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Chapter One

 

 

 

 

I have often been embarrassed by women. I don't mean to say that I've ever wished I wasn't one, but sometimes I could just wish I wasn't around when some woman fulfilled the cliché of being weak-willed and emotionally unstable.  The sight of a woman whining to some man to help her with something pisses me off to no end.  I despise weaklings. I value strength, in both men and women.

I don't hire weaklings. I can't, because frankly, I'm not nice to them. I'm not nice. Period. I don't choose to be nice. I can be civil. I can be polite. I'm not a socially inept person. I don't deliberately act unpleasant. Why would I put myself out like that? Why would I be dumb enough to deliberately make my employees' work lives unpleasant? That would be stupid. I am not a stupid person, and I didn't get where I am by doing stupid things.

But if you work for me my expectations are high, and my response when those expectations aren't met can be blunt, and not overly colored by a desire to spare someone's hurt feelings. I don't care about your hurt feelings. If you fuck up I'm going to tell you so, and depending on how big the fuck up my words can be...  pungent.

If you can't take it, go work elsewhere. Besides, if you fuck up too much you will be working elsewhere. Guaranteed.

I make this clear when I hire people. Some of them heed my advice and don't come back. Some of them think I'm not being serious, and find out otherwise. And then there are those who are hungry enough, and strong-willed enough, and smart enough to get along with me and to please me with their skill and success.

Miranda Prentice was none of the above. I looked at Miranda Prentice with something approaching disbelief, and even had a thought someone was trying to play some sort of practical joke on me.

She was here for an interview, to replace a personal assistant who had left due to 'stress'.

I don't have a secretary. I don't need a secretary. I certainly don't need a Kewpie doll to sit outside my door and guard it and only let in those who have appointments. My employees know damned well they better not come by and bother me without good reason.

Miranda Prentice looked good on the surface. She was tall and fit. She stood up straight. Her face was oval, with a strong jaw and intelligent eyes, though it was a bit on the pretty side. She had nice hair, a deep mahogany, but it fell carelessly across her shoulders and forehead, as it had never known more than a brush to tame it. She had no makeup on, and I scented no pretty perfumes.

But she was wearing a very tight, very short red dress along with stiletto heels, and her pretty face was entirely too anxious. Her voice was a good, decent soprano, but everything she said was clearly calculated to be whatever answer she thought I wanted to hear. I didn't particularly like suckups, and Miranda Prentice struck me as a desperate suckup.

Or just desperate.

I had already decided not to hire her within sixty seconds of her coming into the office. But I started feeling this sense of curiosity, wondering what was driving her, and why she was so damned nervous and anxious.

And, I admit it, she was easy on the eyes. She wasn't the traditional eye candy, but she was certainly not someone I'd ever toss out of bed. Mind you, I prefer my lovers strong of both body and mind, be they men or women.

Her body was lithe and slim-hipped, but her belly seemed quite flat, and her breasts, while not huge, were high and firm and looked pretty full  in that tight dress. Then again she was only twenty. It's not hard to look fit at twenty two. Being fit was something else again. I wondered just how firm that little round butt was.

I glanced down at the file again, checking her address. It wasn't familiar. I did a quick check on the computer and made a face. Not quite a slum but not far off.

Still, she cleaned up nice.

She was still babbling on about why she wanted to work there, a really basic question which usually catches out those who haven't bothered to do their homework about what my company is and what it does.

Miranda had done her homework. She'd done it so well she was regurgitating everything good about Sabot but that it had a nice cafeteria. And she'd probably left that out because it wasn't on our web site.

Miranda Prentice was a girl who desperately wanted to please. Okay, I've had eager interviewees before. I'd never been that eager, or at least, never let anyone see it, but I wasn't much over ten years her senior, so it wasn't like I couldn't remember being young. Still, her eagerness to please was so damned obvious it ticked me off.

Because it bespoke weakness. In fact, it almost provoked me into wanting to taunt her, to ridicule her, to mock her, to treat her badly as a punishment for her weakness. But that was a side of myself I had long ago learned to control. I didn't like bullies and didn't want to be one. Just because Miranda was a weakling that didn't mean I was free to abuse her.

Mind you, I kind of liked the idea of abusing her, just... not in quite the way you might think.

“So, let me suggest a hypothetical situation to you, Miranda,” I said.

“Yes, ma'am!”

Ma'am? Yech. Made me feel old.

“Call me Ms. Gray.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

I looked at her sourly for all that eagerness.

“My deputy calls up to tell me there will be an emergency meeting in Zurich tomorrow morning. You can't immediately reach me. What do you do?”

“First, I'd leave a message in all the places you were expected to be,” she said. “Then I'd make a reservation for you to fly to Zurich, and prepare contingency plans in case you didn't want to leave at that time, or take that particular route. I'd also inform him I hadn't been able to contact you and tell him what I'd done in case he had other suggestions.”

I nodded grudgingly. The girl wasn't an idiot. And she had some initiative, though not much confidence. This was the fourth question she'd answered which mentioned alternative plans in case the first set weren't approved. She didn't want to disappoint, which was good, but it also showed she didn't have confidence that her first choice would be approved.

That wasn't so very bad. She'd learn my preferences if she was to work for me.

“Tell me about where you live,” I said.

Her eyes blinked, clearly startled by the abrupt change in directly.

“Uhm, we live in an apartment on Central street.”

“Who is we?”

“My boyfriend Michael,” she said.

“Describe Michael.”

There was that eye widening and blink again. Was it a normal trait? Was she aware of it or was it an affectation?

“Uhm, he's big and strong and uhm, he uh...”

“What does he do for a living?”

“Uhm, he's searching for work now.”

“What was the last job he had?”

She looked at me helplessly.

“He's never held a job?”

“Michael has had some problems,” she said anxiously. “I mean, he went to college, but he had trouble with his professor and changed his major, and then he had some health issues.”

“What kind of health issues/”

'He has a bad back. He's applied for disability.”

“How old is he?”

“Uhm, twenty five.”

“That's a little young for disability. What does he do all day?”

She gave me that helpless look again. She clearly didn't like this line of questioning. In fact, I was pushing it in part because I wanted her to tell me to mind my own damn business.

“I uhm, he ahm, looks on the internet for jobs,” she said slowly, clearly inventing things as she went along, “And he networks with people he know looking for work and  – .”

“Surfs the internet for porn and has beer with his friends,” I said. “What's his favorite video game?”

She blinked again. “Call of War,” she said with hardly any hesitation.

“How often does he play it?”

“Uhm, well, almost every day but – .”

I repressed a bit of a grin as a question occurred to me. It was whether he wore boxers or briefs. I was still wondering how much I could ask before she asked me why the hell I wanted to know.

Where were this girl's limits? She didn't strike me as the simpering type. She was intelligent, but lacked any confidence, constantly temporizing all her answers.

A line in a Springsteen song came to me. “.. till you end up like a dog who's been beat too much.”

Miranda didn't show any bruises, but then, they didn't have to be physical.

“What does your father do?”

Another blink. “He's uh, in the army.”

“What rank?”

“He's a  sergeant. A drill sergeant.”

Yech.

“For how long?”

She shrugged helplessly. “I don't know. I mean, a while.”

