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It was just so ridiculously easy...

All Kristin had to do was wait until Shauna
went to the bathroom – a reasonably predictable event, and then
saunter over to her desk, sit down, scroll back along the contract
template she'd been working on, and make a few 'minor' alterations.
In less than a minute she was back at her desk, smiling inwardly,
working on her own contract review.

Shauna was her major competition, after all,
in terms of who might be accepted into the ranks of the firm's
associates at the end of the quarter. And while one or two little
mistakes in a contract wouldn't have a lot of impact, well, this
was far from the first time Kristin had done this, nor would it
likely be the last.

She'd also managed to purloin the odd memo or
assignment from Shauna's in-basket over the last few weeks. It
wouldn't do to do it often, but if she was careful – and Kristin
was always careful – no one would see a pattern or get
suspicious.

And it wasn't as if Kristin didn't deserve
that position! She'd worked her butt off to get top marks in school
and then put in an awful lot of time and effort into pleasing the
partners since joining Henderson and Cooper Associates.

In more ways than one...

From the tip of her icy cold blonde hair to
the point of her jet black high heeled shoes, Kristin gave every
impression of cool professionalism. It was an aura she put on in
the morning, a persona designed with as much care as any character
in a play. Which, of course, included costume design.

Skirts – always, never pants. Her skirts were
always tight, but not too tight, sleek, dark, and hemmed a few
inches above the knees. Her stockings were always black, her shoes
always high heels – but not too high. Her blouse was always silk or
satin, very feminine, and tight across the chest, but with a
mannish suit jacket over it.

She always wore a gold watch, a gold ring,
and a gold chain or necklace – understated – around her neck, along
with matching earrings. Her hair was a perfect golden blonde, and
perfectly straight, falling just past her shoulder in back, with
the sides drawn back loosely to tie in place behind her and leave
her shoulders bare. No bangs – ever.

She also had a pair of frameless glasses she
occasionally wore when trying to emphasize her intellectual look,
though she had no need of glasses. Her fingernails were manicured,
her makeup flawless, and she had even taken voice coaching in order
to achieve the cool, steady soprano which would make others have
confidence in her.

And, of course, she slept with anyone who
could help her.

Not that actually sleeping with men was
usually necessary, of course. She had flirting down to a fine art,
too. And few men had proved to be immune to her charms. For those
who required more serious persuasion, Kristin had also determinedly
honed her sexual skills over the years, and exercised ruthlessly to
keep her body toned and fit.

In her single-minded pursuit of the wealth
and power she desired, there was little Kristin would not do if it
would give her the edge on competition. That had included sleeping
with a number of her professors at law school, both for the marks
and the recommendation she needed to be selected by a top rate law
firm.

She had had to be considerably more careful
once here, of course. Getting a reputation for sleeping with people
to get ahead could be deadly to her career. That was especially so
given her looks might well lead people to suggest it even if she
hadn't.

She had to be discrete, and had to
demonstrate an ability which would lead few to question her
promotions. So far she had managed both. Though she'd had to cheat
a bit on the latter. Sleeping with very bright young lawyers who
could give her a little assistance with complicated questions
helped immensely there. As did the willingness to put in whatever
time was required, with no concern for a private life.

Kristin had no boyfriend, nothing to distract
her from her job. Maybe in ten years or so, when she'd reached
partner, she'd consider someone suitable, but for now, the job was
what mattered. She was only twenty four, after all. There would be
plenty of time.

Besides, it wasn't like she didn't get as
much sex as she wanted... and often more. And anyway, sex, for
Kristin, was not about pleasure, but about power and influence. Sex
was a task, a job, and she approached it in as calculated a manner
as she did everything else in life, so as to impress her partner
and leave him with the best possible impression of her.

She had a great fake orgasm act, understated,
yet erotic. That too, she had practiced until she had it down
perfectly. She even held her breath so as to make her face redden,
giving the impression she was flushed with excitement. Men liked it
when they thought they were studs. Especially older men.

Speaking of which...

She noted the very short, professional
emailed request on whether she had finished researching the
precedents in Brown v Wade, and replied that she had indeed done
so. She glanced up at the clock. It was half past seven in the
evening. By now, virtually all the clerical and secretarial staff
had gone, along with most of the partners and associates.

She got up and locked her computer
automatically, then picked up a file and moved past Shauna's little
cubicle, along with those belonging to Dwight, Abel, Mark, Spencer
and Dave, then out the door of what had once been a storage room
and now served as the office for eight law clerks.

She walked in a brisk manner, her feet making
short, quick steps, her head up, shoulders back, through the aisle.
There were no straight corridors here, for the building itself was
not the usual rectangle or square. It was designed to allow the
maximum number of corner offices so that all the senior partners
could have one.

Its outside face was roughly oval but with a
zig-zag pattern of sharp edges which allowed certain rooms large
windows on two sides. Junior partners and associates, of course,
made do with smaller offices and smaller windows – on one wall.

The riff-raff, otherwise known as legal
secretaries, law clerks, researchers and administrators, occupied
whatever space in the middle could be found for them. There were
only two broad, paneled corridors, and those led straight from the
reception desk to one of the senior partner's offices, designed to
impress the more important clients.

David Maxwell was not one of those, but he
was influential enough that his support was crucial to Kristin's
plan of getting into a real office as fast as possible. He was
fifty two, married, with three children, one of whom was Kristin's
age, and blonde.

It was mid September in New York, and
darkness had fallen since her last trip out of her cubby hole.
Maxwell's secretary had gone home, of course. She made sure no one
was nearby first, then tapped discretely at his door before opening
it.

“I have the precedents, you asked for Mister
Maxwell,” she said in a professional voice kept low.

He motioned her in, and she slipped inside,
closing the door behind her. The curtains were drawn against the
dark, and the nearby towers, and she smiled as she backed against
the door, her finger pushing in the lock.

“I have news for you, little girl,” he said
with a broad smile.

Kristin felt a little jolt of excitement as
she strolled forward. There was nothing about Maxwell which excited
her, of course. He was a middle aged man, somewhat pudgy, but not
fat, with graying temples and round glasses.

His office excited her more. It was all
sleek, gorgeously polished wooden cabinets and shelves which
matched his gleaming desk. The floor was a deep, swirling gray and
blue Persian, the sofas deep black leather. The office smelled of
money, it looked like money, it glowed with money. It was the kind
of office – though a bit masculine for her taste – that she wanted
eventually.

“I always like surprises – daddy,” she said
in a breathy voice she had long-practiced.

Maxwell was a pervert, but she liked that. It
made him easier to manipulate and less likely to talk to others
about their … experience.

She came around his desk, giving him a
coquettish look as he turned his big leather chair towards her with
a grin. She smiled and arched her back, thrusting her breasts
against the thin silk of her top as she let her jacket slide off
her shoulders and down her arms

Then she climbed languidly onto the chair,
straddling him, letting her skirt slide up her thighs as his hands
moved eagerly to her breasts, squeezing hard enough to almost make
her wince. She began to grind herself against him, her hands
sliding over his shoulders as his fingers unbuttoned her
blouse.

“Did you miss me, daddy?” she cooed.

“Always, baby girl,” he said, tugging her
blouse free and groping her breasts again through her lacy black
bra. He popped the catch between the cups and groaned aloud as her
breasts fell into his hands, his mouth going to her nipple and
sucking and chewing immediately.

Kristin smiled and ground herself against
him. She'd gone to strip clubs years ago and had lap dances done
for her so she could be sure she was really good at it. The
strippers had thought it hilarious and had done their best to help
– for a fee, of course.

Even there, though, she'd found that a little
flirting and promise was like honey to those interested in her
lithe young body. A lot of the strippers were lesbians, after all,
or at least bisexual. The money had been so good that, intrigued,
she had actually worked there for a time. The experienced in
flirting and persuading men to do what she she wanted had been
worth even more than the money.

She let her hips grind, her body undulating
slowly, soft sighs escaping her lips as Maxwell's mouth chewed
hungrily at her breasts and his tongue licked her like an excited
dog.

“I love your tits, baby!” he groaned.

“Thank you, daddy,” she said with smile.

“Fucking perfect,” he growled, cupping them
from beneath and lifting them up to stare at them.

“What was the surprise, daddy?” she
asked.

“Oh, just a little something about a
promotion,” he said teasingly.

“Ooo, I like those,” she purred.

Her hands slid down his chest and she fondled
him through his trousers. He was already hard, and his hand went to
the zipper on the side of her skirt, undoing the clasp and
zipper.

She smiled and rose on her knees, letting the
skirt fall, then nimbly lifted one knee, then the other, before
tossing the skirt behind her. Her thong matched her bra, of course.
She'd never wear lingerie that didn't. She also wore thigh high,
self supporting stockings.

She rolled her hips against him, letting him
suck and lick and fondle her breasts again, as well as running his
hands up and down her body. Maxwell's wife, she knew, weighed more
than he did. But a man of wealth didn't have to make do with a
middle aged woman he'd married, even if he did still want to stay
married to her.

She smiled down at him, her ego enjoying, as
it always did, how delighted and excited men became just from
touching her body. It gave her a sense of power over them.

His hands slid down to knead her buttocks as
he looked up at her, and she smiled, leaning in, kissing him,
letting her lips melt against his as she continued to grind herself
down against him. Her fingers undid his belt slowly as they kissed,
then opened his trousers.

She loved the feel of the fabric. If she was
any judge, and she was, his suit was worth thousands. She opened
the zipper and slid her hand in, rubbing him through his boxers at
first, then, leaning back with a broad smile.

“Daddy has a present for you, little girl,”
Maxwell said with a smirk.

“Just what I always wanted!” she exclaimed in
delight, pulling his boxers open to let his cock spring up and
out.

She wrapped her hand around it, but gently,
sighing as she pulled it in against her belly. Then she slid her
buttocks backwards along his thighs, easing her knees back in turn
until she could sink to her knees in front of his chair. The look
on her face was one of anticipation and delight as she undid her
hair and let it spill free.

She tugged his pants and underwear down then
delicately licked and kissed her way up his thighs, letting her
hair spill across his bare flesh. She squeezed his shaft, raising
it up and pushing it back against his stomach as he spread his
legs, then licked her way up along his inner thigh until she could
kiss and then suck his balls into her mouth.

She moaned around them, rolling her soft blue
eyes up at him as he looked down with hungry excitement. She cupped
his balls in her hands, then, making his cock stand out, and then
began to lick the head as if it were an ice cream cone, again,
rolling her eyes up at him as he watched.

She licked up and down the underside, then
nibbled lightly at his scrotum before licking her way up to the
head and pursing her lips. She pressed them against the head,
sinking down slowly, letting the head 'force' them apart and slide
into her mouth and along her tongue.

She hummed again, bobbing slowly up and down,
going deeper with every stroke until she swallowed the head and her
lips slid down to his balls. He groaned in pleasure as she held her
lips locked tightly around the base, and she felt another sense of
satisfaction.

Men are so easy, she thought.

She slid slowly back up, again rolling her
eyes up at him as his shaft appeared, then the head.

“Such a pretty Popsicle, daddy,” she
purred.

“And you want it to melt in your mouth, don't
you, baby girl.”

“Mmm,” she cooed.

“Not this time, you little minx. I want him
inside your tight little belly.”

Oh well, she thought. Half the time a blow
job was enough, for at his age and with her skills he didn't
exactly have staying power, but she didn't mind. He wouldn't last
long this way either.

She smiled in delight, gave him a final lick,
then slid her thumbs down to peel her thong down as she stood up.
She knew she had a great body, and stood there posed before him,
giving him a saucy look, which then turned into a giggle as she
climbed atop him once more.

This time she took his cock and ran the head
up and down the line of her sex, sighing in pleasure, then pushed
it into her body and sank down with a long, low groan of
pleasure.

“Ooowww,” she sighed. “I love having
something hard inside me.”

“I bet you do, baby girl,” he said, his hands
kneading her buttocks.

Her knees were pressed into the leather
executive chair on either side of his hips as she rode him slowly,
leaning in when he wasn't sucking her breasts to kiss him. She
started to hold her breath as he focused on her breasts again,
squeezing her pelvic muscles down around his cock every time she
rode upward.

Her skin was flushed as she started to make
her breaths quicken so that he could hear them. That also had the
effect of her slightly hyperventilating, which helped keep her skin
flushed. She let her eyes narrow and her lips part, sighing more
audibly, groaning as she sank down, moving faster now, as if
excited.

She was no such thing, of course. Her mind
was working like a calculating machine, carefully assessing his
reaction and planning her next move. His finger found her clitoris
– she was a bit surprised he knew it was there, and started rubbing
her, and she gasped as if in response, arching back in a slow,
delighted way.

It wouldn't do to show too much energy, too
much passion. All things in moderation, after all.

“Oh! Yes! Yes! Oh! Yes, daddy!” she moaned,
grinding herself against him and riding faster.

She fell forward, gasping, moaning, letting
him suck and lick and chew at her nipples as she rolled her hips
and rode him, then let out a series of soft, girlish little yelps
before arching back more sharply with a long, low, guttural moan to
signal her orgasm.

He came shortly after that, heat and
excitement filling his own flushed face as he drove himself into
her and she rode him lazily, face looking sated and dreamy.

She sat atop him for a minute, as if catching
her breath, just as he was, her long fingers stroking his
cheek.

“Was that the surprise, daddy?” she asked
with a smile.

“No, baby girl, not completely,” he said with
a grin. “The surprise is you're getting out of that little law
clerk hole.”

“I am!?” she asked, beaming.

“Starting next month you, pretty girl, are
going to be a junior associate.”

She squealed and hugged him, raining kisses
across his face, her delight not feigned this time.

He laughed in amusement, then caught her face
and kissed her before pushing it back.

“There is a catch,” he said.

She cocked her head to one side, rather like
a puppy, still smiling and beaming.

“All our regular positions are filled,” he
said. “You simply don't have the time in for me to push you into
one without people wondering why. Your record is great, and so were
your marks at school, but the same goes for everyone else chosen,
and they all have several years on you.”

She frowned in confusion. “But what...”

“Jackson Sterling is joining the firm next
Monday,” he said with a grin. “He's a big time sports attorney with
a client list that includes the New York Mets, and a number of NBA
and NFL players. He's going to bring big money into the firm. He's
adamant that he doesn't want a secretary, though.”

She stared at him uncertainly. He better not
mean she was going to be a secretary!

“What we persuaded him to do then was take on
an assistant, an aid, if you will. You will do research for him, as
well as make appointments, take notes at meetings, and accompany
him on his visits with clients. You'll learn a lot, baby girl. And
you'll make some great connections. Sports law is extremely
lucrative and specialized.”

Kristin was still confused and uncertain. On
the one hand, Maxwell was right and that she could learn a lot from
Sterling and it might be highly profitable. But a lot of what he
had suggested would be her duties could also be considered
secretarial, and she had no intention of anyone dismissing her as a
damned secretary, not even the modern description of one as an
“administrative assistant”.

“What would my title be?” she asked slowly,
artfully playing with her long hair, looping it around her finger
and twisting it.

He grinned. “Associate Attorney, just like
all the others. You will be assigned to him, but you won't be
designated as some kind of assistant or aid. I didn't think you'd
like that much.”

“You know me so well, daddy,” she purred.

“I also have some bad news, baby-girl,” he
said sadly.

She cocked her head again, putting the
appropriate look of concern on her face.

“I'm moving to Chicago to head up the office
there, so I won't be here to look after you.”

She gave him a look of concern.

“Oh! We won't see each other again!?”

“Oh, I'll be back from time to time for
meetings,” he said. “Never fear. But you should read up on
Sterling. He's a demanding man, a hard charger. I think you two
will get along great, but remember, he's not likely to be as kindly
as I am.”

“I'll miss you,” she said sadly.

But her mind was already moving past him,
thinking of Sterling, and vowing to find out everything she could
on the man.
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Sterling's picture was of a frowning man of
forty, with jet black hair and broad shoulders. He looked handsome,
stern and arrogant in what was probably a ten thousand dollar
tailored suit, like he bestrode the world.

Kristin liked what she saw, very, very much.
She could even see herself dating a guy like him, and enjoying it!
He looked smart and tough, and her only concern was that he didn't
look like a guy who would be easy to manipulate.

From what little she'd been able to find out
about the man, he could be a real bastard, an A-type personality
who got what he wanted and screw everyone else. That, of course,
was a mirror image of her own personality, so she could admire it,
even while being slightly uncertain about what it would mean for
her.

But she was confident. She had what he
wanted, what all men wanted. That evening she posed for herself in
her bathroom mirror, practicing coy looks, then innocent looks,
then seductive looks, shifting her poses, always being sure to
accentuate her full, firm breasts and slim, trim body.

She took care of her body the way a warrior
took care of his weapons. She used body oils and creams to make
sure her skin stayed downy soft, and expensive, yet subtly scented
shampoos and rinses so her hair was was like silk.

She followed a rigorous exercise routine
designed by a professional trainer to keep her waist narrow, her
belly flat, her breasts and bottom firm and shapely, her legs toned
but feminine. And, of course, she was always lightly tanned,
courtesy of the salon. She was lithe, athletic, moved gracefully,
and kept her body as limber as a gymnast.

Oh yes, she thought, a smug smile on her face
as she turned and posed in the mirror. Mister Sterling was going to
like this body. It was the best, which was no less than a man like
him deserved. She might even enjoy sex with him!

She would have to move slowly, of course,
feel him out, so to speak, get a sense of what the man was like in
person. She would be flawlessly polite, proper and professional
until she saw her opportunity to move in and make her …
other... talents known to him.

Still, she had no real need to rush. She'd
gotten her associate job, and it was way too early to start
campaigning for junior partner anyway. She'd been delighted to move
into an actual office, with actual walls, one right across the
aisle from the 'corner' office Sterling was going to move into.

His was huge, of course, and she oversaw the
furnishings as they came in, including a large granite topped desk.
There was none of that old, classic wood-grain for him! His office
furniture was extremely modern, The bookshelves were black steel
rods with smoked tempered glass shelves. The work table was glass,
the sofa was gray and modular, as was the chair which sat an angle
to it.

They had, on his orders, ripped the carpeting
up and installed hardwood floor, a very blonde oak to brighten up
the room. Instead of curtains he had vertical blinds.

Kristin's own office was considerably
smaller, and she'd been more than happy with her new polished
wooden desk. It was L-shaped, sleekly rounded at one end, and came
with a large hutch behind it. It looked modern but rich, though not
too rich.

She'd already discovered there was a certain
cachet to being Sterling's assistant, one that put her requests
ahead of those of mere 'ordinary' associates, for he was going to
be the new golden boy, a rainmaker drawing in lots of clients and
fame for the firm.

She intended to make ruthless use of that,
and to enjoy it thoroughly. She liked the idea of the clerks
jumping when she made a request! Some day they would jump because
of who she was, but for now, they would jump because they assumed
her request was on behalf of Sterling.

Of course, she could be the power behind the
throne, so to speak, if she could figure out how to manipulate him.
Most men were easy, and she had what they all wanted. Every time
she looked at herself naked in a mirror she preened in narcissistic
delight at how attractive she was, knowing she could use it to make
men biddable.

She had the drive, the skills, and the
equipment! Kristin Sutherland was going to be a somebody no matter
what it took!

On the day he arrived, she was in one of her
usual businesslike outfits. She always dressed nicely, but not too
nicely, not so nicely people started talking about her being some
kind of fashion maven, or being a snob who dressed above her
station. She had stepped up her wardrobe a bit now that she was an
associate, but still had to be careful.

There were female partners, after all, and
she definitely did not want one of them seeing her as some kind of
vain clotheshorse!

She waited in her office with the door open,
facing his door, waited while Don Henderson, the senior partner,
led him to his office, with George Tyler, another partner,
accompanying them. She let them chat and laugh together, not
wanting to intrude.

