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Amanda Cantrell was an ambitious young
woman. She had grown up in Queens, New York, a handful of blocks
from the poverty and gang infested neighborhoods of the south side.
Her mother worked at Wal-Mart and Starbucks, and had little time,
between the two, for raising a daughter, though she did her
best.

If there was one character trait she had
impressed on Amanda it was the need for hard work. And if there was
one lesson Amanda had learned, largely in her absence, it was that
being poor sucked. Maybe things would have been better had her
father lived, or had the insurance company not decided there was an
obscure 'pre-condition' which allowed them to not pay on his
death.

But she had grown up watching her mother
scramble after every dime and was determined not to do the same.
She applied herself at school and was sufficiently intelligent to
garner a partial scholarship at NYU.

She made the long commute to Manhattan every
morning and evening, never missing a class, and studying hard. She
hadn't taken any of those silly liberal arts course, either. Nor
had she the aptitude, she thought, for computers. She took
business. Something solid, which could, she hoped, stand her in
good stead in those massive towers in the sky which hovered over
the south of Manhattan, and which she passed by every day.

She spent little time on socializing, either
in high school or college. There were dates, and men, but she
simply hadn't the time and refused to be distracted. Sex was easy
to come by and overrated, in any event. Romance could wait.

She put little effort into her appearance
either, though she was an attractive and well-built girl. She saw
no benefit to that effort, no profit in it. She had no need to
impress the boys at school, her fellow commuters, or her
teachers.

She exercised studiously, because having
seen her father fade away she had as much determination to maintain
her health as she did to climb out of near-poverty. She ate well,
and drove her body to ensure it was at peak efficiency.

But that was for her sake, and nobody
else's.

At least, until she met Sara Moore in a
Financial Administration class. Sara was a blonde, and put far more
effort into her appearance than Amanda. She had an expensive
haircut, and her hair always shone. She wore excellent clothes
which were form fitting, but not too tight as to raise eyebrows,
and was always mindful of how she looked.

They became, if not close friends, close
acquaintances while working on a project, and one day while sitting
in the library together, Amanda experienced one of those moments of
understanding and enlightenment which occasionally made her slap
her forehead at how oblivious she was to the obvious.

They had nearly finished for the day when
Sara pulled out her brush and casually brushed her long hair.
Amanda, who had come to have a healthy respect for the girl's
intelligence, felt a sense of exasperation.

“You know, Sara, you are a really
intelligent and capable person,” she said.

Sara raised her eyebrows as she brushed.
“Thanks, I guess.”

“You don't need to put as much effort into
your appearance as you do,” Amanda said bluntly.

Sara looked at her and then grinned as she
finished and put the brush into her hair.

“Amanda, no offense, but sometimes you're
just naive.”

Now Amanda raised her eyebrows.

“The people we're going to school with are
going to become contacts we can use throughout our life in
business,” she said, her eyes narrowing. “The impression we give
them now will endure for years. The fact I'm both good looking and
very professional will remain with them, especially the guys, so
that if I call them up in five or ten years they'll remember
me.

“Why would you want to call them up?”

“You realize there is an alumni list, right?
And that alumni tend to help each other out sometimes? I mean, say
you want to work for a bank, and you check the alumni list and hey,
Jeremy, who you went to school with, now works at a big bank! Hey,
so you call him up and say hey Jeremy, this is Amanda. Remember me
from NYU? And maybe he'll let you know if they're hiring and get
you an interview. Maybe not, of course, but there's no downside to
trying.”

“I... guess,” Amanda said. “But that
presumes he even really knew me or was a friend or ...”

“Amanda, dear, has it not struck you that
some of our classes are not really very exciting?”

Amanda snorted.

“And when class is boring and the professor
is boring, do your eyes not wander around the class, and perhaps
fasten on an attractive member of the male persuasion?”

“I guess, sometimes.”

“I assure you the men do. The men quickly
come to know every girl in their class who is attractive. And even
if they never speak to her they remember her. The more attractive
she is the better they remember.”

“That's because they spend their shower time
thinking of you naked,” Amanda said cynically.

Sara grinned. “So? That's something that's
been happening since junior high. I'm not going to worry about it.
The point is men are men, and if I call one of those guys up in a
few years he'll remember me, and because I'm reasonably cute he
might just go out of his way to help me out.”

“Isn't that like... I don't know, trading on
your looks?” Amanda asked doubtfully

“It's marketing, Amanda. You can't judge a
book by its cover, but if the book has an unattractive cover then
chances are you won't even open it up. Why do you think advertising
pays so well? Because they know how to draw people's eyes so the
product gets a chance. You, my dear, are a product, and so am I.
It's still a year to graduation but you need to think about how to
market yourself.”

The more Amanda thought about it, and the
more she googled statistics and studies about how much more likely
it was that tall people and attractive people were to be hired and
promoted, the more she realized how dumb she had been.

That didn't mean she was going to sex
herself up. That would definitely be the wrong image. But she did
start to pay attention to her image and how she looked to others.
She stopped tying her hair back in a pony tail, got it styled
nicely, and let it grow a little longer, past her shoulders.

She wore clothes she judged to make her look
attractive, but still in a professional way. No more sweatshirts
and torn jeans. It was a narrow line to walk between looking
attractive and looking sexy. But push too far over that line and
she'd look like a slut, or like she was trying to use her looks to
get something.

Which, of course, she was. But making that
obvious was not how the game was played.

She was blessed with full breasts and a
narrow waistline. That meant almost anything she wore which was
form fitting was going to draw the eyes of the guys. As long as it
wasn't too tight, though, she should escape censure from other
girls.

She determinedly researched how to walk that
line, how to make herself look as attractive as possible without
anyone condemning her as looking slutty, and consulted with Sara on
makeup tips while rummaging through the second hand shops for
flattering clothes.

No one could have faulted her appearance as
she waited for an interview with McMann-Harris some six months
later. Graduation hadn't yet happened, but it was looming, along
with finals. She and every other fourth year student was scrambling
for jobs.

She had researched the company after its
name had appeared on the recruitment list of those companies coming
to school to do job interviews with the graduating class. It was
something of a conglomerate, startlingly large given she'd never
heard of them, and involved in all manner of businesses.

They bought ailing businesses cheap, and
turned them around with sound and ruthless management practices,
turning them into profitable entities again. Sometimes they then
sold those, or sometimes they folded them into their stable.

That suggested lots of places where they
could find a use for new and ambitious graduates.

She walked into the room when called, and
met with a pleasant older man, discussed her courses, what she
liked doing, what her ambitions were, and all the usual things one
did in job interviews. The only out-of-the-ordinary aspect of it
was that the interview was done under the gaze of a video camera.
But she didn't object to that.

A lot of men had to be wary being alone in a
room with a woman, or for that matter, any sort of identity group
who might complain later that they'd been discriminated against.
Amanda thought this was a pretty good idea.

It was not a memorable interview, just one
of many that she attended in between studying for her final exams.
But it was to prove a turning point in her life. Because a month
later she was called downtown for a second interview.

She wore her best suit – her only good suit,
really. It was an investment. It was a cream colored suit with a
double breasted blazer which had a narrow waist and large brown
wood buttons. The skirt was tight, but not too tight, and several
inches above the knees. She wore a high necked, forest green blouse
underneath, and a gold choker around her neck.

She hid her nervousness well, she thought,
but she felt a jolt when she met with the HR man who had done the
first interview, and he immediately led her up to the seventieth
floor – of the seventy floor building. He led her up a wide
corridor which was softly bathed in concealed lighting, over a
floor of gray marble.

The whole place simply reeked of money!

At the end of the hall he led her into a
room where a large man several years older than her sat behind a
large desk. He rose and introduced himself.

“I'm Paul,” he said, shaking her hand.

Paul was an impressive looking man! He was
six and a half feet tall, handsome, and very well built! Yet he,
like Amanda, wore a very professional demeanor and what was
probably a tailored suit to offset any idea he was simply some
wide-shouldered airhead.

“Amanda,” she said, smiling.

He seemed young for such a large office, she
thought, clearly not yet thirty, but didn't comment on it. They sat
down and he asked her some odd question related to her health, how
much traveling she'd done and whether she was willing to travel. He
wanted to know if she exercised, and how much, and what kind.

“The position we're considering for you
requires someone young, healthy and with a considerable degree of
stamina,” he said. “Intelligence, too, naturally, but Mister
Thompson said you struck him as extremely bright, and your marks
indicate the same.”

“Well, I think I'm pretty healthy,” Amanda
said. “I make it a point to eat right and exercise since there's
not much point in anything else in the world if you're not
healthy.”

Unlike her first interview this was not on
video, which she thought might be wise, since it seemed to her that
Paul was stepping over the line in some of the questions he asked,
such as she was married or seeing anyone seriously. That didn't
seem to be for personal benefit, though.

Asking about her political views was even
stranger. She was pretty sure HR wouldn't like that, but she openly
confessed to spending little time or effort on politics.

“Would you consider your societal views to
be politically correct or incorrect?” he asked.

Another puzzling question!

“I couldn't say, really. I mean, I know that
there are a lot of people at school who are awfully... passionate
about some things which I haven't spent a lot of time worrying
about, like what pronoun to use to describe someone who is uhm,
uncertain about their gender. I simply haven't spent any time on
that sort of thing.”

“The position we have in mind for you is a
personal assistant to an important man. He does a lot of traveling.
He has little time for the minutia of life. He also has little
patience for fools and can be... acerbic at times in his
observations.”

“Acerbic?”

“Rude. Perhaps blunt would be a better term.
He's a man who speaks his mind because there's never been around to
tell him he can't. And if that offends people he really does not
care. He is not a man given to much consideration for other
people's delicate feelings about political or social views. I guess
what I'm asking is if you consider that might cause you a lot of
stress.”

“If the pay is acceptable he can call
himself King and curse the peons for all I care,” Amanda said.

Paul laughed.

“I warn you. Loyalty, a closed mouth, and
hard work are all absolutely requirements of this position. Fail at
any of them and you'll be gone so fast you won't have time to
blink. In turn, Mister Harris will demonstrate a degree of
attention to your future well-being which will virtually assure you
of never having to worry about money again.”

That, of course, was an offer too amazing to
possibly turn down. She didn't care if this Harris guy had a
swastika or a hammer and sickle tattooed on his chest if he'd do
that!

“That sounds extremely attractive,” she
said.

“He's also... eccentric, at times.”

“Eccentric?”

“People who grow up without much in the way
of boundaries, used to getting their own way, who also happen to be
brilliant and creative can veer off in any direction they think
amuses them,” he said. “Don't expect predictability. And you might
expect to be tested.”

“I would expect to be – .”

“No, to be tested by Mr. Harris means he
might say something he doesn't even believe in just to gauge your
reaction, or do something to see if it... dismays or angers you.
Mr. Harris is not very tolerant towards underlings who try to tell
him what to do or how to behave. Actually, he's not even very
tolerant to his family on that score.”

She raised her eyebrows.

“But once he accepts you and your commitment
to him and his company, you can get away with murder,” he said with
a grin. “As long as you maintain those three character traits of
loyalty, hard work and a closed mouth.”

“I'm not a gossip, and I'm used to hard
work.”

“Loyalty has to be earned,” he said. “But
we'll see.”

He stood up and went to the door behind the
desk, knocked, and entered, then turned and motioned to her.

The office past his was like nothing she'd
ever imagined.

The wall to her right and the wall directly
in front of her were solid glass, floor to ceiling. The one ahead
was slanted outward at a steep angle. The floor was made of a light
brown marble, and there was a huge glossy dark wood table next to
the window to her right which could seat ten.

Directly in front of her, set against the
slanted glass wall was a blood red rug, on which two full sized
black leather sofas faced each other across a wide, low
buttoned-leather ottoman – or was it a coffee table? Far to her
left was a wall of dark, glossy wood shelves and cupboards and
before it sat the largest desk she had ever seen.

Its top was probably four inches thick and
solid walnut. Two leather chairs sat before the desk, but it could
easily have been four, even five. The desk was that large and
solid. Behind it sat a man in his forties with dark, narrowed eyes,
an almost suspicious scowl on his face.

He had short dark hair, a strong jaw, high
cheekbones, and a non-nonsense look which said “Justify why you are
here bothering me,” without him having to say a word.

“Michael Harris, Amanda Cantrell,” Paul
said.

Amanda felt her stomach fluttering under
that intense gaze and was suddenly extremely nervous, counting the
many ways she couldn't possibly measure up to his impossibly high
standards – whatever they were!

“Sit,” he said.

Paul stepped back and left her alone, and
Amanda almost panicked, but then steeled herself and sat down in
one of the chairs before his desk.

He looked at her without speaking. And she
wondered if that was calculated to make her nervous. If so it was
working! Then she remembered Paul saying that he liked to test
people to see how they reacted. She put on her calmest look and
looked back with a pleasant, interested look on her face.

“You have nothing to say?” he finally
said.

His voice was deep and brusque.

Amanda almost panicked again. Had she
guessed wrong!? What should she say!?

“I've already decided I want this job, Mr.
Harris. But you probably know that,” she finally said. “You're the
one who wants to determine if he wants to me to have it. To do that
you'll have to ask me something, so I was waiting for you to
consider what that might be.”

“A young person who knows to keep quiet when
she doesn't have anything of value to say. Amazing,” he said in
that same cool, toneless voice.

She continued to look back calmly.

“Do you cry a lot... Amanda Cantrell?”

“No, sir,” she said.

“Young women, it seems to me, tend to cry a
lot. They get upset at things people say or at life's frustrations,
and then they cry. I don't like crying females.”

“I'll try not to cry then,” she said.

This guy was weird!

“Stand up.”

She stood uncertainly.

“Sit down.”

Frowning slightly, she sat again.

“How are you at following orders?”

“As long as those orders are clear I have no
difficulty whatever,” she said.

“And how are you at keeping questions to
yourself, presuming those orders are clear?”

“I... can be as good as you want me to
be.”

“A lot of people seem to find the need to
question the wisdom or motivation of my orders. They ask if I've
considered this or that, or if that's really what I want to do, and
maybe I should do this instead. I can accept that from someone of
comparable abilities and experience, but hearing it from virgins
just out of their mothers wombs tries my patience.”

“I will not question your orders, then,” she
said.

This guy was coming across, to her, like an
overbearing asshole. She wondered if she really wanted this job
after all.

“Stand up.”

Frowning, she obeyed.

“Take off your jacket.”

She almost asked why, but then, heart
beating a little faster, removed her blazer and put it on the back
of her chair.

“Can you do a push-up?”

“Uhm, yes, sir.”

“Do it.”

This was definitely weird!

She dropped to her hands and knees,
wondering how he'd even see her from behind that enormous desk, but
as she straightened her body into a plank and then lowered her chin
to the floor she saw him appear around the desk, watching her.

She did the push-up.

“Hold your position.”

She did so.

“Do you do yoga?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How much sleep do you normally get?”

“That depends, but maybe six hours.
Sometimes less.”

“Do another push-up.”

She did a second push-up and held her
position.

“I do a lot of walking. Do you think you can
keep up, Cantrell?”

“I do five K runs regularly,” she said.

“Stand up.”

She stood up, facing him.

“Shoulders back, chest out. Head up, arms at
your sides.”

She obeyed, because she couldn't think of
what else to do. And Harris had a very commanding presence. Out
from behind the desk he was about six feet tall, which put him
three inches taller than Amanda, and while he wasn't as big as Paul
he had broad shoulders inside a very expensive suit.

“I think experience in the military would
probably be a good introduction to this job,” he said. “They teach
you, in the military, to obey orders instantly and completely.”

He moved in close before her and she blinked
under his close-in gaze.

“The point of boot camp, Cantrell, is to
break you down and wash you out if you're weak. If you're not weak,
then you get built up into something the military can use, a part
of an enormously powerful and disciplined organization. Let me hear
you say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Louder, Cantrell,” he barked.

“Yes, sir!”

He moved in uncomfortably close.

“Do you know that within an hour of getting
off the bus, some new recruits start crying, just from being yelled
at by their drill instructors?” he asked. “They've been pampered
and coddled all their lives. They got trophies and ribbons just for
participating, even if they lost. Schools were always concerned
with not discouraging them or upsetting them. But real life isn't
like that, Cantrell. In real life the weaklings fall prey to the
strong.”

“Yes, sir!”

“You think you can be strong, Cantrell?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Louder!”

“Yes, sir!”

“This job starts at one hundred thousand.
How obedient and eager to learn do you think you can be for a job
that pays one hundred thousand dollars, Cantrell?”

Amanda felt a shock of excitement run
through her. A hundred thousand dollars to start!?

“Very obedient, sir!”

“I require obedience and discipline in the
lower ranks, Cantrell. And you, as a recruit are the lowest of the
low. You know nothing. You have no experience. No one cares about
what you think. No one wants your opinion. You are a body to move
as I direct until you are... less wet behind the ears. Is that
understood?”

“Yes, sir!”

He backed up a few inches and looked her up
and down in a way which made Amanda's pulse quiver.

“The background check on you says you're
from a poor family,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“Louder!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Your outfit is... attractive but not very
high quality. I don't fault you for this. Given your resources it's
perfectly acceptable.”

He picked up her blazer and examined it,
then tossed it down again.

“But if you're be accompanying me to the
places I'll be going, your outfit, which I have to presume is your
best, will not do. I will purchase – I will arrange to have
purchased – some clothing for you to wear while at work.”

Amanda blinked in surprise.

“Why am I doing that? Because when you are
with me or representing me you are a reflection on me and my
organization. That means how you look is important. Consider it
your uniform. That means you don't get to argue whether the fit or
color flatters you. Understood?”

“Yes, sir!”

He moved in closer again.

“That also includes no complaints that the
outfit is too sexy, or too low cut, or the skirt is too short. You
are young and attractive. I can use that look on occasions. And I
will use any tool at my disposal to influence, even minutely, those
I am doing business with. Do you have an objection to that,
Cantrell?”

“No, Sir!”

Low cut!? Short skirts!?

A hundred thousand dollars!
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“So what was he like?” her mother asked.

“Scary,” she said.

“Scary?”

“Scary. Tough. Mean.”

“That doesn't sound very good!”

“A hundred thousand a year sounds incredible
to me, mom.”

“Well, there is that. That's an amazing
amount of money! What will you be doing!?”

“I have no idea. Personal assistant covers a
lot of territory. And his admin Paul warned me that he sometimes
said and did things he didn't mean just to see your reaction. Some
of the way he acted today was probably an act to see if I broke
down in tears and ran away. You should have seen this office, mom!
It was twice the size of this apartment! His desk was as big as a
car!”

“And he's going to pay for your clothes?”
her mother asked in confusion.

“He said to consider it like a uniform,
since it reflects on him and his company. Let's face it, I can't
afford to dress appropriately to people like him, and won't be able
to for some time. Besides, he can write them off as a business
expense.”

“I still don't know that I like a man
selecting your wardrobe.”

“Well, he's not going to be doing it.
He's way too busy for stuff like that. He said he'd have someone
doing it, probably some woman.”

“Why shouldn't he have you do it?”

“To be honest, I don't know that I'd know
what to wear. I mean, I've never hung around rich people
before.”

Her mother snorted. “I'm afraid I can't help
you there. Not a lot of billionaires show up at Walmart.”

The phone rang, and Amanda picked it up to
hear the sleek looking voice of an older woman on the other
end.”

'Amanda Cantrell?”

“Speaking,” she said.

“This is Sophie Brennon. I'm a wardrobe
consultant. McMann-Harris retains my firm's services to aid in
their image management. I'd like to take you shopping.”