In my personal experience, having spent a few years in the army, as an officer when I was young and stupid, most of those who stayed drill sergeants liked yelling and screaming in people's faces and pushing them around. A good NCO wanted to get back into a line unit.

“Your mother?”

“My mother is a housewife. I mean, my father never wanted her to work.”

Loudmouthed conservative type who thinks his woman ought to be there to serve him, I thought cynically.

“Siblings?”

My brother works in construction.”

What kind of underwear are you wearing, honey?

Another cynical question I wondered how she'd respond to. Though admittedly I had more interest in it than her boyfriend's underwear.

She was sitting very upright on the chair before my desk with her lovely legs crossed. The skirt, already short to begin with, had slid higher as she'd sat, of course. Her legs looked... firm.

“Do you play sports, Miranda?”

I play softball sometimes...”

“Do you smoke?”

“No, ma'am!” she said, shaking her head rapidly.

“Ms. Gray,” I corrected her.

“I'm sorry! No, Ms. Gray!”

“Stand up.”

There was that surprised blink again, but she obeyed quickly.

“Turn,” I said, circling my finger.

Another blink, but she obeyed, doing a full turn.

“You have excellent posture,” I said. “I like that in a girl.”

“Thank you, Ms. Gray!”

Great looking ass too.

I started to feel two almost contradictory emotions about the girl. The first, more altruistic one, was that I could help her build up some confidence which her father, and likely her useless excuse for a boyfriend had probably been responsible for destroying. The second emotion was far less noble, and wondered just how easily I could take advantage of her weakness.

Taking advantage of weaknesses, after all, is kind of what I do for a living. So it's sort of a part of my personality.

I stood up and walked around the desk to her. She was a couple of inches shorter than me, which was pretty good because I'm six feet tall. I reached out and gripped her wrist, lifting it up, bending her arm back. She just gave me that double blink again, but didn't resist as I raised my other hand and squeezed her bicep.

“Make a fist,” I said.

She did so, and I grunted. She had some strength there, at least, though nothing to write home about. 

“Well, you seem to be a little fit,” I said.

“Oh I am! The elevator in our building has been broken for months and I carry all the groceries up four flights of stairs no problem!” she said. 

And not her non-working husband? Typical.

“Do you have a drivers license?”

“Yes, Ma'am!”

I narrowed my eyes. “Ma'am makes me feel like a school matron dealing with a little girl. If you call me ma'am again I'll spank you,” I said.

“Sorry, Ms. Gray!” she gulped. 

“Do you have a license?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“Insurance?”

She hesitated. “I uhm, if I was – .

“Yes or no?”

“No, Ms. Gray.”

“Passport?”

Her eyes widened. “No, Ms. Gray.”

“Criminal record?”

“No, Ms. Gray!”

“Have I mentioned to you that I'm not a nice person, Miranda?”

She stiffened but didn't hesitate a moment. “Yes, Ms. Gray.”

“And that doesn't bother you? I warn you I am highly intolerant of weepy girls.”

“No, Ms. Gray! I mean, I don't cry easy, Ms. Gray!”

“How are you at obeying orders?”

“I'm really good at it, Ms. Gray!”

“I'm very intolerant of employees who don't do as they're told, Miranda.”

“I can do whatever I'm told, Ms. Gray!” she exclaimed earnestly.

“Do you do drugs?”

“No, Ma'am! I mean – !”

“Go and stand in the corner.”

Double blink. “P-pardon?”

“As an alternative to spanking sometimes you put young girls in the corner for being bad. Go stand in the corner, facing the corner.”

She stared at me, open-mouthed, then jerked her head around to stare at the corner, then back at me again.

“Yes, I'm serious. Want this job? Learn to do as you're told.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gulped.

She turned and scurried to the corner, and I felt a little thrum of energy down low. I would have told someone to go fuck themselves myself. And I seriously wouldn't have minded if she'd had the same response. But it was... interesting she hadn't...

“Hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced,” I barked.

From the way she moved she seemed confused by the order, but obeyed it.

“Nose to the wall, girl.”

With her elbows out that made her lean in a bit, which gave me a gorgeous view of her ass. It was even better than I'd thought.

“Have you ever done drugs?”

“No, Ms. Gray!” she exclaimed.

“Your boyfriend?”

I saw her flinch. “Uh, n-not really,” she replied uncertainly.

“Hard drugs?”

“No, Ms. Gray!”

“Lots of beer, I bet.”

“Uhm, y-yes, Ms. Gray.”

“Are you reliable, Miranda? Will you show up for work every day?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“And if there's overtime?”

“I'll work however long you want me to, Ms. Gray!”

Including some late nights on my sofa, I thought. But I wasn't feeling entirely predatory. Oh, that was there, as well. But no woman ever parted from me wishing we'd never met. No woman .. or girl, ever looked back on our relationship with regret, except that it had ended. I thought I could probably do just about anything I wanted to this girl, but doing it so she liked it, and so that she became a better, more confident person for it, well, that was the kind of challenge I really enjoyed.

I walked up to stand behind her.

“You thought I was a man, didn't you, Miranda?”

“P-Pardon, ma'am?” she gulped, turning her head around.

I slapped her bottom sharply and she yelped, but didn't protest. Instead she apologized!

“I'm sorry, Ms. Gray!

“Nose to the corner,” I said sternly.

She jerked her face forward.

“You thought the name Cody Gray meant I was a guy, didn't you?”

She hesitated.

“I don't allow my employees to be dishonest with me, Miranda.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“And is that why you wore a short, tight dress and four inch stiletto heels?”

I could see her cheek flushing even with her back to me.

“M-My... Mikey thought … I mean, he picked it for me,” she blurted.

“You will wear black, and only black when you work here, is that understood?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she said, her voice filled with hope now.

“You will also wear stockings. You have excellent legs, but stockings, black stockings, gives the proper impression in a business office. Understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“Turn around.”

She turned around, dropping her arms.

“Did I tell you to drop your arms?”

She gave me that double blink again, then jerked her hands up and back behind her neck again.

“No, Ms. Gray!”

I looked her up and down very obviously, and she flushed slightly. Her breasts were pushing out very firmly against the thin fabric.

“You have an excellent looking body, Miranda,” I said.

“Th-thank you, Ms. Gray!” she said in a squeak.

“I need a personal assistant for a variety of reasons. Some are just to be a gopher. Some are to make appointments. Often it's to call people or take messages. But I think you could be a useful distraction, too.”

Double blink. “I-I don't understand.”

“I spend a lot of my time dealing with businessmen on important issues, mostly negotiating things. Most of those businessmen are middle aged or above. They can be easily distracted by a pretty young thing. I like it when the people I'm negotiating with are distracted, even a little bit.”

I reached down and gripped the hem of the short skirt, then eased it up a few inches. Her eyes widened but she didn't move.

“Do you have any black skirts about this high?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!” she squeaked.

“Tight?”

She jerked her head up and down anxiously.

“I do not mean slutty,” I said sternly. “Slutty is not something I will accept here. Do you see what I'm wearing?”

I was wearing a black skirt, shortish, though far from a mini, black stockings, a tight white and black pinstriped blouse which buttoned down the middle, with the first two buttons undone, and an inch wide sapphire choker.

