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Amanda's mind was a ceaseless clamor as she
walked through the lobby and gazed without seeing at the objects in
the store windows. Her mind was far too occupied to even notice
what she was looking at. Her emotions were raw; running the gamut
between fury and humiliation, between outrage and denial, not to
mention a sense of shame that even now colored her cheeks.

And then there was the physical reminder –
and color – of her lower cheeks, which were the cause of the clamor
in her mind.

For she had, not five minutes earlier, left
the office of her boss, Mister James Hawthorn after having been
strapped on her bare bottom while bent across his desk.

He had not forced her into it, had not held
her down, using his physical strength to impose his will upon her.
No, it had been her choice, her option, to make up for a somewhat
arrogant mistake she'd made in a job which was new to her. She
ought to have been feeling her way slowly as she became accustomed
to her responsibilities and the way things operated here.

She hadn't. Brash, full of self-confidence,
she had overstepped her authority, made a decision which was not
hers to make, confident he would have answered in the affirmative,
not bothering to even ask, and been shown to be horribly wrong. Her
decision had cost the corporation almost a million dollars!

And perhaps it was that chastening experience
which had driven her to let him manipulate her into permitting his
'discipline'. Amanda was an honors graduate at Oxford. All her life
she had been praised for her beauty and her brains. She'd gone to
only the best schools, not because her family was privileged but
because of her demonstrated intelligence.

She'd had many offers upon approaching
graduation, selected the best, and gone to work for Pacifica
Incorporated as a junior financial analyst. A year later she was an
analyst, and a year after that, a senior analyst earning seventy
thousand pounds a year with a brilliant career ahead of her.

And then at the age of twenty-five she'd
ditched it all for a better offer, to come across the ocean and set
up shop in New York, working as a senior analyst for Campbell-Ross,
a New York brokerage firm, for half again more money. They hadn't
been happy at Pacifica, but what did she care? She didn't need
them.

Too much confidence, too much brazen
self-assurance. Only to have it shattered by a grossly stupid error
of judgment which had left her, quite fairly, for she'd broken very
clear rules, open to immediate termination.

Which would have seen her returning to London
in disgrace, and with the anger of Campbell-Ross joined to the
indignation of Pacifica at how she'd left them so suddenly and
taken their information with her. What would she do? Get a job as a
bloody secretary!?

And what part had her only slightly hidden
admiration for Hawthorn's looks and steely determination played in
things? He was almost twice her age, but didn't look it. He was
quite tall and had short dark hair without any sign of thinning or
gray, broad shoulders, and a handsome face with a deep voice she
found quite sexy.

He was also powerful, wealthy, educated,
intelligent, and determined, a very A-type personality who knew
what he wanted and got it. That was how she'd seen herself, too.
Part of her wanted to imitate him and part of her wanted to jump
his bones.

Unlike many of her female colleagues Amanda
didn't mind flirting with men who had power at work. Given the
harassment guidelines in place in most organizations she had little
fear of it being turned against her as long as she was careful.

She was a beautiful young woman with golden
blonde hair. She wore it in a professional way, expensively
coiffed, barely brushing her shoulders, but softened with thick
bangs cutting across her forehead above her glasses.

Her body was as perfect as God and she could
combine to make it. He had provided the substance and she the
maintenance. She was tall, lithe, and graceful, with a narrow
waist, firm, full breasts, and long legs. She worked out very
regularly to ensure she was nicely toned, too.

She always wore suits to work, and they
weren't cheap either. Today's was a pinstriped navy double breasted
with a white silk blouse beneath. Her skirt was halfway up her
knee, slightly higher than average, but not quite high enough to
cause anyone to raise eyebrows.

She was a confident person who was going
somewhere! And she wanted people to know it!

She simply couldn't stand the thought of
failing so publicly! Talk about flaming out early in her career!
Some would be disappointed, and others would be smirking and saying
things like 'told you so' to each other. No, no, she couldn't take
that!

And yet, she perfectly deserved to have been
fired. In retrospect, her mistake was patently idiotic! She had
thought she knew what she was doing, but she was in a new country
now! The rules weren't the same, nor were the laws! If Hawthorn
hadn't caught it quickly things would have been far, far worse.

Fool!

No, she'd gotten off easy. And she'd gotten
off by playing the poor, helpless girl routine, something she
despised other women for doing. She'd been stricken, stunned by her
mistake! It was so huge and so impossible to explain away! The
consequences could not be denied or made good. And, unexpectedly,
and humiliatingly, her eyes had filled with tears and she'd started
to sniffle!

God!

So instead he'd spanked her like a little
girl!

And she'd let him!

And part of the shame she felt was that she
felt relieved. Her job was once again secure. She hadn't been
fired, hadn't been sent home in disgrace. She'd managed to prevent
that by acting like a helpless little girl. She could call it
sexual harassment, she supposed, but no male would have been given
the opportunity. He'd have been stripped of his pass and out the
door with a security guard at each elbow.

It... hurt. It was outrageous, and had left
her absolutely speechless when he'd casually offered it! She hadn't
even believed he was serious at first! True, he was old-fashioned,
and from Texas, that cowboy country far to the south, but even
so!

Her buttocks were still hot and sore from the
strap.

Bent across his desk, her skirt lifted up,
her thong pulled down around her ankles, even as she'd tried to
haltingly beg him to leave it up!

“But... but sir.. it's a thong!” she had
begged. “I mean, it's not covering anything your strap is going to
hit anyway!”

He snorted and gave her that steely eyed look
of his.

“Miss Reed, you misunderstand the purpose of
this punishment. Part of it is physical in causing pain, but most
of its purpose is to cause shame. Physical pain eases very quickly.
Shame remains.”

He made her bent forward again, and she did
so, heart thumping, her mind churning wildly.

“All the way, girl,” he'd growled.

What? What did he mean by ...”

She felt his big, powerful hand on the back
of her neck, bending her further over, until her breasts were
pillowed out against the desk! That left her bottom raised horribly
high and the soft pale skin drawn taut!

Nor had he been in a big hurry, leaving her
to savor her own humiliation, knowing he could see her so clearly,
so nakedly! She was smoothly shaven, and so there was little to
hide the soft, vulnerable mons from his lusting male eyes –
presuming they were lusting. And why wouldn't they be?

Crack!

She'd been unable to suppress a startled cry
of pain as the strap had snapped down across her bottom! It had
stung!

“Count.”

“O-One,” she gasped.

Crack!

She gasped, but clenched her lips together to
keep from making another cry.

“T-two!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Nghh! Three!” she gasped.

Crack!

Crack!

Crack!

“Are you sorry for your arrogance, Reed?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Then let me hear you say it.”

“I-I'm sorry for my arrogance, sir!”

Crack!

“Nghh! Seven!”

“Are you going to disobey again?”

“N-No, sir!”

Crack!

“Nghh! Eight!”

“Let me hear you say it.”

“I-I won't disobey again, sir!”

Her eyes were filling with tears again! They
were tears of both shame and pain!

“I believe I set forth quite clearly what
your responsibilities were, and where you were required to consult
me, did I not?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“And that you were an extension of my will,
meant to investigate, report to me, and then convey my orders?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Not take it upon yourself to decide in my
stead.”

Crack!

“After a whole month in residence!”

“Nine, sir! I'm sorry, Mister Hawthorn!”

“As you should be. And are you ashamed,
Reed?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Why? Because of the idiocy of what you did,
the cost to this corporation, the betrayal of the trust I put in
you – or because you're bent over my desk with your skirt up around
your waist with me looking at you bare buttocks?”

“I-I... all of those, sir!”

Her face felt almost as hot as her
bottom!

Crack!

Almost.

“Ungh! Ten!”

“It is clear I will have to supervise you
more closely, Reed. You have energy and intelligence but little
experience. It is experience which brings wisdom, Reed. And wisdom
which brings judgment.”

Bent over with her bare bottom raised, she
was forced to accept his lecture while shame churned within
her.

But there was more to it than humiliation. He
hadn't touched her. He hadn't said anything sexual – if you left
aside his offer of a strapping instead. But it was impossible for
her to not be deeply aware that she was displayed obscenely before
his male eyes. He was older but much stronger, and a man who got
what he wanted. Suppose he decided to cast aside the strap and use
something else on her instead!?

All he had to do was spread her legs and
thrust himself home!

And it must be awfully tempting for him as he
stood there behind her! Amanda flattered herself in knowing men and
their motivation. There wasn't a straight man in the world who
wouldn't be looking at her from his position and wanting to mount
her and ride her like a bitch in heat! He might even think he had
the right, given all the trouble she was causing him.

And it was hard for her to even deny the
thought herself!

Had he demanded that, she knew, with a
sinking feeling, she would have acquiesced. But he hadn't. Still,
the knowledge he could do with her whatever he chose filled her
mind even as the strap came down again.

Crack!

“E-Eleven!”

“Do you think you've learned anything, Reed?”
he asked.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“What?”

“That my self-confidence was misplaced here
where the rules are not as familiar?”

“What else?”

“That I don't know enough to make
decisions.”

“What else?”

“That I should follow the rules in making
decisions?”

Crack!

“Ahhg!”

“That you have no decisions to make, Reed. I
make the decisions. All you need to is ask me what to do, then
obey. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir!”

And then he'd pulled up her thong, dropped
her skirt, jerked her upright, slapped her bottom, and sent her
stumbling to the door, face and bottom both aflame!

Which left her in a quandary. What was she to
do now?! She ought to leave and... and sue him for harassment! But
that would be to make public what had happened! That would be a
public humiliation! Besides, she didn't think that would be fair,
really. He hadn't treated her worse than he would have a male
colleague, but better.

She was also feeling deeply confused and even
resentful of the sexual aspect of what he'd done to her; or rather,
the absence of it. A grown man demanding he strap or spank a grown
woman on the bare bottom was inextricably bound to sexuality! That
could not be denied! Could it!? And yet, he'd been proper, hadn't
made any obscene comments nor suggestions, nor had he even touched
her body.

Why not? Did he have such high standards?
Everyone said she had a gorgeous bottom. Didn't he think so!? Did
he think he was too good for her? Why hadn't he sought to seduce
her, to use her body!?

And why was she feeling insulted and
resentful over that!? Was she insane!? Did she want him to grope
and fondle her and maybe ram himself into her from behind! She'd
been more than half expecting it the whole time! She was actually
surprised when it hadn't come.

She let herself think sneering thoughts about
him, that perhaps he wasn't capable of getting it up, or that he
liked women. But she didn't think either was true. So why hadn't
he?

She should be thanking her lucky stars he
hadn't, and thinking of how to find work elsewhere in case worse
happened next time!

But she was making nearly a hundred and fifty
thousand dollars a year here! Where else could she possibly make so
much, especially if unable to cite her work experience here or at
Pacifica!?

It was an absurd situation! Who ever heard of
a girl being strapped by her boss! Today!? In a major company!?

A girl. Yes. She had always played along to
get along, been one of the boys, but never forgotten she was
female. Hawthorn, though, made her feel like a girl, not a woman.
He was old enough to be her father, after all. She supposed,
looking back, that the way she'd previously dealt with him was
probably not respectful enough.

That would change. He was not a man to joke
around with. He was a powerful man to be respected and to be wary
of.

But the problem was, her punishment was not
yet complete.

The agreement she'd made was twelve today,
and twelve more in a week. He'd wanted to give her two dozen
immediately. It had been she who'd begged for it to be stretched
out. Fool! Now she had it hovering over her, like the Sword of
Damocles!

In another week she had to go back, bend
over, expose herself, and let him strap her!

Perhaps she could talk him out of it, show
him she'd mended her ways?

And what if he decided to DO her next time!
To just do her right there bent over the desk!?

Well, you've had bad sex before, she told
herself somewhat coldly.

But would it end there, or would he expect
more whenever he was in the mood? Would she become his office
bitch? His mistress? Would he put her up in a condo somewhere?

Well, at least that would save her a lot of
money, she thought cynically. The cost of a place anywhere in New
York, let alone in Manhattan, was hideously expensive!

The odd thing was she had let herself
fantasize about just that earlier. Why not? He was rich, handsome
and powerful, after all. What was the harm in fantasizing about
them having an affair? She had come from Oxford but on scholarship,
not because her family had much money. The extremely wealthy
fascinated her. The idea of living as one, even second hand, was
deeply attractive.

Of course, she'd never believed for an
instant that she would, in fact, wind up being bent over, half
naked across his desk! And while she had imagined something similar
in her fantasies, it hadn't involved a strap being taken to her
bottom!

No! It had involved hot, sweaty sex!

She returned to her small office and tried to
focus on her work. Her bottom was warm but the outraged flesh had
mostly cooled by then. Hawthorn was quite correct, it seemed. The
flesh healed quickly but the blow to her self-esteem was much more
lasting.

At end of day, she went home, still worrying
over it all in her head, including that he'd fire her despite what
he'd agreed, or at the very least would look down on her and never
give her an important assignment again!

She moved with the crush of the crowds down
in the subway, and absent was her usual sense of arrogant disdain
about how much better she was than they.

Her rented condo was expensive, though small.
It was necessary to keep up appearances, for the sake of office
politics. Usually she took pride in it. Today she was too
preoccupied. She went immediately into the small bathroom.

There was a large mirror behind the cabinet,
and she'd installed a full length mirror on the wall facing it.
That was convenient in allowing her to see how she looked from
behind. She did so now, lowering her thong, lifting her skirt, and
bending over the counter.

She stared into the mirror, trying to see
herself as he'd seen her. Her buttocks bore no sign of her
strapping. They were rounded and perfect, a shape she had often
taken pride in. Now she tried to see herself through his eyes,
wincing more than slightly at the sight of her tight, neat little
sex peeking out between her closed thighs.

She straightened, blushing anew, her heart
beating faster. What must he think of her now? That she was a weak,
simpering little girl who needed her bottom strapped when she got
out of line!? That was worse, in a way, than the spanking! She'd
fought hard to be respected, to be thought of as an equal! To be
dismissed as a weepy blond girl prone to doing stupid things was
humiliating!

And he was the CEO. If that was his attitude
she had little chance of promotion in future!

She would just have to ensure she changed his
attitude! She would show him how tough she was, and how
capable!

Of course, she still had that next strapping
hanging over her head!

How was she supposed to pretend she was the
equal to her male colleagues when she was being bent across the
boss's desk for a bare bottom strapping!?

The problem was, at her level, how often was
she going to come to his personal attention unless she did
something monumentally stupid again?

She was stripping as she thought it, and
glanced at herself in the mirror again. The fleeting thought
crossed her mind that she could bargain with what she saw before
her. All men were interested in what she had, in seeing it and
touching it and making use of it.

That was her experience, at least. Men were
always looking at her, wanting her. They were all sex maniacs!

Not that she had an inordinate amount of
experience in that area. She was smart, but when you're on
scholarships you have to perform. She'd studied very hard through
high school and college in order to ensure her marks were high.
That hadn't left a lot of time for partying.

Nor had things changed much in her obsessive
need to do well at Pacifica, or here.

She had a great deal of self-respect, far too
much to simply give herself to some man in some cheap, overnight
fling. And she had very high standards for even accepting a date –
presuming she had the time, which she rarely did.

Now if a man like Hawthorn had asked her out,
well, that would be different!
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The days rolled by very, very slowly for
Amanda. She worked even harder to impress and not make any
mistakes, coming in early, skipping lunch, and staying late. But
the next strapping still hung over her head, keeping her tense and
anxious. Every now and then she'd forget, and then it would pop
into her head with gut churning suddenness!

It wasn't like she couldn't survive it! She'd
survived the first one easily enough. Nor was it even the pain, or
fear of pain which concerned her or caused her anxiety. It was the
humiliation!

And her mind kept filling with visions of him
standing behind her, alternatively aloof and contemptuous, or
drooling with lust. She also kept imaging him touching her,
caressing her, sometimes roughly, thrusting into her,
fucking her! Riding her like a cheap whore!

These visions didn't cause fear, either. That
was the problem. Something like that was certainly a reasonable
concern,something to be anxious and even frightened of. At first
she had been. But the visions had gradually taken on a life of
their own, becoming dark, erotic fantasies.

Imagine having an affair with James
Hawthorn!

A hot, lusting, brutally sexual affair! With
a big, strong, older man, a man of wealth and power!

Some of her colleagues referred to her as an
ice maiden. She had turned down all approaches, and there had been
many. She had neither the time, nor the desire to get involved with
some 'guy' at work who would doubtless blab everything to the rest.
No, no, she had no intention of enduring office gossip! She had her
career to think about!

Of course, a man like Hawthorn would not
gossip. He was married, for one thing. And what would being his...
mistress, do for her career? Nothing bad, certainly. She couldn't
help toying with the idea, imagining herself on his arm, wearing
expensive gowns, perhaps at parties.

Maybe he'd divorce his wife and marry
her!

No, no, that was idiotic! It was silly
daydreaming and extremely unlikely. Any sort of sexual relationship
was extremely unlikely!

And yet she couldn't get her mind off the
thought, and in the privacy of her shower or bath, or bed, whenever
she was naked and alone, she would imagine him doing...
something... hot and nasty and wicked and wild and just... taking
her! Roughly! Using her! Making her his bitch!

The thought was helplessly erotic, however
unlikely it was to come true, and however much she berated herself
for such absurd, and uncomfortable thoughts. But they played into
something deep inside her, which had always rebelled against her
determination to be treated equally – almost as a guy.

She wasn't a guy! She was a woman! But she
had to act like she wasn't, had to be tough and strong and savvy
and sleek and cool and unemotional. That, of course, just made her
a 'bitch' but that was what she'd sought. She certainly couldn't
afford a reputation as a 'slut' because that denoted weakness, and
nobody promoted weaklings.

But when she was around a big, strong,
powerful man like Hawthorn, she couldn't help feeling a ripple of
feminine admiration roll through her. That was the kind of guy she
was instinctively drawn to in the heart of her feminine instincts.
And in that regard she certainly had no thought of being his equal.
No, he was in every way her superior. That was how she could admire
him, because he was so far above her in strength, determination,
knowledge, sophistication, wealth and power.

Still, she had no serious thought or
expectation of doing anything with him. She almost wished she did!
It would feel less stressful, less anxious! On the morning of her
last day she had to dress knowing he would be strapping her! Should
she wear panties, but then 'unveil' her bottom, or simply wear her
usual thong?

I look great in a thong, she
thought.

What the fuck does that matter?! she
demanded of herself.

She considered wearing trousers, or a longer
skirt, but didn't see how either helped her. It would probably be
even more embarrassing to drop her trousers.

No, she would look as coolly professional as
usual. Perhaps she could even bargain with him so that the second
part of the punishment was withheld – until she screwed up again,
perhaps? And she would make sure that didn't happen!

Her stomach churned, though. It churned on
the way to work, while walking to her desk, while doing her work.
It churned when lunch approached, and it churned even more as the
afternoon progressed. The tension was unbearable!

And what if he forgot!? Wouldn't that be
wonderful!? Except... suppose he remembered tomorrow, or next week?
She would have this hanging over her head for days more! She
couldn't take days more of this stress! She wanted it over
with!

She was on pins and needles as the afternoon
progressed, her chest tight as she waited the call. When it finally
came her stomach clenched and she stared at the email from him.

Come to my office, was all it
said.

She resisted the urge to bolt. That would
only delay things and continue her stress. Or, she could quit and
somehow explain that to her family and friends and then try somehow
to salvage her career elsewhere.

She sat there for a full minute, frozen with
indecision. Finally she got up and left her cubicle, left the
office which contained it, walked up the corridor, and then into
Hawthorn's outer office.

It was empty. His administrative assistant
was away.

She gulped and went to the inner door, then
knocked. It was a very hesitant knock, and she steeled herself, and
knocked more strongly.

“Come,” he called.

She opened the door and stepped inside.

“Close it.”

Her stomach swirled as she closed the door
behind her. She walked slowly across the floor to stand before his
desk, face flushed.

Hawthorn was reading something on his
computer monitor and kept her waiting for a full minute before
turning and sitting back in his chair.

“Well?” he said.

“S-sir?”

“I presume you're prepared to accept the
second part of your punishment, as you negotiated.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped, voice breaking.

“Then position yourself.”

Amanda hesitated, then looked at the desk. It
was largely clear of papers, its surface darkly polished
walnut.

“I'm not going to do it for you, Reed,” he
growled. “Do it now.”

Trembling, Amanda bent over the desk, not
looking at him in front of her.

“Lift your skirt.”

Her face hot, Amanda reached behind her and
lifted her skirt up to bare her bottom.

“Now pull down your underwear.”

Her stomach ached already!

Amanda slid her thong down over her buttocks,
letting them slide down her thighs, and felt hers mind squirming
with humiliation!

“Hands further forward, chest on the desk,
legs together against the side,” he growled as he stood up.

Hardly breathing, Amanda obeyed as he opened
his desk drawer, took out the strap, and casually walked around
behind her.

Fresh humiliation made her face feel like
flames as she imagined him examining her!

“Are you prepared for your punishment, Miss
Reed?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” Her voice squeaked.

Crack!

“Aghh!” she cried as the strap slashed down
across her soft skin.

The pain was sharp, stinging, and left her
momentarily breathless. It left a sense of burning behind as the
sharpness faded.

“What is this punishment for, Miss Reed?” he
demanded.

Just get it over with! she wanted to
scream!

But you did not scream at James Hawthorn.

