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Having a Lexus was great as long as you had
somewhere to park it. Amanda had a parking spot at her buildings
where she worked and lived. Aside from those she was on her own,
and finding parking spaces in Manhattan could be a nightmare. You
could easily spend more time looking, and then walking back to your
destination, than you did on driving there in the first place.

This went a long way to understanding why so
few New Yorkers had cars, even the ones who lived in Manhattan, who
were, to put it politely, comfortable.

She wasn't comfortable and had never been
comfortable (though she was determined to get there). The car,
along with her Manhattan apartment, were 'company owned', and part
of her compensation package. But comfortable or not, finding
parking was a pain in the ass.

Which was why she found herself on the subway
that Sunday morning. Having just gotten her first paycheck from her
first job out of college, she was looking to buy something to
celebrate. It was an awfully big check, after all. The job paid a
hundred thousand a year to start. And it wasn't like she had to pay
for her car or apartment.

She wasn't rich, though, or even close to it.
She still had a large student loan to repay, for one thing. And she
wanted to help her mother out and maybe let her quit one of her
jobs so she could relax more. She wasn't intending to go to the
expensive shops along Fifth Avenue or anything. But there were
still lots of places to shop in Manhattan, from Macy's to
Bloomingdale's to Banana Republic.

And a check for almost $3,000 went a long way
in stores like that!

Not that she would tell Hannah. Or her mom.
Or anyone, just how big her paycheck was. In the first place, that
would be like rubbing it in, since no one she knew was making half
as much. Many of them didn't even have work yet, since graduation
day had only been a month ago.

For another they'd wonder just how the hell
she merited such a huge paycheck, and ask questions she wasn't
prepared to answer.

“What do you think?” she asked, coming out of
the dressing room.

She was wearing a long-sleeved, casual cotton
top in a very light shade of gray. It had a rounded crew neck type
collar, but with a half dozen buttons descending from the center,
all of which she had left unbuttoned. That left a substantial
amount of her breasts visible, but it was the women's clothing
area, and there was no one else around but Hannah.

“Well, if you want to show off the twins,
it's great,” Hannah said dryly, with a smirk.

Amanda snorted, and did up several
buttons.

“Better?”

“It's kind of form fitting.”

“I have a great form.”

“Ha!”

“It's comfortable. Feel. It's like t-shirt
fabric.”

“Yeah, it's fine, though you'll have to watch
the buttons, depending on where you go.”

“Oh I can do them up.”

She did up the rest and now there was just a
bit of cleavage.

“Now it's even tighter. You might get a
bigger size.”

“This is my size. This is how it's supposed
to look.”

“Well, it looks great, Amanda. You just
usually don't like clothes that are tight.”

“Yeah, well, I'm not in school any more.”

Hannah was a cute blonde who did wear tighter
clothes. That was one of the reasons Amanda was out shopping with
her. She felt like... liberalizing her wardrobe. Because aside from
work clothes everything she wore seemed pretty dull and
conservative to her. And she didn't feel dull and conservative any
more.

She felt... sophisticated and mature, sleek
and cool and comfortable in her skin. She wanted to wear clothes
that gave off that image.

“It's long enough I could wear leggings under
it,” Amanda said, tugging on the hem to ease it just past her
buttocks. “Actually, I could wear this as a nightshirt if it was a
big bigger.”

“Bit expensive for that. You can find
nightshirts for next to nothing.”

“True.”

She looked at herself in the mirror and undid
a couple of buttons, then a couple more.

“Looking to recruit a boyfriend?” Hannah
asked with a smirk.

Amanda laughed. “Well, you don't catch a fish
without bait.”

She undid the rest, and the shirt was quite
daring since she was wearing a very light, lacy, pink triangle cup
bra which left almost half her breasts exposed. She adjusted the
opening to be the same as her bra and grinned at Hannah.

“Nice bait,” Hannah said.

Amanda laughed and went back into the
dressing room, closed the door and peeled the shirt up and off. She
glanced at herself in the mirror inside, clad in the lacy pink bra,
and drew her shoulders back.

Very sexy, she thought. Very hot.

She put her old shirt on and then carried the
new one out to pay for it.

She just felt sexier these days, sexier,
hotter, and more confident of herself and her looks.

Working at McMann-Harris had done that.

“Want to get something to eat?” Hannah
asked.

They headed out to the food court, where
Amanda got a salad. She was watching her weight, and doing a lot
more exercise lately. And the exercise was a lot more fun.

They sat down at a table.

“So, are you all muscly yet?” Hannah
asked.

Amanda shrugged and made a fist, and Hannah
squeezed her bicep.

“Not so much,” the blonde girl said.

“Better than I was,” Amanda sniffed.

“Just don't let your mom know.”

“Don't worry!”

That she was taking pole dancing classes was
a secret from most people she knew. She'd had to tell someone,
though, and Hannah and she had always been close.

“My arms are sore, though,” she said. “It
really does work your upper body. Well, all of your body, but your
upper body in particular.”

“I'd love to try it but I just don't have the
time. I'd have to quit yoga class and I love them,” Hannah
said.

“I do yoga too... at home,” Amanda said.

She'd been about to say at work. But that
would require explanations she didn't care to get into.

And it wasn't really yoga, even if the
positions resembled yoga. She also did other exercises at work in
the private gym of Samuel Harris, the CEO who ran McMann-Harris.
She was his personal assistant, and he'd all-but insisted on her
exercising. He did himself and she pretty much had to whenever he
did. He liked company.

After eating they wandered up the mall, and
she veered off into Victoria's Secret, with Hannah, following
along. She glanced at things casually. It wasn't like she needed
lingerie, given what she'd already got, but it didn't hurt to
look.

“This is nice,” Hannah said, pausing at a
table with bras, and examining the cups.

“I've already got enough lingerie, unless
it's something that really catches my eye,” Amanda said.

There was a lot more in Victoria's Secret
than just lingerie, of course.

She went across to the wall and examined some
sleep shirts there, including one which was a deep wine color which
buttoned down the front. She'd look sexy in this, she thought. It
was soft and lightweight, modal, but like silk, only much easier to
care for.

She tried it on over her shirt and jeans then
decided to buy it.

Shopping was not something she'd ever enjoyed
much before. It was a lot different when you had money and didn't
have to pour through bargain bins and used clothing stores!

They shopped some more, then headed south on
the subway before parting, with Hannah heading across the bridge to
Brooklyn and Amanda continuing south.

She was going to have to talk to Harris about
the issue her apartment was causing, she thought. She didn't dare
bring anyone to it because there'd be too many questions. Like how
could she possibly afford it!? Not to mention if it was someone
like Hannah, how could she explain the clothes in the second
bedroom she used as a closet?!

The clothes had been selected for her by an
image consultant. The stated reason – which she accepted now – was
that when she accompanied Mr. Harris, or when she went somewhere on
his behalf to speak with people, she represented him and how she
looked reflected on him.

She couldn't possibly afford the expensive
outfits that would let her fit in and give the proper image, so the
company had paid for them. The problem was that they were all
pretty... sexy. Even the business suits, as cute as they were, had
miniskirts barely lower than the blazers that went with them.

She thought she could explain that, but not
in company with an apartment which, given its location in
Manhattan, would cost millions. The rent would likely be nearly
half her salary. And all of a normal salary!

It was important to her to keep her work life
and her private life separate, so no one from one intruded into or
poked into the other. She did not want suspicions from people
around her about just what kind of work she did.

She did important work, responsible work,
work which any of her classmates would kill for. But she also
did... other work, some of it menial, like getting coffee and
picking up laundry and running other, similar errands. She was a
personal assistant, after all.

But it was important that no one find out
just how personal.

She unpacked her new things and then tried
them on in front of her closet, examining herself in the big mirror
on the inside of the door.

She slipped on the shirt she liked and
grinned, then peeled it off, removed her bra, and slipped it on
again. Now with all the buttons undone it offered a lot of breasts
on display, but it was still (barely) hiding her nipples. It was
clingy enough to offer some support for the twins too.

She slipped out of her jeans and turned,
posing, liking how she looked, the kind of casual sexy girl-next
door look.

Harris would like this look, she thought. So
would Paul, his administrative assistant. Not that she had any
intention of wearing this to work. It was far too informal.

*

The next morning she was on her way to work
early, in the Lexus. It was raining, and she enjoyed the comfort,
warmth and dryness of the luxurious car. While others struggled
along the sidewalk she moved smoothly along, listening to the
radio, the car easily absorbing every bump in the road.

It wasn't a long drive, and she turned in,
angling down under the seventy story building which was
McMann-Harris headquarters and then into the garage. It was, of
course, warm and dry and brightly lit there, even as the thunder
growled above.

She parked in her space and stepped out of
the car. She was wearing a three thousand dollar three piece
designer suit now, in pinstriped black and gray. The vest was all
gray, over a blood red silk blouse, and the skirt was quite, quite
short and tight.

That got her a lot of looks on the elevator.
It got her a lot of looks in the halls, too. And why wouldn't it?
She was an extremely attractive young woman with a great body. She
wouldn't have been hired otherwise. Paul had admitted that to her
on Friday.

Of course, he said, he had also been hired,
in part, due to his body and looks. He was six and a half feet
tall, strongly built, a kick boxer, and in addition to his admin
assistant duties, he was Mr. Harris' bodyguard, though that wasn't
explained to anyone else.

Her dual role wasn't mentioned either.

The top floor of McMann-Harris was a study in
luxury, with wide, marbled corridors and high ceilings with soft,
recessed lighting and paneled walls. It had a hushed atmosphere,
for it was a place where people at the top of their game spoke with
dignity and self-confidence.

Most of them. Mr. Harris sometimes raised his
voice quite a bit. He was not a patient or tolerant man, and since
his family owned a big chunk of the company, he could do pretty
much anything he wanted to do.

Not that he was an asshole, she thought, as
her stiletto heels clicked on the marble. He was an aggressive,
A-type personality, determined, confident and brash. Also very,
very smart. He knew what he wanted, and as rich and powerful as he
was, he could get it. She understood completely.

She opened the door to his office complex and
felt her face flush, despite herself.

“Hey, Amanda,” Paul said.

“Good morning,” she gulped, turning rapidly
to the right and entering her own small office.

It was small for the top floor. It was
terrific compared to the cubicles most of her employed classmates
had found themselves in. It was an actual walled office, after all.
It had a gorgeous L-shaped desk with a thirty inch monitor and
top-of-the-line computer. The ergonomic chair was the best, and
there were no rules for how she could decorate it or what sort of
things she could keep on her desk, the way other offices had.

She could even play music if it was soft.

She flicked on the computer and sat down,
then checked her emails, among them several from managers she had
contacted on Mr. Harris' behalf. Harris was a busy man and couldn't
be bothered with minutia. When he had a question he told her to
find the answer. When he wanted to know about a company, she did
the research. When there was a problem, she talked to the manager
and gave Harris a report.

It was all deliciously responsible, and she
knew she would learn a lot here. She knew people who were working
at Starbucks or similar, waiting for a decent job offer. Just
graduating from university was no guarantee of a good job.

She spent some time going through the emails,
plucking from them not what they told her but what they hadn't told
her, then she replied with followup questions to get at the rest of
the information she wanted and needed.

Because she knew Harris would ask, or at
least, he might. And he wasn't very patient if she confessed she
hadn't thought to ask that.

His office door was at a ninety degree angle
to hers, and no more than a few feet away. So when it opened and
she heard his voice raised angrily she felt a small jolt of
emotion. He was angry at someone for something. He hadn't gotten
really angry at her yet, but she was beginning to understand that
when he got angry he needed to calm down.

And that... that was part of her other job
here...

The part she dared tell no one about.

The part that left her feeling wild emotional
storms of contrary emotions that ranged from indignation, outrage,
guilt and shame, to a dark, intense, scalding heat and wild,
runaway thrills.

Five minutes later her intercom buzzed.
Already tight-chested, she rose and turned to the door, then opened
it the rest of the way and walked to his. She averted her eyes from
Paul, knocked on Harris' door, then opened it and stepped
inside.

She closed the door behind her and looked
across at him behind his mammoth desk. It was polished wood, the
top a good four inches thick, and big enough to park a car on.
There was two chairs in front of it but you could have fit
five.

The room itself was enormous and
high-ceilinged. Its floor was a light brown marble. The wall facing
her and the one to her right were both entirely glass. The one
facing her along the sixty foot length of the office was slanted
outward.

There was a long board room type table to her
right, then ahead and to the left, near the far wall, were a pair
of triple sofas facing each other across a leather ottoman/table.
To her left, some distance across the floor, was Harris and his
enormous desk in front of a wall of shelves and cupboards.

She walked along the shelves lining the near
wall to stand before his desk.

“Strip,” he ordered.

She felt the jolt, as always, but took the
order calmly, halfway expecting it. She removed her blazer and
vest, then started to unbutton her blouse as he focused on his
monitor. But then he turned to look at her.

“Stop.”

She halted, heart beating quickly as he sat
back in his chair.

“Don't do it so casually.”

“Uhm...”

'You're a woman, Cantrell. You know how to
take off your clothes when a man is watching.”

But you don't usually watch, she almost said.
But that would be questioning his orders or decisions, and she
didn't want to do that.

She felt uncertain, though, not knowing
exactly what he wanted. But he often treated her as eye candy, as
entertainment, like having a fish tank to look at. She thought she
sort of knew what he meant, though, but the thought made her
uncomfortable. He wanted her to put a sexy spin on undressing.

That wasn't a problem she ever had for a
boyfriend, but he wasn't her boyfriend. In fact, he had approached
everything between her in a very aloof, even cold manner. Nor had
she shown any affection for him. It was the strangest relationship
of any sort she'd ever had or even contemplated.

She still didn't understand how his
outrageous and even degrading treatment of her turned her on so
much. It wasn't all his skilled hands. There was just something
darkly thrilling about, in effect, letting him use her like some
kind of sexual hobby or pet. It should have outraged her, and it
did, sort of. But the arousal only seemed to deepen the more
outrageous he got.

Still, so far her part in things had been
mostly passive. Not just passive but an enforced submission,
usually tied up or under orders not to move. The only active part
she did was in oral sex. So this was... different, and put her on
uneasy footing.

“Pretend I'm your mirror, and strip for
me.”

She gulped, flushing. She knew what he meant,
but that was a level of intimacy she didn't really want to share.
Then again, the man had made her masturbate in front of him... So
how could anything else be worse?

“I... usually have music,” she gulped.

“You don't need it,” he said flatly.

He was a handsome man, and extremely solid
and well-built. He was practically twice her age, though, and had a
manner far too arrogant and unemotional to inspire any sort of
affection. Still, there was something deeply arousing about being
under those cool eyes, especially with the threat laying behind
them, that she would be punished if she failed.

Why was that arousing? She wondered if she
were some kind of perverted masochist or something. She drew in a
deep breath, and then started to roll her hips and pretend, as he
said, that she was looking into her bedroom mirror.

Of course, she hadn't played a stripper for
her mirror for years, but it wasn't difficult. She let her head
roll loosely, as with her hips, and slide her hands lightly up and
down her body. As they caressed her breasts she felt her hard
nipples tingling within the cups of her bra, and her hands lightly
plucked at the remaining buttons, then turned her back on him,
rolling her hips more, letting her hair slide back and forth along
her neck and upper back as she continued to unbutton.

She turned back to face him, schooling her
face into something like lust, undoing her skirt, and then
unzipping it. It was tight enough to stay up on its own, but not as
she raised her hands upward, and through her hair, and let her hips
roll and grind more energetically.

That slowly caused it to slide lower and
lower until it reached a tipping point and dropped down her thighs
to her ankles. She still had a couple of lower buttons done on the
blouse, so she stepped out of the skirt and spread her legs,
letting the shirt hide her as she rolled her hips again, then
turned her back to him, her entire body moving in time to imagined
music.

She undid the final buttons, and turned
around, clutching the blouse.

He pushed his chair back and jerked his head,
and she half walked, half danced around it and stood next to him as
he turned his chair to face him. She turned her back and pulled the
shirt up teasingly, then dropped it, pulled up, then dropped it,
then turned around and opened the shirt.

She wore no panties, for he'd ordered her not
to. She let the blouse slide over her shoulders and down her arms,
then danced naked save for her bra, feeling a dark heat welling up
within her at those cool, gray eyes, at his emotionless face. This
was so sick!

She reached up behind her and undid her bra,
then turned her back to him, pulling it down and off. Naked, she
rolled her hips and her head, feeling her hair caress her upper
back now as she cupped her breasts. She turned around, still
cupping them, revealing them teasingly.

The door opened and Paul came in.

She gasped and instinctively started to cover
up, then reluctantly eased her arms back as he walked over to stand
in front of Harris' chair.

“Sit,” he ordered.

Paul sat in one of the leather chairs facing
his desk, and Amanda's face reddened still further.

“Now that you've done the stripper routine,
you can start on lap dancing,” Harris said. “Practice on Paul.”

The order gave her an emotional jolt, but
didn't entirely surprise her. He liked to watch. She'd seen that
from the start, when he had her pose naked and he simply … watched.
And then when he had Paul do things with her, again while he
watched. There was a lot of the voyeur in Harris.

It wasn't the normal kind of voyeur. It was a
power game with him. He had the power to make her do things,
really, and then to watch how she reacted when she did them or when
they were done to her.

Pulse racing, she moved around in front of
where Paul said, smiling at her, and blushed even hotter, her mind
squirming. It was different with Paul, harder and easier at the
same time.

He was a lot more friendly, a lot more human
than Harris. He was also a lot closer to her age. And she was
certainly attracted to him in a purely physical sense. The man had
an even more powerful body than Harris, and was six feet five.

But being closer to her in age made things...
different, and she felt her mind squirming with embarrassment as
she started to roll her hips and dance in front of him. Unlike
Harris he made no secret of thoughts, and his eyes raked her
appreciatively as she danced.

She danced forward, heart beating faster,
spreading her legs and then straddling him, sliding her bottom down
onto his big thighs and grasping his wide shoulders. He grinned at
her, his eyes shifting from hers to her breasts, and lower. She
felt her chest tightening, a dark sense of powerful arousal growing
within her as she danced atop him, grinding herself against him and
sliding herself in closer and closer.

His hands alighted on her thighs and she
gasped, but continued to grind herself against him. His hands were
large and warm but just rested there lightly at first before
starting to caress her.

She slid backwards, then stood and turned,
rolling her bottom at him before sitting atop him and continuing to
grind herself. His hands slid onto her thighs again, stroking
lightly up and down as she felt his cock growing under her
buttocks.

The wild outrageousness of what she was doing
pumped her excitement higher, and the fact she had no idea what was
going to happen – for that all depended on Harris – lent a measure
of tension and anxiety that should have cooled her ardor, but
instead deepened it.

She rolled her buttocks from side to side and
in and out, then let her head slide back against his shoulder as
Harris watched her across the desk.

Paul's hands stroked her outer thighs, then
the front of them, lightly, smoothly, but then one of them slid
inward and she jerked in shock as his hand covered her sex and
began to stroke her there.

She moaned audibly, but kept grinding herself
against him as her pulse raced and the sexual pressure soared
within her. She was desperately aware of Harris' eyes on her as
Paul's fingers stroked her clitoris. She was also aware of how wet
she was as his fingers ran up and down the line of her sex.

And then they pushed into her and her hips
jerked convulsively. Her clitoris felt swollen to twice its size as
his big fingers slid into the tight, elastic tunnel of her sex, and
her breathing became shallow and ragged as his other hand slid up
to cup and squeeze her breast.

Her hips worked faster and harder and she
felt the pressure building up within her to a feverish hunger, her
head lolling back as she moaned in helpless pleasure. Then Paul's
hand came off her breast, sliding up and enveloping her throat. She
gurgled, her eyes bulging a little as his fingers tightened, but
she could still breath fairly easily.

Then the orgasm hit, and she cried out, or
started to. His fingers closed more tightly, and she gurgled, eyes
bulging, her hips jerking desperately as she sought to impale
herself on his fingers, as she sobbed dazedly through a hurricane
of sexual release, her body writhing and jerking wildly even as her
chest began to burn and her head to pound.

And then he had Paul bend her over his desk –
and leave.

She lay there, panting, gulping in air, chest
heaving, her mind dazed, as Paul walked back across the floor, let
himself out, and closed the door behind him.

Harris opened a drawer in his desk, got up,
and walked around behind her.

Amanda moaned as she felt him grip her right
wrist and draw it up behind her back. She felt the soft rope being
looped around it, then her other wrist taken and lifted up and back
behind her. He was tying her up. He'd done it before. She didn't
really understand why since she wasn't going to refuse or resist
whatever he wanted anyway.