“Sure!” she said enthusiastically.

“Every girl's dream,” the woman said in
amusement. “High end fashion shopping for free. Shall we say
tomorrow morning?”

*

Sophie Brennon made Amanda feel like a farm
girl from the sticks. The woman was tall, beautiful, sophisticated,
and moved with amazing grace. She was also dressed in a gorgeous
blue dress that probably cost her the equivalent of a year's
tuition.

“Nice car,” Amanda said as they got into her
Mercedes.

“It's transportation,” Brennon said with a
smile.

“No, the subway is transportation.”

Brennon snorted. “Today, we take you away
from all that. Keeping yourself away from it is your business, of
course.

“I don't mind hard work,” Amanda assured
her. “Have you uhm, worked with Mister Harris before?”

“Occasionally. I helped design his
wardrobe.”

“How did you find him?”

“Unusual,” the woman said with a slight
smile. “Eccentric, a man of strong opinions, but also impulsive.
He's willing to listen to advice, but only if you can demonstrate a
level of expertise that rivals or betters his own. You can tell him
he's a fool as long as you can back it up. If you can't, then
you're a fool for telling him anything.”

They drove to Manhattan, to Fifth Avenue.
They didn't head to Banana Republic or American Girl, though, but
to Armani and Gucci and Versace.

“The first thing you have to remember, my
dear,” Brennon said. “Is the look should be provocative but not
sexual. You want to look enticing, but not cheap. And yes, one can
look cheap even in a three thousand dollar dress. You want elegant.
You tempt, but never flaunt.”

Amanda nodded raptly.

“You have a long body, but nicely rounded.
We have to be careful of your breasts. They can add enticement, but
if we do too much they obstruct the greater sense of who you are.
Large breasts, unfortunately, are too associated with cheap
actresses and strippers and not with intelligent
businesswomen.”

“They're not... large,” Amanda said
defensively.

“Thirty six D cups?”

“Well, yes.”

“They're not bad given your height. But
you're a slim girl, so it would be very easy in the wrong outfit
for them to become the focal point of everyone's view. Now, that
might be a gambit you'd want in specific circumstances, say with a
specific individual or two. But it's something we need to keep in
mind.”

“Sure.”

“By the way, speaking of strippers. Have you
ever tried pole dancing?”

Amanda looked at her in surprise.

“It's fabulous exercise. It works the
muscles from shoulders to arms to chest – which is very important
for you – to thighs and buttocks, and is a great cardio workout.
It's also the least boring exercise I've ever explored.”

“Uh, well, I can't say I've really thought
about it. I mean, I exercise on my own. I haven't been able to
afford gym memberships.”

“Now you can. McMann-Harris has quite a good
one, as a matter of fact, with some excellent trainers. And I
happen to know they have a pole dance class. One of Mr. Harris's
personality quirks is a disrespect for those who are not fit. You
should see him with his shirt off!”

She raised her eyebrows and grinned.

“Uhm.”

“He does kick boxing, you know. And for a
hobby he does those obstacle course challenges and triathlon
things.”

The first outfits she picked out for Amanda
were all hip length jackets with tight, short skirts that barely
descended below the bottom of the blazers.

“You're probably too young to remember the
Allie McBeal show on television,” Brennon said. “Somehow they put
together this show about attractive lawyers, and the female lawyers
all wore business suits with quite short skirts. It was quite the
fad for a while. In any event, it ushered in the possibility of
attractive women not hiding their attractiveness at work.”

“I've never worn short skirts, really,”
Amanda said uncertainly.

“Silly you. You have great legs, and quite
long ones. And legs are one of the things a woman can show off,
unlike her breasts, without men thinking ill of them.”

The woman was so self-assured Amanda
couldn't bring herself to disagree. And besides, she didn't know
how people dressed at that high level. The business suits were
ridiculously expensive, too. Brennon bought a half a dozen of them
and the cheapest was fifteen hundred dollars!

Then there were the blouses.

“If you can't go low, go tight,” Brennon
said, as she picked a number silky button-down blouses for her. “A
tight blouse under a blazer gives tantalizing glimpses without
flaunting yourself.”

She also found a few high-necked blouses
which were quite sheer.

“I can't wear this in public!” Amanda
gasped.

Brennon laughed softly. “Of course you can.
You simply need a slip under it, silly.”

“Oh.” Amanda did felt silly.

She bought her a few pair of tight dress
pants, then they moved on to dresses. Some were short and flirty.
Some had high slits on the hips, and a few had cleavage that made
her blush hotly as she posed before the woman.

“For special occasions, which might never
arise, but it's best to be prepared,” Brennon said.

Other dresses were ankle length gowns, but
they managed to be sensual and sometimes plunging as well.

“For balls and the like,” Brennon said.

All in all it looked to Amanda as if the
woman had spent forty thousand dollars or more on her wardrobe!

“I can't believe you're spending this much
money on my clothes!” she said nervously.

“Do you have any idea how much money
McMann-Harris has?”

“Well, yes, it's a multi-billion dollar
company but...”

“And remember, it's all a business
expense.”

“Oh yeah.”

And then there was the lingerie. Amanda
almost balked at that.

“I've got underwear,” she said.

“Silly child. Of course you do. This is not
underwear. It's lingerie.”

“But no one's going to see it at work!”

“You need a few slips, to start.”

“Well...”

“And besides, the company is paying, and I
have found that how a girl feels about herself affects how she
acts. If you wear something sexy underneath your otherwise dull,
business-wear, then you feel sexy.”

“I thought I wasn't supposed to dress
sexy.”

“Wrong. What we're trying to do is make you
look sexy but a sort of casual sexy, like you're not trying. They
aim is to not make you look slutty. No woman wants to not look
sexy, dear.. And feeling sexy is another thing entirely. A woman
who feels sexy walks and presents herself differently. Anyway,
dear, it's free. So why not? Besides, you'll need swimsuits.”

“I will!?”

“Mr. Harris has a very large yacht and
sometimes goes to St. Tropaz or other places and has parties for
wealthy clients and colleagues.”

Of course, the lingerie Brennon selected was
all very sexy. And the bikinis were all thongs or worse!

“I don't wear thongs in public,” she said,
blushing.

“My dear girl, if you're at the Riviera and
don't wear one the other young ladies will think you're some kind
of silly American prude. That will make Mr. Harris look bad.”

After the lingerie shopping came the shoes,
and then jewelry.

Then came a visit to a hair stylist.

“Image, dear,” Brennon said. “This place has
a waiting list even at a thousand dollars for a cut.”

“A thousand dollars!”

“Lifestyles of the rich, my dear,” Brennon
said in amusement.

When they'd finished with her hair it looked
and felt like spun silk, and practically glowed!

“I don't even have room for all this stuff
in my closet!” she complained. “I don't know if I even have room in
my bedroom!”

Brennon only smiled softly as she headed
south on Fifth, and their next turn was into an underground garage
in south Manhattan.

“Where are we?”

“Call it your Manhattan base.”

“My what?”

“It takes quite some time to get from your
home in Queens to south Manhattan. And even longer to get to
Mid-town where Mr. Harris lives. If he wants you urgently he does
not desire waiting for an hour and a half or more for you to show
up. This is for his convenience, not yours. Speaking of which.”

She gestured at a Lexus next to the
Mercedes.

“This is your company car.”

“My what!?”

“It's much faster than the subway, well,
depending on time and location. In any event, you'll be running
errands for him, and even if it's something as ordinary as getting
his laundry you can't very well carry it on a bus.”

Amanda stared at the car, stunned.

“Come along. I'll show you to your
apartment. It's not much but it's homey.”

Her own apartment!?

The apartment was on the thirty ninth floor.
It was a vision in white, very modern, with a long kitchen
separated from the dining area by a large island. Further past that
was the living room, with huge glass windows and a gas
fireplace.

“How much does this place cost?!” she
marveled.

“I have no idea. But real estate is one of
the things McMann-Harris is involved with. They own this building,
for example. This is a two bedroom. I suggest you use one bedroom
for your work wardrobe. That will allow you to put your own clothes
in the master bedroom closet.”

Amanda felt dazed, as if she were living a
dream – or a fantasy!

The room was already furnished – gorgeously,
and Amanda could hardly believe she was to live here! And drive her
own Lexus!

Brennon showed her how to work the remote
for the big screen TV in the living room, and the fireplace, and
the stereo, showed her wear instruction books were for the
appliances, and then left her with the car keys to the Lexus.

And a problem. How was she supposed to tell
her mother about this!? Her mother would surely think there was
something nefarious going on – and Amanda worried a bit about that
herself. A wealthy man who provides an attractive woman with an
apartment might be after more than convenience, after all.

Still, everything Brennon said made sense.
And the kind of money which the company had spent on her didn't
even qualify as chicken feed to Harris, let alone the company. And
that was without even considering that they could write it all off
as an expense.

Amanda kind of understood that on an
intellectual level but she didn't think her mother would.

And what if Harris showed up and wanted...
favors, she wondered a bit anxiously.

Well, she could just say no. And if that got
her fired, well, there'd be other jobs.

Not other jobs with this kind of salary, of
course, and with an apartment and Lexus. Her stomach churned a
little at that. What would she be willing to do to keep this job?
Just about anything, she thought nervously.

The thought about sex with Harris wasn't
exactly repulsive. He was an attractive man, after all, and
well-built. There was also something almost instinctive in her
reaction to him as a powerful, aggressive male. Sex with him
wouldn't be terrible, she thought.

But at the same time the idea scared the
hell out of her! He was so... so... awe inspiring! Not menacing,
exactly but certainly someone you wanted to be very careful not to
anger! Having sex with him would be like... like having sex with a
lion or a tiger! Eek!

She would have to lie. She wouldn't tell her
mom about the car. And she would claim that she was house sitting
for the apartment because the company had bought it as an
investment and a tax write-off. That would take some doing. Her mom
didn't understand the way companies did business, and the many
things they could write off on taxes.

Plus she was always suspicious that every
guy who met her wanted to get her into bed. That was simply not
true. Although it was true that underestimating just how horny men
could be was kind of futile.

Still, there had been nothing sexual in the
way Mr. Harris had treated her. He hadn't made the slightest effort
to flatter or be nice to her. He'd been brusque to the point of
rudeness instead. That wasn't how men acted when they wanted to
seduce a girl.

And a man like that could have lots of
girls. With his looks and power and wealth there were probably all
kinds of supermodels longing for his phone call. He didn't need
some callow, unsophisticated, inexperienced girl in his bed.

And he probably didn't need one as his
assistant either, she thought worriedly. She needed to find out his
likes and dislikes, his preferences, everything about him. And
fast! Maybe that Paul guy could help. He must know a lot. She would
have to befriend him.

The only thing she knew so far was he was
impulsive, could be rude, and was a fitness nut. Maybe she would
look into that gym at the company. She couldn't afford to be seen
as flabby or anything!

Pole dancing? The thought was intriguing,
especially if, as Brennon said, it provided such a good workout.
She hated how boring exercising was.
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Amanda was nervous on her first day. And her
outfit was not the least of her worries. It was certainly a
business suit, and it looked great on her and was tremendously
expensive. But the short skirt made her more than a little
self-conscious. It was modest enough, but she still had to keep
reassuring herself nobody would be able to see her butt!

She did feel sexy in it, though, and
sophisticated. And she looked it too. Which was the point, she
supposed. Paul came and got her at the front desk, and looked at
her approvingly before signing her in. Then he led her up to the
top floor.

“So, I was wondering,” she asked. “Uhm,
what's the best way to get along with Mr. Harris?”

“Be smart.”

“Okay, aside from that.”

He grinned. “He likes smart people. He has a
temper, and he yells a lot, but he often doesn't mean a lot by it.
And he will cut you some slack at first given you basically don't
know anything about what you're doing. That doesn't mean he won't
yell at you. He just won't mean it. At least you'll escape the
dreaded finger.”

“Uh, the finger?”

“I got jabbed in the chest quite a few times
when I started. He has a very strong finger. I think he'll find
something else for you,” he said in amusement.

That did not make her feel that much
better!

“If that makes him sound like a tyrant,
well, he is the all-powerful dictator of all he surveys, so bear
that in mind. You've never met someone with as much power as he
has. Which means you've never met anyone with as much ability to
ignore rules and convention.”

“Any advice on how to deal with him when
he's angry?”

“Let him talk. Agree with him. Apologize.
Unbutton a couple of buttons on your blouse.”

“What!?”

He laughed. “Not that I've ever tried it
myself, but I have noticed he has a soft spot for pretty women, and
is ahm, a breast man.”

She snorted disapprovingly.

“Don't worry. He'd never hire someone just
because of that.”

“Why did he hire you and not some girl with
big boobs?”

“Because I beat him in a wrestling
match.”

She stared at him in surprise. “You're way
bigger than him.”

“Mr. Harris does not recognize any
limitations on his abilities. Anyway, he didn't mind being beaten,
or at least, he didn't blame me for it. He admires ability and
toughness. He offered me a job.”

“As his uh...”

“Administrative assistant. Don't mistake
what I'm saying. “I also have a degree from Harvard. He wouldn't
hire me just because I beat him at wrestling. We also got to
chatting and he figured I was smart and educated so...”

There was actually a suite of offices
outside Harris' massive office. Paul was in one, but next to it,
reached through a door in his office, was Harris' head secretary
and two junior secretaries. Amanda's office would be through a door
on the other side of Paul's office. It was small, but very
impressive! At least to her! It was way better than the cubicle
most people got!

Paul was just showing her how everything
worked, like how to get an outside line, and how to reach other
departments, and getting her her ID when the phone buzzed.

“That's the intercom, and that means Harris
wants you. Don't even bother to pick it up. He's never there. When
it buzzes, just knock and go in.”

Amanda hurriedly left her little office,
went through Paul's, and knocked at Harris' door, then opened
it.

“You wanted me, Mr. Harris.”

“Get in here.”

She hurried through the door and across the
floor to his monster sized desk.

He turned his eyes from his monitor and his
eyes raked her.

“You look good,” he said.

“Thank you, sir,” she gulped.

“Nice legs.”

She gulped, but his words were...
toneless.

There was nothing sexual in his look or his
words, she thought. It was simply a brief, unbiased assessment. It
wasn't even flattery. He had paid for her clothes and hair, after
all. So he was simply approving of that. And then he turned back to
his monitor.

“I want you to go and see Miles Channing on
the Fourteenth floor. I want him to explain the problems he's
experiencing with amalgamating our newest acquisition. Do some
research on it. Paul can find you the files. Then do a one page
report for me.

“Yes, sir! When would you – ?”

“Have it ready by noon.”

She gulped and nodded, then quickly turned
away.

She hoped she could get that research done
fast!

She researched the company and then hurried
down to visit Channing, who was a fairly high level manager, she
thought. The acquisition in question was a company which made
semiconductors. And they were replacing its senior management with
people they found elsewhere.

“The delay is in finding the people with the
right experience and the right qualities,” he told her. “We haven't
ventured into high technology before so we really don't have anyone
in-house or anyone we can pluck from other other subsidiaries.

“What's wrong with the people there
now?”

“They're the ones who ran it almost into the
ground,” he said. “Which is why we got the company cheap.”

It was all pretty stressful to Amanda since
she wanted to be seen as smart and wanted to do a good job, and at
the same time it was all new to her. She got her report done,
though, and then emailed it to Harris. Only to have him buzz
her.

She hurried in and he pointed at the spot in
front of his desk between the two chairs. She hurried forward and
stood there.

“So, you think the delay is
unavoidable.”

“Mr. Channing said that, Sir.”

“And how confident did he seem?”

“Sir?”

“Was he apologetic? Was he hesitant? Was he
casual, confident?”

“He seemed pretty casual about it. Like it
wasn't that big a deal.”

He got out of his desk and walked around to
stand next to her, and Amanda nervously turned towards him and
raised her chin.

“What was your impression? What would you do
about it?”

“Well... you can't find people at that level
in the unemployment line,” she said. “Like he said, the best people
are already working for someone, so you have to find them and then
persuade them to come work for you.”

“And how do you persuade them?”

“More money, I guess.”

“There's more to a job than money,
Cantrell!” he growled.

He jabbed her in the chest when he said it,
and she gulped anxiously.

Apparently Paul had been wrong. She had more
than enough chest above her breasts for his finger to poke at her!
Although the place he poked was actually level with the top of her
breasts, just in between so his finger didn't touch them.

“Yes, of course,” she said.

“Power to take control of their own units,
to have the initiative to improve a product or its sales without
looking over their shoulder for approval, job satisfaction,
Cantrell. Once you reach a level where you don't worry about day to
day bills money becomes a way of keeping score but it lacks the
same urgency.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Power is more important to some men than
money or sex,” Cantrell. “Power, in fact, has been described as the
ultimate aphrodisiac. Have you ever heard that?”

“Yes, sir!”

“But you're a virgin,so you don't know.
You've never had power so you've never felt it.”

Then he poked her chest again.

“And if you want to get it, you need to work
that little ass off.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Go back and tell him I want a list of
targets for the jobs involved within twenty four hours, along with
measures he proposes to use to recruit them.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Get your ass going!”

She turned as he said it and then yelped as
his hand slapped her bottom sharply enough to sting and make her
jump forward. She scurried out of the room, feeling a strange
mixture of anxiety about getting the job done to his satisfaction,
and indignation that he'd slapped her butt!

And yet... again it hadn't felt sexual,
just... well. Like the finger jabbing.

She hurried down to see Channing again, who
was a lot less happy with her this time around, then hurried back
upstairs just in time to go to lunch. While at lunch she took out a
membership at the gym club, and even, on impulse, joined a poll
dancing class. It would at least be worth trying.

There were several other things she had to
do in the afternoon, as Harris kept her running around and
researching things and talking to people. Each time she did she had
to report to him in person, but at least he didn't jab her – or
slap her again!

Still, it was far from a relaxing day!

Nor was the next, or the next, or the next.
In fact, the whole week was quite draining! It was long hours and
high stress! Mr. Harris was not a tolerant man, and was very
demanding! And she got slapped on the butt several more times too,
and jabbed as well!

She wasn't quite as certain those slaps on
the butt were entirely without any sexual intent either! She was
quite sure Harris was aware of the implications. He was brilliant,
after all. Yes, he was acting paternalistic towards her, so in that
sense they could be seen as 'fatherly' but they implied something
more, and she remembered what he said about power being the
ultimate aphrodisiac.

So every time she got a slap she couldn't
help think of the possibility he did ultimately see her as hot and
intend to … sleep with her. And that was, as always a scary
thought. Not because the idea of sleeping with him was so awful but
because the thought was so daunting!

If he approached sex like he approached
business it would be an aggressive, skilled, take-no-prisoners kind
of thing, and she knew she would be hopeless out of her class. She
wasn't a virgin, but she was sure she hadn't had anything like the
kind of experience he had.

She would look like a clumsy, farm girl or
something! Comparing herself to someone like Brennon only made her
want to wince.

Still, after a week she came to appreciate
that he worked himself even harder than he worked her or his
managers, and was just as demanding of himself and of his senior
people. She overheard some pretty loud expressions of unhappiness
directed at nervous looking managers who came to see him, and was
glad she wasn't being yelled at like that!

She also took her first two pole dancing
classes, and they turned out to be physically demanding and yet
quite a lot of fun. And she got to revel in her beautiful new
apartment, and her luxurious new car!

Oh, they weren't hers, but they were a taste
of what she was going to have if she succeeded!