I drew my fingers lightly up my chest. “This blouse is tight for a reason, the same reason the skirt is short. Understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“Would you call it slutty?”

“No, Ms. Gray!”

“No. The blouse isn't that tight and the skirt isn't too short. You, on the other hand, can get away with more than I can because of your age and because you're simply my assistant.”

“Your first test will be the ability to tell the difference. When you show up here Monday morning at eight. I expect you to be dressed in something office-like, but sexy and not slutty.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“The pay is fifteen dollars per hour.”

Her eyes widened appreciably. The minimum wage in New York was $8hr.

“I will see you at eight sharp. Do NOT be late.”

“No, ma'am! Thank you ma'am!” she blurted.

I deliberately scowled and she gasped.

“I mean, Ms. Gray!”

“Turn around,” I said, my finger doing a circle.

She gulped and turned around.

“Hands against the wall.

She leaned forward, putting her hands against the wall uncertainly.

Crack!

I slapped her ass once, and not that hard, just hard enough to sting a bit and startle her.

“Now go.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gulped. “You won't be sorry!”.

“I better not or you will be too.”

I didn't think I would be, though. She had a nice firm ass, and she took that slap without much in the way of shock or reaction. I was betting a spanking wouldn't bother her too, too much. And I intended to make sure she got one as soon as possible.

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

 

 

I let the army put me through college. And I admit I learned a lot about leadership there. I was a twenty one year old junior grade lieutenant. By twenty five I was a captain, but had discovered I was really bad at taking orders. Oh, I took them, but it filled me with frustration and anger when they were dumb, as they often were.

I left shortly after that to start Sabot. Sabot is a military term for a type of ammunition fired by big guns. It's designed for high impact. What we do is we research businesses, mainly ones which have military or security applications, finding hidden value, finding inefficiency, finding things, including the character of senior management we can exploit. Then we sell that information to corporations looking for takeover targets.

 It's a high pressure, high stress, and high reward job. If you succeed. If you fail, well, failure is never well-rewarded in New  York.

I'd started by myself, then recruited Brad, who had been a colonel in the navy, then Paul, who had been a senator's assistant for twenty years.  Jefferson came next. He had the MBA and a smooth talk. Then I picked up Sarah, who was a nerdy stats genius. Now I had a hundred and thirty seven employees, and they all needed to produce results.

Yes, I am good looking, and have a great body. And I use that without compunction, but never in an obvious way. Oh sure, I've had lots and lots of suggestions from men that sleeping with them would seal the deal, but I've always refused. It's not that I have anything against sleeping with men, mind you, when they're my type, and I'm not exactly a moralist in terms of sleeping around. I've done plenty in my youth.

But that's counter productive in business. Even if it seals one deal, you'll get a reputation as a slut, and a slut is universally (if sometimes unfairly) regarded as weak. I'm far from the only person around who doesn't respect weaklings. Sleeping with guys to get a contract would ruin the rep of my company. 

That's not to say I haven't, on occasion, hired a high class call girl to help convince someone. That's an entirely different story. I deal with the Japanese, too, and providing female companionship is almost a requirement for that.

But I'm the boss. Nobody fucks me. I fuck them.

Speaking of which, Miranda showed up at quarter to eight Monday morning. She was wearing the same shoes, along with a very short black pleated skirt and a tight white blouse with big black buttons and big cuffs. She looked at me nervously as I inspected her, then smiled as I nodded my head.

“That'll do,” I said. “Have you tried sitting down in that skirt?”

She did the double blink thing, then licked her lips and pulled out a chair, sitting down. The skirt was short enough that when she sat I could briefly see the top of her stockings, but she didn't flash her panties, which was good, if disappointing, and once she'd crossed her legs I couldn't see any skin.

“You are wearing, underwear, I trust?”

She blushed “Yes, Ms. Gray!” she said.

“Distracting people is one thing, flashing them another.”

I went over her duties and put her in the outer office. I won't say I forgot her but I had more important things to deal with. She was, at best, a side project, an amusing experiment which might or might not turn into something interesting. Besides, I'm not a cook who watches pots boil. You set something on the oven and you wait until it's done.

This was her first day. She didn't know me or  the company very well. She would make mistakes. It was inevitable. Besides, there were other ingredients which needed to be added at the appropriate time. This was too early for most of them.

I didn't even know if she had any interest in women, or worse, if she had some kind of religious or cultural thing against lesbianism. That would make things more difficult, though not necessarily impossible provided she could be persuaded.

I did have one idea midway through the morning, an idea which made me smile in amusement. I  even laughed briefly at the thought. I folded an empty piece of paper, stuffed it into an envelope, and sealed it, then wrote a fictitious address on the front and went out to see her.

She swiveled around in her chair quickly as I came out of the office, eyes widening anxiously.

“Miranda.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!?”

“Stick out your tongue.”

Double blink, widened eyes. I didn't think it was an affection. It was a natural response. The girl was an open book.

“Uh...”

She stuck out her tongue, and at the last minute, my initial thought to swipe the stamp over it changed. I swiped my fingers across her tongue instead.

Her eyes widened even more as she watched me rub the back of the stamp with the tips of my fingers, then place it on the envelope.

“Mail this. Now,” I said, thrusting the envelope at her.

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

Not a hint of complaint, nor even resentment. I shook my head at her departing back as she hurried out of the office. Wow. I would have slugged anyone who'd done that to me, man or woman. If the girl had never been a sub she definitely had the makings. 

Where was her damned spirit, though, I wondered as I headed back into my office. 

I would have to find it. It was in there somewhere.

*

The mistake, not the first, but the third, and one bad enough to justify punishment, came an hour and a half after lunch. The first two hadn't been bad, though I'd made sure to be appropriately grumpy about them. This one was dumb. She'd called a messenger, and they hadn't arrived. She had not thought to call back.

“When I hand something to you it's your responsibility, not mine, to make sure it's taken care of. Do you understand that?”

“Yes, Ma'am.. I mean, Ms. Gray!” she gulped anxiously.

“Did you know I was in the army, Miranda?”

“No, Ms. Gray!”

“Do you know what the army does to young soldiers who screw up?”

She bit her lip anxiously. “No, Ms. Gray.”

“Well don't worry,” I said dryly. “They don't whip them any more. Even the British stopped that a hundred years ago.”

I came around my desk, keeping my face stern.

“Get down on all fours.”

She stared at me in astonishment.

“Now!” I growled.

She dropped immediately.

“How many pushups can you do?”

“I uhm, I don't know!” she gulped.

“Let's see.” 

As a rule, women do not have a lot of upper body strength unless they specifically exercise their arms. Miranda managed three trembly pushups before gasping and dropping.

“Pitiful,” I said. “I had to do a hundred.”

She craned her head up to look up at me.

“Stand up, girl.”

She stood up hurriedly.

“Shoulders back, chest out!” I barked.

Again she obeyed. The girl had a nice chest.

“Did your father teach you posture?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“Touch your toes.”

Another blink, but then she went to it.

“Ten times.”

She straightened and bent, straightened and bent. I walked slowly around her. Bending over that much almost pulled her skirt right up over the bottom of her butt.

“Stop. Straighten up. Legs apart.”

She spread her legs on the carpet.

“Touch your opposite toe. Ten times.”