“For... exceeding my authority and costing
the firm a lot of money,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Huhhhgh!” she gasped, her nails digging into
the palms of her hand at a second sharp, stinging blow!

“I think it appropriate for a person at your
level of employment to use proper titles when addressing people,
Reed. You will address me as sir, is that understood?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“One of the most important duties of
leadership is to closely assess newcomers to the organization,
Reed, to determine if they were properly recruited and fit into a
slot which makes full use of their talents,” he said.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she cried as the strap snapped down
hard and produced a jagged explosion of pain.

“In some cases it quickly emerges that the
individual should never have been hired in the first place,” he
said.

Amanda felt the blood leave her face! Was he
firing her!?

Crack!

“Nghaa!” she gasped.

“In other cases, it becomes obvious that,
though talented, and perhaps of great future value, the employee
has been placed in the wrong position to proper make use of his or
her abilities.”

Crack!

“Nghh!” she gasped, her bottom on fire
already!

“Your... error, having brought you to my
notice, I've taken an interest in observing you over the past
week.”

Crack!

Amanda shuddered, burying her face in her
arms.

“Your present job requires, I think, a more
nimble mind than you possess. Oh, there's no doubt of your
intelligence, certainly. But analyses requires more flexibility
than I've observed in you.”

Crack!

“Ohh!” she cried as the leather slashed down
across the lower part of her buttocks, producing a fresh lightning
bolt of pain.

Besides, I see another position in which you
can provide more value to the organization.”

Crack!

Amanda moaned, her mind trying to cope with
the shame and pain even as it tried to frantically understand what
he was saying and what it meant for her career.

“Raise your hips, Miss Reed,” he said.

She felt one of his hands suddenly push right
in between her trembling thighs and under her sex, in effect,
cupping her sex! Then it jerked upward, forcing her abdomen up, and
straightening her legs. It drew back as casually as it had touched
her. But that touch still had Amanda in a state of shock! The
sudden sensation of his warm male hand right there was one
which still resonated through her mind!

“As it happens, Mrs. Jacobs is going on a
long overdue vacation to take a round the world trip. She'll be
gone at least two months. I think that in her absence, you can take
over her role. That will allow me to properly guide you as you
learn more about how this organization works.”

Crack!

“Because the job requires a certain degree of
personal attendance on me, and I work odd hours, it comes with a
vehicle and parking spot downstairs. It also requires that you live
in a proximate position so that you can come quickly if I summon
you.”

Crack!

“The company keeps a number of such places
for out of town executives when they visit. You can live in one of
these for now.”

She felt his big hands on her thighs now,
just below her buttocks, gently but firmly gripping each leg. Then
they pulled them apart – wide apart.

“Keep your legs straight, Reed,” he barked as
she started to instinctively move.

She gasped and obeyed.

“Do you know why the company pays me,
Reed?”

Amanda's mind was still locked up in the
shock of what he'd just done, of what he was clearly suggesting.
Speaking was beyond her!

Then she felt his hand on the back of her
neck, and a moment later he had gathered her loose hair into his
fist, and jerked sharply up and back, pulling her upright!

The pain to her scalp caused her to
instinctively reach back to grab at his wrist as she cried out, but
he snorted, gripped her hands, pinned her wrists together, and then
wrapped her hair around them. Then he jerked back to force her head
back and her chest out.

“Do you know how much money this organization
pays me?” he demanded.

“N-No!” she gasped.

“Fifty one million dollars in total
compensation each year. Do you know why they pay me that much
money?”

Amanda gaped at him, dazed, stupefied, not
knowing what to do or say!

“Because of what I contribute to the company.
Its profits and revenue, and thus its stock price, is up twenty one
percent in the last year, Reed. That's an awful lot of value. Thus
the organization feels that keeping me happy is well worth the
compensation they pay.”

So dazed was she as she stared up at him and
listened that Amanda was barely aware that his other hand was
undoing the buttons down the front of her blouse until it began to
gape open. When she did realize she felt another immense psychic
jolt that shocked her and left her even more speechless.

Even as his fingers deftly undid the button
the side of her skirt, and undid the zipper.

“S-Sir!” she gasped in complaint as her skirt
slid down her legs.

“If my being... content, is worth so much to
the organization, Reed, then it follows that you provide a valuable
service in taking care of my needs. As my administrative assistant,
that is. You will ensure that all reports are properly done on time
and forwarded to me, that the communication between various
department heads is scanned to see what, if any of it merits my
attention, and that my time is not wasted on things my department
heads ought to be taking care of.”

As he spoke he pushed her wide open blouse –
and jacket, back over her shoulders, then abruptly turned her to
face the desk again, pulling them back behind her – and off! He
undid and jerked off her bra in almost as quick time, then removed
her glasses and bent her over once more.

Amanda was thunderstruck! Feeling her soft
breasts, now bare, pillow out against the cool wood of the desk
even as he spread her legs wide filled her with a sense of
astonished disbelief! Her mind was overwhelmed with wild emotional
swings and incapable of figuring out a response!

“Are you listening, Reed?” he demanded.

Again, she couldn't bring her sputtering mind
to form speech, and again, he gripped her by the hair and yanked
her roughly up and back. This time he slapped her bottom.

“Hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced!”
he barked.

Dazedly, Amanda obeyed.

“Feet apart. Chest out!” he snapped.

Again she obeyed. The tone, his voice... they
could not NOT be obeyed!

He moved around her and sat down behind the
desk.

“Elbows back,” he snapped, bringing his hand
down against the top of the desk with a clap of sound that made her
yelp.

He looked her up and down as Amanda gulped in
air, her chest heaving.

“Yes, a girl of many talents,” he said, eyes
flicking down and then back up. “Wasted in your previous
position.”

Amanda still could not bring herself to
speak, her mind reeling!

“Come here, girl,” he ordered, gesturing.

Amanda started to drop her arms and his hand
slapped down onto the desk with a threatening boom that startled
her.

“Did I say to pull your hands down?”

“N-N-No!” she squeaked.

“When I give an order, girl, you follow that
order until I rescind it,” he growled. “I require discipline and
obedience in those who work for me. It is the absence of those
things which caused your trouble in the first place. Now keep your
hands behind your neck and your elbows back, and walk around the
desk.”

Trembling, face flaming, mind spinning,
stomach churning, Amanda obeyed, coming around to the side.

“Closer. Feet apart.”

Her heart pounded as she stepped closer, then
closer still at his impatient gesture.

“You're a smart girl, Reed, certainly smart
enough to know what I can give you,” he said as he raised his hand
and placed it against her stomach.

She flinched and the wild turmoil in her mind
grew more intense as his hand gently caressed her stomach and
abdomen, then rose slowly up her body, up across her right breast!
His fingers gently kneaded it, then slid down again, fingers
probing at the lips of her sex, gently spreading them as his thumb
rolled lightly across her clitoris.

“A car and an apartment are just the start of
it, along with the raise,” he said, as his hand coasted up over her
breast again and plucked at her nipple.

“Elbows back!” he barked.

She stiffened!

“Learn to obey, Reed,” he growled. “Learn
that what I say is what I mean and that what I require is instant
and complete obedience.”

He let his hand fall back.

“On your knees,” he growled menacingly.

Barely able to breath through her tight
chest, Amanda lowered herself to her knees, pulse racing
wildly.

“Knees apart. Wider! Sit on your heels! Keep
your hands behind your neck and elbows back!”

His voice was harsh, startling, and deep,
causing her almost instinctive obedience!

“Lovely,” he said. “You can do much for this
organization, Reed, and for me. And I can do much for you in
return. Come closer.”

Her heart was thundering in her ears, but
Amanda obeyed, coming right up against the chair.

“Put your hands on my legs.”

Startled, Amanda stared at him, then dropped
her trembling hands to feel the warmth of his skin under the
expensive fabric of his trousers.

“I want you to undo my belt.”

Amanda moaned low in her throat.

“Now!” he barked.

She started, flinching, and her hands were
already halfway to his belt before her mind realized what she was
doing. Then... it seemed only natural to continue. She stared at
them, as if they were someone else's hands as they undid his
belt.

“Undo the button.”

Again she obeyed.

“Lower the zipper.”

Amanda lowered his zipper, and saw the
growing bulge pushing the fabric apart.

“Reach in and pull my cock out.”

She flinched again at the words, at that word
in particular. And then, a hazy cloud of disbelief surrounding her,
she pulled his hardening cock out of his boxer shorts and stared at
it, open mouthed.

“Get to work,” he ordered.

This can't be happening, she thought dazedly,
for the hundredth time. But she had no options. Her mind was still
spinning from his offer, from what he'd said. She needed time to
consider what to do, what to say, how to respond!

He hardened rapidly in her hands, and for the
first time in her haze she realized just how big he was! Well, he
was a big man so she supposed it figured that he would be big there
as well. But she'd never seen one so large in person! Not that she
had a great deal of experience...

Bracing herself, she leaned in, and down,
feeling her breasts pull downward as she leaned over, then press
against the fabric of his trousers as she slipped her lips over the
head.

I'm naked in my boss's office sucking his
cock, she thought in disbelief.

But there was no going back, and she began to
suck and bob her lips up and down, up and down, her hands massaging
him.

“I don't think you have much experience at
this, Reed,” he said. “And clearly, no training.”

His words were another jolt to her brain. No
man had ever found her oral skills wanting! Not, she admitted, that
men, as a rule, had high standards in such things...

For that matter, she'd never performed oral
sex on a man. Only on 'guys'. Hawthorn was a far more experienced
and sophisticated man. And that reminded her of just how...
inferior she was in regard to knowledge and skill – even in this
area!

“Pull my pants off.”

She slid her mouth up, panting, and then
obeyed as he raised his hips. She drew his pants down his legs and
off, and he spread his legs, then reached for her hair, gathering
it behind her in his fist, then drawing her forward.

“But it's the duty of seniors to teach our
juniors,” he said. “Let me see your tongue against my thigh. Long
licks, Reed. Long, slow, licks.”

Dazed, Amanda obeyed, licking her tongue up
his inner thigh, then the other.

“Lift my cock up and press it back against my
stomach. That's it. Now start licking my balls.”

This was... obscene! Outrageous!
Horrifying!

And yet she obeyed, licking at his testicles,
then sucking them into her mouth at his order, massaging them with
her tongue, letting gently pop out of her pursed lips, only to suck
them back in again, then, when he was ready, licking slowly up the
long, frighteningly thick length of his cock!

“That's it, little girl. Lick it like it's an
ice cream,” he growled.

Amanda obeyed, and then he finally guided her
down onto the head. She slid her pursed lips down, letting the head
'force' its way through them, sucking rhythmically as her tongue
licked at the head, bobbing slowly up and down, up and down.

“I expect more skill for two hundred thousand
a year, Reed,” he said, tugging lightly at her hair.

Two hundred thousand! she thought
dazedly.

“Especially if you want to be promoted beyond
that.”

He was pulling her downward, trying to force
himself deeper into her mouth.

Amanda gasped and gurgled and gagged, jerking
back each time until he snorted and jerked back on her hair sharply
enough to make her cry out and reach back behind her to grab his
fist again.

“I take it you've never learned, much less
mastered the art of deep throating,” he said.

Amanda trembled and shook her head
jerkily.

“I'm afraid it's a requirement for the
position. However, I am confident such a skill is not beyond your
ability to master. It is not a physical but a mental trick. All it
requires is a disciplined mind. Would you like me to teach
you?”

Amanda didn't know what to say, how to
answer. This entire thing was so far beyond her wildest fears or
fantasies she felt as if she'd dropped into another universe, where
she didn't know any of the rules!

He jerked sharply and she gasped as her scalp
ached.

“Answer,” he barked

“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried.

What other answer was possible?
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He reached to his desk with another hand, and
took something from a desk drawer.

“Turn around.”

Amanda obeyed, her brain still fluttering
like a drunken bird in a tight cage.

“Hands down behind your back, wrists
crossed.”

She obeyed automatically. It was that... that
harsh, commanding voice!

She felt something soft sliding around her
wrists, more and more of it, drawing her wrists together in an
X-pattern, then wrapping more and more firmly around them.

Another immense psychic jolt hit her as she
understood he was tying her wrists together behind her back!

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she squealed.

“I'm getting you prepared to learn how to
deep throat,” he said. “There are several ways to do it, but one of
them, the most kindly, involves putting you into the proper state
of mind.”

He stood up, dragging her to her feet by the
hair, then pushed her back against the desk!

Amanda stared at him, eyes wide, as he cupped
her buttocks, then lifted her up easily and dropped her onto the
edge of the desk – with her legs spread and him standing between
them.

He still had a firm hold on her hair, and she
jerked sharply back, ignoring her cry of protest.

“Lovely,” he said.

She felt his other hand kneading her breast,
then saw him bending, his lips kissing gently along the front, then
up the nape of her neck, kissing, chewing ever so lightly.

He jerked her head forward and kissed her.
His lips fairly melted against hers, as his body pressed against
hers. She could feel his hard erection pressed up against her
belly!

His kiss took long minutes. Minutes! It was
by far the longest kiss she'd ever felt in her life, and, slowly,
she began to relax into it.

Being his mistress wouldn't be so bad. He was
an awfully handsome man, a sexy man. God only knew how hot sex
might be with him! And he had all that power! She'd get a big
raise, and maybe more! And an apartment! And a car! It was like
some dark fantasy!

So she told herself as they kissed.

“He drew back a little, pulling back on her
hair at the same time.

“How old is the oldest man you ever bedded,
girl?”

Amanda stared at him, until he jerked on her
hair.

“Answer.”

“I... oh... uh... tw-twenty six, sir!”

“And was he good?”

“N-Not especially!” she gulped.

He snorted.

“I. Am.”

He pulled back on her hair, not sharply, this
time, but steadily, until she fell slowly back onto her back. He
leaned over at the same time, kissing her once again, following her
down until she was laying flat on his desk, well, on her arms, with
his body above her.

The fear and shame were fading, and her mind
was beginning to lose its frantic sense of anxiety and confusion.
Her feet rose and settled on the edge of the desk, her legs out to
either side as his erection again ground against her.

“You have lovely lips, girl,” he said, easing
back a little and sliding his fingers along them. “Lovely
everything, in fact.”

He kissed his way down onto her breasts, and
then closed his mouth over the center of her left breast. She
moaned low in her throat as he sucked softly, then harder, his
tongue sweeping across and around her already erect nipple. His
teeth bit into the soft flesh of her breast, just hard enough to
make her gasp, then he moved downward.

He pulled his chair into the desk and sat
down, his forearms spreading her legs wider as he licked along her
inner thigh. His tongue and lips moved higher, kissing her sex,
then his thumbs spread her open as his tongue moved up and down
along the edges, then in between.

Amanda stared up at the coffered ceiling with
its polished wooden beams, eyes blinking wonderingly as his tongue
pushed into her, dipping and darting. Then it found her clitoris as
she felt his fingers sliding into her body.

He had big fingers, but she was wet, with
saliva if nothing else.

And they didn't go far, just a few inches.
The turned and rotated, pumped slowly as he licked at her clitoris
and Amanda let her eyes close.

The boss' mistress! A kept woman! It was so
cliched, and yet, it promised money, career, and... perhaps...
wild, thrilling excitement?!

Already she could tell he was far, far better
at oral sex than any guy she'd ever been with. His tongue was
licking strongly at her as his fingers pushed up against the inside
of her stomach. His other hand slid up and down her body, a big,
strong male hand, cupping and kneading her breast, caressing
her skin, sliding everywhere!

This was insane! But it was a wild, dark,
thrilling insanity that now had her lower body starting to thrum in
an unfamiliar way. A dark roiling heat was starting to fill her
mind, and her heart began to quicken as his fingers and lips began
to arouse her body – and her mind.

And as her arousal deepened her reluctance,
anxiety, and embarrassment began to slough away like old skin
tissue. She moaned helplessly as a dark, wild heat began to build
inside her.

He stood up, leaning over her, and now his
fingers plunged deep into her warm, trembling sex!

She cried out, startled by the sudden rush of
sensation, her face flushing as she looked into his eyes, then
dropped hers. He drew his big fingers back and pushed again, this
time adding a third. They were big fingers, and she moaned as they
stretched her uncomfortably wide!

Then his thumb pressed in against her
clitoris as his fingers stroked gently in and out, pushing upward
as his thumb pushed down. The sensation redoubled, and she cried
out in surprise, gasping in air as he reached with his other hand
and removed first one shoe, then the other.

“I want you wholly and entirely naked before
me,” he growled. “Spread your legs wider!”

Moaning, she obeyed.

“Do you feel helpless beneath me, girl? Do
you begin to realize the nature of our relationship?” he
demanded.

Amanda was having a hard time realizing much
of anything the way his finger was rubbing harder and faster
against her clitoris! With the fingers inside her she felt a great
rush of sexual energy, too much for her body to contain, making it
feel as if she were about to burst open!

He stopped his movements, leaving her
gasping.

“Would you like to come, Girl? Would
you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Beg me to make you come. Beg.”

She stared up at him blankly.

Then his other hand closed around her throat
and she gurgled as it tightened momentarily, then loosened.

“Beg.”

“P-P-Please make me come, sir!” she
moaned.

His fingers began to pump and stroke, his
thumb rubbing sharply, roughly, making her moan and cry out, her
hips rolling helplessly upward.

“Come for me,” he ordered. “Come on my
fingers! It won't be the last time.”

And then she did, helplessly giving herself
to the rushing, explosive release of pressure, her hips bucking up,
driving herself onto his fingers even as his other hand tightened
around her throat. Her back arched violently and she cried out –
the cry stifled by his hand, so tight now around her throat!

Her legs jerked and flailed as his fingers
thrust into her harder, his thumb rubbing furiously as she writhed
and gurgled amid the storm of sensation gripping her body and mind.
And then, as it peaked and faded, she went limp, and he loosened
his grip around her throat.

He slid his fingers out of her and moved
around to the other side of the desk, and a dazed, gasping Amanda
felt her hair pulled, and cried out as he dragged her body towards
him so that her head fell across the opposite side.

She stared upside down at him, still gulping
in air as he looked down at her.

“When you swallow, food slides down your
throat without any effort at all on your part. You swallow it quite
comfortable. Have you ever wondered why you gag if you stick a
finger into the back of your throat? The tip of your finger is
smaller than many of the things you swallow. Why don't they make
you gag?”

Amanda's chest was still rising and falling
rapidly. And now the blood was starting to rush to her head. She
had never thought about what he said, but she supposed it was true
enough.

“It's all psychological. It's not physical.
If it were physical you'd gag every time you tried to swallow food.
All you need to do is discipline your mind to swallow what's
pushing back there, and then you do.”

And then he pushed his startlingly large cock
into her open mouth.

Amanda moaned, instinctively closing her lips
around it, sucking as it slid through. But it was... odd since it
was upside down and she couldn't get her tongue up around it to
lick at the underside.

And then, something in her mind clicked, just
as he pushed deeper. She had an instant to realize his intent, and
to feel a sense of shock and then rising panic, and then it pushed
into her throat.

She reacted instinctively, trying to pull
back. Of course, since she was on her back and her head was upside
down, the back of her head resting against the side of the desk,
that wasn't possible. His cock slid deeper and deeper into her
throat in one long, steady push!

Her back arched and her feet pushed up
against the surface of the desk, her body twisting frantically as
his cock continued to slide forward.

And then her lips were wrapped around the
base of his shaft, her face pressed up into his balls, into his
crotch. He held her by the throat and hair, and there wasn't a
single thing she could do to resist as he held her in place, held
himself in place, and she fought down the sense of panic as her
throat ached!

She couldn't breath. That caused another
sense of panic, especially as the seconds clicked past. Her chest
began to burn and her head began to pound and she began to writhe
again before he drew slowly back. She stared up at inch after
glistening inch of his cock sliding into view out of her mouth.

It came free and she drew in deep, shuddering
breaths of air, her chest heaving.

“You see? It's not really all that hard once
you accustom your mind to the fact that a nice, tasty cock should
simply be swallowed like any other food. I require discipline from
my employees, Reed, and self-discipline comes first.”

Her mouth was still wide open as she drew in
ragged breaths, and then his cock pushed into it, and straight down
her throat.

She gagged and gurgled and twisted and
writhed, but settled down more quickly this time.

The third time he only used one hand to hold
her, while the other kneaded and massaged her breasts. The fourth
time, he released her head entirely, both hands kneading her
breasts, one of them sliding down her body to finger her sex.

Amanda was light-headed from repeated lack of
air, dazed and panting, but she wasn't gagging as much now, and
wasn't panicking much either.

The fifth time he drove himself deep into her
throat, held for less than a second, then drew himself halfway out,
halted, then pushed back deep again. He began to pump slowly in her
throat, pulling out to let her recover, then doing it again, and
then again.

By then Amanda was mostly just laying on her
bound arms, her head upside down and jaw slack, her mind fuzzy and
hazy. He started to pump harder, faster, and then leaned over the
desk, gripping her thighs and forcing them apart as he began to
lick her pussy.

He pulled back out and gripped her arms,
dragging her backward off the desk. He carried her in his arms
across to a leather sofa set against the wall. A large
buttoned-leather ottoman sat before it and he put her down on the
ottoman on her belly, then lifted her hips up.

“Kneel on the edge,” he ordered, punctuating
the order with a sharp slap to her still-sore bottom.

She moaned as his big hands on her ribs,
tugging her upper body back, drawing her belly in against her
thighs. Then he spread her legs – wide.