And she would succeed, no matter what it
took! And if that meant sleeping with Michael Harris then that was
what she was going to damn well do! It wasn't like sleeping with
someone to get a job or a promotion, she told herself as she argued
the point. It was sleeping with a demanding man in order to keep
him happy. Wasn't that what women had been doing throughout
history?

As she entered her second week, that though
rose in her head more and more often. She began to accompany him as
he went to meetings in and around the building, then as they went
to meetings elsewhere in the city. Everywhere he went he was the
boss, the big man that everyone was nervous around.

He gave of an air of power and authority
that she was starting to find disturbingly attractive. The idea of
a sexual relationship with him was scary, but intriguing, because
it would be entirely unlike any relationship she'd ever
experienced. Mr. Harris wanted what he wanted and would not be
thwarted. Any sort of sex with him would be entirely one-sided in
terms of power.

She toyed with the idea of something more,
like becoming his wife or something, but that idea was simply
ridiculous. He was twice her age, and ten times her sophistication.
Still, it was kind of cool to fantasize about it.

And then after most people had gone home,
and they were still working, he came out of his office, jerked his
head to get her up and out of her desk, and headed back into his
office. She scurried after him, of course. And they went to the far
side and into a door she had thought was the bathroom. There turned
out to be a narrow hall there, with a bathroom to the right. They
walked past it, however, and into the next room down.

It turned out to be a private gym she hadn't
even known about. Of course, it figured Harris wouldn't exercise
down with the regular people, she thought. This one had all the
fancy equipment and looked out onto the bay.

“Wow, nice gym,” she said.

“If you can afford the best you should get
it,” he said.

He pointed at a small bathroom in the
corner.

“Go get changed.”

“Sir?”

“There's an exercise outfit of some kind in
there for you. I had Brennon buy some.”

“Uh but...”

“We've been working hard and getting
nowhere. Our bodies need to move and work up a sweat. Then we can
get back to work.”

“But - .”

“Now.”

He slapped her butt and she leapt forward
and hurried into the bathroom.

She saw the leotard wrapped in plastic.
Apparently Brennon thought of everything. Still, this made her a
bit nervous as she opened the plastic and examined it. It was
beautiful, in a nice shade of black and green. It had a built in
bra, too, and a razor back, so she would have to remove her
bra.

She did so, then pulled it up her legs, only
to find it was higher cut than the underwear she'd worn that day.
That mean she had to slip it down and off, then remove her panties.
She slipped it on again and pulled it up, and then looked at
herself in the mirror.

It was awfully high cut! And the rear, while
it wasn't a thong was... cheeky. She'd worn cheeky swimsuits a few
times, but this wasn't at the beach with a group! The top was
awfully... form fitting, too! Her breasts looked considerably more
prominent than she was comfortable about at work! There didn't seem
to be much choice, though, and, chest tight, she opened the door
and went back out into the gym.

He was doing push-ups. And all he had on
were a pair of sweat pants. He was doing them very quickly, too,
effortlessly, the muscles standing out under the skin of his arms.
Amanda was reminded that Harris was a powerful man in more ways
than one. There was raw, physical power there too.

He stood up and looked at her and she felt
her face flushing.

“What exercises do you usually do?” he
asked.

“Uhm, well, jogging.”

She certainly wasn't going to mention the
pole dancing classes she'd started!

He snorted and grabbed her wrist, then
pulled it firmly out and then up.

“Make a fist.”

She made a fist, acutely conscious of his
big, powerful hand holding her wrist, and then his other hand ran
over her upper arm.

“Not a lot of strength there, Cantrell.”

“Well, I'm a girl,” she said
defensively.

He snorted, then gripped her shoulder and
spun her around, pushing her towards the wall.

“Reach up for the bar,” he ordered.

There was a chin-up bar well above her. Even
stretching her arms up she couldn't grab it.

Until his big hands gripped her waist and
boosted her up! Then she grabbed the bar and hung on as he released
her and stepped back.

“Try a chin-up.”

“I can't,” she gulped.

She was acutely conscious of hanging,
dangling there in front of him, with the bottom of the leotard
digging into her buttocks!

“Try.”

She tried, but only got halfway up, her arms
burning with effort, before she dropped back to the ground, and
almost fell. She stumbled back against him, as a matter of fact,
but he caught her and then pulled her around.

“You need to work those arm muscles.”

He sat her on a machine and had her raise
her arms up behind a pair of padded paddles, then he adjusted the
strength and she worked the paddles in and out as he turned and got
on a treadmill, then started to walk, then jog, then run –
effortlessly. The man was a machine!

He had a great ass too, she thought,
flushing. And his bare back, while not as impressive as his chest
and stomach, still kept drawing her eyes. Her mind was filled with
anxiety about whether this was just him arrogantly insisting she
accompany him in his exercises or whether he intended something...
nastier!

And she wasn't even sure about how she felt
if he did intend something nasty! She would do just about
anything to keep this job, that was for sure! But alongside that,
thinking about him and working with him over the past week and a
half had given her a strange sense of fascination about what it
would be like if she slept with him.

It certainly wouldn't be romantic! She
couldn't imagine soft words and gentle caresses from Harris! It
would be more like being ravaged by a viking warrior! Of course,
there was a certain dark sense of the erotic about that, but only
as a theory. In reality it would probably be far worse!

But no, she didn't think he would actually
cause her any harm. He was a responsible, respectable member of
society's elite. Moreover, he had no need of violence. He could buy
anything he wanted, and just about anyone – including, she
admitted, herself.

So in that sense it would be like having sex
with a relatively tame viking warrior, which was slightly less
erotic but a whole lot safer!

He stopped his jog and returned to her,
sweating a little, and Amanda gulped and averted her eyes from the
sight of so much bare flesh, so much very MALE bare flesh,
glistening with a light sheen of perspiration.

“How are you doing?”

“My arms are starting to ache,” she
groaned.

“Don't overtax your muscles. You should work
up to things.”

She stopped, gladly.

“You need to work those pectoral majors,” he
said. “You want to keep your breasts firm as you age.”

Amanda gulped, again very aware of how
prominent her breasts were in the leotard!

“What about your thighs?”

Amanda felt another rush of adrenaline,
despite the tone. He was looking down at her thighs, which of
course, were naked. In fact, the leotard cut up from her crotch and
didn't actually curl across her side until it reached her
waist!

There were two more padded panels to the
sides of the narrow bench she sat on, much like the ones she'd been
using on her arms. These, though, were much lower, and intended,
clearly, to be used to work the leg muscles.

Harris drew them in and she the fit just
inside her legs above her knees. But she felt her pulse rate rise
as he brusquely nodded at her to start, while he adjusted the
tension. She had no choice but to spread her legs apart then, right
in front of him!

“Wider,” he said. “You want to stretch the
tendons in your thighs, stretch those muscles.”

Amanda's heart beat even faster as she
spread her legs out far to the sides, pushing the paddles back, and
then she flinched as he reached down, his big fingers rubbing the
inside of her thigh, probing the soft flesh!

He did it, once again, very casually, and
without any apparent sexual intent or lust. But his fingers were
awfully close to the narrow V of fabric covering her sex! And
Amanda was desperately aware that she wasn't wearing any underwear
underneath the leotard!

“Don't stain too hard. Do not stretch so far
that it hurts. Feel it stretch, and then back off.”

“Y-Yes, sir,” she said in a strangled
voice.

He turned away, leaving her almost gasping,
and went to another machine, where he began to lift the bar up and
down. He was facing her now, and she averted her eyes again, but
kept flicking them back to see him working his powerful arms,
shoulders and chest.

Could he possibly be oblivious, she
wondered, to the sexual tension she felt, to the way her pulse was
racing?! He wasn't looking at her, instead concentrating on his
lifting. He was working very intensely, she saw, and wondered what
weight the bar was set to. The movement of muscles beneath the skin
was... fascinating.

He stopped and blew out several deep
breaths, then looked at her. “Come,” he said, jerking his head as
he had before.

She slid off the seat and followed him
through the door on the other side of the room, and found herself
in a narrow hall. He halted for a moment as if thinking, then
opened a cupboard which turned out to be full of towels. He pulled
one down and tossed it to her.

“Get out of that leotard and we'll have a
quick sauna.”

“Uhm, oh, that's okay!” she gulped, her
voice squeaking.

He turned those stern eyes on her. “Go,” he
barked.

She stumbled back a bit, then hurried back
into the exercise room, clutching the towel. She felt breathless as
she went into the bathroom and then stared at herself in the
mirror. God, her boobs looked too big in this thing! They weren't
that big! She peeled it down and off and realized she was sweating
as she pulled the towel around herself.

It wasn't that big a towel! She could cover
her breasts, and tuck it in to hold it in place, but it only fell
to her upper thighs! A sauna!? With him!? Was she supposed to get
naked!? What if he told her to remove the towel!? What if HE
removed his!?

She went nervously back to the other room
and saw the sauna door and no Harris. She felt like bolting, but
knew that wasn't an option. Besides, she still felt that strange
dark fascination with the idea, with the fantasy, with the wonder
of what it would be like to sleep with a man like Harris, a man
twice her age, but so strong, so powerful, so... determined!

She opened the door a crack and saw him
there sitting on a wide bench, the towel around his waist,
thankfully. Gulping, she opened the door more and slid inside, and
it closed behind her. The air was starting to heat up as she edged
over to the bench about six feet away from him.

“Come,” he said, pointing at the seat next
to him.

Her pulse was racing as she moved closer and
then sat down gingerly beside him.

“You seem very tense, Cantrell,” he
said.

“D-Do I?”

“Are you religious? Do you have one of those
Christian fetishes about the human body?”

“N-No, sir. I mean, I don't think so. No. No
I don't!” she gulped.

“You're babbling, Cantrell.”

“S-sorry!”

“Are you afraid of me, Cantrell?”

“No! I mean, no, sir! Of course not!” she
gulped.

“Good.”

He turned to her, and his right arm slipped
around her back while his left slid under her legs just under the
knees. Then, effortlessly, he lifted her up, and turned forward
again, bringing her over to sit her neatly across his lap!
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Amanda froze!

“You have no need of fear,” he said. “I have
never harmed a woman in my life.”

She felt the arm behind her slide up, felt
his hand gripping a thick mass of hair behind her neck, and then
jerked back sharply enough she cried out, startled, her hands
reaching up and back for his hand.

“No,” he barked. “Put your hands down!”

Trembling, she obeyed.

“Good.”

He reached up and undid the towel, and it
fell away!

Amanda thought she might have a heart
attack! Her arms quickly shot in to cover herself.

“No!” he barked again. “Hands at your
sides!”

Gasping, she obeyed again, and she felt him
pull back a bit more on her hair, elevating her head.

“Arch your back.”

She moaned softly as she obeyed.

“Lovely,” he said. “You have an excellent
body, Cantrell.”

She jerked as she felt his hand on her
abdomen, then felt his fingers stroking up and down her stomach,
probing, pushing in.

“You need more exercise, though. Not much
fat or flab but it will come if you don't get proper exercise to
tone these muscles.”

His hand moved away, and he turned his head
in the opposite direction as he reached for something. He turned
back with a squeeze bottle in hand, and squeezed it. A narrow
liquid stream of what she first thought was water hit the top of
her chest and began to trickle downward. Only it quickly became
apparent it wasn't water. It oozed slowly.

He put down the bottle and his hand returned
to her body, this time to her upper chest. Amanda's hands rose and
trembled at her sides as his hand spread the slippery liquid over
her upper chest, then, very casually, down across her breasts!

She sucked in a deep breath and moaned as
his big hand moved slowly over her breasts, with surprising
gentleness, spreading the oil across and under, then over her ribs
and downward, over her belly and abdomen.

She didn't know what to say! She didn't know
what to do! Amanda was locked in position with her heart beating
like a drum as his hand moved down and began to spread the slick
oil over her upper legs.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Dazed, gasping, Amanda obeyed, face burning
and her insides churning. His hand slid down and over her sex, the
hand flat, spreading the oil in and under and around as she thought
her head might explode!

His hand slid up, then, the other still
clutching her hair, up over her breasts. Her nipples were rock
hard, she realized as he caught at one and rolled and stroked it
between his thumb and forefinger. He pinched it lightly, squeezing,
rubbing, plucking it gently, catching it between his fingers and
massaging it.

Then his hand slid downward, down between
her legs. Only now it wasn't flat. The middle finger was pressing
in along the line of her sex, stroking up and down against her
there. The sensations which swept through her as it moved across
her clitoris were … intense!

“I have had many women in my life,” he said,
as his hand stroked her.

Amanda gasped and her eyes widened as the
finger curled in, pressed against her opening, and slowly sank into
her body.

“They vary in temperament, of course,
depending on their upbringing. Their likes and dislikes are wildly
different, their entertainments and hobbies, their choice in
fashion and careers. The physical body, however, does not vary
widely in its reaction and response to touch.”

“Oh!” she gasped as his finger dipped into
her, then pulled back, dipped a little further, then pulled back.
He had a big, thick finger! And even as it dipped in and out of her
another one was casually rubbing against the top of her sex,
against her clitoris!

“Of course, the mind is the most important
erotic organ,” he said. “It is interesting that the same touch in
the same place, with exactly the same pressure, can elicit quite
different physical responses depending on the state of mind of the
female involved.”

Amanda was gulping in air, her body
flinching, trembling, and overheating, both from the outside and
the inside. There was no question of her resisting, of course, but
she wasn't frozen in place because of fear for her job. Instead she
felt a wild storm of emotions ranging from embarrassment and
outrage to a wild dark animal heat which had seemed to explode out
of almost nowhere!

Her nervous system was being overloaded by
the force of sensation flooding through it even as her mind was
swept with confusion and emotion. Her hands rose several times as
if to do something but... but what!?

“Spread your legs wider.”

The words sent another wild emotional
explosion through her, for some reason, but she obeyed, and then
the finger which was stroking lightly in and out pushed deeper.

“Oh!” she cried.

The finger pushed way deeper, sinking into
her body to the knuckle! She felt it high inside, rubbing against
the front wall of her sex as she struggled to breath in the hot,
steaming air!

I think I'm going to faint, she thought
wildly!

The finger slid slowly back, then pushed in
again, slid back and out of her, and then two fingers pushed into
her, causing her to cry out as they sank deep through the tight,
slick folds of her overheated sex.

“Very snug, very soft,” he said.

The tips of his fingers rubbed against the
side of her sexual tunnel as another finger, his thumb, stroked
rapidly over her clitoris. Amanda whimpered, overwhelmed by it all,
and shuddered as the wild sexual tension climbed to such levels
that she couldn't keep her body still.

And then the orgasm hit her and she cried
out, her muscles spasming, her hips bucking uncontrollably as her
back arched and she stared up at the ceiling. She felt herself
rutting against hist big fingers, and the air sobbed out of her
lungs as the strength of the orgasm grew greater and then still
greater, overpowering her senses.

She grabbed his wrist, crying out as her
hips bucked against his fingers, trying instinctively to jerk his
fingers even deeper inside herself, grinding his knuckles against
the soft, slippery flesh of her labia as the pleasure tore through
her mind.

Then she went limp, drawing in deep, loud,
ragged breaths of air and slumping against his chest with a
trembling groan.

“Rest,” he said.

He released her hair and lay her back along
the long bench, still across his lap, but then rolled her over onto
her belly, down across his towel clad groin. His fingers massaged
her buttocks, and then he squirted more of that oil onto her and
spread it up and down her back and over her shoulders.

She felt him slide his arms down her
shoulders and arms, spreading the oil further, then drawing her
arms in and back behind her, crossing her wrists across her lower
back. A moment later she felt something, a soft thumb-thick rope or
cord, wrapped around them and then looped repeatedly before
tightening.

She stared along the bench her chin was
resting on, still dazed and overwhelmed by the force of the orgasm
which had shaken her. But even dazed she realized with a gasp, that
he had tied her wrists behind her back!

She felt a sense of alarm, but only
momentarily. It melted away under the realization he could do
anything he wanted to her, regardless of whether she was tied up.
He was simply far too powerful for her to resist whatever he chose
to do – even if she could work up the will or even desire to
resist. And just then she had neither.

His hands massaged her buttocks, and then
his fingers worked on her inner thighs before starting to caress
her sex again. She moaned low in her throat as the fingers of his
right hand rubbed her labia, while his left kneaded and caressed
her buttocks.

As she started to fit her shattered mind
back together she became increasingly aware of what he was doing,
and increasingly confused by it. While she didn't have an awful lot
of experience with sex she was certainly no virgin. She knew, or
had thought she knew what to expect of sex, even with a man twice
her age.

And this was certainly not it!

His big, strong hands were surprisingly soft
as they rubbed and caressed her with a skill she recognized even
though it was the first time she'd ever felt it. No guy she'd slept
with had spent an awful lot of time rubbing her beyond what they
thought necessary to let them drive their eager cocks into her
body.

Harris, however, showed no particular sense
of urgency, and his fingers touched her slick, slippery flesh with
an intimacy which made her emotionally uncomfortable even as her
body warmed to them. His left hand, for example, rested atop her
buttocks, but his fingers were gently caressing up and down her
body between them, stroking across her tight little back
opening!

His right fingers were now probing within
the mouth of her sex, dipping and stroking, and pushing deeper.

“Tell me, Cantrell, where do you see your
life going?” he asked calmly.

Amanda was not in a very introspective mood
at the moment, and found herself barely capable of speech, much
less forming complete sentences.

Then she squeaked as one of his fingers slid
deep into her pussy and twisted slowly about.

“You're young, beautiful, intelligent and
now well-educated,” he said.

A second finger slid into her.

“There are many possibilities ahead of you,
many roads with many branches, many decisions to make.”

Now the fingers which had been stroking
across her back opening began to push into it as he stroked her
clitoris with his other hand!

“There are many things you need to learn, of
course, about business, and about life. About yourself, as
well.”

“Oh!” she gasped as the finger probing at
her bottom slid into it.

“And about your body.”

A second finger pushed into her sex,
stroking in and out, while he stroked her clitoris. The finger in
her bottom didn't go very deep. It pushed in an inch or two, then
retreated, rubbing the outside of her wrinkled opening before
penetrating and sliding into her again, only to retreat once
more.

The fingers along her labia stroked and
caressed he as the fingers inside pumped slowly in and out. At the
same time, he stroked her clitoris and dipped the finger of his
other hand into her bottom. It was all like he was playing a grand
piano, and she was the piano!

And then another orgasm swept over her and
she trembled and shook, her hips again bucking up towards him as
she gurgled and gasped and moaned in pleasure. Then she cried out
as she felt him grip her hair and yank it sharply up and back.

“Scream!” he growled. “Scream! Let me hear
you scream!”

The orgasm had her in its grip and her mind
was being battered by a flood of sensation. She cried out, louder
and then still louder at his demand, her hips rolling violently
back against him as he moved his hand and fingers harder and
faster.

She slumped dazed, gasping, and he drew his
fingers back, then caressed her slick body.

“You remain too inhibited. I intend to do
something about that. The fewer inhibitions your mind has, the more
pleasure your body can feel. The more pleasure your body feels the
more thoroughly your mind will feel the release.”

He let her relax as his fingers kneaded the
muscles of her back and shoulders, then worked their way back down
until, once again, they were between her legs. He rolled her over
and sat her up again, having her spread her legs, so his hands
could knead her breasts.

He worked on them quite thoroughly this
time, squeezing and stroking them, rolling and twisting and
stroking her nipples until they throbbed and burned, then returning
to her sex. As he had before, he gripped her hair to jerk it back,
and as her breasts thrust out she felt his mouth descend.