Biting her lip, she bent and twisted, touching her left toe with her right hand, then her right with her left, repeating that. I walked slowly around her again. This time the bottom of the skirt did creep up above the bottom of her buttocks, enough to note she must be wearing a thong or G-string.

This would work, I thought suddenly. Her father was a drill-sergeant, after all.  She had to know something about this sort of thing.

And she was such an obedient thing!

“Take off your shoes,” I said when she'd finished.

She didn't protest, but obeyed.

“Now do jumping jacks. Ten of them.”

She wasn't top heavy enough to be too jiggly, but it was still an interesting sight.

“Do you ever exercise, Miranda?”

“I-I... n-no, Ma'am!” she gasped, coming to a stop.

I glared at her.

“I mean Ms – !”

“Bend over the desk.”

She stared at me a moment, then licked her lips and bent her body across the desk. I appreciated the view from behind for a moment then brought my hand down across her bottom in three quick slaps that made her gasp.

“Straighten up.”

She did so, no look of resentment on her face, only that earnest anxiety about pleasing me.

“I think you need to start exercising. We have a health club here in the building.”

“I – uhm, don't have a lot of time, Ms. Gray,” she said anxiously.

Her first real protest at anything! But why?

“Nonsense. You have no children to look after. Do you have a second job? Are you taking classes? Belong to a club?”

She gave me a helpless look.

“I-I have to make Michael's supper.”

I snorted. “He can make his own damn supper now and then.”

“I can go on my lunch.”

“You have 30 minutes for lunch and I expect you to use it to eat. Understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

*

I had set things in motion. But proper timing is everything. Never be too eager. Never rush a project. 

A few days later Miranda was figuring things out fairly quickly. Then again, I'd never trained a personal assistant by smacking her ass or making her do calisthenics every time she made a mistake. Maybe I ought to do that for all my employees.

I didn't make things up when I told her she had to work late because we were working on the end of a project. There were a ton of phone calls to make and I was joining in doing them. That doesn't mean that when we were finally done at seven thirty I didn't figure a way to take advantage of things.

“Back stiff?” I asked as she stretched after getting up from her desk.

“A little,” she sighed. “My ear is sore too.”

“I'll have to get you a headset,” I said. “As for general stiffness, I think we could both use a sauna.”

Her eyes widened.

“Oh I uh, have to be getting home. Michael will be fur – worried!

I sniffed. “You live on Center street, right? That's not far off my route. I can drop you off.”

She babbled a bit, mostly anxious about her boyfriend's disapproval, but she trailed me as I went  downstairs to the gym.

My employees tended to work longer hours, which was one of the reasons I'd put a nice gym in place. Also, if you want to attract the best you have to have some decent amenities for them. But by far the majority of my employees were men. That meant the womens side, that is, the area with the womens locker room, whirlpool tub and sauna, were largely empty most of the time.

They were certainly empty at this time.

A lot of people aren't used to public nudity. Even the gyms in high schools and colleges generally have separate, curtained shower stalls now. The army, of course, never bothered. Being naked in a female locker room or sauna didn't bother me a bit. I could see it bothered Miranda, though. She looked around nervously, anxiously, as if afraid a herd of men were going to come tromping through at any minute.

Her face was flushed as she undressed, peeling the tight black dress she was wearing down her lithe body and over her hips. She was more generously endowed than I'd thought, and had very nice taste in lingerie. I undressed at the same time, my voice quite casual and matter-of-fact, and spared her some embarrassment by not looking at her...  much.

She turned her back to remove her bra anyway, then wrapped a towel around herself before sliding her thong down and off. I smiled inwardly, betting she'd never been in a sauna.

I was less discrete. I wasn't showing off but I knew I had a great body, and felt no need to hide it. I did put a towel around myself, though as I led her into the sauna.

“God, it's hot!” she gasped.

“It's a sauna,” I said dryly.

She was already flushed so it was hard to tell if she flushed more.

“Come on,” I said, heading up to the top tier.

That was where it would be the hottest, of course. Warm air rises.

She followed me up, and once there I sat and then opened the towel, laying back comfortably.

She averted her eyes, and tried keeping the towel for a bit, but then reluctantly opened it. Her skin was pale but lovely, and her breasts were bigger than I'd thought, though with cute little pink nipples that literally made me lick my lips. I wasn't surprised she was clean shaven. All the porn films did it, after all, and her Mikey would be a fan of whatever the porn films showed.

“Are you embarrassed about your body?” I asked.

She jerked. “N-No!” she squeaked.

“You shouldn't be. I'm certainly not shy about mine. Then again, they work that out of you in the army.”

“Yeah, I suppose they do.”

“Where did you go to school?” I asked.

We started in on her high school, then her first jobs, , then on her parents. I worked my way into old boyfriends, then. 

“I haven't really had many,” she said. “I mean, I've been living with Michael for three years. Before that I was in high school. And we moved around a lot because dad was in the army.”

“He ever suggest you go into the military?

“God, no! He says all the women in the army are – .”

She stopped abruptly, gulping as she looked at me briefly.

“Dykes?” I asked with a grin. “I've heard it before. I would say there's a higher percentage of lesbians in the military than in the general population, but most of the women are straight. That's why so many get pregnant every year.”

She nodded her head jerkily.

“I like men. Not all men. A lot of men are jerks. There's a narrow range of men I'm interested in. They have to be smart, sophisticated, tough, successful, confident, but not arrogant, reasonably sensitive, which is to say for a guy, and have a nice body.”

She nodded.

“Nice shoulders,” I said. “And of course, a nice dick.”

Her eyes widened and I laughed lightly, which she echoed.

“Miranda, honey, I said, “If you don't like dicks you don't like guys.”

“I like guys!” she said.

“Then you like dicks,” I said playfully.

“Well.. uhm, I guess.”

“Don't be shy about life's realities. I like a nice firm cock. Do you?”

“Yes,” she said, blushing.

“Say it.”

“I-I can't say that!”

“Demonstrably false. I just did. Go ahead. Say it.”

“I-I like cock,” she said, with wide eyes.

“There. See? That wasn't so hard.”

“It just seems pretty... weird to say it.”

“That's because you're a girl. Girls aren't supposed to like sex, nor talk about it, nor appreciate it. We're supposed to be modest and meek and only allow guys to seduce us after they've proven their love. Guys, on the other hand, can fuck anything that moves and nobody thinks ill of them.”

“Yeah,” she said.

“I don't let guys fuck me,” I said.

She looked at me in surprise.

“I fuck them,” I said with a smirk.

“Uh... I don't understand.”

“I know. Your boyfriend is the one in charge of everything, including sex, right?”

“Well, uh, it isn't that he doesn't care what I say – .”

“Right or wrong?”

“Kind of,” she said, obviously loath to admit it.

“Which means you do what he wants to do. Either because he hits you or because he whines if you don't.”

“Oh he doesn't hit me!”

I raised my eyebrows.

“He doesn't!”

“And he doesn't whine?”

“Well...”

“Doesn't get in a sulky mood?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “Everyone does.”

“And do his sulky moods coincide with whenever you don't want to do something he wants to do?”

She shrugged helplessly.

“Honey, I've lived with a few guys in my life so far. None of them sulked because he didn't get his way all the time. 