She would be modest, and wait until she was
given some kind of a signal. If not, then she would walk over and
introduce herself after the others had left, ask him if she could
do anything for him. And she would not say that in a coquettish
fashion, either, not like she had with Maxwell. No, this required
subtlety.

She would allow her blazer to fall open a bit
while positioned at just the right angle so he would notice how
firm her breasts were pushing against the fabric – just for a
moment, accidentally on purpose, just a hint of what lay beneath
her professional demeanor.

Tyler didn't stay long, and Henderson soon
left. Perhaps Sterling wasn't one for small talk. Certainly he
hadn't been laughing with them earlier. Kristin waited a bit, then
got up and made her way to the doorway. The door was open, so she
tapped lightly on the frame and leaned in to see him standing
looking out the window.

She did not smile, but was quite
professional, even wearing her frameless glasses.

“Mister Sterling? My name is Kristin
Sutherland,” she said. “I'm an associate here at the firm and
Mister Maxwell assigned me as your assistant.”

He looked at her gravely, even
expressionlessly for a long, uncomfortable few seconds. There were
very few men who didn't feel the need to smile or make some other
sort of sign of welcome when dealing with her, and Kristin felt the
first sense of unease.

“Come in, Sutherland. Close the door,” he
said.

He had a deep voice with a well-modulated
timbre which she knew would work wonders in a court room. It was
also an incredibly sexy voice, which startled her, for she'd never
before thought a voice could be sexy, well, except for hers, of
course.

She refrained from smiling herself,
especially since he wouldn't. She would keep her demeanor entirely
professional. She recalled now that someone had written about him
being very unemotional, very cold.

He looked her up and down frankly,
unapologetically, and still, unemotionally.

“I told them I didn't want or need a
secretary or an administrative assistant,” he said. “Changing the
name of the job doesn't change my lack of need.”

“I'm sure I can do more to assist you than a
secretary, sir,” she said, starting to feel a sense of
nervousness.

What happened if he refused to have her as an
assistant!? The other associate positions had been filled! Would
she be dropped back to the clerk room!? That would be mortifying!
And Maxwell was gone to Chicago!

He stepped forward, into her face, so that
she had to cock her head back. She fought the urge to step back as
her heart beat faster.

“Do you know what I am, Sutherland?”

“From what I have read, you are a brilliant
lawyer, sir.”

“That's my profession accompanied by a
flattering, if accurate adjective. What I am, Sutherland, is a son
of a bitch. You can ask almost everyone I know and they'll tell you
that. Do you know how many secretaries and admin assistants I've
gone through in life?”

“Many?” she said dryly.

“A broad but adequate description. Do you
know why?”

“They were emotional and couldn't adjust to
the fact you're all business and wouldn't say comforting things or
restrain your unhappiness when their work was
unsatisfactory?”

He looked at her, still with nothing on his face, as if carved in
stone.

“And you regard yourself as being
different.”

She let her eyebrows raise slightly. “I have
a thick skin,” she said. “I have no need of your love or affection,
merely your approval of the job I'm doing. If I screw up I deserve
to be told so. I prefer politeness, but that isn't a requirement.
I'm not a little girl and I don't cry.”

“Really,” he said.

He walked over to the desk and picked up a
file folder, then tossed it on the desk.

“I've reviewed your employment record,” he
said. “It's acceptable, but hardly spectacular. Then again, how
could it be given the short duration of your work term here and the
relatively unimportant tasks which have been given to you thus
far?”

He walked back around to stand directly
before her, again, too close. He was, she knew, deliberately
putting himself in her space. No doubt he was trying to determine
how tough she was, how easily she could be intimidated or
flustered. Clearly he'd had problems with aids and assistants
before because of his abrupt, even rude manner.

“So I have to ask myself, Sutherland, why
this girl has been pushed forward from among other, longer serving
colleagues.”

“I like to think that my basic competencies
and professionalism impressed my superiors,” she calmly.

“I'm sure you do. Do you know how to do what
you're told, Sutherland?”

“Of course, sir.”

“Without argument, without dissent, without
offering up your own improvements, which you think would be
better than what I came up with?”

“I'm a fairly new lawyer, sir, and though I
might flatter myself into thinking I'm a good one, I'm not an
egotist. I have no thought that my legal knowledge and abilities
are anything like what you've developed over your years of
experience. Your reputation precedes you. I'm more than willing to
take your guidance, in other words.”

“Guidance is not what I offer, Sutherland,”
he said. “Orders are what I give, explicit, direct and very, very
specific orders.”

“Then they should be quite easy for me to
follow, sir.”

His lips twitched slightly, as if in doubt,
then he brought his arms up to fold across his chest.

“And you won't be offended or insulted by my
manner and go crying to Human Resources?”

“As I said, sir, crying is not my style.”

“Really. Well, then, Sutherland, get on your
knees.”

The request startled her, and she couldn't
help widening her eyes or allowing her lips to part.

“Did you not understand the order? It was
direct and explicit, was it not? Or are you going to ask for
further clarification?”

Flushing, Kristin knelt before him. That put
her face directly in front of his crotch, but that wasn't exactly
an unfamiliar position for her. And besides, if this was some sort
of introduction to that sort of thing, well, that was where she'd
been intending to go anyway, though certainly not this
abruptly.

“Are you a prideful woman, Sutherland?”

She cocked her head back to look up at
him.

“I have a sense of pride in my abilities and
accomplishments, sir,” she said carefully.

“And is that pride diminished if you are not
treated with the proper sense of decorum and respect?”

“I think pride should be an inner thing which
is influenced solely by your assessment of your own actions, and
not others, Mister Sutherland,” she said.

She was anxious, however, especially when
remembering the door wasn't locked. Suppose someone opened it and
saw her like this!

“So you don't lose your composure
easily.”

“I pride myself on self-discipline, sir.”

“I do, as well, and I require it in my
subordinates. That has been one of the major problems with finding
one I can work with.”

He turned and walked back to look out the
window, leaving her kneeling in the middle of the floor.

“As I said, I examined your employment
record, then I examined the record of your colleagues, and then
that of those who had recently been accepted as associates.”

He turned to face her. “I like to thoroughly
familiarize myself with all aspects of a job,” he said.

He walked back to her, undoing the button of
his jacket to let it fall open.

“I also spoke with David Maxwell, whose
recommendation pushed you forward. Maxwell is not as subtle as he
imagines he is, Sutherland.”

Kristin felt a rush of anxiety. What had
Maxwell told him!?

He was closer now, very close. God, his crotch was inches from her
face, even though her head was cocked back to look up and she could
pretend she wasn't aware of it!

“When Maxwell talks in a rather elaborate
fashion about how you help relieve his stress, and how the
enjoyment level of a job goes up depending on how friendly his
colleagues are – in a conversation about you, with raised eyebrows,
it doesn't take a genius to understand him.”

“I have no idea what you're talking about,
sir,” she said coolly.

“Ah,” he said, shaking his head. “You've made
your first error, Sutherland. You've lied to me.”

She gulped anxiously.

“Mister St – .”

“Stand up.”

She stood up, heart beating faster.

“Bend over the desk.”

Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped.

“Pardon me!?”

“Remember what I said about obedience,
Sutherland? Now you've disappointed me twice. The instruction was
clear, concise and unambiguous.”

His large hand swept up behind her neck,
gripped it, and firmly turned her around, then shoved her forward.
She stumbled for a moment, then her abdomen struck the edge of his
desk as his hand continued forward, forcing her to bend over it
until her breasts were pillowed out firmly against the cool stone
surface.

“I'm not in the habit of repeating myself,
Sutherland,” he said.

It was certainly far from the first time
Kristin had been bent over a desk! But this had happened so
unexpectedly, so abruptly, and outside the sort of relationship she
had only been considering how to begin! It outraged her, in part,
but at the same time she felt something akin to admiration, even if
outraged admiration, for the brass balls of the man to act like
this!




His open hand cracked down across her bottom
with startling force, and she cried out in pain, her upper torso
leaping up off the desk before feeling his hand behind her neck
again, shoving her back down.

“When I give an order, Sutherland, I expect
it to be obeyed. Did I not make it clear you were to bend over the
desk?”

Kristin was speechless! The blow stung her
bottom! It hurt! Still, wasn't this exactly where she'd wanted to
go!? Well, not exactly but still...

crack!

“Ow!” she cried, half jerking up once again,
only to be shoved back once more.

“Where is that self-discipline you spoke
about Sutherland?” he demanded.

She gulped, heart pounding, gulping in
air.

“When I give an order it is to be
obeyed.”

crack!

His hand slapped against her bottom a third
time, and she gasped, but kept her reaction down, and her
torso.

“Better,” he said.

crack!

She gasped, the pain in her bottom sharp!

“If I tell you to do something, you do it
until I tell you to stop doing it.”

crack!

“Ah!” she gasped.

“Or there will be consequences.”

crack!

She gasped, clenching her teeth.

“Am I making myself understood,
Sutherland?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

crack!

“Good. Now about that lie you told me. About
you having no idea what I was referring to. That was a lie, wasn't
it.”

She hesitated.

crack!

“Ah! Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Of course it was. I despise lies,
Sutherland. I won't accept them.”

crack!

“Oh!”

“You will always tell the truth to me,
whether you think it's what I want to hear or not.”

crack!

Her bottom was on fire! His big hand was
slapping her very hard! And her thin skirt was virtually no
protection, the thong beneath, none at all.

“Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Now, when Maxwell was talking about you he
was implying he availed himself of your... physical assets, wasn't
he?”

She hesitated again.

crack! crack! crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“Wasn't he?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He moved around the desk and sat down, facing
her.

“Stand up,” he said.

Kristin had to fight back tears, especially
since she'd told him she didn't cry, as she straightened up and
stood shakily before him.

“So, I now understand how you were pushed
forward. Now it remains for me to determine whether your value as
an assistant, combined with your value as a … stress reliever...
will be worth the annoyance value you present.”

She stared at him, face white.

“Take off your clothes.”

She opened her mouth to protest, her face
reddening but his eyes narrowed and she gasped, then shakily looked
down and gripped the lapels of her jacket. She eased it open, then
off, holding it uncertainly in her hands.

“Drop it on the floor.”

She dropped it, heart thundering in her
chest.

“The rest. I don't have all day,
Sutherland.”

She felt a flare of anger, of outrage, of
wounded pride, but... but wasn't this what she wanted anyway!? Of
course it was, but... she had been the one who was supposed to be
offering it up, not him the one simply taking it without
asking!

She mentally shook herself, then undid the
buttons down the front of her taut blouse. She smoothed her
features into a mask of unconcern to match his own, and tugged the
blouse out of her skirt. Somehow she knew that giving him a
seductive look now would not win his favor at all.

She removed her blouse and dropped it
carelessly behind her, then undid her skirt, unzipped it and let it
fall around her ankles, before stepping out of it.

She hesitated, then reached behind her back
and undid her bra, slipped it casually off and dropped it, then
slipped her thong down and off to stand before him naked save for
her high heels and stockings, giving him a challenging look.

“Feet apart on the floor.”

She frowned uncertainly but obeyed.

“Hands behind your neck.”

She sucked in a breath of air, then obeyed,
arching her back a little as she looked at him.

She began to feel a strange dark flutter of
heat for some reason. She had never been treated so outrageously in
her entire life, and she certainly was outraged, but...
there was more to it than that. She felt a strange sense of
approval, of awe at the man for being such a … well, a bastard!

“A very fine body,” he said.

He stood up casually and walked around the
desk as she stood in place, and she started only slightly when he
rested his big, warm hand on her belly. He rubbed her softly there,
hand sliding down to her abdomen, then back up. She felt her
confidence grow as she sensed approval.

His hand rose to cup the underside of one
breast, then the other hand cupped her too. He lifted her breasts,
squeezing lightly, then let them go. They dropped, but very little
before springing back up.

He released her breasts, then walked slowly
around her as she held her position, until he was standing before
her again. Then his right hand casually moved in and cupped her
sex. She gulped but kept still as his fingers slid lightly up and
down the line of her sex and across her clitoris.

That dark fluttering she'd been feeling grew
stronger.

“Laser hair removal,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she gasped.

The pad of his thumb pressed against her
clitoris, rubbing insistently, and Kristin felt that flutter become
something else, an intense throbbing heat which spread up through
her belly and then higher up her spine. She felt a sense of
something like shock as she realized she was becoming aroused,
deeply aroused!

His other hand slid around her neck, and her
hands started to jerk up.

“Put your hands where I ordered you to.”

Eyes wide, she slid her fingers behind her
neck again. His big hand covered the front and sides of her throat,
with the fingers pressing up lightly against her neck. It didn't
restrict her breathing, but she was starting to feel her head
throb.

His thumb was still stroking and now his
rubbing fingers pressed in more firmly, easing in between the lips
of her sex, and dipping into her entrance.

“It feels a little... wet here, Sutherland,”
he said.

She flushed hotly, her mind swirling with
uncertainty, that strange dark heat rising!

He drew his hands back and walked over to one
of the cases he'd brought in with him, then opened it. He drew
forth a slender rod which looked about two feet in length, with a
tiny flap of leather on the tip, and returned to her.

“You said you believed in self-discipline,
Sutherland,” he said. “We shall see if you have any.”

He let the flap, which, she saw, was actually
a sort of double flap of leather rub lightly against her right
breast, against her nipple, which, she observed, was rigidly erect.
Then he drew the flap up a bit and slapped it down.

She gasped as the little flap of leather
stung her breast, stung her nipple, but didn't move. He did it
again, and then again, using only his wrist to move the thin rod up
and down repeatedly. Her nipple began to burn and her breathing
became more ragged as she desperately tried to keep still.

He switched to her other breast, his face a
mask of almost disinterest, the little leather flap slapping down
sharply and repeatedly against the center of her breast to turn it
as pink as the other one.

He halted, then slid the flap in between her
legs, rubbing her clitoris lightly. He pushed it through and then
let the narrow rounded shaft press up between the lips of her sex
and sawed it slowly back and forth, pressing up more and more
sharply until Kristin moaned at the deep ache.

“Are you going to be capable of doing
precisely what I order, Sutherland?” he asked in a soft voice.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“With no questioning of my authority?”

“Yes, sir!”

He drew the shaft back.

“Bend over the desk, legs straight and
together.”

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


How had things happened so quickly!? How had
her plan to ever so slowly and subtly feel him out and decide how
quickly she could move to manipulate him wind up with her bent
naked across his desk not five minutes after they'd met!?

Kristin was bewildered by how quickly things
were moving, and how completely out of her control they had gotten.
On the one hand, yes, she had hoped to begin a sexual relationship
with him – eventually, but she certainly hadn't intended it to be
this kind!

She had always been smugly
self-congratulatory about her ability to twist men around her
little finger and make them do what she wanted. She had known
Sterling would be a challenge, but she had never prepared for this
sort of brazen, in your face demand for sexual obedience!

“I'm going to give you a small taste of what
happens when you displease me, Sutherland,” he said.

She cried out as he seized her hair and
jerked her head up and back, even as his forearm pressed down along
her spine to hold her in place.

“Are you listening?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Arms in front of you on the desk.”

Moaning, she stretched her arms out before
her and he released her hair. His hand slid slowly down her spine,
caressing her skin, sliding along her ribs and under to casually
knead her right breast. It slid back up and along her spine,
following it to her tailbone, and then lower.

His finger traced the puckered little opening
to her bottom.

“Have you had a lot of business here,
Sutherland?” he asked.

Kristin blinked in dazed confusion. What did
he mean by – ?

His finger sank slowly into her ass and her
eyes widened.

“N-No, sir!” she gasped.

“No? You have a gorgeous ass. Men haven't
wanted to use it?”

He gripped her hair and jerked it up and back
again. She cried out, her hands jerking up.

“Hands forward and down!” he barked.

She gasped, thrusting her hands forward along
the desk.

“I like long-haired girls, Sutherland. I like
sliding my fingers through it. I like using it to get a girl's
attention. I don't like being resisted. Are you a girl of
self-discipline like you claimed?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Then you will learn to keep your hands down
and not resist when I take hold of your hair. Or be punished for
your failure.”

He jerked sharply on her hair again and she
gasped.

“You're used to men you can manipulate,
aren't you? You give them the minimum you need to control them. Oh,
don't even try to deny it. I've seen women like you before. I know
what you are and what you want.”

He gave her hair another sharp jerk.

“But it isn't going to work with me,
Sutherland. You'll get what you want, all right, but on my terms,
understand?”

“Yes, sir!”

“My terms mean total obedience and total
submission.”

He released her hair and Kristin gulped in
air, eyes wide as she stared at the far wall. There was a lot of
shock in what he said, but one very important piece of information.
He knew what she wanted, and he would give it to her! As long as
she cooperated!

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Leg's straight, Sutherland,” he ordered.

She straightened her legs, which raised her
bottom higher, leaving her upper torso at an angle, with her belly
above the desk, but her breasts pillowed firmly against it.

“You will remain still,” he said.

crack!

“Ah!” she cried, jerking her head up and
back, half pushing herself off the desk at the stinging blow to her
bottom!

He grabbed her neck and roughly shoved her
back down again as she saw the belt in his hand.

“What did I just say?” he demanded.

“I-I'm sorry, sir!” she moaned.

“Resume your position.”

She moaned, straightening her legs, pressing
her knees together, and thrusting her arms out before her.

“This is a sample of what disobedience will
bring. I am giving it to you so you know what to expect.”

crack!

The belt cut across her bottom again with a
hot, stinging blow that made her clench her teeth and gasp in pain,
but she was prepared for it this time.

crack! crack! crack! crack! crack!

The belt lashed down across her upraised
bottom again and again, each time delivering a sharp, stinging blow
of pain, followed by an ever increasing sense of heat to her taut
buttocks.

Kristin remained in place, moaning, wincing
and flinching, but not moving as the belt landed.

“Good. You can learn,” he said. “Now spread
your legs.”

Shuddering, Kristin obeyed, shifting her legs
to the sides.

crack!

“Wider.”

She spread her feet wide apart.

crack!

“Keep your legs straight.”

His hand caressed her bottom, sliding up and
down, and over her rounded buttocks, then in beneath to stroke and
massage her sex. His thick thumb pushed between the lips of her sex
and into her body, his fingers sliding up against her clitoris so
that he could roll and massage it between them.

“So here is our agreement, Sutherland,” he
said, in the same calm voice. “You will give your mind and body to
me to do with as I choose. You will obey me in all things,
instantly, and without question. You will learn discipline, and how
to please me.

“In exchange, I will teach you how to succeed
in life, how to negotiate, how to write subtle contracts, how to
prepare contingencies, how to deal with intransigent people,
including clients, and how to manipulate the law, and not just men.
I will also see to it your career is advanced at a considerably
quicker pace than would otherwise be the case.”

She gasped as he seized her hair again and
jerked her head up and back.

“Do we have a verbal agreement?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He slid his fingers out of her body, and she
trembled, then gasped as he slid the belt over her head and down
around her neck. He tugged it closed and jerked her up and back as
if it were a leash.

Again, her hands instinctively grabbed at the
belt, until she saw his cold eyes, then her hands dropped to her
sides.

“Learn quickly,” he said, raising his hand,
pulling the belt tighter so that she choked. “I have very little
patience or tolerance for failure. Do you understand,
Sutherland?”

“Yes, sir!” she gurgled in a strangled
voice.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

He continued to hold the belt above her head,
the loop already tight around her throat. Kristin stared at him,
open mouthed, face getting red. She could barely breath at all! His
eyes grew colder, and she let her knees drop, let her body drop.
That, of course, tightened the loop even more around her throat,
and her eyes bulged.

But she kept easing down, as he held the
belt, even as it strangled her! He relented, though, after a few
seconds, and lowered his hand, allowing her to sink to her knees
before him, then allowing the belt to loosen so that she could
breath.

