!” I cried.

He shoved himself back into my mouth and I
sucked on him as he pumped in and out. I was wild with anxiety and
heat, knowing he was going to shove himself deeper. But I was
heavily distracted by the pressure of the twin cocks pushing up
inside me and the heat surging through my veins.

He pulled out again, dropped low, and
tightened the chains so I was squatting lower and in an even harder
position. Then he straightened again, pushed his cock into my
mouth, and then pushed forward as he pulled on my head.

I gurgled and gagged as the head was driven
into my throat, but my instinct to pull back didn't have anywhere
near the strength needed to resist him as he pulled me forward and
buried his cock in my throat!

“That's it. Every fucking inch,” he
growled.

He held me in position as my head pounded and
my chest burned, then slowly drew back while pulling back on my
hair. I coughed and gasped and gulped in air as I sank lower still
on the big dildos. He squatted lower, pulling back on my hair,
forcing my head back, and then I felt his fingers at my clitoris,
rubbing.

I came, crying out, crying out louder and
louder until he released my hair and folded his big hand around my
throat. He squeezed, blocking off my hair and silencing my screams
as the fingers of his other hand continued to rapidly rub my
clitoris.

The chains attached to my waist and ankles
wouldn't let me move very high, but I forced myself lower so I
could jerk up again, riding them both in desperate little arks.
Instinct drove me on as I fucked myself on them and the orgasm tore
my mind apart.

I forced myself lower and lower, glorying in
the feel of the deep penetration, reveling in impaling myself as my
body roared with the power of the orgasm.

I practically lost my mind for several tens
of seconds, twitching and trembling and jerking and riding those
big dildos desperately as the power of the orgasm flared wildly.
And when it had eased enough for my mind to become aware of it I
found myself sitting on the heels of my feet again.

The two thick dildos were jammed high inside
me, enough to give me cramps and aches, enough to make me feel
impaled, stuffed. But I hardly cared.

Especially since he stood up again and pushed
his cock back into my mouth. He drove himself down my throat, and
then started to pump up and down, in and out, fucking both my mouth
and my throat.

He pulled out and pumped his fist around his
cock, gripped my hair again, and then came in my face, huge white
globs of his come shooting over my nose and lips and cheeks and
forehead.

He gripped his cock and rubbed the head over
my face, as if smearing the come into my skin, then drew back,
moved around behind me, squatted, and tightened the chains again.
When he came around in front of me again he was wearing a pair of
swim trunks and holding that... crop thing he'd shown me the other
day.

He pulled a chair over, sat down, and then
looked at me.

“Now, let's discuss the project,” he
said.

And what the fuck did I care about the
project at that point?

I drew my head forward and stared down
between my legs, taking in the sight of the lips of my sex
stretched so wide around the shaft of the thick dildo.

“Head back, elbows back,” he barked.

He slapped my left nipple several times with
sharp, quick blows of the little leather hand on the end of the
crop and I gasped and obeyed.

“How far have you gotten in identifying the
best social media sites?

I was trying to clear my mind and refocus it
on the project, despite it being full of fuzz and the afterglow of
that powerful orgasm.

Slap-slap-slap-slap! The soft leather
hand slapped down hard and fast against first one nipple, then the
other, as I squirmed and yelped and moaned in complaint.

“Do as the boss tells you, employee,” he
said.

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” I whined.

Slap-slap-slap!

“You don't tell the boss what to do,
employee.”

He reached out and twisted one of my nipples
and I yelped in pain.

“Oh! Please, sir!” I cried.

“Answer me, little bitch. Tell me about the
project.”

The pain helped to focus my mind, and I
started to talk about the project, wildly confused by all this. The
dildos were a thick, heavy ache inside me. But he kept demanding
information. And as I thrust the crop downward and rubbed the soft
leather against my swollen clitoris. But if I failed to answer
correctly he used it to slap my hot, aching nipples!

Which, confusing or not, was turning me on
again, especially given the thick cocks inside me!

This was just so fucking outrageous I
couldn't not be aroused!

My heels were slipping further apart, too,
and that was putting more pressure on the dildos as my body slid
lower. It hurt, but the pain was a dark, wild, animal thing which
only served to make me burn even hotter.

“Are you my bitch, Sommers?”

I moaned weakly. “Ye-yes, sir!”

“What does being my bitch mean?”

I didn't really know. And I hadn't really
thought about it.

“It means I own you, little girl, and you'll
do whatever I tell you.”

He leaned over and undid the chains from the
ankle bands, then he undid the wristbands from the back of the
collar.

“On all fours, little bitch.”

I shuddered and obeyed, feeling the big
dildos shifting around inside me as I dropped forward onto all
fours.

Crack!

This time it was the thin shaft of the crop
which landed across my buttocks.

“Crawl!”

I yelped but scurried forward, off the patio
and onto the muddy back yard.

He followed and then I felt his foot on my
buttocks. It shoved hard and I flew forward to land belly down in
the mud.

“Crawl!” he growled.

I was like WTF!? I pushed myself up again, of
course, but his foot only pressed against my butt again and shoved
so I flew forward and this time landed in an even wetter puddle of
mud!

“Dirty girl,” he said.

His foot came down on my back, pressing me
harder into the mud.

“Crawl on your belly.”

I was dazed and confused, appalled and yet...
strangely, darkly aroused. The feel of my naked body sliding
through the soft, wet mud was, maybe because of the heat already
gripping my mind, sensual and wickedly exciting.

“Crawl, bitch.”