“Ah! Oh! Oh God!” she gasped, her voice
cracking.

His mouth dug into her, his teeth closing on
the center of her breast like an animal biting into its prey! But
though it ached where his teeth closed against her it did not cross
the threshold into actual pain. And the feel of the suction of his
breath on her and the way his tongue then swirled across her tongue
made her shudder and moan.

His other hand was between her legs, and
first one, then two, then three slippery fingers slipped into her
to the knuckles, twisting and writhing around deep inside the
tight, elastic tunnel of her sex, pumping in and out as his thumb
stroked across her clitoris.

“When you climax, I want you to release your
inhibitions, Cantrell,” he said. “Do not repress your responses.
Give yourself to the pleasure, and scream.”

She whimpered and moaned and then jerked
convulsively as the orgasm hit. He jerked back on her hair, which
stung her scalp, and she cried out, then cried out again as the
orgasm tore through her.

She felt something give way within her, a
sense of dignity or pride or self possession which was ever
present. After all, she didn't want to look bad to someone she was
with, even in sex. So even in sex she was, to a certain extent,
controlled in her reactions and responses.

But now she felt the need to do that fading
and let herself cry out, let her voice cry out louder and louder at
the astonishing intensity of the orgasm as it lashed her senses
with pleasure! She cried out so loudly her voice almost ached with
it as her hips jerked against his rapidly plunging fingers and
stroking thumb.

“A little better,” he said.

He eased her off and stood up, then headed
for the door.

“Come,” he ordered.

Amanda gulped, tugging at her wrists, then
scurrying after him. The hall outside felt incredibly cool on her
overheated flesh. Her skin glistened with both oil and sweat as she
followed him up the hall and into a room with a huge whirlpool tub
in the floor. Off to one side was a bench, though, and he headed
for it, then casually sat down and pulled his towel away.

Amanda stared at his cock, hard, thick and
large!

“Kneel, Cantrell.”

Gulping, she felt her knees folding beneath
her, staring, watching him fist it as he reached for her hair and
gathered it in a thick mass to draw her in closer.

“Let's see what your oral skills are like,”
he said.

Amanda stared at his enormous erection with
a sudden sense of anxiety. She was sure he had very high standards,
and wasn't at all sure she could live up to them! Furthermore,
she'd never given a blow-job without using her hands before!

She couldn't say that, though, so lowered
her lips and started to tentatively lick and kiss his cock. She
slid her lips over the head and sucked it into her mouth,
stretching her mouth wider. Then she sucked on it inside her mouth
and massaged it with her tongue.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair to
pull her free, then gripped his cock and pulled it flat along his
abdomen.

“Start with the balls, Cantrell,” he said,
guiding her mouth down.

She gasped and obeyed, licking at them,
sucking at them, pulling them into her mouth as he held her firmly
by the hair. The thought of protesting, much less refusing did not
even enter her mind.

“Let them pull free slowly,” he said. “Open
your lips only enough as you pull back so they can slowly ease out
through, then suck them back in again.”

She obeyed, grateful for his instructions,
wanting to do exactly what he liked. She pulled free on further
instructions, and he had her kiss them slowly, sensuously, and
widen her lips as she did, while sucking gently to draw them into
her mouth.

Then she started licking along the shaft as
he held it there, long, slow, sensual licks, then turning her head
to the side to mouth the shaft sideways, sucking on it, letting her
tongue caress the flesh as she worked her way higher. It occurred
to her after about five minutes that most of her blow jobs didn't
even take this long, and she hadn't even taken him into her mouth
yet!

He finally had her licking at the head, and
then pursing her lips to slowly force them down over it. She had
always controlled this with her hand around the base of the guy's
shaft, but now she had no control.

She sucked and licked, bobbing slowly up and
down, then forced herself deeper and then deeper, as deep as she
dared go without gagging. He drew her back, and she gasped as he
forced her head up so she was looking at him.

“Have you ever deep throated before?”

Amanda felt a jolt of anxiety.

“No, sir!”

“It's time you learned then. Deep throating,
Cantrell, is all in your mind. All it takes is mental discipline.
You might think otherwise, but it's your mind which controls your
gag reflex, not your instincts. Otherwise you'd gag every time a
piece of food slipped into your throat.”

He jerked her forward, half across his
lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow!”

His fingers slid between her thighs.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Gasping, she obeyed, and his fingers stroked
her sex, then one of them pushed into her to the knuckles and
twisted around inside. She was still sopping wet and slippery
besides, she thought, moaning, as a second finger joined it. She
felt her clitoris being stroked and rubbed and her hips jerked
helplessly back against them as she felt the sexual tension within
her soaring.

He pulled up and back on her hair and she
cried out again as he put her back on her knees on the floor.

“Kneel in place, knees wide. Sit on your
heels. Head up and back, shoulders back. That's it.”

He stood up and she found herself face to
face with his cock, which was still hard. But then he moved around
her and went back into the hall where they'd come from. She sat
there, panting, gulping in air, and feeling again a sense of
wonder. What had happened? What was happening? Holy shit!

He returned, and moved behind her. She
gasped as he roughly seized her hair and jerked her head back
sharply.

“I like the look of a girl's torso as she
arches her back,” he said, looking down at her.

He knelt behind her, then, and tugged to
raise her up off her heels. Amanda moaned as she felt his fingers –
no, something else – against her sex. Then she felt that same sense
of pressure and then aching and stretching as it slid into her
body.

He released her hair and lowered her, and
then got up and moved around in front of her.

Amanda dropped her chin and stared at what
looked like a big cock, or at least, the shaft, protruding from her
body! The base sat on the floor as she stared in disbelief. It was
a big, thick dildo!

“Sit on your heels, Cantrell.”

A churning wall of heat swept over her as
she obeyed, sliding down, feeling the dildo push higher into her
body

“Lower,” he ordered.

“It's... I'm – .”

“Lower.”

She moaned and shifted her heels aside,
groaning as her sex sank lower, inch after inch of the thick dildo
sliding up inside her to make her ache with the fullness.

He squatted in front of her and then gripped
her by the throat. Her eyes bulged a little, but then he relaxed
his grip, his other hand kneading her breast.

He raised his hand and traced her lips with
two fingers, then pushed them in.

“Suck,” he said softly.

Amanda moaned, eyes rolling upwards at him
as she sucked on his fingers. They slid in and out, along her
tongue, through her lips as she sucked, and then licked at
them.

He pulled them out and then she felt them on
her clitoris, rubbing her there, as he pulled her upper body
forward and kissed her deeply and passionately!

Amanda's hips began to grind helplessly
against his fingers as the heat rose higher and higher and she
gasped for breath, moaning into his mouth.

And then he stopped, standing up, shifting
his hand from her throat to her hair. He pushed his stiff cock into
her open mouth and she closed her lips, sucking eagerly, her body
fairly steaming with heat as he pumped slowly in and out.

“Swallow!” he barked suddenly, startling her
with the force of the demand.

And at that instant he pulled sharply down
on her hair, tilting her head back as he thrust forward with his
cock. The head pushed into the back of her throat, and then slid
downward! She hadn't even gagged at first, startled as she was by
both his shouted command and the sharp, stinging jerk on her
hair!

Then she instinctively tried to pull back,
only to find his grip on her hair remorseless, and his other hand
sliding behind her head to pull her in even more firmly! She stared
at his groin as the shaft completely disappear from her view, and
only then did she begin to gag!

“Swallow! Just swallow! Tell yourself its
natural,” he demanded.

The order was ridiculous! Except that his
cock was already deep in her throat! And even through her shock at
what had happened she felt a shock that he'd been able to get it so
deep without much in the way of her gagging or choking! And even
then, as she belatedly began to panic, he was pulling back, and she
was staring at inch after inch of glistening shaft emerging before
her!

He pulled free and she drew in deep, ragged
breaths of air, coughing and gasping for breath.

“Not bad for a first attempt,” he said.

It did not really even occur to her in those
seconds that she had attempted nothing. He had simply shoved his
cock down her throat! And even as she was steadying herself she
felt a sense of awe and wonder that she had gotten his big cock –
any cock, at all, all the way down her throat! Wow!

That did not give her a lot of confidence,
but it gave her some, and eased her fear quite a bit, as he pushed
himself back into her mouth and she began to bob up and down on it.
He had her pull off and suck his balls again, then lick up and down
the shaft, before taking it into her mouth again.

Just as before, he gave her no real warning,
and just as before, he shouted at her to swallow even as he yanked
stingingly on her hair, distracting her mind as his big shaft slid
down her throat.

It was a little easier the second time. Just
a little. It was a tiny bit easier the third and fourth times,
though, and even easier the fifth time. Although by then Amanda was
dazed and gasping, and her head was aching from repeated incidents
of being unable to breath. She was light headed as he sat back on
the bench and dragged her across his lap again.

She gasped and moaned as he began to pump
the dildo in and out of her, his thumb stroking her clitoris as he
did so. Her body began to burn once more, even as his other hand
started to slap her bottom slowly but repeatedly.

The slaps got faster and faster as her hips
began to jerk and shift and roll to the thrumming power of the
sexual pressure and heat building up inside her.

Crack!

She gasped at another slap to her
bottom.

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

She obeyed, and groaned as he gripped the
dildo and pumped it in and out.

Crack!

The dildo thrust in and out and his fingers
stroked her clitoris rapidly.

Gasping and moaning and crying out, Amanda
felt the orgasm welling up within her.

“Scream!”

Crack!

“Scream!” he barked.

Crack!

Amanda cried out, losing herself to the wave
of ecstasy that swept over her. Her hips spasmed and her insides
burned as sexual electricity crackled through her body! A wall of
sensation tore through her mind and left her dazed and unthinking,
wanting only for it to continue forever and ever!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Amanda got home late, but she'd grabbed
something to eat at work before... before that astonishing,
shocking, unbelievable thing had happened!

It would not necessarily have shocked her to
sleep with Michael. She had suspected that might be coming. She had
sort of resigned herself to it, and even looked forward to it with
a sense of wildly anxious anticipation. So her sense of dazed
disbelief was not simply about engaging in sexual acts with
him.

But she had never imagined anything like
what had happened! She though ruefully to how she'd believed sex
with him would consist of him being wildly aggressive. She hadn't
even known the half of it! She had never thought she'd spend most
of it with her hands tied behind her! And she'd never imagined it
would be so... complicated, and last so long either!

And he hadn't even had sex with her! He had
used his fingers to make her mind explode so many times! She'd
never had that many orgasms in her life! And they had been
incredibly intense! Yet all he'd demanded of her was a blow
job.

Not that it was like any oral sex she'd ever
given before, of course! She'd never had a guy shove his cock down
her throat before! And never given oral sex while tied up!

And she hadn't for a moment thought she
would feel such an incredible sexual power gripping her mind and
body! She tried to remember a time when she had been so aroused and
couldn't. She tried to think of any kind of sexual event in her
life which could match this evening, and couldn't.

Evening!? It had been something like an
hour!!

Holy God! Was she some kind of a nympho slut
or was he just that good with his hands!?

A part of her squirmed at the memory. She'd
been naked in front of her boss! Naked and more! And his hands had
moved... all over her body! God, he'd masturbated her several
times! No guy had ever done that before!

She called her mother right away, because
she did every night, since her mom worried about her.

“I was working late, is all, on a project,”
she said.

“Well, I suppose they'll work you hard for
that big pay check, dear. I don't like you coming home in the dark,
though.”

“It's not far from where I live to where I
work, mom.”

“Was that nasty boss of yours there?”

“He's not nasty, just... very demanding.
Yes, he was there. He was... showing me some things, teaching me
how to do some things I'd only ever heard of.”

“Like what?”

“Uhm, you wouldn't understand. It's
complicated business stuff.”

She managed to get through the conversation
then went to her bedroom and stripped to have a shower. She thought
she needed one given how much she'd sweated with Harris!

She looked at her body. It looked the same.
There were red marks on her wrists, but they were already fading.
She turned her bottom to the mirror and bent forward a bit. It
looked normal, showing no signs of the spanks she'd gotten.

She was sore inside, though. God, she'd
never had such a big dildo inside her body! And he'd fucked her so
hard! Her throat also ached, for the same reason! But she felt
almost a sense of giddy pleasure. She had deep throated his massive
cock! She'd be able to take any other cock easily now!

Well, not easily, but she knew she could do
it.

Why hadn't he fucked her, though!? She had
been thoroughly helpless in every sense of the word, completely at
his mercy, and she certainly wouldn't have objected. Why had he
just fucked her with his fingers and the dildo? Why not shove that
big cock inside her?!

She felt a bit guilty. Had she been hired
because of her body? Because he thought he would be able to fuck
her?

And why hadn't he!?

She didn't want her success to come because
of her body! On the other hand, she was not about to quit now! Not
with an incredible pay check and such incredible benefits.

And was fucking the boss part of her duties
or was it another benefit, she thought wonderingly. In about an
hour Harris had opened her eyes to a sexual world of intense
passion and pleasure she had barely known existed, and which she
had dismissed with a sneer.

Wow! Just... wow!

She should, she knew, be feeling ashamed of
herself. And a part of her was. But another part of her
acknowledged that she really didn't have a lot of choice. Oh, sure
she could quit, but that was no choice at all. And then the whole
memory was overlain with an incredible steamy sense of passion and
wild sexual heat so that it was really hard to feel much in the way
of regret.

She showered, and it was impossible, as her
hands slid over her soapy flesh, to not remember how his big,
powerful hands felt on her body when he had oiled her up! That made
her chest tighten, and roused her body so much that, despite the
earlier orgasms, she pressed her body back against the wall, and
masturbated to another incredible orgasm as those memories passed
through her mind!

She felt giggly and also bashful as she did
her hair, then wandered naked into the apartment. She went to the
balcony and then, feeling very daring, out onto the balcony naked.
There were other buildings nearby, and she could see many lit
windows. Maybe someone would see her, she thought anxiously.

But she felt a strange sense of sensual
excitement, a delicious feeling of being a sophisticated and
experienced sexual woman!

But there was also anxiety. What would he
want her to do next!?

*

She was wary the next day, first around
Paul, who had thankfully left before all that had happened. That
didn't mean Harris might not have told him, as sort of 'locker room
gossip', but she didn't think it likely. It was hard to imagine
Harris doing that with anyone, but certainly not with Paul, who was
so much younger and, well, beneath him.

In her little office was an email from him.
Her stomach tightened to see it, but when she opened it up and read
it it was entirely businesslike. It was the details of his
itinerary, instructions for her to verify all of them with the
appropriate contacts, and information on that French company he'd
mentioned.

Doing research on the company took up much
of her morning, at least until eleven thirty when Paul went to
lunch. Their agreement was that one of them had to be here during
breaks and lunch, so she was left alone to cover the outer
office.

At least, that was how it used to work. Her
intercom buzzed, and she got up and went to his door, knocked, and
then, her stomach swirling, opened it and stepped inside.

“Lock it, Cantrell.”

She felt a jolt, her chest tightening, but
obeyed and walked over to his desk, visions of her being bent naked
across it, her hands tied, as he... did her!

“Come around the desk.”

She felt her pulse race as she obeyed, and
gasped as he took her arm to pull her in closer, then thrust his
other hand up under her short skirt.

She was wearing a very businesslike outfit,
as if to unconsciously make up for what might be considered a lack
of professionalism on her part the previous day. Of course, though
it had a hip length brown blazer over a light, fawn colored blouse,
the matching skirt was quite short and tight, and the high heels
were stilettos, and four inches high.

“I thought so. I forgot to give you a couple
more instructions last night,” he said, tugging her panties
down.

“Wh-what?” she gulped.

“No more wearing panties to work.”

She felt a rush of uncertainty, anxiety,
indignation, excitement.

“But... these skirts are short and – .”

He stood up and she gasped again as she was
bent across the desk, her skirt raised.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Oh! Please!”

“Do you remember what I told you during your
interview, Cantrell?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“What did I tell you?”

Her mind was a blur!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Ow!”

He pressed a few keys on his keyboard, and
to her astonishment, she heard his voice coming from a speaker.

“A lot of people seem to find the need to
question the wisdom or motivation of my orders. They ask if I've
considered this or that, or if that's really what I want to do, and
maybe I should do this instead. I can accept that from someone of
comparable abilities and experience, but hearing it from virgins
just out of their mothers wombs tries my patience.”

“I will not question your orders, then,” she
said.

“Do you remember now, Cantrell?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“And yet you were still questioning my
order, as if perhaps I hadn't realized that your skirts were
short.”

Crack!

“Isn't that correct?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“And didn't you specifically say you
wouldn't question my orders?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Spread your legs.”

She obeyed and gasped at another slap.

“Wider!”

She spread her legs wide, which was
difficult since she was wearing high heels and the desk was lower
than her waist. It left her leaning in and down, her breasts
pillowed out against the sleek wood of the desk.

She felt his fingers at her sex, stroking
gently, then with more pressure. The heat and sensations began to
rouse immediately, and she shuddered as his fingers dipped into the
mouth of her sex, then slid deeper. He opened a drawer and took
something out, then paused in his stroking. When he started to
touch her again his fingers were slick and slippery!

She moaned at the sensuous feel of them
stroking her sex, then pushing into her, pushing deeper and then
still deeper. Then she gasped as she felt one pressing against her
bottom! That finger dipped in deeper and deeper, in and out, in and
out, then slid shockingly deep, making her cry out, startled.

“Nice and warm and tight,” he growled.

Crack!

“Hands outstretched before you.”

Amanda obeyed as his fingers stroked and
dipped and made her insides burn!

A second finger slid into her bottom,
pumping in and out, twisting and turning.

“Have you ever seen one of these,
Cantrell?”

He held something before her eyes and she
gaped at it. It looked sort of like a stainless steel egg, with a
tiny stand on a flat, button base.

“N-No, sir!”

“It's called a butt-plug.”

She flushed and then it was withdrawn, and
her eyes widened as she she felt it pressing against her ass! She
moaned as it twisted and pushed, slippery against the oil, and then
slowly spread her open, open wider, then it sort of slipped into
her bottom except for that little button base on the outside!

“Do you know what this is for,
Cantrell?”

Amanda was almost speechless, and his
fingers were still massaging her sex in a way which was sending a
churning rush of sensations through her body!

“I-I...”

“It's to relax the anal muscles. You have a
gorgeous ass, Cantrell. And I'm attracted to the sight of it. I
also want to make use of that ass, quite thoroughly, if you take my
meaning.”

She felt a rush of anxiety and a strange,
dark shocked sense of heat.

“What was the last sentence on that
recording, Cantrell?” he demanded.

Her mind was a blank!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Please!”

The voice played again, his voice, and then,
right at the end, her own voice.

“I will not question your orders, then,” it
said.

Crack!

“Did you hear that, Cantrell?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Repeat it.”

“I will not question your orders, sir!”

His fingers slid into her, deep, two of
them. And they were large! She shuddered, her hips spasming as his
fingers pressed down against the underside of the wall of her sex,
rubbing her high inside, sending a flood of sensations up her
spine!

“Has anyone ever told you you have a
gorgeous ass, Cantrell?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

She heard a click sound, and then he leaned
over her, and thrust out his Iphone. She gulped as she saw a
picture of her ass, with the little silver button covering her
small opening, and then, beneath that, her slick, shining sex, with
his fingers buried inside it! That she was looking at an actual
picture of what he was doing to her right then and there was
surreal! But it also drove a dark spike of heat through her mind at
how thick and slick his cock looked!