“Michael has... issues,” she said. “I mean, he's depressed because of not having a job and his back is sore so I have to give him back rubs and – .”

“And what does Michael do for you?”

She looked at me in surprise.

“Michael takes care of me!” she said without thought.

“How?”

She looked uncomfortable.

“You pay the bills, right? You do the groceries and make the dinner. I have no doubt at all you clean the house and take out the garbage. What does Michael do aside from playing video games?”

“He has a sore back!” she said, protesting.

“What do the doctors say?”

“Oh them,” she said, shaking her head. “They don't know anything.”

I nodded. “So at least if he has a sore back it means you get to be on top in bed,” I said as if playfully teasing.

She was sweating freely now, just as I was, but her face still flushed.

“No!” she said, embarrassed.

“No? It's my favorite position. You should try it.”

The sex talk was clearly embarrassing her, which to me was weird. Didn't she have any girlfriends she talked about stuff like this with? I'd been doing that with my girlfriends since I'd lost my virginity in high school. Of course, there was an age gap between us, and it wasn't like we were best friends...

“I'm sorry if I'm embarrassing you,” I said. “I've always talked to my girlfriends about sex. Are you religious or something?”

“No,” she said in surprise.

“You don't talk with your girlfriends about sex?”

She dropped her eyes and shrugged.

“You seem to be nicely shaven so I take it sex isn't a foreign concept to you.”

She flushed again.

“It's hot in here,” she gulped.

“It's kind of supposed to be. Come on.”

I got up, grabbing my towel but not putting it around me. She followed and we headed for the door. The hall was blissfully cool compared to the sauna and she sighed in relief. I led us across the hall to the whirlpool tub. It was square and about eight feet across. I tossed the now-sweaty towel and slipped into the tub and Miranda, reluctantly, I think, followed.

“Have you been exercising?” I asked.

“Uhm, I haven't had time yet.”

“I did tell you I wanted you to exercise, did I not?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” she gulped.

“A spanking given our lack of clothes would have an interesting subtext to it,” I warned.

She blushed.

“Not that Michael would object, I'm sure,” I said.

She raised her eyes. “Why would you say that?” she asked in surprise.

“Guys are guys,” I said. “Young guys are reasonably predictable. They grow up on porn and they want to see in real life what they see on their computers. I don't know a woman under thirty whose boyfriend hasn't at least jokingly suggested she might like to have sex with a girl, while he watched of course, or better yet, took part.”

I could see from the look on her face I was right.

“So how was it?” I asked.

“What?!” she gasped, eyes widening.

I smiled lazily. “Honey, it's clear that Michael gets what Michael wants. If Michael wanted a threesome you'd have had one. It's okay. I've had a threesome myself in the distant past.”

Her face was red but she wasn't denying it.

“I'm betting a lot of alcohol was involved,” I said.

She raised her eyes and made a face. “Lots.”

“And he was more interested in doing the other girl than anything else.”

“He was such a pig!” she said.

“Was the girl hot?”

“She was some slutty blonde with huge tits,” she said sulkily, casting a furtive eye at my blonde locks. “And she smelled!”

I nodded understanding.

“A lot of blondes are sluts!” she said.

That was an interesting comment, particularly in the tone she used to make it. It wasn't a taunt, but almost said as if she was daring me.

“Brunettes, too,” I replied. “But I don't judge a girl just because she likes to have a good time.”

“What if it's with other girls boyfriends?”

“Never done that without the other girl's consent,” I said.

“So, when you had sex with this other girl, did you like it?” she asked entirely too casually.

“I think a lot of women are exhibitionists at heart,” I replied.

She frowned uncertainly.

“Having sex with a girl while Andrew, that was my boyfriend at the time, sat next to the bed and watched... yes, that had a certain rush to it.  I think he got more excited than we did.”

“He only watched?”

“He had no choice. Kim tied him to the chair.”

Her eyes widened. “Really!?”

“She was a lesbian. She wanted no part of a guy.”

“I'm amazed he agreed.”

“Miranda, honey, haven't you learned yet that guys are the ultimate sluts? They'll do anything for sex, or to watch it. Given the choice was nothing, or watching me have sex with a hot Asian girl, he chose to watch.”

“I don't think Michael would allow anyone to tie him up,” she said.

“Probably prefers to tie you up instead,” I said, nodding.

“No,” she said, as if surprised.

“No? I just thought  he sounded like he was the kind of guy who'd like the control.”

Then again, he didn't need to tie her up to control this one. He just needed to sulk. And if he was as dull and unimaginative as I was suspecting, maybe he never really thought of getting creative in bed. Slam bam, thank you ma'am and that's about it.

“Then again, he probably doesn't need to tie you up to be in control.”

She looked at me unhappily and I smiled.

“Honey, it's patently obvious you have no confidence in yourself. Without confidence, you aren't going to be sure enough of yourself to stand up to people, including your boyfriend.”

She shrugged unhappily but didn't argue the point.

I pulled myself out of the tub, but when she started to rise I put my hand out.

“Wait. I'll be back in a minute.”

She sank back and I left the room, went back to the locker room, toweled off, and got dressed.

This was too good an opportunity to let slide.

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

 

 

When I returned, dressed, she was clearly surprised, and pulled herself up out of the water. I tossed her a towel and she wrapped it around herself and followed me back, but then I took her arm when she headed for the locker room.

“This way,” I said.

“But – !”

I pulled her out into the hall, then across the hall to the womens gym. It was empty, of course. I'd made sure of that, and doubly so by locking the door to the exercise area.

“You gain confidence in yourself through a variety of means,” I said. “One of which is physical fitness.”

“Oh but – !”

I yanked the towel away and she squealed and clamped her hands over her body, eyes widening.

“You also gain confidence in something by doing it. You're too shy, and I think physical fitness will help you out.”

“But I can't exercise naked!”

“Patently untrue. It's actually handy given you won't get your clothes sweaty.”

“But what if someone comes in!?”

“I locked the outer door. I own this place, remember. Now, we'll start in on – .

“But why should I exercise naked!?” she gulped, hands over her body.

“To help you with confidence,” I lied. “The more confidence you have in your body the more confidence you'll have in yourself.”

Which was kind of bullshit, in this context. I mean, she didn't have to exercise naked for that. I knew she  wasn't going to challenge me on it, though.

“We'll just do some easy stuff,” I said.

I had her position herself a couple of feet away from the wall, then lean forward with her hands against it and then push herself back away. She did this a number of times, working her arms, and, not coincidentally, giving me a fabulous view of her lovely ass.

Her breasts hung down as she leaned forward, too, hung in a beautiful shape that had me licking my lips again. 

That bottom was in a perfect position for a spanking or a strapping, I thought, feeling tendrils of sexual electricity crackle up through my body.

I put her in some yoga positions on the mat, next. If you've never done yoga you might not understand that some of them can be quite interesting, especially if you're nude. The child, the cat, the caterpillar and cow, just to start. The half-shoulder stand, and of course, the plough. And to make things better, there was a chart with the more common positions on the wall right behind her, so she couldn't think I was making this up..

I sat back comfortably, casually, and fully dressed, and gave her orders to position her body in various ways for my viewing pleasure. And she did it! She was flushed and self-conscious, but she did it, despite what position I told her to assume.

“This next one is called uttanasana,” I said. “Stand up.”