I moaned and slid through the mud on my
belly, with him following along beside me.

He reached down and gripped the collar,
lifting me up onto all fours, but pulling me forward so I slid
through the mud, then over a lip into the deeper crevasse which he
had said was going to be a babbling brook or creek or something.
The water was a couple of inches deep in the bottom and I splashed
into it, gasping, covered in mud and muddy water.

“We're all animals deep down inside, Sommers.
Sometimes we need to be reminded of that.”

He stepped down and grabbed my thick, wet,
muddy hair, wrapping it around his fist, then pulled and I squealed
and rose, clawing around and climbing back up onto the 'bank', then
crawling rapidly along behind him as he used my hair as a
leash!

I crawled off the mud onto a grassy area
which had a lot less mud. He let go of my hair then and picked up a
garden hose. I cried out as the spray hit me, turning my head away.
The water was cold and it poured down on my head and shoulders,
down on my back and hips, and then, when he pushed me over, onto my
breasts and face!

He tossed the hose away and knelt before me,
gripping my legs and jerking them up and back. He yanked the thick
dildo out of my pussy. The other had already fallen out of my ass
somewhere along the way. Apparently he'd already gotten hard again
because his cock pushed into me as he lifted my ankles up and back
– and back.

He leaned over me, forcing my ankles back
over my head, down behind my shoulders as he let his weight down
atop me. His cock began to absolutely pound me! His heavy hips
hammered against my upraised buttocks. His heavy body crushed me
beneath him as he folded me in two!

His hips worked up and down, up and down, up
and down, up and down, and my world narrowed to him and his weight
atop me, and the feeling of his cock punching deep into my
belly.

Dazed, practically to the point of being out
of my head, I absorbed it all, sank into this kind of dull stupor
of acceptance, wallowed in the heat and sensation, and then came
again, so powerfully I forgot who I was or where I was, forgot
everything but the passion and pleasure.
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Okay, so this guy was out of control! He was
rough and he was nasty and he was probably crazy! He sure wasn't
boring, though! Every second with him seemed to be intense, whether
he was grilling me about information on the project or fucking my
brains out.

So... crazy was a bad thing, as was rough and
nasty... but the rest was awfully good and more than balanced it
out.

Kind of.

I had returned from his place feeling
shell-shocked again. This kind of wild, nasty, dirty sex was way
beyond me. The best I could do was take a shower, clean myself up
as best I could, and then put on soft clothing to remind me I was
human. And not an animal the way he said!

I ached inside again, but that seemed to be a
normal occurrence with him. I couldn't believe how he'd made me
crawl through the mud. What the fuck was that for!? Was he just
showing me how dirty a girl I was? I already knew that!

And why had it turned me on!? I didn't
understand. Crawling like... like his bitch... was degrading and
outrageous. Why did it turn me on? It didn't seem to make sense.
What did he get out of it? What was he trying to do?

I put it out of my head, though not easily,
and got to work. I was pleased to get the payment for my previous
week's work. That inspired me to work hard, although a lot of it
was just thinking and strategizing and doing research at first.

My work didn't so much involve coming up with
advertising campaigns or graphics but in how and where to place
them so they got the attention of the people we wanted to get the
attention of. What would work best with what group, and how did you
gain the attention of that group?

MacDonald wanted daily reports – oral reports
– in-person oral reports.

Yeah, uh-huh. I knew what that meant. Nor was
I wrong. Except the next day he didn't just fuck my throat, he
taught me more about his oral skills. He put me across the desk on
my back – well, on my bound arms - and licked me to an orgasm, then
fucked my throat.

He was very good at oral!

I didn't get punished much over the next
week, but every time I forgot to call him sir I got a slap to the
bottom, or he just let the times accumulate then used the strap on
my ass.

I had to make my 'oral reports' naked, of
course. One day it was sitting on my knees, hands behind my neck,
back arched. The next day it was laying on the floor, feet flat,
everything raised off the floor but my shoulders and my legs spread
wide. The next it was bent over and gripping my ankles! God! What a
pervert he was!

My weekly report was more extended. He had
long coils of rope. He wound multiple loops around my breasts to
squeeze them tautly so they were hard and throbbing. He had me
kneel and tied a rope around my legs just behind the legs, then
tied them wide apart. He tied the rope around my ankles and pulled
them back, tying them to rings set in the floor, then tied my
wrists together and pulled that rope down and back, too.

He put a kind of stainless steel hook – sort
of like the hook of an umbrella – into my bottom, and then tied the
rope around my hair and pulled it back and down to tie it to the
hook.

Naturally, I was impaled on a pair of dildos.
The front one had a little branch that pressed into my clitoris and
vibrated.

And that was how I had to make my report and
answer any questions he posed about it.

As usual, he sat before me, the long crop in
hand, rubbing the tip idly against my erect nipples, or against my
clitoris, slapping me whenever he was impatient or didn't like an
answer.

The vibrator thing was – powerful, as was the
whole, sick setup, and I found it hard to concentrate no matter how
many times he slapped my nipples or breasts. I wound up coming
three times just while giving him my report.

I was panting and overheated by the time he
decided he'd had enough of the 'business' part of our
interview.

“Now, I did order you to improve your oral
presentation skills, did I not?” he said.

I gulped and licked my lips. “What don't you
like about it?” I asked in annoyance. “I deep throat your
cock.”

“You're speaking disrespectfully, Sommers,”
he said.

I gasped as the tip of the crop slapped
against my nipples.