God, this was insane! She was rapidly
becoming overwhelmed by the dark sense of fascination gripping her
mind! This was so fucking outrageous, after all! She could hardly
believe she was bent over her boss's desk with her legs spread
while he fingered her naked pussy! How did this happen!? She
groaned as he pulled on the button thing, and the slick, stainless
steel butt-plug pulled out.

She felt it rubbing against her little pink
opening, then it pushed back into her again!

He leaned over her again, and she felt his
hands sliding through her hair, then he jerked up and back on it as
she gasped in pain, only to feel his hot breath on the side of her
throat. She moaned helplessly as she felt his lips there, and his
teeth.

“You have much to learn, Cantrell,” he
breathed, “And I have much to teach you.”

“Ungh!” she cried as his fingers thrust into
her another inch.

“I'm sure the experience will be profitable
for us both,” he said.

She gasped as his teeth dug into the side of
her throat, and she felt him sucking hungrily. She also felt the
fabric of his trousers against her bare bottom, and felt a sense of
wonderment, feeling his erection against her.

He ground himself against her, then eased up
and back, leaving her gasping. He was still holding her hair,
though, which ached. She pushed herself up, moaning as his fingers
thrust slowly but steadily into her, her head way back, almost
staring at the ceiling as his other hand fumbled at the buttons of
her blouse and undid them.

It slipped inside and jerked her bra down
below her breasts, then locked onto one breast, kneading it roughly
as he continued to thrust his fingers into her again and again. He
released her hair, but then slipped his hand around her neck, then
his other hand, completely encircling it and forcing her down onto
her desk again, her bare breasts throbbing against the cool
wood.

Her fingers were producing a powerful thrum
of sensation as his other hand pulled more firmly against her neck,
against her throat. She found it harder to breath, and her
breathing became louder as his fingers tightened. She could still
breath, of course, and as long as she could she wasn't about to try
to pry his big hand away!

Besides, the wildness was upon her, the
wildness she had felt the other day, a sense of almost separation
between her mind and all the cares and concerns of everyday. She
felt herself sinking into a dark, feral world of animal heat and
hunger, where nothing else mattered besides this shocking and
wicked sexual interlude in what was supposed to be a workday at the
office.

She felt light-headed, moaning and grunting
as his fingers moved faster, a growing sexual pressure gripping her
mind and body, a pressure that made her feel shaky and breathless –
quite aside from the hand wrapped around her throat.

Then the orgasm hit, and she cried out, her
cry almost instantly suppressed as his hand closed tighter, making
her eyes bulge. She gurgled and choked and gasped as his fingers
stroked fast and hard, and then collapsed, gasping, as he finally
released her throat.

“You'll wear this at all times,” he said,
his fingers rubbing at the little steel button. “So your ass will
be ready for my use when I choose to do so.”

He pulled her off the desk, and, given how
rubbery her knees were, she sank easily to her knees as he
unzipped. He was hard and thrust himself into her mouth at once,
this time.

“Suck.”

She moaned around it, rolling her eyes up at
him, dazed and wondering as her body glowed in the aftermath of the
incredible orgasm. He gathered her hair in, his hips pumping slowly
as she sucked and licked. This time, however, he didn't seem to
want to stretch things out. He tightened his grip and then drove
himself down her throat.

She gurgled and gagged, unprepared, but his
strength was enormous, and he pulled her in tight until her lips
were wrapped around the base of his shaft, his cock filling her
throat! He held her for long seconds as her head pounded, then slid
slowly back down and out, letting her gasp for breath.

“You need to practice your oral skills,
Cantrell. I expect only the best effort from you in this and all
things.”

He pushed himself back into her mouth and
let her suck for a long minute before thrusting deep into her
throat once more. Again she gurgled and gagged, instinctively
struggling, but feebly so against his strength. He pulled back, and
she gulped in ragged breaths of air.

“It's a function a lot of stupid people
master, and you are not stupid,” he said.

He pushed himself back into her mouth and
she sucked again,and this time he came, filling her mouth as she
swallowed gratefully. He sighed and slid out, softening, but then
gripped her by the hair and pulled her up to her feet.

“I'm considering buying a company there
called Group Rouge,” he said, running a hand over her bared
breasts.

She gasped as he rolled and plucked at
it.

“That means the Red Group for some damned
reason I don't know. I expect you to do research on Group Rouge,
and give me your impression of the company.”

He gripped both nipples now, pinching them a
little, and tugging them upward so she rose onto her toes!

“Do you understand?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“I want its strengths and weaknesses. Look
at its marketing, and its market share. Look at its cash flow. I
want a written report but you'll give me an oral presentation.
Clear?”

“Yes, sir!”

He released her nipples.

“Now get back to work, Cantrell,” he said.
“And finish that research. When I go to France I'm taking you with
me. That will come after we visit Japan.”

*

The thing inside her was not something she
could possibly forget about. A butt plug! She'd never seen one in
person before, and had to go to the bathroom to see it more closely
now. The idea of putting it into her was shocking, but the idea of
why was darkly thrilling, if outrageous.

It felt very weird not wearing panties,
especially in a short skirt. It felt even weirder to be wearing
this thing inside – and outside her body. But she wasn't about to
protest, even when he found several errands for her to run which
took her throughout the building, and then out of it.

The last errand was to a place on Cooper
Street. It wasn't a place that had a lot of parking, which was
worrying. Manhattan could be notoriously difficult to find parking.
When he'd let her use the Lexus he'd also provided her with a
parking space at the building free of charge. There was also one
which came with the apartment.

Going anywhere else was an exercise in
frustration as she searched for parking.

She finally found one several blocks up,
which had her hurrying along in the high heels and short skirt,
neither of which she particularly appreciated. Still, she admitted
she looked good in them, and if that was what it took to please
Harris then she'd wear them.

She got to the heavy wooden door, and found
it opened easily, into a very luxuriously appointed lobby. She took
the elevator up to the fourth floor, and then into another
luxuriously appointed lobby, where she gave the name of Mrs.
Pierce.

She had no idea what she was even supposed
to do here. Harris had simply told her to go here and meet Mrs.
Pierce. The name on the door was not very enlightening. It said
Form & Function.

She was shown through to a tall, middle aged
woman with graying hair who had a pinched face.

“You are Ms. Cantrell?” she said.

“Uh yes. I'm not – .”

“Come with me.”

She followed her down a hall and into a
larger room with a bare wooden floor and very few furnishings.

“Walk.”

“Pardon?”

“Walk to the wall and back.”

Amanda stared at her but when the woman
frowned, she simply did as she was told, feeling mystified.

“Stop. Walk more slowly. Shoulders back.
Chin up.”

She spent the next hour walking back and
forth under Mrs. Pierce's direction. Her complaints about being
unfamiliar with four inch stiletto heels were ignored as the woman
kept demanding she walk 'with grace', which Amanda found incredibly
annoying.

“Your appearance is a reflection on your
employer, as well as yourself,” Pierce said.

She'd heard that before so she supposed she
would simply have to cope, and try to walk in such a way that
pleased the woman.

When the woman was temporarily, grudgingly
pleased, she led her further up the hall and into a small room with
what looked like a doctor's exam table in the middle.

“Remove your clothing and put on one of
these blue gowns,” Pierce said.

“What? What for?”

“Doctor Simon will be in to do blood tests
and administer shots.”

“What kind of shots!?”

“You are, I understand it, going to Asia
next month?”

“Uhm, yes. I mean, uhm, my boss suggested –
.”

“You need shots to protect against common
Asian illnesses. They are standard for anyone going overseas.
Doctor Simon will also do a routine physical for your employer's
insurance provider.”

She sighed and nodded.

What followed was very much like a physical.
Thankfully she had the time to remove the butt-plug and put it in
her purse first! The little paper gown she put on wasn't a lot of
coverage, and Doctor Simon poked and prodded almost everywhere! He
surely would have noticed the butt-plug!

When he was finished she started to get
dressed only to have Pierce come in and stop her.

“Wait for Ms. Gerald. She will be here
shortly.”

“Who is that?”

“She is an esthetician.”

Amanda stared at the closed door as Pierce
withdrew, making a face.

*

The drive home didn't take long. It was late
again, like the previous day, so she had missed rush hour. She
wasn't gripped by the same fog of awe and shock as she was
yesterday evening, though. This afternoon had been almost –
routine, if you discounted that she'd just spent the last hour on
an exam table with her legs spread and a woman sitting between them
using a laser wand to zap her pubic and leg hair away.

She would have to have half a dozen more
treatments, the woman told her, to make sure nothing grew back,
which did not exactly fill her with excitement. It had been
uncomfortable and embarrassing. Could she possibly bring herself to
demand that Harris back off a little? Wasn't it enough she would
let him fuck her in the ass!?

She turned into her building, the car's nose
angling down as she headed for the garage. The door slid open
automatically as it detected the little radio broadcast thing in
the Lexus, and then slid down afterward as she pulled into her
parking space.

She took the elevator up to her apartment
and felt the familiar sense of pleasure as the door opened and she
looked out on it. It was unquestionably the best place, the most
expensive, the most beautiful, the most luxurious she'd ever
lived.

She stripped and examined her newly shorn
sex. She'd never really gone in for the completely bare look, at
least, not until she'd started wearing the sexy lingerie Brennon
had selected for her. Some of that was so small, so high cut, that
she simply had to go bare to wear it.

And she had wanted to wear it, because, just
as Brennon had predicted, it made her feel sexy, and she liked
feeling sexy. Or had, before yesterday. Now she felt more than
sexy. She felt like a sexual being.

She put on a very small, lacy yellow thong,
and a matching bra, and then, feeling sexy, went to make
dinner.
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The next day started with more research,
then an errand to fetch several suits for him at the dry cleaners,
then a visit to one of the managers to ask about the progress of a
report on sales.

She wasn't sure why he was sending her to
see these men rather than simply sending them an email. Maybe it
was so she could meet them and talk to them. But again, she wasn't
about to question him or suggest it would be more efficient to
simply send an email.

She remembered hearing her own voice on the
recording, saying she wouldn't question his orders, and felt a
little shudder. The memory, after all, was accompanied by the
memory of his big, long fingers deep inside her pussy!

She had worn no panties, and had the
butt-plug inside her. That made her quite self-conscious about the
length of her skirt and where she kept her legs as she sat down.
And, given what had happened yesterday, she was also gripped by a
sense of anticipation,wondering if Harris would want to do
something to her again today.

She tried to feel misused, or abused, but
the fact she'd orgasmed every time he'd touched her body made that
difficult. But when was he going to fuck her!? Why hadn't he
already!? He said she was beautiful. He certainly suggested he was
going to fuck her ass! What was he waiting for!?

Just as he had the previous day, he called
her in when Paul went to lunch. This time, all he wanted was a blow
job, though. But he also handed her an assignment – literally. He
handed her a big dildo and told her to practice her deep throating
on it.

NOT at the office, she presumed. This was...
homework.

It was late in the afternoon when Paul went
to a meeting. Her intercom buzzed, and she got up and went through
his office to see Harris, her stomach churning quickly and her
chest tightening with anticipation and anxiety.

“Come in, lock it.”

She felt a jolt as she obeyed.

“Strip.”

She sucked in a deep breath, feeling her
heartbeat quicken, but after freezing for a moment, obeyed.

“Keep the shoes on.”

She flinched, but obeyed as he worked on his
monitor. Then she stood there uncertainly, shifting her weight
awkwardly from foot to foot.

“Walk.”

“Uhm, pardon?”

“Walk to the wall, turn, and walk back to
the other wall. Just like you did yesterday at Form &
Function.

Flushing, she obeyed, trying to walk
'properly' and 'with grace' while he watched her.

It felt weird and self-conscious doing this
naked in front of him!

“Make your stride smaller,” he said. “You're
not in a hurry.”

She obeyed, walking back and forth.
Sometimes he watched, and sometimes he worked on his computer.

“Stop. You can take the shoes off. Now
walk.”

She padded back and forth naked under his
eyes, and he occasionally told her to tighten her shoulders or
raise her chin. This was, she thought, really weird.

“Stop. Come here.”

She turned, licking her lips, and padded
across the big office to him, then to where he pointed, on the
floor a dozen feet to the side of his desk.

“Kneel. Sit on your heels, put your hands on
the floor behind you and arch your back. Let your head fall back
until you're looking out the window.”

Flushing again, she settled herself on her
heels, then arched back, her hands behind her, dropping her head
back more and more until she was looking up through the plate glass
wall.

“Spread your legs wider.”

She obeyed, chest tight, waiting.

She waited for long minutes. The blood went
to her head so that it throbbed, and then she felt a bit dazed, and
then her body seemed to adjust.

Finally, she detected that he was
approaching, though she could only get a bit of a sense of him out
of the bottom corner of her eyes. She gasped as she felt his hands
on her body. They were oiled like they were the other day, and they
slid over her taut breasts, massaging them, then over her
shoulders, along her ribs, and then, of course, down between her
thighs.

She moaned as his fingers skillfully
massaged her there, his other hand sliding up and down her back,
and caressing her buttocks, then sliding back and forth across the
base of the but-plug. She gasped as his fingers penetrated her sex,
pumping slowly in and out, turning and twisting as her body began
to heat up.

He left her for long minutes, panting and
moaning as her body simmered with anticipation, hunger and
heat.

“Straighten up,” he called from his
desk.

Groaning, she managed to get her head up and
look forward again, then push herself up and forward with her hands
until she was kneeling upright.

“Mrs. Pierce says you have balance
imperfections,” he said.

Amanda stared at him, her mind fuzzy.

“She suggested an exercise, but I've
modified it. Put your feet flat on the floor and squat there on the
balls of your feet.”

Confused, Amanda nevertheless obeyed,
unsteadily squatting on the balls of her feet, balancing herself
with her fingertips on the floor at first

“Put your hands on top of your head.”

She considered that doubtfully, then obeyed.
It was a bit difficult, and even more difficult to maintain it. She
kept swaying and falling forward or back, so that she had to catch
herself with her hands.

“Make sure you keep your knees wide.”

She gulped and did her best to obey, face
flushed.

He got up and came over to her, holding
something in his hand.

“Maybe this will help you concentrate.”

She gulped, for it was another big dildo. He
rubbed the head up and down against her well-oiled entrance, then
slowly worked it up inside her, though not far. He placed the base
on the floor, then went back to his desk.

The dildo was as thick as the others, but in
her present position only a couple of inches were inside her. It
was still extremely high in her awareness, though, as she continued
to balance herself. That got more difficult, however, because the
balls of her feet began to seriously ache!

“Feet hurting?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“Return to the first position, then, sitting
on your heels.”

She groaned in relief as she was able to
settle onto her knees, the top of her feet pressed against the
cool, polished stone as she eased down.

Of course, that slid her body down much
further along the shaft of the dildo – which pushed up high inside
her. In fact, sitting on her heels in this way had her sex almost
touching the floor, with the dildo jammed almost entirely into her
body as she arched back and supported herself with her hands on the
floor behind her.

This was all so weird! There was no doubt
Harris was a pervert! Yet what could she do!?

He came over to her and held his phone over
her face.

“What do you think? Is this a beautiful
living sculpture?”

Taken from his desk, the odd thing about the
picture was that while it showed everything – including the final
inch of dildo protruding from between the lips of her sex – it
didn't show her face at all because her head was tilted so far
back. Instead it just showed her neck and the underside of her
jaw.

She gasped as his fingers stroked her
clitoris, and then pressed against the base of the dildo. The head
was already just about as deep as it would go, but he pressed
firmly anyway as his thumb stroked her.

Amanda's breathing became more and more
ragged and she moaned helplessly, her hips wanting to buck up
against his fingers as the sexual heat flared wildly.

But then he stopped, his hand going under
her head and pulling, helping her to straighten up.

“Fall forward onto your hands and knees,
Cantrell.”

Panting, she obeyed, but instead of moving
behind her he walked across the floor to where those big triple
sofas faced each other across the low buttoned leather ottoman.

“Crawl here, Cantrell.”

Amanda felt a jolt that went right down her
body from her brain to her crotch, and left her momentarily
breathless, then she obeyed, crawling forward along the cool
stone.

“Head up, crawl gracefully.”

She had no idea how you did that, but she
did her best! And with the dildo all-but buried in her sex!

“Crawl up onto the ottoman,” he ordered as
he sat down.

Heart beating rapidly, body flushed, she
obeyed, and knelt there on all fours facing him.

“Turn around.”

She gulped and obeyed.

“Turn to your right.”

“I love the way your breasts hang down like
that,” he said.

She felt a pulse of heat.

“They're nice and full and maintain their
shape well. You'll have to exercise to make sure the muscles in
your chest stay strong.”

He sat forward, reached out, and his hand
kneaded her right breast as she knelt steadily. His fingers found
her stiff nipple, twisting and massaging it, and she felt her pussy
squeezing down around the thick dildo.

“You're a very sexual creature, Cantrell,
even if you don't know it yet,” he said.

He drew his hand back and sat back.

“Now lay on your back.”

Moaning, Amanda lowered the front of her
slick body, then rolled onto her hips and shoulders before settling
on her back before him.

“Spread your legs wide, Cantrell.”

He sat there, one foot on the edge of the
ottoman, watching her with those narrow, assessing eyes, no emotion
on his face.

“Have you ever masturbated in front of a man
before, Cantrell?”

Another emotional jolt hit her, leaving
Amanda speechless, and very nearly breathless.

“Raise your knees straight. Feet on the edge
of the table. That's it. Now spread them to the sides. All the way,
Cantrell. Wider.”

She moaned as the tendons in her inner
thighs stretched and ached.

“Good girl. Now take the base of that lovely
toy inside you and move it in and out.”

Already flushed and swirling with emotion
and heat, Amanda felt a dark, wild sense of the forbidden as she
gripped the base of the dildo and began to pump it in and out.

“Long strokes, Cantrell. Long strokes. And
get it all inside. You know you want the whole long length of it in
use. Good. Good. Now, your other hand, slide your fingers down and
massage your clitoris for me. That's a girl. Do a goo job.”

This was insane! But a sexual fever was upon
her and Amanda stroked herself faster and faster as she pumped the
dildo in and out. She felt a tight-chested, breathless sense of
thrilled excitement as the wild, churning excitement mounted.

“Arch your back for me, Cantrell. Put on a
good show.”

She gasped and let out a choked cry of heat
as she obeyed, rolling back on her shoulders, her knees wide, the
dildo thrusting faster and harder and deeper as she stroked her
clitoris.

The orgasm took her and her hips began to
buck.

“Scream!” he ordered, leaning forward. “Let
me hear your pleasure, Cantrell! Scream!”

She cried out, gasping, then cried out again
in a long, breathless wail of animal pleasure, her hips bucking up
and her back arching as she rammed the dildo into herself hard and
fast and frantically rubbed her clitoris.

She collapsed limply, chest heaving, gulping
in air.

“Excellent,” he said in a mild voice.

He leaned forward again, his hand sliding up
and down her body, kneading her breasts, then sliding down to the
dildo, the palm of his hand maintaining pressure on it as his thumb
stroked her clitoris.

Amanda moaned helplessly, the feel of
someone else's thumb against her there made the sensations seem far
more intense than when she touched herself.

“Would you like me inside you,
Cantrell?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

He smiled faintly, his thumb stroking, his
palm pressing repeatedly but not too heavily.

“Why?”

She moaned. She didn't know. The sexual
electricity was building up within her so rapidly it was flooding
her mind with a dark, wicked heat. Her hips began to roll up
against his thumb as his other hand slid up and kneaded her
breast.

“Roll onto your belly.