He left her like that, letting her recover
somewhat, as his fingers caressed her buttocks, and massaged the
lips of her sex, then penetrated her, sliding in and out, turning
and twisting and massaging her clitoris.

“Your body was made to be enjoyed by men,
Reed. I suspect you've not been letting many enjoy it, and probably
not enjoying it enough yourself. That will change now.”

He pulled back and walked back to his desk,
removed his jacket, shirt and tie, and then his shoes and socks as
well. He returned and she felt his finger rubbing against her back
opening. His fingers was slick, slippery, and it pushed slowly into
her ass.

She moaned weakly. “P-Please,” she
gasped.

Crack!

She gasped.

“You forgot to say sir,” he said calmly.

His finger drew back and something thicker
pushed against her.

“Wh-what … what are you dooooing?” she
moaned.

“Helping you to make best use of your
abilities,” he said.

She felt her ass being forced wider and
wider, achingly wide! Then it abruptly closed behind whatever he'd
put into her! An instant later she realized it hadn't completely.
It had closed against something, something as thin as a pencil. And
something else was pressed against her from the outside!

He pulled over one of the chairs which sat
before his desk and placed it behind her and out to the side, then
sat down.

Amanda turned her head.

“Face front!” he barked.

She gulped and stared in front of her.

“Now. Memorize this position. I like it. It
opens you up perfectly for my use. I like to use a woman roughly,
Reed. And you are in the best position for that. Keep your bottom
high and your belly in tight against your thighs. Keep your legs
straight and wide.”

Amanda gulped. Her breathing was back under
control, but she was still feeling a wild flurry of emotions and
sensations. Incredulity at all of this happening was certainly high
among those feelings.

Her wrists were still crossed and tightly
bound, and she could feel the buttons of the leather pushing into
her soft breasts as she stared across the room. She felt …
obscenely displayed like this, especially knowing he was sitting
there looking at her!

“You have a lovely body, and the perfect skin
of a young girl. I'm going to enjoy using you,” he said.

Amanda flushed anew.

“But you will have to get it into your head
that I am not your boyfriend. I am not a date. What happens between
us will not be a matter of negotiation or done when you're in the
mood. You are, in effect, my sex slave. A willing sex slave, to be
sure, and one who can depart at any time she chooses. But while
with me you have no more freedom than a sex slave.”

Sex slave!? The words were...
shocking, outrageous! Amanda's mind had difficulty even processing
the idea! Especially given how puzzling it was – being a sex slave
with the freedom to leave any time she wanted.

“What does a sex slave do, Reed?”

She gasped as she felt his fingers at her sex
again, felt them sliding into her body.

“What does a sex slave do, Reed?” he
demanded.

“Sh-she has sex with... people?” she
gulped.

She cried out as he seized her hair, jerking
her head back sharply, though still keeping her chest to the
ottoman.

“Sir!” he barked. “Say it.”

“Sir!”

“A sex slave obeys orders, Reed. Is that not
true?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“And what does an employee do?”

He released her hair, but his fingers
continued to twist and turn and plunge deeper.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“What does an employee do, Reed?”

“Wh-what they're told, sir!?”

“Exactly. An employee obeys orders.”

She felt his finger stroking her clitoris,
which felt swollen and excruciatingly sensitive!

“And what happens when an employee disobeys
orders, Reed?”

“Sh-She's punished, sir!” she gasped.

“And what happens when a sex slave disobeys
orders?”

“S-She's punished, sir?”

“Precisely. The punishments, however, are
quite different in nature.”

She heard a noise, a soft buzzing sound, and
then something pressed against her sex, against her clitoris. It...
buzzed... and vibrated.

Amanda gasped as it rubbed gently up and down
against the top of her sex while his big fingers pumped and
twisted.

“Now tell me what you are, Reed.”

Amanda moaned.

“A sex slave, sir?”

Crack!

“Is that a question?” he demanded.

“N-No, sir!”

“What are you?” he barked.

“A sex slave, sir!”

She felt a rising thrum of tension and
sensation coming from her sex. She felt as if she were becoming
swollen and her nerve endings were crackling and snapping
repeatedly. Her hips began to tremble and jerk as he fingered her
and used the – what had to be a vibrator – against her.

“What are you, Reed?”

“I-I'm a sex slave, sir!” she gasped.

This was... insane! A dark wild, raw surge of
some dark emotion rolled over her and she trembled, her heart
beating faster and faster with each passing second.

“Would you like me to fuck you, Reed?” he
asked.

Amanda shuddered, her hips grinding
helplessly back.

Crack!

“Answer me!”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

She realized it was true. Her body was
practically vibrating in tune to the sex toy he was grinding
against her, and she felt a deep emptiness inside, a powerful and
growing need to be filled, to be... to be used!

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Crack!

“Again.”

“P-Please fuck me, sir!” she cried.

His fingers drew back, and the vibrator
pulled away. She trembled and gulped in air. Then she felt the
pressure of him against her sex, the warm, slick flesh of his
erection pushing against her and forcing her open.

Insanity! This was insanity! She trembled and
moaned as his big cock spread her entrance achingly wide and then
began to push through.

“You're nice and tight, Reed. I like that in
a sex slave.”

Crack!

She gasped at another slap to her bottom, but
most of her focus was on the feel of his big, hard cock as it
pushed into her body. She felt every inch of it sliding through the
lips of her sex, even as the head drove deeper through the tight
folds of her pussy!

It felt... incredible! The dark, raw erotic
pleasure of feeling him filling her up and going so very deep
inside made her cry out! It felt so perfect! Being so utterly
stuffed with his cock as the head jammed painfully deep, as his
hips pressed against her upraised buttocks! She wallowed in the
intensity of the dark erotic thrill!

So full! So achingly, wonderfully full!

And then he began to move, slowly at first,
but picking up speed. He seized her hair again, jerking it back for
no particular reason. But it added to both her conscious and
subconscious understanding that she was his to do with as he chose,
to use as he wanted. She had no say in it!

Like a sex slave!

His hips began to strike her buttocks harder
and harder, and one of his hands moved under her ribs to roughly
grope her breast.

Sex... was a dance. It was a careful melding
of two people, each doing his or her part. In Amanda's experience,
it involved careful consideration of what to do, say, and act, of
how to position herself, and how to impress her partner.

Always before, her mind had been very busy
indeed considering this or that. Where to put her hands, her lips,
how hard or soft to stroke or touch or kiss or lick. All the minute
considerations that went into two people making love.

Especially when she didn't know the one she
was having sex with very well, and was wary of giving the wrong
impression, or of them telling others if she overreacted to
something.

But none of that was present here.
None of it! There wasn't a single thing for her to do. There wasn't
a single thing to consider. She had no choices and nothing to do
but kneel here in obedience to his orders and let him use her
body.

It was... strange. It left her feeling
adrift, and her mind had nothing to do but focus on the sensations
coming from her body, and the strange, dark animal heat and hunger
which was arising from her mind. The marvel, to Amanda, was how
aroused she was. Rather than being ashamed of this... obscene and
degrading position, she was becoming almost feverish with the
rising heat!

Hawthorn was fucking her! Hard! God,
he was fucking her hard! It wasn't at all like what she was
used to! She gasped and grunted and moaned as his heavy hips
slapped against her buttocks, as his long, thick cock rammed deep
into her quivering belly!

He was using her like his bitch! Like... like
a sex slave!

She had never felt so helpless or so used,
and yet... it was a bizarrely freeing experience! Her mind began to
float on the dark, surging cloud of heat and wild sexual pleasure.
Her entire body was shaking as his hips struck her repeatedly, and
his hand jerked almost cruelly on her hair. Her breast ached as his
fingers kneaded it roughly.

And she thrilled to it all!

It was like nothing she'd ever imagined! It
was dark and utterly without romance! It was animal like, feral,
and he was using her with savage hunger as the breath sobbed out of
her open lips and her glassy eyes became slitted. She was drowning
in the rushing flood of liquid heat!

The hand on her breast pulled free, slid
under her hip, fingers finding her clitoris.

“Come for me, slut! Come for your master!” he
growled, riding her, hammering her. “Come for me! Come with my cock
deep in your belly!”

And so she did, the rush of sensation and
dark arousal becoming a terrible force which tore through her body
and ripped into her half-shattered mind. She cried out again and
again as he rode her, the orgasm swamping her mind, burying it in a
crackling wave of pleasure so hot, so intense it was
intoxicating!

Rapture!

All higher orders of thought shut down as
Amanda rode the most intense orgasm of her life, the howling storm
of pleasure sending her mind tumbling end over end in helpless
dazed wonder as he continued to use her so roughly and powerfully
that her entire body continually shuddered and shook.
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The condo was a glass-walled, seventy five
stories high building with rounded corners right in the heart of
the financial district. Amanda stared at it through the front
windshield of the Mercedes, her mind still half stunned from all
which had happened.

Hawthorn had left her in position until he
had dressed. Then he'd untied her and told her to get dressed and
go home.

“Your car is on the first parking level,” he
said. “The parking spot is on the black fob.”

Then he simply left.

She hadn't moved for almost a minute, then
had slowly pushed herself up onto all fours, and then up and back
onto her knees, onto her heels, staring around her. Her mind was
still completely stunned by the incredible blast-wave of sensation.
And by the stunning enormity of all which had happened.

She'd gotten dressed in a daze. Left for her
office in not much better shape. Once there she'd remembered what
he'd said in confusion. Fob? Parking spot?

There was a key chain in her pocket. It had a
Mercedes remote attached to it, along with a small oval black
magnetic fob. There was a small number printed on the fob.

Her car?

She rode the elevator down to the garage for
the first time, to the first level, and then followed the numbers
to hers. A gleaming Mercedes sat in it. She pressed the unlock
button on the remote and the car unlocked. Shaking her head, she
got into it and felt a surge of pleasure as she sat in the
luxurious leather seat and stared around her.

Hers?

A Mercedes was a hell of a present, but if
she had a parking spot that was worth even more! Those were hard to
come by in Manhattan!

There was an envelope on the passenger seat.
She picked it up and opened it. Inside were more keys, together
with a key card. Printed on the envelope was an address on Thames
Street, a dozen blocks away.

She started the car and drove slowly out,
nervous, confused, wondering, and still stunned and uncertain about
what had happened, about what she'd agreed to, about … him!

The drive to the building did not take long.
She turned into the tunnel leading down and then paused at the
closed door. Looking up, she saw a remote on the visor and pressed
the button.

The door opened.

She drove inside and looked at the envelope
again. It said apartment 5203, and then under that it said C29. She
drove down another tunnel and another to level C, then found her
parking space.

The electronic key card let her into the
building, and it was needed to make the elevator function too. The
elevator went to her floor once she slid it into the slot. It rose
quickly and smoothly, with a soft whisper of air. It opened on a
sleek glass and marble hallway which was very short.

There seemed to be only four apartments on
the floor.

She opened the third and stepped inside, to
the brightness of the outside.

The walls were floor to ceiling glass. In
almost every room. She walked, stunned, into the large, furnished
living room, staring at the views of the nearby buildings, then
walked into the dining room and then the kitchen, shaking her head
in disbelief.

She walked back through the apartment and
found the maste bedroom, which was enormous. It had a king sized
bed, then what looked like a fainting couch set against the glass
wall, opposite a large wooden table and a pair of upholstered
chairs. The attached bathroom was marble from floor to ceiling,
with a huge glass walled shower stall, enormous tub, and counter of
onyx or black marble. She couldn't tell them apart.

It was the kind of luxury she'd often dreamed
of.

On the table in the living room were papers
listing the building's amenities and phone numbers

She sat down, flabbergasted by it all.

Was this what she wanted!? Was this what she
was going to do now? Be a rich man's sex slave!? Where was her
pride and dignity!? Where was her self-respect!?

A little late to think of that, she thought
acidly. She'd already sacrificed the lot.

She had humiliated herself before a man she
barely knew, letting him do whatever he wanted to her sexually! How
had that happened!? She would have thought, as early as last week,
she'd have died before allowing such a thing! She certainly
wouldn't allow it for a job or a promotion!

And yet... the actual experience, once past
the painful, stinging strapping was... astonishing in the levels of
heat and dark, thrilled pleasure she had experienced. It had left
her reeling! She'd simply never come close to experiencing anything
like that before in her life!

Granted, she'd had dark, nervous erotic
thoughts about him – molesting her. But what had actually happened
had been nothing remotely similar to her imagination! Well, except
for that kissing part, with her on the desk and him atop her. That
had been intense! What a stunning rush of emotion and passion that
had brought!

God! He'd shoved that whole big cock all the
way down her bloody throat! That thought was both shocking,
indignant, and tinged with a sense of wondering pride. She'd deep
throated him! And he was huge! Yet she'd done it! Not easily,
granted, but it had gotten easier the more he'd done it.

Maybe he was right, she thought, recalling
his words, about it just being a matter of mental discipline. Once
her mind realized that his cock was meant to go down her throat it
didn't feel the need to gag any more. More or less.

What a bizarre experience that had been,
though!

She'd just lain back with her head upside
down over the edge, and stared at his cock thrusting into her open
mouth! Almost as if she was a spectator! But of course, she was
not, for she could feel its slick movement up and down the long
length of her throat!

She got up and moved around the place again,
marveling at every new discovery, from the huge walk-in closet in
the master bedroom to the views out onto the river, as well as at
the towers around her. What an incredible apartment! It must be
worth millions!

And if I play my cards right I'll not only
live here I'll have one of my own one day, she thought.

Two hundred thousand a year, he'd said! Add
in free housing and transportation and she'd be saving a mint of
money!

Of course... she'd have to let him do
anything he wanted to her. He'd made that fairly clear.

Sex slave!

God almighty! That was so perverse and
outrageous! Yet the phrase conjured a variety of dark erotic images
and fantasies to mind. And not all of them were scary.

She shuddered, flashing back to herself
kneeling on the ottoman, ass in the air, legs spread, breasts
pillowed out beneath her, the feel of the soft rope around her
wrists binding them tightly. Helpless and exposed before him,
completely at his mercy!

And how he'd used her! She'd never been done
so roughly in her life! She ached inside from how powerfully he'd
thrust into her body!

And she'd come like a whore.

There was just something so... breathtaking
about being taken like that, being manhandled, roughly used by a
powerful, handsome man! It made her nipples harden even now.

She went back to the sofa and sat down, then
examined the brochures. This building had a gorgeous swimming pool
upstairs, as well as what looked, from the picture, to be a
marvelous gym. It had a spa, a lounge, a private theater, a
doorman... She wondered what the fees must be. Then smiled,
realizing she didn't have to pay them anyway.

She opened cupboards in the kitchen and found
them fully stocked with non-perishables. There were also steaks,
fish and poultry in the freezer along with a variety of frozen
dinners. The refrigerator, however, was empty. There was a nicely
stocked, if small, wine bar, though.

She left the apartment and rode down the
extraordinary lobby. The ceiling was thirty or forty feet high, and
the room looked like something out of a fantasy. She was greeted by
the doorman, who beamed in a genteel fashion when she asked him
where the mailboxes were.

“We deliver the mail to your door, Ma'am,” he
said.

“Of course,” she said. “Just checking.”

From there she inspected the pool, which made
her head shake at the gorgeous views out the glass walls, not to
mention the beauty of the pool it self. She looked at the fitness
center' with similar awe. Then the lounge. Finally she went down to
the garage and drove 'her' Mercedes home to gather up some things,
principally food and clothing.

She was still not entirely sure of this, or
how long it would last. She was not about to move out of her own
place.

She returned in the dark, stuffing food into
the fridge and then clothes into the closet. The views now were as
astonishing as in the daylight, and she still marveled at it
all.

She ate lightly, hardly tasting the food as
her mind continued in overtime, trying to figure out what she ought
to do next, and what he might do next, as well a how she was going
to explain this to her friends and family back home. Right now, she
decided, she would say nothing. She'd already call-forwarded her
apartment phone to here, and no one was going to drop in on her
from back home.

Just after nine, however, she got a text
message which surprised her.

It was as businesslike and unsigned.

You have an appointment with Barrington
Evans at 9, and La Contessa at 1.

It gave a pair of addresses, but no other
information.

She immediately googled the two places, and
discovered the first was a posh tailor in midtown. The second was a
posh spa and bodyshop, whatever that was.

Shortly after that she got a phone call –
from him. It was as unromantic as everything else which had passed
between them.

“Reed,” he said, without preamble. “I've had
appointments made for you. You won't be expected into work
tomorrow. Return the next day at nine.”

Then he hung up.

Well, apparently she was going to get some
new clothes. Tailor made. That could be... nice. She doubted he'd
make them anything but professional if he was going to have her
acting as his administrative assistant. That would create too much
gossip. The other looked like a place she might like, which
pampered women. She'd never had time for such things before,
though. But if it was a job requirement, and she was getting paid,
well...

Laying down on the large, luxurious bed, with
the city spread before her, was a marvelous experience. Was this
what it was like to be rich, she wondered?

She was still tense, though, too tense to
fall asleep. She kept thinking about what had happened that day,
and what else might happen in future. At least tomorrow she'd be
spared any fear of that.

She found herself sexually tense, though, due
to the flashbacks of memory she kept experiencing. And finally,
despite herself, she stripped off her nightie and masturbated,
right there, under the stars, so to speak, her mind filled with the
wild dark, passionate thrill of what he'd done to her!

Her masturbation 'technique' was fairly
simple, and not often used. It involved rubbing her clitoris,
sometimes on her side, sometimes sitting up, often in the shower.
Not tonight. Tonight she let her fingers push deep into her sex,
achingly deep, while the fingers of her other hand frantically
rubbed her clitoris to produce a tremendous orgasm!

That, at least, allowed her to fall asleep.
Unfortunately, the dawning day woke her up. She hadn't really put
the time into understanding the remote for the blinds, though she
did see the word 'timer' on one part of it. She pointed it at the
wall and blinds silently descended to darken the room.

Then she tried to fall back asleep, failing,
tossing and turning, and then masturbating once more to the dark
memories of the previous day. As she had last night, she thrust her
fingers into herself, first one, then two, then three, gasping and
panting, and finally, rolling onto her belly and raising her bottom
high, twisting her body so as to thrust her fingers into her moist,
overheated sex while stroking her clitoris.

She ate lightly, then, uncertain of parking
in midtown, called a taxi to her first appointment.

It was, as she'd learned from the internet, a
high end tailor specializing in stylish office wear for women. Not
just any women, of course.

First she was measured, in a closet-sized
machine which mapped her body to the millimeter. Which was why,
despite her initial discomfort, she agreed to enter it nude. With
that done, the snobby Frenchwoman in charge of her proceeded to
'dress' her, starting with lingerie which was overtly sexual enough
to startle and confuse her.

Why, was the thought which occurred to
her. There was no particular reason why she should wear only
G-strings and thongs, for example, or lacy bras which made her
generous breasts seem even more notable. Her own choices had
usually been for underwear which did the reverse, at least at
work.

Then there was the lingerie which would most
definitely have nothing to do with work – delicate, lacy nighties,
sheer body-stockings, bustiers and merry widow outfits.

“Uhm, we're focusing a lot on... lingerie,”
Amanda protested.

“It sets the mood of the mind, my dear,”
Annick, the sales girl said. “And what was ordered.”

Was ordered?

She colored a little. Clearly they were
responding to whatever Hawthorn had told them.

After the lingerie and nightwear came various
fabrics, and then skirts, blouses, jackets and dresses. These were
clearly intended for an office setting, and they were all quite...
proper. But they all flattered her body, and while none were
revealing, none concealed her shape either. At all!

Finally came shoes and boots. They were all
quite sexy and every one had high heels. The heels were always
stilettos, and they were all quite high. The direction of it all
was... embarrassing, though Annick gave not a hint anything was
inappropriate or unusual.

La Contessa was something else again.

It started with a long soak in fragrant oiled
water, followed by a pedicure and manicure even as her hair was cut
and styled. Then came a massage to relax her, and then she was
shown into another room, where,still just wearing a towel, she was
sat in a chair which tilted back. Big plastic dark glasses were
placed over her eyes, and then her legs were spread wide as two
girls got to work on her legs using laser hair removal.

She didn't question any of this, though she
was startled at the last. But then, the thought of never having to
shave her legs again was not without its appeal, especially if
someone else was paying the tab.

As the two girls, both French, got higher,
though, she began to get a little nervous. Just how high were they
going to go? She couldn't very well ask without revealing that she
had no idea herself!

So she kept silent as they continued their
silent work, which continued well up past her thighs to denude her
of all hair below the neck.

It seemed she wouldn't have to shave
anywhere any more...

She was there all afternoon. When she finally
got home and walked into her bedroom she found it had been visited
while she was away. The closet had a lot of clothes, shoes and
boots in it in an array of colors, and her dresser was now filled
with lingerie!

She shook her head in amazement at the
efficiency and effort which must have been involved! She now had a
whole new wardrobe! At least for work!

And then she got a text message.

It had a picture of a blonde woman, clearly a
model, wearing a short, tight pink dress.

You will be picked up at 5:15 for
dinner, the text said.

She stared at the text in confusion, and then
dismay. It clearly came from him, which meant they were having
dinner! That wasn't... a bad thing. But she had to be ready in less
than an hour!? Well, granted her hair was done, and they'd done her
makeup too.