It was just part of his general kinkiness,
she thought.

This time he tied her wrists up high between
her shoulder blades, rather than low above her buttocks. He then
brought the rope down and around her arms, which forced her elbows
back towards each other and made her shoulders ache.

She gasped as he gripped her hair and forced
her to stand, then drew the rope around her ribs and up against the
underside of her full breasts. He drew it around her other side,
through the rope binding her wrists, then back again, just along
the tops of her breasts.

This too, he tied to her wrists, then brought
the rope back around and this time looped it fully around her
breasts, once, twice, three times, and let the rope squeeze them
together.

He tugged on her hair and forced her to walk
awkwardly backwards, to where a rounded marble pillar stood about
ten feet from his desk and off to one side. He backed her against
it, then looped the rope around the pillar and back around her
throat, three times before tying it behind.

He dropped the rope low, drew her right ankle
back, and looped it around that, then did the same for her left
ankle, so the pillar was pushing hard into her buttocks.

Then he stood back to admire his handiwork,
saying nothing. He nodded to himself, then went back to the desk,
got the black ball gag, and worked that into her mouth before
sitting down and resuming working.

Amanda blinked at him, moaning softly into
the gag, her body thrumming with a dark, wicked sense of outrageous
sexuality and sexual electricity. What was he doing to her?! What
was he going to do to her!? Her body felt hot, and she twisted
softly, gurgling a bit as that put pressure on her throat.

Her nipples felt swollen and they throbbed
with every beat of her heart, her nipples hard, and tingling in the
cool air. Her back was arched because her arms were up between her
shoulder blades bu the rope around her neck forced her head
back.

She stood like that for nearly an hour before
he stood up and came over to her. His fingers caught at her erect
nipples and rolled them lightly, pinching them, plucking them,
massaging them between the pads of his fingers and thumbs, then
letting his fingers caress the taut flesh of her breasts.

One of his hands dropped low, his fingers
stroking her sex, and Amanda found herself reacting despite
herself. He went back to his desk and sat down, and this time she
noticed when he touched the intercom button.

Paul came back in.

Harris didn't talk, but some sort of signal
passed between them and he moved over to stand before her, looking
mischievous – which made her nervous, but also sent the sexual
tension within her soaring.

Then he dropped to his knees in front of
her.

Amanda flushed hotly as he looked at her sex,
then his hands were on her inner thighs, caressing her, and then...
then his lips were on her!

He had told her that he had learned how to
give erotic massages while in Japan. No doubt that was where Harris
had learned, too. But evidently he had learned more there!

Amanda was not exactly a virgin, though sex,
for her, had previously been quite, well, vanilla. But neither had
she been a party girl, too busy with her studies. The sex she'd had
was fairly commonplace, from what she'd derived from talking to her
girlfriends.

The guys were eager, panting, fumbling, and
while they paid lips service – no pun intended – to the need for
foreplay, for the most part, they wanted actual sex. Everything
else was just at a task to be rushed through in order to allow them
to drop their pants and thrust themselves home.

She had felt a guy's tongue on her before,
but nothing at all like this! Nor under these kinds of outrageous
circumstances! She was tied up naked to a marble pillar in an
office building, for Gods sakes! And a middle aged man, her boss,
was watching her from ten feet or so away!

God!

It quickly became apparent that Paul's oral
skills so far outstripped those of anyone she'd ever been with they
weren't even in the same league. The fact Harris was watching her
was, at first, daunting, but before very long Paul had roused her
into the same sexual fever as before.

And when in that fever almost everything
aroused her, including having the cool eyes of Mr. Harris looking
on!

Her breasts throbbed almost painfully as the
ropes squeezed them around, and her nipples felt ready to explode!
She twisted and writhed, and quickly discovered that even pulling
her neck against the ropes pinning it in place lent a rush of
heat.

A long, thick finger thrust up into her as
Paul began to suck on her clitoris and she screamed into the gag,
her hips jerking and bucking frenziedly as the orgasm tore through
her nervous system.

Harris was always encouraging her to let
herself go, to scream. The gag made that easier, and she let
herself go, crying out again and again as her entire body flared
with a white-hot release that made her tremble and shake
uncontrollably.

It was not the last.

Paul was able to work her up into another
orgasm, then another, and then a third, all while Harris either
watched, or kept an eye on them.

“Put her on the desk,” he finally said.

Paul eased back, then untied the rope from
her ankles, rose smoothly before her – where she could see the
crotch of his trousers bulging – and then unlooped the rope from
around her neck. She would have fallen save he gripped her arm,
then half dragged her across to the desk.

He didn't bend her over, though. Instead he
turned her towards it, then lifted her up onto it and gripped her
thighs, jerking them up and apart.

Harris reached for her arms and slid her
further across the desk so that her head fell over the opposite
side. She gasped into the gag, staring upside down up the length of
his body as she felt Paul's lips drop onto her sex again.

His powerful arms spread her legs wide out to
the sides, pressing them down as his fingers spread the lips of her
sex, and then his tongue moved against her again in a way which
made her hips try to buck up against him.

Harris removed the gag and let her gasp for
breath for a few seconds, before he unzipped. He was hard and
thick, and pushed himself into her mouth. He pumped slowly in and
out as she tried to focus her mind enough to start sucking and
licking, but she needn't have bothered.

He thrust himself deep into her throat, his
hands releasing her head and dropping onto her swollen breasts,
then he drove himself down her throat all the way to the balls.

His fingers squeezed her breasts as he pumped
slowly up and down in her throat, and Amanda's head throbbed and
pounded as she gurgled dazedly.

She felt Paul drawing the butt-plug out of
her bottom. The two adjusted her body, and then Paul's cock slid
into her, driving deep.

Madness! Insanity! How had she ever gotten
into this!? How had she ever consented!? Why was she allowing
it!?

Those thoughts were shallow, though, and
faint, for her mind was swirling and churning with the rising
sexual fever once again, and as she felt Paul's big cock push deep
into her belly she gurgled around Harris' own cock in her throat
and... surrendered to it all.

It was an emotional surrender, a kind of
seeping away of thought and cares and concerns into a sort of
passive acceptance of whatever happened. And it came in the midst
of a storm of sensation, not the least of which was Harris' big
cock caressing the insides of her throat.

He pulled out as black dots danced before her
eyes, allowing her to suck in deep, desperate, ragged breaths of
air, then pushed himself back into her mouth and deep into her
throat.

Meanwhile, Paul's cock was thrusting steadily
into her ass, the head punching her deep inside as his hips worked
against her buttocks and thighs. She gurgled and gasped and moaned
as the two men thrust into her, her mind too unfocused to care
about much beyond physical sensation and her inability to breath
fully.

But Harris kept pulling out to let her
breath, while Paul continued to sheath himself in her belly again
and again. She remembered just how big Paul was even as she stared
at Harris' big, dripping cock, and shuddered as her nipples
burned.

Harris thrust into her again, and then Paul's
fingers began to stroke her clitoris, and Amanda went mad, or near
enough, her hips bucking violently as she gurgled and trembled and
shook, her head pounding with the screaming heat and pressure of an
orgasm which seemed to soar and sink, and then soar again – and
again – and again.
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Amanda sat down at the round table in the
small meeting room, a smile on her face. James Abernathy sat across
from her, looking slightly irked, but not daring to be impolite or
even brusque. He wasn't about to say no to her 'request' for a
briefing on how the litigation was going over the software issue
McMann-Harris was experiencing.

He knew, after all, that when she asked for a
briefing it was because Harris wanted it. And if he felt annoyed at
having to explain things to a girl barely out of college he did his
best not to show it. That, after all, would be questioning Harris'
decisions, and that was not something Harris tolerated.

Besides, he was attracted to her. And like
most middle aged men, he was affected by that, even though he was
happily married (as far as she knew) and she was entirely out of
his reach. Men had always been fairly nice to her, but since she'd
started wearing the short, tight skirts and high heels purchased
for her by Harris' image consultant, well, they were even
nicer.

She wondered how they'd treat her if they
knew she wore nothing underneath except a butt-plug – on Harris'
orders.

“Now as I understand it, our contract with
CMI is for them to redesign our entire HR system, and allow clerks
and HR people to input information and changes much more
efficiently while keeping track of all relevant rules and
regulations,” she said.

“As well as union contract provisions where
those exist,” he confirmed.

“And it doesn't work.”

“It works!” he said waspishly. “It's just
that it's taking longer for our HR people to get up to speed on
it.

“There was insufficient training
provided?”

“The uhm, the belief in how much training
would be required turned out to be... optimistic.”

“And as a result people aren't getting paid,
or are being paid the wrong amounts. Women coming back from
maternity leave aren't getting their checks, or are getting the
wrong checks. People who have been promoted aren't getting their
new pay levels...”

“As I said, it's taking longer to get up to
speed.”

“And that's CMI's fault.”

“Well, yes and no. Their assurances as to the
ease of use turned out be... optimistic. And our letting a number
of HR people go on the basis of their assurances turned out to be a
mistake.”

“Wouldn't it have made sense to make sure the
new software worked as expected before firing people?”

“It worked fine in trial.”

“Why not in real life then?”

“Well, the regular occurrences are handled
easily enough, but when anything out of the ordinary happens it
seems to throw everything off.”

“So the trial did not have a sufficient
number of parameters to reflect real life.”

“I didn't say that.”

“No, I'm saying that. Where is the lawsuit at
this moment?”

“We're still in Discovery, as well as
negotiation. CMI blames us for letting people go too early and
inadequate testing. But they were the ones who did the testing. We
did okay it, though. They're willing to settle but only if they
don't admit any responsibility and we extend their contract.”

“You know that's not going to happen,” she
said. “Mr. Harris is not the forgiving type.”

“Well, sometimes the reality of dealing with
contractors instead of doing work in-house requires a measure of
give and take,” he replied.

“Mr Harris prefers to limit his generosity,”
she said pointedly.

He sighed and nodded.

She enjoyed dealing with business issues. The
more she got a feel for how Harris did things the more comfortable
she was presenting what she was fairly sure would be his
requirements. It did make for a strange sense of discontinuity at
work, though, in going from sexual plaything to determined
businesswoman.

Then again, the two weren't as separate as
work was from her 'other' life. After all, she was sitting in this
little meeting room in a very short skirt and no panties, and in a
very tight blouse. Granted, she was wearing a jacket, but the
jacket was open and she often caught men's eyes flicking down
appreciatively as she moved through the building or stopped to
discuss things.

She knew that she was eye candy, if not a
sexual object to them – an unobtainable sexual object given they
wouldn't dream of saying or doing anything rude around Harris'
personal assistant. She knew they talked about her, and knew there
was... speculation, about whether something was going on between
her and Harris.

That wasn't because they knew or had heard of
anything, though. It was normal male jealousy, Paul explained. Even
if absolutely nothing was going on between her and Harris there
would be that speculation. Especially given her looks and how she
dressed.

“Though it really wouldn't matter if you
dressed like a librarian,” he said. “Your body and face are too
good to ignore. And men love the girl next door look anyway.”

Men, she thought, were all sex obsessed.

Though she had to admit she had far and away
more interest in it herself these days, since Harris had
demonstrated just what heights of shocking pleasure her body was
capable of feeling. She still felt kind of unnerved about being his
little sex toy, though, even as it lent their sex a dark, scalding
sense of thrilled excitement she didn't think she'd feel
otherwise.

What she was doing... what she was doing with
him, or letting him do to her was... outrageous! No one would
understand, she thought. No one would forgive her for consenting to
such things! Everyone would dismiss her as a slut. And maybe she
was, she thought sourly. Certainly by the standards she'd held not
that long ago, she was.

But she'd spent her life hiding her body
because everyone told her good girls didn't show off their bodies,
and because later on everybody told her that self-respecting women
didn't flaunt their bodies. But now, at least in that office, she
had the freedom to show off her body – indeed, was ordered to show
it off!

Which was still outrageous, but wickedly hot
too.

Even outside that office she still showed off
her legs and her figure in ways few women in an office setting
would dare, at least, not in America. Certainly she hadn't seen any
other women around the building with skirts as short as hers.

Nobody dared say anything to her face about
them, of course. But she was sure some of the other women,
especially the older ones, looked pretty disapprovingly on her
outfits, however expensive they were.

The short skirts did make her stand out,
though. No one seemed to have any doubt who she was without her
even introducing herself, and everyone was very careful around her.
That, of course, made it hard to make friends, especially since she
spent all her time in the little office and mostly only talked to
Paul or Mr. Harris – and occasionally one of the middle aged
secretaries in the other room.

Well, there were the manager types like this,
but they were way older than her, and way up the ladder. Junior
staff did not hang around with managers.

She returned to the office to type up what
she'd gotten from Abernathy and emailed it to Michael, but she was
pretty sure he'd have her delivering the details in person anyway.
Sure enough, her intercom buzzed, she went in, stripped, and then
stood naked to the side of his desk, hands behind her head, back
arched, as he questioned her.

She hadn't had time to get blasé about that
sort of thing either. The result being that after five minutes of
extremely unexciting discussion she was, nevertheless, deeply
aroused just from standing there naked with those cool gray eyes on
her.

“Are you ready for your trip, Cantrell?” he
asked, finally.

“Yes, sir. I'm all packed.

He nodded. “I've decided to go to France
first, and push back Japan for another month.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I understand there's an issue with your
apartment. Paul is going to see to it this is taken care of while
we're gone.”

“Yes... sir?”

He got up and gestured with his head, and she
felt her chest tightening as she followed him to the door which led
to the back, where his gym, sauna and hot tub were.

He decided they'd have a workout, so she put
on the leotard he'd gotten for her. It was a different one, today.
She had supposed someone came and took them away and washed them,
for before this her leotard was always folded neatly waiting. This
time it was a different one. It was just as tight, just as high-cut
on the hips, only this one was a thong.

She went back out front in it and found him
wearing his sweatpants and nothing more. He supervised her workout
in between his own exercises

Then it was into the sauna. He lay back
relaxing in the heat. She knelt between his spread legs with her
hands tied behind her back and performed oral sex on him. Then they
went into the big shower where he soaped up and rinsed off both of
them – after masturbating her to an orgasm.

And after that it was back to work, and then
home for the evening.

Home for how long, she wasn't sure. She'd
talked to Paul about her problem, about not being able to show
anyone her apartment because of all the questions it would raise.
He had clearly talked to Mr. Harris. She supposed Paul would find
her another place.

She hoped it wouldn't be too small. She
really liked this place. It was just too rich, though, for her to
explain away to anyone. And she couldn't keep putting off having
her friends or family come over for a visit forever!

She didn't have to explain the Lexus. She
simply never mentioned it. When she went to visit her mother or
anyone else she took the subway or drove to within a few blocks,
parked and walked. Nobody her age got a company car, especially not
a Lexus!

*

There was a box on her desk the next
afternoon when she got back from lunch, and when she opened it she
found a wine red blouse. Frowning, she looked at it, then checked
her emails. There was nothing there so she took the blouse out to
see Paul.

“Uh, what is this?”

He glanced up. “Yours. Sent by that clothing
consulting woman.”

“But why?”

“Why do you think?”

She shrugged. “Because Mr. Harris asked for
it?”

“I presume so. He might have seen it
somewhere or on someone, and told her to get one in your size and
send it over.”

She felt a little irritated and a little
embarrassed at that, though of course, she had nothing to hide from
Paul.

“I guess he thinks you'd look good in it. I
suggest you try it – .”

They both heard her intercom buzz through the
open door.

“You can ask him,” he said with a smile.

She felt her chest tighten, but knocked, then
opened the door and went inside.

“Put it on,” he said abruptly as she
approached his desk.

She flushed but obediently removed her jacket
and blouse, then started to pull the new blouse on.

“Remove your bra first,” he said.

She looked at him in surprise, felt her chest
tighten further, then obeyed, undoing her bra, slipping it off,
then pulling on the thin silky red blouse and began to button it up
down the front. It was, she realized, quite tight, but that was no
surprise. It also had a belt which tied around the waist,
indicating the bottom wasn't to be tucked into her skirt.

She felt her nipples hardening as she pulled
the belt tight. Her breasts, though unclad, were quite firm given
their size. She exercised quite determinedly to ensure they
remained so as long as possible. But that meant they pushed out
tautly against the fabric, and her erect nipples were...
noticeable.

“Stand back a little under the light,” he
said.

She backed up and he stood up and walked
around in front of her, looking at her chest closely. She thought
that was strange. If he wanted to see her breasts naked – which
he'd done a number of times in the last couple of weeks – he didn't
need her wearing a tight blouse for it.

“Good,” he said. “Once your nipples soften
they won't be as obvious, but they will be obvious enough.”

She frowned in confusion.

He stood back a bit more. “Under the right
light, I can see the outline, the shape of your breasts. It's not
sheer, but it's thin enough.”

“I... I don't understand.”

“Clearly. I don't want you wearing something
sheer, something obviously slutty. But this isn't sheer. And the
glimpse of the shape of your breasts and your nipples would be...
providential, and depend on light. Enticing, erotic, but subdued,
not brazen or in-your-face.”

“You... want me to wear this at work?”

“No, we're going to see someone. I want you
to be a distraction.”

She stared at him in surprise.

“And remember what's being said, of
course.”

“But... but where are we going?”

“To see a banker I know. You've got five
minutes.”

He gestured her away and she backed off, then
picked up her bra, blouse and blazer and went back to the door. She
stared at Paul who shrugged as she passed through his office, then
into hers. She put her clothes on the back of the chair,
reconsidered, then put them away in a drawer, along with her
bra.

Then she looked at herself in the mirror and
blanched.

Her breasts were quite obvious! Depending on
how she turned she could clearly see the outline of both pushing
out against the thin fabric. Her nipples showed as a darker shape
below the blouse. She had to go out in public like this!?

She was aghast at the idea, but had little
chance to get used to it. Harris came out of his office, brusquely
told her to follow him, and the next thing she knew she was walking
down the corridor to the elevators! She had barely enough time to
grab a folder so she could hold it over her chest!

Thankfully, he didn't seem to care. They took
an elevator down to the lobby, then walked through it and out front
to where a limousine was waiting. He climbed in and she hurried in
after him as the chauffeur closed the door.

“Don't be ashamed of your breasts, Cantrell,”
he said. “They're fine breasts.”

She flushed, but saw that the privacy window
was raised between them and the front seat as the chauffeur got in
and the car pulled away from the curb.

“I'm not ashamed of them! I'm ashamed of...
of everyone seeing them!”

He looked at her in annoyance.

“I mean... people seeing me wearing this
would think I was a slut!”

“Not necessarily. As I said, it's not
brazen.”

“You can see I'm not wearing a bra, and
nobody my size goes to work without a bra unless she likes to show
off!”

“You should learn to show off, then.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Very well. Remove it.”

“Uh... what?!”

“Take it off,” he ordered.

“But... but...!”

She turned and stared at the glass window
between them and the driver. IT was smoked glass but still...

“Now,” he growled.

“But the chauffeur will see!” she whined.

“Are you questioning my orders?” he asked
softly.

She gulped, feeling a jolt of anxiety.

“No, sir!”

“Then remove it. Now.”

Blushing hotly, she looked down and
unbuttoned the blouse, then untied the belt and opened it wide. She
felt incredibly aware of the traffic on either side! Again, the
windows were tinted but not so darkly tinted as all that! And then
there was the chauffeur!

“Now the skirt.”

She stared at him.

“But...”

“You're questioning my orders again.”

“I-I... but...”

He snorted and then grabbed her arm and
yanked her belly down across his lap. She felt his hand going to
the zipper and button at the back of the skirt, then he tugged the
skirt down and off, leaving her completely naked in the back of a
moving car being driven by a chauffeur!

“I thought I made it clear you weren't to
question orders, Cantrell.”

“But sir! I wasn't – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please! Oh!” she gasped, trying to
keep her cries low so the chauffeur wouldn't hear.

“You assume I don't know any of the things
you're worried about?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Of course I do. I've considered them and
dismissed their importance.”

Crack! Crack!

“Can someone we pass by possibly get some
sort of glimpse into the back seat? Yes, so what? It won't be much
of a glimpse.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow!

“Will Brad be able to see you're naked
through the tinted glass?”

Crack! Crack!

“Probably.”

She gasped.

Crack! Crack!

“So what?”

Crack! Crack!

“Brad has worked for me longer than Paul
has.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please! That hurts!” she
squealed.

Crack!

“Of course it hurts.”

Crack!

“It's supposed to hurt.”

Crack!

“That's how you teach the young.”

Crack!

“The young and spoiled.”

Crack!

“And ignorant.”

Crack!