She moaned as he drew back, but obeyed.

“Knees on the edge of the table, and well
apart.”

He stood up and she felt his hand slide
along her spine as he moved beside her. He pushed down between her
shoulder blades, until her breasts were pillowed out against the
padded leather below.

“Draw your wrists back together behind
you.”

She obeyed, and he took something from his
suit pocket. A length of dark rope! She moaned as he bound her
wrists together firmly, then moved behind her and sat down.

“A very promising and enticing picture,” he
said. “It takes a measure of self-discipline for a man not to rip
his shorts down and ram himself home in a beautiful girl like you,
Cantrell.”

He reached out and his fingers began to
massage her again.

Amanda moaned, her hips rolling as the heat
rose.

“Are you ready for my cock, Cantrell?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Hmm, I'm not so certain.”

She felt him gripping the little button base
of the butt-plug. She groaned as he pulled it out, then pushed it
back into her again, his fingers stroking her at the same time.

He drew back and she shuddered, trembling,
wanting to feel his warm, strong fingers rubbing her again.

He got up and moved across the room, leaving
her in place, then returned, and she heard a strange sound, like
tearing paper. He stepped up next to the table, and Amanda rolled
her eyes, and then felt a jolt of fear at what was in his hand.

“Have you ever seen a riding crop before,
Cantrell?”

“N-No, sir!” she gulped, eyes widening.

“They have a variety of uses. They can be
used for discipline, but they also have a useful impact on the
mind.”

The thing he was holding was about two feet
long, black and quite thin. There was a thin gray loop of leather
at the tip, and he placed that against the small of her back, then
ran it slowly up along her spine.

“There are a variety of weights and
thickness of crops, depending on the preferred use.”

He moved behind her and Amanda stared ahead
of her in something like disbelief. Was he really going to – !? Was
she really going to let him – !?

Crack!

“Oh!” she cried, startled at the sting.

“A fine ass,” he said, as she felt the crop
stroking lightly up and down against the rounded surface of her
bottom.

Crack!

“Oh!”

She gasped and her body jerked at a second
stinging blow!

“Are you going to question my orders,
Cantrell?”

“No, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Good girl. I don't tolerate refusal from my
employees.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“Please? Please what, Cantrell?” he said,
letting the thin crop slide up and down across her buttocks.

She felt it go lower, then that loose, soft
leather rubbed against her clitoris, up and down, back and forth as
her heart pounded furiously.

“And you forgot to say sir,” he said
mildly.

The thing withdrew, then – .

Crack!

“Oh!”

He let the soft flap rub against her sex
again.

“Have you ever been to Europe before,
Cantrell?”

“No, sir!” she gulped.

“It's interesting to see the wide variation
in cultures among so many countries gathered close together. For an
American, that is, who is used to everyone being the same for a
thousand miles.”

The soft flap drew back and then the crop
cut across her bottom again. Then the flap slid back between her
trembling thighs, rubbing her clitoris.

“The French are an interesting bunch,” he
said. “Their labor laws are irritating and inefficient. I'm having
my lawyers work on some means of freeing me of the worst of
them.”

Crack!

She gasped at another stinging blow, but the
blows, though they stung, were not that bad, she thought a little
wildly. Really, they were just – .

Crack!

Temporarily stinging!

She felt him slide the dildo out of her, rub
it up and down against her sex, then penetrate her again, sliding
it deep as his thumb stroked her clitoris.

“Have you ever been to Japan?”

“No, sir!”

“You should do some research on their
culture then before going. We wouldn't want to make any gross
cultural errors.”

Crack!

She winced.

But her initial anxiety and even fear had
faded. It didn't sting that much, though her bottom was starting to
feel warm and tender. And the anxiety and pain were rapidly
becoming overwhelmed by the dark thrill of awe. This was like...
some kinky movie! He was using a riding corp on her as she knelt
here naked and tied up! This was so incredibly kinky and nasty!

Her clitoris felt hot and swollen, and every
time he touched it, either with his fingers or with the tip of the
crop, it seemed to pulse with heat and send a suffocating wave of
sensation through her body!

“Would you like my cock inside you,
Cantrell?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Beg.”

She stared dazedly at the opposite sofa.
Beg!?

Crack!

“Please! Please... fuck me, sir!”

Crack!

“No need to be crude, Cantrell,” he said
mildly.

She moaned dazedly.

“Although I don't think we could call this
making love,” he said, amusement in his voice

Crack!

“But you're beautifully positioned there
with your ass raised high and your legs apart and your sex so wet
and swollen, to be used thoroughly. Don't you think?”

Crack!

“Don't you?”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Very well. Beg.”

“Please... please use me, sir!”

Crack!

“Use you? You mean use your body?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Please use my body, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“Louder.”

“Please use my body, sir!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amanda gasped and moaned and whimpered as
the crop snapped stingingly down across her raised bottom. Then it
stopped and she felt his fingers at her sex, felt him drawing the
dildo back and out. She heard the sound of his zipper going down,
and then, gasping, she felt him pressed against her sex!

Yes!

She moaned helplessly as he pushed himself
deep into her wet, ready body. He was as thick and full and long as
the dildo, probably more. But the difference was this was real! And
the sense of that, both physically and emotionally, were
enormous!

Oh my God, she thought, her head ready to
explode.

“Tight. Tight and warm,” he growled.

And then he began to stroke into her, hard,
fast, his hips slapping against her buttocks as he reached down and
gripped her hair, yanking back.

The orgasm shattered her mind and she cried
out again and again, her hips bucking back violently as he plunged
into her! Wave after wave of of pleasure swept over her as he drove
himself home, as he rode her mercilessly, his hips striking her
upraised bottom with bruising force!

He rode her through the orgasm and out the
other side, leaving her limp and dazed. Yet her body continued to
tremble and shake as he rode her, as his hips slapped against her,
as his cock drove into her, and the wild, swirling, churning waves
of emotion and sensation came together, another colossus burst of
release tearing through her as he continued to ride her.

She shook and trembled, dazed, reduced to an
animal state, her mind scrambling at its most instinctual level,
wallowing in pleasure and heat as he continued to drive his cock
into her like a spear. His hands closed around her throat then,
lifting it up and back, raising her chest off the table.

Another orgasm tore through her and this
time his hands closed, her eyes bulging. The orgasm felt like it
would take the top of her skull off as she felt herself becoming
light-headed, felt like the world had narrowed to the dark storm of
physical sensation sweeping around her, and then, finally, he
grunted and dropped her, finishing with a few deep, powerful
strokes.

“You have much to learn, Cantrell,” he said,
only slightly out of breath. “And I have much to teach you. It will
be... an experience... for both of us.”
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Amanda felt she was lucky she didn't get
into an accident on her way home. She felt half dazed the entire
way. That incredible experience in Harris' office was simply
overwhelming! God! What had she gotten herself into!? He had used a
riding crop on her! She marveled at the very idea!

Of course, it hadn't really hurt that much,
she thought anxiously. And then had come that... fucking. It was
like nothing else she'd ever experienced! No guy had ever ridden
her so hard! And none had had as big a cock as him! God, she ached
inside!

But it was a good ache!

She had been well and truly fucked!

She felt a strange mixture of anxiety,
shame, and giddiness at what had happened. She had let him tie her
up and hit her with a riding crop like some kind of dark erotic
movie! But it hadn't really hurt that much, just kind of stung. And
then he had used her so roughly, so... so savagely, she felt
bruised on the inside, as if the head of his cock had punched her
repeatedly!

But the wild, raw heat which had gripped
her, the intensity of the orgasms were still resonating through her
mind.

She had masturbated while her boss watched!
Holy shit!

There wasn't even a way to pretend they had
some kind of close relationship, or were even progressing towards
that. She still had to call him sir! And he never used her first
name. He was still this scary, older man with enormous power and a
stern temperament.

And she had masturbated with a dildo while
he watched!

It was like... like she'd been drunk or
something, intoxicated on the sexual heat and hunger and dark,
wicked thrill of what was happening! Was she insane? Where was this
going? How much was she going to allow him to do to her!?

Europe! And Japan! Wow! That would be
fabulous!

So was this car, she thought, not to mention
her apartment and her salary...

*

She drooled a lot that evening. It was
difficult taking the dildo into her throat, even though she knew
she had already done it before. She finally decided she needed to
get into the right mindset, so masturbated, remembering the
shocking, wicked things she'd done with Harris, and using the dildo
on herself.

Inserting it into her mouth afterward seemed
wicked and nasty, but that just aroused her more, as she closed her
eyes and pretended it was his cock. She stroked her clitoris with
one hand, leaning forward, drawing her head back, and pushed the
dildo into her throat.

She managed to get it in but the gagging
made her yank it back. It took several more efforts before, her
eyes teary, her face flushed, and her throat sore, she managed to
actually swallow the thing. That gave her a sense of victory,
almost elation, and that let her do it again and again and again.
The more she did it the less she gagged and the more confident she
got.

Maybe she'd even brag to her girlfriends
that she had mastered deep throating. Though she wouldn't tell them
why or how. In fact, she'd had dinner with two of her college
friends after work. She'd told them all about her job, except for
the apartment and car... and salary, which might have made them
suspicious.

She also, of course, neglected to mention
the sexual part of her job.

They were envious of her, since her job
sounded a lot more interesting and varied than theirs, and she'd
get to travel.

“Make sure that Harris guy is happy with
you,” Amy had said. “A guy like that is worth his weight in gold as
a reference.”

Amy, of course, would be shocked to learn
that keeping Harris happy involved learning to deep throat. Anyone
she knew would be.

Still, she felt a sense of victory.
Something like that would be interesting to surprise guys with in
her love life – when she had one.

She did not consider what was happening
between her and Harris to have anything to do with love. She was
an... employee... taking care of various tasks and duties, among
which was pleasing him sexually. She should have quit rather than
get involved in that, but the rewards were awfully high, and that
ignored the incredible mind-blowing excitement of the weird sexual
things she was doing.

It was a... a monetary arrangement, part of
her job. Harris had shown no sign of affection for her, and while
she held him in something like awe (and fear) she didn't feel any
budding sense of love for him either.

Did that make her a whore? If so, well, so
be it. She'd make a lot of money, make great contacts, and then
she'd go somewhere else. Maybe by then she could command enough
salary to actually afford the sort of apartment in which she was
now living.

Not to mention the Lexus, which swept along
the roads like it owned them, ignoring bumps and potholes with such
contemptuous ease it was a pleasure to drive.

The phone rang and she blew her nose, wiped
her chin and picked it up.

“Hi, Mom.”

“Your voice sounds odd. Are you coming down
with something?

“Uhm, my throat is a little sore,” she
said.

And it was. Pumping that thing in and out of
her throat took some getting used to for her throat muscles.

“You don't want to have to start calling in
sick so early,” her mother said worriedly.

“I don't think I'll need to.”

She lay back on the enormous sofa, naked,
with the butt-plug he'd put into her ass still inside her. It
felt... weird to be talking to her mother like this, deceptive, in
a strange way. She got up and walked to her bedroom, pulling on a
dressing gown as they chatted about her upcoming trip to France and
Japan.

“I always wanted to go to Paris,” her mother
said.

“Well, once I've saved up some money I'll
take you,” Amanda promised.

“Oh don't be silly! You find a nice young
man to go with!”

“I'll do that too,” she said.

She did not count Harris as a 'nice young
man', or nice, for that matter. Her mother had joked and even
hinted that it would be a great thing if she could actually land
Harris, who was unmarried. Her marrying a billionaire, even one
twice her age, would please her mother to no end.

That seemed pretty unlikely, but at least if
she was married she'd be able to set some rules.

After she hung up she watched TV while she
played on her Facebook page on her laptop, then went to bed. Her
throat was still a little sore, but she figured she'd get used to
it.

As she lay in bed she thought of the wild
events of the day, and of the previous day and week, and marveled.
Anyone who knew her would be astonished! She was astonished
herself, after all. Boring Amanda involved in wild, kinky sex
games!

The thoughts and memories aroused her. She'd
brought the dildo into her bedroom, and used it again, spreading
her knees wide so the tendons ached as they had ached earlier that
day, imagining he was watching her as she thrust it into her body
and arched her back, heat overcoming her in a wild rush of orgasmic
pleasure that made her cry out again and again.

God, she was turning into a pervert! Harris
was turning her into a pervert!

But she didn't see an alternative. Defying
him was a daunting prospect even without fear of losing so much. He
was a powerfully determined man. She wasn't even sure, as she
continually argued with herself about it, that she really wanted
everything to be all business again.

She did, of course! But... but the dark,
sizzling thrill of what he had her do was such a huge stretch
beyond any previous sexual experience that she felt awed at doing
it. And he seemed to expect it, expect her reactions, expect her
obedience in a way which was so calm and matter-of-fact that it
sort of robbed the things she did of the shame she would otherwise
have felt.

The next morning she had to drive to Queens
to inspect a high tech manufacturing facility and talk with the man
who ran it in order to give a report to Harris. That was the sort
of responsible job which made her feel good about herself,
reassuring her that this was a real job for someone with
intelligence and knowledge, not just some bimbo make-work
assignment.

Harris was away when she got back, so there
was no noon-hour visit. She was relieved at that, but a part of her
was disappointed. She spent much of the time writing up the report,
and then doing further work on the report on the French
company.

It was a very busy day, a very businesslike
day, and the only reminder of... other things, was that she had
that butt-plug inside her, a short skirt, and no panties. In fact,
she began to wonder if the entire day would pass and she'd go home
without even seeing Harris.

Then, around Three, he got back from his
meetings, and her chest immediately tightened as her stomach began
to churn. That mix of anxiety, worry and giddy sense of
anticipation began to war within her as she tried to focus on what
she was doing.

Her intercom buzzed.

She got up, feeling breathless, and knocked
at his door, then entered and automatically locked it behind
her.

“Strip. On the floor over there,” he said,
casually pointing without even taking his eyes from his
monitor.

Amanda's face flushed and she felt a sense
of indignation – of being taken for granted, along with a deep
awareness that Paul was still outside. But he picked up the phone
as she came in and started barking orders to someone in an angry
voice.

She stripped. Then self-consciously padded
across to the same position she'd knelt at the other day, by the
window and about five yards to the side of his desk. At first she
knelt, sitting on her knees and looking at him for guidance.

He glared, then put his hand over the mouth
of the phone.

“Squat,” he said.

She gulped and then got her feet on the
floor again, squatting, which was really just another form of
sitting on her heels, she supposed, except much less comfortable.
She still had to balance preciously on the balls of her feet, but
now with her hands on her head. It wasn't easy!

He continued to talk on the phone as he
looked at her, which was unnerving. Was she some sort of eye candy
or something? She was an intelligent, responsible, educated – !

He hung up with a growl and turned to glare
her.

“Watch your balance, Cantrell,” he said.
“Spread your knees more, and keep your head up.”

He turned back to his monitor, and then read
it before turning back to her.

Amanda's feet were starting to ache. It
wasn't easy balancing on the balls of her feet, or maintaining that
position for long!

“Give me a summary of your report on the
visit to the Cooper facility.”

Amanda gulped and tried to talk as if she
wasn't squatting there naked.

This was so degrading, she thought!

She was in the middle of describing their
process when he opened his desk drawer and took a big dildo from
it. That jolted her to a stop as he got up and came over in front
of her.

“I didn't say to stop.”

She continued, breathless, as he rubbed the
head along the line of her sex, then inserted it slowly, placing
the base against the floor below her and, as yesterday, leaving
just the first couple of inches within her. He went back to his
desk, then and sat down to listen.

And watch.

In addition to the ache in her feet Amanda
was beset by a swirling, churning sense of sexual anticipation that
now grew exponentially as she felt the sense of fullness in the
mouth of her sex. Being penetrated had always turned her on, and it
certainly did so now. But the fact only the head and a bit were
inside her was … frustrating.

And her feet ached terribly! She had to halt
her summary.

“Sir?” May I change my position,
please?”

“Why?”

“My feet are... aching terribly, sir,” she
gulped.

“Lack of exercise, Cantrell. Very well. If
your feet are in pain you should elevate them.”

He paused. “Kneel as you were yesterday,
sitting on your heels. Let that long, stiff toy slide up inside
you.”

She gulped and obeyed, groaning in relief as
she drew her feet up and under her buttocks, letting the backs of
her feet press down onto the floor as she gingerly slid down until
she was kneeling comfortably. That, of course, pushed the dildo
almost fully inside her, and she felt the pressure up inside as an
additional ache – and a source of dark heat.

“The secondary assembly line – .”

He held up a hand to stop her.

“Now you can lean forward. I want your knees
on the floor and your hands supporting the rest of you. With your
knees bent so your feet are pointed to the ceiling. As I said, if
they ache, elevate them.”

She obeyed, again awkwardly shifting into
this new position he wanted. It was sort of like doing a push-up
without going up and down. She had to support her upper body
entirely on her straight arms, her hands flat on the floor. Then
she bent her knees to raise her feet.

“Yes, very nice. I like the way your arms
squeeze your breasts in together,” he said.

She flushed hotly.

“Head up. Now continue.”

She continued to summarize her report as
best she could. It was hard to think of such a mundane thing while
kneeling naked with her breasts sort of hanging down and squeezed
between her arms and the dildo still inside her!

Harris was so freaking weird! If he wanted
sex, well, she could understand that, but what was with all this
posing her body stuff!? And, of course, this position, just like
the one where she was squatting, very quickly became difficult to
maintain as her arms began to ache more and more.

Her arms began to wobble and she began to
lower herself incrementally.

“You really do need to exercise your upper
body more, Cantrell,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Get up. Put your high heels on. I want to
see you walk.”

She obeyed gratefully, letting the dildo
slip out of her as she stood and then walked over to her shoes. She
slipped on the four inch stiletto heels, and then walked slowly up
and down, trying to be 'graceful' as he watched her.

“Good. Come here.”

She walked over to him in the heels and he
snapped his fingers, pointing at the floor before him. She gulped
and knelt, then he reached out and slid a hand through her hair,
jerking her forward so her face was in his groin.

“Let's see if your oral skills have
improved.”

She felt another emotional jolt, then
unzipped his trousers, opening them wide, and drew out his cock. It
was already semi-hard, and got harder as she licked and sucked. It
was reassuring to be able to use her hands, at least, and she was
soon bobbing up and down on him.

“All the way, Cantrell. I trust you've been
practicing.”

She braced herself and then slid her lips
all the way down, swallowing his cock. It wasn't easy, but it was
much easier than it had been. She gurgled and gagged a bit, but
forced her lips down all the way, until they were wrapped around
the base of the shaft.

His big hand pressed against the back of her
head, holding her firmly in place for long seconds, then relented
and let her slide back up and off, to gulp in shaky breaths of air.
Then she slid her lips back onto the head and started sucking,
bobbing up and down. She took him deep into her throat again, and
then froze.

“You called, Mr. Harris?”

That was Paul's voice! He was standing in
the doorway! But she had locked it!

“Paul, I want you to go and see Jeffrey and
see if he's got that file on our executive stock options
ready.”

“Yes, sir,” she heard Paul say.

The door closed and Harris released her
head. She slid back up with a gasp, eyes wide.

“He couldn't see you from the door,” Harris
said.

She stared anxiously over the top of the
desk towards the door to confirm to herself he was right.

“But he'll wonder where I was!”

“So? Do you care what Paul thinks you were
doing? What is Paul to you?”

“He might... he'll tell – .”

“No one. Paul is absolutely reliable, and
like everyone who gets close to me knows how to keep his mouth
shut. If he saw you squatting naked atop my desk he would simply
pretend he didn't see anything. Unless, of course, I told him to.
He's very self-disciplined.”