This dress... it wasn't one of the ones she'd
been shown or tried on. It was certainly not for the office! It was
far too short, slit up the hip, and had a plunging neckline! It was
bare in the back, made of tissue-thin fabric which glittered. I

It had two thin spaghetti straps holding the
top up, and that top covered, at best, half her breasts. It plunged
down below the bottom of her breasts so that while it covered part
of her breasts – from the front - her inner breasts were nearly
completely visible, depending on the angle of the viewer.

She'd never in her life even flirted with the
idea of wearing a dress this revealing in public! The slit was so
high she couldn't wear underwear without the string being visible.
And she certainly wouldn't be able to wear a bra with it
either!

She went into the walk-in closet and quickly
discovered she had a whole slew of such dresses in a variety of
shapes and colors.

She pulled the dress on. It was extremely
lightweight! Almost as thin as silk! She then searched in vain
through the lingerie drawers looking for a bra to wear under it.
There simply weren't any. As she'd suspected, it couldn't be worn
with a bra.

She found the high heels to go with it, and
stared at herself in the mirror, shaking her head in disbelief!
Yes, she certainly looked... hot and sexy and even beautiful! But
there was no way she could wear this in public!

Well... perhaps in certain nightclubs,
discos... where a lot of girls were dressed similarly. Yes, it
would pass there. But she was going to dinner. She imagined some
very high end restaurant with a snooty, tuxedo clad maitre'd. This
dress was far too revealing for that!

Her mind was a swirl of confusion, but she
was ready on time, and waited to be summoned. The summons came, in
the form of a text.

Come. Penthouse 1, it said.

Amanda stared at it in confusion, at first,
then understanding. She'd expected to go to some sort of fancy
restaurant. Instead... did Hawthorn live in this building!?

Her nervousness greatly increased, but on the
other hand, at least she didn't have to appear in public in this...
dress! She went out to the elevator and nervously waited its
arrival, trying to tug the dress hem a little lower without pulling
the cups lower too! Thankfully, the car was empty. She took it to
the top floor. She raised her hand to knock, and the door
opened.

An immensely dignified older man in a dark
suit answered it.

“Good evening, Ms. Reed,” he said. “Do come
in.”

Amanda flushed but walked past him and into
an immense entry hall, with a massive chandelier dangling from the
ceiling thirty feet above.

He closed the door behind her and then nodded
politely.

“Please follow me.”

He set off up a corridor lined with
decorative marble panels, past a wide opening which led into what
was apparently the great room. What she saw of it as she passed
made it huge; fifty or sixty feet across, with fifteen foot high
glass wall panels.

She was shown into a dining room with a
twelve foot long black marble table. Hawthorn was seated at the
head of it, and he rose as the man showed her in.

“Miss Reed,” he said.

She gulped anxiously, face flushing even more
in the presence of the man who had... taken her so wildly, so
passionately, so ruthlessly the other day!

“Sir,” she gulped.

The man, butler, she supposed, held out a
chair to Hawthorn's right and she sat down. He then pushed it in,
and Hawthorn sat.

“We'll have the first course, Peter.”

“Of course, sir.”

The butler withdrew.

“The dress looks beautiful on you,” Hawthorn
said.

It didn't sound like a compliment so much as
an observation.

“Thank you,” she said nervously.

“You don't need those glasses here.”

“I... need them for reading,” she
protested.

“You won't be reading anything here. Take
them off.”

She hesitated, then obeyed.

“You have beautiful eyes, Reed.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, blushing.

He made no secret of examining the ample
cleavage appreciatively.

“I presume everything went well today. I'm
given to understand it did.”

“Uhm, uh, yes, sir,” she said.

He nodded, then reached his hand down to
slide it up her thigh!

Amanda gasped, jerking her legs together, and
he gave her a frown of disapproval. She flushed and spread her legs
apart, and his hand slid in through the slit and fingered her
sex.

“It feels nice and smooth,” he said in
approval.

Amanda felt her chest tighten up as a surge
of emotion ran through her.

“Yes, very soft. You did a good job of
shaving or waxing or whatever you were doing. But nothing beats
hair removal,” he said, his fingers still casually caressing her
sex and the soft skin around it.

He drew his hand back just as casually, and
then the butler pushed a cart in with food.

He had not, she noticed, asked her what she
wanted to eat.

“Tomorrow you'll find things prepared for you
in the outer office,” he said. “Mrs. Jacobs has prepared a list of
your duties. You may ask me for clarity on any of them. Learning
new duties takes some time. I expect you to minimize that. If
you're taking too long I will make my displeasure known in the
usual way.”

Amanda flushed again, hoping the butler had
no clue what that meant.

The table was rapidly filling with all manner
of dishes and bowls filled with salad, buns, corn, what looked like
dressing of some kind, and then a steak was slid onto her plate.
The butler than withdrew, leaving them alone.

“Have some wine. It's a Chateau Thorough,
'56.”

“Oh, I uhm, don't really drink wine.”

“You do now. Drink.”

She hesitated, then poured wine into the
glass waiting at her place, feeling a surge of indignation she
hadn't even felt when he'd fondled her.

“Deference to me is an important concept to
learn, Reed,” he said. “I might well strike you as arrogant in
giving you orders on a variety of subjects you're used to making
your own decisions on. I don't care. I've never much cared what
people think of me. As long as I'm paying the bills I call the
tune.”
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Hawthorn cut a piece of steak and chewed on
it as she drew some salad from the bowl with the tongs and placed
it on her plate.

“Got any siblings?”

“A uhm, sister, in London,” she said.

“What's she do?”

“She's a lawyer.”

He snorted in disdain.

“Hate lawyers. Can't imagine being one. Most
boring job in the world until they invented accountants. How old is
your sister?”

“She's twenty three, sir.”

“Just starting out. So you know what that's
like then. Ten or twelve hour days pandering to arrogant partners,
sitting in tiny cubicles researching case law and writing opinions
nobody much cares about. For very little salary. And no orgasms
whatsoever.”

Amanda flushed again, looking around
anxiously.

“I intend to ensure you get a lot of those,
Reed,” he said. “Do you know why?”

“N-No, sir,” she gulped.

“It's not because I need to seduce you. It's
not because I particularly care about your happiness or contentment
either. You are not my girlfriend. I trust you understand
that?”

“Yes, sir.”

“No, I enjoy having power over people, Reed.
It's part of the perks of being the boss. Of course, as your boss,
you being my sex slave, so to speak, I already have considerable
power over you. But I want more. I want to be able to make you lose
all control.”

“I-I don't understand,” she said warily.

“Here you are this typical English girl in
mentality. You're not from the upper classes, and class
differentials are still severe over there. You're not a terribly
sophisticated girl, by my reading of you. Probably spent far too
much time studying to get good marks and all. Too much time on your
career, and too little on life experiences.”

He cut another piece of steak and then picked
it up in his fingers and held it out before her.

Amanda looked at it in confusion, then at
him.

“Eat,” he ordered.

She opened her mouth to protest and then,
blushing, leaned in and took it from his fingers with her lips.

“I can command you to obey,” he said. “To a
point. But I want more. I want you to want to obey. I want you to
get excited at the thought of obeying me. I want you to get aroused
every time I touch you. I want you to get aroused just thinking
about what I might do to you.”

“W-Why?” she asked.

“Because in doing so I'll be turning your
body against you, turning your subconscious against you, changing
who you are, what you are on the inside. That's power, girl.”

“I... don't understand.”

“No. You're young and innocent, not old and
jaded. Do you imagine it's hard for me to get sex, Reed?”

“No, sir.”

“No. Nor has it ever been. When you're tall
and strong and good looking sex is pretty easy to get. Women who
turn away from other men smile at me when I approach, flattered by
my interest. It's been the same since I was fourteen. I've done
just about everything you can do in ordinary, plain old sex, many,
many, many times, Reed. That's why I moved on to spicier
things.”

“But... aren't you married, sir?”

“Yes. What of it?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“My wife bores me, Reed. I don't dislike her.
But she's not particularly interesting. I married her to have
children with. I've got five. Her job was to bear them, then raise
them properly, with my input. They're all in college now, except
the youngest boy. He'll go next year. He's out tonight, by the
way.”

“Uh... they live here?”

“Yes. They have bedrooms upstairs. My wife is
in Miami at the moment. She enjoys traveling, and I have no issue
with that.”

“What if she uhm, found out you were – ?”

“My wife has known from the first that I had
no intention of being monogamous. Nor have I ever been. Why would I
be? Why would I deny myself whatever pleasure I felt like indulging
in?”

He cut another piece and held it out to her,
and she flushed again, but leaned in and took it from his fingers
with her lips.

“Let me hear you say you're a sex slave,
Reed.”

She gulped. “I'm... I'm... a sex slave,” she
said. “I mean, I'm not. But... if you want – .”

“Don't temporize. And don't talk just to hear
yourself speak. Do I seem like I'm an idiot? I know very well what
you are is a paid employee with ambition. You've done an evaluation
of what you gain or lose by cooperating with me as opposed to
quitting and concluded, quite intelligently, that you gain
considerably more by cooperating. Am I correct?”

She nodded warily.

“And when I offered to strap your bare bottom
rather than firing you, you did the same assessment, correct?”

“Y-yes, sir.”

“And you very rightly concluded that a little
blow to your pride – and your buttocks – would be far less damaging
to your life than the blow to your pride which would come from
having to tell everyone back home you were fired shortly after you
moved here. You agree I had every right to fire you, correct?”

She hesitated, then reluctantly nodded.

“And every time I tell you to do something
you don't want to do you'll make that same assessment. But
eventually, you'll stop. Eventually, you'll obey me out of
instinct, without thinking about it. That's what I want out of you.
Then you'll be something very close to a sex slave. Oh, you'll
still be able to walk away any time you want. But you won't want
to.”

“How is that different from what I'm doing
now, except for my... assessments?”

“If I tell you to blow Peter when he gets
back you'll likely refuse, yes?”

She flushed.

“But one day, if I can drown you in enough
pleasure and heat, you'll submit to my will on anything simply
because your body and mind have come to associate my will with
pleasure and passion and orgasms. At that point, if I was to tell
you to blow Peter you'd do it without question.”

“I wouldn't hold my breath. Sir.”

He smiled.

“We shall see how strong your willpower is,
Reed. And how much pleasure I can give you in order to suppress it.
You have inhibitions about sex and nudity. I want to destroy them.
The good news from your perspective is the fewer inhibitions you
have the more pleasure you'll get from sex.”

He had her lick another piece of steak out of
his fingers, watched while she chewed and swallowed it, and then
held his two fingers out to her again. They were empty, though.

“Clean them,” he said.

She felt a pulse of dark heat mixed with
indignation. Licking food from his fingers was... weird and...
degrading in a way. This was something else again. It was also
degrading, in a way, but also much more... intimate.

She hesitated, then leaned forward, and he
pushed his fingers into her mouth. She flushed darkly as she sucked
and licked at them, and he pumped them slowly in and out of her
mouth before withdrawing them.

“Let me hear you say you're a sex toy,” he
said.

“I-I'm a sex toy,” she said, face red.

“Say you're my sex toy.”

“I'm your sex toy, sir,” she said.

“How did that make you feel?”

She hesitated. “Strange,” she said.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

She felt another little rush of emotion at
the words.

“I'm your sex slave, sir,” she said, keeping
her voice low.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said with a
smug smile.

“I'm your bitch, sir,” she said, less
happily.

He laughed. “Don't worry, Reed. Everyone who
works for me is my bitch in one way or another.”

“You're... extremely arrogant. Sir.”

“Yes. Because I can get away with it. And
besides, I like the affect on people. They're always a little
shocked by my not acting according to the standards of society
they've been raised with.”

He reached out and slid his hand into the
front of her dress, casually cupping and squeezing her bare breast,
then drawing his hand back.

“I couldn't help noticing, Reed, that your
nipple is hard,” he said.

Her face reddened further.

“You and I are going to have a little
training session after dinner.”

“T-training? Sir?”

“Yes. I'm going to teach you a little about
being my sex slave.”

That was not a sentence calculated to calm
her down, and Amanda's stomach began to churn even more wildly than
it had already been doing!

“Like what?”

“Inhibitions, Reed. I intend to melt yours
away. Discipline. I intend to teach you some. Obedience. I intend
to ensure I learn it.”

He fed her another piece of steak, then made
her lick his fingers clean.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered.

The word jolted her but she licked her lips
and obeyed.

“I'm your slut, sir,” she said.

*

After dinner he led her up the hall and into
a bedroom. It was large and luxurious, but it didn't look a lot
bigger than the one in her apartment. Unlike most of the other
rooms, not all of the walls were glass. Though there certainly was
an enormous window. Still, it looked... empty. As if it were a
guest room. It had a large four-poster bed against a wall, several
dressers, and a table next to the window.

“Take the dress off.”

Though her stomach had been swirling wildly
she was still taken aback by the blunt demand, but then, feeling
her chest tighten, and with a lump in her stomach, she reached up
behind her and undid the string going behind her neck. The front of
the dress dropped, baring her breasts, and she pushed it down her
hips and stepped out of it.

“Lose the shoes, too.”

She bent over and removed them, then stood up
naked.

“I want you to stand with your feet apart on
the floor, your hands raised high and apart, and your back
arched.”

Blushing furiously, Amanda obeyed as he
looked her up and down with interest. She flinched as he reached
down between her legs, casually stroking and caressing her sex
again. The casual touch made her feel a wave of helpless
indignation, but it also came with a dark, glittering sense of
something erotic but forbidden.

He turned away and opened a box on the
dresser and then brought something out, turning back to her. It
was, she thought, a choker, a large one. Then she realized that it
was, in fact, a collar. It was stainless steel, but with gold trim,
largely unadorned, though with a thick ring dangling from the
middle.

“It's a slave collar, in case you were
wondering,” he said.

He reached in and opened one side, then
slipped it around her throat. It closed firmly, and he locked it
behind her neck.

He showed her the key.

“You can't remove it. I want you to know
that. Only I can.”

Amanda's heart was pounding rapidly, her
pulse racing.

He reached back into the box and came out
with two smaller versions of the collar.

“Put your hands out before you.”

She obeyed, and she tried to keep them from
trembling as she watched him fit the two smaller versions around
her wrists. They locked together, too. Then he brought out another
pair. These went around her ankles.

“Come here, slave.”

Flushed, she walked across the floor to where
he stood, seeing herself in an enormous mirror.

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

“I-I'm a sex slave,” she gulped, heart
pounding.

He snorted and gripped her arm, pulling her
over in front of him, facing the mirror. Her eyes widened as she
stared at herself.

“Doesn't this look like a sex slave?” he
asked.

“Y-yes, sir!” she squeaked.

“I had an assessment done of your hair,
Reed,” he said, as his fingers slid through it. “It's quite
strong.”

She felt him gathering it together behind her
neck.

“Now. Self-discipline. I'm going to tug back
on your hair. You are going to resist your instinct to reach back
and grab my wrist. Your hands are going to stay obediently at your
side. Is that understood?”

“I... but – .”

He jerked back on her head, forcing her head
sharply back, and she gasped, her hands instinctively reaching up
to grab his hand. They stopped and dropped down, but he tsked, then
released her hair.

“Bend forward a little.”

She did, and he slapped her sharply on the
bottom.

“Now we'll try again.”

He had her stand up straight, then jerked
back on her hair.

This time Amanda let her head be jerked back,
and thought it stung, she kept her wrists at her sides.

“Better. Let's try again.”

He let her hand go forward, then jerked
sharply back, sharply enough to make her cry out in pain. Her hands
rose a little but dropped back.

Again he did it, and again, a dozen more
times, until her scalp ached!

“Good for a start. Now, I want you on your
knees on the edge of the bed, with your ass high and face low, just
like the other day.”

Blushing darkly, she obeyed.

Amanda's mind was whirling and spinning
almost as much as it had the other day! She had expected sex, but
not... this! This kinky stuff! But as perverted as it was there was
a darkly erotic thread which wound through it! It was something
which outraged her and yet weirdly fascinated her!

“Ass high, chin on the mattress, legs spread
wide to bare yourself. Put your hands straight out ahead of you.
That's it. Display yourself like a female bitch in heat.”

Her face darkened again as his words caused
her mind to squirm with outraged pride.

“This is the pose of submission,” he said.
“Where you make it clear your body is mine to use as I wish, to
mount you and ride you as I desire.”

He picked something else up from the dresser,
though she didn't see it. But she felt something pushing in between
her thighs, pressing up along the line of her sex. It was slender
and... leathery, stiff, but flexible, and long enough for him to
slide it slowly forward, with it rubbing against her clitoris, for
long seconds, then draw it slowly back for more long seconds.

“Sit back on your heels.”

Flushed, Amanda pushed herself up and back
onto her heels again, then gasped as she saw the object in his
hand. It looked like a long... stick! The kind meant to hit people
with!

“Wh-what is that?” she asked nervously.

“This? A riding crop. It's used to train
slave girls into obedience.”

She gasped, staring at it anxiously.

“You need have no fears, Reed,” he said. “I
admire your beautiful body too much to cause it any damage. You
British, for example, have a fetish for caning. Ugly instrument,
the cane, and it leaves the buttocks looking ugly and blue and red
for days after use.”

He shook his head dismissively.

“I have no interest in making any part of
your beautiful body less attractive. No, any punishment from me of
the corporal variety will cause some stinging, perhaps even
considerable warmth, but a few hours later there'll be no bruising.
I'm not a sadist, just someone who insists on discipline. Speaking
of which - .”

He tapped the crop against her back.

“Legs spread wide.”

Amanda felt something hard pressing against
her back passage.

“Oh! What are you doing!?” she gasped,
jerking her body around.

He had a … thing in hand. It looked like a
sort of egg on a small round stand, and it was glistening with some
kind of oil or lubricant.

“Its common name is a butt-plug,” he said,
frowning. “Now get back into position.”

“But... but why!?” she gasped, staring at
it.

“It will help your ass loosen up and get
ready for my cock to be shoved deep inside it,” he said.

Amanda felt her heart skip a beat at his
crude and outrageous statement! Then she cried out as he gripped
her by the hair and jerked her around and down again.

Crack!

The crop snapped down across her bottom with
a stinging blow.

“Assume the submission position!” he
barked.

“But – !”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Now, Reed!”

Moaning, she let him put her into the
'submission' pose, her heart pounding wildly.

“Are you going to tell me, Reed, that a girl
with a beautiful ass like yours has never had anal sex?” he
demanded.

“I-I haven't!” she sputtered.

Crack!

“Sir!”

“I haven't, sir!”

“That's selfish of you, Reed. Men see a
tight, firm, round little bottom like yours they want to shove
their cocks up inside it. You've been cruel to deny them. Well, you
aren't going to deny me.”

He moved behind her and she felt the thing
pressing against her back opening again. She trembled wildly, her
mind spinning yet again with indecision as she felt it twisting and
turning and slowly forcing its way into her body!

She'd always considered anal sex to be
disgusting and... beneath her. A very few repeat dates had
suggested it, only to be met with a withering response. But she
couldn't refuse Hawthorn! Not unless she wanted to risk
everything!

She moaned as the thing spread her achingly
wide, pushing slowly through her back opening. Then, thankfully, it
slipped fully inside, leaving just a narrow stem to hold her open,
and a flat base against the outside of her puckered little
opening.

“I won't tolerate impudence or resistance,
slave girl,” he growled.

He walked away and returned. This time she
felt pressure against her sex! Something that felt similar to what
he'd pushed into her bottom was turning and twisting, pushing in
and drawing back, but slowly spreading her open wider and wider,
then pushing through.

She felt it push into the mouth of her sex,
then slide still deeper – and deeper! Her breathing became ragged
as he twisted and turned and pumped it. It was as if he were
entering her, but she knew it wasn't him from his position. And it
felt subtly different, without the warmth of human flesh.

But it was thick, and forced the elastic
walls of her sex to stretch as it slid deeper into her abdomen,
until she gasped and flinched when it pushed against the back wall
of her sex.

“Oh! Please! It's too big, sir!” she
moaned.

He snorted, twisting and turning, drawing
back and pushing forward, grinding the head against the back wall
of her sex despite her moans. Then his hands slipped beneath her
and she felt something very very light angle up across her hip on
one side, then the other.

“Hold your position, slave girl,” he
said.

The thing inside her began to buzz, to
vibrate!

She felt the crop caressing her buttocks,
then her thighs.

“Tell me you're my slave girl, Reed.”

“I-I... I'm your slave girl, sir!” she
blurted.

Crack!

She winced.

“Obey instantly when given a command,
slave.”

He slid the tip of the crop up her spine.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, sir!”

“Tell me you love cock.”

This was so disgusting, so outrageous!

Crack!

Amanda winced.

“I... I love cock, sir!” she said, blushing
hotly.
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Amanda knelt, panting, feeling more than
slightly shocked, her mind spinning as it had the other day,
emotions twisting and turning inside her. Indignation warred with a
strange, dark, fascinated sense of sexual excitement. Anxiety
warred with anticipation. This was horribly embarrassing, but
strangely thrilling!

“You might be thinking of how outrageous this
is, Reed,” he said. “And you'd be entirely correct. My behavior is
indeed outrageous. My demands are indeed outrageous. My language is
rude to the point of being outrageous.”

He cut the crop across her bottom and she
gasped.

“This is, you should realize, entirely to my
purpose. I fully intend to outrage you. It is by outraging your
delicate English sensibilities, your manners, that your inhibitions
disappear, Reed.”