“You need to be less inhibited,
Cantrell.”

Crack!

“Less ashamed of your body.”

Crack!

“It's a fantastic body.”

Crack!

“Learn to show it off.”

Crack!

Amanda was gasping and sniffling and moaning
and wriggling helplessly on his lap, her buttocks flaming hot!

“You should be proud of having such a
beautiful body,” he said, his fingers now sliding in between her
thighs.

She moaned, shifting them apart willingly.
Anything to take his focus off slapping her bottom! She felt his
fingers caressing the line of her sex, then easing her labia apart.
She moaned as a slick finger eased into her. It wasn't so slick it
had been lubed so he had probably just licked it.

It moved slowly inside her as her ragged
breathing started to ease. His other hand glided over her buttocks
and back, then under her ribs to knead her breast.

“Your flesh is downy soft. Touching it is a
treat all in itself,” he said. “The look and shape are
bonuses.”

The trip took about thirty minutes. She spent
most of the remainder across his lap as he fingered and fondled and
caressed her. And once the sharpness of the pain in her buttocks
faded her body began to rouse and burn from his skillful
manipulation. That the chauffeur might be seeing this – even
through a tinted window – was mortifying, at least at first. But as
the heat grew she began to care less about that.

She felt sopping wet as his fingers slid in
and out of her and stroked her clitoris, and her hips began to
grind helplessly up at him now as her pulse raced and the inner
heat caused her to flush from forehead to chest.

But then he rolled her over onto her back and
lifted her up into a sitting position across his lap. That made her
glance at the back of the chauffeur's head with new anxiety and try
to cover her breasts with her hands. That, of course, was not
allowed.

“Hands behind your head, back arched,” he
growled.

With her bottom still sore and warm she
didn't dare disobey and his hand came up behind her neck to hold
them in place.

Then he pressed a button and the window
between them and the chauffeur slid down!

She gasped and her face burned with
embarrassment as the man looked at the rear view mirror.

“What do you think of her breasts, Brad?”
Harris asked.

“Very, very nice, Mr. Harris,” Brad said
appreciatively.

“Do you think Amanda should be embarrassed to
show them off?”

“No, sir,” Brad said, chuckling. “She can
show them off to me all she wants!”

“Put your left foot on the door frame there,”
he ordered her.

She flushed even hotter! That would require
rotating her body more so she was sitting facing forward and
spreading her legs wide!

“Do it,” he growled.

Gulping, she obeyed and saw Brad grinning in
the rear view mirror as she looked at her.

“Very lovely, sir,” he said.

“I'm trying to cure her of her shyness,”
Harris said.

“I volunteer to help any time you want,
sir.”

Harris snorted, then he raised the tinted
window again.

“Get dressed. We're almost there.”
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Amanda quickly pulled her skirt on, then
buttoned up the blouse, tying it in place as the limousine slid to
a halt in front of a building.

“Now you'll be less self-conscious about the
shirt,” he said.

It didn't quite work that way. Nevertheless,
she was desperately relieved to be wearing clothes again, however
opaque they were or were not. And Harris made her leave the file
folders in the car as they walked into the building, then through
the lobby.

She was extremely self-conscious, not knowing
how much people could see or not see, and relieved to be walking
quickly past them. Her breasts, of course, were clearly wobbling as
she moved. They were too big not to when she had no bra. She was
sure people were noticing!

Of course, noticing wasn't nearly as bad as
looking at them naked, like Brad had just done! So in that sense
she was indeed less anxious about it. Then they were shown into a
board room and her anxiety rose abruptly.

It wasn't a brightly lit room. It had
tastefully subdued track lighting, But Mr. Harris had her sit on a
comfortable leather chair against the wall while he sat down at the
table with three middle aged men. Actually, he sat at the end of
the table while they sat across it. So that meant they had to turn
their heads to see him.

She, on the other hand, was directly across
from them. And the track lights were brightest along the wall.

She did her absolute level best to pretend to
a blasé attitude, to a casual lack of concern, or even awareness of
how visible her breasts might or might not be. She kept her face as
calm and composed as she could, even while her mind was churning
within.

The men across from her all pretended not to
notice a thing, and mostly looked at Harris as they discussed terms
of what she first thought was a loan, and then realized was
something more complicated which involved selling some freshly
issued company stock to private buyers.

She might not have noticed getting any
particular attention were it not for how exquisitely self-conscious
she was about the blouse. The men were quite careful about it. It
was clear, though, even though she mostly kept her eyes on Harris,
that each of them was taking every opportunity to glance in her
general direction as often as possible.

Well, that was just looking straight ahead,
of course. Nothing wrong with that... exactly.

Just a coincidence she was here.

In this top.

She pretended not to notice but it was hard
to think of much else. She was fairly sure her nipples weren't hard
any more. Though Harris, after the spanking, had worked her over
with his fingers to the point she'd practically wanted to scream!
God! The man was amazing with his fingers!

And he'd done it in a moving car with a
chauffeur! Her face flushed as she remembered him lowering the
window so Brad could see her naked! God! That had been so stunning!
So humiliating!

This wasn't nearly as bad, she thought.

So maybe Harris knew what he was doing after
all, the bastard!

She alternated between the comfort she felt
in wearing the blouse – compared to being naked in front of Brad –
and fear that her breasts were visible and on display in front of
three strange men. There was no way of telling just how visible
they were in the light. Even if she looked down – which she didn't
dare – the view from across the table would be different.

It was very... weird! She and they were
pretending that she was dressed perfectly normally and that no one
was paying attention to her partly sheer blouse, or her mostly bare
legs either. That the men were acting so calm and normal, as if
they didn't see a thing, was comforting. Maybe they couldn't?

But she strongly suspected otherwise. And she
felt a jolt every time one of them swept his eyes casually across
her. Never looking openly, of course.

Until Harris asked her to come and find
something in his files anyway. Then she had to stand up and walk
around to his side, and lean forward over the thick file folder.
All three were looking at her, then, as her unrestrained breasts
pressed more heavily against the fabric of the blouse – with the
light behind her!

She returned to her seat, feeling flushed.
Then started arguing with herself. Maybe Harris was right in that
she had nothing to be ashamed of. So what if they could sort of see
her breasts. What difference did that make? She had great breasts,
and it wasn't like they could tell anyone she was a slut or
anything. She didn't know anyone they knew.

So why should she care? They were all a bunch
of old guys anyway. Of course, so was Harris...

They finished their discussions, and Harris
stood up, as did two of the three men. They shook hands, while the
third, looking kind of flushed himself, reached up and shook his
hand. Then she stood up too and she and Harris left.

She felt self-conscious walking through the
corridors again, but not as badly. She even felt a little...
brazen. Yeah, look at me, suckers, she thought towards the men. It
was overridden by her self-consciousness, of course, but it was
still there.

They went back to the car, and she flushed as
Brad held the door open for them, then closed it behind them. He
was a large man, like Paul, though black. She wondered if he was
also a bodyguard. And that gave her a sudden jolt of emotion as she
wondered – did Harris let Brad do the sorts of... things that he
let Paul do with his personal assistants!?

He had said Brad had been with him a long
time, and so was presumably a trusted employee, just like Paul!

“I think I got an excellent deal,” Harris
said.

“I'm uhm, glad,” she said.

“I think Morgan had an erection. That's why
he didn't stand,” Harris said.

She flushed.

Brad got in the front and the car started
off.

Was he only the driver, she wondered, or a
bodyguard too? She felt a sense of nervousness as well as
embarrassment whenever she caught his eyes in the rear view mirror,
averting her own eyes.

“That shirt was a great idea, even if I do
say so myself,” Harris said.

She wasn't about to contradict him and
perhaps get another spanking!

“You disagree?” he asked mildly.

“No, sir!”

“What do you think of the financial
implications of the deal?”

“Uhm, well, it's not really my area of
expertise, Mr. Harris.”

“Read up on it then.”

“Yes, sir.”

He reached over and let his fingers trace her
lips as she blinked rapidly, her eyes rolling towards the back of
Brad's head. The tinted glass divider wasn't even up!

Then Harris' index finger pushed through her
lips into her mouth and she felt another jolt, eyes flicking to the
back of Brad's head. She closed her lips, though and hesitantly
licked and sucked on his finger as he pumped it slowly in and out.
He added a second finger, pumping them in and out as she licked and
sucked hesitantly, desperately aware of Brad's presence.

She gasped as he pulled her across his lap
again. This time he just lifted her skirt to bare her bottom, but
didn't spank her. Instead his fingers caressed her bare flesh and
slid between her thighs.

Amanda blushed hotly, knowing Brad could see,
for the divider wasn't even up this time! But there wasn't anything
she could really do as Harris casually but skilfully fondled her.
He slid his fingers into the mouth of her sex, dipping and
stroking, rubbing and massaging, easing them deeper and deeper as
her heart pounded.

She felt him tugging at the butt-plug, and
blushed furiously as he slowly eased it out, wondering if Brad was
watching in the rear view mirror! He pulled it out completely, then
penetrated her again with it as his fingers pushed deep into her
sex and began to rub against the inside of her walls where her
G-spot was.

Her breathing became rougher and her mind
squirmed even more than her body. She was determined not to have an
orgasm, though! Not in front of Brad! God!

Then his fingers came free, and something
else pushed against her, something thick and round and ridged! She
gulped, fingers clenched in her fists as it pumped slowly in and
out while he stroked her clitoris. She clamped her lips tightly as
it slid even more deeply, achingly deeply!

He stopped pumping it, and a moment later she
felt him pulling something under her, his hands raising her hips a
little. Then she felt something like leather going up and over her
hips as he pulled it around behind her. Something else was drawn up
between her buttocks, and she felt them all drawn tightly
together.

He pulled her skirt down then and drew her
back, letting her sit.

With something inside her! Something big! She
gulped, pulse racing, face flaming, eyes darting at the back of
Brad's head. She looked down, but couldn't see anything, of course,
not without pulling her skirt up, which she would not
do!

But she could feel the pressure of something
up deep inside her, and knew he had shoved a dildo (probably) up
inside her! She could also feel straps across her hips and going up
between her buttocks.

She wondered what Brad had seen!

The car rolled up to a stop and Brad got out.
Blushing, she got out as he opened the door, not looking at him,
and then followed Harris into the building.

It felt... weird, walking with this... thing
inside her! She'd kind of gotten used to the butt-plug, but this
was thicker and deeper. Also, the butt plug let her back passage
close behind it, with just a thin stem connecting the base. This
thing held the lips of her sex stretched wide! She could feel her
inner thighs rubbing against the base of it as she walked!

They went through the lobby, with Harris
pausing to speak to several people, reminding Amanda that her shirt
was partly see-through and that she had no bra underneath! She had
been so distracted by what he'd done in the car she' forgotten to
take the folder, and so she sort of tried to cross her arms across
her chest.

They went to the elevator and upstairs, and
she felt a wave of relief as they reached the outer office.

“Come,” Harris ordered, passing through into
his own massive office.

She followed, and he turned and grinned at
her.

“Strip.”

She flushed but obeyed, quickly unbuttoning
the blouse, and then undoing her skirt. She stared down between her
legs, where two thin white straps gripped the black base of the
dildo thing, and climbed steeply up across her hips to fasten to a
third strap which went up between her buttocks!

“Stand here, hands on your head, legs apart,”
he ordered.

She obeyed, pulse racing and nipples tingling
as anxiety and heat swept over her.

He went into the other room and returned
with, of all things, a pair of white stockings.

“Put these on,” he said.

She dropped her hands and took them,
surprised, then realized that in addition to the stockings there
was a pair of long white gloves under them. She licked her lips
nervously, then removed her high heels, stepped into the stockings,
and pulled them up her legs. Next she pulled on the white gloves,
which rose up past her elbows.

He pulled out a long white rope, and wrapped
it around her wrists, then drew them up behind her shoulder blades,
as he had done the other day. He tied them together there, then
drew the rope around her elbows and pulled them back sharply as she
stood obediently in place, heart thumping.

This time when he drew them around her ribs,
though, he wrapped them around the base of each breast
individually, tying them separately so they pushed out taut and
swollen, the nipples aching. He popped the ball gag into her mouth,
then had her kneel in her usual spot, but a bit further back.

This time, though, he tied the soft white
rope around each leg just above the knee, and when she knelt, he
drew the ropes back and out towards the wall behind her, forcing
her thighs to stretch achingly wide before tying it off.

Finally, he put a studded black leather
bondage collar around her neck, then patted her head and went back
to his desk.

He spent the next forty minutes working on
his computer, then took a phone call from someone where he
discussed an upcoming sales meeting for semiconductors.

All the while his eyes often flicked to
Amanda, drinking her in appreciatively as she knelt there
helplessly.

He did nothing to her, nothing at all, but
the dark, outrageous heat spread through her body and began to
pulse and throb within her as she knelt there.

When Paul came in she felt another wild
emotional jolt, as he carried some files, then took instructions
and went out again. He looked her over with interest but didn't
mention her or do anything.

She had been kneeling like that for almost an
hour when he came in again, and this time Harris indicated her.
Paul nodded, some signal having passed unspoken between the two,
and he came over to her. He squatted beside her, and combed his
fingers through her hair, then tugged it up and back to force her
back to arch more.

His other hand caressed her breasts and
rolled her excruciatingly hard nipples between them as she moaned
into the gag. The hand dropped between her legs and rubbed her even
more swollen clitoris and her hips almost immediately began to buck
helplessly against his fingers!

He stopped, then, got up and left.

This is insane, Amanda thought.
What am I doing allowing this!? Why am I letting myself be some
kind of kinky eye candy for this man!?

The answer, of course, was the huge salary,
car and apartment, not to mention the dark, scalding heat and
forbidden thrill of the kinky things he was introducing her to.

“Do you think those three guys at the bank
would want to see you right now, Cantrell?” he asked out of the
blue.

She gulped and looked over at him.

“I bet they'd pay a fortune to see this, let
alone to be able to touch your body.

He walked over to her and crouched next to
her, then, like Paul had done, ran his fingers over her and stroked
her clitoris.

Just as with Paul, she couldn't help her body
responding, a dark rush of heat and sensation sweeping through her
as she moaned into the gag.

“Have you ever thought about taking on three
men at once, Cantrell? Can you imagine how frenzied those men would
get if they found you here helpless?”

Then he got up and went back to his desk, and called someone to
talk about buying a new factory in Miami.

Ten minutes later there was a knock at the
door and Paul looked in.

“Brad is here, Mr. Harris.”

“Send him in.”

She felt a huge emotional jolt at that, and
her face burned as Brad walked through the door and came across the
floor to stand before his desk. He turned his head to look her over
and grinned.

“Doesn't she look beautiful?” Harris
asked.

“Oh yes, sir! Gorgeous, sir!”

“The white highlights her skin.”

“So does the black, if I may say so, sir,”
Brad said with a grin.

Amanda squirmed helplessly, her face
flamed.

“She's still kind of shy. You can see how
that discolors her lovely skin.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I want you to take her to the airport, Brad,
and put her on my plane.”

“Of course, sir.”

“Now I know that looking at her like this
might arouse you, but I'm afraid we can't do anything about that,”
Harris said as he walked over to her with Brad beside him.

He squatted next to her and tugged back on
her hair.

“See, Amanda doesn't want Black men touching
her and absolutely refuses to relieve any sexual tension or stress
that her appearance might cause them.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, Mr. Harris.

Amanda was, of course, a product of a modern,
and thus progressive education. The evils of racism had been
drummed into her since she was six. So that even in the midst of
her humiliation she felt a shock at his words, at the accusation
she was a racist and wouldn't ever touch a Black man!

That was so untrue! She was no racist! And
while she'd never had sex with a Black man that wasn't because she
had anything against them! There just weren't many at her
university! And she was busy! And she didn't go to parties
much!

Harris undid the strap holding the gag in and
then tugged it free.

“Isn't that true, Cantrell?”

“No!” she gasped.

“No? You didn't say that?”

“No! You're making that up!”

“Well I guess you can go ahead, Brad,” he
said, getting up and moving back to his desk.

Amanda gaped at him, then blanched as Brand
grinned at her and unzipped his black trousers, pulling his cock
out into the open.

“I-I didn't... I mean.. I mean I – .”

He rubbed it across her lips, then reached
down and gathered in her hair in a mass above her head.

“Show me what you can do, white girl,” he
said softly.

She moaned as he pushed himself into her
mouth. She didn't really have a lot of choice! Even if she wasn't
tied up she felt the bizarre notion that if she refused he might
think she was a racist! It made no sense but the thought fluttered
wildly in her mind anyway!

His cock was huge! Did Harris only hire men
with big cocks or something!?

She moaned around it as he pumped it slowly
in and out, and it got harder and thicker!

And longer! God!

He had turned his body a little so he didn't
block Harris' view, and now he pushed remorselessly forward and
Amanda gurgled as inch after inch pushed into her throat and slid
down it in one long, steady, determined thrust!

Her head was tilted back but even so his
thick cock stretched her lips and throat, making her ache
uncomfortably even as he continued to push it deep. Finally, her
lips were wrapped around the base, and he drew slowly back out,
inch after inch of gleaming black flesh sliding out of her lips
until eh pulled free.

She gasped and coughed and gulped in air, but
he didn't give her a lot of time, pushing himself into her mouth
once more, and then deep into her throat. This time he began to
pump slowly in and out, using long, slow strokes, as Harris looked
on.

Amanda's initial shock was fading. Yes, he
was big, and hard to swallow, but not that much harder than Paul,
or Harris himself, for that matter. She'd gotten a lot of practice
over the last couple of weeks, after all! And her embarrassment was
fading somewhat because Brad was no longer a disinterested
observer.

Her throat felt very odd, though, as he slid
in and out, and he wasn't giving her much time to gulp in a few
breaths of air between penetrations. Her head began to pound, and
she started to get light-headed as her chest burned.

Finally he began to pump faster and harder,
and that was much more difficult for her to keep from gagging and
choking! When he came, she was left gasping and dazed, and in no
position to object as he put the ball gag back into her mouth. She
hardly even heard or noticed the discussion between him and Harris
as he untied her legs and then drew her to her feet.

He put her high heels on and buckled them,
then Harris gave him a long chain – a leash, which he attached to
the ring in the front of the collar.

She was just starting to recover as he led
her out into the outer office, then out into the corridor. She felt
another emotional shock! What time was it!? Was anyone around!?

He led her casually up the hall to the
elevators, pressed the button, and then pulled her into one of
them! He turned and grinned at her.

“Nice fucking body, baby,” he said, reaching
over to cup and knead one of her breasts.

He half turned to her, though and put a foot
between hers.

“Spread your legs, though. Never stand with
your legs together.”

His voice now contained a tone of command,
and she flinched and obeyed, shifting her feet apart.

“Good girl,” he said.

This is insane, she thought
dazedly.

The doors opened and she gasped, but they'd
gone to the basement, to the garage. He led her out into a small
corridor, then out into the garage, where the limousine waited.

“Inside, little sex slave,” he said, opening
the door and easing her inside.

Little what!? What had he called her!?

Little sex slave! Sex slave!?

God!
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He buckled her in, then got in the front seat
and the car started and headed off up the ramp.

Amanda sat in the back seat, dazed and filled
with a sense of disbelief. She was completely naked and tightly
tied up with a dildo inside her and this... stranger... was taking
her... where? To Harris' house?!

And what was he going to do to her
there!?

Her pulse raced and she stared at the back of
Brad's head, then outside, then back at Brad, as she squirmed in
her seat, tugging her wrists against the ropes which bound them
firmly in place.

She felt no real fear, but was alarmed at
what the possibilities ahead might be. Who else might Harris show
her off to or order her to sexually perform on!?

Well, okay, he hadn't given her any such
order. He had sort of tricked her. But it wasn't like he had given
her any advanced warning or asked her permission either!

God, her throat ached! Brad had a huge cock!
What would it feel like inside her!?

She felt a growing sense of certainty – which mixed anxiety and a
dark sense of anticipation – that she was going to find out!

The ride, as shocking as it was, ended soon,
as the car turned into an airport. It wasn't one of the airports
she was familiar with, and far less busy. They went in a back gate,
which opened as he waved an electronic card, then drove to a
hangar. Sitting out front was a private jet!

The limousine pulled up in front of it, and
Brad got out. Amanda's stomach started to churn, and she flushed as
the rear door opened and he undid her seat belt, then pulled her
out. Naked, save for the high heels, she was walked across the
tarmac to the stairs leading up to the airplane!

He took her up and then inside. And there was
a woman about her age wearing what looked like a stewardess
uniform! Amanda felt like falling through the floor! Her face
burned hotly as the blonde looked at her with a smirk.