“Sir!” I exclaimed.

He snorted and then got up, went to his desk,
and came back with a long – like twenty-inch long – double-headed
dildo.

“You need to gain more control over your
ability to swallow my cock, little girl,” he said.

He pushed the thing into my mouth and began
to pump it in and out in my mouth.

“You need to learn to breathe with a big cock
down your throat so men can fuck you longer without pulling out
into the cold air to let you breathe.”

He pushed the thing down my throat – and then
down my throat further.

I gurgled and gasped as it slid down further
and further, but it wasn't like I could move or anything! He pushed
the whole thing down my throat until he was just holding the
tip.

“Now try to breathe.”

Was he fucking kidding!?

“Dirty little girl,” he said, reaching out to
roll my nipple. “You know you love having a big cock down your
throat.”

I gasped and gurgled and my head started to
pound.

“Breath slowly. Relax your throat, ignore the
big cock in it, and breath around it.”

I tried, but it sure wasn't easy!

He slid the long cock out of my mouth and
throat and I gulped in deep breaths of air.

“Nasty little girl,” he said, rubbing my
clitoris with the leather tip of the crop.

“Being my bitch means obeying me, Sommers.
Disobedience brings punishment.”

He fed the thing down my throat again,
leaving it in place for long seconds for me to try to breathe. I
was able to breathe a little. But then he started to pump the big
dildo up and down in my throat, and that was harder.

He pulled it out and I gulped in air again,
regaining some of my breath as he rubbed my clitoris.

The vibrator was still buzzing both inside me
and outside me, and I had the big, thick dildo up inside my belly.
My body was still humming with sexual heat and pressure as he
pushed the thing down my throat again, holding it by the tip.

“Well, well, well, so this is what you get up
to here,” a strange voice said.

I felt a shock of alarm and then horror as I
tried to turn my head and saw another man standing in the doorway
of the office!

I choked and gagged and tried to twist myself
around, but the ropes held me tightly as the man came in, his eyes
on me. He was about the same age as MacDonald, though slimmer. He
was in decent, shape though, and not a bad-looking man. Not that I
cared at that moment.

I was mortified!

“Patrick,” MacDonald said.

He slid the long clear dildo out up, up, up
out of my throat, and then out into the light.

Which was even more humiliating!

“Job interview?” he asked. “She seems quite
talented.”

If spontaneous combustion was possible my
face would have burst into flames!

“This is Sommers, one of our internet
marketing people,” MacDonald said. “Sommers, this is Patrick
Wellington, my partner in the company.”

Wellington looked down at me and I tried to
turn my head away, rolling my eyes off to the side, horribly
embarrassed.

“Nice body on her. Are we paying her to be
your human sex toy?”

“No, we're paying her to develop internet
marketing plans.”

“Oh, right.”

“Actually, she's not bad given her lack of
experience. She seems to have good instincts.”

“She looks like a model you plucked out of a
lingerie show,” Wellington said.

“She's gorgeous, but got great marks at Cal
Tech.”

“Riiight.”

“Big tits don't mean small brains, Patrick,”
MacDonald said.

My mind was whipsawing around under the man's
gaze. I wanted MacDonald to untie me so I could run away and cover
myself! But I couldn't bring myself to talk! I was just too
embarrassed! I was ridiculously gratified he was defending my
ability to do my work, that he was saying I was more than just a
sex toy, as the guy suggested. But what I really wanted was to drop
through the floor!

Instead, MacDonald popped the stupid ball-gag
into my mouth, then Wellington sat down and they discussed a
variety of business arrangements, investments, and who to promote
to a new brokerage spot.

It felt completely unreal to be kneeling
there, clearly in this stranger's view, impaled on a thick dildo,
utterly naked, while he and MacDonald casually discussed business
issues!

It wasn't like he was ignoring me, either.
His head often turned my way, his eyes raking over my body. At one
point he picked up the riding crop with the little leather
hand.

“You use this on her?” he asked in
amusement.

“She's my bitch, and bitches need to be
trained.”

“I don't see any marks on her. Does that mean
she's all trained?”

“Obviously not. I was busy improving her
deep-throat skills when you came in. I don't leave marks on my
property, Patrick. Why would I do that? Look at her beautiful
complexion. I'm not going to leave bruises or welts on it.”

I felt a little indignant at him calling me
his 'property', which was ridiculous. But relieved that he didn't
want to leave any bruises or welts on me!

“So does she dance?”

“We haven't gotten into anything complicated
yet. I'm just starting to teach her obedience and submission.”

“Maybe you should use the crop more then,” he
said, eyeing me.

He stretched out the crop and I gasped as he
slapped my breasts with the tip of the crop, then rubbed my
nipples.

“She's doing well enough for only a couple of
weeks.”

Wellington slid the tip down and rubbed it
against my clitoris, and I flinched at the fresh sensations.

“Responsive, is she?”

“Very.”

“How long is that cock inside her?”

“Ten inches.”

God! These guys were talking so casually
about me! I felt another wave of that unreality, my face flushing
hotly, cringing under Wellington's gaze and touch.

“What are we paying her?”

“Two thousand a week.”

“That's all?”

“She doesn't have much experience.”

Wellington snorted. “You'd make twice that
much as a stripper, Sommers.”

“Presuming she can dance,” MacDonald
said.

I felt indignant again. I wasn't some
pathetic stripper!

“I don't think stripper is her best
goal.”

“No? Well, perhaps not. She seems shy.”