She stood up, licking her lips.

“Now legs together, bend forward all the way, and wrap your arms around your legs.”

There was nothing obscene about the position unless someone was behind you, and I wasn't, but it would make her mind squirm a bit thinking about it. I didn't see any hesitation, though. She bent forward all the way, pressing her breasts into her legs.

“You're fairly agile for someone who doesn't exercise,” I said. “Now slide your hands forward on the floor and spread your feet further apart. This is called downward dog. Keep your arms and legs straight, girl.”

“This is... hard,” she grunted.

“Nonsense. These are beginners poses. Want to try Sirasana? That's standing on your head.”

“Oh I couldn't – .”

“Sure you could, though not without a little help. Sit down.”

Biting her lower lip, and panting somewhat, she sat down. Her face was still flushed but I didn't know if it was self-consciousness or if she was  out of breath.

“Now get on your knees and elbows,” I said, standing up.

She dropped forward onto her forearms.

“Drop your head low, put your head on the mat and put your hands against the back of your neck, elbows apart,” I said, moving closer. “Now roll forward onto your head and elbows.”

She did so awkwardly, and I reached down.

“Raise your right leg up into the air, up, up, up higher,” I said.

She obeyed, and I gripped her ankle, helping.

“Now the other one, throw your weight forward onto your elbows and head. Take most of your weight on your elbows. The head is more for balance then weight support.”

I grabbed both ankles now for she wouldn't have made it first try otherwise, and lifted them up together, helping steady her.

“Keep your back and legs as straight as you can,” I said, holding tightly to her ankles.

She was upside down now, which did interesting things to her body, as she blinked up from below.

“How do you feel?”

“My head is throbbing!” she gasped.

“Just blood rushing to your head. The longer you maintain the pose the less that will bother you. The body will equalize.”

There was a very thin sheen of perspiration on her body, but not enough to account for the way her naked sex glistened as I viewed it from such a comfortably close angle. Was Miranda getting a little hot at all this naked yoga with her boss? That was a delicious thought, even though it was rather early for that kind of thing.

“Now try to extend your hands and push yourself up, to rise up off your head and straighten your arms,” I said.

“I-I can't!” she gasped.

“Try,” I ordered.

I pulled on her ankles, helping her, and she grunted and extended her arms slowly until she was flat on her hands, her arms straight, her body straight above her. Her feet were were above my head at that point, of course, but that was fine with me. I released her ankles and threw an arm around her legs just above her knees to help balance her.

“Do you think you can do a few pushups?

“No way!” she gasped.

“Try.”

She groaned and her body lowered down until her head was pressing against the mat, again. Then slowly pushed back up as she straightened her arms. I made her try a second one but her arms gave way. That was okay, too, because I caught her, which involved holding her body firmly against mine as I slowly lowered her to the ground and then let her slide down on her chest.

I lowered her legs, then let go of them.

She had very soft skin, I thought.

“My arms ache” she groaned, glowering at me a bit.

“Baby,” I said.

I quickly  dropped beside her, rolled forward and raised my right leg high, then threw my left up and assumed the position myself. Balancing myself enough to raise my arms was tricky, especially on a mat, but I did it a couple of times before sensing my balance going. I shoved up and threw my weight back as I dropped my legs down and landed on my feet as if I'd planned it.

“Let's see the plank position again.”

She groaned but it was a relatively easy one. It was like doing a push-up without any pushes. She rolled onto her stomach, straightened her arms and then rose on her toes so that the only part of her body touching the mat were her hands and toes. She couldn't keep the position for more than a few seconds, and was already trembling, but that was okay.

I was kneeling beside her, and slide my knees in underneath, then my arms.

“Keep your body completely straight,” I ordered in a firm voice.

I had my left arm under her chest and my right under her hips in a second, then pushed, repressing a grunt, I lifted her up and held her like that in mid-air.

“Legs straight. Arms straight! Keep your back straight!” I ordered.

She stiffened as best she could while I shifted my arms a bit.

“Head back, arms straight.”

I was holding her in mid-air as I knelt there, and it wasn't freaking easy, believe me! She was probably about a hundred and thirty pounds, maybe a bit more, and even though I was holding her against my body that was a lot of weight for my arms in that position!

I couldn't hold it long and didn't. I said “good” far sooner than I would have preferred, and quickly lowered her to the mat.

I do exercise but I'll never have the upper body strength of a strong man. The point of that was to impress her with my strength, and to get my bare skin pressed against hers. My arms were bare, and they'd been pressing against the underside of her breasts while my right arm had been under her thighs very close to her groin.

She would not have been unaware of the proximity of my skin to those particular areas.

And yes, I have studied psychology.

I shifted immediately, gripping her arms.

“Up on your knees,” I ordered pulling firmly on her arms to raise her up.

I had gone from telling her to do things to moving her body to my will, and she wouldn't really have noticed anything amiss about that, but there would be a definite psychological reaction within her mind.

I raised her arms up high.

“Straighten your back, girl,” I barked.

I had her on her knees, arms high.

“Now flatten the backs of your feet on the mat for better balance,” I ordered.

She did so and I eased my grip on her arms. I didn't release them, but let them slide down through my hands until I was gripping her wrists.

“Down, down, down, until you're sitting on your heels,” I said.

I watched, then pulled up.

“Up, extend.”

I had her rise up, extending her body, then sink down again, holding firmly to her arms and wrists all the time. 

I let her slide back down on her heels, then moved around behind her.

“Knees spread wide apart,” I ordered. “Wide as you can. Stretch those ligaments!”

She gulped but obeyed as I gripped her arms again from behind her.

“Now draw your hands down behind your neck,” I said, letting them go.

Miranda lowered her hands.

“Clasp your fingers together behind your neck.”

She did so, not speaking, but breathing heavily.

“Good girl. Now arch back slowly, stretching your back.”

Oh that looked nice! The way her soft skin strained against her breasts as she arched made me pulse with hunger. But I resisted it.

I gripped her wrists, and not a little hair, and pulled back farther and farther, until she gasped at the strain.

“Now fall forward with your elbows on the floor,” I said, dropping to my knees beside her and pushing forward so she had no choice.

“Back straight,” I barked.

She gasped and her elbows and head were against the mat.

“Feet in the air now.”

I let go of her hair and wrists and grabbed her ankles, raising her feet up and back and pressing them against her thighs.

“Back straight.”

The view was lovely from where I was, by the way.

“Now relax your back. Let your chest and belly sink to the floor.”

I knee-walked around in front of her.

“Arms out in front of you,” I said, grasping her wrists and pulling them away from the back of her neck. 

“That's it,” I said. “Belly down and in against your thighs. Your thighs should be as vertical as possible. We're stretching that spine again.”

Her hair was kind of messy so I reached in and brushed it back from her face.

“Now shift your knees apart on the floor,” I said softly.

She grunted and obeyed.

“Wider. Stretch those ligaments,” I ordered firmly.

The view from behind her was quite obscene, which I'm sure she would know. She would be reassured that I was in front of her, but then again, there was a mirror on the wall behind her.

“How do you feel?”

She gulped, face flushed. “H-Hot!” she gasped.

I cocked my head to one side and she gasped and her face reddened. “I mean tired and sore and... and sweaty!” she gasped.