He jerked back on her hair and Amanda gasped,
hands jerking up, then halting and pushing forward once more.

Crack!

She gasped as the crop snapped down across
her bottom.

“You expect a certain kind of behavior from a
man. You expect him to talk to you in a delicate and respectful
manner. And you expect to act a certain way and be treated in a
certain way. I don't intend to live up to any of those
expectations.”

His hand gripped the buzzing sex toy and she
gasped as he twisted and pushed at it.

“I admit there's a certain satisfaction in
talking this way, for I enjoy the thrill of the forbidden, of
breaking society's rules. You still live by those rules, but I
intend changing that.”

The sex toy was buzzing, vibrating inside her
and against her, and it was certainly having an affect! She could
feel her nerve endings quivering, could feel a wild, crackling rush
of sensation through her lower body!

“By making you say outrageous things, and do
outrageous things, and accept outrageous things, I push your
boundaries. I tell you this, Reed, so you're under no doubt of what
I'm up to.”

She gasped a she jerked on her hair
again.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, sir!” she gasped.

“Tell me you love having a big cock inside
you, slut.”

She flinched and flushed, but obeyed.

“I love having a big cock inside me,
sir!”

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, sir!”

This was so bizarre! But her embarrassment
and emotional discomfort with saying such... outrageous things
warred with the dark rush of heat spreading through her body and
mind!

It was an odd relief he was talking so...
nasty on purpose, as opposed to him just being a mean, crude man
who was saying insulting things to her. And it made her understand
why he was making her degrade herself by saying nasty things too!
But still, even with that, it gave her emotional jolts to hear him
and to say those words!

He left the room, leaving her in place, the
vibrator buzzing, making her want to roll and grind her hips! After
a minute, she pushed herself up onto all fours, then sat back on
her heels, reaching down to investigate the thing buzzing inside
her.

Its base was a sort of soft, bulbous thing
which jammed against the mouth of her sex. And it seemed to be the
part that was vibrating. She gasped as she ground herself down on
it, feeling another hot rush of sexual energy through her body.

“Did I tell you to move?” he demanded,
returning.

“No, sir!” she gasped.

She dropped forward again.

“When I give you an order, slave, I expect it
to be obeyed. When I put you in a position it must be maintained
until I tell you differently. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir!”

She cried out as he gripped her hair and
pulled her back up onto her knees. Her hands shot back to grab at
his hand, then dropped to her sides and she yelped again as he
dragged her out of bed and onto the floor.

He brought her to the foot of the bed, then
took her right wrist and yanked it up to one of the posts. She
raised her head and stared as he attached a short chain locked
there to the ring in the side of the metal... bracelet he'd put
around her wrist. Seeing it made her jaw drop!

Then he pulled her other wrist up and out to
the other post and attached a similar chain.

“Bad slave girls get punished,” he said.

He produced something new, something that
looked very much like a whip! It had a short handle and dozens of
very thin black laces which appeared made of leather.

“Oh! But... but sir!”

“Obedience is the path to discipline, Reed,”
he said.

He swung the thing down and Amanda cried out
as it struck her back sharply! The things stung... but, she
realized almost immediately, not very much.

There sure were a lot of them, though!

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

He...whipped her! That was a stunning thought
as Amanda yelped and twisted and arched, reacting to the stinging
flurry of blows from the multiple little laces. Her feet were free
and they jerked and danced as she instinctively tried to pull away
from the blows. She couldn't, of course.

And they didn't really hurt.

And the vibrator was still buzzing, and this
was so incredibly outrageous! Dark, rolling waves of glittering
sexual excitement swept through her, and the pains were sharp
little pinpricks against that heat. But pinpricks still stung!

“Ow! Please!” she gasped.

“Please what, slut?”

The word jolted her!

“Please, sir!”

“Slaves need to be punished when they
disobey,” he said.

He swung the thing again, only this time the
whip hit her ribs, with the thin laces sweeping around to snap at
her breast!

Amanda yelped and squealed and squirmed even
more as he swung the whip across one side then the other then the
first, its thin laces biting lightly, but stingingly at her soft
breasts! She tried to twist her body this way or that, but she
could only shift her lower body to some degree, and her wrists were
held tightly by the shackles!

“Push your bottom out at me, slave.”

Panting, heart pounding, Amanda obeyed.

“Now beg me to fuck you in the ass.”

She felt another emotional jolt! To say such
a thing... !

But the thing swept around her chest at her
breast again, and again, and she squealed and obeyed, pushing her
bottom out.

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!”

“Again.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!”

He unzipped his trousers and they dropped to
his ankles, then pressed his thick, hard cock up against her
buttocks, sliding himself up and down between them.

“Do you feel my cock, Reed?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“Tell me you love it.”

“I-I love it!' she moaned.

He jerked sharply on her hair and she cried
out.

“Tell me you love my cock, slut?”

She gasped, another emotional jolt sweeping
through her mind.

“I-I love your cock, sir!” she moaned.

He ground himself against her, his cock
sliding up in the cleft between her buttocks.

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, Reed.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!” she
moaned.

“Louder, slut.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!”

He gripped the base of the butt-plug and
slowly worked it free. The thing came out and then his warm cock
pushed into her. It slid halfway up inside her before her muscles
clamped down. Then he jerked sharply back on her hair and she cried
out, and felt him thrusting deeper when she did.

“Hot, gorgeous little sex slave,” he
growled.

“Nghh!” she cried as he jerked back sharply
on her hair.

“Do you feel me inside you, Reed?” he
growled, his face next to her ear. “Do you feel how deep I am in
your belly?”

She cried out as he pushed even deeper, and
now she felt his balls pressing in between her buttocks.

“Hot, sexy, beautiful little slave girl,” he
growled.

He drew back only slightly, then thrust
forward and ground himself against her again.

“Tell me you're my slave girl, Reed.”

“I'm your slave girl, sir!” she moaned.

“Do you feel my cock, Reed?”

“Yes, sir!” she panted.

“Where is it, Reed?”

“It's... in my ass, sir!” she moaned.

“It's deep in your ass, Reed, high in your
belly. Where you should have had many a cock in your life so far.
Push your ass out more.”

He cupped and squeezed her breasts, then
pinched her nipples.

“Push that ass out, you hot slut.”

Amanda yelped and obeyed.

“That's it, slut.”

He combed his fingers through her hair then
drew it back behind her.

“Now I want you to fuck your ass on my cock.
Move your hips in and out, Reed. Keep your ass high and ride my
cock like a good little slave girl.”

Amanda's mind was in wild turmoil yet again.
But.. she felt a sense of startled relief that while it ached high
inside her when he was completely buried in her ass, this didn't
feel as bad as she had thought it would. In fact, if she drew her
hips forward a little, it didn't really hurt at all. It just felt
very... strange!

“That's it. Ride your beautiful little ass
back and forth on my cock, Reed.”

His hands slid up and down her body and
kneaded her breasts as she slowly worked her hips in and back,
gasping and wincing whenever she moved too fast or far. Hawthorn
simply stood still behind her, other than his roaming hands.

“Longer strokes, slave.”

She moaned, that word setting her thoughts
spinning every time he used it. She worked her hips in and out with
longer motions now, and faster ones as her body seemed to become
used to the size of his thick shaft.

Meanwhile, the vibrator continued to buzz
inside her and against her.

“Jesus God!” she moaned.

“Ride my cock, slave.”

He gripped her hair again, and began to pull
in and back in time to the movement of her hips. And as he pulled
faster, Amanda, moaning, moved her hips faster, riding herself in
and out, in and out, impaling herself on his thick hard, slick
cock!

“You're so tight inside, Reed,” he grunted,
kneading her right breast as he pulled on her hair. “I like an
employee with a nice, tight ass.”

Amanda shuddered, riding faster as he pulled
harder, until her buttocks began to slap against his hips. Each
time they did she let out a helpless cry as the head jammed deep
inside her, sending cramps through her belly.

“That's it, Reed. Now take it deep inside you
and stop. That's it. Just like that.”

He ground himself against her as she trembled
and moaned.

“Tell me you love a big cock up your ass,
slut.”

“I love a big cock up my ass, sir!” she
gasped.

“ Now squeeze your ass down around my cock as
you slide forward. That's it. Relax and slide back. Then squeezed
down as you ride forward. We'll make a proper sex slave out of you
yet, you hot little slut.”

He reached down and cupped the base of the
vibrator, squeezing it harder against her, and Amanda cried out as
that intensified the vibrations. She rode his cock in and out, back
and forth, feeling the head jamming deep inside her every time she
pushed all the way back.

And then he started to thrust himself,
redoubling the strength and speed of his strokes. Her body
shuddered and trembled as his hips struck her powerfully. And the
vibrations tore up and down through her lower body as her ground
the vibrator against her.

The orgasm swept down upon her like a tidal
wife, and she cried out, again and again, as he yanked on her hair
and pounded himself into her with hard, furious strokes. The
pleasure consumed her, drowning her in a storm of climactic sexual
release so deep she wanted to simply wallow in it forever!

It finally relented, leaving her dazed, and
he chuckled, grinding his balls into her, then sliding himself
free. A few moments later she moaned as the whip slashed down
across her back, then along her ribs, then across her buttocks. It
stung a little more now, and she moaned and arched.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he said.

The whip curled around her ribs again and
again, slashing at her breasts as the hazy cloud of pleasure began
to dissipate. Amanda winced and gasped and began to twist and
strain again as the rain of sharp little stings landed across her
buttocks, her back, her ribs, and then her breasts.

“Oh! Ungh! Oh! Please! Please, sir!” she
moaned.

He chuckled and halted, then reached up and
unfastened the chains from her wrists.

“Get on the bed, kneel and present yourself
for use, slut.”

Gulping in air, Amanda felt a deep relief!
Being sodomized wasn't so bad after all. It was certainly better
than being flogged! She jumped onto the bed, dropping her upper
body low, raising her bottom high and spreading her legs.

“Now beg,” he ordered, moving behind her.

“Please fuck me in the ass, sir!” she
moaned.

“Are you asking that because you're a slut,
Reed?”

“Y-Yes, sir! I'm a slut, sir!”

“Are you asking me because you're a sex slave
who needs to have a big cock up her ass?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a sex slave and I need a big cock up my
ass, sir!” she cried.

“You want a cock deep in your ass, don't you,
slut?”

“Yes, sir! I need a cock deep in my ass!”

She felt him pressing the head against her
wrinkled opening, felt the pressure grow, and felt him slowly
pushing through.

“Spread your arms out ahead of you, Reed. And
hold yourself in this position while I bury my cock in your tight
ass.”

She moaned and obeyed, and he pushed himself
deeper and deeper, until he could start hammering against her. Her
body shuddered and trembled on the mattress as his hips slapped
against her upraised buttocks repeatedly, and then he gripped her
hair, jerking that back sharply as he continued.

This was so sick, Amanda thought dazedly, so
perverse, so filthy, so nasty, so outrageous!

But the dark warmth was spreading through her
body once more, and the vibrator was still buzzing away, and her
mind felt blasted raw by the power of the orgasm which had struck
her. All her old preconceptions, values and beliefs seemed to be of
no more substance than fog now, as her chin ground against the
mattress and she grunted to the deep, aching, yet darkly exciting
feel of his big cock ramming into her body.

“You have much to learn, Reed,” he said. “And
I have much to teach you.”

He yanked sharply on her hair and she cried
out, forced up off the bed. Then he transferred his grip to her
throat, both his hands encircling it as he held her head back and
rammed himself into her even harder. Her eyes bulged and her head
throbbed, but she could draw breaths – though not easily.

She gurgled and gasped as his heavy body
continued to pound against her, as his thick spear of flesh
continued to impale her, the head punching her achingly deep
inside. And then with a curse, he came inside her, ramming himself
in even more savagely until she cried out with each savage
impact.

“A good start, Reed,” he said as he drew
back. “But just a start.”

He pulled her up and back by the hair, then
gripped her arm to keep her from falling, holding tight as he led
her from the room and up the hall.

He brought her into a very large room with a
double row of chandeliers above. It was a good sixty or seventy
feet long, with a ceiling thirty feet high. Like most of the other
rooms, the outer wall was almost entirely of glass, with an
astonishing view out into the city beyond.

The room was largely empty of furniture,
except for stylish chairs and tables set along the walls. He led
her over to one such table.

“Ball room,” he said. “I don't have balls,
but it came with the place. And if I hold parties of some kind I do
it elsewhere.”

He turned to her.

“On your knees, slave,” he barked.

Amanda's face flushed but she sank to her
knees.

“Back straight,” he barked.

She pulled back her shoulders, and gasped as
he tugged on her hair to force her head up.

“Draw your arms behind your back, with your
hands holding the opposite wrist.”

This was so bizarre, Amanda thought dazedly.
But it was hard to protest given what she'd let him do to her
already! He had sodomized her! He had flogged her and sodomized
her! That was a stunning thing in itself, even without the memory
of that incredible storm of pleasure!

“This is the proper pose for when I order you
to kneel,” he said. “Now, if I then order you to display yourself,
you will interlace your fingers behind your neck, arch your back,
and spread your knees as wide as possible. Do it now.”

Amanda flushed but obeyed, and he brought the
crop down to trace the tip along her breasts. It had a small rolled
strip of soft leather at the tip a couple of inches long. He rubbed
that back and forth over her nipples, then brought it down against
her right nipple with a quick flick of his wrist.

It...stung, but only a little. But he did it
again and again, several times fast, and she gasped and winced, her
pulse racing faster as he halted and let the shaft of the crop rub
slowly back and forth along her breasts.

“Lovely breasts,” he said.

He went back to the table.

“Submission,” he ordered over his
shoulder.

Amanda blinked, and then dropped forward onto
all fours before sliding her hands along the floor and drawing her
body in more tightly, bottom high, knees wide.

She gasped as the crop cut across her
bottom.

“Faster next time, slut!”

She gasped. Every time he used that word it
seemed to cause an emotional reaction within her!

“All right, back on your knees and
display.”
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Panting, flushed, Amanda pushed herself back
up onto her knees and sat back on her heels, spreading her legs.
The vibrator came to life again, buzzing, and she gasped, but held
still.

“Hands behind neck,” he barked.

She obeyed, arching her back as he let the
leather tip of the crop caress her nipples.

This is so fucking insane! she thought
wildly. I should just leave!

Yet she'd already let him fuck her, let him
whip her, let him shove his cock down her throat, let him sodomize
her! She'd already invested far too much in this already! She
couldn't back out now! What more could he do, after all!? How much
more outrageous could he possibly get!?

But she knelt there, heart pounding as he
traced the tip of the crop around her nipples.

“Tell me you're my slut, Reed,” he said.

“I... I'm your... slut, sir!” she gulped.

“Tell me you're my slave girl.”

“I'm your slave girl, sir!” she said.

This was soooo depraved!

The vibrator thing was deep inside her, the
tip pressed against the back wall of her sex, and it was thrumming
wildly, rhythmically against her! And that … vibration was having
an affect! Her lower body was beginning to heat up rapidly
again!

God, I'm going to have to get one of these
things! she thought dazedly.

He had a strap of some kind, thin but with a
metal tip, and he bent over and clipped the tip to the ring of the
collar she wore.

“Stand, slave.”

Gasping, she lurched to her feet.

Crack! The crop snapped down on her
bottom.

“Ow!”

“Did I tell you to lower your hands,
slave?”

“No, sir!” she gasped.

“Feet apart. Display.”

Breathing raggedly, Amanda shifted her bare
feet apart, back arching.

He gripped her hair again, jerking her head
sharply, leaning in so that his face was inches away.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, sir!” she gulped.

He kissed her then, softly, but then more
passionately, as she held still with her hands behind her neck and
he gripped her hair!

He pulled his lips free and bent, taking the
center of her right breast into his mouth, sucking and licking, and
chewing in a way which made her nipple tingle and throb and her
breast ache but warm and swell! Then he shifted to the other
nipple, sucking and licking and chewing at the soft flesh around
it.

His hand caressed her body, kneading her
breasts, lightly plucking at her nipples, then slid down her belly
to push up against the base of the vibrator so that she gasped in
pain.

He chuckled, and drew back.

“Get on all fours.”

She lowered herself slowly.

Crack!

“When I give an order you obey instantly,” he
barked.

She knelt on all fours as he let the crop
slide along her back and over her buttocks.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, sir!”

“Crawl, sex slave.”

He held the... strap now, the one dangling
from the ring in the front of the collar, and he pulled on it as he
ordered her to crawl.

Gasping, she lurched into motion, then yelped
at the sting of the crop against her bottom.

“Instantly, Reed,” he barked.

He walked forward, pulling on the strap. The
leash, she thought wildly!

Omygod! He's walking me on a leash like a
fucking dog! I should tell him to go fuck himself! I should
leave!

But again, she couldn't bring herself to. She
had already gone so far! All the filthy, depraved things she'd
done... and the humiliation of returning home a failure... and...
and the dark, outrageous heat which kept swirling and churning
inside her all kept her mind in turmoil, preventing anything
remotely like a decision from being made.

Her head swam with wild emotions again, and
she almost stood up to pull away, but the indecision froze her once
again, and the crop bit into her buttocks.

“Crawl, slut!”

She gasped. It was so outrageous! How dare he
talk to her like this!? How dare he expect her to – !”

Crack!

“Crawl, slave.”

Whimpering, she tried to crawl faster.

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

“Head up.”

He tugged on the leash and made her crawl
across the room.

“Show a little grace, Reed,” he snapped.

He brought the crop in to snap lightly
against her breast as it wobbled below her and she yelped in
pain.

“Like a cat, Reed. Crawl like a cat.”

He halted.

“Display!”

Panting, she started to drop low.

Crack!

“That's submit.”

She gasped and pushed herself back up and sat
on her heels, hands behind her neck and legs apart.

He still held the leash and jerked on it as
he bent over.

“Are you my slut?” he demanded in a menacing
growl.

“Yes, sir!” she squeaked.

He jerked on the leash again.

“Say it!”

“I'm your slut, sir!”

The crop snapped down across her breasts and
she yelped.

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm your slut, sir!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm your slut, sir!” she cried.

“Submit, slut!”

Moaning, dazed, Amanda dropped onto her hands
and slid them forward.

Crack! “Faster, slave!”

She hurriedly pressed her breasts against the
floor, raising her hips high and spreading her legs.

He knelt beside her, his hands sliding up and
down her body, kneading her breasts, then undoing the straps
holding the vibrator in. She gasped as he twisted and turned and
slid it slowly out. It came free completely, then penetrated her
again and slid deep. It came out again, the head rubbing up and
down against her clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock,” he said.

This was so shockingly outrageous and
obscene! But the sensations were building up inside her as the
vibrator set her nerve endings to snapping and crackling like live
electrical wires!

Crack!

“Say it slut.”

“I love cock, sir!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I love cock, sir!”

The feel of the thing exiting and then
penetrating her was... helplessly attractive. She was sopping wet,
or maybe it was just the lubrication on the thing. But there was no
doubting that she was feeling a strange, wild, if anxious rush of
sexual hunger and pressure.

He pulled the thing out and his fingers
pushed into her, pumping slowly, twisting and turning as he rubbed
the thing against her clitoris.

The vibrations were intense!

“Up on your knees, slut,” he said,
standing.

She moaned and obeyed and he moved around in
front of her, then opened the drawer of the table.

He took out an absurdly long dildo! It was
almost two feet long! It was realistically shaped but far too long.
Then she realized it had 'heads' at both ends.

“Let us test your abilities, Reed,” he said.
“Remember, I told you it would be required of you to master oral
sex.”

“Oh! Sir! I can't!”

“Of course you can, Reed. You already have
with me. And this isn't as thick as me – quite.”

“But – .”

He flicked the tip of the crop down on her
nipple half a dozen times and she winced and gasped in pain.

“Obey,” he growled.

He moved behind her and drew her wrists down
and around behind her, then locked them together at the small of
her back as Amanda's heart beat faster and her pulse raced.

“You've done it before. You know you can do
it again. Just tell your body you're going to swallow.”

He gathered her hair in his fist and tilted
her head back further, then put the 'head' of the dildo against her
mouth and pushed it inside.

“Swallow, slave,” he barked.

The dildo slid into her throat, and Amanda
gagged and choked and tried to pull back.

He snorted and pulled free, then adjusted his
position to stand directly behind her, pulling back on her hair
until she was staring straight up at him. Then he pushed down
again. Now there was nowhere for her to go. She gurgled and gagged
as the dildo slid into her throat, then down, down, down! Inch
after inch of it pushed through her open lips until she thought she
could feel the head in her stomach!

She sank downward, which was all she could do
as her body instinctively tried to draw away, but that only served
to force her buttocks down against her heels, and then to grind the
base of the vibrator against the floor, which intensified the
vibrations.

He pushed almost the whole of the dildo down
through her lips then slowly withdrew it. The dazed English girl
stared, cross-eyed, at the emerging dildo, inch after inch of it,
until it finally pulled free and she gulped in deep, ragged breaths
of air.

“The more you do it the easier it will get,”
he said.

And so he pushed it down her throat again,
and again, and again, and again, until she was too dazed to even
notice as he pumped it freely in her throat.

“Good,” he said brusquely.

He put her into the 'display' position again,
then left her for some fifteen minutes. When he returned he was
dressed again, in his usual suit and tie. That made her feel twice
as naked.