She gulped in air in deep, ragged
breaths.

“I never give an order that is impossible,
Sutherland,” he said.

He held the belt so that the loop remained
tight around her throat, but not so tight it stopped her from
breathing. His other hand went to the front of his trousers and
Kristin stared as he drew the zipper down to the bottom, then
reached inside with his hand. He drew himself out, and she blinked
as his cock rose, not quite stiff, but getting much more so, as if
the light itself was thickening and lengthening him.

He was... big! He was thick and long as his
shaft thrust out from his zipper, and she started to reach for it,
but halted as he jerked on the leash, closing the loop tighter
around her throat.

“Did I tell you to do anything?”

“No, sir!”

She dropped her hands to her sides as he
stood before her.

“Purse your lips.”

She obeyed and he guided his cock against her
mouth, pushing forward, forcing it through her lips and over her
tongue. She moaned dazedly, licking at it, closing her lips around
it and starting to suck.

He pulled back and tightened the loop around
her throat. She gurgled, her eyes bulging again.

“Did I tell you to do anything?”

“No, sir!” she gasped in a choked voice.

“Purse your lips.”

He loosened the belt and she gasped dazedly,
pursing her lips. He thrust his cock against them, forcing through
into her mouth. Kristin kept her tongue still, kept her lips still
as he slid into her mouth. His hand kept the belt tight while the
other slid into her hair and grasped a thick mass of it above her
head.

He began to pump slowly in and out of her
mouth as she remained still before him, save for her trembling.
Then he pushed deeper and the head pushed into the back of her
throat. He held her tightly in place as he slid down, down, down,
until her lips were pressed firmly against the fabric of his
trousers.

“Obedience, Sutherland. Discipline,” he
said.

He drew out and pushed in, drew out and
pushed in, fucking her mouth, fucking her throat as he held her in
place. Kristin had done a lot to master the art of oral sex,
especially deep throating, since that impressed men to no end.
Usually she could bring a man off within less than a minute. She
had even learned to breath after a fashion, with a cock lodged in
her throat.

After a fashion.

Sterling's cock was thicker than most, and he
was thrusting it in and out with deep, firm strokes that made her
gurgle and gag softly as her fingers danced at her hips. She had to
keep fighting the desperate instinct to jerk them up and push
against him, to at least control how deep and how fast he moved.
But she knew he would not permit that.

Her face was suffused, her head pounding as
he thrust in and out remorselessly, his groin pressing heavily
against her face again and again as he used her.

“Ruthlessness, Sutherland. That's what you
need to show someone who is the master.”

Kristin was getting light-headed, but she
forced her hands to remain at her sides as he thrust into her mouth
and throat.

“You want them to know you're their master,
not merely on an intellectual level, but by instinct,” he said.

He pulled back and at the same time jerked
back on her hair, sending her sprawling onto her back on the
floor.

She lay gasping hoarsely, chest heaving.

“On your belly,” he growled.

Dazed, Kristin didn't move, moaning as he
bent, grasped her legs and then roughly flipped her onto her belly
as if she weighed nothing. His hands gripped her hips and jerked
them up, then he slapped her bottom sharply.

“Ass high, face low,” he snapped.

crack! His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly again!

She felt him pressing against her back
opening, only this time it wasn't his thumb, but his cock. It was
slick with saliva as he ground against her and pushed downward, and
her mind was so dazed, and so focused on sucking in air that he was
able to sink deep into her belly with hardly any effort.

She felt the thick shaft pushing deep, felt
the pressure as she groaned weakly. She grunted as he jerked up on
her hips then slapped her bottom again. A moment later he gripped
her waist and jerked it backwards.

“Keep your belly tucked in tightly,” he
ordered.

Kristin moaned as his cock pushed all the way
in, as she felt the cramping ache high inside her, as his hips
pressed firmly against her raised buttocks. She felt very, very...
full inside, impaled! She groaned as she continued to gulp in air,
then cried out as he seized her hair, jerking her head up and back,
again, while pressing down against her spine to keep her chest to
the floor.

“Are you under any illusions about who is in
control, Sutherland?” he growled.

“N-N-No, sir!” she gasped.

He ground his hips against her, then drew
back, his movements firm and unhurried. His hips moved in and out
in even thrusts which buried his shaft in her with every stroke.
Then he thrust harder, using longer strokes, but still ensuring his
hips struck her buttocks firmly enough to jar her body.

He pulled harder on her hair, but this time
raising it up and back, so that Kristin's upper body was raised
from the floor onto all fours. She gasped and moaned, her head back
sharply, but kept her hands and elbows to the floor as he thrust
into her.

“Remember, Sutherland. Anything I want.
That's what you allow me.”

He slapped her breast with his free hand,
shocking her.

“Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she half sobbed.

He released her hair, seizing the belt
instead, jerking it back, which tightened the loop around her
throat. He began to pull in time to his thrusts, forcing her hips
back harder against him, his cock spearing her deep with every
stroke.

His other hand slid down over her hip,
fingers reaching for her sex, fingering her clitoris, and then
began to stroke roughly across it as he rode her. Heat flared
within the dazed blonde, even as she gurgled, struggling to breath
through the tightly clenching belt.

He thrust harder, her entire body rocked by
the force his hips striking her buttocks, and she grunted dazedly,
eyes going glassy as her face reddened. Wild bursts of energy were
sweeping up her body, a swirling, churning vortex of emotions,
instincts and sensations.

He released the belt and seized her hair
again, holding her up and back by it even as her arms weakened and
she went nearly limp in his grasp. She gasped dizzily, gulping in
air as her body was rocked to the hard, savage thrusting.

He released her hair, dropping her to the
floor, seizing her waist instead as he thrust harder.

Kristin's cheek was to the floor, her mouth
open. She coughed and gasped and saliva trickled from her mouth as
she grunted to every thrust. His hand slid down between her legs
again, stroking her clitoris, which felt... hard... swollen and
charged with tension and sensation.

Then his foot came down on the side of her
head, pressing into her cheek, grinding her face into the floor! He
gave a final series of thrusts and then halted, buried inside her.
He slowly eased back, and she could feel him softening within her
as his foot came off her face.

He drew back, then he stood. His foot gave a
push against her hip and she fell over onto her side, still gasping
dazedly.

“On your back,” he ordered.

Moaning, chest still heaving, Kristin rolled
onto her back, knees spread apart.

“Masturbate. Bring yourself off,” he
said.

She blinked up at him, so high up there on
his feet.

“Do it,” he ordered.

Her fingers crept down her body until they
found her sex, which was surprisingly hot and moist. She moaned
dazedly, staring up at the ceiling as her fingers rubbed against
that hot, swollen button. The sensations swirled hotter inside her
as she did, and she dropped her eyes, staring at him, caught by his
own as her fingers stroked.

The orgasm swept over her and she cried out
weakly, back arching, thighs clamping closed and grinding against
her hand. Her hips bucked up, then again, then again, before she
gave a sob and rolled onto her side, her hips still grinding.

He picked up her skirt and blouse, then
tossed them to her before moving away, back behind his desk and sat
down.

“You can go now. I'll send you details of the
work and research I want from you,” he said.

It took her a minute to gain enough strength
and control to sit up. Then she reached breathlessly for her
clothes. He ignored her as she donned them, then pulled herself to
her feet.

“Go into the bathroom and wash your face and
brush your hair,” he ordered, hardly looking up from his
computer.

Kristin did so, staring at herself in the
mirror. Her hair was a mess! She groaned and reached for the brush
there, trying to regain control of herself. This had all been such
an incredible shock that her mind was still reverberating with the
shock-waves.

She stumbled back to her room and closed the
door, then sat dazed for long minutes before shaking her head and
regaining some measure self control. She ran over the events in her
mind with a continuing sense of disbelief.

She'd let him use her like... like a whore!
Of course, she'd been intending to seduce him like a whore, but
that was beside the point, or at least, that wasn't the point at
all. She felt battered and bruised, like she'd been through a
grueling exercise routine. She was sore inside, and her head, her
scalp ached from all the hair-pulling! She had a headache!

What was she going to do about this!?

Of course, he had virtually promised her
everything she had hoped for, and she'd certainly been more than
willing to trade sex for that. But sex had always been something on
her terms, something men begged for and where they took what she
decided to give them and how she decided to give it to them.

She had never had sex remotely like... that!
God, he had fucked her in the ass on the floor! He had made her
masturbate, and she had! And even more amazingly, she'd
climaxed!

There was no smug sense of accomplishment in
what had happened. She hadn't seduced him and used him. He had used
her, negligently, savagely, literally grinding her face in her own
helplessness and his superiority!

She felt a deep sense of outrage and
resentment over the way he had treated her. He had strapped her
bottom! But at the same time she felt again that strange sense
of... awe and admiration. What a man! He had power and he used it
ruthlessly!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


The stream of emails she received from
Sterling were all very clear in his requirements, but not loaded
down with what he probably regarded as unnecessary frills. Nowhere
was the word 'please' to be found, for example. Nor did he couch
his requirements in the polite fiction she was used to from other
superiors. He told her what she was do.

He didn't ask her if she would mind doing it
or if she could find the time to do it, or use phrases like “if you
don't mind”.No, he gave her a list of requirements which he
expected her to carry out and that was that. It was blunt but
clear, not necessarily rude, though she was sure most would have
taken it that way since it carried no personal greetings or
considerations.

'Do this', was what it boiled down to.

Nor was there any indication of any sort of
relationship between them other than professional, nor, in fact,
did that... that... incredible scene between them demonstrate that
he had any sort of emotional care about her – or about her emotions
either.

In fact, on reflection, she wasn't even
entirely certain he had done it for sex, so much as for a
demonstration that he was the absolute boss and that she was the
minion who better understand that very, very clearly.

Oh, she was sure he was far too controlled to
have done anything of the sort had he not decided (correctly) that
she was a girl who didn't mind trading her body for favors. He had
also obviously figured out that doing so gave her a hold over the
men she slept with, and had somehow completely turned the
tables!

Again, she felt a sense of awe at that. How
had he done that so quickly and effortlessly!? She had always been
the one who held the golden purse and would dole out coins
depending on how pleased she was with the man she was involved
with, and what she wanted him to do for her.

Now... now she felt a strange, almost
breathless certainty that Sterling would use her body whenever he
felt like it and however he felt like it as if it belonged to him!
God! No wonder the man had been recruited by the senior partners!
He was astonishing!

That somehow made her feel better about how
degrading that little scene had been. She was just so not in his
league! And it was no shame to be outmatched by a man as powerful
and talented as he was! If she could learn that attitude... the sky
was the limit!

In fact, even as she worked on his tasks she
kept thinking back to what had happened with a wondering sense of
admiration. And rather than feel demeaned or shamed she began to
feel a sense of something very much like arousal as her mind
replayed what had happened.

The truth was she had always felt a sense of
smug superiority to the men she used, the men she used to get what
she wanted. They were weaklings, ruled by their testicles, willing
to do whatever she wanted as long as they got their trembling
fingers and eager eyes on her body.

Sterling was so far removed from that he was
almost another species! He was the most impressive man she had ever
met in terms of strength of will. And that was incredibly
sexy to her! He was a strong man, both physically and mentally, and
she found herself getting distracted with almost girlish fantasies
about what else he might do with her!

Though of course, it was rather difficult to
imagine they included things like flowers and chocolates and polite
dates with gentle kisses. Oh no! Sex with him would be like being
taken by a savage! Except he was a controlled and sophisticated
savage with power, wealth and influence!

It was well into the evening before she saw
him again. Naturally she was still at her desk. He sent her an
email. Like his other emails, there was nothing of the request in
it. It said 'come in here'.

Blunt, efficient, and clear, with no wasted
words like 'please' or 'when you get a chance'.

She hurriedly got up, smoothed her skirt,
checked herself in the mirror on the back of her door, then strode
calmly across the aisle to his door. There she rapped her knuckles
against it twice, waited, then entered.

“Yes, sir?”

“Come in.”

She felt her heartbeat pick up as she closed
the door behind her and walked forward to stand before his
desk.

“When I tell you to come here you don't need
to knock,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“This precis you sent on the Drummond deal
contains statistics which are undated. How old are they?”

“Last year. The Bureau only puts them out on
a yearly basis and the next is due in November.”

“In future, note details like that when
including facts. I want to know where they came from and how
old.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Sanderson wasn't able to meet with me until
Thursday?”

“He's in LA.”

He nodded. “Again, in future, include the
reasons.”

“Yes, sir.”

“The rest of what you've done so far is
acceptable.”

Kristin licked her lips. Should she thank him
for that? He wasn't much on please and thank yous after all.

“Since you will be my assistant, and be
associated with me your comportment is, to an extent, a reflection
on me,” he said. “That's especially so when I meet with clients
outside. What you're wearing is acceptable in the environment of a
legal office but not helpful to me. And it is your job to be
helpful to me in any way, shape or form. Would you disagree?”

“Uhm... no, sir,” she said slowly.

“I do not mean to say dressing as you do is
harmful to me. But it could be helpful, which means that is what I
want.”

He got up and walked around the desk and she
felt her pulse rate picking up.

“Do you know what image I want from you,
Sutherland?”

“Efficiency, sir?” she asked anxiously.

“Sleek, Sutherland. Sleek, sharp, confident,
even arrogant, and sexy.”

His hand reached down quite casually,
gripping the hem of her skirt, and sliding it up her legs, which
got her pulse racing.

“You have excellent legs. Men can be
distracted by excellent legs like yours. Wear shorter skirts.”

“Sh-sho – ?”

“Short and tight.”

He held the hem high on her thigh.

“About here.”

“That... that's like... a miniskirt,” she
gulped. “The dress code here – .”

“I don't give a damn about dress codes. Your
wearing a miniskirt could be helpful to me on occasion. Distracted
men are more easily dealt with and you're going to be a lovely
distraction. Loosen your hair, as well, and always wear lacy black
bras and blouses which can have buttons lowered or raised depending
on the situation.”

She gaped at him.

“Don't act like you aren't well aware of what
an 'accidental' glimpse of a lacy black bra can do to a man,
Sutherland. Not to mention what happens when a girl in a short
skirt crosses her legs. I use every weapon at my disposal when I'm
fighting to win, especially when it costs me nothing.”

“But people will think – .”

“I have no interest in what the drones around
here think of you. Dress professionally. Wear nice business jackets
and nice business skirts. Just make sure the latter are high enough
to show off your lovely legs. And wear higher heels, stilettos. Not
streetwalker high, but high, at least three inches. Find jackets
which are shorter so you can bend over in your short skirts in
front of clients.”

She felt her jaw gaping and snapped it
closed.

“Again, don't even try to pretend you haven't
played this game many times before, Sutherland, because we both
know you have. Previously, you've played it for your own benefit.
Now you'll do it for mine. And while you used to have to be careful
about your reputation with your colleagues you no longer are to
care about them. You only have to care about me.”

“And what happens if you move on in a few
months, sir?” she asked.

He snorted, and his hand rose, then slid
around her throat. Her hands jerked up and his eyes narrowed.

“Hands down!” he barked.

She gulped, dropping her hands to her sides.
His hand was big enough to encircle much of her throat, and he held
it firmly there, though without hindering her breathing.

“Do you imagine I'll take up plumbing if I
leave here?” he asked rhetorically. “If you please me and I find
you useful, well, if I leave, then you're coming with me.”

His hand closed tighter.

“Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she gasped.

His hand closed even tighter, and her eyes
began to feel as if they were bulging, though she kept her hands at
her sides.

“Remember, though, pleasing me is not easy.
It requires discipline and obedience. It requires a measure of...
dedication.”

He swung her around and pushed her back
against the edge of his big stone desk, then removed his hand from
her throat and spun her quickly around. She gasped, gulping in air
as he roughly bent her over the desk.

Crack! He slapped her bottom sharply
through her skirt, then jerked it up to bare her bottom.

“I have something for you, Sutherland. You'll
wear it at all times,” he said.

He opened a box on the desk next to her head
and pulled out a silvery object. It was the shape of a large,
elongated mushroom, narrow at the top, widening, then abruptly
narrowing again at the base, which sat atop a short stem attached
to a round base. The base had a green glassy bottom, and Kristin
looked at it without comprehension.

“I... I don't – .”

He slapped her bottom and she gasped.

“You have a gorgeous ass, Sutherland. You
know it. But you've been ungenerous in its use.”

He picked up the silver mushroom, and Kristin
gasped, eyes and mouth widening as she felt it pressing against her
wrinkled back passage.

“This will keep you open and ready for any
man who wants to use it,” he said. “Meaning me, of course.”

She felt the pressure against her, felt the
thing turning clockwise, then counter clockwise. The pressure
mounted, then eased, then mounted as the thing pushed into her,
spreading her wider and wider until she dug her fingers into the
palms of her hands and gasped weakly.

Then it abruptly slid into her completely.
No, not completely. She could feel the base pressing against the
outside of her body!

“Who knows, maybe I'll offer up this tight
ass to seal a deal with someone,” he said.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
again!

“Jonathan Hinds is discussing
representation,” he said. “I hear he likes blondes.”

His words were outrageous, and left her mind
stuttering!

“I-I... you can't – !”

He jerked her upright and back against
him.

“You think a multimillionaire NBA player
isn't worth your time, Sutherland?” he asked. “I know damned well
you spread your legs for lowly college professors to get better
marks, so don't pretend you have a moral problem with using your
body.”

He spun her around again, his eyes boring
into hers.

“You're just caught up in your game of
pretending you're something other than you are,” he said.

He pushed her back.

“Strip.”

She gasped, breath catching in her throat,
but felt a sudden wild rush of energy tumbling up through her lower
belly. She swallowed several times, eyes large, as she removed her
jacket while he stood casually with arms folded.

She slipped off her skirt and then removed
her bra and thong.

“The shoes and stockings too.”

She took a shuddering breath, face flushed,
anxiety filling her, but a dark thrumming sense of anticipation
rolling up through her body at the same time.

“Go kneel on the table,” he said.

She blinked at him in confusion.

“Were my words not in plain English?”

She turned and looked at the table. It was
matched with his desk in that it was a slab of cold black stone,
probably marble. It was also right next to the glass wall! And it
was getting dark outside. They were on the forty seventh floor, but
there were taller buildings nearby.

She went to the table, flinching a bit from
the window, then turned and pulled herself up on it. She winced at
the coldness against her bare skin, then slid her bottom back and
pulled her legs up under her. She drew her feet in under her bottom
and looked back at him.

He came over and put his big hands on her
legs just above the knees, then pushed slowly.

“Spread your knees wide.”

She flushed and gasped as he spread her legs
wide – uncomfortably wide apart.

“Hands behind your neck. Interlock your
fingers.”

She obeyed, heart pounding.

“Back arched.”

He reached to her hair and expertly unbound
it, then combed his fingers through it so it spilled down the sides
of her head.

Then he returned to his desk and sat
down.

Kristin stared at him, eyes blinking, mind
whirling, as he began to work on his computer. She rolled her eyes
towards the door nervously, and then to her left, trying to see
again how close the windows of those other buildings were.

It was still getting dark outside and the
office was reasonably well-lit, especially there on the table, from
an overhead pot light. What on earth was Sterling up to!? Was this
just another way for him to demonstrate how superior he was, how
much more powerful he was?

He didn't damn well need to do that, she
thought in irritation. She got that! Humiliating her by making her
kneel here naked while he ignored her was not going to teach her
anything new!

“How long – ?”

He shot his hand up and out, finger pointing
at her.

“Did I not already instruct you that you were
to do as told and only as told?”

He turned his head to her. “Did I not point
out that when I wanted you to stop doing whatever task I had
assigned you to perform I would let you know?”

“But I'm not doing a task!” she blurted.

He raised his eyebrows. “And how do you know
that? Do you think I told you to kneel there for no reason
whatsoever?”

“You want to demonstrate that you're the
boss... sir,” she said.