“Yes, I'm trying to work on that. She has an
incredible body and certainly shouldn't be ashamed of it.”

“Maybe it's that cock inside her,” Wellington
said, amused. “Make that vibrator.”

He rubbed the tip of the crop harder against
my clitoris and I flinched even more.

“I think ah, consultant, would pay her more
and be less work.”

“Yes, well, perhaps, depending on how well
she learns her lessons.”

What did that mean? Consultant!? What were
they talking about!?

I had been exposed like this to Wellington
for almost half an hour by then. Frankly, it's impossible to be
horrifyingly embarrassed about something in front of the same
person for that long. Instead of being mortified I had become
merely humiliated, and then ashamed, and then just terribly
embarrassed, and now I was down to being self-conscious.

And that was letting something dark and
twisted rise within my emotions. I mean, I was utterly naked and
exposed and impaled on a vibrator in front of two men! And I had
been super aroused before Wellington had arrived. Now, his eyes –
and the crop – were rousing me again. Wicked, breathless images and
dark thoughts swept through my head.

Like... like I was a prisoner, their
helpless, innocent, beautiful prisoner about to be tormented and
abused by two evil men! I could see that Wellington, for all his
casual behavior and voice, had an erection. That tightened my chest
as I imagined MacDonald letting him use me! It was a thought that
kind of gripped my mind, but it filled me with both anxiety and
anticipation.

Because of course, I didn't want that to
happen! But on the other hand, fuck! That would be so hot! So dark
and nasty and hot and dirty and thrilling!

The vibrator was still buzzing, and
Wellington was rubbing the leather against my clitoris.

“Well, I suppose I must approve your hiring,
then, for now,” he said. “Though I'd like to be more convinced of
her... abilities.”

“Certainly.”

MacDonald took the ball gag out of my
mouth.

“Sommers, tell my partner about your plans
for the new campaign,” he said.

Oh my God, I had to talk!? In front of this
guy!?

Wellington raised the crop and slapped it
down hard for the first time, against the side of my right
breast.

I yelped.

“Talk, girl,” he ordered.

“I-I... I'm not... this is too freaky!” I
moaned.

That was when MacDonald slapped my left
breast with a second crop!

Fuck!

“Let's hear it, employee,” he said.

Gulping, heart pounding, I stuttered my way
through describing my plans for what online sites to target and
why. As I spoke the two men alternately rubbed my nipples and
clitoris with the little leather tips of the crops, or slapped them
against my breasts or even my cheeks and pussy!

“Now about this progress in learning
obedience and submission,” Wellington said.

“Oh yes, I'm sure Sommers can demonstrate
that fairly easily,” he said.

He slid out of the chair and then began to
undo the rope around me. My ankles came free, then my legs. He
untied the rope pulling my hair back and slipped the hook out of
me, replacing it with a butt-plug. He even untied my wrists so I
wasn't tied up at all.

Well, except for my breasts.

And then... he snapped the leash to the
collar, had me slide myself up and off the vibrator, and made me
crawl out of the room, with he and Wellington following. Why did I
do it? Because I couldn't think of anything else to do! My mind was
still stunned and full of confusion and uncertainty, as well as
embarrassment and heat.

He led me into another room, one with a
wide-open floor and a soft blue rug.

“Face down, ass up,” MacDonald barked.

He'd used that tone often the last couple of
weeks. So much so it was almost an immediate reaction for me to
press my swollen breasts to the floor, raise my ass high, and shift
my knees apart!

My face burned an instant later, and I jerked
my legs together, only to get a stinging swat from the crop across
my ass.

“Legs spread!” he barked.

I yelped and obeyed.

“Her cunt looks nice and tight.”

OMG!

“It is,” MacDonald said, slapping it lightly
with the tip of the crop.

“On your back, girl, feet flat, knees apart,
bottom raised.”

I shuddered and obeyed, propping my hips up
with my hands, my legs spread wide as Wellington looked on.

I was practically gibbering on the inside. A
voice was telling me to get up and run away, but my clothes were in
the other room so I'd have to run in there and get dressed first.
And why should I do that again? Because a man was looking at my
naked body?

“Untie her tits. I'd like to see them.”

I flushed at his words, even as MacDonald
snapped his fingers at me and made me stand up, hands behind my
neck, feet apart.

He untied my breasts, and I drew in a shaky
breath. Then I had to get down on all fours.

“Crawl to the far wall and back,” he
ordered.

This was sick! This was insane!

But I did it as the two men watched me.

“I love those tits of hers,” Wellington
said.

There was an armchair in the room and
MacDonald had sat in it. Now he motioned me to crawl over. He
reached out and gathered in my hair and drew me up closer.

“Get to work, Sommers,” he ordered.

That was another phrase he'd used often
enough that I immediately undid his pants and pulled his cock out.
Even while I was telling myself not to, telling myself to refuse,
to run out of the room.

Instead, I slid his cock into my mouth and
started to bob up and down on it, pleased to be able to use my
hands for once.

I gasped as the crop cut across my
bottom.

“Bottom-up, legs spread!” Wellington
barked.

Moaning around MacDonald's cock, I obeyed.
Even as I did I felt Wellington's hands on my buttocks, then heard
his zipper going down. I felt a deep, liquid heat oozing down
around my mind as his cock rubbed up and down against my sopping
opening and then pushed into me.

OMG!

Dazed, I sucked and licked at MacDonald's
cock, until he pushed down on my head and his cock drove down my
throat. An instant later my wrists were seized in a firm grip and
drawn back behind me, then the leather restraints were locked
together there.