“Mr. Harris sent some of his things on
ahead,” Brad said.

“Of course,” she replied with a furry British
accent.

“I'll put her in the stateroom,” Brad
said.

“Would you like some help?”

“Sure.”

And, with no alternative, she let herself be
led to the rear of the plane and through an open door into a small
bedroom. She squealed as Brad lifted her up in his arms, then laid
her on the bed.

“Roll over, sex slave,” he ordered.

She felt that psychic jolt again at the
words! They were ridiculous and outrageous! Not to mention horribly
embarrassing in front of this stranger! But they were darkly
erotic, too! She rolled over, glad to hide most of her body from
the stewardess.

She felt the ropes being loosened from her
arms and wrists, then their hands gripped both her wrists, and she
felt something else wrapped around them – leather... leather
restraints, she thought, heart pounding.

Her arms were extended above her head, and
then the restraints were attached to a headboard before the two
rolled her over onto her back.

“These don't look terribly comfortable,” the
woman said, sitting on the edge of the bed and tracing the ropes
around her breasts.

Amanda's face burned as the woman undid the
knots, then loosened the ropes and pulled them free.

“There. I'm sure that feels better... little
sex slave,” she said with a smirk.

The two chuckled, both casually fondling her
bottom

“And... this?” the woman asked?

Amanda cringed as she felt a finger run along
the line of the strap between her buttocks, over her butt-plug,
then down between her thighs where the base of the dildo had begun
to push out of her now that she wasn't sitting on it.

“Stays in,” Brad said.

“How deep is this?” the woman asked
curiously, tugging at the dildo.

“Deep enough,” Brad said in amusement.

The two chuckled, then left, closing the
door.

Amanda stared after them, her heart still
pounding, but relieved to be alone. God! That had been humiliating!
What that woman must think of her! Had Harris known she would be
here? Probably! The bastard liked shocking her! He was determined
to break down her inhibitions, her 'shyness'.

She rolled onto her back and looked around
the room. It was a small bedroom, with the bed taking up most of
it. There was a dresser to one side, and a chair in the corner.
Aside from that there was nothing to see, unless she looked out the
windows, and those were small and behind her head. Besides, it was
now dark out.

I'm tied to a bed, she thought
wonderingly, in an airplane waiting to go to France!

This had certainly not been how she'd
imagined going to Europe for the first time!

The door opened and she gasped, drawing her
legs up and trying to hide herself. Brad came in, carrying bags,
and put them into a closet, then grinned at her and came over to
the bed.

“Now, now. Can't have that,” he said.

He put leather restraints around her ankles,
then spread them wide, wide apart, linked straps to the rings in
the restraints, and pulled those over the edges of the bed on
either side. Then, taking a last, lingering look, and giving her
breast a little squeeze, he got up and winked, before leaving,
closing the door again.

She flinched at every noise after that,
wondering who else might open the door and look in to see her like
this. She felt more naked than naked! And was completely helpless
to hide her body from anyone!

After a while she heard voices out front, but
not too close. They still made her anxious, though. She thought she
heard Paul, though. That was... comforting. She liked Paul. And he
was hot and... human.

The engines started, and got louder and
louder, and then the plane began to move. She hardly felt it take
off, but the noise changed and then she felt the angle of the plane
change as it rose into the air. Wouldn't it be ironic if the plane
crashed, she thought, and her body was found like this!?

It did not, however. After a few minutes the
door opened and she gasped, but it was just Harris. He looked at
her for a moment, then went to the closet and took out one of the
bags. Without talking to her he removed his suit and then put on a
pair of sweat pants and a comfortable T-shirt.

“Enjoying the flight, Cantrell?” he
asked.

She frowned and she thought she saw a trace
of a smile on his face.

“Bored? I can see to that.”

That made her immediately anxious, of
course!

He left and didn't bother to close the door!
She could hear male and female voices out there! Who else was
there!? Paul, probably, she thought, and that stewardess. There
would be pilots, too, but surely they'd be in the front cabin!

The stewardess appeared, and Amanda's face
flamed as the woman smiled at her. She was carrying a tray, and set
it down on a small table next to the chair. It had a bottle of wine
and a glass. Then she came over to stand before the bed, smiling at
her.

Amanda jerked her flaming face away. When she
dared to flick her eyes back she realized with a jolt that the
woman was getting undressed! Her eyes widened as the woman peeled
off the blouse under her jacket, then undid her skirt and stepped
out of it!

She shook her head frantically, and the woman
grinned as she undid her bra and dropped it to the floor, then
slipped out of her panties.

She was a tall, slender woman, with small,
high, firm breasts and flawless skin. She undid her hair and let it
spill around her shoulders, then climbed into the bed between
Amanda's legs just as Harris came in and closed the door behind
him.

Amanda stared at him, reassured by his
presence but still horribly anxious and embarrassed! He sat down
and looked at his phone, then at her and the blonde, who was
kneeling on all fours. She grinned at Amanda again, then began to
lick her way along her leg!

Amanda flinched and jerked, as the woman
licked slowly higher!

It was clearly, of course, what was going to
happen!

She'd never had anything much to do with
women before, not sexually anyway. She'd thought about it. It was,
after all, quite the fashionable thing to do in college, even for
straight girls, to explore what it would be like with another
girl.

She'd had little enough time for guys,
though, and wasn't about to try to seduce some girl! She didn't
even seduce guys. She just... let herself be seduced occasionally.
She supposed if some attractive girl had tried to seduce her it was
possible she might have accepted, but that had never happened.

And now this woman whose name she didn't even
know was licking at her inner thighs and sliding her small hands up
and down along her skin, stroking and caressing her! She jerked her
eyes away to Harris to find him sending someone an email on his
phone!

Then her attention was jerked back to the
woman as she reached the apex of Amanda's thighs. Amanda felt
another psychic jolt as the woman lowered her front so her chest
was on the mattress. She kept her bottom high, though, Amanda
noticed, and her legs apart as she slowly brought her pink tongue
sliding up along the edge of Amanda's sex!

Her fingers slid up to where the strap
circled Amanda's hips, and unbuckled it, then pulled it free, then
her hands glided upward along Amanda's skin, and she gasped as they
slid up her belly and began to caress her breasts. The blonde
licked long, slow licks up either side of her sex, along her labia,
while rolling her eyes upward.

Amanda moaned helplessly as she saw the
girl's fingers close on her nipples, rolling and stroking them. The
woman's tongue continued to stroke along the sides of her labia,
which were stretched out to either side around the base of the
dildo.

God, this is insane, she thought wildly.

The woman's hands slid downward and her
thumbs stroked up and down against Amanda's labia, then undid the
strap, gripped the dildo and tugged it slowly back, inch... by
inch... by inch! Amanda shuddered as she watched the glistening
length of the black cock appear, and the woman looked just as
interested and amused as she finally pulled it free.

“My. That's a big one,” she said softly,
amused.

Amanda moaned as the woman's mouth dropped to
her clitoris.

Amanda's only real experience with skillful
oral sex – on the receiving end – had been Paul. Now she began to
understand that he was an amateur compared to this woman! Her lips
folded around Amanda's clitoris and it was like... like she began
to purr!

Amanda felt one hot burst of sensation after
another! Then the woman began to suck softly, rhythmically before
her tongue began to flicker in and out and over her swelling
clitoris!

Amanda's chest was rising and falling
rapidly, and she strained against the restraints, arching her back
and moaning as the woman's tongue and lips set her insides to a
thrumming, churning maelstrom of sexual energy!

The woman penetrated her with her fingers,
one, two, then three, pumping in and out as she licked and sucked,
and Amanda's will and inhibitions melted under the growing torrent
of heat spreading through her body.

Then she saw Harris get up. He stood at the
foot of the bed, and she saw his hand on the blonde's bottom,
sliding up and down her back. He did something, and then... she was
sure, though she couldn't see, he had entered her! He was fucking
the blonde even as the woman licked Amanda! God!

The blonde licked harder, flicking her
fingers in and out, and Amanda felt a wave of amazement, even awe.
How had she ever gotten herself involved in this kind of kinky,
perverted thing with her boss!? She had never imagined such things
happening to her!

But that was a dazed thought as her mind was
flooded with heat – and hunger, and her hips began to grind
helplessly up at the blonde with growing energy. The fact the
blonde's body was now jerking to the thrusts of the man behind her
struck her as shockingly erotic, and left her breathless!

She sucked in a deep breath, arched her back,
and the orgasm exploded within her! She cried out, arching and
twisting, hips bucking up at the woman's plunging fingers and
licking tongue as the sexual energy tore through her for endless
seconds, suspending time as the world narrowed to this rapturous
peak of ecstasy.

Then she collapsed, gasping, chest
heaving.

The woman gasped then too, as Harris gripped
her hair, jerking her head back, his hips slapping audibly against
her buttocks now as he rode her. The woman's eyes were getting
glassy, and she was making moaning, grunting sounds as Amanda
watched through her own glazed eyes, wrapped in the afterglow of
the intense orgasm.

Harris forced her head down into Amanda's sex
again, and the woman resumed licking as Harris let his upper body
come down atop her. One of his hands was holding the blonde's hair
as the other roamed up and down Amanda's body, and his hips
continued to slap against her upraised buttocks as he drove himself
into her.

The woman licked hard and fast, then stopped,
crying out as she came, twisting and writhing as Harris tightened
his grip on her hair, jerking her head up and back so her back
arched, and reaching around to crush her small breast in his big
hand.

Then he halted, letting the woman collapse.
He backed away and sat down, and the woman lay on her belly,
gasping and panting, bottom still raised high, for long seconds. A
moment later a small plastic bottle landed on the bed next to
Amanda's hip, and the blonde pushed herself back up onto her
elbows, then, panting, picked up the bottle.

She grinned wearily at Amanda, then squired a
thick stream of something onto her belly. Her hands then spread the
oily whatever it was up across her breasts, then down between her
legs. Amanda moaned as the woman's fingers began to caress her sex
with the same level of skill and expertise she'd felt from Paul and
Harris.

The woman penetrated her with the dildo
again, pumping it in and out as she massaged her clitoris, then
pulled it free and used her fingers instead as Amanda's body began
to thrum with sexual tension once more. She soon had her writhing
and twisting and arching through a second orgasm, then a third.

Amanda was gasping, flushed, panting for
breath as the woman licked up and down her body while she tried to
recover from yet another orgasm. The woman licked her way up
Amanda's body until she got to her breasts and then began to lick
and suck and chew on them as she ground her body against
Amanda's.

She straddled Amanda's hips, then slid
upward, until she could reach the strap holding the ball gag in.
She undid that and worked the ball out, and then slid higher, her
body softly, gently, rubbing and grinding against Amanda in a way
which was deliciously erotic.

Her small, hard breasts rubbed against
Amanda's larger, fuller ones, and then the woman seized her hair,
jerking it back sharply as she kissed her on the lips.

The kiss seemed endless, and as the woman
kissed, her body never stayed still, sliding and rubbing and
grinding her soft, slippery flesh against Amanda.

She finally pulled back, and Amanda gulped in
air, panting, as the woman rose above her, sitting on her hips,
sliding her hands up and down over Amanda's breasts, then squeezing
them together, then... then she slid higher.

Amanda felt a jarring emotional realization
as the blonde slid herself up across her breasts, and then was
kneeling, straddling her upper chest, her naked sex inches from
Amanda's mouth. Amanda wanted to protest,but knew after all the
woman had done she couldn't possibly refuse. She was, in any event,
mostly anxious due to a lack of experience and a fear of looking...
amateurish.

The woman slid a little further forward and
then brought her sex down against Amanda's mouth.

Amanda moaned as her lips were rubbed against
the woman's bare, naked sex. It tasted of... strawberry. She
decided that was the oil. She assumed the oil was edible or the
woman wouldn't have been licking her so readily, so finally pushed
her tongue out and tried to return the favor.

She was an amateur, of course, but
she'd just been given a lesson in how it was done, and tried her
best to imitate that – as Harris looked on. It seemed to be having
some affect, as the woman guided her in what she liked, and Amanda
licked and sucked determinedly.

Then the woman turned her head, and then drew
up a little, and her eyes narrowed.

Amanda gasped as she jerked on her hair.

“What do you call me, slave girl?” she asked
in her furry British purr.

Amanda looked up helplessly and gasped as the
woman kneaded her breast.

“Mistress. Say it,” the woman said.

Amanda felt another psychic jolt!

She gasped as the woman jerked on her
hair.

“Say it, sex slave!”

“M-Mistress!” she gasped.

“Good girl,” the blonde said with a
smile.

She drew back and sat on her heels, then
picked up the dildo with the straps which had been lodged inside
Amanda. She turned the straps around, then buckled them around her
own hips. Only this time, the dildo was on the outside!

She grinned and dropped forward onto all
fours.

“Your mistress is going to fuck your brains
out, little sex slave,” she purred.

Amanda flushed hotly as the woman crawled
forward, and watched, transfixed, as she rose and pressed the nose
of the dildo against the swollen lips of her sex. She rubbed it up
and down, then sank it into her slowly before easing forward.

Amanda gasped as the fake cock slid deep into
her quivering belly! The woman lay atop her again, her hips
grinding and rolling, which of course, shifted and twisted the
dildo buried inside Amanda's burning sex! The woman began to kiss
her again, rubbing her breasts against Amanda's as her hips rolled
and ground and rolled and ground,and then began to rise and fall,
to rise and fall.

The orgasm was not long in coming, and Amanda
cried out helplessly, heedless of the fact she was no longer
gagged, not even thinking of who else might be in the airplane and
might hear. The orgasm blew through her mind like an erupting
volcano, and she twisted and writhed and strained against the
leather as it sent a supercharged wave of sexual electricity
through her body.

The blonde drew back, and unstrapped Amanda's
ankles.

“Get on your belly, slave girl,” she
ordered.

Amanda moaned dazedly.

The blonde pinched one of her nipples and she
gasped and yelped.

“On your belly, slave girl.”

Amanda rolled quickly onto her belly and then
gasped again at a slap to her bottom.

“Raise that ass, sex slave,” the woman
barked, slapping her again. “Raise it high.”

Shuddering, Amanda complied.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, slave!”

Moaning, Amanda jerked her legs apart, and
then felt the dildo penetrating her again and sliding deep, deep
inside as the woman leaned forward.

She cried out as the woman jerked her hair to
pull her head up and back. And suddenly Paul was there, one knee on
the bed, leaning forward, hard as rock! He thrust himself into her
open mouth as the blonde's hips began to slap against Amanda's
raised bottom, and the world narrowed to the dark, thrilling,
shocking hedonism of the moment for her as a sexual fever took
hold.

She knew Harris was sitting back, watching,
and that lent things a strange, darker tinge, as the wild sexual
energy spiraled out of control and another orgasm tore apart her
mind.

They unfastened her wrists from the strap
attached to the headboard, then locked them together behind her
back. The blonde lay on her back, and a weary, gasping Amanda was
made to straddle her, and sink her overheated sex down onto the
dildo, then pushed forward. The woman gripped her hair and kissed
her hard and Paul slapped her bottom and ordered her to ride that
cock.

She did, gasping, moaning, her hips rising
and falling as she impaled herself on the blonde's dildo. Then Paul
was behind, pulling the butt-plug out of her, and sliding his thick
cock deep into her ass!

And then Harris was there, kneeling on the
bed as Paul had done, jerking her head up and to the side by the
hair and plunging his own cock, hard again, deep into her
throat!

Their hands were all over her, stroking,
kneading, rolling, pinching, plucking and caressing, as their cocks
thrust into her in tandem. Amanda felt as if she were losing her
mind, tossed and turned on the wild, stormy sexual sea without a
paddle, an engine or a sail!

Another orgasm shattered her, then a whole
series of them that left her nearly unconscious before the three
were sated and left her there, panting and barely conscious.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


The oil didn't need to be washed off,
apparently. It was like skin cream and simply dried. The
stewardess, now back in uniform, served dinner at a polished wooden
table. Paul sat on one side, and Harris on the other, both fully
clothed.

Amanda knelt beside the table, still naked,
collared, and with her wrists locked behind her back. The woman had
thrust butt-plug and the dildo back into her, too, and buckled the
straps over her hips.

And again, Amanda was beset by how bizarre
this was, and the air of unreality. The three of them were acting
as if this was perfectly normal. As if she were seated at the table
with them clothed as they discussed the French company officials
they would be dealing with, and what Harris intended to do.

Amanda was not gagged, and Harris spoke to
her as often as he spoke to Paul, asking about her research, and
what she thought the French response was likely to be, and what she
had learned about the industry and French labor rules.

It was very businesslike. It was a very
businesslike dinner. Yet she sat on her heels naked with a dildo up
inside her and her wrists locked behind her back. And rather than
eating herself, Harris and Paul took turns cutting off pieces of
steak and letting her take them out of their palms, or lick them
out of their fingers.

“So you think that we should price them down
and bluff?” Harris said.

“The French are an emotional bunch,” Paul
said. “And they're probably pretty desperate. They can't lay people
off given the laws, so what are their choices?”

Harris took a sip of wine and then cut
another piece of steak.”

“Don't let yourself fall into the habit of
thinking what you believe are people's obvious options are the same
as they are going to believe. You don't always know everything
about them.”

Paul nodded.

Harris ate the piece of steak and then cut
another.

“What do you think, Cantrell?”

“I... they don't seem to have a lot of
choices that I can see, sir,” she gulped.

He held out the piece of steak to her and she
leaned forward and licked it from his fingers, feeling a pulse of
dark heat mixed with a shadowy sense of outrage as she did. She
wasn't sure if the outrage was at him for doing this or at herself
for cooperating, though.

“And what would you estimate your abilities
to foresee their options is?”

“I guess... not as good as theirs. I mean,
they have connections, and the way government and corporations work
in France isn't quite the same as in America.”

“No, not at all.”

He ate the next piece himself, and Paul held
out his fingers.

Feeling another pulse of squirmy heat, Amanda
turned her head and leaned in his direction, then took the piece of
steak from his fingers.

“In fact, there's a lot of cooperation behind
the scenes, a lot of deal-making that never makes it into the
papers or public information systems. Sometimes government agencies
will bend rules or simply ignore them if they have a good
relationship with a company.”

He cut another piece and let her lick it from
his fingers.

“The factory is in a district which has a lot
of government supporters. The government won't want that place
closing. But there'll be a strong desire not to let it fall into
the hands of the barbarians – namely us.”

The stewardess came out and took away dirty
plates, and almost absently patted Amanda on the head before going
away. Amanda gaped at her, feeling another swirly mix of outrage
and dark heat. She wasn't some kind of pet, after all!

Sex slave!

God! The idea was deliciously thrilling! Only
as a game, of course. Not as anything serious. But she still didn't
quite understand how she had let herself be maneuvered into this!
Was she some kind of slut? A nymphomaniac? Was she weak-willed?
Stupid? She didn't consider herself submissive or anything! Not
really!

“The thing to remember about these government
bureaucrats is they're easily impressed,” Harris said. “They might
act like they're king of the world but they're rarely more than
middle class. So we're going to have a little get-together with a
few of them on the yacht while we're there.”

“You going to offer them something, sir?”
Paul asked.

“Don't be gauche, Paul. One never openly
offers anything. One hints, suggests, but never openly offers.”

He finished eating and dabbed his face with a
napkin, and the waitress came in again, clearing away his dishes.
Paul fed a final piece of steak to Amanda, then a final for himself
and he too was done. The stewardess quickly took away his dishes,
too, then returned to wipe the table, and then again with a little
wet-nap which she used – to Amanda's indignation – on Amanda's
mouth.

She didn't need to be cleaned like a
baby!

After dinner Paul watched a movie, while
Harris worked on his laptop.

The stewardess, whose name she still didn't
know, took her into the bathroom and brushed her teeth, then put
the ball gag back into her mouth before taking her to the bedroom.
There she had her kneel at the edge of the bed, her face and chest
on the bed and her bottom raised high. She arranged her precisely,
with her belly pulled in tight against her upper thighs, and her
upper thighs straight but spread.

Then she left her like that with her bottom
pointed at the open door. It was ten minutes later that she looked
in, smiled, then entered and picked up a thin riding crop.

“I said not to move your position, slave
girl,” she said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ungh! Oh! Ungh! Ah!” Amanda gasped as
the thin, flexible crop sliced down across her bottom with stinging
blows.

The stewardess tugged her hips, pushed her
bottom higher, and then ordered her to maintain that position
before leaving.

Amanda felt a great deal of indignation at
this. She couldn't say anything, of course, nor really do much
given her wrists remained locked together behind her.

She maintained her position as best she
could, coping with a wild storm of emotional confusion. This was
degrading! She was indignant about that, and resentful of both
Harris and the blonde stewardess. She was frustrated, as well.