“Sutherland, if I felt such a demonstration
was necessary it would imply I thought you were a fool, in which
case you would not be permitted anywhere near me.”

He did turn his chair to face her, however,
as he picked up a file folder.

“Do you know what this is, Sutherland?”

“No, sir,” she gulped.

“This is the story of your life.”

He raised his eyes to her.

“I never climb into bed with someone,
literally or figuratively, before finding out as much about them as
I can, Sutherland. Not only does it help prevent nasty surprises
but gives me insight into their character and motivations which can
help me in any number of ways.”

He stood up and carried the folder over to
her, then held it in one hand as he let his fingers brush lightly
at her hair, nudging some to spill across her forehead.

“Kristin Elizabeth Sutherland,” he said.
“Born in Uttica, New York to Frank and Elizabeth Sutherland, nee
Jones. Mother worked as a clerk for Wal-Mart, father did odd jobs
when he could find any, given he was an alcoholic.”

His hand slid down onto her chest, fingers
lightly caressing the skin of her breasts, then casually gripping
her left nipple. They pinched it lightly, then rolled it between
index finger and thumb as he talked.

“Grew up at 224 Osford Street, in a two
bedroom townhouse. Father left when you were six and never
returned. Mother died the next year, hit by a bus, which put you in
the care of social services, God help you.”

Kristin stared at him uncertainty as he
read.

His hand caressed the underside of her
breasts, then slid lower, finding her clitoris. He let his fingers
bracket it, stroking gently up and down, squeezing it between them,
then easing further down along the line of her sex.

His hand rose from between her legs and
circled her throat, and she felt her pulse race as he squeezed
softly.

“Put your arms straight down behind you, and
clasp your hands together,” he said.

He pulled her forward, bending her down until
she was looking down at the floor and his polished Italian
shoes.

“Now raise your arms together,” he said.

Bent forward, her arms were already lifted,
but she grunted as she forced them up a little higher. He released
her neck, then opened a drawer and brought something long and black
up and out behind her.

A moment later she felt his hands seize her
wrists, then felt something wrapping around them, something like
soft cord or rope. Several loops of it were quickly wrapped around
her wrists, then it cinched tighter.

He was tying her wrists together behind her
back! Kristin felt a jolt at that, though of course she wasn't
entirely surprised given the earlier direction of his sexual
attention.

He dropped her hands and then lifted her
upright and calmly drew what she now saw was some kind of black
rope in beneath her body, letting it drop over the near edge of the
table.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gulped.

He raised his eyes to her, looking
irritated.

“Why are you asking a question when you
already know the answer, Sutherland?”

“I-I mean... why are you tying me up...
sir?”

“Does it matter? It's something I wish to do,
clearly. That's all you should concern yourself with. Your task is
to simply do nothing until told to do something, which does not
strike me as altogether onerous or beyond your skills.”

He took another small roll of black rope from
the drawer and gripped her left ankle, wrapping it half a dozen
times around before tying it off. He drew the rope down across the
other end of the table, reaching forward with long arms, then
bringing it back up again to tie round her other ankle!

He calmly pushed her backward so she was
laying on her back on the cool stone table, then smiled and picked
up the first rope, the one which he'd dropped over the edge at his
feet, and pulled.

Kristin gasped as she felt the pressure on
her wrists tighten, felt them pulled downward. That, of course,
forced her body to bow, her shoulders forced down, her chest up!
Her body started to slide towards him but was almost immediately
brought up short by the ropes around her ankles, which were
evidently wrapped around something on the other side of the
table.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

Her body arched sharply up, her knees
spreading naturally apart at the same time.

Sterling tied the rope off somewhere below
the table and then let his hands move slowly over her torso,
caressing her body, fingers following the smooth, round
contours.

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

He fingered her clitoris, and let his fingers
dip into the mouth of her sex, then drew back, picking up the file
and moving back to his desk.

“Where were we? Oh yes, you bounced around
several foster homes over the next few years. Your marks at school
deteriorated, and you were apprehended for shoplifting at a drug
store. At twelve you changed schools after a sexting thing which
saw your pictures passed around a number of your peers' cell
phones.”

“Early starter, weren't you,” he said,
looking up briefly from the folder before dropping his eyes
again.

“Failed your year, but marks did pick up a
bit at your next school, Holy Trinity, a Catholic school, though
you're not Catholic. Started high school a year late, St. Mark's,
but were expelled around Christmas for repeated truancy. Went to
John Kennedy High school instead, and were expelled, again, because
of repeated truancy.”

He looked over at her. “You weren't a fan of
the education system, I take it.”

He stood up and walked back to her, folder in
hand. Kristin couldn't really see him very well because of how
tightly bowed back she was, but she heard a buzzing sound, then
felt something pressing against her clitoris, something which
vibrated.

It didn't take a genius to figure out what
that was!

“From here things got a little opaque,” he
said, “But we have our resources, you know.”

He let the vibrator slide up and down across
her clitoris, interrupting this now and then to slide it into her
body and pump it slowly in and out.

“Went to an alternative school where children
learn at their own pace, and learned very quickly indeed. Caught up
to your peers by sixteen, but then quit the program, only to rejoin
again a few months later, only as a distance learning student –
correspondence courses.”

The reason was you found full time work,
well, night work, at least, as a stripper at the Blue Pearl.”

Kristin jerked violently, eyes going wide,
and her mouth opened to instantly deny it as adrenalin flushed
through her body!

“Had a very well-crafted fake ID to get you
in, and were befriended by several of the older dancers, who taught
you how to flirt with and manipulate men. Did very well, made lots
of money, most of which, surprisingly, you managed to put away for
a college fund while finishing your high school and getting your
GED – otherwise known as the Good Enough Diploma.”

He sank the vibrator deep inside her and let
his fingers caress her clitoris.

“Went to NYU, where you took a bachelor of
arts, then Columbia Law school. Continued to work as a stripper
during the summers, and often on weekends, the result being you
emerged with no real debt. Smart of you. Clerked for H. Robinson
one summer and The Duvall Group the next two.”

He bent over her.

“I'm assuming that some of the rave reviews
you got from Mister Duvall were not strictly speaking for your
legal services,” he said.

“I-I worked hard at my job!” she blurted.

“I'm sure you did, but a little extra never
hurts when one wishes to make an impression, hmm? Unfortunately his
wife began to get suspicious of all the time he was spending with
his pretty blonde law clerk so he got rid of you. He was kind
enough to recommend you here, however.”

His thumb began to grind itself against her
clitoris, and Kristin realized that she was growing more than
slightly well-lubricated down there despite the chaos in her
head!

“Arrived here, worked on sabotaging the
competition while sleeping with David Maxwell, and now you're
mine.”

He leaned over her arched body again.

“Do you know what I mean when I say you're
mine, Sutherland?” he asked.

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

He put down the folder and let his hand coast
up and down her bowed body, caressing her breasts.

“So you can stop your scheming and
manipulating and efforts at getting ahead. You belong to me now and
your focus should be, must be on carrying out whatever task, duty,
assignment or … service I order you to. Is that clearly understood,
Sutherland?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Most of those tasks, duties, assignments and
services will be entirely legal in nature. Some, however, will not
be. You will carry them out regardless of what you think of them,
regardless of whether you want to do them, regardless of how unfair
you feel I and the world are being to you, or any level of insult
to your pride or dignity you think might be occurring.”

He drew the vibrator out of her body and let
it rub against her clitoris once more, while his fingers sank
slowly into her warm, moist body.

“All you need concern yourself from this
point on his unwavering loyalty and obedience to me, my best
interests, and my expressed will.”

She gasped as his fingers slid deep inside
her, and then began to pump in and out, pressing upward against the
inside of her abdomen. His thumb pressed against the underside of
her clitoris at the same time, stroking from side to side. Then the
vibrator pressed down against the top of her clitoris, and Kristin
felt her hips jerking, the muscles spasming as a sudden rush of
sensations flooded through her nervous system.

“Think of yourself as my slave girl,
Sutherland,” he said. “It's not entirely inaccurate. Or, if you
prefer, as my pet. Even Hitler had a pet, a German Shepherd, I
believe, and treated it fairly well. A man can sometimes appreciate
a pet and get along with it much more easily than he can another
person. A pet doesn't argue, doesn't complain, and doesn't make
demands, aside from food, water and somewhere to do its
business.”

He eased his fingers out and slid them into
his tongue, smiling thinly at her as he pushed the vibrator back
into her body. Then he went back to his desk and began to work on
his computer once again.
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Kristin lay in an uncomfortably sharp bow,
panting, heart pounding, her mind still whirling from all he'd
said, from all he knew! How had he found out she'd worked as a
stripper!? It had been under a different name! And surely he must
be guessing about Duvall, just like he was about Maxwell!

A slave? A pet!? Like a dog!? She felt a
swirling sense of outrage and indignation over the comparisons! She
was a lawyer, damn it! She could just... just quit and go and find
work somewhere else! She didn't need to accept this kind of
treatment!

Of course, a lawyer with very little
experience who abruptly quit a large and reputable firm for no good
reason would have an extremely difficult time finding employment
with another. It wasn't like New York was short of ambitious young
lawyers!

And working with Sterling represented no less
an opportunity than she had first thought. It would just require
her to put up with more... indignities than she had ever assumed.
But so what? She'd put up with a lot in her life! If Sterling
wanted to tie her up on occasion and play kinky sexual games, well,
so what!

And it wasn't like he was an ugly old man,
either. Even now, despite the shock to her pride and her sudden
anxiety over him discovering her past her body was thrumming with
sexual energy.

God, she thought, staring up out the window.
Anyone in a nearby building would be able to see her clear as day!
She was presented as if on a platter for their viewing enjoyment!
She stared upside down through the window, but already it was half
reflective, mirroring the brighter inside scene and not letting her
see much outside but the sparkle of lights from nearby windows.

Suddenly Sterling was there, leaning over
her.

“Do you know what you're learning here,
Sutherland?” he asked mildly.

“N-No, sir!” she gasped.

He smiled and then rolled her nipples. He
winked at her, and then she saw he had small objects in hand. They
looked something like binding clips, but seemed to have rubber
tips. She stared as he opened them, framed both nipples, then let
them close.

Sharp, hot pain bit into her mind as it bit
into her nipples, and she cried out, body jerking against the rope
binding her.

“Oh! Ow! Please! Please, sir!” she cried.

“Don't be a baby, Sutherland. The pain will
ease in a minute,” he said.

He hummed to himself, then reached for a
metal light which was attached by a bracket to the side of the
table above her head. It swung out over her body, and he tied a
pair of cords to the clips biting into her nipples, then drew them
taut as he fed them up around the top of the light.

“Please!” she moaned.

She felt him draw the vibrator out of her,
then something else, something quite a bit thicker, pushed into her
body. She groaned as it twisted and turned from side to side,
slowly forcing its way down the tight, warm elastic sleeve of her
sex, and driving deep into her belly!

“People have said I'm something of a sadistic
bastard, Sutherland,” he said. “They're not entirely wrong, but
their description only catches part of my personality.”

Something hard and round suddenly jammed
against her sex, and he leaned over her a moment later, with, of
all things, a thick strip of tape in hand. He pressed it firmly
across her mouth, then the thing pressing against her began to
vibrate even more powerfully than the other thing he'd been
using.

This was insane, Kristin thought frantically!
What was this pervert doing to her!? She felt stretched out by the
thing, whatever it was he'd shoved into her body! From the feel of
it he'd practically buried the thing inside her – practically. The
lips of her sex remained open, or partly open, however, because the
thing was too long.

The vibrator itself felt rounded and was
firmly pressing against the mouth of her sex, which meant against
the soft lips of her sex, against her clitoris, and against the
base of whatever he'd shoved into her body!

The light he'd attached the cords to shone
down on her, making her even more obvious and visible to anyone
looking down from across the street.

And then Sutherland got up walked to the
door, turned off the rest of the office's lights.

“What you're learning, Sutherland, is
acceptance... and submission.

He went out and closed the door behind
him.

Kristin moaned, her head turning and
twisting, trying to see if he was really gone, but the light
shining down at her was bright though narrow, and the rest of the
office was much darker. God, this was crazy! Where had he gone!?
How long was he going to leave her like this!?

She winced and gasped as her body moved,
pulling against the clips biting her nipples!, and her head kept
rolling back, her eyes wide as they stared out the window, trying
to see the lighted windows across the street and whether there was
movement behind them!

Pulling against the rope around her wrists
did nothing but force her shoulders down further, or, if she braced
herself, pull against her ankles, drawing them further back, which
also forced her back to bow more!

Tying her up like this right at the office,
and then leaving her alone showed an incredible amount of gall!
Wasn't he worried about getting booted out of she was discovered!?
Then again, they had worked so hard to bring him in they'd probably
overlook almost anything he did!

A slave girl? To Sterling! The thought was,
despite her present anxiety, helplessly and darkly arousing! He was
the first man she'd known in a long while who really impressed her,
and who she really and truly thought was hot and sexy!

A pet!? Why did that sound oddly attractive,
too? Would a pet get to live with him? What would a pet do for him,
other than sex? Would she lay on her belly on the floor while he
watched TV!? Would he scratch her behind the ears? Would she get to
sleep on his bed... ?

She thought back to the last thing he'd said.
She was learning... acceptance... and submission. What did he mean
by that? They were sort of similar, weren't they? You accepted
something, yes, but didn't that mean you sort of submitted to it,
too? Gave up? Gave in?

So what he expected her to do was calmly
accept this, being tied like this, and stop worrying about it. How
could she possibly do that!? What if someone saw her!?

Or did he mean acceptance and submission in a
larger sense, as in she should submit to his will in all things?
Well, that really wasn't any different from what he'd already told
her he expected. She didn't really have a major problem with that.
He was smarter, older, richer, more sophisticated and successful
than her.

She wasn't egotistical enough to think her
judgment was better than his, not in legal matters and... probably
not in most things. Certainly he seemed to have an expertise in
kinky sex she had never developed! She had no problem letting him
lead.

The throbbing inside her was growing worse by
the minute. The thick... whatever, he'd pushed into her made her
feel horribly full, but not in a painful way. And that vibrator
thing was doing wild things to her!

God! This was so wild and nasty and wicked
and perverted!

She was panting weakly, raggedly, and
discovered she was now sweating, as well. Her body couldn't keep
still, either because of the vibrator or because of the ache in her
nipples, her shoulders and her back – or a combination. She was
constantly writhing, pulling against the ropes, trying to ease the
discomfort, or grind herself more excitedly against the
vibrator.

And all of it was almost entirely
instinctive, as her mind swirled and churned with emotions and
confusion. How was she to behave, to act around him? It seemed like
what he wanted was complete and mindless acceptance of anything and
everything he told her!

Like a slave girl!

The phrase brought to her mind an image of a
naked girl in shackles, chains and collar, and of course, that girl
was her. She pictured herself like that, kneeling before him, and
felt a wave of dark heat sweeping through her.

That her lower body was crackling with sexual
tension at the same time, of course, helped swamp her in a growing
sense of breathless sexual heat and hunger. She couldn't remember
the last time she'd had an orgasm with a man, yet Sterling had
given her one earlier just by sodomizing her!

What would real sex be like with him!?

She groaned as her body writhed, as her
nipples throbbed and tingled and stung, as her lower body melted
and she ground herself with ever growing intensity against the fat,
rounded head of the vibrator! This was so incredibly hot! And
Sterling was an incredible bastard!

Of course, she admired bastards...

Her hips rolled and ground helplessly against
the vibrator, jamming the base of the dildo inward again and again
so that the nose pushed achingly deep against the bottom of her
sex. The same movements kept tugging her nipples against the clips,
which ached but ached in a darkly thrilling way!

Her hips bucked, then bucked again, more
sharply, then again, as the sensations redoubled within her body.
Heat flared and then it was like an incredible electrical charge
swept through her! Only it wasn't electricity but a wild, flaring
rush of sexual electricity and energy that made it seem like every
muscle in her body was violently clenching and spasming!

Her hips ground frantically against the
vibrator, ground and jammed and pushed as all the air in her long
sought to burst from her throat in a cry of wild, elated pleasure!
Her body twisted and rocked and her head rolled and jerked as her
body arched up again and again!

The power was searing! It overwhelmed her
nervous system, flooding her mind with an intoxicating rush of
wonder and pleasure! It was an intense bath in a bubbling, boiling
sea of gratification and bliss, and she barely dared to breath for
fear of doing anything to end it prematurely!

It did, of course, finally fade, leaving her
gasping, dazed, slumped limp despite the pull on her nipples,
moaning into the tape he'd slapped across her mouth, eyes glazed as
she lay in place. Her body fairly radiated the soft heat of languor
in the aftermath, as she groaned weakly.

That had been so... so fucking
good!

God! She moaned weakly, her chest forced up
as she winced at the sharp pull on her nipples, stretching them
upward. Sterling was a bastard, she thought again in helpless
admiration, a nasty, perverted, kinky bastard!

She felt sopping wet! And the vibrator was
still pressing against her. Had it managed to shove the damn dildo,
if that was what it was, even deeper!? She felt impaled by it, as
if the head was trying to bore up through her stomach! She could
feel the contact between the base nestled in the mouth of her sex,
and the vibrator, though.

It felt a little deeper! Meanwhile her
swollen clitoris wanted to get away from the damn vibrator! Her
nerve endings were way too sensitive just then! Unfortunately, the
way she was tied didn't allow her much latitude in her position –
practically none, in fact.

She whimpered helplessly as the powerful
vibrations overwhelmed her again, though this time they were simply
sensations, not sexual pleasure.

That, however, did not last.

Her body began to thrum with energy again in
shockingly little time, and the sensations making her nerve endings
quiver soon morphed into a wild, quivering thrill ride of sensory
intensity. She had barely managed to catch her breath when she was
gulping in air again in ragged bursts as her body began to grind
and writhe and jam itself against the vibrator!

Another orgasm tore through her, and she
screamed, or tried to, her body thrashing and twisting and arching
and straining against the ropes. Once again it flooded her mind and
sent her consciousness bouncing wildly end over end like a cork in
a high stormy sea! Kristin writhed in the grip of a crackling wall
of sensations, convulsions wracking her body.

She emerged at the other end, dazed and
marveling. Who knew her body had been capable of such pleasure,
such intense, incredible, wondering pleasure!? Certainly not her!
She'd never had a vibrator before. She'd had dildos, but mostly to
practice her oral sex on. Sex had been a task, a means to an end
for her.

It wasn't that she didn't like men, exactly,
but relationships were only going to slow her down, well, unless it
was marriage to a rich man. She'd never really sought that,
however. She wanted to be powerful in her own right, not dependent
on someone else.

Besides, if she married some rich guy all his
friends, everyone who knew them, would always be looking down on
her as some kind of gold-digging social climber. They'd sneer at
her behind her back and say mocking things about her. She wanted
people to respect her!

This time her entire body continued to
tremble, as if resonating to the vibrations coming from the thing
jammed against her. Even as she gulped in air she felt the rolling
waves of dark pleasure rippling up her body, felt her nerves
flaring and her muscles twitching.

Another orgasm swept through her before she
could even catch her breath, a long, drawn out orgasm that made her
tremble and shake and buck violently! She was light-headed from
lack of breath as it faded, then cried out again as another erupted
within her, then another, leaving her dazed and exhausted.

She was twitching and trembling,
hyperventilating and dazed by the time Sterling looked down on
her.

“Acceptance and submission, Sutherland,” he
said.

He removed the vibrator and untied her and
Kristin slumped limply, moaning weakly. He pulled her off the
table, letting her slump to her knees on the floor, then gathered
up her long hair and wrapped it around his fist before starting
forward across the floor.

Kristin cried out in pain as her hair was
yanked, and was flung forward onto her hands and knees, having no
choice but to scuttle along beside him, crawling across the floor
to the sofa.