OMG!

I gurgled and gasped as my head was pumped up
and down on MacDonald's cock while Wellington fucked me hard.

“Swallow my cock, you hot little bitch,”
MacDonald growled.

MacDonald gripped my left breast, squeezing
and kneading it, while Wellington squeezed my right. This was so
insane! But I felt the dark, scalding heat wrapping itself around
my mind, felt it spreading up through my body, felt myself sinking
into the churning passion of unrestrained arousal, and then lost
myself to it all.

My thinking faded away, other than coping
with a big cock in my throat, and shuddering under the hard
pounding Wellington was giving me. I was fucking two guys at once,
and that was a wild, forbidden fantasy which was turning my mind to
mush.

It should have made me feel at least a little
guilty. But I was too aroused for that. And besides... I was like,
helpless, tied up, at their mercy. What could I do? Nothing! So
there was nothing to be ashamed of! I was a prisoner being cruelly
abused by two big, strong, evil men!

Crack!

Wellington slapped my bottom sharply, then
jerked m legs a little wider as his big cock punched deep into my
belly. His hips were pounding against me with hard, powerful
strokes, and I was losing what remained of my mind as the sexual
heat grew more intense.

And then I came, screaming, or trying to,
around MacDonald's cock. That I couldn't make much sound meant I
didn't have to spare even the slightest attention to restraining
the sound I was making. I threw myself wholeheartedly into the
explosion of pleasure and sensation and raw, animal heat which tore
through me in a seemingly endless wave.
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Instead of going back to my place, MacDonald
decided I should just work there. He had a separate room set up
with a desk and laptop. He sat me on a hard-backed chair, tied my
ankle restraints to the back legs, tied my wrist restraints to a
ring driven into the desk just in front of the keyboard, and told
me to get to work.

And yes, I was impaled on two dildos. I also
had the ball gag in my mouth.

I came twice before I even got any real work
done, just from grinding myself against the chair and riding up and
down on the two dildos.

I was able to settle down, after that, and
started to get some work done. Yes, it was weird working like that,
naked, with dildos inside me, but once the orgasms faded I had a
kind of strange energy working for me. I continued to feel aroused,
but in a slightly giddy way, amazed at myself, awed at what had
happened – at what WAS happening.

This was all so astonishing, so wicked and
wild and perverted and kinky and hot!

I started to get aroused again and began
grinding myself against the chair and dildos, then slowly riding up
and down on them, then riding faster and harder. Another orgasm
tore through me, and after that faded, I was able to continue
working.

This was just so incredibly hot!

An hour or so later, just as I was starting
to grind myself against the chair again, the door opened and
MacDonald came in. He wound my hair around his fist and jerked my
head up and back, sharply enough to make me cry out in pain.

“Are you working hard, little bitch?” he
asked.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned through the gag.

He untied my ankles from the lower legs of
the chair, then pulled me to my feet.

I gasped as the dildos slid out of my body,
and gasped again as he gripped my wrists, lifting them high with
his left hand as his right fondled my breast. I had to rise up onto
the balls of my feet as his hand slid down my body and his fingers
rubbed my clitoris.

“You look like a horny little bitch to me,”
he said. “Are you a horny little bitch, Sommers?”

“Y-Yeth, thir!” I gasped.

He lowered my hands, then unclipped them so
my wrists weren't locked together.

“Get down on all fours.”

My pulse was racing as I obeyed, but then he
walked back to the door, paused and snapped his fingers at me. I
felt another rush of delighted outrage, and crawled across the
floor. My breasts throbbed as I crawled, as he watched, as I felt
that dark hunger of doing something outrageous.

I crawled into the office and he came in
behind me.

“Face down, ass up.”

I gulped and obeyed, my breasts pillowing out
against the rug underneath as I stretched my arms forward and
spread my legs.

He moved past me, then returned. I wasn't
surprised when he crouched down and I felt something pressing
against my pussy. It was another dildo, and I groaned as he worked
it into my pussy. Another one went into my ass.

“Stand up. Legs together. Don't let those
fall out.”

I stood up, panting, pulling my thighs
together as he took a collection of straps and buckles off a side
table. There was a loop at one end and he slipped it over my head
and let it fall down against the back of my neck with the rest
hanging awkwardly down my front.

There were two loops in the straps and they
encircled my breasts. Two straps descended from the sides of this
and went down the sides of my belly, then curved in to join
together just above my pussy. A ring attached this to another strap
which hung down. MacDonald drew it between my thighs and up between
my buttocks. There it split off to either side, and the two straps
curved up to join to the ones going down on the sides of my
belly.

Then he began to tighten it.

I gasped and squeaked as the strap pulled up
hard against the base of the dildos.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped, grasping at the
straps. There wasn't much I could do, though, since he was behind
me and the strap was remorselessly forcing the two dildos deeper
into my belly.

“They're too deep!” I gasped.

“You'll get used to them.”

He pulled my wrists behind me and locked the
wrist bands together, then spun me around again and began to adjust
the buckles on the rest of the harness-like thing. He shortened the
straps to pull them in more firmly around my breasts, then unlinked
the wrist restraints again, lifting my wrists up higher along my
back, to just below my shoulder blades, and there fastened them to
the harness.

“Time for dinner, little bitch,” he said.

He led the way downstairs and then into the
dining room. I blushed as I saw his partner there.

“I decided to invite myself for dinner,”
Wellington said.

“So you could fuck my little bitch again,”
MacDonald said.