But then there was that dark sexual sense of
thrilled heat which had been gripping her for hours by then, which
absorbed all the indignities and outrages and only rose higher, as
if being mistreated – or treated like a sex slave (which was
absurd!) aroused some deep, dark, kinky side of her
subconscious!

It was fifteen minutes later before the
stewardess peeked in, saw that she had apparently not maintained
the position to her satisfaction, and came in to give her five more
stinging blows from the crop. She then arranged her, bottom high,
body bent sharply, and left.

Amanda's bottom stung! Her back was starting
to ache, too. This was not a comfortable position for it, after
all, bent back as it was. She didn't see why she should have to do
what that stupid stewardess wanted anyway! It wasn't like Harris
was even nearby!

Twenty minutes or so later the stewardess
peeked in.

“Are you being a good little sex slave?” she
asked.

Amanda flinched at the words, feeling another
emotional jolt, mixed, as always, with an uneasy and discomforted
sense of being degraded.

“It looks like you've maintained the proper
position, so you get a reward,” the woman said.

As she had earlier, she patted Amanda's head,
then disappeared behind her. Amanda gulped as she felt her fingers
at her thighs. Then she gasped into the gag as her tongue found her
clitoris.

The dildo was lodged securely within her by
the straps which went diagonally up her abdomen and up between her
buttocks, but they left her clitoris exposed, and the woman now
began to lick and suck on it as her hands caressed Amanda's
buttocks.

Amanda was still uneasy about sex with a
woman, still uncertain of what she should think about it, and while
being dominated by Harris and Paul – who were big, powerful men –
was somewhat degrading, it was much worse with another woman.

It wasn't so very bad that she wasn't the
equal of Harris (definitely not!) or even Paul, for he was older
and had more experience and was so big and powerful. But she should
certainly be the superior of some bimbo stewardess! And yet, here
she was helpless before the woman!

She deeply resented this, but it didn't seem
to do a lot to ease the sensations now rolling through her abdomen
and setting her spine to thrumming with energy. She did her best to
show no response, of course, but when the woman took her clitoris
between her lips and started to rhythmically suck she couldn't help
her hips from jerking and spasming!

Like water left on a low simmer, it took very
little time once the heat was turned up before she was bubbling and
boiling, moaning into the gag as the woman lapped hungrily at her
clitoris.

The woman undid the straps of the dildo and
began to pump it slowly in and out, her movements tantalizingly
slow. Then she pulled it free entirely, and leaned over her,
undoing the gag and jerking on her hair so that Amanda cried out in
pain.

“Would the slave girl like to be ridden like
a bitch in heat?” she purred, leaning over and whispering into her
ear.

Amanda gasped for breath and moaned as she
felt the head of the dildo rubbing up and down along the line of
her sex.

“Oh!” she moaned.

The woman jerked on her hair again.

“Would you?”

“Y-Yes!”

“Ungh!” she gasped as the woman jerked on her
hair again.

“Say yes, mistress.”

The words sent another dark rush of heat
through Amanda!

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she moaned softly.

She gasped at another jerk to her hair.

“Say please fuck slave girl, Mistress,” she
ordered.

Amanda gasped and moaned, then cried out as
her hair was jerked again.

“Say it, slut!” the woman growled in a low
voice, her lips near Amanda's ear.

“P-Please fuck slave girl, Mistress!” she
moaned.

She heard a throaty little laugh, then the
woman drew back and the dildo slid into her in a long, smooth, deep
stroke that made her moan helplessly. She felt the woman's hips
against her upraised buttocks, then the hands on her hips as the
dildo began to move in and out in hard, deep, steady thrusts that
quickly had her on the edge of another orgasm.

She cried out as the woman halted and jerked
back on her hair.

“Would slave girl like to come?” the woman
asked.

“Yesss!” Amanda moaned.

She was wrapped in a dark fever heat now and
cared little for pride.

Again her hair was jerked back.

“Beg mistress to make you come, slut.”

“Please make me come, Mistress!” she
gasped.

Another harsh jerk.

“Louder, slut.”

“Please make me come, Mistress!”

The stewardess began to thrust into her hard
and fast. She kept hold of Amanda's hair, but reached around her
hip with her other hand and began to stroke her clitoris.

The orgasm swept the helpless girl up into a
hurricane of sensation as she cried out again and again, the
intensity of the pleasure rising with every hard, deep thrust until
she thought she'd go out of her mind!

The blonde left her in the same position
after, except that she kept the dildo and gag out. She knelt and
chewed lightly on her earlobe before whispering to her.

“I want your master to see your puffy little
pussy all naked and winking at him when he comes in, all ready for
him to use for his pleasure. You'll kneel here like a bitch in heat
until he decides to come and make use of you... slut.”

Then she got up and left.

And so it was. Half an hour later Harris came
in and closed the door. Rather than mounting her immediately,
however, he stripped and got into bed, then pulled her over so she
could begin to give him oral sex. He guided her mouth by the grip
on her hair, making her take her time, spending a lot of effort on
licking and sucking his balls and massaging his cock with her face
and hair and lips before taking him down her throat.

He lay on his back and had her climb up and
mount him as he held himself up, then ride up and down as he held
her breasts in his hands, kneading and squeezing them. Then he had
her lay on one side of the bed, wrists still shackled behind her,
while he lay on the other. He turned out the lights, and soon fell
asleep.

It took Amanda somewhat longer. She was still
reeling from this sudden intensifying of her role as a sexual
plaything. She'd never been naked and restrained so long. Their
nasty little sex games had never lasted so long! And the longer it
lasted the more … immersed she felt in the role she was
playing.

There was a breathless excitement in that but
also a sense of anxiety.

Eventually she did fall sleep, though it was
a restless sleep. She wakened hours later with his hands caressing
her body. She felt disoriented and confused. Where was she? Why
couldn't she move her hands? Who was here with her!?

It all came back to her as she opened her
eyes and saw him, laying on his side next to her. He fondled her
breasts, then rolled back and gripped her hair, wordlessly pulling
her over and then down to start in on his cock again.

It didn't take long to get him hard, but this
time he simply moved away, leaving her on her belly. He spread her
legs, pulled the butt-plug out, and then drove himself deep into
her ass, using her ruthlessly as she gasped and moaned and whined.
When he had come, he got up and went into the adjoining bathroom
and left her in place.

She heard the water going, then the shower.
Ten minutes later it went off. Shortly afterward he emerged naked,
put on another pair of sweat pants and another t-shirt, and went
out front.

Amanda rolled onto her back, then sat up
uncertainly. She had no instructions for what to do now. Then Paul
came into the room, grinning.

“There's our little beauty,” he said.

She flushed at his words.

He unzipped and guided her onto his cock, and
she was soon bobbing up and down, taking him deep into her throat
before he put her into the same position she'd been in earlier,
before sleeping, on her knees. He drove himself into her ass just
like Harris had, rode her, then he too disappeared into the
shower.

This is crazy, Amanda thought dazedly,
breathlessly.

The stewardess came in, then, and grinned at
what she found. She brought the oil and began to work it into
Amanda's skin again, particularly into her sex and along her
buttocks. Her fingers skillfully massaged and stroked and rubbed
and worked the helpless girl into a churning feverish hunger.

Then stopped, laughing, stripped naked,
climbed onto the bed in front of her, lay back, and gripped her
hair to pull Amanda's mouth onto her sex.

“Please your mistress, slave girl,” she
ordered.

Moaning, panting, her mind gripped by heat,
Amanda obeyed, licking and sucking at the blonde's sex as the woman
wrapped tendrils of hair around her fingers, tugging sharply as she
offered up further instructions.

By the time Paul came out of the bathroom,
clad in a towel, Amanda had managed to make the woman come. The
woman then worked on her with her fingers to drive Amanda into
another orgasm before taking her into the bathroom.

Still collared, with her wrists still locked
behind her, she was pulled into the small shower by the smirking
blonde, who soaped them both up, then spent long minutes rubbing
their bodies together and kissing her before rinsing them both off
again.

The blonde then dried them both off, blow
dried her own hair, then did Amanda's before leading her out front
to kneel next to the table again. Clad in her stewardess outfit
once more, she served breakfast to Paul and Harris, patted Amanda
on the head, and moved away.

Amanda ate breakfast as she had eaten dinner,
from their fingers. When Harris asked her what she normally liked
to drink with breakfast she said milk. He then had the stewardess
bring over milk in a bowl, and set it on the floor. Amanda was
compelled to drink while bent over, her breasts pressed against the
floor, her bottom raised and knees wide.

Only afterward did the blonde remove her
collar and shackles so she could get get dressed. The outfit had
been selected by Paul, or perhaps someone else. It consisted of a
lacy half bra, a high collared white blouse which was very tight
and partly sheer, a very short, tight gray skirt, and matching
mannish blazer.

And, of course, high, stiletto heels.

It was a very professional look, aside from
the skirt being a mini. The stewardess even pulled her hair back
into a bun and gave her a pair of glasses to wear. The glasses had
plain glass in them, but she thought they made her look quite...
scholarly, and intelligent.

The plane landed and the three of them got
off, and found a limousine waiting. It drove them through the city
and then out to the port, where they got on a small boat which took
them out to a huge yacht.

The yacht must have been over two hundred
feet long, and Amanda had a hard time not gaping at it as she
looked around her. She had never seen such luxury in her life.
There were multiple decks, with a Jacuzzi on two of them, and she
could only gape as they wandered casually through gleaming salons
up stairs and onto the sun deck.

“How much does this thing cost?” she
whispered to Paul.

He snorted. “It's one of things that if you
have to ask you can't afford it,” he replied. “He mentioned once it
costs five million a year to operate, if that's any
indication.”

She shook her head wonderingly. “I bet it's
owned by the corporation,” she said.

“Smart girl,” Harris said, overhearing. “Of
course it's owned by the corporation. And we use it for business
meetings and events so we can write off most of the cost.”

“The best tax code money can buy,” Paul
said.

Harris snorted. “Politicians are the cheapest
and most profitable investment anyone can make.”

He glanced at Amanda. “I trust you've got
your research memorized. You'll be chatting with the French,
standing right next to me.”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

*

There were a dozen Frenchmen at the gathering
on the upper deck, either from the company Harris was hoping to
buy, or from the French government department which had to approve
such things – or from the subsidiary in France which McMann-Harris
owned. All but two were men in business suits. The exception was a
short-haired, middle aged woman in a business suit, and a petite
dark-haired girl who looked like her assistant.

Also present, much to her surprise, was the
blonde stewardess, wearing a very small black bikini with a thong
bottom. She was serving drinks and snacks, along with another
blonde girl Amanda had never met who was wearing another black
thong bikini.

The sun deck was on the top of the ship, and
more than ample to hold several times the number of people now
standing and sitting around. Below and behind was a lower deck with
more seating, and below that, a third one, which projected out
still further to the rear.

She found it interesting that everyone there
understood English. She wondered what the odds were of the French
coming to New York and finding a whole collection of American
businessmen from one area who could converse in French.

The Frenchmen seemed very eager to meet her
and talk to her, and she did her level best not to embarrass
herself with her knowledge about their company or industry. She was
deliberately vague about the terms of the deal, of course,
deferring to Mr. Harris.

They sat down to lunch, and she did her best
to ignore the leering from the balding man across the polished
table from her, and smile back anyway, while spending most of her
time talking to the more suave man on her left.

The meal was still served by the two blondes
in bikinis, and she wondered about how that would go over in
America. Not well, she was thinking. She eyed the two female
diners, but caught no sign of disapproval from them. Such a display
in America would be considered extremely politically incorrect. But
then too, there would have been a few more women present among the
business and government people.

She caught one of the men reaching out and
squeezing one of the blonde's bare bottom as she leaned over and
served a plate to another diner, but the girl – the stewardess –
didn't even seem to notice.

You're not in America, she told herself.

Anyway, it would be silly to feel indignant
on the blonde's behalf. She was clearly some sort of hired bimbo
that Harris kept around for things like this.

That made her feel a little uneasy about
herself. Was she a hired bimbo!? But no, she was given responsible
things to do that required intelligence and an education. This
woman was just a stewardess and waitress – as well as being a
sexual plaything.

You're a sexual plaything too, a part of her
muttered.

But she was also an intelligent person given
important tasks.

It was reassuring to talk to these people
like one of them, though it was kind of hot in her suit. She sort
of envied the blondes in their bikinis for how comfortable and free
they looked. And neither seemed at all bothered at all the lusting
eyes that kept skimming over their bodies, nor at the occasionally
hands that slipped in to give them a squeeze or caress.

She was kind of amazed at the permissive
atmosphere, though. Surely this wasn't the way things were
everywhere in France! It must be that these people sort of knew
that these blondes were bimbos there as eye candy, and that there
wouldn't be much fuss if they sampled their fine, lithe bodies.

She herself was treated respectfully, aside
from a few little paternalistic remarks to be expected when dealing
with Frenchmen. Paul had warned her they were far more sexist here
than in America, and a lot less worried about anyone objecting.
Because for the most part, nobody did.
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Half the people left after lunch. The rest
settled down around a group of padded chairs and sofas which faced
each other across a low table. Meanwhile, the two bimbos removed
their tops and played in the Jacuzzi.

Again, Amanda was startled, but then realized
that they were on the French Riviera, where such was the norm.
Again, none of the remaining guests seemed surprised or bothered.
And the three male guests smiled as they let their eyes drift in
that direction often.

The females were seated with their backs to
the Jacuzzi. Amanda wondered if they would be offended. The woman
looked gay, to her. At least, she had short, and up-swept hair. She
looked stern and arrogant (of course, all the French were
arrogant). The dark-haired girl was calm and only ever spoke with
the taller woman, and in French.

In America, lesbians tended to not look
kindly on sexist male interest in females, and tended to be pretty
contemptuous of blonde bimbos who showed off their bodies to men.
But there was no sign this woman even noticed the two blondes.

At least, until Harris made a gesture and one
of them climbed out of the Jacuzzi, dripping wet, wrung out her
hair (which definitely drew the attention of the other men facing
the Jacuzzi), briefly toweled off, then trotted over with an eager
smile on her face

“Another bottle, Wendy,” Harris said.

“Yes, Mister Harris!” she said in an eager
voice.

She seemed to have no concern whatsoever that
everyone was staring at her bare breasts, Amanda thought,
marveling. She must be used to it. Of course, if this yacht was
moored here then she probably was. Her breasts, unlike the
stewardess, were real, but large, and they wobbled as she bent over
to pick up the bottle, then turned and hurried over to the bar.

She returned with a fresh bottle, smiling all
around, and poured, which involved bending over several times. Then
she returned to the Jacuzzi.

“Blondes are God's gift to man,” one of the
Frenchmen said, to grins from the others.

Though not from the woman.

One of the men took his leave, shook hands,
and left, and another wandered over to chat with the blondes. Then
the blonde named Wendy climbed out of the Jacuzzi and they
disappeared below decks somewhere.

When Harris gestured towards the Jacuzzi, the
stewardess climbed out, squeezed water out of her hair, then
scurried over, beaming.

“Simone, I think we should have champagne.
Bring out a couple of bottles, would you?”

“Of course, Mr. Harris! Though Wendy is
busy...”

Harris looked at Amanda. “Give her some help,
Amanda.”

Amanda looked at him, startled, then jumped
up and followed the blonde – whose name she at last knew now –
across the deck, and then down a flight of stairs.

“Do you really need help with a couple of
bottles of champagne?” she asked doubtfully.

Simone looked over her shoulder and smiled.
“Silly girl.”

Amanda frowned at that, but the woman didn't
give her a chance to speak as they went down a passageway and then
down another to the kitchen.

There was a cook or chef or whatever he was
there, and his eyes lit up to see the blonde.

“Armand, we need a couple of buckets of
Moet,” she said.

“Of course, Miss Simone!” he said. “I will
prepare them!”

Simone jerked her head at Amanda and led her
out of the kitchen, then down the hall and into a stateroom – hers,
she realized.

“Put on your black bikini,” she said.

Amanda felt a jolt.

“What? Uhm, why!? I don't need to be in a
bikini to help you!”

Simone looked at her as if she were
pathetic.

“Because Mr. Harris wants it.”

“How do you know?!”

Again she got that pitying look. “Because he
told me what he wanted done ahead of time, silly girl. Now get to
it or you'll get a spanking, either from him or from me. Maybe even
in front of the guests.”

She felt another jolt, and a sudden sense of
tension and anxiety! The bikini was small and a thong and she'd
never worn a thong bikini in public! There was only a few people
left, of course, but one was that frowning woman. Amanda would feel
very... weird being suddenly turned from a respectably dressed
young businesswoman to a bimbo in a bikini in front of her!

But there was really no choice. She had to
strip – while Simone watched, flushing all the while as she
stripped naked, half expecting the woman to attack her! She pulled
on the thong, which was entirely too small, too high cut front and
back, and covered far too little skin!

The top was a pair of thin triangles which
covered about half the front of her breasts, but did not reach all
t he way around to the sides.

“This is too small!” she gulped.

“Don't be silly. Side boob is sexy.”

“But – !”

“Want to compare to what I'm wearing?” Simone
demanded.

Put that way there wasn't really any
complaint she could make, especially as the blonde didn't care.

She blushed as they returned to the kitchen
and the man there eyed her with interest. She had expected a couple
of bottles of champagne. What he had ready were a couple of trays,
each of which had a wooden bucket filled with ice and a champagne
bottle. There were several glasses in the bucket, stuck upside down
in the ice, and there strawberries liberally scattered over it
all.

They each carried one of the trays back
upstairs, and then over to where Harris, Paul and the guests were
seated. She tried not to blush but her mind squirmed as these
people who had been seeing her for hours as a businesswoman in a
nice outfit now saw her in a bikini serving drinks!

Of course, she was a personal assistant, she
told herself. Serving coffee and things like that were among her
usual chores during the day, if Harris wanted them and had a
visitor in his office who was staying. Doing it in a bikini was,
however, quite different.

She flushed as the Frenchwoman ran her eyes
over her in an open, expressionless examination.

But then what, she thought. Should she sit
down again among them – in her little bikini!?

She was almost thankful that Simone took her
arm and led her away, until she realized they were going to the
Jacuzzi

“Uh, I don't want – .”

“Get in. Mr. Harris' orders.”

She gulped, then climbed into the Jacuzzi
with the blonde, who grinned at her, then took off her plain
glasses and tossed them aside.

“Nice suit. Isn't it a little... restrictive,
though?”

Amanda looked at her in confusion.

“I'm sure your girls would like to get out
into the air,” Simone said, sliding closer.

'Uh... no I'm...”

“This is France, dear. The French like female
beauty and don't think much of prudes,” Simone said as she reached
behind her and casually undid her top.

Amanda gasped and clutched her arms over her
bra as Simone laughed softly. Then she drew her into her arms and
kissed her quite passionately! Amanda was painfully aware of the
others nearby watching, but aside from throwing a fit or physically
shoving the woman away (presuming she could) she didn't know how to
react!

And Simone was no weakling. She took
advantage of Amanda's confusion and uncertainty to finish jerking
her bikini top off! That left their breasts pressed together as she
continued kissing her, but at least sort of hid them from the other
people!

That left her confused again! If she pushed
her away then everyone over there would be able to see her bare
breasts! If she didn't then … then Simone would keep kissing her
and rubbing her big soft breasts against Amanda's own!

She was red faced, flustered and her pulse
was racing and she wasn't sure what to do or even say. She was
startled when the dark-haired girl showed up at the Jacuzzi,
casually disrobed and got in – naked.

Simone grinned at her and pulled away from
Amanda, who then had to hide her breasts with her arms. The
dark-haired girl smirked at her, though, as she sat back casually,
and she felt very much like the prudish American.

“Are you ashamed of your body?” she asked in
French accented English.

“No!” Amanda gulped.

“She's shy,” Simone said with a giggle.

She tugged one of Amanda's arms away and the
dark-haired girl slid forward and gripped the other, pulling it
wide with surprising strength.

“You have well-shaped breasts,” she said
casually. “There is no need to be ashamed.”

“I'm not ashamed!” Amanda snapped, even more
embarrassed.

The people at the table, including the two
remaining Frenchmen, could now see her bare breasts, and she felt
extremely awkward about that! She felt even worse when the
dark-haired girl ran her hand casually over her breasts.

“They feel very firm and have a nice
roundness to them,” she said.

She let go then and Simone laughed and also
let go. For a moment Amanda brought her arms in across her breasts,
but then felt more embarrassed doing that. Besides it was kind of a
waste of time now, so she dropped her arms defiantly, blushing
hotly.