“Up,” he ordered, jerking on her hair and
pulling her up onto the ottoman.

The ottoman was more like a coffee table,
long and wide, covered in dimpled leather. He shoved down on her
head, pressing her cheek into the hard leather, then gripped her
waist to jerk it in tighter against her upright thighs.

“Wrap your arms around your legs,” he
ordered.

She groaned weakly, reaching her arms back
and wrapping them around her legs to draw them in tight. That
required she bow her body up and back, but she'd in in that
position already for some time. Only now her bottom was high in the
air and her chin was pressed against the leather.

He ripped he tape from her mouth, then swung
the belt down across her bottom.

crack!

“Ah!” she cried as the belt cracked across
her bottom.

“Are you a bad girl, Sutherland?” he
asked.

crack!

“Ah!” she half sobbed.

“Are you?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

crack!

“Ah!”

“Say it.”

“I'm a bad girl!' she cried.

crack!

“You forgot to say sir.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!' she cried.

The strap cut into her bottom again with
sharp, stinging blows which soon had her flesh burning hot! Yet
Kristin held her arms in place, crying out, moaning and whimpering
as the belt snapped down again and again.

“Are you a bad girl?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir! I'm a bad girl!' she cried.

crack!

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!'

crack!

“Again”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!” she half sobbed.

crack! crack! crack! crack!

Her breaths came in more and more raggedly,
then turned to sobbing gulps of air as her eyes began to tear
up.

“Are you going to obey me?”

“Yes, sir!”

crack!

“So you'll be a good girl, then?”

“Yes, sir!”

crack!

“Say it.”

“I'll be a good girl, sir!” she sobbed.

crack!

“Again!”

crack!

“I'll be a good girl, sir!”

crack!

“Again!”

“I'll be a good – !”

crack!

“ - girl, sir!”

crack!

“Keep saying it.”

“I'll –“ crack! “- be a good –“
crack! “-- girl, sir!” crack!

She sobbed dazedly as her buttocks burned red
hot. Then the blows halted.

She felt him grasp her arms and jerk them
away from her legs, crossing her wrists together behind her back.
He wrapped something around it, rope again as she whimpered and
moaned, then he abruptly jerked her up and over to land heavily on
her back on the ottoman.

She looked up, whimpering, panting, face
flushed and teary, and blinked against the water in her eyes as she
saw that he was now naked, completely naked. She gasped at the
sight of him, his chest powerful, his belly trim and flat, and his
cock... the first time she'd seen it, hard and thick and pointing
at her like a spear!

He reached down and gripped her legs, jerking
them up and pressing them back against her, then knelt on the edge
of the ottoman, grabbing the dildo he'd inserted, sliding it out of
her to make her feel utterly empty.

He pressed the nose of his own cock against
her instead, and sank it inside as he shifted his grip and pressed
her legs back with both hands.

“You are the most incredibly erotic and
beautiful little bitch I think I've ever seen, Sutherland!” he
growled, his face, for the first time, showing something like real
emotion.

Lust, to be exact.

She gasped and sobbed as he leaned into her,
his hard chest pressing her legs back further and further as she
felt his cock pushing into her body! She moaned helplessly, her
bound arms pinned beneath her back as his weight crushed her legs
back and his cock impaled her!

He extended his arm, his big hands gripping
her ankles and forcing them down even further. Kristin felt her
body bend, her spine forced up as the backs of her feet pressed
into the ottoman. Then his hips thrust down sharply and she cried
out as he buried himself inside her and ground his hips against her
overheated bottom.

“I'm going to make you an incredibly
well-disciplined bitch,” he growled, “and mine!”

His hips rose up, then thrust down, rose and
thrust, his cock like a spear of hot flesh driving deep into her
belly again and again as his powerful hips hammered her buttocks
down!

Kristen was no flaming virgin, that was for
certain. It was true that simply flirting worked wonders for her
often enough, but she'd had to make use of her oral skills on many
occasions. When she really wanted to get what she wanted, she
didn't hesitate to sleep with a man. But she'd never experienced
anything like this before!

Often enough she straddled her men, the ones
she was seducing and using, or lured them into a coy tryst which,
since they were usually much older than her, did not last very long
at all.

But Sterling was like a bull, like a... an
animal, like a muscular savage! His heavy, powerful body filled the
world above her as she was battered by his furious attack! And
there was nothing she could do but lay, gasping, on her bound arms
and stare up in disbelief!

At first it was nothing but a tremendous
relief, of course, because anything was surely better than having
her buttocks strapped so cruelly! She was not a girl used to pain,
after all! But as the forcefulness of his pounding began to take
her breath away she could do nothing but gape – and gasp and moan
and cry out as he rode her like a wild man!

His face wasn't wild, though, showing no sign
of losing control. He had a dark hunger in his eyes, but his face
was set and determined as his hips slammed down against her. His
eyes bored into hers as if daring her to object, daring her to beg
for mercy!

Kristin found herself, not for the first
time, overwhelmed, her mind flittering and churning helplessly in
the face of his ruthless will. Her body was crushed in half with
every blow, the air expelled from her lungs as if from a bellows as
his heavy weight fell upon her.

And yet she had no fear of what was
happening, only amazement and a sense of wonder. There was nothing
she could do or say. She could only absorb the force of his hunger
as it battered against her body.

Yet the more battered she felt the more
fascinated and wondering she was about the man above her, a man
like none other she'd ever met, and certainly like none she'd ever
given her body to. He was so... driven! He was taking what he
wanted, how he wanted it, without care or concern for anyone else,
including her!

And she had surrendered herself to his will!
Which left her nothing to object to even if she could have drawn
her scattered wits together to do so!

Surrendered... submission... acceptance...
those were the words he had used, and she felt a strange sense of
slackening within her, not physically, but of the tension and
emotions as she felt herself doing just that, surrendering to
him.

She felt the thrumming heat of her lower
belly flooding up through the rest of her body until she felt as if
she were throbbing, as if she were radiating a kind of burning
excitement and energy! She grunted breathlessly and continuously as
he drove himself into her, moaning as her head began to roll and
her muscles spasmed helplessly, no other part of her body really
able to move at all.

The heat grew into an all-encompassing thing
which felt as if her body were ready to explode from the force of
the energy it was building. And still he pounded into her, his cock
impaling her, his hips bruising her.

He let his body fall lower, until his
powerful shoulders could press against the backs of her thighs,
then his lips crushed hers in a savage, hungry kiss, his tongue
driving into her mouth, his lips voracious as she moaned into
them!

His hips continued to rise and fall, pounding
her upraised buttocks as he extended the kiss, to the point it felt
as if he were feeding at her mouth! She shuddered and her hips
jerked convulsively, and then another orgasm hit, once with a
shocking intensity which made her scream in a long, dazed howl of
pleasure, her voice undulating as his hips continued to pound down
against her.

And still he rode her.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


In many ways it had been the most shocking
day of her life. Kristin felt battered, bruised and drained as she
reached her small apartment, her mind still half-dazed by all which
had happened to her, and the constant whirling confusion of what
she ought to have done and what she should do now.

The problem with the latter was that she
hadn't been able to find anything she could do, other than
whatever Sterling ordered her. True, her pride was offended, her
sense of having power had been crushed, and she squirmed mentally
at some of the degrading things he'd said and done to her.

But quite aside from that, the experience had
given her, without question the most intensely arousing and
exciting sexual experience of her life, regardless of all the
anxiety, embarrassment and yes, even the pain which had accompanied
it.

And she was even more impressed with Sterling
than she had been before, not only with his legal acumen, but with
his ruthless strength of will and purpose, his determination to get
what he wanted! Oh yes, in a way she was the victim there, but the
manner in which he had effortlessly overpowered her, not merely
physically but through simple strength of will, still left her
awed.

What a man he was! So incredibly smart and
capable and brilliant and... strong! Very, very strong! Raw
physical strength was impressive on its own, of course, but it was
the strength of will which really impressed her.

There was no shame in being overcome by a man
like that! He was way out of her league in every sense that
mattered!

And after all, she'd gotten what she'd
thought she would have to work away on for years. She'd seduced him
– sort of – and he had taken her on and would help her career,
ensuring she eventually had that position of wealth and power she
had long dreamed about.

She'd had not the slightest quibble in
sleeping with him or any other man to get that, but with the way
he'd turned the tables, and the ferocity of his sexual tastes,
well, that left her breathless, anxious, and feeling a strange
sense of almost girlish anticipation of what he'd do next!

In any case, she was a capable lawyer, if
young and inexperienced, and he'd made it clear he intended to
teach her. All she needed to supply was a willingness to learn, an
energy to get things done and... absolute instant obedience. The
latter was something new to her, but she felt herself more than
willing to give it a try.

She bit her lower lip, though, at the thought
of his wardrobe demands. What on earth would the people at work
think of her showing up in what would be shockingly short to them?
The very notion that he would have her showing off her legs in
order to distract male clients or those he negotiated with was
unbelievably sexist!

Shorter jackets so she could bend over in
front of clients!? That should have left her open-mouthed with
outrage and indignation! Instead, somehow, after the day with
Sterling, she almost felt a sense of delight at the thought of
unleashing her body more openly, without sanction.

She had always been vain about her looks,
after all, even while well aware she had to hide it, had to make
herself seem attractive but in a sort of asexual way. Now she had
actually been instructed to dress sexy and let people, clients,
outsiders he was negotiating with, look down her shirt or stare at
her ass!

She was anxious about that, of course, but at
the same time, it was as if someone had not only given her
permission to act in just the way she had sort of always wanted to,
but ordered her to do so!

The other women at the firm would hate her,
of course, but most of them already did anyway. She was young,
beautiful and, however she tried to feign otherwise, arrogant. Of
course, they didn't like her! So what? The only people who mattered
were the partners, and they were crazy over Sterling. And hadn't
Sterling as much as told her he would take care of her if he ever
left?

Of course, she was kind of throwing her eggs
in one basket, trusting in him to keep his word. Because if he left
and she stayed behind she would be finished. They'd find a way to
boot her out as they whispered “slut” behind her back everywhere
she went.

Which, of course, meant she would have to
work even harder to please him...

She shrugged off her clothes and groaned as
she rubbed her bottom. God! The man was an animal!

Her hand slid around in front of her. She
felt sore inside. He was so big and he had used her so roughly! No
man had ever been so rough, had ever manhandled her like that. She
was simultaneously indignant and aroused.

But what the hell was she supposed to wear to
work tomorrow!?

Finding a tight blouse which buttoned up the
front wasn't a problem. Finding an appropriate length skirt for a
business environment was. She was not a girl who went out clubbing.
Her wardrobe was carefully calculated to be used at the office, and
a few other events where similar people were to be found.

She simply had no short skirts! And while she
did indeed have high, stiletto heels, well, she hadn't intended to
wear them to the office!

It was too late to buy anything tonight, so
she was going to have to make do, somehow. The only way to do that
was to hem one of her skirts up quite high. She was hardly a
seamstress, but the job, at least, wasn't an especially difficult
one, and would serve for a day.

Maybe she could even go out at lunch and pick
up a few short skirts.

It was, she knew, going to be a very trying
day tomorrow! Should she dare drop a few hints that her change in
wardrobe was at Sterling's order? If not everyone would simply
think she was trying to seduce him! That would make them watch her
even more closely whenever she went near his office!

Surely he knew that, though. He had said she
was not to second guess him, that she was not to think for a moment
he hadn't thought of something and substitute her judgment for his.
Of course, if people thought he was sleeping with her they wouldn't
think badly of him for it!

*

She cheated as much as she could. She hemmed
her skirt up, but not as short as he'd told her to. Once she
reached her own office, though, she closed the door, removed her
belt, and then rolled her skirt up a few more inches before
replacing the belt.

Her blouse was one she'd stopped wearing a
few months before because she'd judged it had become a bit too
tight, even under a jacket, that it might cause gossip if people
noticed. And the heels, well, they were stilettos, as he'd ordered.
They were a bit... showy for the office, though, in her opinion.
She'd have to buy more appropriate ones later. Though how she could
find high stilettos which looked appropriate for the office was
beyond her.

She'd gotten in early, despite how late she'd
'worked', but it looked like he'd still gotten in before her! She
cursed as she hurriedly put on her stilettos and rolled her skirt
up. Then, checking her hair in the mirror – which was now loose and
spilled freely across her shoulders, she braced herself, and opened
her door.

She walked across the narrow aisle to his
door and knocked, putting her nose within inches of the thick
wood.

“Come,” she heard very faintly, in his strong
voice.

It was reassuring to know the door was
reasonably soundproof!

She opened the door and walked in, pulse
already racing.

“I just wanted to let you know I had arrived,
sir,” she said.

He looked up and frowned, then stood and
walked over to her.

She stood there nervously under his
inspection. He snorted and reached down to pick up the edge of her
skirt.

“Hemmed this yourself, did you? It looks
it.”

She flushed.

“I had no time to buy something new, sir.
I'll go out at lunch and...”

His big hands were suddenly almost completely
enveloping her head, cupping it as he tilted it back.

Her hands started to rise instinctively, then
dropped to her sides as she felt her heart pound.

“I ordered you to wear certain things. Did
you think I would take a chance that you actually had those things
instantly available, Sutherland?”

She blinked in confusion at him.

“I-I didn't know how soon – .”

“Immediately. Unless I give you a specific
time I want a task accomplished as soon as possible.”

“But I – .”

“Didn't have the appropriate short skirt. Do
you think I would fail to take that possibility into account?”

She stared at him helplessly.

“Go back to your office, open the closet, and
change into the outfit you'll find there. It's your size. I checked
your clothes yesterday morning.”

He jerked her face forward suddenly, so that
she stumbled awkwardly, arms windmilling a bit as she fought both
for balance, and to keep her hands from reaching up and
instinctively gripping his wrists. Then he kissed her, very hard,
though this time not roughly.

He drew back without notice, gripped her arm,
spun her around, and slapped her sharply on the bottom.

“Ack!” she gasped, jerking forward.

“Come back when properly dressed,
Sutherland,” he said.

God! she thought!

She went back to her office, closed the door,
and went to her closet. Sure enough, there was a suit there
waiting. And a pair of shoes on the floor!

It was a single breasted dark gray pinstriped
blazer with thick lapels, and what looked like a very short
matching skirt! Apparently he hadn't been concerned about her
ability to produce a tight blouse for there was none!

She slid her skirt off and the new one on –
not easily. It was very tight! She shrugged on the blazer, which
was thigh length, almost the same length as the skirt, in fact and
looked at herself in the mirror. She looked... hot and sexy!
Especially with her hair spilling free. Which was good, but wildly
out of place for the office!

The shoes he'd selected fit, but had higher
heels than the ones she'd worn. They were the appropriate matte
black, however, not shiny like hers. She shook her head wonderingly
at what she was doing, at what he was telling her to do, then went
back to his office.

This time she knocked, then opened the door,
and walked in, closing it behind her.

He looked up from his desk and nodded. “Much
better. Come here,” he said, gesturing her over.

She walked forward nervously, then around to
the rear of his desk at his imperious gesture. She gasped as he ran
a hand up and down her leg, then turned her around and raised the
hem higher.

“Where's your butt-plug?” he demanded.

“Uh....”

crack!

His hand slapped her bottom sharply and she
cried out, startled.

“Did I or did I not instruct you to wear it
at all times?”

“I-I f-forgot, sir!”

He stood up and spun her around again, and
she would have fallen had he not held her arm firmly. He pulled her
arm up and out, then opened the left hand upper drawer of his desk
and took out a metal band. It looked like a silver bracelet of some
kind, about an inch and a half wide. It had a clasp on one side,
however, and opened up to slide her hand through, then closed
firmly around her wrist as he closed the clasp.

He dropped her arm and took the other,
raising it up and producing a second band, which he slipped over
her hand and fastened tightly around her wrist. Then he showed her
one of the decorative rings which surrounded it could be pried
up.

She gasped as he spun her around and drew
both her wrists together behind her back, then locked the bands
together somehow!

“That phrase is one I want you to exorcise
from your vocabulary, Sutherland,” he said.

He led her over to the ottoman, then slid one
of the drawers out and took out another of the plugs like he'd
inserted yesterday, only this one was much larger! It was not only
thicker but longer! She blanched when she saw it.

He took out a small plastic squeeze bottle
and squirted some clear liquid gel onto the thing, then spread it
around before placing the base of the plug on the ottoman and
undoing her skirt.

Kristin was breathless, filled with anxiety,
uncertainty, embarrassment and a sense of alarm as she stared at
the thing, but she made no effort to resist as her skirt slid down
to her ankles and he helped her step out of it.

He turned her and had her spread her legs
wide, then sit down slowly onto the narrow tip of the plug. He
gathered her hair in a thick mane at the top of her head, then
unzipped his own fly and drew himself out.

“Moaning, she closed her lips around it as
she felt the narrow wedge of the plug press up against her small
round back entrance.

“And yes,” he said, “You'll take it all.
Because I order you to.”

His cock hardened as she felt the thing
sliding deeper, felt her bottom being opened wider. She moaned and
eased up, then down a little, trying to hold herself as high as
possible for as long as possible! In the meanwhile she felt her
lips spreading wider, as well, for his cock was thickening as it
slid over her tongue!

It was an extremely awkward position! And
with her wrists locked behind her back there was very little she
could do to hold herself up other than using the strength of her
legs – which was rapidly fading given her bottom was pushed out so
far and she was crouching!

She gasped as she slid lower, as the
thickening plug forced her sphincter wider than it had ever gone
before! She began to ache as it stretched her out. Any thought of
protest was lost, however, as he thrust himself deep into her
throat!

“You'll learn not to forget, and that
punishment is certain and instant when you do,” he said. “Through
that will come discipline.”

Her lips were pressed firmly around the base
of his cock, her face jammed against him as he slid his other hand
behind her head to help pin her in place. Her eyes widened as her
shaky legs began to give, and more weight pressed down on the
plug.

Then it spread her even wider, and she cried
out before it slid through and she nearly closed behind it...
nearly. She felt the fat bulk of it pushing up through the elastic
tube of her back passage, sliding high into her abdomen until her
buttocks were finally pressed firmly against the ottoman.

She groaned with relief at that, as she was
finally able to take the stress off her aching legs. Then she
gurgled as Sterling began to pump in and out of her mouth, in and
out of her throat. She was sitting firmly on the ottoman now, legs
spread wide as he stood before her, griping her hair firmly as he
pumped.

One of his hands slid down, fondling her
breast through the thin blouse, then nimbly undoing the buttons and
pushing into the cup of her black bra to feel her bare skin against
his fingers.

“The feel of your skin could give a corpse a
hard-on, Sutherland,” he said, jerking back on her hair to force
her eyes upward.

He drew himself back, and drew her head back,
until his long, thick cock popped out of her throat and she could
gulp in ragged breaths of air.

But then he jerked back on her hair again,
his other hand coming up and encircling her throat.

“Who owns you, Sutherland?” he growled.

Who owned her?! The gasping, dazed blonde
stared at him with wide eyes, and gurgled as his hand began to
close.

“Who owns you?”

“Y-You do, sir!” she gasped.

The hand eased back.

“Say it aloud.”

Aloud?!

“Y-You own me, sir!” she gulped.

He jerked forward on her hair and his cock
thrust into her open mouth again, then deep into her throat.

“Remember, Sutherland, I value the things I
own, and take care of them,” he said.

He held her head tilted back at an angle as
he pumped smoothly in and out, and she gurgled as her eyes watered
and her head began to pound. He was using her as ruthlessly as he
had the previous day, and without any consideration for her! Or
even her ability to breath!

But of course, he had probably thought of
that, she thought dazedly, her chest burning.

He pulled out and she drew in deep, shaky
breaths of air.

“Who owns you, Sutherland?”

“Y-Y.... y—you do... s-sir!” she gasped in a
choked voice.