“Maybe,” Wellington said, eyeing me with
approval.

“Kneel,” MacDonald ordered, pushing me down
onto my knees next to the table.

I felt my heart thumping as Wellington
reached out and fondled one of my breasts. MacDonald went into the
kitchen.

“Are you hungry, little bitch?” he asked.

I gulped and dropped my eyes
self-consciously.

“If you're disobedient you get spanked. Isn't
that the rule?”

I blushed again but felt a jolt of heat.

He slid his fingers along my lips, then
pushed them inside.

“Lick,” he said. “Suck.”

This was dark and confusing and nasty, but
also wild.

I obeyed, my mind squirming as he pumped two
fingers slowly in and out of my mouth.

“Sexy little slut,” he said.

He pulled his fingers out and pushed his
thumb through my lips, and I sucked and licked it as he pumped it
slowly in and out.

Apparently, they ordered out for food,
because MacDonald emerged from the kitchen with some Styrofoam
containers and slid them onto the dining room table.

“You should learn to cook,” Wellington said,
opening one and looking inside.

“Why? I can get food delivered from dozens of
restaurants, and they all cook better than me.”

“Still.”

“Still what? One of the benefits of being
rich is not having to do shit like cooking,” MacDonald said. “Next
thing you'll be suggesting I mow my own lawn or something. What do
you use your money for?”

“Investing.”

MacDonald snorted.

He cut a piece of something meaty and popped
it into his mouth. A few seconds later Wellington did the same.

As he was chewing he turned and looked down
at me, finished chewing, and then licked his lips.

“Legs spread wider,” he barked.

I flushed and spread my knees further
apart.

“Can't see her pussy anyway,” Wellington
said. “What's with the straps?”

“I like the look of it, and she's got dildos
inside her they hold in.”

“Just dildos?”

“Oh, right.”

He fumbled for something on the table, then I
felt the 'dildo' in my pussy starting to vibrate. I gasped, jerking
my thighs together as they both laughed at me.

“Legs spread, little bitch,” MacDonald
said.

“It's... it's... it's uncomfortable!” I
blurted.

“I bet a strap across your ass will be
uncomfortable too,” he replied.

“Why go for half measures?” Wellington asked.
“String her up by the wrists and whip her. That'll teach her
obedience.”

I forced my knees apart but found it almost
impossible not to squirm as I sat on my heels.

“You should pierce her nipples,” Wellington
said.

“Then I'd hurt my teeth when I bite them,”
MacDonald replied.

He held out a piece of some kind of meat and
then pushed it against my mouth. I opened it and he slid his
fingers inside.

“Close your lips. Suck.”

Blinking, I obeyed, and he slid his fingers
out. That left the meat in my mouth – steak, it turned out, and I
chewed it and swallowed.

Then Wellington had to do the same, and then
I had no sooner finished chewing and swallowing that when MacDonald
pushed another piece of meat into my mouth.

This was seriously freaky!

Meanwhile, the vibrator was still buzzing
away, making me desperate to squeeze my thighs together.

They took turns feeding me by hand, then
Wellington dropped a piece.

“Lick that up, little bitch,” he said.

I was thoroughly flustered and dazed by then,
not to mention incredibly aroused. I lowered myself so I could lick
it delicately off the floor, squirming mentally again as I chewed
and straightened up.

Then MacDonald simply tossed a piece of meat
onto the floor.

“Lick it up.”

I moaned but moved closer, bent low, and
licked it up.

“Don't leave grease on the floor, little
bitch. Lick it up,” he ordered.

Lick the fucking floor! Yikes! This was
sick!

But I did it.

Wellington tossed a piece of meat on the
floor and I moved over and licked it up. This was so dark and
degrading it was making my mind burn. I could hardly even taste the
meat!

They were tossing them near me, not near
enough to catch, but near enough that it didn't even make sense to
get back up on my knees. I wriggled across the floor to lick them
up, knowing just how incredibly outrageous and degrading and sick
this was, and burning up because of it.

I was just... wallowing in how dirty and
nasty this was! I was acting like such a complete slut!

MacDonald finally had me rise to my knees and
come closer, and then unclipped the wrist restraints so they were
free. He reached down and undid the strap which went down over my
pussy and I groaned as the pressure and ache eased at last.

“Lay on your back, bitch, your knees spread
wide. Masturbate for us.”

And that was exactly what I did. My fingers
were trembling as I half fell onto my back, gripping the base of
the vibrator, and started to pump it in and out. I rubbed my
clitoris frantically with my other hand and it took no more than
thirty seconds before the orgasm tore through me. I cried out in a
long, undulating wail of pleasure, my hips bucking up frantically
against my fingers as I rammed the vibrator into my overheated
pussy as hard and fast as I could!

Mr. MacDonald snapped a leash to the collar
and had me crawl out of the room, then into the living room.
Wellington followed behind, holding a glass of something.

MacDonald sat down on the sofa and picked up
a remote, turning on some music. He played with it a little to
change the music, then jerked on the leash to pull me into his lap.
He undid the straps of the harness, though, and pulled the whole
thing off.

“Stand up.”

I stood up as Wellington sat down on the
sofa, as well.

“Dance.”

Flushed, panting, overheated, and kind of
awed that I'd just fucking masturbated with a vibrator while
two men watched me, I stared at him without understanding.

“Dance. I want a lap dance. Let's see what
you can do.”

I bit my lip, feeling self-conscious at once,
and he turned to Wellington.

“Get one of the riding crops.”