“Are all American girls so shy?” the
dark-haired girl asked.

“Yes,” Simone said. “Until they've spent some
time out in the world. You have nice little breasts.”

“I am small but very fit,” the girl said. “My
name is Claire.”

Simone slid forward and kissed her, and then
the dark-haired girl reached up to grip her hair behind the neck
and pull sharply back. Simone gasped, but made no attempt to resist
as the short, slim girl made her back arch. Amanda stared in
surprise, then flushed as she saw the look on Simone's face change
rapidly.

She dropped her eyes and saw that the
dark-haired girl's hand was between Simone's legs! She gulped
anxiously, rolling her eyes towards the table, glad she wasn't
involved. She was fascinated, though, as Simone began to heat up so
rapidly, and submitted so completely to the dark-haired girl.

She didn't feel at all sorry for her either,
given she had acted so bossy and demanding and arrogant towards
Amanda. Her heart beat rapidly, though, as she watched Claire lean
in and delicately bite one of Simone's nipples, and saw the blonde
shudder as she moaned.

The Frenchwoman at the table abruptly said
something – perhaps in Chinese, and the girl let go of Simone, who
slid back, panting. Then one of the Frenchmen came to the Jacuzzi,
grinning, and spoke to Simone in French. She smiled and climbed out
of the Jacuzzi, and they went downstairs.

That left Amanda feeling quite nervous as the
Chinese girl looked at her and smiled.

“Cantrell, come here,” Harris said.

She gulped and looked around frantically for
her top, but didn't see it. There didn't seem to be anything she
could do but climb out topless and go over to them! Well, the
Frenchwoman was a woman, and Paul and Harris had already seen her
breasts. So it was just one guy!

Still, she was squirming inside as she went
over, dripping wet.

“Y-Yes, Mr. Harris!?” she gulped.

She was painfully aware of the Frenchwoman
looking her up and down, as well as the man.

“I've been bragging about you and your
abilities,” he said.

“Uhmm.... Thank you, sir,” she gulped
uncertainly.

Behind her, she heard the dark-haired girl,
Claire, climbing out of the Jacuzzi.

Paul stood up and grinned at her, then
gestured, and she shuffled over.

“Here,” he said.

He took her arm and had her stand on a low
round circle carved in the wooden deck. She looked down in
confusion, wondering what she was supposed to do.

He gave her a reassuring wink, then took her
wrists and lifted them high over her head! She felt another
emotional jolt, and jerked her head up and back to see a leather
strap dangling from an overhanging light post. It tightened quickly
around her wrists and he released them as she felt her heard
pounding more and more rapidly.

Harris handed him something and he turned
again, gripping her hair behind the neck and jerking sharply back.
That forced her head back and her mouth open in an instinctive gasp
of pain, and he pushed a ball-gag against her mouth and worked it
inside before she understood what he intended!

“Your skin is pale, Cantrell,” Harris said.
“You really should get some suntan oil on before you burn in this
hot sun.”

Paul then began to apply that lotion, taking
his time, standing beside her, letting everyone see as his big hand
slid slowly and gracefully over her body, massaging the slick oil
into her flesh, over her breasts, and of course, down between her
legs!

It was excruciatingly embarrassing to have
him doing this in front of these strangers! On the other hand,
she'd had a lot of excruciatingly embarrassing moments in the last
couple of weeks.

“It is not just blondes who are God's gift to
men,” the Frenchman said with a smile.

Amanda felt a sense of disbelief as Paul's
hands slid slowly and gently over her bare breasts, as the
Frenchman and the woman – both strangers to her, looked on with an
almost detached amusement and sipped their champagne.

She had been similarly shocked before,
though, with Paul, with Brad, with Simone, and so she wasn't as
mortified as she would otherwise have felt. Still, her heart was
beating madly and her pulse racing as she looked away from them and
tried to calm herself.

Paul's big hands moved to her back, sliding
up and down, gently, kneading her muscles, sliding up her arms and
over her shoulders, then back again. But then the Chinese girl
moved in, that same inscrutable look on her face. She was still
naked, and was looking Amanda up and down.

She stepped closer, not in front of her which
would block the view of the others, but to one side, and then her
hand slid up and down over Amanda's breasts even as Paul was
kneading her buttocks!

Amanda moaned into the gag, her chest getting
so tight she could hardly breath as the girl's small, delicate hand
caressed the rounded curves of her breasts and rolled and squeezed
her nipples. Then the hand slid downward, along her taut belly, and
right into the front of her bikini!

She gasped, eyes widening, and her head
jerked up and then away, her pulse fluttering wildly as the girl's
hand slid down and her fingers began to rub oil along the line of
her sex! Her fingers rubbed insistently at her clitoris as Amanda
gulped in air, and then... then she simply pulled the bikini down,
letting it slide down to her ankles!

Amanda felt another enormous emotional jolt!
She wasn't in a closed-in office now but outside, on the deck, in
front of strangers! Other ships floated nearby, and ashore, not
very far away, row upon row of houses and apartments looked down
onto the bay!

Claire's fingers rubbed more insistently, and
then she felt, behind her, Paul's groin pressing against her bare
buttocks. He was apparently naked, already hard, and the shaft of
his big, thick cock slid slowly up and down between her buttocks as
he gently ground himself against her!

His hands slid up along her ribs, then cupped
her breasts, squeezing them softly as Claire leaned in and folded
her lips around Amanda's left nipple. Her teeth dug in stingingly
and then she sucked in a rhythmic way as her tongue flicked and
stroked across her rigid nipple!

Amanda moaned dazedly, squirming inside and
out, fighting not to drool around the ball gag as her mind was
swept by emotions and sensations. She felt one of the girl's
fingers pushing into her, dipping in lightly, at first, then
sliding deep, rubbing in and out, and then joined by a second.

The girl dropped to her knees, then seized
Amanda's hips and licked a long, slow trail up the line of her
sex!

Behind her, Paul was still sliding his stiff
cock up and down between her buttocks, but he stopped now and drew
back. A moment later she almost absently felt him sliding something
around her ankles as the girl slowly worked a third finger into her
and began to suck on her clitoris as energetically as she had on
her nipple!

But then Paul drew her right leg aside and
when he released it she found it held in place by whatever strap
he'd circled it with! Then her left was also drawn apart, so that
she was forced to either hang by her wrists or rise on the balls of
her feet!

She felt his hands sliding up the backs of
her legs, then up over her buttocks. As he rose, they slid firmly
up her back, massaging it, sliding up and down, then sliding around
her ribs to cup and knead her breasts.

Meanwhile Claire's tongue was licking at
Amanda's clitoris, alternating with her lips sucking rhythmically.
It was just so... so wild! And Amanda felt her inhibitions being
melted away by the heat as she slowly, bit by bit, surrendered to
Harris' dark fantasy.

“... so when the stocks open we expect there
to be an immediate bounce due to the low number of shares being
made available,” Harris was saying.

Amanda felt a sudden awareness of her
emotional shift, felt a relaxation in her mind as it gave up
fighting. The heat surged, the dark, wicked, forbidden thrill grew
much more intense, and then the orgasm tore through her.

It was powerful, and impossible to hide,
despite the gag. Her hips bucked against the girl's tongue and
fingers and she sobbed dazedly into the gag as her head fell back,
her back arching sharply.

But it was just a start. The girl continued
licking and sucking and fingering her, and the first orgasm had
broken something loose in Amanda's mind – as if, after that, there
was really no point in trying to hide or pretend or make any claim
to some sort of dignity or pride.

The second orgasm was even more intense, and
she felt herself crying out all the breath in her lungs as she
arched and shook and strained against the restraints. The girl had
four fingers inside her now, and her tongue flicked impossibly fast
and strong across her clitoris!

And when she dropped her flushed face and
opened her eyes she saw Harris and his two guests looking at her
with interest. She squirmed wildly inside, then dropped her chin,
gulping in air.

The girl continued, and she felt her
inhibitions dissolving in the face of the wild storm of pleasure
and dark heat. The girl was sliding and twisting four fingers up
and down inside her to the knuckles, but now pressed her thumb in,
pushing up, twisting and turning so her knuckles ground against the
mouth of her sex, making her ache and stretch.

She shuddered and then gasped as Paul's hand
gripped her hair and jerked it back sharply and he leaned in to
chew and suck on the nape of her neck.

I'm going insane, she thought wildly.

He leaned in, kissing along the underside of
her ear, as the dark-haired girl continued to grind her knuckles
against her and lick hungrily.

Then she felt his long, thick hard, and very
slick cock press up between her buttocks, prodding at her entrance
now, pushing, then easing back, pushing, then easing back, then
pushing forward, sinking the head into her bottom.

Harris and the others were watching with
interest now, and Amanda's eyes were wide and frantic. She felt as
if the entire world was spinning out of control!

Then with a cry, she jerked her eyes down to
see the girl's knuckles had slowly sunk through the lips of her
sex. She gaped at the sight of the heel of her hand slowly
disappearing inside her, and the feel of those fingers fluttering
up within her tight elastic sheath.

She gasped as her hair was jerked back again,
and cried out as she felt Paul's big cock thrust deeper into her
ass. The dark haired girl's hand slid deeper into her belly as the
lips of her sex closed around her slender wrist, then her forearm
began to spread them wider.

And that tongue licked – and licked – and
licked.

She cried out, screaming, as the orgasm took
her, shaking her like a mastiff with a rag doll. She strained and
thrashed at the explosion of sensation and raw, dark lust and
passion, crying out again and again, heedless of who heard or who
was watching.

She sagged, gasping, dazed, and Paul used her
limpness to slide himself fully up inside her so that his balls
ground against her buttocks. He shifted his bare feet further apart
on the deck to keep himself level with her, then closed his hands
on her breasts and started to thrust in a slow, steady motion.

The girl slowly rotated her hand inside her
belly, letting her fingers move and flutter – and drive Amanda
crazy – then one, by one, she pulled her fingers in against her
palm. With that done, she rotated her fist one way, then the other,
then pushed it deeper.

Another orgasm shattered Amanda's mind, then
another and another, as she was drawn fully into Harris' dark,
kinky fantasy world and became, at least for then, the sex slave
Brad and Simone had called her; reveling in the very idea!

Sex slaves had no inhibitions, after all.
They were sexual animals, creatures of desire, with no will of
their own, owned and controlled – punished if they disobeyed. They
could not, thus be judged for doing immoral things for their will
was not their own.

And there was a delicious sense of,
ironically, freedom in that. Freedom from the expectations society
had raised her with, of her need to project dignity and restraint
and show pride, of pretending, at least, to be everyone's equal,
and refusing to do anything which was 'beneath her'.

She was tightly held in place, could feel the
tight aching grip of the straps around her wrists, and the tight,
though easier grip of the straps around her ankles. She was gagged
and helpless in every sense, and yet she felt that sense of freedom
growing more delicious and comforting.

Separate orgasms shook her body, one after
another, and then came something she'd never imagined – multiple
orgasms. Not separate, but following, one upon the other, like a
long freight train rolling across a bridge. She twisted and shook
and writhed and almost cried herself so breathless she fainted,
while the muscles in her belly strained and ached and burned.

While Paul drove his cock into her with long,
deep thrusts and the Claire pumped her fist slowly up and down in
her aching, burning, quivering sexual tunnel – her lips glued to
her clitoris as she sucked hungrily.
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Panting, groaning, she would have collapsed
to the deck had Paul not lowered her more gently. And as she knelt
there, trembling, he calmly fastened a collar around her throat.
This wasn't the usual leather one, but metal, though soft and
perfectly polished. She mostly ignored it, shell-shocked by the
parade of orgasms and drained of energy.

He put similar metal bands around her wrists
and ankles and then she saw the Chinese girl, Claire kneel in front
of her, about six feet back. She was perfectly posed, on her knees,
sitting on her heels with her legs spread wide, wide apart. Her
back was straight, and her head bowed, her hands on her outer
thighs.

“Cantrell,” Harris said. “Kneel in exactly
the same way as Claire is doing.”

His voice brought her eyes up and as the wild
rush of passion and furious sexual energy which had torn through
her receded into an echo of heat Amanda's mind began to function
again.

Somewhat.

Simone returned then, from wherever she'd
been, wearing just her thong. She moved to stand by Amanda, holding
a riding crop, and Amanda gulped and shifted her body until it was
as close to Claire's as she could get.

“Spread your legs wider, Sex slave,” Simone
said.

Embarrassment spread through her at the
words, but her thighs already ached and she couldn't get them a far
apart as the Chinese girl.

The thin crop stung her back.

“Head down. You're a modest slave girl after
all,” she said.

Again Amanda felt a jolt of dark, roiling
emotion even as she dropped her eyes.

The Chinese girl unfolded slowly, gracefully,
liquidly, sliding her hands along the deck as she rose off her
knees, and then she had her forehead pressed to the deck, her
bottom raised high and arms spread out to either side.

“Do as Claire is doing,” Simone barked.

Gulping, Amanda did the same, but got a
stinging blow from the crop.

“Try again.”

She sat back, then started to move forward,
only to get the crop across her hip.

“Try again. Move your hands more slowly.”

Again and again, the sting of the crop
hitting her bottom or back, she tried to slide into the same
position as Claire as gracefully as her, and finally, after many
tries, found herself with her forehead to the deck, bottom high and
knees spread wide.

It did not even occur to her to protest.

The next position was one she had done in
Harris' office. She squatted on the balls of her feet, knees wide
and hands on her head. Claire did it too but much more calmly and
easily, and seemed to have less difficulty holding her
position.

Then she had to do the same position as
before, sliding gracefully down onto her chest and face with her
bottom in the air, but facing away from Harris and the Frenchmen.
Simone then removed the ball gag from her mouth, which was at least
a relief! But then the blonde sat down in front of her and spread
her legs.

“Service me, slave,” she said.

She gripped a handful of Amanda's hair and
Amanda gasped as she guided her mouth onto her sex. She began to
lick immediately, though was roughly corrected and ordered to lick
more slowly. Meanwhile the Chinese girl crawled up behind her, sat
on her heels, and began to finger Amanda's sex again!

Amanda was soon licking and sucking anxiously
at Simone as Claire's fingers slid in and out of her aching but
overheated sex and stroked across her clitoris. The oil which they
had used on her had mostly dried now, but she was sopping wet
inside, and getting wetter as the girl's small fingers twisted and
stroked.

At a signal Amanda never got, Simone pulled
away and released her hair while the Chinese girl drew back. She
was ordered back onto her heels and to turn and face the others as
Claire got up and music began to play.

Gulping in air, chest heaving, she knelt with
her legs wide as she watched Claire go over to the Frenchman next
to Harris and start to dance before him. Her hips rolled
seductively and her hands slid up and down her lithe young body and
through her shot dark hair.

She climbed slowly onto the man's padded
lounger, her tongue sliding along her lower lip as she slid her
buttocks forward along his thighs. Her hands moved up and down his
chest and onto his shoulders as she began to do a lap dance on
him.

Simone knelt behind Amanda and Amanda gasped
as one of her hands slid across her hips and down between her legs,
fingers rubbing at her clitoris.

“You could make a lot of money lap dancing,
sex slave,” she whispered into her ear. “Better pay attention. You
need to learn how to move seductively.”

The Chinese girl was in no hurry, teasing and
taunting, her body angling in and up and back as she moved in time
to the music. She got up and then sat back again, this time her
back to him, grinding her buttocks up and down against him as she
arched her back.

Then at a word from the other woman she
simply climbed off. Harris gestured to Amanda, and she gulped,
chest tightening as Amanda drew back.

“Move, sex slave,” she whispered.

Amanda rose on shaky legs and padded over to
Harris, who pointed at the grinning Frenchman as the music
continued. Amanda hesitated, then began to sway in time to the
music, rolling her hips seductively (or what she hoped was
seductively) and sliding her hands up and down her body. She was
gripped by a dark hunger but also a deep embarrassment which was,
oddly, almost as much due to them all watching her dance as to
being nude.

She felt another of those moments of
unreality, of disbelief, as she climbed onto the man's lap.

I don't even know this guy!

She quickly realized he was already hard as
she ground herself against him, fighting against a sense of
self-consciousness as he grinned at her from inches away. Then, as
she continued to dance, his hands alighted on her hips and began to
stroke her outer thighs. The slid slowly back behind her to knead
her buttocks and then back around front and up under her breasts,
cupping and kneading them.

He pushed her off slowly onto her knees on
the floor and took her hands, rubbing them along his erection.
Dazed, heart pounding, she slowly and uncertainly undid his
trousers, then unzipped them. She pulled them open and reached in
to wrap her hand around his cock.

Crack!

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

“Always keep your legs spread wide, sex
slave,” Simone said calmly

Gasping, she jerked her knees apart, and then
began to caress the man's naked cock.

Crack!

“Pull his pants down all the way, sex slave,”
Simone said.

Gasping, she obeyed, and he spread his legs
as she moved in.

Crack!

“Slowly, sex slave.”

She moaned, and then began to lick her way
slowly, tentatively, along his thigh, sliding her cheek along his
skin, letting her hair brush and sweep over his groin as she moved
higher and higher. She grasped his thick cock and pressed it up and
back against his belly and then began to lick and suck at his
balls.

Behind her, she felt fingers stroking at her
sex, then sliding in, small fingers.

She moaned as she continued to kiss and lick
and massage the man's cock and balls, trying to ignore the fingers
stroking her clitoris as she finally, after several minutes, took
the head of his cock into her mouth and began to suck.

She slid her lips down further and further
with each bob of her head, then took him deep into her throat,
gurgling dazedly around it as he groaned and cursed. She felt a
moment of victory at that, at his reaction, even as she pulled back
up, gasping and gulping in air.

Her own body was starting to heat up with a
ferocious dark sexual hunger once again as Claire rubbed her
clitoris and fingered her sex. But she concentrated on the man's
cock, taking it deep again, and then again before Simone gripped
her hair and tugged her up.

“Climb onto his lap, Sex slave.”

Panting and moaning, Amanda obeyed,
straddling the man, gripping his cock and pressing it against her.
She shuddered as she sank slowly down, grasping his shoulders and
starting to ride him, crying out as he slid deep into her
belly.

Every time she started to ride too fast
Simone jerked down on her hair, forcing her to grind herself
against him even while she sat straddling him and impaled, forcing
her to ride slowly up and down, and then to kiss him and slide her
tongue along his, emptying herself of all inhibitions and letting
herself fall into the role of the submissive sex slave they were
pretending she was.

It got worse when Claire moved in behind her,
hands on her buttocks, and began to lick her back opening, her
tongue circling and stroking, dipping and darting. The sensation
was new and shocking and made it almost impossible to keep control
of her movements as her body burned with a raging sexual fever.

The orgasm tore through her like a hurricane,
shattering her mind as she abandoned all restraint, riding the man
with a desperate need, crying out again and again as she impaled
herself on his steely cock, shuddering and bucking and jerking in
the grip of an overload of pure sensation.

*

Amanda wore a white blouse with a high, puffy
collar under her gray pinstriped blazer. The skirt matched the
blazer, tight and short. And nobody had to know she wore no panties
underneath, and had a butt-plug inside her. She acted with perfect
dignity and aplomb, after all, as she sat at the gleaming board
room table next to Harris.

Her hair was pulled back and she wore the
same fake glasses she had the other day on the yacht for Harris'
'reception'. It was a reception she'd never forget, and even now
the shocking events resonated through her mind.

There were a few other women at the table,
along with the suited men. Most were older. The youngest was Nicole
– the same woman who had been on the yacht.

Amanda self-consciously avoided meeting her
eyes.

This was, after all, a business setting, a
professional setting, and she was in her element, in the kind of
job she had longed for and relished. It made her feel awkward to be
reminded of that other her, the naked slut who had showed just how
shameless and weakly sluttish she was in front of others.

Her self-image had been that of a strong,
confident and capable young woman, a businesswoman on the path to
being given ever greater responsibilities. She did not enjoy the
comparison with Nicole, who actually was a senior, powerful and
responsible female executive.

It was hard to show a lot of pride around
someone who had led her, by a leash, crawling, up the ship's
corridor and into her stateroom.

Claire had followed along behind, with the
riding crop, ready to sting her bottom at any failure or
hesitation. Then the Chinese girl had demonstrated again what was
required for her in the way of oral service to her mistress and
Amanda had obediently mirrored her, kneeling between Nicole's legs
and licking determinedly at her as Claire sternly guided her
actions.

And if that hadn't been bad enough, she'd had
to lick Claire, afterward, while Nicole knelt behind her and used a
large strap-on dildo to demonstrate her dominance, and force Amanda
into more multiple orgasms.