He slapped her face lightly.

“Say it aloud.”

“You own me, sir!”

“Good girl.”

He released her hair and folded his arms
across his chest as his eyes bored into her. His cock still stood
out like a spear pointed at her mouth, and her eyes rolled up then
down repeatedly as she gulped in air. Then, bracing herself, she
leaned forward, sliding her lips over the head, then gulping the
shaft in behind it, inch after inch.

She forced herself to take the head into her
throat, gagging only a little, and then push herself all the way
down the length until her lips were pressed firmly against his
trousers.

The plug was a dull ache in her belly as she
slowly worked her lips up and down his cock and he stood
imperiously above her, arms folded, observing.

She moved her head in and out as long as she
could stand it, then drew back with a ragged gasp of breath as her
throat was clear.

“You have beautiful lips, Sutherland,” he
said, in a surprisingly soft voice.

He brought his big hands down to envelope her
head, then slid his fingers up through her hair, gathering it
slowly up above her as she panted weakly.

“Your hair is like silk,” he said. “And all
with that lovely face and perfect body.”

He tightened his grip on her hair and she
slid forward, gulping down his thick head and sliding her lips down
the shaft as she rolled her eyes up at him again.

“You'll make an excellent pet,” he said.

His other hand slid down behind her head as
he pulled her the last few inches down his shaft then held her
tightly in place, grinding his hips slowly against her face. Her
head pounded and her chest burned as he held her in place. Then he
slowly slid back, as her eyes glazed at the sight of his glistening
shaft emerging before her.

He pulled free and she gasped dazedly,
gulping in deep, shaky breaths of air.

“Who owns you, Sutherland?” he asked.

Kristin gulped in air, her chest heaving.

He slapped her cheek and she gasped.

“Who owns you, Sutherland?”

“Y-Y-You do... s-sir!” she gasped.

“Good girl,” he said softly, his eyes
strangely intense.

He bent and scooped her up, then literally
threw her onto the sofa, where she landed with a small squeak of
shock. He shoved the ottoman back casually, but with sufficient
strength it slid across the floor, then moved forward, one knee on
the edge of the sofa as he gripped her body and flipped her onto
her belly.

crack! His hand slapped her bottom,
then gripped her hips and yanked it into the air. crack! He
struck her bottom again, before sliding his hand caressingly across
the soft, round flesh.

crack!

“Beautiful ass,” he said.

The head of his cock slid up and down the
swollen lips of her sex, then pushed into her as he gripped her
hips again.

Kristin was still gasping for breath, and
groaned now as she felt his slick shaft pushing into her body. She
felt a sense of deep relief, too, for it meant he was done shoving
himself up and down inside her throat and she'd be able to breath
as much as she wanted!

He felt even larger inside her because of the
fat plug shoved up her bottom, and her belly felt achingly full as
he began to use the full long length of himself, thrusting in and
out with strokes which grew faster and harder until his hips were
slapping violently against her upraised buttocks.

Someone knocked on the office door.

Kristin gasped, jerking her head up to stare
at it, but Sterling didn't miss a stroke. There was another knock,
then nothing, as she felt the tension begin to ease within herself.
Then she gasped as he gathered her hair up, then yanked!

She moaned as her head was raised up and
back, pulling her shoulders off the sofa now as his hips slapped
against her buttocks.

“Hot, tight, beautiful and sexy, and
obedient,” he said. “You might be the perfect woman, Sutherland,”
he said, his breathing harsher now.

crack! He slapped her bottom
sharply.

“But I can make you better,” he said.

crack!

His hand slid up along her sides to knead her
breast, then back down under her to finger her clitoris. His
fingers began to rub her there as he jerked back even more sharply
on her hair. Her head was forced sharply back as he leaned into
her, his breath hot against her neck now!

“Gorgeous slut!” he growled.

His lips moved in along the nape of her neck
as she gasped helplessly, his mouth opening wide so that his teeth
could close in against her. Was it her imagination or did he
actually growl as his teeth closed on her throat!?

He bit into her, hard, though not hard enough
to break the skin, his breath hot as he sucked against her
flesh.

“Hot, sexy animal!” he said in a low, urgent
voice.

His teeth closed on her again, as he growled
and sucked and chewed his way up and down her neck.

“You're mine, Sutherland!” he said, his
breath hot against her ear.

His fingers danced against her clitoris, and
Kristin felt a bubbling rush of energy and heat flooding through
her belly and up into her brain! Her body shuddered to the hard,
steady pounding of his hips as his thick shaft drove up deep into
her belly.

The energy turned into a wild, churning
series of muscular spasms as she gasped for breath and moaned
helplessly, grunting under the hard impact, her eyes rolling as her
body trembled and shook. She felt spasms growing worse as the
energy intensified, and then – .

There was a knock at the door.

Sterling's hand abandoned her hair and shot
forward to curve around her throat, closing firmly to cut off her
breath – and any other sounds she might have made other than low
gurgling as she felt a sudden explosion of raw sensation. She cried
out – or would have, had she had any air in her lungs, as the
orgasm tore through her senses and her body jerked convulsively
against him in wild bucking movements!

Her head felt like it was going to explode
with the power of the orgasm! The lack of air – hardly mattered.
Who cared about breathing when pleasure was this glorious, this
incredible!?

She saw a legal envelope slide under the
door. Whoever had it had to push hard to work it underneath for
there was no real crack there, just a tiny space between the bottom
of the door and the carpet.

Kristin felt herself getting faint as her
vision blurred and black dots danced before her. Her nervous system
was a screaming overload of sensation as her body continued to
shudder and jerk to the hard pounding of the man behind her.

Her eyes began to roll up in her head, when
his hand finally released her, and her chest and shoulders fell
heavily to the sofa as she gasped for breath. The orgasm faded
slowly, leaving her whimpering dazedly as he continued, then
finished with a final flurry of pounding strokes.
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It was a busy day! Kristin had a lot of
assignments to carry out, ranging from research on precedents in
contract law to contacting other lawyers to arrange meetings, to
arranging for a new phone system to be installed in Sterling's
office.

There was also no separation between what
what services might be considered 'personal' and what would be
'professional'. If he wanted a coffee, she got it. If he wanted his
laundry taken to the dry cleaners, she did it. If he wanted oral
sex, which he did at noon, she got down on her knees and gave it to
him.

After lunch he took her with him as he went
to meet a client at the Crown Plaza Hotel. The firm had cars and
drivers for partners, in this case a gleaming black Cadillac
limousine, and they rode in that. It was Kristin's first ride in a
limousine, and she looked around eagerly once inside, even while
trying to seem as casual and unimpressed as possible.

There was a smoked glass window between the
large rear compartment and the driver's seat, so they had a measure
of privacy. The side windows were also tinted.

“Ever ridden in a limo before,
Sutherland?”

“No, sir,” she admitted.

“It's really the only way to get around
that's... civilized,” he said.

He sat back in casual comfort and Kristin
thought of how perfectly in place he seemed. It was hard to imagine
this man not being in a limousine!

Then he reached out, his hand sliding through
her hair and behind her neck, closed on it and then casually yanked
her sideways so she sprawled across his lap on her belly.

She squeaked as he chuckled softly and lifted
the short skirt up.

“Spread your legs, you little animal,” he
said.

Heart starting to thump, Kristin obeyed,
hoping the divider between the front and back would keep the driver
from seeing anything!

He tugged her thong down and off, then his
fingers toyed with the base of the plug resting firmly against her
flesh, and pulled slowly. She groaned as the fat plug started to
ease back, forcing her opening wider and wider. But then he
released the base and let it sink back into her body.

“How does that feel inside you,
Sutherland?

“B-Big, sir!” she moaned.

“Good, getting you all ready for a good,
solid use.”

His fingers slid lower and then spread her
lips apart. A moment later something harder pushed into her,
something thicker than any finger, but not nearly as thick as the
plug in her bottom. It pushed about halfway up inside her before
the lips of her sex closed behind it – only, like the plug,
something protruded.

She felt it curving up against the top of her
sex, up and around to press down over her clitoris. Then it started
to buzz! She sucked in a breath as it buzzed strongly, not inside
her, but against her clitoris. It stopped, then started again, then
stopped, then started.

crack! He slapped her bottom sharply,
then gripped her arm and yanked her up and back. He held her
momentarily in place, sitting across his lap, then kissed her
lightly, before pushing lifting her up and swinging her around to
sit on the seat next to him.

“Wh-what – ?”

She pulled up the skirt to peer down between
her legs and stared at a narrow metal bar protruding from the mouth
of her sex. It widened as it rose until it covered her clitoris,
then it started to buzz again.

She stared at him and saw he had a small
black box in his hand.

“Remote control,” he said.

He grinned.

“Spread your legs wide, Sutherland.”

Kristin gulped, staring at the tinted window
at the very shadowy form of the driver, then obeying.

“Hike your skirt up.”

She obeyed again, pulse racing.

“Now press your finger lightly against the
back of the little pad over your clitoris, and rub it from side to
side – gently.”

Kristin licked her lips anxiously, then
obeyed, feeling the strange, fluttery heat and energy the little
device was transmitting into her body begin to set her abdomen
bubbling and churning.

“Do I own you, little animal?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Say it.”

“You own me, sir!” she moaned.

She kept rubbing at the little vibrating pad
as her breath became more ragged and her pulse raced faster and
faster. She stared around them, at the cars outside, at the back of
the driver's head, and at Sterling as he watched her.

“You look very hot, Sutherland. It's a good
thing you just took care of my sexual tension thirty minutes ago,”
he said. “or I'd have to take you right here in the limo.”

She gasped as he shifted his thumb and the
vibrations grew more intense.

“Maybe with your face and bare breasts
pressed against the glass,” he said.

She shuddered, still rubbing, her head
falling back further and further as fire swirled inside her and
spread up her body.

“I have a new rule for you, Sutherland,” he
said. “You aren't allowed to climax without my permission. Do you
understand?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

The vibrations eased, then stopped. She
continued to rub the little pad against her, however, since he
hadn't told her to stop. But at the same time she began to feel a
sense of emotional tension to match the physical tension within
herself.

Her body was thrumming with energy, and he'd
told her she couldn't climax. As she continued to rub herself the
heat and energy began to approach the strength which she feared
might throw her into an orgasm.

“Sir, may I climax, please?” she gasped.

“No, you may not.”

“M-May I stop rubbing myself, sir?”

“No, you may not.”

She moaned helplessly, then tried to think of
unexciting things, to deny her mind any interest in the swirling
heat of her body and thus dampen that heat and energy down.

She began to feel a prickle of sweat on her
back and forehead, and between her breasts as she strove to resist
the sexual tension, as she fought to shift her mind onto thoughts
which would douse the heat inside her. It wasn't easy. Every time
she thought she had found something her mind shifted into more
lustful thoughts!

Then the car stopped and the driver got
out.

“Pull your skirt down, Sutherland,” Sterling
said.

She hurriedly jerked her hand away and tugged
her short skirt down just as the door opened.

Sterling climbed out, and then turned to take
her hand and help her out as well. She stood shakily beside him,
then hurriedly followed as he walked through the glass doors and
into the hotel.

They took the elevator up to the twenty third
floor and he handed her his briefcase, then reached over and
unbuttoned the second button on her blouse (the first already being
unbuttoned).

“When we get in I'll point to where I want
you to sit. Pay attention since I'm not going to make it any more
obvious than I have to.”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped, face flushing a
little.

“Remember that there is a difference between
provocative and crude, so keep your legs closed – unless, of
course, I say otherwise.”

“Y-yes, sir.”

He reached into his jacket pocket, and the
vibrator began to buzz again.

Kristin gasped and stared at him, but he
ignored her, stopping before a door and knocking firmly. The door
opened and an enormous man stood there, his head barely below that
of the tall door frame. He held out a huge hand and Sterling took
it and grinned.

“Hey, Tony,” he said.

“Hey, man,” the giant in the doorway
said.

Sterling was well over six feet himself, but
the man in the door was quite a bit taller, as well as being broad
shouldered and very thick chested.

“Come on in,” he said, stepping back and
motioning them inside.

“This is my assistant, Kristin,” Sterling
said as the man closed the door behind them.

“Hey, baby,” the man said, eyeing her
intently.

“Hi,” she said, her voice squeaking
slightly.

He was certainly the largest man she had ever
met! He was young, probably her own age, was very black, with very
short black hair, hadn't shaved yet that day, and was wearing a
t-shirt over khakis and athletic shoes. The arms sprouting from his
t-shirt were wider than her thighs, and a lot more muscular!

He went back to where he'd been sitting on a
sofa. Sterling took the briefcase from her, then motioned her to a
chair across from the man while he moved around the low coffee
table to sit next to him. He put the briefcase on the table and
opened it, then drew out a thin sheaf of papers bound together with
a clip.

“Now you were asking about the obligations
under the contract for you to attend practices,” he said.

“Man, I'm tired of getting up at six in the
goddamn morning every day,” the man said in annoyance. “The damn
coach is doing it so he can break early and go play golf. That's
bullshit. I don't need no practice how to block people anyway, and
he always uses me on the inside defense during practice!”

Kristin said a little stiffly across from the
huge black man, feeling the vibrator purring away down between her
legs. She felt a sense of breathless excitement and anxiety at the
same time, wary of what Sterling had in mind as she set her mind to
ignore the buzzing sex toy and the way it was making her lower
belly thrum with energy!

“That seems a waste for you. You're a
sprinter, man,” Sterling said.

Kristin noted that how Sterling held himself,
as well as his entire manner of speaking had changed when speaking
to Tony. He was much more casual and relaxed and his face had a lot
more animation to it, a kind of enthusiasm.

“Fucking right, I am! Put me on the end and
let me sweep around after that quarterback, man, and I'm happy as a
pig in shit.”

His eyes moved from Sterling to her, and
Kristin gulped, noting the way they slid down her chest and onto
her bare legs.

“I think one of their problems might be
you're been too good at your job, Tony,” Sterling said. “You've
already sacked the quarterback eight times.”

“You think I can't count, man?”

“You think they can't count? All the way to
five point seven million dollars? Two more sacks and you get that
bonus.”

“I know that too!”

“The thing is, Tony, they didn't think you'd
be able to get ten sacks. They thought your knee was still wonky
when you signed on. That's why they didn't mind giving you a high
incentive clause for sacks. But they'd rather not pay it if they
can avoid it.”

Tony's teeth gleamed as he grinned
widely.

“Yeah, you was smart on that, man.”

“No reason we had to tell them about that
little off-season operation. They gave you a full physical before
the contract was signed and we told them you were in perfect
health..”

“They just didn't believe us,” Tony said with
more gleaming teeth.

“Let's say they had their doubts. That's why
your guaranteed salary is only one point five mill.. Since Jason
Roth hurt his shoulder you've been playing more and they've got no
choice but to keep playing you. You've already gotten a million
extra because of the snap incentives because of that.”

Sterling leaned forward as he spoke, both his
face and his hands animated. He spoke in almost a conspiratorial
tone to the other man, who had also leaned forward, both of them
grinning like two boys who had put something over on someone.
Which, she supposed, it sounded like they had.

“So what's with the inner line shit? They
trying to use Rojas as a defensive end instead of me?”

“It looks to me like they're trying him out
and hoping they can use him some of the time, especially against
weaker offensive lines. They don't want you to get that five point
seven million.”

“Well fuck, man, ain't there something can be
done about that!?”

He glared at Sterling, then shifted his eyes
to Kristin again, eyeing her legs. Kristin fought to keep them very
still, even as she almost felt like her entire body was trembling
from the continuing vibrations of the sex toy squeezed so tightly
between her thighs.

“I've been looking through the contract,”
Sterling said, leaning back and picking up the documents. “There's
no way in hell any team is going to sign a contract which limits
their right to play alternate players in different positions. So
what we can do officially, is limited.”

He stressed the 'officially' and Tony's dark
eyes bored into him.

“But?” he demanded.

Sterling sat back “How's your knee?”

“Fine.”

“Maybe it's feeling just a little
tender?”

Tony stared at him doubtfully. “Maybe,” he
said finally.

“Maybe you might miss the next game against
Baltimore.”

“I don't wanna miss no game, man!” he
exclaimed.

“Of course you don't,” Sterling said with a
snort. “But the Giants sure as hell don't want you to miss that
game against Baltimore either.”

“Yeah, so?”

“So, you call up Jerry Ferguson and tell him
your doctor recommended you rest the knee for a week.”

Tony frowned. “He'll make me come in and see
the team doctor.”

“Sure he will! But knees are a lot like
backs. You can't really prove one way or another if one of them is
wonky all the time. So they can't say you're lying or not. And sure
as hell Michaels will say whatever I want him to say.”

“So what does that get me?” Tony demanded
impatiently.

He looked at Kristin again and she felt a
little jolt of excitement at the way his eyes slid up and down her
body. The vibrator was having an influence on her body, which was
having an influence on her mind! It was like her blood was rushing
more quickly through her body, and her nerve endings were more
sensitive.

“Meanwhile I call up Frank Cunningham and
complain that it looks to me like he's trying to stiff you for your
incentive bonus by shifting Rojas over. It won't take them long to
get the message.”

“What message?”

“That they need to stop fucking around or
your knee is going to force you to start missing games. And with
Chicago coming up after Baltimore they can't afford to stick Rojas
in there just yet.”

“They'll get pretty pissed off if they think
I'm threatening some kind of strike, man.”

“Sure they will, but at me. You're just a
dumb football player. I'm the evil bastard agent who is clearly
dictating what you do, you poor simple young man.”

Tony snorted in amusement. “You are an evil
bastard, that's true.”

“I'm a fucking lawyer! Of course, I'm an evil
bastard!” Sterling laughed.

He stood up. “Let me make a call to Michaels
while you call up Ferguson.”

He looked at Kristin.

“Get us a couple of drinks, will you, baby?”
he asked casually.

“Uhm, yes, sir,” she gulped.

“What do you think of my assistant, man?” he
asked.

“She's pretty hot,” Tony said with a
grin.

“Hey, you're talking about a lawyer there,
Tony.”

“Really? She's a lawyer?”

“Of course I am,” she said a bit
indignantly.

“That means she's an evil bitch just like I'm
an evil bastard,” Tony said.

“She don't look like an evil bitch,” Tony
said.

“Tell him you're an evil bitch,
Sutherland.”

“Uhm, I'm an evil bitch,” she said,
flushing.

“And like me, she'll do anything to win,”
Sterling said, taking out his cell phone and holding it up to his
ear as he walked across the room.

Kristin licked her lips and looked at the
black man. Even sitting he was almost as tall as she was
standing.

“Uhm, what can I get you... sir?”

“Sir?” he grinned. “My name is Tony, baby.
Just get me another Coors. And get yourself anything you want in
the world. That includes my body, in case you were wondering.”

Kristin giggled slightly unnaturally, not
sure if he was joking or not, and headed to the kitchen. They were
in a luxurious suite, which she supposed befitted a man who made
millions of dollars a year for playing football.

She didn't follow football, herself, but she
could count, and just from what Sterling had said this man had
already made over two and a half million dollars this season, and
quite possibly would make almost six million more. That was an
impressive sum! And of course, agents usually took in ten percent
of the gross, which meant just from this one client Sterling was
liable to take in over eight hundred thousand dollars every
year!

No wonder the firm wanted him!

She hesitated and went back to stand
respectfully near Sterling as he spoke on the phone.

“Yeah, just tell them you already x-rayed it
and don't see anything wrong, but from the feel of it you think
he'd be better off taking it easy for a while. No sense taking
chances. Talk really slow, like the old man you are. It will
irritate them.”

He hung up and looked at her.

“What would you like to drink, sir?” she
asked.

“Get me a brandy,” Sutherland,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

She hurried across the room to the
kitchen.

“You sure got her trained nice,” she heard
Tony say.