I gulped as he got up and left the room, and
then started to dance. It was a little easier with only MacDonald
watching. I rolled my hips and slid my hands up and down my body
the way I'd seen strippers doing in movies. I squeezed my breasts
and tried to move in time to the music as Wellington returned with
a crop.

“Onto my lap, little bitch.”

I climbed onto the sofa, straddling him,
sliding my hands onto his shoulders as I ground my buttocks down
against him.

“Shouldn't you be putting cash on the table?”
Wellington asked in amusement.

“I don't have to rent her. I already own
her,” MacDonald replied.

Which was like, huh? I mean, no, you don't, I
thought.

But it wasn't like I hadn't given lap dances
before. Although never with an audience. I did my best to please
him as his hands slid up and down my body, fondling my breasts,
rolling my nipples, then dropping to rub my clitoris.

I knew how this was going to end, and the
more his hands roamed my body and the more I ground myself against
him the more I wanted it to. He had me undo his pants and pull his
cock out, and I moaned aloud as I sank down on it, feeling his
thick, stiff flesh pushing deep inside me!

I began to ride up and down on him as he
sucked and chewed at my nipples and breasts, but the heat I felt
was almost as intense simply because Wellington sat a few feet away
watching me! At least, he did at first. Then he got up and moved
behind me.

The dildo which had gone up my ass had been
driven completely into my body, and now as his finger rubbed and
pushed against my back opening he felt it against his
fingertip.

“Push that dildo out of your ass, slut,” he
said, slapping my bottom.

Panting, moaning, I did, and he pulled it
free. Then he moved in closer and I felt his cock pushing into me
there! His cock drove up deep into my ass, and I felt gripped by a
fiery fever as the two men mauled and groped and manhandled me
while driving their cocks into my belly!

I came with a wild, helpless scream of
pleasure as they mashed and sucked my breasts, rubbed my clitoris,
and rammed their hips into me from both sides.

A minute or two later I came again, then
again, as my mind quivered under the incredible eroticism of the
moment. Two big cocks inside me at once! And they weren't gentle! I
felt so used, so wonderfully manhandled and used!

Nothing that had ever happened to me felt as
incredible as having two real cocks pumping inside my belly at the
same time! I was lost to the dark, thrilling passion, drunk on the
heat, my mind fried by the wild heat.

*

I stayed there overnight in a spare bedroom,
though with my wrists locked together behind me.

I was wakened by MacDonald who simply gripped
my hair and dragged me up and onto my belly with my head over the
edge and fucked my throat before coming in my face.

Holy fuck!

Breakfast was like dinner, with me licking up
whatever he tossed on the floor!

Then he made me clean the floor – which only
needed cleaning because he and his partner had tossed food onto it!
I had to do it on all fours, using a sponge while he had a shower.
When he came back he inspected the floor.

“You sure it's all clean, bitch?”

I gulped. “Yes, sir.”

“Prove it. Lick it.”

I mean, Fuck! But I'd already licked food off
the floor, so... it didn't seem that insane to lean low as I knelt
on all fours and lick the floor.

He pointed at another place and I licked the
floor there, then another place and I licked the floor there,
feeling weird and wild and sick and hot.

He gripped me by the hair and pulled me
along, crawling beside him, down the hall and into another room.
There was a rounded sort of stool there like nothing I'd seen
before. It was shaped like a half-moon, with the flat part on the
floor. And there was a dildo sticking up from the top.

“Straddled it. Sink your hot little cunt down
on that cock, and ride it.”

I was incredibly aroused and didn't at all
mind the order. I groaned as I let my weight sink me down on the
cock, and slid down the whole way.

He reached in and gripped my wrists, pulling
them up behind my neck, and locked them to the collar, then told me
to ride.

I began to do so, getting more aroused with
every second. That was when he turned on the big flat screen on the
wall before me, and the video was showing – me! I gasped at the
sight of myself riding the thick cock, and my eyes flicked around
for the camera, finally spotting it sitting on a table just below
the TV!

But I didn't stop! I only got more
aroused!

Panting, moaning, I rode up and down on the
dildo, staring at myself on the TV.

And then the thing started to vibrate. And
the further down I moved the more powerful the vibrations. Once I
had the entire thing inside me and I was flat against the rounded
little stool there was a bump which pressed up against my clitoris,
and that vibrated even more intensely.

It was too wild and hot, and I came, crying
out, riding the dildo and desperately grinding myself against that
bump, my eyes locked on my own image on the big screen! And a few
minutes later, I came again, and then again, high on my own
feverish heat and arousal.

When MacDonald came to get me he snapped the
leash to the collar, then had me crawl up the hall and into the
bathroom. There he made me kneel on all fours while he washed me.
Then it was on to work. Only this time I sat on the floor in front
of a low table, tied, as before, with a butt-plug in my ass and a
slim dildo in my pussy which would erupt in vibrations from time to
time.

This was distracting, needless to say. But he
didn't cut me any slack because of that. When he came by to inspect
my work he said I was being a bad girl, and then used his strap on
my butt until it burned before making me go back to work.

Over the days which followed, the amount of
actual work I did went down day by day. The amount of time I was
tied up, punished, or being driven crazy with dildos or sex toys –
or just having sex with him – and sometimes Wellington – grew.

A week later he put me in the attic, standing
on the balls of my feet, my legs spread, my arms raised up and out,
a ball gag in my mouth. I had a big dildo in my ass and a vibrator
in my pussy. Wellington and MacDonald told me I was a bad girl and
then began to try different types of flogs and whips on me.