No, just a brief memory of that colored her
cheeks. There was no way she could pretend to be a strong-willed
and professional woman of substance around Nicole!

Sex slave!

Paul called her that too, now, though with a
grin or a smirk. She understood it wasn't real, but she also knew
they said it to fuck with her head and see her response. What she
should have done when they started was just laugh and say something
like “Yeah, you wish!” But it was too late to pretend to that
attitude now.

It did affect her, and they knew it. It never
failed to tighten her chest and groin and send a wave of dark
eroticism through her mind.

For the next three hours it was all business,
with charts and diagrams, numbers and formulas, labor code
regulations and political consequences, staffing lists and
marketing proposals. It was all the stuff she'd studied in school,
and she kept forgetting that other her, the sex slave her, until
her eyes would accidentally catch sight of Nicole glancing at her,
and then it would all come back.

Beneath the puffy collar she wore a gold
choker. It was highly polished and smooth as glass against her
skin. It was not one of the bondage collars she'd worn, and had no
ring at the center to attach a leash. It could be removed easily
enough by reaching behind her neck.

It was symbolic, however. Just like the gold
wrist bands around her wrists. No one seeing any one of them would
think anything of it. If they saw all three together, well, the
perverted might wonder, but most wouldn't think anything was meant
by it except a love of gold jewelry.

Harris had had her wear the three yesterday,
and nothing else but a tiny black thong, all day while on the
yacht. She had had to greet visitors and get them drinks and
snacks, and pretend she wasn't virtually naked.

At least there was no further sexual displays
in front of strangers!

In front of Harris, well, that was another
thing, as she was further taught how to perform oral sex on a woman
by Simone and Wendy as Harris casually watched and sipped his wine
and worked on his laptop on one or another of the decks.

He'd also installed a stripper pole in one of
the cabins! How he'd found out about her pole dancing classes...
but then, she shouldn't have been surprised that he would know
everything that happened in his building, especially where it
concerned her.

She was surprised at how good Simone was at
pole dancing, though, not to mention stripping. Simone had given
her lessons – in front of Harris, or sometimes Paul. And Paul had
been her 'dummy' while she practiced lap dancing under Simone's
supervision.

But now she was dressed properly, for her
real job, she thought determinedly. This was what she had
gone to university and studied for, after all, so she could
understand all these charts and ideas! Of course, she was too young
and inexperienced to really make a contribution, other than
providing documents and figures when Harris asked for them.

But that would come one day with more
experience. She was learning a lot here about high finance and
negotiations. Just as she was learning a lot about how this
particular business operated. They'd spent the morning touring its
operations, then having lunch in its executive dining room. Now it
was the stern business of high finance and negotiations.

Just by being here she was learning a
lot!

One day she'd be worth a big salary – and not
just because she was pretty and let the boss do whatever he wanted
with her body!

She glanced aside at Paul, who was taking
notes. Now he was sexy! She'd come to appreciate his quick wit,
even temperament, and casual, laid-back personality more over the
past week. Not to mention his great body and his skillful fingers
and tongue. He would make a pretty good boyfriend! Her mom
and friends would be impressed by his shoulders and his
intelligence.

After the meeting ended Harris sent her back
to the yacht with Paul while he stayed to do something else. That
let her sit alone with him in the back seat of the taxi, with a
driver who didn't speak English.

“Well, that seemed to go well,” she said.

“They're desperate,” he replied.

“So you think Mr. Harris will accept the
terms of the deal?”

“The terms of the deal are fine as long as he
can get some guarantee about the unwritten part.”

She turned and looked at him in surprise.
“What unwritten part?”

“The part that involves the bureaucrats in
the government leaving us alone to make a few changes.”

“Oh, right. Well, they aren't going to put
that in writing, are they?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Not likely.
But there will be an agreement. That's why you and I aren't there.
They want as few people to witness it as possible, just in case
rumors ever get out and there's some kind of investigation.”

“I guess. I'm learning a lot here.”

“And on the yacht,” he said with a grin.

She flushed slightly.

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Your... dancing improved a lot
yesterday.”

She felt a little thrumming in her lower
belly.

“Well, Simone is... good,” she said
grudgingly.

“She should be. Mr. Harris had her instructed
by the best.”

“Who is she?” she demanded.

“Just an employee of Mr. Harris. He saw no
reason to not have a beautiful and available girl as his uhm,
flight attendant. And, of course, she went to Japan with us and
learned all about massage too.”

“If she's a flight attendant how come she's
on the yacht?”

“Because he wanted her to,” he said. “Mr.
Harris does what he wants and doesn't explain himself to anyone
else. I presume it's to help train you, though.”

She felt another little thrum in her lower
belly.

“In uh, dancing.”

“And other things. She's very...
uninhibited.”

“I'll bet,” she snorted.

He grinned. “Well, she's been at it several
years now.”

“I suppose she gets a huge salary too.”

“Of course. Certainly far better than any
other flight attendant or uh, ship's cabin girl.”

“Is that what Wendy is?”

“Uh huh.”

“Mr. Harris certainly likes his... comforts,”
she said disapprovingly.

“All men do. He simply has the luxury and
freedom of indulging them more than the rest of us.”

“So if you were wealthy would you have a girl
in every... place to attend to you?” she asked with arched
eyebrows.

“Maybe. What's the down side?”

She snorted again, but couldn't honestly
think of one.

“Maybe your wife would object.”

“If I was married. Unless, of course, my wife
was an obedient, disciplined girl... like you,” he said with a
grin.

“I think I would object anyway. I'd be
jealous.”

“Ah, that's because women associate sex with
love. Men can but don't need to. Do you think Harris has any
particular affection for Simone or Wendy?”

“No. Or me.”

“Oh I dunno. He spends a lot more time around
you. I'm sure he likes you in his way.”

“Okay, but he's kind of … unemotional.”

“I'm not unemotional but I don't feel any
particular affection for Simone or Wendy either. I've had sex with
both of them. I like them okay, but if I never saw them again I
wouldn't exactly be crying in my beer.”

“And me?” she asked with raised eyebrows.

He grinned. “Well, I've only known you a
short time. I might get the sniffles.”

She laughed.

“I'm sure we'll get to know each other much
better in the coming days... and weeks... and months... and maybe
years.”

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


“Was this what you meant about getting to
know each other better?” Amanda gulped.

Paul grinned at her from the table.

He was laying naked on a massage table. She
was wearing nothing but the gold bands and collar and a thong.
Simone was 'training' her in erotic massage. She'd spent the first
twenty minutes on his shoulders and back, rubbing and kneading his
muscles and pouring warm oil over him so his skin felt deliciously
slippery and warm.

Now he had rolled over and she licked her
lips as her chest got tighter.

“Start at his feet,” Simone ordered.

So she did, and massaged and squeezed his big
feet, rubbing his toes, then only slowly working her way up his
ankles.

“I love the way your breasts hang there when
you're leaning forward,” he said.

She gulped and ignored him.

“Especially with how hard your nipples
are.”

“You're distracting me,” she protested.

“Oh well, we can't have that,” Simone
said.

She tugged the clasp loose and Amanda's thong
fell away.

“Climb onto the table and straddle his
thighs,” she said.

Amanda felt her pulse pick up but obeyed
immediately as Simone handed her the squeeze bottle.

“Now arch your back, let your head fall back,
and squeeze so the oil falls down onto your upper body. Above the
breasts. We want it to ooze and trickle down over your breasts
while he watches. Pose your body, slave girl.”

That 'slave girl' business always made her
pulse leap!

She did as she was ordered, though, letting
the thick oil spill down over her upper breasts and chest and then
slowly ooze downward.

“Now bring your hands up under your breasts
and rub the oil into them... slowly, seductively.”

She did that too, heart beating faster as
Paul watched and his cock began to harden. She rubbed the oil all
over her chest and belly.

“Now trickle some over his cock and
balls.”

Amanda felt the hum of sexual electricity
growing within her as she obeyed, and then, following Simone's
guidance, she let her upper body down, her full breasts pillowing
out against his groin and then mashing up and down over it as she
slid herself slowly up and down along his body.

She slid higher, her slippery body moving up
along his, rubbing over his muscular chest as her hands caressed
his sides and then worked up into the front of his shoulders. She
slid her lower body forward until she was sitting atop his
erection, which rested along his belly, and then breathlessly made
herself slide back and forth along it as her fingers massaged his
chest!

“Dig those fingers into his shoulders. This
is a real massage, slave.”

She gulped, heart beating rapidly, and
obeyed. Rubbing herself along his thick fat cock, especially with
the oil covering him – and her – meant sliding her clitoris along
it too! That was sending a growing rush of sensory heat and
pleasure through her body and mind!

“Now slide back down along his thighs and let
your breasts massage his cock and balls.”

She did that, reluctantly, but also with some
relief, for sliding down made her sex ride over nothing but the
empty space between his thighs and gave her a little more
sanity.

But taking his stiff cock between her
slippery breasts and massaging it was certainly something new and
wild and kinky!

Simone made her get off, though, and then
stand next to the table as she took his cock and balls in her hands
and very slowly massaged them. This was nothing like the hand jobs
she'd given in her life. This was sloooow. Her small hands massaged
and caressed, stroked and rubbed, abandoning his cock now and then
to let him cool down, and then sliding up and down his chest and
belly instead.

Of course, there was nothing to cool her
down, especially since she had to lean forward over the table, and
even more especially because Simone stood behind her and rubbed her
with her fingers!

She wanted to climb on the table, straddle
Paul, impale herself on his big cock, and ride him for all she was
worth!

But instead, Simone finally had her bring him
off with her mouth, licking and sucking and then taking him deep
into her throat again and again until he exploded.

Then she had to resume massaging him,
straddling him, sliding up and down over his body, and getting him
hot – and hard again so she could once again massage him with her
hands.

And again make him come in her mouth!

She was getting extremely frustrated!

“Get him hard again.”

She gulped, but then continued, massaging,
kneading, stroking, then climbing aboard and sliding her naked body
up and down against him. This time his hands freely kneaded her
breasts and squeezed and massaged her buttocks as she slid up and
down over him.

And then Mr. Harris arrived!

She gulped, feeling another rush of energy,
of sexual electricity crackling along her skin! She had just
succeeded in licking, sucking and massaging him hard once more, and
was now sliding back and forth along his body. Her own body was
burning hotly, and she desperately wanted Simone to let her slide
herself down atop him!

But instead she was pulled off, and so was
Paul! She gulped, pulse beating faster as she realized Harris had
gotten undressed. Now he climbed onto the table and she felt a new
sense of pressure and stress, knowing his high standards! With Paul
it was fun and games! With Harris... it was real!

She started massaging his feet and legs,
oiling them up, then slid her hands up along his buttocks, then
climbed atop the table – atop him. She slid her oiled body up and
down his, her soft breasts rubbing against his back as her fingers
kneaded his shoulders.

Leaning forward, straddling his body, left
her legs spread, of course, and rubbing back and forth meant she
was rubbing her throbbing, overheated sex along him!

And that only got worse when he turned
over!

Once again she arched her back, pouring the
oil over her chest, letting it ooze down, then slowly leaning
forward and sliding her oiled breasts over him. He was hard and
thick and she let her sex slide back and forth along him as her
fingers caressed his chest and shoulders.

Like Paul had, he reached up to knead her
breasts, but then he reached up higher, sliding his hand behind her
neck and jerking her forward and down until he could crush his lips
against hers. She gasped, startled, then kissed back almost
instinctively. He didn't usually kiss her, but like everything else
he did, he did it skilfully.

And given the heat filling her, passion took
over and she began to moan helplessly into his mouth as she
continued to grind herself as best she could against him.

He pulled her head up and shifted his grip to
her hair.

“Reach down and put me inside you,” he
ordered.

Her heart leapt, and she reached down,
lifting her hips a little, pressing the nose of his cock against
the mouth of her sex. She shuddered and moaned as she felt him
pushing forward, as she pushed her body back along his. She was
still laying on him with her thighs gripping his hips, and now she
slowly slid her body down along his as she felt his cock pushing
higher and deeper into her thrumming, overheated sex!

“Oh! Oh! Oh, God!” she gasped.

He kept hold of her hair, preventing her from
sliding down as far as she wanted to, keeping her mouth above his
so his could feast on it. She writhed and moaned, riding the first
few inches of him and desperate for more!

Again in this position, her clitoris was
rubbing and grinding against him with every movement, and it was
throbbing and swollen and nearly ready to explode! She tried to
prevent it, wanting him buried inside her when she came, kept
trying to push herself lower along his body to take him deeper!

He jerked up and back sharply on her hair
making her cry out.

“Do you want my cock inside you, Cantrell?”
he growled.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried weakly.

“Beg,” he said softly.

“Please may I have your cock inside me, sir!”
she moaned.

He let his other hand slide up and down over
her chest, kneading her breast roughly.

“This oil is edible, correct?”

He rolled his eyes towards Simone.

“Yes, sir!”

He smiled and pushed her up and back.

“Get off the table.”

She moaned in surprise and disappointment,
but Simone quickly pulled her up and helped her off.

“Now start at my feet,” he said. “This time
with your mouth, Cantrell.”

Dazed and overheated, she was panting as
Simone led her around to the foot of the table.

“Start with his toes, slave,” she growled,
gripping her hair roughly and bending her over.

Amanda felt a wild flare of excitement, the
sexual fever gripping her mind tightly now in its dark,
intoxicating heat. This was so... sick!

She bent and took his big toe into her mouth,
then started to suck and lick it. Her mouth widened to take in more
of his toes, her lips caressing as she sucked, as she licked. She
gasped as Simone jerked her hair back roughly, pushing her face
lower, against the bottom of his feet.

She licked at the bottom of his feet, feeling
a wild thrill of heat at the degrading nature of what she was
doing!

Sex slave!

She licked long slow licks along his foot,
then drew them up against her chest to mash her breasts around it.
Then she started on the other before licking her way up his body,
climbing onto the table, and then licking and sucking his
balls.

“Keep your hips high and your knees wide,”
Simone ordered.

She obeyed, panting, moaning, rubbing her
breasts against his thighs as she massaged and sucked his cock and
balls.

Finally he gripped her and drew her bodily
up, her body sliding along his until he could look into her
eyes.

“Do you want my cock inside you,
Cantrell?

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say yes master.”

Another wild rush of emotion, of dark,
thrilled excitement made her body pulse!

“Please may I have your cock inside me,
Master!?” she moaned.

“Reach back and place the head against
yourself and take just the head inside.”

She moaned but obeyed, gasping as the lips of
her sex were spread wide.

“Beg.”

“Please may I have your cock inside me,
Master?!”

“Do it.”

She moaned and slid slowly back, gasping,
moaning and then crying out as her sex enveloped him and slid
downward, inch by delicious inch! It took seconds before she was
desperately riding him, crying out again and again as the orgasm
tore her mind apart.

“Oh God! Oh Fuck! Fuck!” she cried, riding
him frantically, grinding her clitoris against his pubic bone as
she impaled herself on his thick cock again and again!

She collapsed, gasping for breath, eyes
slitted, groaning, her face pressed against his chest.

“Get back to work, slave girl,” he
growled.

She shuddered then pushed herself up off his
chest, now straddling his hard cock, sitting atop it. She moaned,
dropping her eyes to her belly. She ran her hands over it,
imagining just how deep he was inside her! Then she let her hands
slide forward onto his chest, leaning over, and began to ride up
and down instead of simply sliding along his body.

That Simone and Paul were watching was... a
complicating factor. It was a little embarrassing and made her a
little self-conscious and feel a little more slutty and ashamed,
but it also increased the dark thrill of what she was doing simply
because it made it more outrageous!

“Remember, slave, squeeze your pubic muscles
as you ride up, and release as you ride down,' Simone said.

Amanda moaned and obeyed, riding his cock,
starting to grind herself against him now, groaning as he reached
up to knead her breasts. She rode him faster and faster as the dark
heat gripped her more tightly, as the sexual fever deepened, and
then a second climax tore through her, and shortly afterward a
third!

Her spasming sex finally brought him too,
letting her collapse atop him – briefly.

Simone pulled her off quickly and she
massaged him as she had Paul, her fingers delicately rubbing and
caressing his cock and balls, then working on him with her mouth
and throat again until he hardened.

She climbed atop and used her body to massage
him as Simone directed, but that was cut short by his
impatience.

“Sit up, slave girl,” he ordered.

Panting, she obeyed, sitting up, straddling
his body, his cock hard beneath her.

“Put me into your ass.”

She flinched with the sudden pulse of
emotion, then rose, easing the butt-plug out of her body, gripping
his cock and guiding it to her back opening. She slid down slowly,
moaning, gasping, and shocked at herself for feeling such a wave of
erotic pleasure. She'd been sodomized a number of times, of course,
but this time it felt so... incredible to have herself filled back
there!

She took him deep, achingly deep, relishing
the full sensation, even the cramps deep inside! She rode up and
down slowly, moaning, his fingers kneading her breasts, and managed
another orgasm before he came inside her.

Twice was evidently enough for him. He
motioned her off, climbed off himself then.

“Good job, Simone.”

“Thank you, Mr. Harris,” she said,
beaming.

He went into the shower, leaving her gulping
in air, flushed and sweating under the oil.

Then she gestured Paul back onto the
table.

“Resume, slave.”

She moaned tiredly, but obeyed, starting to
lick her way up his body.

“And don't forget to punish the slave for
cursing,” she heard Harris' voice coming from the shower.

She gulped, but there was nothing she could
do about that as she bent over and started to suck on Paul's
balls.

Crack!

She gasped as the thin crop snapped down
across her bottom.

Crack!

“Slowly, slave girl. We don't want him to
explode just yet.”

Crack!

“And run your hands up and down his body.
Don't keep them together.”

Crack!

“And remember not to curse when you have your
next orgasm, you slutty sex slave.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Every blow stung, and set her buttocks
burning, but Amanda tried to ignore them as she slid her throat
down along Paul's stiff cock, moaning dazedly.

This time Paul brought his big hand around to
grip her neck from behind, holding her in place forcefully.

“Submit,” he ordered softly.

“Hands behind your back, slave,” Simone
ordered.

Crack!

Dazed, she obeyed, even as her chest began to
burn and her head pounded from lack of oxygen.

He held her there, his gaze stern, holding
her eyes with his, then pulled upward. She gurgled as his cock slid
out of her, and popped free into her mouth, gasping in ragged
breaths of air

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Then he pulled her down again, all the way,
and this time used his grip on her to work her mouth up and down,
up and down, hard, fucking her throat as her hands and arms
trembled behind her.

He pulled her up and she was even more dazed,
coughing, gasping, eyes glazed over. She would have fallen if she
wasn't bent over the table.

He pulled her up onto the table, and held her
in a seated position, straddling him, with his big hand almost
completely encircling her neck. He raised her up, and Simone took
his cock and pressed it against her sex, then she slid down with a
shuddering gasp of heat and dazed pleasure.

“Hands at your sides,” he ordered. “You have
no hands. Don't even think of using them for anything.”

She sat atop him, straddling him, impaled
upon his thick cock, gurgling weakly as his hand alternately opened
or closed around her throat. Her eyes bulged as he closed his hand
and her head began to pulse and pound from lack of oxygen. Her
fingers trembled and twitched, but her hands remained at her
sides.

Finally he pulled her forward and down so she
was laying atop him, eased his grip on her throat, and kissed her
passionately.

He rolled her over, rolled over atop her, and
her slippery legs slid aside, falling over the edges of the padded
table.

Simone gripped her hands and guided them up
to the top of the table, then strapped them there before moving
back. Amanda hardly noticed as Paul continued to kiss her, grinding
himself slowly against her.

Finally he pulled upward off her, then
gripped her legs, lifting them up and back, shoving them back
against her body. He leaned over her, his big chest pressing them
back against her, squeezing her in two as his eyes bored into
hers.

She shuddered, eyes glassy as he ground
himself into her, as his thick cock filled her achingly full. His
hands slid along her slippery legs to her ankles and forced them
back further as he raised himself on his two powerful straight
arms.

Then his hips began to work.

Simone disappeared into the shower with Mr.
Harris, while Paul drove into her like a railway locomotive picking
up speed. Every stroke was long and deep, every plunge making her
groan as the head pushed against the back wall of her sex.

Faster... faster... faster, until the orgasm
tore her apart again as his hips slammed down against her upraised
buttocks, crying out louder as he forced the backs of her toes
against the table above her head, another orgasm shattering her
mind, then a whole series of them as her entire body trembled,
shook and went mad while his heavy body crushed her, his thick cock
spearing deep into her quivering belly with savage and unrestrained
force, power and fury!
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Paul solved her apartment issue – by moving
her into a one bedroom apartment which was much smaller. It was
still quite nice and in a great location. But it had a tiny closet
in the bedroom, and not much of a view.