“Exercise will do that for you,” I said matter-of-factly.

I was freaking hot too!

I stood up, then leaned back sharply and threw my weight up and back. That put me on my hands upside down briefly. I threw my weight in the same direction, shoved hard with my arms to thrust myself up, and then yanked my legs back in to somersault in mid-air and land on my feet facing her.

Yes, I do a lot of yoga, and a lot of other exercises. I wasn't just saying I believe in a strong mind and a strong body. I believe it.

I bent forward and grasped her wrists firmly, then lifted up, raising her upper body off the floor, then up and back before pulling her onto her feet in front of me. I smiled.

“There, that wasn't so bad, was it?” I asked, tapping the bridge of her nose and most carefully not ogling that hot body.

“N-N-No,” she squeaked.

I put two fingers firmly against her lips, startling her.

“No, Ms. Gray,” I said sternly, removing my fingers.

“N-No, Ms. Gray!” she gulped, eyes wide.

I winked and moved away, then took a running jump, leapt up, grabbed one of the stainless steel bars which ran between two support bars, and swung up and around it, dropping to catch it with the backs of my knees, swinging upside down briefly, then lifting myself up and swinging down again, and making it seem effortless.

Yes, I was showing off for the hot chick. I admit it. Maybe there was more man in me than I like to admit.

“Okay, girl, get dressed,” I said. “I'll take you home. But you are definitely going to start exercising,” I said sternly.

She bobbed her head anxiously.

*

I drive a Lexus LFA. And yes, I was showing off a bit when I stepped on the accelerator and had her body pressed back into the cream colored leather seat. The car is a dream to drive, like flying on the ground. At least, when you can get any room to move, which isn't easy in New York. 

Even when you can't, though, the black interior is sumptuous and shuts the outside world out, leaving you, in the evening, in a dark cocoon with bright blue lights coming from the dash. There was no plastic to see here. It's all metal, leather and fabric. Was it more impressive than anything 'Mikey' could show her? I was betting it was.

Was I trying to seduce her away from her loser boyfriend? I guess, maybe in a way...

Miranda managed to seem both subdued and eager, eyes wide as she looked around, as she looked at me. I hoped I had impressed her. I wanted her thinking about me, especially when she was with him. I was betting the comparison would be quite flattering to me. I wanted her to compare me to herself, too. Maybe she could see what she could be with more confidence.

“Maybe next time I'll show you a few self-defense moves,” I said.

She blinked at me, her mouth opening.

“Every girl should know how to defend herself,” I said. “I got my first level black belt when I was fourteen.”

I turned and grinned at her. “And yes, it definitely helps with your confidence level.”

I dropped her off in front of an ugly looking brick building, accelerating fast as I took off. Could I have had her that night. Possibly, maybe even probably. But I didn't want her because I'd pressured her into it and surprised her. I wanted her thinking about it, and I wanted her to feel a sense of anticipation. 

She wasn't an idiot. She had to have sensed some sexual tension there. She knew I'd had sex with women. I could see it in her eyes during those poses, a mixture of alarm, embarrassment, uncertainty, anticipation and that sort of scary exposed feeling you often get when naked around others.

I hoped Mikey was sulky and in a bad mood when she got in. That would make the contrast between us even better.

And just what am I going to do with the child If I get her, I asked myself. She was too young for me, even if I wanted a girlfriend. Too young and too innocent in terms of life experience. But I wasn't looking for a girlfriend (or boyfriend) just then. So what was she? Sport? A plaything? An experiment?

A pet?

Maybe a bit of each. Certainly a relationship with her would be – unless she changed a lot – lacking drama and stress. She'd simply do whatever I told her to do, meekly, and for the most part,  happily. There was a certain level of attractiveness to that thought...

I'd played at submission and dominance stuff before, but just in brief games and role playing. I'd never tried it on a longer term basis. Then again, I'd never met someone as biddable as Miranda. That was why the term 'pet' had come to me. She was like a puppy, no, a bit older than a puppy, for puppies still had to go to obedience school to learn their manners.

Then again, I thought, it could be quite a bit of fun to put Miranda through obedience school...

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

 

 

She seemed a little more nervous around me, the  next day. More tense. But I didn't think the fear was of me, so much as making a mistake around me. Admittedly, that wasn't all that different from a lot of my employees. I mean, I did point out I'm not the nicest or most tolerant person. And unlike them, Miranda had the misfortune to have to spend a good deal of time in my presence and didn't have a lot of experience at her job.

But she was starting to get on my nerves, especially since she kept finding reasons to come into the office to ask me questions.  I finally decided to get rid of her for a bit. I went on the web site of my hairstylist, leafed through the different hairstyles they showed, then called them up and made an appointment for her.

“Miranda,” I called through the partially open door.

She hurried in, walking smoothly on those stilettos (how did she do that anyway?). “Do you have a pencil and paper?” I asked.

She halted abruptly, looking stricken.

“Did I not tell you before to always bring them in?” I asked to her departing back.

She hurried back in, face flushed, holding pad and pencil. I got up and came around the desk, and she licked her lips, eyes flitting up and down from me to the pad.

“Take down this address,” I said, crossing the floor.

I gave it to her and she read it back to me.

“Fine. Now go there. It's a hairstylist. You're going to get your hair done.”

She looked at me with wide eyes.

“You, as my personal assistant, are a reflection on me,” I said. “I've told you that before. “That ratty hair could be enormously improved with a little work.”

“Oh uhm, I normally cut it myself – .”

“Clearly. Go now. Be back when it's done.”

'But...”

“I'm paying for it. Take taxi chits.”

“But Ms. Gr – .”

“Go!” 

I slapped her bottom sharply and she gasped, and hurried out the door.

Such a lovely bottom, I thought, returning to my desk.

I got a couple of hours of uninterrupted work done before she peered through the door at me.

“Well, come in. Let's see.”

She came in, looking nervous but very pleased with herself. The difference in her hair was considerable. Eli, the man who did mine, had done more than a simple trim. He'd also styled it and added a mahogany tint which made it seem to glow. 

He must have used some kind of holding spray, as well, because the front of her hair, which had been untidy bangs across her forehead, was parted in the middle, flowing up and out and to the sides like the wings of a bird to spill down on either side of her face like silk curtains. It must narrow her side vision a bit, but the effect was lovely.

Woah!

“Very nice,” I said, doing my best not to sound too impressed.

“I really like it!” she said excitedly. “Eli said it makes me look like Nina Dobrev!”

I looked at her blankly and she made an exasperated sound. “The Vampire Diaries?!”

“Okay. Well, it definitely makes you look more sophisticated and businesslike,” I said.

She seemed pleased with that.

“He wouldn't say how much it costs,” she said.

“It's a business expense, so don't worry about it.”

She gave me a considering look. “Would sexy dresses be a business expense too?”

I snorted. “You want me to pay for your clothes? I think we can leave that to you for now. But we'll see.”

She grinned and shrugged. “Couldn’t hurt to ask.”

“Hmmm. It could hurt your butt if you don't get back to work.”

She grinned and departed, not seeming overly intimidated.

Buy her a dress, hmm? I turned back to the internet. I had just the dress in mind. A few keystrokes and it was on its way. Then I got back to work myself.