He made her crawl again, then had her get on
her back and spread her knees wide. He put her into one obscene
display after another, then to top it off he attached a suction cup
to the base of the vibrator and had her sit on her heels.

“Now ride that cock, you little slut.”

By then Amanda was used to obeying, and she
began to ride up and down as he looked down at her.

“Reach down and rub your clitoris, slut.”

Her mind had ceased questioning his orders,
and she obeyed, rubbing her clitoris. It felt incredibly swollen
and hyper-sensitive, and she shuddered as she rode up and down and
fingered herself.

He placed the tip of the crop against her
nose and halted her.

“What are you doing, Reed?”

She started up at him dazed and
breathless.

“Tell me what you're doing, slut?”

“I-I'm riding the dildo, sir,” she
panted.

“Yes, but what are you doing?”

Her mind was too overwhelmed by all that had
happened to follow any sort of complex thinking.

“You're masturbating, Reed. Isn't that
correct?”

Of course she was.

“Yes, sir,” she moaned.

“Continue. Masturbate while I watch.”

He said it so calmly, yet the words were
shocking and outrageous, and they hit the turmoil of Amanda's mind
like stones in a pond. She moaned and trembled as she began to ride
up and down on the dildo again, gasping and grinding herself
against the base, rubbing her clitoris.

I'm masturbating in front of him, she thought
in a dazed, wondering inner voice. I really am a filthy whore.

But it didn't matter to the roiling,
crackling sexual storm within. Her body thrummed with energy and a
sexual pressure such as she had rarely felt in her life. She rode
up and down faster and faster, her fingers stroking her clitoris as
he watched, and something dark boiled and bubbled within her.

It felt so good! Soooo good!

And so what if she was a slave girl! A sex
slave!

The dark, feverish haze of pleasure rolled
her mind, and Amanda began to cry out again and again, every time
she sank down to the bottom, and then the pressure wave exploded
upward through her body.

She cried out, back arching, hair spilling
down her back as she continued to ride frantically up and down, her
fingers rubbing furiously against her clitoris as the howling rush
of pleasure swamped her nervous system.

It was so good! So wonderful! She felt
intoxicated on the wild dark joy of it!

He tossed the dress to her.

“I'll see you at work tomorrow, Reed” he
said. “Be punctual. I punish lack of punctuality.”

He walked from the room, and Amanda knelt,
bent over, gulping in deep, ragged breaths of air. It took several
minutes to steady herself, then, groaning, she slid her body up the
length of the big dildo and knelt there, hands supporting her
trembling body.

She moaned and sat down, clear of the dildo,
legs spread, and cupped her sex. It felt sore and swollen and
aching and... hot!

God above! She was going to go mad if there
was much more of this!

She rose on her knees, then snatched up the
dress and got to her feet. She pulled it over her head and did up
the strap behind her neck, then headed for the door. She let
herself out, grateful there was no sign of that butler guy. Did he
know what sort of degrading things she'd done!?

She paused. Her glasses were sitting on a
white handkerchief on a table next to the door.

She snatched them up and headed back to her
apartment, feeling a sense of relief and gratitude when she locked
the door behind her without having encountered anyone.

She made her way to the bedroom, looking out
on the city, then removed the dress and went into the bathroom and
stared at herself. It was only then she realized she still wore the
collar and shackles he'd put on her! She'd worn it in the elevator,
she thought, appalled.

She tried to open one of the shackles but it
was locked, as he'd said. She fingered the collar, but it too
remained locked.

What was she going to do now? Go back up
stairs!? Like this!? She shied away from the thought of coming face
to face with Hawthorn again so soon after... everything. Yet what
else could she do? She couldn't go to work like this!

Then she thought about the phone. She hurried
out and picked it up, then tried to reply to one of those texts
which had been arriving, unsigned.

How do I get this collar and... and
bracelets off? she texted.

She took her phone back to the bathroom and
left it on the counter, then stared at herself.

Sex slave!

God, this was so sick!

Slave girl!

She shuddered.

Slut!

Definitely!

There were, as he'd promised, no marks on her
body. No bruises – on the outside.

On the inside, well, that was something else
again.

What an arrogant, filthy, rotten bastard,
Hawthorn was! What a pig of a man! She spent long minutes cursing
him in her mind and considering the depths of his depravity. And
yet, when she considered what to do next she didn't really feel she
had much of a choice.

She'd already invested so much of herself!
She'd already given so much! She'd already degraded herself so
much! If she gave up that would all have been for nothing! It would
have been better to have quit the first time he touched her
improperly!

Or the first time he proposed strapping her
bottom...

She showered, soaping up twice, and yet...
while she felt clean she didn't feel... whole. Hawthorn had taken
something from her. Was it her sense of pride, she wondered? Her
pride and dignity? Perhaps. Her self-respect? Definitely!

Not that all was shattered. As she stepped
out into the bedroom and looked over the beauty of the place – and
of the view, she reminded herself she was in a position 99% of
humanity would almost kill for. So she'd let a man have rough,
degrading sex with her, so what!

But what bewildered her, really, was not the
perversity of the older man, but the perversity of herself. Why had
she become so aroused? Nearly feverish with the heat!? And then
those orgasms! They were shockingly intense! The pleasure had been
so scalding that even within her mind, as she cursed herself, she
felt a trembling hunger for more of the same.

Such incredible pleasure! Such wild,
desperate sexual heat! Where had it come from!? Why had she never
felt anything like it prior to Hawthorn!?

And how could she possibly do without more of
that!?

Her text notification pinged and she picked
it up.

The locks on your shackles are controlled
through an app. They will open tomorrow morning. Wear them until
them – and nothing else. You will be informed as to what to wear in
the morning, slave girl.

She stared at the screen in disbelief, then
felt more waves of emotion, from anger to that dark, twisty heat.
He was such a bastard! Such an arrogant, high-handed son of a
bitch!

Well, she couldn't get them off, but she
certainly wasn't going to prance about naked! She slipped on a
thong, then a pair of loose trousers, a bra and a blouse and went
into the living room.

God, this place is beautiful, she
thought, staring around her.

That was part of what kept her from telling
Hawthorn to go fuck himself. The thought of being evicted from
this.

She sat down and activated the remote control
gas fireplace, then the big flat screen on the wall, and spent some
time playing with the remotes to see what else they could do. That
included raising and lowering the blinds, raising and lowering the
temperature, and turning various lights on and off.

She watched some TV, some Netflix, but her
mind was preoccupied most of the time. She went to bed, and despite
the workout Hawthorn had given her, she masturbated there in her
bed, to dark memories of the things she'd done upstairs.

Then she fell asleep, with the city spread
out around her.
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She wakened to a strange tickling sensation
in her neck. Her hands rose, fingers trying to scratch an itch
without success. She woke up fully and realized it was coming from
the collar! A part of it was vibrating! She sat up in bed,
startled, and then annoyed, but soon discovered it was time for her
to get up anyway.

She swung her legs out of bed and stood up
and the collar stopped buzzing. How had it known, she thought in
confusion.

She went into the front room to find her cell
phone had a message with a picture of an outfit, apparently what
she was to wear to work. She pursed her lips but after yesterday,
the outfit for work was hard to find fault with. It was... sexy,
but far more modest.

She sighed and went into the kitchen and got
a light breakfast, then had her shower – still in the collar and
shackles. Which was frankly weird! It was also helplessly arousing,
making her feel like a slave girl. She slid her fingers up and down
her soapy body, feeling her chest tightening as her right hand
descended between her thighs and her fingers began to stroke her
clitoris.

She had never masturbated in the shower
before work – or in the morning – in her life. But she did this
morning. She simply felt more... sexual!

While she was drying her hair she felt a
little 'click' and pulse from the collar, and simultaneously from
the bracelets and anklets – shackles, she thought. A little
experimenting found them unlocked, and she removed them and put
them on the counter before continuing with her hair.

When that was done she returned to her
bedroom and the huge walk-in closet. Everything was organized as to
type of clothing. The dresses in one area, the 'party dresses' in
another. Then there were the skirts, then the tops. She pulled down
the gray pullover that was indicated in the picture, and then the
tight pencil skirt that went with it.

Finding the matching shoes was just as easy
since they were all on a rack. These ones were black, the stiletto
heels five inches tall. She slipped on the skirt first, pleased it
wasn't overly short. It fell to a little above the knee, which was
quite proper. The gray pullover also was decently high, though it
was a thin top and – form fitting.

The last item was from the jewelry box on the
dresser. It was a braided black leather choker with a round onyx
stone in the center, bordered by a silver ring. It was not the sort
of thing she would normally wear – and it reminded her of the
collar – but she didn't seem to have many choices in her
wardrobe.

Her trip to work was certainly more pleasant
than previous, since it was done in the Mercedes. Outside, it was
raining. But it wasn't necessary for her to worry about that. She
drove from the underground garage to the underground garage at the
office, feeling somewhat smug about it as she got out of the
car.

She was nervous as she rode upstairs in the
elevator. The outfit she wore was modest compared to what she'd had
on the other evening, but it was certainly not the sort of work
wear she would ever have chosen. It certainly did nothing to
disguise her body, and she could tell the men around her were
noticing her, and quite interested in the view.

She'd never worn more than three inch heels
at work, and she licked her lips, flushing a bit as she left the
elevator, certain the remaining men were staring at her ass while
she walked away.

She was grateful when she got to the door of
Hawthorn's outer office, and stepped inside, closing it behind her
before moving behind the desk and setting her purse down. She
turned on the computer and looked around her, vaguely uneasy.

True, the office was considerably larger and
more private than her cubicle. But that had been her office. This
was simply a reception office, and she keenly felt the loss of
status in being 'demoted' so to speak, to admin assistant. It did
have a much higher salary, but she didn't dare tell people about
that without it raising questions.

Anyway, this was temporary. And she could
tell people it was a learning experience, that Hawthorn saw
potential in her and was giving her an inside look at how he ran
things. He was going to mentor her, she'd tell them. Which wasn't
really far off what he'd said.

She didn't feel it necessary to include any
of the sexual obligations of the position...

The phone buzzed and she picked it up, but
there was no one there. She pondered that only a moment before
getting up and knocking on Hawthorn's door. There was no answer, so
she opened it and peered inside.

“Come in, close the door.”

Amanda felt her chest tighten and her lower
belly thrum as she obeyed, walking across the floor to him as he
eyed her closely.

“Yes, Mister Hawthorn?” she asked, proud at
being able to keep her voice steady.

“Miss Reed. Did you enjoy last night at your
new home?”

She flushed. “Yes, sir.”

“And did you obey my orders for remaining
nude until your collar was unlocked?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“How did that feel?”

She shrugged uncomfortably.

“I turned up the heat a little. It was fine,”
she said.

He snorted.

“Reed, this is your first day, so I make
allowances, but still, starting out by lying to me is a very bad
idea.”

Amanda felt her pulse starting to race.

“Take your skirt off.”

She opened her mouth to protest that it was
first thing in the morning and there might be visitors, but he saw
her hesitant glance at the door.

“Do you think I'm an idiot, Reed?”

“No, sir!”

“Then you can presume I know my schedule, and
that the door locks and unlocks from my desk. Remove your skirt and
blouse.”

Breathing heavier, chest tightening, Amanda
pulled the top up over her head and off, then unzipped the skirt
and removed it.

“Remove the panties. I don't want you wearing
panties again without my express order.”

She gulped and obeyed.

“Take off the bra.”

He stood up as she obeyed, and her face
flushed darker as he came around the desk.

“Display.”

She felt her stomach churn as she shifted her
feet apart, brought her hands behind her neck, and arched her
back.

He stood before her, examining her body, then
let his hand come out and caress her taut breasts. Then he moved
slowly around her, his hand gliding over her body.

“Not a mark on you,” he said, pleased.

He returned to standing in front of her, then
pulled her glasses off and set them on the desk.

“You did not remain naked, Reed. Admit it,”
he said.

“I-I did!” she protested.

“Go over to the wall,” he ordered,
pointing.

She flushed but obeyed, feeling more and more
uneasy the closer she got. For the wall was almost entirely glass
from the fifteen foot high ceiling right down to the floor. There
were only thin metal dividers between the big panes of glass and
that certainly wouldn't shelter her from anyone's eyes!

They were up high, though not as high as last
night, but she was standing right in front of the glass wall!
Anyone looking at them from surrounding buildings would see her! Of
course, they'd need binoculars to see her at all clearly, but it
still made her self-conscious.

“Face outward and display.”

She obeyed, staring anxiously around her at
the other towers. They weren't nearly as far away as at the
condominium, nor were they all much lower. Some were roughly the
same height, and here she was standing naked right in the
window!

Hawthorn came around to sit on a soft,
upholstered chair a few feet to her right, which faced out.

“You know why I know you didn't remain naked,
Reed?” he asked. “Because I know everything that happens in your
apartment. I know you did not turn up the heat. You probably don't
even know how yet. I also know you didn't close the blinds or
curtains in any of the rooms you were in. A naked woman would have
done that, Reed.”

“I-I was high up!” she exclaimed. “No one
nearby had a view!”

“But someone with a telescope would have.
Women think about things like that, Reed. The first time you were
naked, with a collar and shackles on you, you would have closed the
blinds. And you didn't. You've disobeyed me. And now you're lying
to me. Come here.”

Gulping, hands still behind her neck, she
turned and walked over to stand before him.

Hawthorn raised his hand, sliding it up and
down her belly and abdomen, then in between her legs, his fingers
caressing her sex.

“You've been a bad little slave girl, Reed,”
he said. “Now it's time for your punishment. Place yourself belly
down across my lap.”

The words were jarring, and Amanda cringed
inside, but, heart racing, she leaned in, and waited for him to
yank her forward. He didn't. He sat there calmly,
straight-backed.

She would have to place herself across his
lap! She cringed as she did, her pride squirming as she positioned
herself across his lap with her bottom high.

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

She obeyed and he tied them tightly together,
then his hand kneaded her buttocks and slid between her thighs to
finger her sex.

Despite the blow to her pride and the anxiety
she was feeling, Amanda felt a rapidly rising heat, sensation
rippling up her spine as her mind began to pulse with the memories
of the previous night's wild, shocking, incredibly hot sex.

“What happens to bad girls, Reed?”

“I-I... I don't.... know, sir,” she
gulped.

She gasped and cried out as yanked up and
back on her hair.

“Yes you do. Say it, slut!”

She flinched. “T-They get spanked?”

“That's right. Bad girls get spanked.”

He released her hair.

“Tell me you've been a bad girl, Reed.”

“I-I've been a bad girl, sir,” she
moaned.

Crack!

His hand hit her bottom with the sound of a
gunshot, the pain sharp and stinging.

“Ahh! Oh, please, sir!”

Crack!

“Ahh! Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Admit it, Reed.”

Crack!

“Please! Oh! Oh, God!” she gasped, the sharp,
stinging pain startling her as he swung again, his big hand
cracking down against her soft flesh.

Crack! “Ahh!”

“Admit you lied, Reed,” he growled.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows from his hand bit into her soft
buttocks with a sharp, jagged pain, and left a hot, burning ache
behind! Blow after blow made her bottom more tender, turning it red
and hot, and Amanda's legs trembled as she moaned and cried out
again and again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for lying to me, Reed?”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“Ahhg!”

“Are you sorry for disobeying me, slut?!”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm sorry for disobeying you, sir!” she
cried.

Crack!

“Are you sorry for lying to me, slave?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Ahhh! I'm sorry for lying to you, sir!”

“You're a bad girl, Reed,” he said.

Crack!

“You disobeyed my direct order.”

Crack!

“Do you not recall that disobeying orders was
the reason you got into trouble in the first place?” he
demanded.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And then you lied to me!”

Crack!

“Oh! Oh God! Oh please! I'm sorry, sir!”
Amanda gasped, her bottom on fire.

“You certainly are.”

Crack!

“A sorry spectacle of a disobedient,
dishonest little slave girl!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He paused, and Amanda gulped in air,
trembling and moaning, blinking back tears. Her bottom was on
fire!

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She moaned but willingly obeyed! Whatever he
wanted was better than being spanked!

She felt his finger, no, something else,
against her wrinkled back opening. It was slick, as if lubricated,
and slid slowly into her, getting wider and wider, and then
abruptly narrowing. It was that butt-plug thing he'd pushed into
her the other evening! She felt the small, coin sized outer plug
pressed against the outside of her opening.

Now his fingers slid up and down the line of
her sex, rubbing her as she moaned and trembled, gulping in
air.

“You don't get to disobey me, Reed, as an
employee or a slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Not in any manner.”

Crack!

“You probably think it was a little
thing.”

Crack!

“But if you disobey little orders how can I
trust you to obey more important orders?”

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

Amanda yelped and cried out and trembled and
shook as he continued to slap her burning hot flesh, her eyes
filling with tears. She had no excuse to offer, no way to hide that
she had indeed lied to and disobeyed him! But it wasn't fair, was
the only thought she held to herself, as she began to sob and shake
while the spanking continued.

Crack Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His fingers slid into her body, turning and
twisting as she lay across his lap sobbing.

She gasped as he gripped a thick fistful of
hair and jerked her head up and back.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?”

“Y-Y-Yeeesss, siiiiirrrr!' she sobbed.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I'm sorry for being a bad girl, sir!” she
moaned tearfully.

He tumbled her off onto the floor, still
holding her hair, and then undid his trousers and yanked her face
into his lap.

Amanda needed no further instruction. She
slipped her lips around the head of his erection, sucking and
licking frantically, eager to please him, to make him less angry at
her! He sat back, looking down at her as she bobbed up and down,
going deeper and deeper, then taking him into her throat.

She folded her lips around the base of his
cock, then slid slowly back up, gasping and panting.

“Are you sorry for being a lying slut, Reed?”
he demanded, jerking back on her hair.

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a lying slut, sir!”

He pulled her mouth down onto his cock and
she bobbed up and down, then took him deep into her throat, and
bobbed up and down the full length of his cock until he yanked her
up and back by the hair again.

“Are you sorry for being a disobedient little
whore, Reed?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped. “I'm sorry for
being a disobedient little whore, sir!”

Again he pulled her down onto his cock, and
this time his hand in her hair pumped her up and down faster,
harder, driving his cock deep into her throat, face-fucking her as
she gurgled and gasped and her head began to pound from lack of
air.

He pulled out then, fisting his cock, pumping
his hand on it until he came, spraying his semen into her face.

“You need to stop thinking of yourself as
able to make decisions, slave girl,” he said. “You do what you're
told, when you're told.”

He did up his pants as she knelt there,
trembling and gasping for breath, with come trickling down her
face. Then he got up, still holding her hair firmly wrapped around
his fist. He moved back towards his desk, as Amanda gasped in pain
and yelped repeatedly, struggling to knee-walk alongside him until
he reached his desk, then went past it.

There in the inner corner, he pushed her nose
against the wall.

“You'll kneel with your face in the corner
until I decide to forgive you, Reed,” he said. “Don't move. Don't
speak.”

He sat down behind his desk and then
apparently got to work.

Amanda knelt in the corner, steadying her
breathing, sniffling and moaning softly.

And then, ten minutes later, there was a
knock at the door that made her heart stop!

She squealed and twisted around, looking for
a place to hide.

“Face in the corner!” he barked.

Moaning, she turned her face back to the
corner. The door buzzed, and opened!

“Sir, I have those reports you asked for,” a
male voice said.

“Bring them here and put them on the
desk.”

Amanda's face burned even more hotly than her
bottom! She jammed her face into the corner, cringing as she
thought of whoever it was there seeing her like this!

Then the door closed again, and she started
to breath once more. She fearfully eased her head to one side, then
the other, trying to tell if he was still here, whoever he'd
been!

She turned her head further, and yelped as
his hand slapped down on the desk.

“Did I not tell you to keep your face in the
corner?!”

“But... but someone saw me!”

“So?”

“But... he'll tell everyone!”

Hawthorn snorted. “Unlike you, some of my
employees can be trusted to obey me. Brody has been with me years
and he knows full well how to keep his mouth shut. Now stick your
nose in the corner or you'll get another spanking.”

Amanda squeaked and jerked her face around,
her head still churning wildly!

The throbbing heat in her bottom began to
fade, but her knees were starting to ache!

She was in the corner for about half an hour
when Hawthorn finally spoke.

“Come here, slut.”

She started, and turned her head around.

“Me, sir?” she gulped.

“Do you see any other sluts in the room?”

She gulped and turned around, then started to
rise.

“Did I tell you to stand up?”

Amanda sank back to her aching knees, looking
at him anxiously.

“On your belly, girl.”

She blinked in confusion, then leaned in and
forward until her breasts were pressed to the floor. She let more
and more weight down until she was laying on the floor.

“Now crawl here. On your belly.”

Amanda felt a shock hit her, followed by a
sense of outrage and indignation.

“Crawl, slut!”

She gasped and started to wriggle forward
across the floor. With her wrists tied behind her she had to push
herself with her feet, which certainly wasn't easy given the shoes
she was wearing! She wriggled slowly, rolling her weight from side
to side, and grinding her breasts against the floor below her until
she finally came close to his chair.

He reached down and wound her hair around his
fist and she cried out as he jerked her up onto her knees to find
he had turned his chair to the side to face her. Then he pulled
further, and Amanda scrambled to her feet as he gripped her arm and
turned her so she was sitting across his lap.

“What did I tell you the other day?” he
demanded.

Amanda looked at him anxiously, and he jerked
back sharply on her hair, forcing her head back and her back to
arch.