“But – .”

“It sounds like you're questioning my
judgment, Cantrell.”

“N-no, sir!”

He snorted and stood up, doing up his
pants.

“Come with me.”

She gulped and followed him across the
floor, nervously looking at the door in case Paul came back early.
They went down the hall to where the sauna was, but past it, past
the hot tub and shower, to a large closet with suits and shirts and
socks and other assorted belongings of his.

He looked at her.

“Hands on your head. Shoulders back.”

She gulped and obeyed, and he pulled a small
cupboard open and then drew from it a studded black leather collar
that made her eyes wide and gave her such an emotional jolt she
couldn't breath for a long moment.

“Don't move,” he said as he took the collar
and then placed it around her throat.

Amanda's heart beat rapidly and her head
swirled. She supposed that in a way she wasn't all that shocked
given he had used a riding crop on her the other day! But this!

He then took two smaller versions of the
collar and wrapped them around her wrists before closing the closet
door. There was a full length mirror on it and she gaped at herself
standing there naked in the collar, with the leather wrist bands
clearly visible.

Harris stood behind her, watching her
reaction, then drew her wrists back behind her and locked them
together.

She stared at herself, mesmerized, and
almost ignored him as he got something else out of the box, then
returned. He gathered her hair in behind her and tugged it
back.

“Mouth open wide,” he said.

She obeyed almost automatically, especially
with the tug to her hair, and she saw a black ball in his hand
pushing against her mouth. She moaned as it was pushed in, her jaw
forced even wider. Even so it couldn't entirely fit within her
mouth, not so she could close it at any rate.

He drew a pair of straps back along her
cheeks and behind her head, fastening them together there, then let
her stare at herself in the mirror for another long few seconds.
She saw his hand reach out to the ring in the front of the collar,
and then snap a chain to it.

A leash.

A leash!

He snorted in amusement, and then opened the
door and walked out, tugging on the chain, and Amanda stumbled
after him, gasping, eyes enormous as he led her back up the hall
and then out into his office once more.

He brought her over to the coffee table
she'd been on yesterday, the one which was half ottoman, and had
her kneel on the edge, then lower her upper torso until her chin
was pressed against the cool, dimpled leather at the other side of
the table.

“Legs wide,” he ordered.

He moved back, then returned and she felt
something like a thin leather strap sliding around her left leg
behind the knee. It cinched tight, then went under the table. He
passed it over to the other side, drew it up and cinched the other
side tightly around her right leg just above the knee. Then he
pulled it under the table again and up over the side in front of
her chin. He stretched it up and clipped it to the ring in the
front of the collar she wore, and then patted her head in a
friendly sort of fashion.

Then he went across the room to the bar and
made himself a drink.

Amanda's mind was spinning wildly! Her heart
was thumping and her pulse racing! Her stomach was churning and she
was wracked by emotions that ran the gamut from anxiety and fear to
a dark thrilled sense of anticipation and arousal.

“Keep your bottom high, Cantrell,” He called
from the bar.

She moaned helplessly, breasts throbbing
underneath her as he returned. She felt his hand on her bottom,
pushing forward a bit.

“Keep the legs straight up, though angled
apart. That's it. Present yourself properly for those who might
wish to make use of your body.”

He sat down on the sofa that faced her,
which she thought was odd. She would have expected him to sit on
the one behind her.

“You haven't been screaming enough,
Cantrell,” he said, sipping from his drink. “You're still
inhibited, and removing your inhibitions is one of my goals to
educate you.”

And then the door opened and Paul was
there.

“I have that report, Mr. Harris.”

Amanda felt an enormous emotional jolt! She
jerked wildly, instinctively, but her wrists would not move, nor
her legs! Her head was also locked into place by the same strap
binding her legs!

“Ah, Paul, bring it in,” Harris said
casually.

Paul crossed the floor and came over to
stand in front of Harris as Amanda's face flamed hotly.

Was it possible to die of humiliation, she
wondered wildly!

She couldn't move, could do nothing to hide
her body as the two discussed the executive compensation report.
Then Harris sent him into the back.

“Get me some of the oil.”

Paul disappeared and she stared wildly at
Harris, who did not even look at her, apparently engrossed in the
report he held in his lap.

“What would you like me to do with it, sir?”
Paul asked, returning.

Harris indicated her and then went back to
the report, and then, to Amanda's horror, she felt the oil squirted
onto her lower back, then Paul's big hands began to massage it into
her back and buttocks!
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Amanda froze in shock, then her body began
to jerk instinctively again, only to find – again – that she
couldn't move!

Harris was still looking at his report, and
there was no way for her even to signal a complaint!

Paul was... cute, and very large and
muscular. But he was a lot closer to her age than Harris, and
somehow that made it worse, made it more humiliating that she was
locked into this position! Not only that but this was also going to
give him the message that she had been hired as nothing but a sex
toy, rather than for her intelligence or education!

“Paul has been with me for five years now,”
Harris said, still looking at his report. I have no secrets from
him. Do I, Paul.”

“Not that I'm aware of, Mr. Harris,” Paul
said.

Amanda hardly heard them. She was still in a
state of shock, and mortified as Paul's big hands slid over her
buttocks, then down her thighs, then up between her legs! He was
massaging her with the same sort of expertise Harris had
demonstrated over the past couple of days, his warm hands firm but
gentle, and slick with the oil.

His fingers caressed her labia and slid up
across the small button of the butt-plug, then up along her waist
before sliding back up her back and along her sex once more.

“Paul selected you, in fact. He recognized
in your the kinds of things I was looking for. What were those
things, Paul?”

One of Paul's fingers was dipping into the
mouth of her sex, again and again, dipping in and circling and
drawing back, as another gently massaged her clitoris. Then the
finger pushed deeper, dipping and twisting, then sliding back.

“Superior intelligence,” Paul said.
“Excellent marks and recommendations by professors, a selection of
electives which indicated an understanding of the variety of
possible jobs she might be asked to undertake, and great
beauty.”

“You notice he put that last,” Harris
said.

“Of course, a personality which seemed open
and adaptable,” Paul said as he continued to caress her.

She gasped as one of his long, thick fingers
pushed deep into her, all the way to the knuckle! It drew back and
left her empty, stroking up and down along the line of her sex,
then penetrated her once more, sliding deep before pulling
back.

“And by open and adaptable you mean?”

“Someone who could weigh the pros and cons
of a situation, was open to new experiences, and was determined to
succeed, but who didn't have so much arrogance that she couldn't be
taught that the employee is there to do whatever the employer tells
her to do. A personality willing to be changed and taught and tuned
to the direction you wanted.”

It was so utterly bizarre to have the two of
them discussing this so... rationally and casually as she lay bound
naked between them! It was even more stunning given how Paul's
hands were fingering her sex the way they were, as if this was the
most normal and acceptable thing in the world for him to be
doing!

But then, he was just obeying Harris.

“I am a wealthy man, Cantrell,” Harris said,
putting the report away and looking at her. “That means that I can
afford the kinds of things other men only dream of. Oh, I could
have an assistant to do all the usual things, sure. But why would I
settle? I don't settle, Cantrell, because I don't need to
settle.

He snorted. “Settling is for ordinary men.
Why have such an assistant when I can have a gorgeous assistant?
And why have a gorgeous assistant but be denied the sight and feel
of her body, and the sexual services she can offer?”

“I want obedience from those directly under
me, Cantrell. But from you, I want more. I want the ultimate any
man can ask. I want... submission.”

Amanda moaned.

“Submission to my will. An acknowledgment
that I make the decisions and you obey. I don't want to ask, or
persuade or cajole. I want obedience. I want submission so that you
obey my every order and satisfy my every desire. That means, to a
certain extent, breaking your personality down and rebuilding it.
Much like the army does.”

Amanda gasped as Paul slid two big fingers
deep into the tight, slick depths of her belly, then, pressing
inward against the front wall of her sex, began to massage her
there.

“In exchange, I offer... the world,” he
said. “No boring, middle-class life doing routine office work and
then home to watch the Bachelor on television. Instead, a life
touring the world and seeing every beautiful thing it has to offer,
of no fears or concerns about money or bills or the future, of
excitement and passion and thrills the likes of which most people
can only ever dream about.”

As he spoke she could feel Paul's hands
sliding up and down her body, his fingers stroking along her sex,
and into it! Her mind was still in a state of wild turmoil but the
shock she'd first felt as Paul had come in was fading.

She thought Harris was almost unbelievably
arrogant to think he could sit lazily back and sip his drink as he
watched her being pawed and groped! It was a stunning display of
confidence in his ability to get away with exactly what he was
doing!

And yet, was that confidence really
misplaced? What he was saying was absolutely true. He offered her
all this incredible stuff, an incredible life rather than the
boring, often desperate efforts at breaking into the work world in
a dull, dreary, low paying job like so many of her friends...

And she felt a moment of clarity, something
like an epiphany, an understanding, that she was not going to be
able to do anything about it. She either went along or went away,
and she had no intention of going away. Which meant she'd just have
to cope.

That was calming, though it made her feel
angry and rebellious. It made her initial sense of panic fade away,
and even sapped some of the life from the terrible embarrassment
which had gripped her since Paul had come in.

Not all of it, though. It was still
excruciatingly uncomfortable having Paul see her like this, much
less sliding his hands all over her body. However skilled those
hands were.

And they were skilled, she
acknowledged. His hands were moving over her like he was giving her
a professional massage – though a very sexual one. And the more her
panic and shock faded, the more impact those hands were having.

Because this somewhat resembled what Harris
had done to her the other day, with those big, slick male hands
sliding over her body and over her sex. And that memory was laden
with the dark passion, heat and pleasure which had aroused her so
much since then.

Her sense of outrage rose as Harris looked
on, but again, that outrage had two faces. She was outraged the
other day, but the outrage was a kind of awed amazement which
jolted her mind into a sense of dark hunger. This was so... kinky,
after all, so darkly animalistic and gripped by the sense of
forbidden things!

Tied up, collared, naked and helpless! While
two large, powerful men used her body for their own cruel
lust! That was a fantasy she could easily fall into. And as she
realized, as she had the other day, that nothing which happened
here was going to get out to her family or friends or even
colleagues to damage her reputation and make her look like a whore,
she felt a measure of reassurance.

This office was … a different world, with
different moral rules. She could adjust to that, so long as it
never interacted with her real world. God knew the rewards for
doing so were high!

But God it was degrading! It was one thing
to be in this sort of position in front of Harris, for he was,
well, twice her age and almost inhuman! But Paul was within dating
distance, and she'd been eyeing him discretely since she'd first
met him. That made it far more humiliating for him to see her like
this.

And also more darkly thrilling to have him
touching her like this...

Patiently, calmly, his hands sliding over
her and into her, caressing, massaging, kneading her body, her
flesh, riding a slick layer of whatever that oil stuff was. She
moaned into the gag as she felt him tugging the butt-plug out of
her, sliding it out, then penetrating her and letting it slide
deep, then pulling it out again.

Instead of pushing it back, his finger slid
into her, much deeper, and she shuddered as it began to pump slowly
in and out. He had two fingers in her sex, pumping them slowly in
counterpoint, pressing downwards, searching for and finding her
G-spot as her ragged breathing got worse.

The sensations his fingers were rousing were
starting to make themselves known to her previously distracted
mind, starting to penetrate the wild clamor of emotions gripping
her. The impact was intense, and she could almost feel her thoughts
shifting as arousal began to ignite within the back of her
mind.

How could she get aroused!? And yet, this
was a different world with different moral rules, and it wasn't
like she had any real choice and... and Harris was incredibly sexy,
and Paul was incredibly hot and... and it wasn't like she could do
anything!

The heat grew more intense, and it began to
melt away her inhibitions, spreading warmth and passion and desire
through her mind like a narcotic. Other cares and concerns began to
fade into the background as the heat grew. She knew a moment of
despair, but then that collapsed and the heat flooded into her
mind.

The humiliation was still there, though
softened by the heat, and some part of that heat was even amplified
by the shocking wickedness.

But Paul's skilled hands continued to stroke
and massage, and she moaned helplessly as the two big fingers
inside her – as thick as most of the actual cocks she'd taken in
her life, grew thicker still, as he added a third
finger!

The swirling, churning heat in her belly
spread downward into her chest and her mind was soon swimming in
it, feverish, with only a small part of her consciousness still
desperately fighting to ignore it and show no sign of surrender.
She wanted to glare at Harris to show that she wasn't happy, but
her eyes were starting to glaze over.

Paul added a second finger to her ass,
pumping and twisting them on their slick layer of oil as the three
in her sex pumped faster, and his thumb stroked her clitoris, up
and down and back and forth.

It was impossible to keep her hips from
spasming, to keep them from jerking and rolling with increasing
strength as the dark hunger and passion took a tighter and tighter
hold of her mind and body even as she tried to resist.

The orgasm, when it arrived, long repressed
and fought against, was overwhelming, and her body jerked
violently, bucking and rutting against his plunging fingers as she
cried out, gasping and sobbing helplessly around the ball stuffed
into her mouth.

It left her dazed and limp, moaning, eyes
slitted as Paul's fingers slid out of her, then back in, more
slowly. He resumed his caress, and Harris smiled benignly in a way
Amanda was deeply embarrassed about. It was as if he were content
that he was right about her being a slut!

Now that the most intoxicating heat had
faded with the orgasm she could think again – somewhat, and tried
to reassure herself about what he had said earlier, about why Paul
had selected her. It wasn't just because of her looks. There was
more to it than that!

Paul's hands continued to glide over body,
and now his big thumbs began to stroke and massage her labia.

“When we're in Japan we'll have to have one
of the geisha's demonstrate how to give an erotic massage to you,
Cantrell. They've had centuries to perfect the art, and are far
more realistic about sex. They didn't start with that Christian
puritanism the rest of us have.

Amanda could do little but moan, slumped, as
Paul's fingers stroked her, caressed her, and roused her again with
startling speed, only to finish her off with hard, fast thrusts of
his three fingers that sent her into another powerful orgasm.

Those orgasms were embarrassing, but also in
a way, cathartic and freeing. What more could happen which could
match this as far as degrading and humiliating went? Which meant
there really was nowhere to go but up.

And up was where Paul's hands took her, as
he stroked and caressed her to several more orgasms while her body
and mind melted under the suffocating heat and her muscles began to
ache from spasming and twitching.

Then Paul got a vibrator of some kind. Of
some kind. She had no way of even seeing what was going on behind
her, what was being done to her own body. But she could hear the
buzzing sound, and then, as his fingers resumed stroking and
caressing her it was like... they vibrated!

The affect was astonishing, and she began to
lose what little control and what few shreds of dignity she had
been clinging to.

“Scream, Cantrell,” Harris ordered.

She screamed. The orgasm tore through her
mind and she screamed and howled around the gag, the breath sobbing
out of her as her hips bucked violently against his vibrating
fingers.

Harris gave some kind of signal, finally,
and the fingers in her ass were withdrawn. Then she felt what had
to be Paul's own cock, pushing into her back passage, sliding
deeper and deeper as she gasped in breathless, dazed wonder.

It was thicker than his fingers, and felt
incredible inside her! She moaned around the soaking wet ball gag,
realizing uncaringly that she was drooling as Paul forced his cock
deep and began to thrust in and out.

Harris got up at last and walked to the side
as if to get a better view.

“Excellent,” he said softly.

Amanda grunted and gasped with every thrust,
her body rocked forward as his hips struck her buttocks again and
again. She began to forget about Harris, to forget about everything
but the feel of that big cock in her ass, his hips slapping against
her, and two buzzing, vibrating fingers stroking against her
clitoris.

Harris reappeared before her then knelt on
the floor as he undid the strap behind her head. He tugged the wet
ball gag out of her mouth, then gripped her hair to force her mouth
to stay open. His other hand undid his fly and his cock came out
hard and thick and angry red.

He thrust it into her open mouth, sliding it
almost halfway, then drew back before thrusting the rest of the way
in, burying himself in her mouth and throat as her body continued
to rock to Paul's hard, steady thrusts.

Another orgasm tore her mind apart, and she
stared at his groin, unseeing, uncaring, gurgling as he began to
thrust in and out of her mouth and throat, eyes rolled back in her
head as the storm of pleasure tossed her mind about like a cork in
the ocean.

The two men thrust into her from either
side, their cocks large, hard and demanding, and she simply knelt
there in helpless submission, gripped by a towering wall of
pleasure that made her care about nothing else.

*

It was another evening of emotionally
charged anger, anxiety, and bewildered confusion for Amanda. And
awe. That was there, too. The awe caused by the astonishing memory
of what had happened to her, and the flames which had burned within
her while it had happened.

It was hard to think clearly given the
emotions. They called on her to immediately quit and never go back
there again because... because... because she had been abused and
misused and taken advantage of! And yet.. the logical side of her
weighed that against the benefits, including this apartment.

And then there was that shocking heat which
had suffocated her through much of what had happened, a heat so
intense it was like she was drunk on lust! She had never imagined
she could have so many orgasms in so short a time! Let alone
orgasms of such power! It was... astonishing!

It was impossible to deny that, despite the
anger she felt and the sense of being taken advantage of, she
wanted more of it!

But God, she'd had sex with two men at once!
And she didn't love either one! She hardly even knew either of
them! What kind of a whore would consent to that, let alone want
more!?

She should gather together what shreds of
dignity and pride she had left and resign!

But that would moronic, she argued. What
would she gain from it but poverty?

She'd have her pride!

Pride doesn't pay the bills, she told
herself. Then too there was that dark fascination with what had
been done to her, with the collar and restraints and that nasty,
kinky sort of stuff with ball-gags and riding crops. The thought of
exploring that was growing more and more exciting, despite her
misgivings and anxiety.

And after what those two men had done and
seen, how could anything else they did or saw cause her further
embarrassment? What could be worse!? She had already paid the price
and endured the unendurable and come through like.. like.. an
animal that had sloughed off its outer skin, and now had fresh,
pure skin ready for the world.

A sexual animal. At least in the confines of
that office. No one else needed to know, of course. And no one else
would know.

She looked at herself naked in the bathroom
mirror. She looked exactly the same as she had yesterday, as she
had last week. There was no sign of harm, damage or alteration. She
was the same girl, just... just more experienced, perhaps more
sophisticated, more knowledgeable.

She was a woman, after all, not a girl! She
had learned a lot and would learn more!

About... many things.

She still resented Harris putting her
through the initial shock and humiliation. Arrogant bastard! Of all
the gall! But giving up all the ridiculous benefits of this job
(she should have known there would be strings!) not to mention the
intriguing and helplessly fascinating thought of where this bondage
stuff might go, was just not something she was prepared to do.

The thought of where it might go tightened
her chest, but also made her nipples tingle. She was still
awestruck that she'd had sex with the two of them together! What
could be more astonishing!?

He'd fucked her throat and Paul.. had fucked
her in the ass! God! How humiliating! She hadn't even had lunch
with him! Yes, they'd chatted and had gotten along fine, and she'd
sort of, kind of imagined maybe something between them at some
point... but to have him masturbating her and then sodomizing her
so soon was almost beyond belief!

How was she ever going to face him
tomorrow!?

She went on Facebook, but the lives and
doings of her friends seemed so boring, so mundane compared to what
she was going through that she kept snorting and curling her lip.
If only you know what I've been up to, she thought repeatedly.

Not that she was ever going to tell them! No
way!