Paul seemed oddly smug about it as he showed
her around, not at all daunted by her lack of excitement. It was a
nice apartment, she told herself, and one which would have thrilled
her before she'd moved into her previous one.

“It's... nice,” she said without a lot of
enthusiasm.

“Ah, but we haven't gotten to the best part
yet,” he said.

“We've seen everything, haven't we?”

She looked around.

“You haven't paid enough attention to the
closet.”

“What? About it?”

She opened the door again and looked. It was
a normal enough closet.

“My uhm, work clothes aren't here?” she
asked.

All her other things had already been moved
from her previous apartment.

“They're here.”

She frowned at him.

“You're just not looking in the right
place.”

“And where would that be?” she asked
dryly.

“In the closet, of course.”

She looked again. There was only her own
clothes hanging from a pole.

Paul reached in and slid them aside, then
reached in behind the door frame on the left and the far wall of
the closet slid aside.

“Are you kidding me!?” she said in
disbelief.

She stepped through the closet and emerged in
a much larger, walk-in closet, with shelves and cupboards running
along either side. Her 'work clothes' were there. She looked around
in amazement.

“This is some closet!”

She frowned as she looked at the big mirror
at the far end. It was hanging on a door. She walked to it and
pushed the door open to find herself in an enormous bedroom, bigger
than the one she used to have, with a vaulted ceiling and gorgeous
views out big plate glass windows.

“Two bedrooms? A whole hidden
apartment!?”

“Not hidden. It's a different apartment which
now has access through the closet. You can keep the first one for
show and this one for living in. This is a three bedroom
apartment.”

“Wow!”

Now she was excited! She wandered into the
big attached master bathroom and looked around at the glistening
marble excitedly. It had a huge shower and whirlpool tub! Then she
walked back through the big bedroom and opened the door to the
corridor.

Next to it was another large bedroom with its
own attached bathroom, and next to that an exercise room – with a
stripper pole!

“The third bedroom got made over into an
exercise room,” he said.

“Huh.”

The kitchen and living room were even bigger
than her previous apartment, and it had a deck looking out onto
34th Street. She returned to the master bedroom and
examined the furniture with interest. The bed was a big California
King, with thick, six foot wooden posts at the corners, and the
dressers were all big, heavy dark wood.

“It's kind of... masculine,” she said.

“Thank you,” he said with a smug smile.

She rolled her eyes at him. “You bought
it?”

“I did.”

She tugged on one of the dresser drawers and
blinked as it slid out, filled with shirts she had never seen –
men's shirts, unless she was very mistaken. And she wasn't.

“What...”

She pulled open more drawers and found more
men's clothing, turning to gape at him.

“This is, in fact, my apartment – slave
girl.”

She gulped, feeling a rush of dark,
breathless emotion as she stared at him.

“Convenient, huh?”

“Uh....”

He opened another door she hadn't really
noticed, next to the closet, and it showed a second large closet.
This one, however, was filled with men's suits and shoes and pants
and other things.

“Dual closets, his and hers.”

“Uh...”

“The good news is we can share a ride in to
work, and I can help train you in being a good personal assistant –
not just at work but at home,” he said.

“Uh...”

“Great idea, huh?”

“No!”

“No? What's wrong with it?”

“I'm not moving in with you!”

“No? Well, you don't have to. You have your
own apartment.”

“It's tiny!” she exclaimed, glaring at
him.

“Such a spoiled little princess,” he
said.

“How come you get a huge three bedroom?”

“Because I'm bigger.”

“Your head sure is!”

“Well, you're welcome to share my apartment
any time. There are only two rules, after all.”

“What two rules?” she asked suspiciously.

“Why, just the obvious ones. The first is you
never question orders. The second is that you aren't to allowed to
wear any clothes here.”

He smiled smugly at her and she glared at him
indignantly.

Even though she felt a hot little thrum of
energy down low.

She jabbed her finger against his chest – his
very well-muscled chest.

“You don't give me orders, Mister
Middleton!”

“That's quite true. I only pass on orders from Mister Harris,” he
said. “Have you, uh, checked your emails lately?”

She looked at him warily. Her phone was in
her jacket, back in the smaller apartment.

“No.”

“You should probably do that.”

She glared at him, then walked back into the
'women's' closet and into the other apartment. She had tossed her
jacket across a table. She picked it up now and took out her cell
phone, then called up her emails. Sure enough, there was one from
Harris.

Cantrell, I have asked Paul to intensify
your training over the next month to bring you up to speed on the
layout of the corporation and its many subsidiaries and financial
interests. He will also aid you in further acquainting you with the
requirements and skills needed for my personal assistant. During
this time you will obey him as you would me.

“Oh shit!” she said softly.

Her chest tightened and her mind swirled with
the possibilities of that order!

“Oh Amanda...” she heard him calling.

She saw the email was CC'd to him and bit her
lower lip, already considering how this might work. She could show
her mother and her friends this apartment, at least. That would
take care of that concern. And it wasn't like she'd have to spend
all evening every evening in the 'other' apartment, after all...
and it was just for a month!

“Cantrell,” he barked.

She gulped, and went back to the closet, then
through it to the other, larger one where he was standing with his
big arms folded across his chest and a stern look on his face.

“Now then, slave girl,” he said.

“I'm not a slave girl!”

He raised his eyebrow. “Are you contradicting
me?”

“I'm... that isn't...”

“Strip.”

“You can't...”

“Want to read that email over again?”

She bit her lower lip and flushed, then took
her clothes off as he got something from one of the cupboards. Her
flush deepened as she saw it was a large studded leather bondage
collar and matching restraints. He quickly put them on her as she
held still, glaring at him, but her heart thumped faster and
faster, especially when he drew her wrists together behind her and
locked them there.

He brought her up the hall and then into a
small den, then. There was a comfortable high-backed chair before
the desk but he drew it back and instead pulled a small, hard chair
from the corner and then took a big dildo which had a suction cup
on the bottom and stuck it to the seat.

“Sit down.”

“You're kidding.”

“Would I kid you?”

“I'm not... that's big!”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I'm not exactly... ready for a big... cock
like that!” she protested.

“Oh well. I can take care of that.”

“Wait!”

He lifted her up and dropped her on the desk,
then jerked her thighs up and wide so that she fell back onto her
back. He knelt before her, then and began to lick his way up and
down her sex as she lay gasping on her bound wrists and arms.

She raised her head to glower at him, but
couldn't keep it up, dropping her head back onto the desk as his
tongue and lips worked her over. Then his big fingers spread wide
the lips of her sex and began to massage the insides. They
gradually dipped deeper and deeper, until they were sliding into
her to the knuckles!

Amanda could not withstand that for very
long, and was soon sopping wet as her hips ground up against
him.

Whereupon he stopped and drew her off the
desk, then pulled the chair in and forced her to squat over it.

“Oh! Oh, God!” she moaned as the thick head
pressed insistently against her opening.

It slowly pushed into her, then, as she
lowered herself, it climbed higher, inch by inch, until she felt
impaled on it! She had to take every inch in order to sit flat, and
then Paul spread her legs and tied them to the legs of the chair.
He pulled a laptop over in front of her and put on a PowerPoint
display.

“You'll be questioned on this, and you better
pass,” he warned, shaking his finger at her.

“How am I supposed to make this work!?”

“Use your tongue. It needs exercise anyway,”
he said with a smirk.

He left her there and she glared after him,
face and chest flushed and body pulsing with heat and hunger. She
looked at the monitor, and then squirmed atop the dildo inside her.
It ached!

On the screen was a hierarchy chart which
showed the different parts of the corporation., and then links to
show which subsidiaries they were responsible for.

She was not so aroused she couldn't read
them, but she was aroused enough she didn't want to. When Paul
returned half an hour later she hadn't done much more than
squirm.

“So, learned a lot?”

“It's kind of hard to concentrate like this!”
she protested.

“Well, you better learn. I'm going to test
you.”

And then he produced a riding crop, which he
laid on the desk next to the laptop.

“That's for failure.”

She gulped and when he left she tried to
concentrate on the laptop and the display. It wasn't easy, and as
he said, she had to lean forward and use her tongue on the keys to
move along.

He returned half an hour later and started
asking questions. When she couldn't answer very well he pulled her
to her feet – though her ankles were still locked to the lower legs
of the chair, pushed the laptop to one side, and bent her over the
desk.

“Oh! Wait! Paul!”

“That's Mister Middleton to you, slave girl,”
he said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Ow! Don't!”

Crack! Crack Crack! Crack! Crack!

He had her her sink back down onto the dildo
again – her buttocks hot and stinging, then pulled the laptop in
front of her.

“Study, slave girl.”

He left her like that, glaring at the
door.

“Bastard!” she said softly.

She turned back to the laptop, though,
because she knew he'd be back and be delighted to give her more
punishment.

Sure enough, he returned and asked more
questions. This time he bent her over the desk before he started,
and let the crop lay across her upraised buttocks as he asked them.
Then he brought it in between her thighs and let the narrow shaft
push up between the lips of her sex, rubbing gently, the little
rubber tip rubbing against her clitoris.

“Now, question one. How many main departments
does McMann-Harris possess?”

“Eight!” she gulped.

He drew the crop back.

Crack!

“Ow! Hey, it is eight!”

Crack!

“Yes, but you forgot to say master,” he said
sternly.

“Oh give me a break!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Try again, little slave girl.”

The blows stung! But the dark heat within her
was more powerful than the heat in her buttocks.

“Master,” she gulped.

“Good slave girl. Now, name them.”

The crop returned to stroking gently against
her sex as she did so. Then he asked her to describe what they did.
It remained there, the shaft between the lips of her sex, the tip
rubbing her clitoris, as she did so – until she made a mistake or
an omission. Then it drew back and cut across her buttocks with
stinging blows!

He sat her down, impaling her on the dildo
again, and pulled the laptop before her, then left her again.

“Bastard,” she gulped, panting.

She returned to studying the monitor, but was
aroused and distracted. She found herself riding slowly up and down
on the dildo, at least for the final inch, and grinding herself
against it. As this aroused her further she started to ride higher
and faster, until the orgasm swept through her and she was gasping
and moaning and bouncing atop it!

Then she could return to studying.

*

Dinner was served to her in the same manner
it had been on the plane. She had to kneel naked with her wrists
bound behind her while he fed her – while she licked food from his
fingers and hands. The difference here was that she was impaled on
the same dildo.

She became deeply aroused as she ground
herself down on it, as she leaned in to lick food from his fingers,
as she caught his eyes on her, and the dark heat roiled her mind as
it churned within her body.

After dinner it was back to 'studying', still
impaled on the dildo, which she rode to a second orgasm. She also
endured two more 'exams' complete with croppings. Then she found
herself kneeling in front of his chair, still impaled on the
suction cup dildo, as she licked his cock and sucked his balls,
taking her time as he toyed with her hair.

Then she practiced her lap dancing, which of
course, ended in her riding his stiff, slick cock as she cried out
in helpless pleasure. After that she practiced her pole dancing
while he watched, then he put her down on her face with her bottom
raised and rode her to another powerful orgasm.

She slept in the second bedroom, still naked
and collared, with her wrists bound together behind her back, and
had breakfast the same way. Only then was she permitted to dress
before they went into work together in his Mercedes.

“So how long are you going to work for him?”
she asked.

“As long as possible,” he replied. “I'm still
learning a lot about negotiation and leadership from him, and I'm
sure not likely to get anything like my present salary anywhere
else. Nor are you.”

“I know that,” she said.

“Besides, I like my job. I think I've got a
good read on the corporation and on Harris.”

“But where is... up for you?”

“Oh I imagine I'll wind up being named one of
the assistant managers before too too long, and then eventually the
manager. The same for you... eventually. Or we could wind up in one
of the subsidiaries. It depends on where Harris thinks we'd best
fit.”

“It doesn't bother you to let someone else
make such decisions?”

“Not when he's smarter than me. Besides, I
can always refuse.”

“Refuse Harris' orders!?”

He grinned. “A final resort, of course.”

They got to work and it was a busy day, with
Amanda running to various vice presidents and managers to convey
Harris' orders or get information, then doing research for Harris.
She hardly had time to think about that incredible trip to France
and the wild time she'd had on his yacht!

The only sexual interlude during the day was
oral sex, which she performed on her knees behind his desk during
lunch.

She returned 'home' with Paul, who
immediately had her strip and put on the collar and wrist and ankle
bands, then had her practice her pole dancing while he exercised.
Afterward they went jogging together before returning home for her
to strip again, shower together – where she gave him oral sex and
he masturbated her to an orgasm – and then put on the studded
leather bondage things for a meal spent on her knees once more.

He didn't undo her restraints after dinner
either. Instead he watched TV while she lay across his lap and he
caressed and stroked her off and on, apparently experimenting with
her responses and trying to get her as close to orgasm as he could
without letting her go over the brink.

That was more than slightly frustrating for
Amanda, who got snippy, called him names, and got a spanking which
made her bottom burn, then was made to kneel in the corner of the
room. When she refused to stay put he found a couple of nipple
clips to bite into her swollen nipples, hooked them together with a
small cord, then screwed a hook into the wall at the proper height
to tie her nipples to while she knelt.

That not only made her kneel in the corner,
but given how taut the cord was, kneel very straight-backed. When
she called him more names he gagged her, then blindfolded her for
good measure. She spent almost an hour like that before she heard
him approach.

Then his hands began to stroke her shoulders,
then slide up and down her arms. It was clear his hands were
slippery with something, and she wasn't at all surprised when they
slid around her and began to knead her breasts, then slide down to
finger her sex.

She was frustrated and resentful and
indignant, but those emotions melted away under his skilled fingers
to the point she was moaning and gasping and grinding herself
against them. He pulled the butt-plug out of her ass and then
pushed himself in deep, stroking slowly as he fingered her and
chewed and kissed and sucked on the nape of her neck.

Afterwards she got to kneel on the rug beside
his recliner, and he removed the clips, blindfold and gag while he
watched TV and they chatted. Her urge to get snippy was restrained
by the fear she'd wind up in the corner with the nipple clips on
again, or spanked.

Her wrists remained locked behind her through
the evening and night and again, the bands only came off the next
morning for work.

It was... weird.

But at the same time, it wasn't all that
unpleasant living with Paul. He was bright, humorous, and very....
masculine. His body aroused her, and what he did with it aroused
her more. And truth to tell the bondage was a dark, forbidden
thrill too. And why not? Every time someone tied her up she had
orgasms!

That afternoon she returned to Form &
Function for a followup visit. During the first one she'd had her
first laser hair removal done, a medical exam, and lessons in
walking like a model. She spent an hour walking properly to the
satisfaction of the woman there, had a second laser hair removal
done, and then, to her surprise, was informed that her nipples were
to be pierced, as well!

She was dubious about that, but knew it was
Harris who had ordered it... or had he!? She doubted Harris made
such arrangements himself. It was probably Paul! That business with
the nipple clips the other night might have inspired him.

She had to agree, though it stung like hell!
She was irritable when she got back to the office, though, and
confronted Paul.

“Did you give orders to them to have my
nipples pierced!?” she growled, leaning over his desk.

He grinned at her. “I make a lot of calls for
Mister Harris, as you know, Ms. Cantrell.”

“I bet you suggested it to him!”

“I make a number of suggestions to Mister
Harris, Ms. Cantrell,” he said with a slight grin.

Before she could say anything more she heard
her intercom buzz through the open door. Paul grinned at her and
she glared, then went to Harris' office and entered.

“Ah, Cantrell. Come here.”

She gulped and then, walked, carefully,
across the floor.

“Your walk has improved,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said.

“Strip.”

That was often his order. It was abrupt, and
always gave her a mental jolt. He did not go in for much
romanticism, though. She stripped off her blazer, her blouse, her
bra and then her skirt as he examined her breasts.

“Very nice look.”

“Did Paul happen to suggest it, Mister
Harris?” she asked.

“Why? Whatever I decide is my decision.
Correct?”

“Well...”

“You aren't questioning my decision, are you,
Cantrell?”

“No, sir.”

“They look very good on you, very
erotic.”

She licked her lips, feeling her lower belly
thrumming softly.

“Well, they didn't want to put in studs. They
said that gold rings were on the order.”

“Yes. I wanted to see how they looked.”

“They're kind of... big, sir.”

“Questioning my decision?”

“No, sir! I'm sure you considered that they
might be visible under my clothes and decided that was
immaterial.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“That's a borderline complaint, Cantrell, but
I'll accept it since it was reasonably cleverly put. Now walk.”

She walked – in her high, stiletto heels –
and naked, across the floor, back and forth while he watched her.
Then she knelt, arching back to put her hands on the floor behind
her, and dropping her head backward, upside down, her knees spread
wide. She maintained that position for some minutes, not even
knowing if he was looking at her.

As she had expected, he eventually came over
and began to work her over with his hands, his slick, slippery
hands, and his were even more skilled than Paul. He finished by
putting a dildo with a suction cup on the floor and having her
slide her thrumming sex down onto it.

He left her panting and moaning, head upside
down, with a ball gag in her mouth and a silk scarf blindfolding
her. Now she felt even more disoriented, especially since she had
to maintain her position arched back with her head upside down.

Her skin seemed to throb softly with heat,
and she felt her insides stretched wide around the thick dildo. It
was very hard to remain still against the urge to move herself on
it.

“How does that black cock feel inside you,
Cantrell?”

She moaned into the gag.

“You can ride up and down it if you like, but
maintain your position.”

She did like!

It was awkward the way she was positioned,
with her hands on the floor behind her and her back arched, but she
was able to use her leg muscles to slide slowly up and down on the
thick dildo, gasping with pleasure every time it slid into her.

The orgasm arrived swiftly and with an
overpowering storm of sensation that caused her to ride
frantically, crying out into the gag as the pleasure tore through
her dazed mind.

After that, strong hands helped her upright,
and she moaned as they positioned her on her heels, her knees
spread wide, and large male fingers began to stroke her clitoris.
That heated her up again quickly, and she rode the dildo through
another orgasm, then another, as those skilled fingers stroked
her.

Her mind and body both felt like mush as he
put her on her face on the floor, her breasts hot against the cool
marble, her bottom raised high and legs spread. She felt his hands
roaming her body, then the his cock rubbing up and down along the
swollen lips of her sex.

He entered her slowly, and she gasped at his
thickness, moaning in pleasure at his warmth. A real cock was
always more satisfying, more erotic, more exciting than a fake one!
He felt even larger than normal, and it finally occurred to her it
might actually be Paul. She had no idea!

He buried himself in her, and it ached but it
ached thrillingly! Then he started to ride her, faster and faster,
harder and harder, his hips pounding against her, his cock spearing
into her, his hand seizing her hair to yank it up and back as he
rode her through another orgasm, then several more.

She gasped and groaned and panted as he rode
her. He was pounding her! God! His big hips were slamming into her
buttocks and his long, thick cock was driving into her with
unrestrained hunger! She felt like she was being taken by a savage!
And that set her mind aflame, which quickly caused her body to burn
even hotter!

Finally he yanked the blindfold off and she
gasped, her body jerking to the impact of his hips, her hair drawn
back to raise her head so that she stared across at his desk –
where he sat watching her.

It must be Paul then, she thought, moaning as
his hips hammered her. She rolled her eyes but couldn't see. He had
her hair in a tight grip behind her head, and was holding her
firmly as he rode her. He shoved her head down, her face to the
floor, and rode her through another orgasm before he spilled
himself finally.

Only then, as he drew back, did she catch a
faint image through the corner of her blurred eyes. She moaned
dazedly, gasping into the gag, then fell onto her side.

It wasn't Paul either. It was Brad!

She gasped as she stared up at him, and he
grinned down at her.

“Very nice. Very tight.”

“Take her home to wait for me,” Harris
said.

“Yes, sir.”

He lifted her to her feet and then led her
from the office, out into the hall, and, on a leash, down the
corridor to the elevators.

Brad!

Amanda felt another rush of disorientation,
of disbelief. Yet the dark heat still resonated within her mind,
along with the echo of those incredible storms of orgasmic
pleasure.

What did it matter who it was? Her body was
Harris' to do with as he chose, and to give to whoever he chose to
give it to.

Sex slave!

She moaned at the thought, at the dark, scary
heat attached to it, and the anticipation of what more was in her
future!

Not poverty, that was for sure! Not working
at Walmart or scrimping to make ends meet or shopping I used
clothing stores! Yachts and private jets and fast cars and dark,
wicked, breathless sex!

All she had to do was obey Mr. Harris and not
question his orders.

She would continue to do so.

 


End
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