“Obey my orders. Whether you're an employee
or a slave girl. It's still the same requirement. Your arrogance in
thinking you can ignore my orders or that I won't notice is what
keeps getting you into trouble, Reed.”

His other hand kneaded and caressed her
breasts as he spoke.

“You expect to be given a position of
authority but you aren't capable of following orders? Does that
make any sense to you?”

“I-I... I'm sorry, sir!” she gulped.

“You certainly are. And until you can learn
how to follow orders don't expect any sort of promotion.”

His hand glided down her body, though she
couldn't see it since her head was held sharply back. She felt his
fingers at her sex.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Gulping, she obeyed, and his finger rubbed
her gently, then paused, then rubbed her again, only now it was
slippery, gliding up and down the line of her sex in a very
pleasant way, then slowly pushing inside her.

“Do you think you're hard done by, Reed?” he
asked. “If you were a man I'd have fired you already. It's only
this hot little body of yours which keeps you employed, let alone
employed at such a high salary.”

His finger slid deep inside her, turning and
twisting and pumping slowly, then it was joined by a second. They
were big fingers, and pressed against the front wall of her sex as
his slippery thumb pushed down against her clitoris.

Amanda felt the sudden pulse of sensation
there, the sudden spread of a warm, tactile pleasure as his fingers
stroked her. Then she felt his mouth on her breast, felt him
sucking and licking at her nipple and the surrounding flesh, and
felt a great wave of relief that at least he wasn't going to punish
her further.

Her bottom was still sore, though not as sore
as it had been, and the way she was sitting, arched back, with her
legs spread, mostly kept her buttocks from heavy contact with
anything. She gasped as he pulled more sharply on her hair, bending
her back even more, and a third big finger pushed into her
body.

“What are you, Reed?” he demanded.

“I-I'm a slut, sir!” she gasped.

“What else?”

“I... I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“And are you going to start to obey my
orders?”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned.

His big fingers were sliding soooo deep
inside her! They stretched her entrance, and pushed up against the
inside of her abdomen even as his thumb stroked expertly across her
clitoris! Amanda's anxieties and fears and pain began to fade as a
dark bubbling flood of hunger, pleasure and heat spread up through
her belly.

“Spread your legs wider, sex slave.”

Panting, chest heaving, Amanda spread her
left leg out to the side. Her right knee drew up and back as his
fingers thrust harder into her trembling body, and she began to
moan and gasp at each thrust.

“I've got just the device for you, slave
girl,” he said.

His fingers pulled out and instead something
else pushed into her, something thick, solid, cool, but clearly
some sort of dildo. She moaned as it slid high and deep, then a
side branch pressed against her clitoris and began to vibrate.

She moaned and her hips began to grind
helplessly up as he ground the thing against her.

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

“I'm a sex slave!” Amanda gasped.

“Again! Keep saying it!”

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm a... a
sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm... ungh... a sex slave! Oh! Oh
God!”

“Keep saying it, slut.”

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex
slave!”

Her legs jerked and rolled as her hips bucked
up against him, and he thrust the vibrator into her harder and
ground it more furiously against her clitoris as she began to cry
out in helpless pleasure. The fever-heat swept through her mind and
then the orgasm exploded. He abandoned her hair and clamped his
hand around her throat as she started to cry out, and Amanda's head
seemed to explode as the powerful wave of sensory pleasure
overloaded her brain.
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It was hard to get her mind back on boring
old work after that, but Amanda did her best. Nor was that helped
by the butt-plug inside her. Hawthorn had ordered her to wear it at
all times now, day and night, and to give herself an enema every
morning to ensure her ass was ready for his use should he chose to
use it.

His behavior and remarks were so outrageous
she was constantly berating herself for not quitting, despite the
consequences of going home with no job and little odds of getting
one worth her while. What prevented that was the dark emotions
surrounding the things he was doing to her, the passion and
forbidden thrill, the incredible orgasms and heat.

There was something obscenely exciting about
his nasty slave girl game, and she couldn't escape the fact that it
resonated inside her somehow.

Slave girl! The very idea was silly,
pathetic, perverted, and not to be taken seriously. And yet the
dark fantasy of it was all too wickedly exciting. And Hawthorn and
his dirty, sadistic games had wakened a kind of sexual heat and
hunger in her she'd never known before.

Not that she was a slave girl, of course, not
had any intention of being one, but pretending, well, that was
helplessly thrilling in some strange, captivating way.

You just have to do what the bastard
says, she chided herself, as she squirmed a little on
still-sore buttocks. She'd had no idea he would be able to detect
that she had disobeyed, of course. She still resented him presuming
he was right in his guesses, even thought he WAS in fact,
right.

She conceded that he was reasonable in
presuming she'd have closed the curtains if she'd had to walk
around naked. Though, really, it wasn't necessary, given how high
up she was. But she would have. And would tonight if he made her
stay naked.

Why should he care anyway, she thought, in
annoyance. He wouldn't even be there to see her! Maybe he was just
testing her. Yes, that made a kind of sense. And he was correct in
saying she had gotten in trouble for disobeying orders.

Well, from now on, she was going to follow
his orders to the letter! No matter how petty or perverted or
stupid they were.

There was a lot of work that needed doing.
She carried reports and mail in to him a number of times, usually
getting casually groped whenever she did. Twice, he made her lift
her skirt and bend over his desk, then fingered her until she was
flushed, breathless and gasping and jerking her hips back against
his fingers.

Then he slapped her bottom, ordered her to
pull down her skirt and go back to her desk.

Bastard!

At noon, lunch arrived. She supposed she
shouldn't have been surprised. It wasn't like Hawthorn was going to
walk down to the cafeteria or something. Instead it was catered,
with a man bringing up a tray of food under plates and rolling it
into his office.

When he left Hawthorn buzzed her again and
she went into his office.

“Close the door, Reed.”

She obeyed and walked over to the table where
he was sitting. Her chest was already starting to tighten given her
memory of their dinner the previous evening, and what followed.

“Take your clothes off,” he said over his
shoulder, sipping from a soup.

Amanda flushed, but obeyed, quickly removing
her top and skirt, then her bra, then looked at him
uncertainly.

“Lie down on the floor,” he said, pointing
his fork to a space not far from the table.

Amanda looked at him in confusion, but walked
to where he indicated, then sank to her knees and then, after a bit
of hesitation, lay back on the floor.

“Feet flat on the floor, knees spread wide,”
he ordered.

Flushing, she obeyed.

“Reach down and grasp your heels in your
hands,” he said, looking at her.

She reached down, baffled, and actually
slipped her fingers around the five inch stilettos, since she
couldn't imagine what else he meant by grasping her heels.

“Now raise your hips in the air. No part of
of you below your shoulders should be touching the floor.”

Just do whatever he says. He wants
obedience, give him obedience, she told herself. He's
probably testing me.

She raised her hips high, lifting her torso
off the floor and supporting it, more or less, with her arms, which
were flat along the floor.

“Lovely view,” he said, sipping from his
bowl.

She blushed hotly.

“Nice, smooth pussy,” he said. “Keep those
knees wide.”

He took another sip, and another, watching
her as she lay there.

“Your ass doesn't seem to be very red at all
any more,” he said.

Amanda didn't think that called for an answer
so didn't supply one.

“In yoga this would be called the Bridge
pose, is that not right?”

“Y-Yes, sir.”

“You do yoga, isn't that correct?”

“Yes, sir.”

“After work you will make use of the exercise
room at the condo. I want you to keep that body in excellent
shape.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you have time free until Nine. At Nine
I expect you to be naked and wearing your collar and shackles. I'll
notify you before I go down and you will be kneeling in display
pose when I arrive. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, chest tightening
again.

He pushed his soup away and pulled over
another dish, though it was hard to see from Amanda's position
laying on the floor.

This is so sick, she thought.

But even so she was feeling a bubbling rush
of liquid heat through her lower belly.

“Lower your hips to the floor,” he said.

Grunting, Amanda gratefully obeyed.

Then he tossed something to her which made
her gasp and catch by sheer instinct. It was a purple sex toy! It
was probably the one he'd used on her earlier, in fact! It had a
long, slightly curved body, and then a little branch curving up and
out from near the base.

“Stick that inside you,” he said, cutting
some piece of meat and putting it into his mouth.

Amanda flushed, but she soon discovered she
was already quite wet. The vibrator slid into her and she felt her
juices flowing hotter as it pushed deeper. She slid it in all the
way to the branch, her heart beating faster and faster.

He glanced down at her.

“Turn it on, slut.”

She gasped at the word, but obeyed, and the
vibrator began to... vibrate.

The whole thing was vibrating, she realized.
It was vibrating inside her sex, and against her clitoris, and her
pulse was racing faster and faster as she held it against
herself.

“Grind that little clit tickler against
yourself, Reed. You know how, I'm sure. I don't have to show
you.”

Reluctantly, but with her heart beating
rapidly, Amanda began to do it, gasping a little as the soft,
silicone vibrator ground against her clitoris from inside and
out!

It wasn't the first time she'd masturbated in
front of him, but it was still a dark, forbidden shock.

The flush from her face spread down her
chest, and her hips began to jerk and buck up against the vibrator
as she began to pump it in and out, grinding and pumping, grinding
and pumping, her chest heaving as she fought to show little
reaction.

Dark heat ran up her spine and she grunted
and moaned as she plunged the purple vibrator in and out of her
overheating sex. Her eyes began to narrow into slits and she moaned
low in her throat as her hips lifted from the floor again and
again.

“Enough,” he said. “Take it out and turn it
off.”

Amanda moaned unhappily, but obeyed.

“On your knees and display.”

She put the vibrator aside and rose to her
knees, stretching them wide as she drew her hands behind her
neck.

“Hungry, slut?” he asked.

Again the word jolted her!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“You understand why I call you a slut,
Reed?”

She flushed hotter.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

He snorted. “No, you don't. You think of it
as a pejorative. You think I call you slut to insult you. You're
mistaken, Reed. Ponder on it a while. In the meantime, stand up and
turn around.”

Amanda obeyed.

“Spread your legs. Now bend over and grasp
your ankles.”

She flushed but obeyed, the blood rushing to
her head as she looked out, upside-down, from between her legs.

“Do you know why I'm having you pose like
this, Reed?”

“N-No, sir.”

“Guess.”

“Y-You like to look at me.”

“That's part of it. What else?”

“You want to humiliate me!” she blurted.

He chuckled. “Somewhat correct. Not for a
sadistic or cruel reason, however. Like all women, you've been
raised in a culture which told you to never display certain parts
of your body. This has caused you to be self-conscious and
inhibited. What I'm doing is breaking down your self-consciousness
with regard to showing those body parts to people.”

“Y-Yes, sir.”

“You will eventually lose that
self-consciousness. I wager it's already happening.”

After several minutes in that pose Amanda was
a little dizzy.

“Get on your hands and knees, slut.”

The words jolted her – again, but she was
relieved at the same time. Amanda slid down onto all fours and
turned to face him.

He made a clicking sound with his tongue and
held something out to her and she moved closer. It looked to be...
a piece of... meat of some kind.”

She gulped as he held it before her mouth and
then, a dark, swirling confusion and heat rolling through her, she
took it from his fingers, chewed and swallowed.

She wasn't even sure what it was. It was
tasty, though.

Of course, she understood this was intended
to further degrade her. That angered her, but it also provoked that
dark, almost masochistic heat which seemed to revel in such
outrageous treatment.

She knelt on all fours next to his chair, and
he pressed another piece against her lips. When she reluctantly
eased them open he pushed his fingers into her mouth with the piece
of meat, then released it and eased his fingers out through her
lips.

“Suck my fingers as I draw them back,” he
said.

She flushed, but obeyed on the next piece,
and the next, and the next.

And then he tossed a piece onto the
floor.

She blinked in surprise and consternation,
looking at it, and then at him.

“Well, go and lick it up.”

She felt another jolt, and her jaw opened as
if to protest, but then snapped closed again. She felt a sudden
intense rush of heat from the dark bowels of her mind, and then
crawled forward, half dazed, bent and licked it off the floor.

This is so sick! This is so perverted!
she thought wildly.

He snorted, and tossed another piece, and
another, and she crawled around licking them off the floor. The
whole time she did it her pulse raced and her mind was churning
with indignation and outrage amid a dark, bubbling stew of heat and
excitement.

Finally, when he was finished eating, he
undid the belt from his pants, and slipped it around her neck. He
got up and half dragged her across the floor as her hands and knees
scrambled to keep up, then sat down on one of the low, upholstered
chairs and dragged her up across his lap.

He had placed the vibrator there, and now
rubbed it up and down along her her moist, swollen sex, then
plunged it into her.

“Nghh!” Amanda gasped, head jerking back at
the sudden hard thrust.

“Would you like to come, little sex slave?
I'm sure you do,” he said, thrusting the thing deep and bringing
the buzzing, vibrating little tongue near the base up against her
clitoris.

Amanda gasped for breath, now that the belt
had loosened, and shuddered as he ground and twisted the vibrator,
plunging it deep inside her repeatedly, and grinding the little
branch against her clitoris. Her hips began to grind back, her
muscles spasming as the surge of sensation overwhelmed her nervous
system.

Her hands, which had been pulling at the belt
now dropped to the floor to help support her as her upper torso was
tilted down across the side of the chair. She trembled and gasped
as the sensations rippled and crackled through her body, her hips
rolling and bucking back against the thick vibrator. Every time he
buried it and that branch was jammed against her clitoris she cried
out, her hips jerking back frantically.

The orgasm hit her and she cried out again
and again, her cries almost instantly stifled as he yanked back on
the belt, tightening it around her neck and bowing her body up and
back.

Amanda's eyes bulged and her head pounded but
she made no move to grip the belt, for her body was gripped by
convulsions as the storm of pleasure tore through her mind. She
didn't care about breathing or anything else, for her mind wallowed
in the scalding flood of ecstasy until she almost lost
consciousness.

Hawthorn loosened the belt and pulled it from
around her neck and her upper body dropped limply downward as she
gulped in ragged breaths of air.

“Enough fun, slave girl,” he said, cracking
the belt across her buttocks. “Back to work for you.”

He tumbled her off onto the floor and then
swung the belt down against her bottom again – and then again,
until the trembling, panting girl forced herself to her hands and
knees and crawled away, then stumbled to her feet.

Five minutes later she was back at her desk,
dazedly staring, unseeingly, at her monitor.

This... was not the sort of thing she had
bargained for. She had thought she'd have occasional sex with
Hawthorn, maybe give him blow jobs, and in exchange she'd have this
well-paid job, not to mention the condo. But this... slave girl
stuff was outrageous!

The problem was it was also redefining what
sexual heat and pleasure meant to Amanda. In fact, it was
introducing sexual heat and pleasure to her life! She'd never felt
the kind of wild, thrilled sexual heat like she did with Hawthorn!
She'd never felt anything close to the intensity of the orgasms she
got during his vile, perverted sexual games either!

And she had expected neither of these things
when she'd made the Faustian bargain with herself to stay here.
So... things were worse and yet also better than she'd expected. So
what should she do about it all?!

For that, she had no answer.

Getting back to doing work was at least a
distraction, and she tried to do that as best she could, at least
until Hawthorn summoned her back into his office! She felt her
heart almost stop when he called her in, wondering what he was
going to do to her next!

“I have a meeting and I want you to attend.
It will give you more insight into how this organization
functions,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she replied.

“I don't expect you to take notes. There will
be a secretary there for that. But I want you to take note of
anything which confuses or surprises you, any insights you get. You
may ask me about them later.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, somewhat surprised.

“Oh, one more thing. We can't have you going
to a meeting without any panties,” he said.

He opened his drawer and held out a what
looked like a black thong.

Amanda blushed, but reached for it and then
frowned, staring at them.

“They're rather special panties,” Hawthorn
said. “A way to liven up a somewhat routine and boring
meeting.”

“What...?”

The crotch of the thong had the usual liner
inside but also what looked like a kind of plastic or silicon
attachment.

“Put them on, Reed.”

Amanda licked her lips and stepped into them,
drawing them up her legs, lifting her skirt to ease them higher as
Hawthorn came around to the front of the desk.

The little 'bump' was right at the top of her
sex.

Hawthorn reached out and ran his finger along
the front and then, feeling the bump, pushed so that it slid inside
her. It didn't go far. It was no more than a half inch long and no
wider than her little finger.

Hawthorn picked up his cell phone, played
with it for a moment, and then looked up just as Amanda felt the
'bump' start to vibrate.

She gasped, her hands slapping down against
the front of the panties as the thing buzzed against her.

“Excellent. Can't hear a thing,” Hawthorn
said.

It turned off and he led her out to the front
office, where she picked up a notebook, then down the hall to a
large boardroom.

The gleaming mahogany table was large enough
for two dozen people. It occupied much of the center of the room,
and pot-lights above lit it up with a soft, yellow light. The rest
of the room was in comparative shadow, including the chairs along
the paneled walls.

Hawthorn directed her to the one closest to
him, then sat at the head of the table.

“All right. Let's have the minutes from the
last meeting,” Hawthorn said.

A woman sitting right next to him on his left
began to read them out as Amanda sat nervously in place. She
flinched as the vibrator thing came on, her legs squeezing together
as she tried to ignore it. That proved... difficult. The vibrations
seemed to resonate upwards through her lower belly and made her
pulse and heart race.

She crossed her legs, her hands folded in her
lap, and tried to concentrate on what the woman was saying about
the last meeting. Thankfully, the vibrations stopped, and she was
able to focus better.

This was the top hierarchy of the company,
she thought. This was what was important to them, and she was being
given a gift by being able to sit in on a meeting! She listened
intently as the senior vice president summed up what actions had
been taken as a result of the last meeting, and the results.

Then the VP of human resources began to speak
about a new system for competitive promotions, and the vibrations
started up again. She was actually quite interested in how they
wanted to redo the process for internal promotions, but it became
progressively more difficult to focus as the vibrations rolled
through her body.

They were localized, at first. But rapidly
seemed to ripple upwards through her groin and abdomen and belly
until she felt waves of sensation rolling up her spine and into her
tight chest. She squeezed her thighs tighter and tighter, fighting
to keep her breathing from getting too ragged and loud as
perspiration began to stand out on her forehead.

She stopped herself – repeatedly – from
grinding herself against the chair, fearful, as her body became
more and more attuned to the crackling sexuality taking hold of
her, that she might actually have an orgasm right here!

The vibrations stopped and she gasped in
relief, easing the tight grip her hands had on the arms of the
chair, and tried to focus on the HR VP again. And then, when she
was done, the VP of Technology Issues started to talk about
upgrades to the servers and security protocols.

And the vibrations started again.

Her lower body was starting to become more
and more attuned to them. The previous buzzing vibrations had left
her sex feeling swollen and sensitive, and each time the thing went
off she felt as if it were more intense! She dug her fingernails
into the palms of her hands and tried to focus on the VP of
Technology, since what he said was surely boring enough to turn off
any kind of desire!

But it wasn't, and she felt herself slipping
into a fog of sexual hunger and need, her nipples aching to be
touched, her body trying to grind itself against the chair, her
breasts hot and tender. Her body felt hot, feverish with need, and
she fought to keep her mind from becoming drunk on the intoxicating
sense of dark pleasure.

The vibrations stopped and she slumped in her
chair.

More speakers talked about business
opportunities, competition, feedback from clients, and financial
issues. Amanda did her best to pay attention, and even took some
notes, but every time the vibrator came on she felt as if she were
melting from the inside out as her lower body crackled and thrummed
with sexual energy.

She was emotionally exhausted and on-edge by
the time the meeting ended, sweating, gulping in air, and frantic
with the need to repress the waves of sensations rolling through
her. She was intensely relieved as people rose and began to file
out the door.

She rose herself, heart still beating rapidly
from the most recent vibrations. She was hardly aware of the people
filing past her except as a faceless crowd. Then she saw Hawthorn,
still seated at the head of the boardroom table. He was talking to
the guy who was the senior vice president, a distinguished looking
man a little older than Hawthorn wearing an expensive pinstriped
suit..

Everyone else was gone and Hawthorn looked to
her.

“Close the door, Reed,” he said. “Lock
it.”
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Amanda turned at the first and jerked in
confusion at the second. She certainly could understand it, and
would even welcome it if it meant Hawthorn wanted to have sex with
her here and now. Her body, after all, was primed and eager. But
the senior vice president was still there!

Nevertheless, she locked the door and then
turned back and walked over to the table to stand next to Hawthorn.
The VP was sitting on her left as she waited impatiently, fighting
not to show it.

Even when the vibrator started up again.

“I've taken Reed under my wing, so to speak,”
Hawthorn said. “She has particular skills and talents which I
believe will be of great assistance to me.”

“Yes, I observed them earlier,” the man said
with a smile.

“You haven't met Stephen Brody before, have
you, Reed?”

“No.... sir!” Amanda said.

Brody? Could it possibly be another Brody?
Could it be other than the 'Brody' who had come into the office
when she was naked and tied up and kneeling in the corner!?

Not from the look on his face as his eyes ran
up and down her body!

Amanda's face heated rapidly.

“The view from behind was certainly lovely,”
he said.

“She's even more remarkable from the front,”
Hawthorn said.

Amanda felt stunned by being confronted by
the man who had seen her like that, and by the sudden wild anxiety
about what Hawthorn had planned! She stumbled as he took her right
wrist and pulled her around to the head of the table as he stood
up.