Again, she felt that sense of reassurance.
The distance between them and her job was huge. There was no
connection between them and wouldn't ever be. That walled what was
happening at work off into a separate little box.

A dark box, a dark scary box. But one with
mysteries.
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She had hoped Paul wouldn't be in his
office, or he would be occupied with something else and she could
slip through and into her own small side office almost unnoticed.
But he was at a cabinet near the door and turned immediately as she
came in. She felt her face heating instantly and her eyes ducked
away as she headed for her office.

“Good morning,” he said cheerfully.

“Good morning,” she mumbled, hurrying into
her office.

But there was no getting away from him. He
followed her to the doorway, smiling

“You have an incredible body,” he said. “I'm
glad I guessed right. You'll be a perfect fit.”

She colored even more! A perfect fit?! For
what? For your cock!? How could he act so... normal!?

“Mr. Harris said that the trip to Japan
might be moved up so expedite your research on the French company
as we'll be going there from Japan.”

She nodded helplessly, not looking at him,
looking at her computer as it booted up. Thankfully, he turned and
left, and she closed her eyes and shook her head. God!

He must think she was such a slut! At least
he hadn't tried to grope or anything. She was sure he would think
he had the right now that he'd seen what a whore she was.

With those feelings of guilt and shame,
however, came the memories, the echo of that incredible, scalding
heat, and the delicious feeling of his well-oiled cock thrusting
into her bottom as his fingers stroked her clitoris.

And that roused that sense of intrigue, of
dark fascination with Harris' bondage games again.

And what games might he play today!?

Research. Right. She had better get on
that.

It was hard to focus her mind, though, hard
to concentrate. It kept wandering into dark and lurid places.

Nothing happened by lunch, so she went to
lunch, and then returned, blushing again as Paul looked up at her.
She dropped her eyes and went to her office and immediately
immersed herself in the research.

It was almost at the end of the day when
Paul came into the little office.

“How are you doing?”

“F-Fine!” she gulped, face flushing.

“Are you feeling embarrassed about
yesterday?”

She flushed. “Well... who wouldn't be!?” she
exclaimed.

“Nothing to be embarrassed about. You have a
great body.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“It is. I have a great body, too. Want me to
show you?”

“No!”

He grinned. “You'll see it eventually.”

That didn't exactly make her relax!

“You represent some excellent raw material.
You haven't picked up bad work habits from others yet, and I doubt
you've had a lot of sexual experience before this. Have you ever
been tied up before?”

She flushed, her mind squirming at the bald,
casual conversation.

“No,” she said.

“Get used to it. Mr. Harris is a uhm,
controlling person, you might say. And it's not like he needs to
give you much leeway to contribute. Just as in business, you don't
know much about sex yet.”

“It's not like I was a virgin,” she said in
annoyance.

“Did you ever have an orgasm during sex
before?”

She blushed and didn't answer.

He snorted. “Not many men have the
experience and patience and skills Mr. Harris has, and almost none
your age. You'll learn a lot about business and about sex from him.
A lot about yourself, too. You'll end up far more skilled in both
areas.”

He left and she shook her head. He talked
about it so ridiculously casually! As if providing kinky sex to the
boss was a normal part of an office job! Was he crazy?! Were they
both crazy!? She understood that Harris was arrogant because of his
wealth but what accounted for Paul? Was it just Harris'
influence?

When the intercom buzzed over an hour later
she almost had a heart attack! Her chest tightened, her stomach
started churning, and her face flushed. She felt a sense of
dreadful anxiety.

And yet, also that strange, breathless sense
of intrigue.

She got up, fingers shaking slightly, then
went through the outer office, ignoring Paul, who looked up at her,
knocked at the door, and then entered.

“Cantrell.”

He waggled his fingers at her and she
gulped, closed the door behind her, and crossed to his desk. He
looked at his monitor for almost a full minute while she stood
there, her mind swerving wildly back and forth over the
possibilities of what he was going to do. He hadn't told her to
strip immediately at least!

He looked up.

“Well, what can you tell me about the
problems in HR?”

She looked at him blankly as he looked
back.

“Uhm, what problems?”

His eyes narrowed and she felt a quiver run
through her. He turned to his monitor and did something.

“I sent you an email over an hour ago,
telling you to go and see Mrs. Foster and ask her about the long
lead times for executive recruitment.”

He looked back at her and Amanda suddenly
felt a sense of panic. She always checked her email frequently! Not
today, though. Today she'd been so distracted by Paul and by the
thinking about the events of yesterday she'd absorbed herself with
the research work and not thought to check her mail.

“I uhm, I forgot to check my email this
afternoon, sir,” she said.

His eyes widened somewhat. “You what?”

“I... usually do but... I was... distracted
today,” she gulped. “I mean, Paul told me that you wanted the
research into the French company expedited so I started on that
immediately!”

He sat back in his chair, bringing his
fingertips together.

“So it's Paul's fault?”

“Well... no, sir. I mean, it's just that –
.”

“That you were making an excuse for not
checking your emails properly.”

She dropped her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

He snorted, then rose and she backed up a
step as he came around the desk. He looked at her, then gripped the
back of one of the chairs before his desk and swung it back and
around. The chairs were leather, hard-backed, but with little
padding, and no arms. They were not intended as chairs which would
allow visitors to relax.

He sat down on one, gripped Amanda's wrist
and tugged her forcefully against him.

She gasped, her lower legs hitting the side
of the chair and her upper body collapsing across his lap.

He released her wrist and seized her collar
instead, and Amanda found herself staring at the floor as her hands
dropped to it to keep herself from calling.

Not that she would have. He adjusted her
atop him as she felt her tight skirt peeled up and her bottom
bared, and before she had even understood what was happening his
hand slapped down on her bare bottom with a stinging blow.

“Ah!” she cried, her head jerking up and
back.

“You were informed,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“That you would be required to fulfill your
tasks.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“With a measure of discipline and
reliability.”

Crack!

“Ah!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His left hand held her easily in place as
his right smacked down against her bottom again and again, the
blows stinging and sharp, her flesh starting to burn hotter and
hotter as he continued.

“Please!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

“Please, sir!”

“You've been a bad girl, Cantrell. Training
you, disciplining you, is part of my job as your employer.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amanda couldn't stop wriggling and writhing
and kicking her legs as the stinging blows continued to erupt on
her now-tender backside!

“You must surely know that failure brings
punishment,” he said disapprovingly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please! I'm sorry!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

“I'm sorry, sir!”

“Sorry for what? Incompetence?”

Crack!

“Yes, sir!”

“It will not be tolerated, Cantrell.”

Crack! Crack! Crack ! Crack!

“Or had I given you the impression I would
accept slack, lazy behavior from my employees?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amanda's bottom was on fire! She felt her
eyes filling with tears as the pain continued without remorse!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to cry, Cantrell?” he
growled.

Crack!

“N-N-No, sir!” she moaned in a choked
voice.

“Good,” he growled.

His hand slid roughly up and down between
her buttocks, pushing between her thighs, and she gasped as he
palmed her sex. His movements softened, then, and his fingers began
to stroke her labia on either side, sliding smoothly up and down
the line of her sex.

They paused, as she gulped in air and tried
to regain her breath, then they started again, slicker than before,
sliding up and down, up and down on either side, then they came
together, those fingers, sliding along the line of her sex, then
into it, dipping and stroking as she moaned again.

She felt a sense of great relief, a relief
which grew with every few seconds that did not contain another slap
to her throbbing, overheated bottom. Her mind and body both began
to relax. His fingers began to massage her clitoris, then, and he
slid the butt-plug slowly out of her – almost, then let it sink
back in.

Amanda felt herself calming, and her
breathing slowed. Her mind, previously focused on the pain in her
buttocks, became more aware of other things, like the degrading
position she was laying in across his lap with her short skirt
hiked up, like her breasts mashed in against the side of his thigh
and her hands on the floor below, and, of course, his fingers
stroking and then sliding into her body.

Perhaps it was the attraction her body felt
for anything resembling pleasure after her hard spanking, but the
sensations his fingers roused seemed to be even more intense than
they had in previous days, and her breathing began to get more
ragged again.

He paused and she gasped as he gripped her
hair, pulling her head up and back.

Amanda rolled her eyes wildly, her hands
shifting from the floor, grasping his thigh to push herself up and
back and ease the pressure, rolling her eyes back towards him.

“You have potential, Cantrell,” he said.

He shifted her torso off his body and her
knees slipped to the floor.

“Strip,” he ordered.

She felt an emotional jolt, but stood and
obeyed him, flushing as he looked at her from the chair, removing
her jacket, then her blouse and finally her skirt. Her pulse got
faster and faster as she did so, until she was standing awkwardly
before him, naked save for her high heels.

He stood up, so close they were practically
touching, then gestured for her to follow him. Heart thumping, she
did, across the huge office to the rear, to the door that led into
that hall in the back.

“Wait here,” he said. “Hands on head.”

She paused as he walked in and then brought
her hands up onto her head. She thought she had better arch her
back while she did so, too, and waited for a long minute before he
returned, feeling a strange, swirling rise in both her anxiety and
anticipation.

He returned, bearing the collar and
restraints! Then she realized it was a different set of restraints.
She stood still, heart beating faster as he fit the collar around
her throat and buckled it in place.

“Hands at your sides.”

She dropped her arms and he moved beside
her. She looked down and saw that in place of the two wrist
restraints this was a pair of smooth black bands linked together by
a slim stainless steel rod. He surprised her by putting one of the
bands around her right arm, up above her elbow, then he moved
behind her and pulled her left arm back as she felt a pull from the
cuff around her right.

He put the other cuff around her left arm,
and then stepped back.

“Move your arms, Cantrell.”

She gulped but tried to. She could not move
her arms forward, or back. Her hands were free, but there wasn't a
lot she could do with them. She could bend her arms up to bring her
hands forward, but only far enough to be just a few inches in front
of her waist, and she couldn't move them further.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

The words jolted her, as arrogantly spoken
as they were. He unzipped his trousers and pulled his cock out,
then reached for her hair, gathering it in as he pulled her forward
against him. Her hands could do little, even if she wanted to, so
she dropped them as she began to suck and lick.

And even though he wasn't doing anything to
arouse her she was becoming more aroused. She was kneeling naked
and in a collar and... in bondage before him on the office floor,
after all, sucking his cock! That was laden with a dark, degrading,
thrilling sense of sexual heat, and she began to moan around his
cock as her breathing grew more rapid.

He hardened rapidly in her mouth as she
bobbed up and down.

“All the way, Cantrell,” he ordered.

Amanda forced her way further, her eyes
bulging a little and her throat aching as she took him deep, but
she forced her lips further and further until they were pressed
against his trousers. Both his hands slid down behind her hair to
hold her in place and she stared up into his cool gray eyes,
knowing she could not possibly move back until he willed it.

He held her for long seconds and she made no
attempt to pull free, though her mind was fluttering like a bird
the longer it lasted. He eased up and she slid back all the way,
gagging slightly as he came free, and gulping in air.

She licked at his shaft, and at the head,
then took him into her mouth again, bobbing up and down several
times, then taking him deep again. This time he didn't hold her
head, and she held herself in place for long seconds before sliding
back up, hardly gagging much this time as he came free.

She licked and sucked at his shaft, feeling
a shadowy sense of lust and an almost masochistic sense of
excitement as she took him into her mouth again, and again, and
again, sliding her lips down as far as she could until he exploded
deep in her throat.

“Good,” was all he said, putting himself
back into his pants.

He pulled out the ball-gag and worked it
into her mouth, then buckled it behind her, using his index finger
to slide her hair out of the way, then had her stand and walk over
to the far side of the office and kneel facing his desk.

He got back to work, as she sat on her
heels, knees wide, arms back, naked, a dark, simmering heat
gripping her mind and spreading through her body.

After about twenty minutes he came over and
squirted oil on her body, then massaged and masturbated her nearly
to the point of orgasm before withdrawing. He also slid one of the
dildos into her, had her sink down on it, and ordered her not to
move.

He went to the bar, washed his hands, and
returned to his desk as she knelt there panting and moaning weakly,
her body thrumming with sexual energy, her clitoris swollen and
throbbing, her nipples tingling and hard, and her senses deeply
attuned to the dildo straining the lips of her sex wide!

But he didn't do anything for the next
twenty minutes but work on whatever he had on his computer, and
glance at her frequently.

And then Paul came in! Paul looked at her
admiringly, but it was clear he wasn't here to do anything to her,
but to take instructions from Harris. Then he left, and she
continued to kneel there like a living sculpture.

Another ten minutes passed, and Harris got
up, squatted next to her, tugged her hair back and then began to
run his other hand over her body, massaging and kneading her
breasts, stroking and rolling her nipples, then sliding his fingers
downward to rub her clitoris.

Her hips began to spasm as her body sought
to driver her harder against his fingers, and he drew back, wiping
the oil off his hand and returning to his desk.

Ten minutes later Paul entered once more,
and walked to his desk inquiringly.

Harris nodded towards her.

“Don't let her come,” he said.

Paul nodded and came over to her as Amanda's
heart beat faster. He squatted next to her as Harris had done, and
his big hand moved over her body, rousing her to a fever pitch
again, until she was moaning and rolling her hips and arcing her
back. And then he withdrew, leaving her gasping and moaning and
flushed.

Amanda's fingers trembled, and they almost
instinctively sought to move forward and down, but with the the arm
cuffs on she could not touch herself down there. She lowered
herself, and tried to grind herself harder against the floor.

“No,” Harris barked. “Do not move. You are
not permitted to have an orgasm until I say so.”

She gulped and halted, chastened.

“Discipline, Cantrell. Self-discipline.”

He turned back to his computer, leaving her
squirming, both emotionally and physically.

Another twenty minutes passed, and the door
opened. Paul came in, and she gulped, heartbeat picking up as he
went to Harris' big desk.

They both turned to look at her!

“Take Miss Cantrell for a walk, Paul. She
seems quite tense. Perhaps you can do something about that.”

“Yes, sir,” Paul said.

Paul took something from his desk, and as he
approached she saw it was a chain – a leash! She gulped as he
clipped it to the ring in the front of the collar, then tugged
upward. She rose off her knees, the dildo slowly sliding out of her
and falling to the floor.

Her eyes got wide as he headed, not to the
back hall, but the outer office! But there was nothing she could
say with the ball-gag in her mouth, nor anything she could do to
resist his pull even if she tried. He was twice her weight!

To her horror he led her right through the
outer office and opened the door to the hall outside! She gaped and
tried to hold back, but if he noticed it didn't show. He simply
walked out into the hall, pulling on the leash, and she was forced
to stagger forward.

The hall on the top floor was a testimony to
wealth. The floor was a mix of brown and beige marble, and wide
enough to drive a truck down. It was easily fourteen feet high,
with a coffered ceiling with hidden lighting.

The walls were a mix of marble and dark wood
panels, and there were round marble pillars every twenty or thirty
yards. Her stiletto heels clicked on the floor as Paul led her down
it, and her eyes were huge as she swept her head from side to side,
heart pounding, staring at each door in turn, waiting wildly for
someone to open one and see her!

It was quiet, however. They passed no one in
the hall even as they walked through the elevator bay and in front
of the counter with the receptionist – which was empty. The clock
on the wall behind them said it was five thirty, and she felt a
sense of amazement. She'd had no idea it was that late!

Still, people often worked outside the
normal Eight to Four shift, so that didn't mean they were alone on
the floor!

They walked past the kitchen, past the
library, and then he opened a door that led out onto the deck. Not
many office buildings had decks, but this one did, though only on
the top floor.

He pulled her out onto the deck and over to
the glass and steel rail.

“Gorgeous view, isn't it?” he said, removing
the chain.

Amanda stared at him with wide eyes.

He laughed and leaned against the rail.
“Relax, Amanda. No one works outside regular hours on this floor
without permission from Mr. Harris, and Mr. Harris refused
permission for today.”

That calmed her, though only somewhat.

“It's hard to picture how much money the
Harris family has,” he said. “But when you look at this building,
seventy floors of it, and realize they own the whole thing, you get
an idea. See that one?”

He pointed at another building across the
street, about ten floors lower.

“The company owns that one too.”

He swept his arm to the side, and over
towards the bay.

“And that one,” he said. “Of course, they
don't own the whole company. But they and the McMann's own
controlling interest in it.”

He slid his hand up and grasped her arm,
pulling her forward, and his other hand slid between her
thighs.

Amanda gasped.

“Legs apart,” he barked.

She obeyed almost instinctively, and he
grinned.

“Soft skin, even without the oil. Just
touching you can give me a hard-on.”

She gulped as his fingers stroked her sex,
then slid up inside her.

“You might think it unfair that you were
hired partly for your body. But consider this, if it weren't for
your body you wouldn't have been hired. Oh, you had some excellent
marks and recommendations, but there were better among several of
the men whose files were shown to us.”

She gasped as his two fingers pushed deep
and his thumb started to stroke from side to side across her
clitoris!

“And I was hired for my body, too,” he said.
“Just not in the same way. I'm big and strong, and I had done
competitive kickboxing. I'm partly Mr. Harris' bodyguard, you see,
in addition to my normal duties. You didn't wonder why I was
sitting in front of his door instead of Mrs. Rawlins, who is his
official secretary? It's because nobody gets past me who isn't on
the list.”

He opened his jacket and she gasped as she
saw a gun in a holster.

“I'm also licensed to carry a gun, and went
through a combat training course as well as a bodyguard course. Not
what I planned when I took Business Administration, but hey, the
job has a ridiculously high salary and I get a free car and
apartment.”

She gasped as his fingers drew back and
three of them pushed up inside her, pushing so deep she was almost
driven up off her heels.

“So my job has unusual duties, but also
really great benefits. Yours too,” he said, raising his eyebrows
and grinning.

He pulled his fingers out and then pulled
her forward against the round steel bar of the rail before moving
behind her.

“I'm not allowed to fuck you. That's
reserved for Mr. Harris. Your ass, on the other hand...”

She felt him pulling the round plug out of
her even as he bent her forward against the rail.

“Push your ass out and spread your
legs.”

Moaning, she obeyed, and then felt his cock
pushing up into her bottom! She stared out at the city below her,
gripped by a wave of disbelief, looking at cars on the streets far
below, and the lights starting to come on in buildings nearby, as
Paul pushed his cock deeper into her ass.

Then in one smooth motion he slid it almost
all the way up, making her squeak and cry out into the gag.

He bent her further forward, her upper body
bent over the rail, her breasts wobbling as he ground himself
against her buttocks. She could feel his flesh against her so he
must have dropped his trousers, she thought dazedly.

“Beautiful,” he said.

He started to thrust into her then, using
long, slow strokes at first, then harder and deeper, so that his
hips began to slap against her buttocks. His left hand gripped the
back of her collar and his right snaked down under her hip so his
fingers could stroke her clitoris.

It was just so insane! She was standing
outside in front of half of Manhattan, naked, and being sodomized!
Yet no one was close enough to see them, not unless they had
binoculars or something, and even then they'd be ant sized.

She shuddered, her hips slapped again and
again by his, the big cock thrusting achingly deep inside her as
her body began to tremble, the heat to burn with a ferocious
intensity!

“Scream,” he said into her ear. “Mr. Harris
likes it, so you should learn to give in and let it go.”

He thrust hard and she cried out.

“Scream,” he ordered.

He thrust harder, and harder, and the orgasm
ripped her mind apart as she began to cry out louder and louder and
louder.

“Scream,” he ordered.

She screamed into the gag, screamed and
screamed, the howling torrent of sexual energy flaying her mind as
she sobbed for breath, then screamed again.
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