“Women are nice to have around,” Sterling
replied, “But you gotta train them, man.”

Tony laughed in masculine agreement.

Kristin blushed a little, but she thought of
Sterling's attitude, everything he had said and the way he was
acting so far, as nothing more than a way to ingratiate himself
with the client. That was a pretty good idea given how much Tony
was worth to him!

God knew his normal personality wouldn't
ingratiate him to anyone!

The strength of the vibrator kicked up a
notch and she gasped, her hand darting in against her groin as she
felt a rush of energy through her lower body!

God! Why was he doing this? He was going to
drive her crazy! If he didn't stop soon she'd be so wet her juices
would start trickling down her thighs! Or worse, she'd have an
orgasm right there in front of the client!

And the client in question was a huge black
football player! God knows what he'd do if he thought she was that
turned on! He'd probably attack her and tear her clothes off!

Her fingers trembled a little as she poured.
The room had a large collection of liquor and beer bottles, but she
paid them little attention, trying to steady her mind and body
against the thrumming heat between her legs!

She hadn't been told to get herself anything,
and didn't really trust herself to drink at the moment. She got
them their drinks and went back into the luxurious main room, where
music was now playing from the giant flat screen over the electric
fireplace.

She carried the glasses and the beer bottle
back carefully as Tony finished his phone conversation.

“They weren’t too happy,” he said. “I have to
go in for a physical this afternoon.”

“That's okay. Just act normal but say your
knee is kind of sore when you bend it.”

He grinned and looked up at the TV.

“Say you were dancing like that, and felt
something pop?”

She looked up at the music video on the
screen and saw a group of young women dancing, squatting low and
rising high, then squatting low again to roll their hips.

“Man, I dance like that my fuckin' knee would
pop!” Tony said with a laugh.

“What do you think, Sutherland? Could you
dance like that?” Sterling asked.

His eyes were stern as he spoke and she
gulped anxiously, uncertainly.

“Uhm, I Uhm, yes, I guess, sir.”

She put Tony's glass and bottle on the table,
then walked over to hand the glass to Sterling.

“You know Kristin is one smart lawyer, Tony,”
he said, as he took the glass.

“Yeah? That's good.”

“She used to be a dancer, though.”

“No shit?”

Kristin gasped, her eyes widening as she
stared at Sterling.

“That's how she put herself through law
school. Suckering men into laying out long lines of twenties for
lap dances.”

Kristin felt a rush of embarrassment, her
face going red as she glared at Sterling.

“Man, she's sure got the body for it,” Tony
said with a wide grin.

Sterling gripped her shoulders, swung her
around to face Tony, then gave her bottom a sharp slap.

“You go entertain Tony while I make another
few phone calls,” he said.

Kristin stumbled forward a step, feeling
another jolt of embarrassment as Tony grinned – no, leered at
her!

“I haven't had a lap dance in a while, baby,”
he said.

“I – uh... I-I'm a lawyer now,” she
gulped.

Sterling moved off to the far corner of the
large room, phone to his ear as he looked out the window.

“And I'm a football player now but that ain't
all I is,” he said with gleaming eyes.
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He motioned Kristin forward, and she felt
another jolt of anxiety and embarrassment. But with it came
something dark and hot, a rush of energy down low in her belly, and
something like a sense of helpless anticipation.

She shuffled uncertainly forward, and his
fingers waggled at her to move closer. She gulped, and obeyed, her
body still swirling with sexual energy even as her mind began to
churn with anxiety and a dark sense of heat.

“Let me see you move to the music, baby,” he
said.

She looked anxiously over her shoulder at
Sterling, but his back was to her as he spoke on the phone!

“Uhm, I uh, don't know if I'm supposed to –
.”

“Baby, you're supposed to do whatever the
fuck I want,” he said in a lazy drawl.

She flinched a bit, licking her lips
nervously, and he bent forward, folding his massive right hand
around her leg and tugging to force her to move even closer.

“You got beautiful legs, baby,” he said, as
his hand slid slowly up over her knees and up along her thigh.

Kristin wanted to protest, but couldn't quite
get her voice to work! Her mouth opened and closed as her pulse
raced and then his hand slid up under the hem of her short skirt,
and she suddenly felt a sense of panic at the thought of him
feeling the vibrator, or even hearing it!

She jerked back, and his eyes hardened, and
then, partially to placate him, she began to sway to the music. Her
eyes were large and wide as she stared at the man with her mind
spinning. What was she supposed to do? What did Sterling want her
to do!? This man was huge!

He was some kind of football player,
obviously, worth millions, and Sterling was right there, so she
didn't fear any sort of violence. What she feared was doing
something Sterling wouldn't like! And at the same time she feared
what he would like! God, was she supposed to give this man a lap
dance? Really!?

He was so big! She'd never slept with a man
that big before. He must weight close to three hundred pounds!

She moved more freely the more she swayed,
but her eyes kept flicking across the room to Sterling, anxiously
seeking some further guidance. Hadn't he promised her he'd always
be clear on what he wanted!?

He had told her to 'entertain' Tony, but he
hadn't said how! But he'd said it after telling the man that she'd
once given lap dances. So there really wasn't that much doubt, was
there? She cringed at the thought, but at the same time felt a
rolling wave of dark heat at the thought of actually doing it!

She was a lawyer now, not a stripper! And
yet, her body was thrumming with sexual tension, and had been for
some time. And he was a big, powerful, handsome professional
football player and multimillionaire!

She let her hands slide up and down her body,
nervous, anxious, and aroused, rolling her hips in time to the
music. His hand slid up her leg and pulled her even close, so close
she stumbled as her leg hit the front of the sofa.

Blushing furiously, she let her knee press
down on the sofa next to him, then slid forward, straddling his
body, her other knee sliding on the sofa on the other side. But he
was so wide she couldn't hold herself much above him, and the skirt
was forced up her thighs almost to her hips!

She gasped as his big hands slid behind her
and gripped her hips, jerking her forward so she was fully
straddling him! Her heart was pounding and the blood racing through
her system as she tried to remember her old moves from college.

She started to put her hands on his
shoulders, but his own hands rose to cup her breasts through her
blouse and she gasped, grabbing his wrists and jerking her head up
to look across at Sterling. His back was still to them as he
chatted with someone on the phone!

“Nice tits, baby,” he said.

His wrists were huge, and her small hands did
nothing to impede his big fingers kneading her breasts through her
blouse! Then one of those hands slid up behind her hair and jerked
her head down as he raised his own head. She found her mouth
crushed against his as he kissed her hungrily!

He drew back as she gasped dazedly, and undid
the buttons down the front of her blouse, ignoring her feeble
attempts at grabbing at him. He shoved her blouse and jacket back
over her shoulders, which served to trap her arms, then jerked her
bra down to bare her breasts!

She cried out weakly as he bent his head and
took the center of her right breast into his mouth, sucking and
chewing even as his hand went to the clip on the side of her skirt
and undid it.

Then Sterling was there, suddenly.

“Hey now,” he said. “Don't you know, Tony,
that you don't get to touch the strippers?” he chided the man.

He jerked her back, pulling her to her feet,
then casually shoved her blouse and jacket down her arms to drop to
the floor. He finished undoing her skirt and it slid down too,
whereupon her undid her bra and pulled that off, leaving her nude
but for her shoes.

“Now,” he said, jerking back sharply on her
hair,” Let's see that lap dance. I'm sure you were very talented,
that you were very good at it, because you would have made sure you
learned it to a fine art.”

He let go of her hair and then slapped her
bare bottom sharply.

“Dance,” he ordered.

Flushing, her head still spinning, Kristin
danced. She danced the way she had when she was giving lap dances
in college, turning her back and then sliding her buttocks up over
his lap, grinding herself down against his crotch as she let her
head move so that her hair would swish back and forth across his
face.

She was filled with utter disbelief that she
was actually doing this, but somehow under Sterling's eyes it
became almost... well... just a task he'd set her! It was still
horribly embarrassing under the eyes of the big football player,
but then again she'd done it often enough for strangers, if not
recently.

She rolled over, extending her leg, sliding
it up as she spun around. Now she was straddling him facing him,
letting her body undulate as her bottom ground against him, her
torso leaning in and up so that her stiff nipples slid right up
past his face.

She could feel him getting hard beneath her,
could see the hunger growing in his eyes, even as he kept his hands
to himself.

“This bitch is getting me hard,” he said.

“This lawyer,” Sterling said.

“This lawyer bitch is getting me hard,” Tony
growled.

“Song is over,” Sterling said. “You know how
you keep them going in the club, Tony?”

Tony licked his lips and reached into his
pocket, pulling out a wad of cash. He placed a fifty on the table
next to them as the next music video started.

“And of course, any good stripper knows that
you have to give the customer a little more so you keep them on the
hook,” Sterling said. “Like maybe you let them get a little more
personal with you.”

The man's big black hands cupped her bare
bottom and Kristin trembled, still grinding herself, still arching
her back and letting her head and hair swing and sway. The heat
inside her was growing so intense it was like a drug, like a fever
gripping her mind!

“What the fuck is this?” Tony asked, noting
the vibration now as she ground her sex across his erection.

He reached down and she jerked as his fingers
found the small round wire coming out of her sex, as he felt it
buzzing.

“That's a vibrator to keep her nice and hot
and juicy,” Sterling said.

He handed the remote to Tony, who stared at
it in awed delight. He turned it up and Kristin moaned as the
buzzing grew much more intense.

“Fuuuuck!” he said.

She arched back across his legs, letting her
arms slide up and back farther, her legs still grinding herself
against him as she made her upper body roll and turn and arch
repeatedly. She gasped as his big hands began to slide up and down
across her breasts, and then his thumb found her clitoris, and she
cried out, arching faster and more violently as an orgasm tore
through her!

There was no way to hide it. It was too
intense and her body twisted and bucked convulsively as she cried
out again and again! His big hands raced over her body and then
jerked her upright, filling his mouth with the center of her breast
as he growled hungrily.

He fumbled at his pants, jerking them open,
and then Kristin felt something long and hard and warm spring up
and slap against her belly. She shuddered as he pushed her back,
letting her fall back along his legs again, and stared at the long,
thick length of him laying on her belly with a sense of awed and
disbelief!

This wasn't happening! She wasn't going to do
this!

He gripped the vibrator and pulled at it,
laughing as the thicker body of the vibrator pushed the lips of her
sex apart and emerged, glistening and wet. It slide out of her and
then he gripped his thick black cock and rubbed the head over her
clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she moaned, gasping and
panting, chest heaving.

“You don't have to beg for it, baby,” he
said.

She shuddered as she felt the head pushing
against her sopping entrance, felt the lips of her sex spreading
wider and wider, forced in and back. Then he was pushing into her,
and she was whimpering, trembling and rolling her hips
helplessly.

He gripped her waist and lifted her upright,
and she slapped her hands against his big shoulders, gulping in air
as she felt the thickness of him pushing up inside her. Slowly, she
sank down, his big black spear of flesh pushing deeper inside
her.

“I-It's too big!” she panted.

“Never too big, baby,” he growled.

She ached inside! But the wild thrill of
animal hunger and passion filled her! A fever heat gripped her
body, and she cried out helplessly, rolling her hips, rising and
then sinking, rising and then sinking, desperately wanting all of
him inside her, no matter how much it ached!

“Ohmygod! Ohmygod!” she moaned.

His fingers kneaded her breasts, then slid
behind her, digging into her buttocks, lifting her, then letting
her sink down, fast and hard. She squeaked, then cried out, the
head of his cock punching into what felt like the back wall of her
sex! But she kept rising and moaning, the fever rising again as she
rode up and down, as his thickness filled and overfilled her!

Another orgasm rose up, hot and intense, and
she forced herself down harder, crying out at every deep
penetration, the orgasm sweeping through her mind as she rode
faster, finally taking every last inch inside her aching belly as
his hand worked her up and down.

Something slid around her neck, but she
hardly paid it any attention. Sterling was doing something, but she
didn't care. Her head lolled forward against Tony's shoulder as he
lifted her up and sank her down, his big cock impaling her.

Sterling gripped her wrists and pulled them
behind her back, and something slid around them, like straps,
twining tightly. Then he raised them up along her spine, and when
he released them they stayed there, though she felt some pressure
on her neck for some reason.

“I'll leave you to it then, Tony. I need to
go and meet with the Giants. I'll get back to you when we've done
talking.”

Kristin felt a sense of panic, but then Tony
took her nipple into his mouth again, chewing hungrily, and she
lost herself to the wild heat again. The door closed behind them
and she began to cry out once more as Tony lifted her up and down,
up and down, his cock driving achingly deep.

She dropped her face, staring down the length
of her body, her eyes transfixed by the sight of his thick,
glistening black cock every time it appeared. She felt a jolt of
psychic shock each time she dropped down, marveling that she was
taking such a huge cock inside her!

And what was with her hands? Sterling had
tied them up somehow!

She was helpless atop this massive Black
monster of a man! Helpless to resist anything he wanted to do to
her! Anything he wanted to make her do!

He started cursing now, gasping for breath
himself as he lifted her up and down, up and down. She began to
work her leg muscles now, slightly less dazed, and feeling a
renewed sense of shocked, wicked heat, despite the two orgasms!

Every deep plunge filled her with a sense of
wildfire lust, and ended in a punch in the gut – literally, deep
inside, as the head of his cock somehow forced its way where
nothing else had ever gone!

Then he held her tight, mighty arms crushing
the life out of her as he held her pressed against his body,
cursing softly until he relaxed and eased his grip. She moaned as
he drew his arms back and she felt his thickness easing, felt the
pressure on the elastic walls of her sex disappear.

“Man, what a gorgeous babe you are,” he said,
pushing her torso back and examining her again.

Kristin gulped, heart still pounding. She was
aware she had something around her neck now, and that her wrists
were somehow bound to it, but not quite how.

'You really a lawyer?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she said, panting.

“Fuck me,” he said. Then he grinned. “But you
just did.”

His fingers slid through her blonde hair, at
first admiring, then as if testing. The closed around it, jerking
her head back, just to see her reaction, chuckling as she made no
protest. He licked up and down along her jugular, then pulled her
face forward again, crushing her lips with his.

“Hot, fucking slut,” he growled.

She flinched at the words, both insulting and
flattering at once.

He lifted her up, swung her around, and
dropped her on her bottom beside him, then stood up and turned,
grinning at her. His pants dropped around his ankles and he pulled
them off, then peeled off his t-shirt.

Kristin swallowed anxiously, face flushing
anew at all the muscled black flesh. She'd never slept with a Black
man before, mostly because she only ever slept with men who could
give her something, like professors who could advance her grades,
or lawyers who could hire her or promote her.

He reached out for her and gripped her hair.
She gasped, forced to bend forward, then slide off the sofa and
stand before him.

He looked her up and down, then pushed so
that she fell sprawling back onto the sofa again. He laughed, then
grabbed one leg, lifting it up high, his hand sliding to her ankle.
He undid the strap of her shoe and pulled it off, then grabbed the
other and pulled that free.

He pulled her upright again, and now, of
course, she was shorter, her eyes hitting the center of his mighty
chest.

He bent and lifted her up and she went
sprawling across his powerful shoulder, head hanging down the back
as he turned and walked into the bedroom, carrying her as if she
weighed nothing.

He threw her on the bed and she yelped,
unable to use her arms to do much other than land on. He grabbed
her ankle and dragged her to the edge of the bed, then shifted his
grip to her arm, lifting her up onto her feet again and kissing her
savagely.

“You gonna be my slave girl, baby?” he asked,
pulling back and jerking on her hair.

“Ow! Please!” she gasped.

“Say please master.”

“Please, master!” she gasped.

He chuckled softly. “I love it. A hot white
girl calling me master.”

His hand rose to her throat, and the leather
strap around it.

'You do this kinky stuff all the time,
baby?”

“N-N-No, sir!” she gasped.

“Master,” he said.

“No, master!” she said, blushing.

He pulled her over to a gold framed wall on
the mirror and she stared at herself. She was wearing a collar!
Like one of those bondage collars! It was black, with a ring in the
center. There was also apparently a ring in the back, because when
he turned her to the side she saw that her wrists were both encased
in smaller versions of the collar – leather restraints. They were
held up high behind her back by a chain which was fastened to the
back of the collar!

Tony forced her to her knees in front of him,
in front of the mirror, and his eyes looked filled with hunger
again as he looked down at her.

“Let's see how your mouth works, lawyer,” he
said.

She gasped as he jerked on her hair and
ground her face against his groin. His cock was mostly soft, but
not entirely, and as he rubbed her face against him she could feel
it hardening.

“Suck my black balls, blonde girl,” he
ordered.

He turned her head, guiding her mouth to his
balls, and she moaned dazedly, a wild, churning sense of anxious
heat and uncertain excitement gripping her along with embarrassment
and no small sense of outrage.

But what else could she do!?

She sucked on his big black balls, moaning
around them as he twisted his fingers in her hands. She could see
herself in the mirror out of the corner of her eye as she sucked,
then as he guided her mouth higher, licking and kissing his cock as
it continued to harden, mouthing it and letting him rub her face
against him.

“You're really a lawyer? Hot damn!” he said
excitedly.

He slid the head of his cock into her mouth
and she began to suck and lick, bobbing her head in and back as she
rolled her eyes upward and then shuddered in dark excitement. She
was on a crazy, wild thrill ride, with very little control over
where it went! All she could do was rely on Sterling not to do
anything which would destroy her!

His cock hardened, forcing her lips wider and
wider. She braced herself, knowing what he would want, what
Sterling wanted. She rolled her eyes to the side again, another
rush of heat overcoming her as she saw her profile, her lips
wrapped around his cock, her wrists bound up behind her, the collar
around her throat!

This was so wild and wicked and nasty!

She slid her lips further forward, gurgling
as the fat black head entered her throat, then rolled her eyes to
the side again, fascinated as she watched herself sliding further
and further down his cock until her face was jammed in against his
body.

“Yeah!” he growled. “Fuck, yeah!”

She slid back with a dazed gasp, pulling free
and gulping in air.

“Hot bitch!” he growled.

He rubbed his spit-wet cock up and down
across her face, then pushed it back into her mouth, gathering up
her hair and pulling her forward down its length. She held her
breath as the head pushed into her throat again and slid all the
way down.

It was thick and uncomfortable, making her
ache, but the dark, seething storm of sexual hunger and pleasure
and excitement overrode anything as mild as that!

He pulled out and she gasped weakly.

“Hot fucking blonde bitch. You want my cock,
baby?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He jerked back on her hair and slapped her
breast.

“Master, white girl!”

“Yes, master!” she cried.

“Fuck, yeah! I am gonna fuck your brains out,
baby!”

A growing sense of wild and enthralling
hedonism gripped Kristin, a sense that all the rules were out the
door, and that she was on a sexual thrill ride she had no control
over! She gasped as he jerked her head forward by the hair again,
thrusting his stiff cock into her mouth.

It slid forward along her tongue, then pushed
immediately down her throat as he pulled her head savagely forward.
Her nose jammed against him, and he ground her face against his
pelvis as he buried every inch of cock inside her!

There was a knock at the door, but Kristin
hardly heard it over the pounding in her skull. She gasped as he
jerked her backwards, the pull on her hair making her cry out even
as she found the breath again to do so. She sucked in ragged
breaths as he turned and pulled her across the room by the hair,
staggering awkwardly on her knees beside him.

“Get on the bed, white girl, on your knees on
the edge.”

Panting, gasping, Kristin fell forward, then
pushed herself up onto the bed and settled herself on her knees,
her bottom raised high.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply and she moaned weakly.

“Hot blonde bitch!” he growled.

The door knocked again, louder and more
insistently.

“Fuck off!” he yelled through the open
bedroom door.

His fingers plucked at the base of the
butt-plug. “Now what the fuck is this? I guess you need to have
every hole filled all the time, baby!” he said in amusement.