And then a third man showed up. His name was
Jennings, and he was apparently something of an expert in punishing
'bitches', as he said.

I was horribly embarrassed when he showed up,
given my obscene and naked position, but not as much as I had been
when Wellington had arrived. The thing is, though, I was already
incredibly aroused, and while anxious about the whips, thrilled at
how dark and nasty this was.

So while the whips hurt, the pain wasn't
intolerable. As MacDonald had earlier said, he didn't want welts or
bruises on me. So while the whips hurt, while they stung, the pain
didn't last. Still, standing like that while a long, thin whip cut
across my breasts again and again, then dove down to snap at my
pussy had me frantic and straining against the restraints

They were very casual about it, switching
between the long, single-tail whip and different kinds of flogs,
but my mind was overwhelmed by the intensity of it all, and when
the new guy walked up behind me, pulled the dildo out of my ass,
and started thrusting up into my belly I came with such a massive
eruption of pleasure I almost passed out.

After that, different men showed up almost
every night, and I did strip teases, lap dances, and then
deep-throated them all, sometimes while MacDonald or Wellington did
me from behind. Sometimes there were several of them at once, and
once, there were ten!

I never wore clothes and I never went
outside. Sometimes he'd hang me upside down from my ankles for
hours and hours. Other times I'd stand with my arms bound above my
head and vibrators driven up inside me driving me insane.

He put a leather hood over my head which had
no eye holes, and which had the opening over my mouth blocked by a
ball gag with a leather pad that covered me from below the nose to
the chin. I wore that for over a week. Though it was hard to
tell.

During that entire time, I had sex with many
men and was tied in many tightly constricted positions. I was
strapped, spanked, flogged, and whipped repeatedly. But I was also
made to come repeatedly with fingers, tongue, vibrators, and other
sex toys. Not to mention just plain being pounded by big cocks.

Sex and sexuality became the entire focus of
my life. It was all I did. I served him and any other man who
showed up sexually and came to accept that my body didn't belong to
me. It belonged to whatever man wanted it. I came to not even
question whatever they wanted to do with or to me, be it fucking or
sucking or whipping.

After some time, a month or so I think,
MacDonald began dressing me in sexy lingerie. It took some getting
used to because I'd been naked so long. Then he started having me
wear sexy (slutty) clothes, super tight, low cut tops and
micro-mini skirts and the like with six-inch high heels.

Then the clothes became more sophisticated,
less slutty but still clearly meant to emphasize my body. One day
he put me in such an outfit, gave me to go and see a man named
Murphy and do whatever he wanted. A car was waiting out front. I
got in it and went to an expensive condo where I stripped for a
man, gave him a lap dance, sucked his cock, then rode him to
orgasm.

Then I came back in the same car.

Every day after that I would go to one or two
or even three places to meet men and then do whatever they wanted.
Like MacDonald, they liked it that I called them 'Sir'. And
sometimes they'd spank me or use me roughly, but mostly they just
wanted sex.

I came to understand these were important
clients of his company. After a while, I'd go to their offices, not
just hotels or condos, and then I'd introduce myself as a
consultant from MacDonald's company. I even brought a briefcase,
though there was never anything in it but sex toys.

It felt a little weird being naked and riding
up and down on some executive's cock while people moved back and
forth in the corridor just next to the door, but I got used to
it.

MacDonald tripled my pay rate, even though I
wasn't doing any work anymore. I suppose sex was now my work. Or
'entertaining clients', was now my work. It was, to be honest, a
lot more entertaining for me than what I had been doing
before. Not to mention more profitable. It was also, unlike the gig
I had, a permanent position. So to speak.

I mean, he put me on the payroll and I had
benefits and everything. That was a sense of security I hadn't had
before. I had more money than I knew what to do with, too, partly
because I had nothing to spend it on. I only wore clothes when
going to 'consulting' jobs, and MacDonald chose and paid for those.
The rest of the time I wore nothing, or some filmy, see-through
thing that pleased MacDonald.

When my parents came back from their
round-the-world-trip, though, MacDonald had me move to a condo
downtown. It was a very nice condo, and I got it rent-free! It was
the first time I'd lived on my own. But it was also, of course, a
place of business, a place where clients could come and 'consult'
with me, including MacDonald and Wellington.

I tried to act up so I'd be punished when
they came over because I kind of missed that sometimes. Most of his
clients were disturbingly normal. It didn't take much to please
them at all. Just seeing me naked would sometimes make them
explode. And sometimes they'd do it just touching my soft skin.

No matter. I was pretty good at oral, by
then, and could always get them hard again. In fact, I took more
pride in my sexuality and sexual abilities than I had in my
internet marketing skills. The clients liked me so much they began
recommending me to others who weren't MacDonald's clients.

So there I was at twenty-one, with the money
rolling in, the sex non-stop, and just beginning on my new career
as a 'consultant'. That, in a way, was also a gig, so I was sort of
back where I started. On the other hand, this was way more fun, I
had more clients than I could service, and I still had a paycheck
from MacDonald's company.

Whenever I talked with my friends, still
working hard to establish themselves, and working for crap money I
had to bite my tongue to not brag and swagger. I didn't think
they'd understand, even as I was well on my way to becoming a
millionaire.

For MacDonald was right. If you get rid of
your inhibitions about your body and just embrace sex and pleasure
you'll do way better than working some kind of 'ordinary' job.

I sure have!

END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


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!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering 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.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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