“M-Mister... Mister... Hawthorn!” she
gasped.

He bent her over the table, her face towards
Brody, who grinned at her from his chair, then jerked her skirt up
to bare her bottom.

“Oh! Oh please!' she gasped, trying to
rise.

His hand gripped her neck and pinned her
down, then he slapped her bottom sharply and tugged the thong down.
She cried out as his hand was thrust between her legs and cupped
her sex, which was sodden and swollen.

“Soaking wet,” Hawthorn said in
satisfaction.

Brody stood up and unzipped his pants, then
drew his erection out. It was thick and long, and he stepped
forward, his thighs pressing against the edge of the table as he
gripped her hair and jerked her mouth forward onto it.

Behind her, Hawthorn's fingers were massaging
her sex and sending a wild rush of sensation through Amanda's
overheated body. She cried out at the power of it, even as her
scalp ached from Brody's sharp pull on her hair. Then Brody's cock
pushed into her mouth.

“Suck, slave girl,” Brody ordered in a sharp
voice.

Amanda began to suck.

She felt her legs pulled apart, then
Hawthorn's fingers penetrating her, sliding in and out as he
fingered her clitoris, and her hips began to grind helplessly back.
Her mind struggled to free itself of the growing haze of sexuality
and hunger, but it was a loosing battle.

Hawthorn's fingers slid high into her sodden
depths, one, two, three of them, thick and long, pumping and
twisting as she gurgled and moaned helplessly at the rapidly rising
torrent of sensation sweeping through her.

“Nice soft hair,” Brody said, running his
fingers through her hair.

“Nice tight ass too,” Hawthorn said behind
her.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom sharply and Amanda
jerked and moaned.

“Pretty girl,” Brody added.

“All she needs to learn now is humility and
obedience,” Hawthorn added.

His fingers twisted and turned as they pumped
into her, and Amanda felt his thumb stroking her clitoris as her
hips began to jerk up in helpless spasms. Explosive waves of
scalding pleasure swept through her, throwing her into a dazed
stupor.

Hawthorn's fingers drew back and then his
cock pushed into her and began to thrust, and Amanda's mind was
swamped with dark, roiling waves of heat. It felt as if she had a
bubbling pit of lava in her lower belly, and that it was like a
volcano getting ready to explode!

Hawthorn thrust into her hard and fast, and
the volcano did just that – erupting – in a violent explosion of
sexual energy, passion and pleasure that tore through Amanda's body
and mind with irresistible force. She cried out again and again,
most of her cries silenced as Brody drove his cock deep into her
throat.

“Fuuuck, I love a girl who takes me to the
balls,” he grunted, pulling on her hair and head to hold her lips
tightly around the base of his shaft.

“Who doesn't?”

Hawthorn's hips were slapping against her
buttocks, his hands trying to hold her hips steady as they jerked
and rutted back against him.

Brody gripped the bottom of Amanda's top,
peeling it up her body and, as he slid his cock out of her mouth,
pulling it free entirely.

Amanda hardly noticed. She gulped in air,
eyes slitted, trembling and shaking as he undid her bra and removed
that as well. Behind her, she felt her skirt undone, but that made
little impact on her feverish mind either.

Brody pulled her lips back onto his cock and
plunged himself deep, and Hawthorn drew back, peeling her skirt
down and off, then slapping her bottom before jerking her thighs
wide apart. He plunged into her again, thrusting hard and deep as
he and Brody pulled her wrists together behind her back and bound
them in place.

The two men thrust into her hard and fast,
their hands racing roughly over her body as they used her, and
Amanda could do little – do nothing – but absorb it all. The
physical sensations, coming on top of her long period of inflamed
desire, overawed her senses. Her emotional shock, though, stunned
her enough to prevent anything but wild confusion and
bewilderment.

At first.

And then... she felt something within her
simply concede that she had little choice but to do whatever
Hawthorn wanted anyway. Besides, it was a fait accompli, and was
already happening. No point getting upset over it. Plus... plus...
a dark, dazed sense of almost awed excitement began to roll through
her.

She was in a board room – not just an office
– naked, and tied up and being used sexually by two men! Two! At
once!

There was a wild rush of confusion at how
she'd let things get to this point, and a sense of guilt and shame,
but above all and growing in intensity came that dark, delicious,
wild, animal hunger from deep in the back of her soul. This was
just so... so... shockingly, wickedly thrilling!

And why should she be worried about anything?
As long as Hawthorn wanted it, then what could be wrong? He was the
boss man, the guy in charge of everything. So if he wanted to do
this here then why should she be concerned about it?

She was light-headed through much of this, of
course, given the way Brody's cock was using her throat as he
face-fucked her.

And the intensity of the sensations flooding
through her body grew more powerful as Hawthorn's big cock pumped
hard inside her, and their hands roamed her body.

To be used by two men at once was so... wild,
so shocking, so... forbidden! God, this was so slutty, so
incredible!

Brody pulled free, letting her breath again,
letting her gulp in air even as he pumped his seed into her open
mouth.

“Incredible lips and throat on her,” he said
as he tucked himself back into his pants.

“All she needs to make her perfect is
obedience and self-discipline,” Hawthorn replied. “Those are two
subjects she is finding difficult to learn.”

“Well, I'm sure you'll be a good teacher,”
Brody said with a grin.

He turned and left, closing the door behind
him, and Amanda cried out as she felt her hair yanked up and
back.

“Remember, sex slave, your body is mine to do
with as I choose,” he said, leaning over her. “And that includes
letting other people use it if I want to.”

He jerked sharply on her hair.

“Understood, slut?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” Amanda cried.

He resumed his hard thrusting, and his hand
curled down over her hip, his fingers finding her clitoris.

Amanda's hips jerked at the touch, and the
sensations sweeping up through her body redoubled as she whimpered
and moaned and gasped and moaned, the heat soaring within her. She
felt herself surrendering, floating in a dark, glittering haze of
sexuality and masochism, gasping and grunting as his hips hit her,
as his cock speared her, her eyes slitted as she wallowed in the
throbbing heat and pleasure.

He jerked back on hair again.

“Come for me, slut. Come!”

Amanda shuddered and whimpered and cried out
and then … obeyed.

*

She found the exercise room and spent a good
hour making use of the equipment, marveling at the view out the
huge glass windows. Then she went back to her apartment, showered,
changed into something comfortable, and had dinner. After that she
explored the building a little more, then walked outside to look
around the neighborhood.

It was a long reminder of how much she had
now, of how comfortable she would be if she ever made it to the
point she could afford all this on her own. The only unsettling
part of her life was Hawthorn and his determination to grind her
face in the reality of her own sexual servitude.

And even that was offset by the incredible
sexual heat she felt as he did it. That, in fact, was more
disturbing than anything Hawthorn did. It continued to confuse her
why his perverted and rough use of her body should arouse her
so.

It was so... bestial! So savage!

But why did that turn her on so much!?
Shouldn't she be turned on by making love with a gentle, caring
man, a man who would love her tenderly, and gently caress her body
as they kissed?

She walked back, enjoying the obsequious
politeness of the doorman and the concierge as she walked through
the luxurious lobby. This was what it was like to be
somebody, after all.

Although she couldn't help wondering what
those men would think if they knew she was going upstairs to strip
naked and don a collar and shackles.

At one minute before Nine her text
notification lit up, and it had two words: display, and obey.

At Nine she knelt on the floor of the foyer,
nude, knees spread, sitting on her heels. She jerked her hands up
and back behind her neck and arched her back as she heard the lock
click, her heart skipping a beat in fear she wouldn't get in
position in time.

Hawthorn stepped inside and examined her.

“What are you?” he demanded.

“A sex slave, sir!” she gulped.

And then another man came in the door.

Hawthorn was a big man. This man barely fit
through the door. His shoulders were broad, and he was so tall he
actually had to bend his head a little to pass through.

The only reason Amanda didn't scream and
cover up was that she was so stunned, first by the presence of a
stranger, then by the sheer size of him! He must, she thought, be
almost seven feet tall! He was also very, very black, with a rough
looking face and shaved head.

She belatedly jerked her legs together and
crossed her arms over her chest, provoking a bark of laughter from
Hawthorn as he closed the door.

The Black man walked up in front of her and
Amanda looked up momentarily, then dropped her eyes to the floor as
she cringed with embarrassment.

Hawthorn stepped around the man, leaned in,
and snapped a leash to the ring at the front of her collar, then
jerked her to one side. She almost fell on her face, but caught
herself and then had little choice but to crawl as he tugged her
after him and into the great room.

Amanda trembled and moaned, crawling dazedly,
humiliated, knowing the stranger was following behind and probably
staring at her naked sex as she crawled! Her mind felt like a
little bird beating at the bars of its cage as it tried to figure
out what to do, what to say...

“I thought I'd make you aware of the reality
of your position, Reed. In case you hadn't quite grasped it,”
Hawthorn said.

He walked over to the bar, but he no longer
held the leash. The Black man did.

Amanda cried out as he jerked sharply, and
the collar dug into her neck, forcing her to scramble to her feet!
He pulled her around and seized her hair roughly, yanking it up and
back so that she cried out in pain, forced up onto the balls of her
feet.

He removed her glasses, tossing them onto a
table, then he kissed her, roughly, his kiss overwhelming as she
grasped at the hand holding her hair. He drew back and released her
hair. Instead a huge hand locked tightly around her throat above
the collar and squeezed.

Amanda gasped, eyes widening. Her hands
grasped his enormous wrist but it was like gripping steel beneath
leather. He lifted her up, and her toes dangled just above the
ground as he held her there, her hands gripping his wrist tightly
to take as much pressure off her neck as she could!

He dropped her back to the floor, then turned
and shoved her back against the wall.

“Hands at your sides, slut!” he barked.

Amanda gasped, then, trembling, obeyed.

His fingers continued to squeeze so that her
head pounded and her eyes bulged,but she could breath – after a
fashion.

The man's dark eyes bored into her, then he
released her.

“Display,” he barked.

Gulping in air, heart pounding, Amanda
obeyed, drawing her hands behind her neck and arching her back,
shifting her legs apart, and holding herself in that position,
trembling, as he looked her up and down.

Hawthorn sat down with his drink on one of
the upholstered chairs. The Black man stepped back from her and
then peeled his shirt up and off.

Amanda's eyes widened further at the muscles
across his powerful chest! Not to mention how incredibly thick and
muscular his arms were!

“On your knees, slut!”

Gasping, she dropped to her knees, still
displaying.

“What are you, slut?” he demanded.

“I-I... I'm... I'm a sex slave... sir!” she
squeaked, flushing hotly.

“Then behave as one.”

He undid his belt, then doubled it in his
hand and slapped it lightly against his thigh.

“Hands and knees,” he growled.

Gulping, she slid forward onto all fours.

“Now lower your chest to the floor and keep
your bottom high.”

Again Amanda obeyed, gripped by a deep sense
of... not fear exactly, but an anxiety not to make this enormous,
dangerous looking Black man angry!

“Show your humility, slave,” he ordered.
“Clean my shoes. With your tongue.”

What!? What!? He didn't mean... What!? Surely
she couldn't... surely he didn't want...!

“Now, slut!” he barked, slapping the belt
against his leg.

Gasping, Amanda wriggled forward and then
after a moment of hesitation, she eased her face forward and licked
tentatively at his black leather shoe.

Crack!

The belt snapped down between her splayed
buttocks. It hit directly over her small, wrinkled back opening,
and produced a sudden stinging ache that shocked her.

“Harder, slut!”

Gasping, Amanda began to lick much
harder.

“Grasp my ankle in your hands. Now lick, all
the way up. Harder.”

Crack!

The belt slapped down against her back
opening again, this time hitting her pussy too. It wasn't a hard
blow, but it was a shock nonetheless.

She gripped his ankle and her tongue licked
up and down his shining leather shoe.

Crack!

“Longer licks, slave!”

Moaning, whimpering, Amanda licked up and
down his shoe, and then onto the next. She felt the belt slapping
lightly and repeatedly against her pussy, but it was more of a
warning than a punishment – so long as she performed with
alacrity!

She tried somewhat frantically to do so.

He pulled his foot back, then shoved her so
she fell sprawling onto her side then tumbled onto her back.

“Now do the same to your master, slut!”

Gasping, she scrambled to her belly and found
herself laying right beside Hawthorn. She leaned in and began to
lick at his shoe in turn.

“Bottom high, slut. Present yourself to me
for use.”

Moaning, dazed, her mind more than slightly
shell-shocked, Amanda raised her bottom and spread her legs as she
licked at Hawthorn's shoes.

She felt her wrists seized, then yanked back
behind her. The shackles were fastened together, then the leash
yanked her up onto her knees and turned her around.

Hawthorn sat directly beside her, relaxed,
holding a glass of something, watching, while the Black man moved
in before her. He was naked now, a huge mass of muscled black
flesh. His cock was thick and enormously long, and very hard as it
pointed at her.

Moaning, she licked and sucked at his balls,
then licked at the long shaft, and finally slid her lips around it.
She was regaining her emotional balance now because, oddly, this
was familiar. This was being... a sex slave. This was performing
sex on men, as their helpless slave girl. And that was something
which she understood now.

She bobbed up and down his cock and then,
just as his hand came up to grip her hair, forced herself down its
length. It was so long! She gurgled as she swallowed inch after
inch and he plunged deep into her throat. Then his hand was behind
her head, holding her lips tightly against his groin, every inch of
him inside her.

He loosened his grip and she slid back, way,
way back, until the fat head popped free of her throat and she
could gulp in air again in deep ragged breaths.

He jerked on the leash and held his cock up
as she sucked his balls into her mouth, then licked up and down the
shaft. He dropped his cock, then, and she licked and sucked and
swallowed.

This time he began to pump, gripping her hair
to control her head while he thrust in and back, fucking her face
and throat with long, powerful strokes that left her dazed
again.

He pulled out and she gulped in air, dazed,
as he shoved her back to fall against Hawthorn.

“See to your master, slut,” he ordered.

Hawthorn was already rock hard, and had
pulled himself out of his trousers. Now he gripped her hair and
yanked her mouth in against him.

Crack!

The belt hit her buttocks hard!

“Ahh!” she cried.

“Always raise your bottom and spread your
legs when bent over, slut!” the black man snapped.

Gasping, she obeyed, even as Hawthorn guided
her lips down onto the head of his cock.

She felt the big hands on her thighs, then
something hot and slick rubbing up and down against her pussy. She
shuddered as she swallowed Hawthorn, sucking and licking, while the
Black man began to push against her.

She felt the pressure growing, felt herself
aching as the lips of her sex strained around his mighty girth.
Then, slowly, the head passed between them and slid deeper and
deeper into her belly.

Hawthorn pulled her up by the hair and she
gulped in air, then he raised her head up higher so she was looking
up at him. He said nothing, but merely watched her as the thick
Black cock pushed deeper and deeper into her body.

“Oh!” she moaned. “Oh God! Oh! Oh please! Oh
wait!”

She wriggled and twisted, but to no avail, as
the thick cock drove achingly high and kept going.

“Oh! It's... it's too big!” she gasped.

“Not for a blonde,” Hawthorn said.

“Oh but... oh! Oh! Ungh!”

The Black man was pumping, now, though not
easily. His thick cock strained her wide, stretched the sleeve of
her sex. It moved slowly in and out, the head seemingly punching
against her very cervix with every deep thrust.

Hawthorn used his other hand to roughly grope
one breast, then brought it up around her neck.

“What are you?” he demanded.

“A-A-A... s-sex slave, sir!” she gasped. “Oh!
Ungh!”

The thick black cock moved in and out of her,
and it seemed to be driving deeper with every other stroke. It was
easily the biggest cock she'd ever seen, never mind felt inside
her! She ached with the fullness!

But it never occurred to her, not even for a
moment, to say no, to refuse. It didn't even occur to her
she had that right. It was not an option her mind even
considered.

She squirmed and whimpered and moaned as the
Black man fucked her, and Hawthorn watched her and watched her
reactions. And as her body adjusted, the big cock drove all the way
into her until the man's hips could grind against her buttocks.

He began to use the long length to ride her,
and the sharp ache blurred into a deep, throbbing ache which began
to send dark heat swirling and churning through her belly and up
into her mind.

He was so big! He was huge! Her eyes widened
at the sensations flowing through her, and she gasped and squeaked
and yelped at the occasional sharper aches as the head punched into
the back wall of her sex.

“Tell me you love cock,” Hawthorn
ordered.

“I-I... I-I l-love cock, sir!” she
moaned.

The black man's big hands groped her breasts
and she shuddered as he pumped harder. That dark, animal heat began
to settle over her once again, a wild, dazed fever of sexual
abandon. She felt herself sinking down into the role of obedient,
helpless, passive sexual object – of a slave girl.

A sex slave!

She gasped and moaned and cried out as the
man rode her harder, the heat beginning to burn her mind and
body.

Hawthorn pulled her mouth back onto his
erection, and forced her down its length, then jerked her up and
down before pulling her back. Panting, eyes glazed, Amanda
shuddered and whined and moaned as her body was hammered from
behind, pounded from within, as big hands roughly groped her full
breasts.

And then first orgasm hit, a wild explosive
release of energy that threatened to tear her mind apart. She cried
out again and again as the sexual energy crackled through her body
like a lightning storm.

While Hawthorn held her up by the hair,
looking into her glassy eyes, watching her mind collapse under the
hurricane force waves of sensation.

The orgasm finally relented, leaving her
mind-blasted and barely conscious, and Hawthorn drew her mouth back
onto his cock. He jerked her up and down on its length, then pulled
back, still watching her face, her eyes.

The orgasm released a lot of pent-up sexual
pressure, but her body was still awash in heat and animal hunger.
Being so roughly used by such a … a savage man, such a brutal,
powerful man, was doing dark things to her mind. She whimpered and
moaned, submitting to the hard pounding the man gave her, yelping
and gasping as he slapped her buttocks or her breasts.

No thought of protest even formed in her
mind. She was his bitch, his slave, and he would use her as he
chose.

And he chose to use her roughly, like an
animal.

Not that he was an animal. No, she
was.

Another orgasm tore through her, and then two
more, as she writhed and thrashed and sobbed in breathless heat,
hunger and pleasure.

The man seemed capable of lasting forever!
She was exhausted and dazed, her buttocks bruised, and her insides
aching and straining, but still he rode her, used her. Then he
pulled her around by the hair, dragging her across the floor to
where he sat down, and pulling her up onto his lap.

“Ride me, slave,” he barked.

Trembling, dazed, moaning, Amanda gripped his
cock, rose, and then slowly sank down on it, shuddering as it slid
up high into her belly.

He leaned back on the upholstered chair,
hands behind his neck, watching as if with disinterest as she
leaned into him. Her hands gripped his shoulders, and even in the
midst of her dazed heat she marveled at how thick and hard they
were.

Then she began to ride him, sliding her pussy
up and down the long length of his black cock, gasping and yelping
and moaning as raw animal heat and hunger rolled through her.

When he brought his hand down negligently and
began to rub his thumb against her clitoris she sobbed and
redoubled her efforts – until a large pair of hands gripped her
hips to hold her in position> Then another big cock pushed up
into her ass while she trembled in wide-eyed wonder.

“Sex slave,” Hawthorn growled into her
ear.

She sobbed in dark, dazed pleasure as his
cock pushed deeper and deeper. Then she began to ride up and down
on the Black cock as Hawthorn's pumped into her from behind.

Another orgasm shattered her mind, then a
series of them sent her into convulsions as the two big men easily
held her between them and pumped their cocks into her belly.

*

When the two men left Amanda was on the
floor, trembling, gasping, exhausted. Her abdomen ached from the
hard, double pounding and from the long, violent muscle spasms
which had been caused by her orgasms.

It had been a shock to the system, to say the
least. Even as she picked herself up and went to the shower she
felt stunned by the ferocity of the animal heat – not to mention
the outrageous submissiveness she'd displayed.

It did not occur to her to try to dress
afterward.

She unconsciously fully embrace the role of
sexual object, of obedient sex slave. She could almost feel the
gears shifting in her mind as she took on a strange, almost
arrogant sense of lush sexual arrogance and pride in her
sexuality.

Over the following days Hawthorn would bring
over other men – and women – to use her while he watched. Sometimes
they punished her, strapping or cropping or flogging her. Sometimes
he took part, and sometimes he waited until the visitors were gone
to sate himself on her dazed, weary body.

It was amazing, to Amanda, how quickly she
got used to it, accepted it, and even began to feel a helpless
sense of eager anticipation for.

At work, her skirts got shorter, her tops
tighter. But that didn't bother her. She felt constantly aroused,
constantly on at least a low level, bubbling simmer of sexuality
and erotic excitement. She had expected to do administrative work
with a little sex on the side. Now she thought of her job as sex,
with a little boring administrative work on the side.

Despite that, she actually was learning about
leadership and business acumen by observing Hawthorn in his many
meetings. He soon began to put her in charge of certain accounts
for 'client relations', which, of course, involved being very nice
indeed to those clients, sometimes at their hotels, sometimes at
her condo.

She was a slave girl, as far as she was
concerned. True, she was a willing one, but that was meaningless.
Nowhere else could she get the kind of pay, the kind of luxuries,
or the kind of intense, soul searing sexual heat as she was there
with Hawthorn. It might not have been the type of job she'd
expected, and certainly not what she came to New York for, but she
was young and beautiful and gloried in her own sexuality and
pleasure.
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