Kristin moaned as she felt him pulling on the
base, felt the thicker plug pushing against her opening from the
inside, slowly forcing it out and back, spreading her wider and
wider.

“That's a big one!” he said admiringly.

She groaned as he pulled it free, and slapped
her bottom in amusement.

“Man, what a gorgeous ass.”

She felt something pushing against her
opening now, sliding into her. It felt a lot more natural than the
plug, and she knew it was his slick, wet cock. She groaned as is
slid easily inside her, then gasped as it pushed deep.

“Tight little assed blonde,” he said,
slapping her bottom again.

“What the fuck man?” came another voice.

“I thought I locked that fuckin' door,” Tony
snapped, turning his head.

Kristin gasped, trying to jerk away, but he
grabbed her hair, jerking her head sharply up and back, then
shoving her face down into the mattress as he slapped her
bottom.

“Who's the blonde?”

“Would you believe she's my fuckin'
lawyer?”

The other two men, both large and black,
laughed at his words.

“Now that's a lawyer that gives personal
service,” one of them said.

Kristin shuddered in humiliation, but then
cried out as Tony's cock pushed even deeper into her ass, so that
sharp cramps rippled through her belly.

“She's my lawyer's assistant, but he said she
was a lawyer too,” Tony said, pulling back, then thrusting forward
again.

“I hope you got a contract off him to let you
fuck her.”

“He said she used to be a stripper and she
gave me a pretty good lap dance,” Tony replied, pumping harder
now.

Kristin cried out as he jerked her hair up
and back sharply, forcing her head up off the bed.

“Those are nice tits,” one of the strangers
said.

He reached in and cupped her left breast, his
fingers kneading it casually.

“Are you a lawyer, bitch?” Tony asked.

crack! crack! He slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” she cried dazedly.

crack! crack!

“That ain't what you call me, bitch!”

“Yes, master!” she cried.

The other two laughed in amusement.

“She into this kinky bondage shit,” Tony
said. “Her boss put this stuff on her.”

“Maybe someone should shut her mouth up a
little. She's making a lot of noise,” one of the other men
said.

“Well, JC, you got a dick,” Tony replied.

The man laughed and climbed onto the bed,
then unzipped and pulled his own cock out. He, like the other
newcomer, were both very large, and Kristin knew they were probably
football players from his team. She gasped as he pushed his cock
into her open mouth, then took her hair from Tony.

“Let's see what you can do for me, lawyer
girl,” the man said.

He pumped slowly as Tony drove his cock in
and out of her ass. Then with a cry, she felt the nose of Tony's
cock push even deeper, and his hips finally pressed flat against
her taut buttocks.

“She can take every inch, this girl,” Tony
growled.

“I like a girl who goes all the way,” JC
replied.

He pushed his cock deeper, and Kristin gagged
a little as it slid into her throat.

“Oh yeah. Love that feel of throat around my
cock,” he said, sliding all the way in.
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Kristin felt more than a little shell-shocked
as she sat in the taxi on the way back to work. It was late, but
she knew Sterling would be there. He wasn't the kind of man who
went home at four or five.

She felt drained, exhausted, both mentally
and physically, not to mention sore all over. The three men had
used her again and again for almost three hours, laughing and
high-fiving each other as they re-positioned her, treating her like
a sex toy with no mind or will of its own.

But the more shocking thing, which she still
couldn't quite understand, is that they were right.

*

“Roll over, man,” JC ordered.

Devon laughed as he rolled onto his back.
Like the other two men, he was naked now, and his cock stood up
thick and hard as JC, holding her collar, guided Kristin over him.
She shuddered as JC pushed into her, then groaned helpless as she
slid down all the way.

Laughing, JC pulled forward on her hair,
bending her over as he jerked her face in against his cock. Behind
her, Tony was pressing his cock against her back opening again,
forcing it slowly inside.

Heat and energy swirled and churned inside
the helpless blonde, and she felt the build-up of sexual tension
becoming more and more powerful. She cried out as she felt Tony's
cock push deeper, as the two men began to pump in and out.

Devon slid his hand forward and began to
finger her clitoris, his other hand on her right breast. JC had his
other hand on her left breast as he pushed his cock up and down in
her throat.

She hadn't used to be able to deep throat a
man and breath at the same time, but now, with the rough use she'd
been given first by Sterling and now by these men, she had
discovered she could – if barely. Which was good because he thrust
in and out with long, deep strokes, producing a wet, gurgling sound
as he sneered down at her and held her hair in a tight grip.

An orgasm tore through her that had her
screaming, her body trembling and bucking uncontrollably as the
intensity of the sensations overwhelmed her mind! She thrashed and
shook as the three men cursed and rammed into her, her mind bathed
in ecstasy, tumbling and turning end over end in helpless animal
lust and bliss.

Another orgasm hit her, and another, and
another, as the three men laughed and fondled and manhandled her,
their stiff black cocks driving into her body with eager force and
speed.

*

She shuddered, wincing as her hand rose
instinctively to her breast. They were both sore from the biting
and chewing and heavy fondling. All the suction on her nipples also
made them feel raw, and both were still hard and stiff and tingling
against her blouse.

She had no bra. She had no idea where it had
gone. But at least she had stumbled out of the hotel room without
the vibrator or butt-plug inside her. God!

Her ass ached from the hard, deep pounding
all three had given it! So did her pussy! Even her thighs ached,
for she'd had to give each of them repeated lap dances, all without
using her hands and arms. They'd each gotten hard repeatedly, too,
which also accounted for her throat feeling sore and gravelly.

But she still felt a strange sense of
floating at the darkly exotic wanton kinkiness of what had
happened. She'd been sandwiched between the powerfully built bodies
of three enormous black men, helpless to resist even if she'd
wanted to because of the restraints on her wrists, their plaything,
their sex toy, their slave girl!

She'd had to call them 'master'
repeatedly!

It was all so sick! And so humiliating and
degrading! But why had she had so many orgasms she'd hardly been
able to stand the spasming in her belly and the pain in her chest?
Why did the dark memories fill her with a breathless sense of
shocked delight at having experienced something... forbidden?

Of course, she'd been doing things 'good
girls' didn't do all her life, and had thought of herself as
something of a rebel, unafraid to use her body to get ahead and get
what she wanted. This, though, was something else again, it was
letting others use her body as they chose, however they chose, with
no input herself!

There was something wickedly outrageous about
the very notion of doing that! It went against her whole idea of
who and what she was! She was a tough, savvy, self-confident bitch
of a woman who would do whatever needed doing to get her way.
Letting herself be the a chew-toy to a group of over sized black
jocks was so not her thing!

And yet it had made her burn with outrageous
heat and lust!

Why?! She'd behaved nothing like her
self-image, acted like an obedient little sex toy! They'd treated
her like just that, and somehow, the courageousness of that made
her breathless with dark excitement!

She frowned as she looked around her. She'd
been so deep into thinking about what had happened and why that she
had ignored the view. Now she noticed they were nowhere near her
office. She scowled at the back of the drivers head. If he thought
he was going to drive her around in circles to get extra money he
was in for second thoughts!

“Where are we?” she demanded, her voice a
little gravelly. “This is not the route back to the Financial
District!”

“Wasn't told to go to the financial
district,” he said. “Man said to take you to the upper east
side.”

She stared at him.

“And right here,” he said, pulling into a
curving driveway in front of a tall condo.

She stared at him uncertainly.

“Been paid for already, including tip,” he
said as a doorman came forward to pull open the door next to
her.

She got out, looking around her.

“Ms. Sutherland? Mister Sterling is expecting
you,” he said respectfully.

She stared at him too, her mind running at
half speed, then nodded jerkily and let him lead the way to the
condo, open the door, and usher her inside.

“Ah, Ms. Sutherland,” a man inside said.
“Mister Sterling asked us to keep an eye out for you. This way,
ma'am.”

He led her to an elevator, the doors opening
smoothly.

He stepped inside with her and pressed one of
the buttons.

“Mr. Sterling said he would be delayed, but
that you should make yourself at home until he got there,” the man
said.

“Penthouse Three,” he said, reaching in and
pressing one of the buttons.

A confused and uncertain Kristin gazed at the
lights along the wall and saw that P3 had been lit.

She was going to Sterling's apartment!

She swallowed nervously. She'd certainly
expected to be going to his apartment at one point, but today? Her
mind was still so frazzled after what had happened to her at the
hotel! She didn't know what to think!

The doors opened and the man, very obsequious
and polite, led her along a corridor to a pair of double doors,
then unlocked it and ushered her inside.

She walked in slowly and he closed the door
behind her.

The hall she was in was wide and the coffered
ceiling high. The floor was of gray and white marble, with a frame
of black marble running along the base of the walls. Ahead of her
was a wide black stone staircase with white carpeting running up
the center. The wall to her left was covered by a framed, fifteen
foot long mirror, with a long, exquisitely modern steel and glass
table before it holding a pair of lamps and a vase with cut
flowers.

The floor was black marble to her left, down
a corridor, and that opened into a great room with a coffered
ceiling with pot-lights. The entire wall on one side was glass from
floor to ceiling, which was easily twelve feet high. The fireplace
and mantle were of gray marble, and the rug around it was blue. The
furniture was leather, of course, very modern, and very black.

She stared out the window at the view of
Central Park, shaking her head, feeling a little breathless again
as she turned and let her eyes roam the enormous room. She walked
through it to the dining room, with a black stone table which held
eight chairs on each side, and a sparkling and elongated glass
chandelier overhead.

The kitchen was enormous, of course, and all
dark, gleaming wood, with jet black granite counter tops, and an
island big enough to park a car on. Past that was a parlor of
sorts, with more sofas and wooden paneling. There were windows
here, as well, and doors giving onto an enormous balcony.

It was all beautiful and rich, and the kind
of thing she'd thought of with desperate avarice much of her life.
This... this was what she wanted, this was the kind of place she
would buy one day! People would see this and they'd know she was a
somebody! Their jaws would drop open, just as hers was now!

She passed on into another corridor, and then
found the bathroom. It was about twenty feet long, with tall
windows at the far end covered by lace curtains. The floor was made
up of long black marble panels white white grout between. To her
right was a huge shower with a smoked glass door. Past that was a
ten foot long black counter. Above it was a white drop ceiling with
pot-lights and a long strip of some kind of continuous LED light.
The mirror, of course, ran the full length of the counter.

To the left was a white leather bench, and
past that a black block of stone enclosed the white tub, which ran
up to the window on the far wall. The toilet and bidet were in a
small glass room on the other side, near the windows.

Sitting on the counter was a white cloth, on
which sat five silver rings, one large, the other four small. There
was also a note there, and as she approached she felt her heart
beating faster.

Sutherland, I'm sure you'll want to clean up.
When you've finished, put the collar and restraints on (and nothing
else) and wait for me in the great room. I'll be home around seven.
You may eat if you desire, but clean up after yourself.

Seven? It was half past four! Why had he
arranged for her to be driven here if he wasn't due until
seven?!

But the idea of cleaning up suddenly became
an overwhelming urge. She had dried semen on her for Gods
sakes!

She tore her clothes off and threw them on
the floor, then spent some time figuring out how to work the
various shower nozzles before stepping under a rain-shower and
sighing with relief as it poured down over her head and
shoulders.

It was a very long shower. She played with
the various nozzles, and soaped herself up three times, using his
shampoo to wash her hair twice. She'd never used a bidet, but
figured out how easily enough, and given what she'd gone through,
used it thoroughly.

The white towels were extremely large and
soft, and he had thoughtfully left a hair dryer and brushes out for
her on the counter, which she used to do her hair as he liked it.
She did as much cleaning and primping as she could while delaying
looking at the silver circles.

Finally, she picked up the collar. It was
actually quite pretty, she thought uneasily. It was like a choker,
though wider. It had a gold rim around it, and a large gold ring in
the center. It was currently open, and it closed by fitting two
tongues on one side into the small openings on the other.

The thing was, she saw no way of opening it
after they were inserted, no button to press. There was a tiny
pinhole next to the tongues, but that would probably require a
special instrument which had not been left to her. Which meant once
she put it on she couldn't take it off again.

She put it on, staring at herself in the
mirror as she fit the two tongues into the grooves, then slowly
pushed the collar closed until they locked in with an audible
click. She swallowed as she stared at herself, heart beating
faster, then picked up one of the other rings.

It was similar, only smaller. She fit it
around her wrist. It fit perfectly.

When all four were on she stared at herself
in the bathroom mirror, feeling a little light-headed. Where was
this going? It was one thing to be his... servant... pet...
bitch... at work. It was quite another to be so after work, in his
home!

Yet she looked around her with a sense of
admiration and awe. This was the kind of world she desperately
wanted to inhabit! She hesitated at the doorway, then slipped a
black robe off a hook and slipped it over herself, tying it around
her middle.

She couldn't find slippers that would fit,
but didn't want to wear her stilettos any more, so she walked
around barefoot admiring the place, the furnishings, the art, and
the views. She wandered into the kitchen and started sorting
through what was available in the cupboards and refrigerators to
see what was available. The answer was just about everything.

She decided to make herself a meal of some
cold-cuts, just in case, wary of Sterling returning and finding her
eating in his kitchen. Then, she wandered around, discovering his
bedroom, with a huge four-poster bed, then... another bedroom.

The bed here had a very high, solid
headboard, and two high, squared posts at the lower corners. It
also had a thick leather mattress, almost like a sofa, and leather
pillows. There were heavy rings attached to various places on the
headboard, and along the lower posts, as well.

She gulped anxiously as she saw it, then
hesitantly looked around her. She went to one of the dressers and
opened the door to find a collection of straps of various
thicknesses and lengths. The next drawer had a variety of shackles,
chains, and restraints. The one beneath had a collection of sex
toys in a wide variety of sizes!

“Jesus! The man is a sex maniac!” she
whispered.

She looked around anxiously, then hurriedly
left the room, not wanting to be found there if he came home early
– as he was very likely to do if he wanted to catch her doing
something she shouldn't be!

All this... bondage stuff... made her wary
and uncertain. Yet that sense of helplessness she'd felt with him
before, and today with those football players, had made the sex
incredibly intense! And all the reasons she'd had to do as he
wanted, to be his... assistant... still existed just as strongly as
before.

She wasn't sure what would happen, though,
especially if he decided to get even deeper to this slave girl
stuff. It was kind of kinky and exciting and thrilling, true, but
she wanted no part of actual pain!

She wandered up the hall again, inspecting a
guest bedroom, then an exercise room, then a theater with a very
large projection screen, then his office. She sat down, there, and
looked through the opened letters she could find, trying to get a
feel for who his clients were and what kind of work he did for
them.

She opened a few drawers, pulling out more
letters and papers, skimming through them while keeping an ear
cocked for the sound of the door and checking the clock on the wall
frequently. By six she was back in the great room, checking out the
TV there and seeing how it worked.

She turned on the fireplace, which was gas,
and then took off his housecoat, darting back to the bathroom to
hang it back on a hook before returning. She felt oddly sexy there
alone in the big room naked in her shackles and collar. The rug was
soft and comfortable against her bare skin, and she was wary of the
leather sofa, so sank to her knees on the floor with a pillow as
she used the remote control.

He arrived promptly at Seven, and she stood
up, heart pounding, pulse racing, feeling uneasy and anxious as he
she heard his footsteps on the marble floor. A moment later he
entered the room and gestured her forward.

She shuffled forward hesitantly, fighting to
keep her face calm. He reached out, his big hand sliding up her
neck and through her hair. He turned her and took her wrists in his
hands, drawing them firmly back behind her back, then released them
as he locked the silver restraints together, and turned her around
again.

“Tony is happy. Good job,” he said
approvingly. “Kneel.”

She gulped and dropped to her knees, looking
up.

“From now on when you see me, you kneel
before me.”

“E-Even at work?”

“As long as no one else is around, obviously.
Did that have to be said?”

“No, sir!”

“In my office with the door closed, or in
yours.”

“Yes, sir!”

“What do you think of the apartment?”

He combed his fingers gently through her hair
as he looked down.

“It's gorgeous! Sir.”

“Better than yours, I expect.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Good. It's also closer to work, so it will
be convenient for you to stay here.”

She sucked in a breath of air, her pulse
moving faster.

“T-Tonight, sir?”

“Tonight and every night unless I say
otherwise. I'll get you a key. ”

“But... well...”

“It will be convenient for me to have you
handy if I want extra work done, and you get to live in a lovely
apartment with a beautiful view.”

He stepped away from her, over to a cabinet,
and opened a drawer, then took out a length of silver chain. He
returned to her and clipped it to the ring in the front of the
collar around her neck, smiled briefly, then pulled.

She gasped, pushing herself to her feet as he
turned and walked to the big glass doors looking out onto the
deck.

“You'll be far more comfortable here anyway,
Sutherland,” he said, pushing open one of the doors.

He stepped outside and pulled her along with
him, the chain held loosely in his hand.

Kristin felt a bubble of anxiety and energy
as she stepped out onto the interlock stone which covered the
balcony. It was rough, pebbled texture. The balcony itself was
perhaps twenty feet on a side, with stone railings all but covered
in greenery growing from a variety of stone planters.

He led her up to the rail, and slid his hand
down to casually knead her bottom as he pushed her belly against
the stone. “Lovely, isn't it?”

“Y-yes, sir!' she gulped anxiously.

The view of Central Park was indeed gorgeous,
fabulous, beautiful! But there were nearby buildings, like the one
off to the left, with many windows which looked out on them. And
the one on the right was even closer!

“Wait until you see it at night,” he
said.

His hand slid up her body and around the back
of her neck, then he swung her around to face him.

“Did you enjoy the afternoon with Tony?”

“He... he had visitors!” she blurted!

He raised his eyebrows.

“Two of his friends!”

“Ah, so. And did they all enjoy themselves
with you?”

“Yes!”

He squeezed his hand and glowered.

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Who were they?”

“Uhm, one was called JC and the other
Devon.”

He turned her towards the rail and bend her
forward. Then his hand slapped down on her bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He jerked her around again.

“Sir,” he said, sliding his finger along her
lower lips.

“S-sir!” she gulped.

“Did they take you all at the same time?”

“Yes, sir!” she said, flushing.

“And how did it feel to have three big cocks
in your tight little body at the same time?”

She rolled her eyes away and he shook her a
little.

'How?”

“I... I don't know! I mean, I felt...
helpless and... and used and... hot.”

“Did you come?”

She nodded her head, blushing, and he turned
her to face the balcony, bending her forward.“Yes, sir!” she
gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He straightened her and turned her to face
him again.

“And do you feel resentment that I used your
body to please a client?”

She hesitated again... no, sir,” she said
meekly.

He turned her to the rail again and bent her
over.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and winced as he slapped her
bottom, then stumbled as he jerked her up and turned her to face
him again.

“Don't lie to me, slave girl,” he said.

Kristen felt a jolt at the term.

“I... I did! Sir!”

“But you've used your body to influence men
for quite some time, haven't you?”

“Yes, sir!”

“And now you belong to me. You said so
yourself. So it only makes sense I should also use your body to
influence people. It's a tool which can be quite... useful.
Professionally speaking, in addition to the personal satisfaction
it brings to me.”

He released her neck and picked up the leash
again, tugging on it so she stumbled forward and was forced up onto
the balls of her feet.

“And make no mistake, slave girl, I will use
your body for any purpose I choose. And you will do as you are
told. Do you understand me?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Do you belong to me, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

He pinched her nipple.

“I belong to you, sir!” she gasped.

“Good, then let's go and see what kind of
lap-dance you can give me. I'm a much sterner critic than Tony was,
I'm sure. And I expect perfection from you, Slave girl.
Always.”

He turned and headed back inside, pulling on
the leash, and Kristin gasped as she stumbled awkwardly along
behind him, her mind filled with strange, bewildering emotions, and
her body already thrumming with heat and anticipation.
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