By noon I was at the table in the corner I use for meetings, going over a slew of charts when my stomach rumbled. I made a face, checked the clock, then halted a moment, considering. The table had four chairs. Two of them were stacked high with reports, so as to leave the table free. I felt a little sense of delight as I stood up, went to the bookshelf and pulled down half a dozen books, then set them on the third chair before calling Miranda in.

“Go downstairs and get me something to eat,” I ordered.

“What would you like, Ms. Gray?” she asked.

“Fish and chips should be fine.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

I raised my eyebrows and her face flushed as she swallowed.

I cocked my finger at her and she seemed to brace herself, then walked over to me, and when I made my finger circle, she turned around and bent forward, but I thought I saw a grin before she did, so I slapped her bottom more sharply than usual. She gasped and jerked a bit, but didn't move.

“Go.”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she called over her shoulder.

I turned back to my work, and when she got back, pushed it aside to clear the table in front of me. It was on a real plate, two actually, on a tray, with white wine in a large glass.

“They let you out of the cafeteria with these?”

'I said it was for you.”

I sniffed as she set down the tray, then lifted the plates and wine off and took the tray away.

“Bring me some serviettes, dear. You'll find some with the coffee machine,” I said.

“Yes, ma'am.”

She headed away and I looked after her. I thought that one was an accident, while I had suspected the one before she'd left might actually be on purpose. But I let it go. She brought the napkins back as I cut a piece of the haddock and popped it into my mouth. I gestured for her to wait.

“Have a seat,” I said.

She looked around and hesitated.

“Oh, just... kneel there,” I said, pointing absently at the floor next to my chair.

She knelt without complaint, the position drawing the skirt hem further up her thighs. She was wearing a little black dress which was tight all over, except for a cowl top which hung loosely. Kneeling where she was I could see the soft curve of her upper breasts, as well.

“How are you liking the job so far?” I asked.

“I like it a ton!” she said eagerly.

“Starting to feel you have a grasp of things?”

“Yes, ma'am!” She started and bit her lower lip as I frowned at her, but I didn't say anything more about it.

“Was your boyfriend upset last night, because you may have to work late again tonight.”

She shrugged. “He'll make do,” she said.

Damn right!

“I really liked your car,” she said.

“Most people really like a Lexus once they've been in one.”

“It sure beats taking the bus!”

“I imagine so. How does your body feel this morning?”

Her face flushed and she licked her lips. “Kind of sore,” she said. “I guess I need to exercise more often.”

“No,” I said. “You definitely need to exercise more often.”

She nodded her head.

“Had lunch?” 

“Not yet. I was away half the morning getting my hair done. Thank you for that.”

“You're welcome. What do you weigh? You don't want to neglect your lunch.”

“Mikey... Michael likes me thin,” she said.

I snorted. “You are thin, dear. Though you have nice breasts.”

She flushed again but not unhappily.

I picked up one of the fries and dropped it in front of her mouth.

“Open,” I said.

She blinked in surprise, then opened her mouth and I fed the fry in.

“Got you eating out of my hand now,” I said with a grin.

She laughed.

“Already got you fetching for me. Just had you groomed. Next thing you know I'll have to start bathing you, too,” I said with a grin.

She let out a little squeak of a laugh and her face flushed even more as her eyes widened.

I fed myself a fry, then cut another piece of fish.

“Have you learned the different responsibilities of the different department heads?” I asked, before taking the fish into my mouth.

She started reciting names and responsibilities, which sounded more like she'd memorized the org chart, but never mind. She still looked good kneeling there. I didn't really care what she actually said.

I fed her another fry when she was finished and she sucked in a breath of air before leaning forward and taking it carefully from my fingers.

“These are good fries,” she said.

“They are,” I replied, sliding another between her lovely lips.

“So you like vampires?”

“Well, I like the stories. I mean, the men are so... hot!”

“And so attentive to their ladies,” I added.

“I thought you hadn't seen it?”

“Don't need to have seen any of them to know the genre,” I replied.

I held out another fry, then pulled it back with a grin. I lowered it, and she grinned back and lowered her mouth, but then I raised it, and kept raising it, forcing her to rise up off her heels, to extend her body, until I let her take it from my fingers. Then she sank back down again, eating.

My insides were thrumming with interest as I watched her, and her face was too flushed for her not to be aware of the subtext here.

“Stick out your tongue,” I said when she'd finished.

She obediently did so.

“That's as far as you can get it?” I asked.

She managed to thrust it out a bit further, and I laid a french fry on it before she pulled it back into her mouth. Then I stuck out my tongue, and her eyes widened before I pulled it back again.

You can stretch your tongue through use, you know. It just takes persistence. And I am a very persistent person. I can lick my chin fairly easily.”

She gulped and nodded.

“I see you got your tongue pierced,” I said.

“Yeah, when I was nineteen.”

“That must have hurt.”

“Yeah!”

“Never figured out why a person would get that done,” I said innocently.

She pursed her lips and shrugged casually.

“I know your nipples are pierced,” I said. “I guess that was Michael's idea.”

She nodded her head.

“So do they?”

“Do they what?”

“Do they actually make your nipples more sensitive?”

She gulped. “I uhm, well.. it's hard to tell, but I think so.”

“No clit ring?”

“No way! I wouldn't get one of those no matter how much he wanted it! Imagine if they made a mistake!”

She was shifting her body rather continuously, and I had a fair idea of why. It was difficult to sit on your heels for any extended period of time. You are, after all, bending your feet fairly stiffly and putting a lot of weight to force them into an unnatural position.

“Take off your shoes. You'll be more comfortable,” I said.

She looked surprised, but rose and then bent and  reached back, giving me a lovely look down her top as she undid her right shoe. She slipped it off, then did the same to the other, and settled back onto her heels.

“Not like that,” I said. “Put the backs of your feet flat against the floor. Your feet will feel much better.”

“Yeah,” she said in relief as she shifted positions.

“Shift your knees a little wider for balance,” I said.

She shifted her knees wider, which might not have affected her balance much but definitely slid her skirt another couple of inches up her thighs.

“So your parents never thought of sending you to college?” I asked before taking another bite.

“Oh God no,” she laughed. “I sucked as a student. I barely got through high school. And I hated studying! No way I wanted to go to college even if they had the money.”

I held up a fry and she pushed her tongue out.

“No, open your mouth,” I said.

She obeyed.

“Wide as you can.”

I brought the fry closer, then tossed it into her open mouth. She snapped her jaw closed and ate it without any evident sense of discomfort.

A pet, I thought, what an interesting idea. I didn't have a dog or cat mainly because I'd have the responsibility for taking care of it. A human pet, on the other hand, could not only take care of itself, but would help take care of me.

I wondered is she cooked. Not that it mattered. She was bright enough to learn.

I had her open her mouth wide and tossed another chip in. Then I cut off a piece of haddock and held it in my fingers, sliding it right into her mouth, my fingers following. She seemed to stiffen and go a bit breathless, then closed her lips over my fingers as I slowly drew them out.

“If you were an animal,” I said, which would you rather be?”

“I don't know, maybe a bird,” she said.

“You want to eat worms?”

“Ick. I was just thinking of the flying part.”

I fed her another piece of fish, letting my fingers slide into her mouth again so she could suck it slowly from them.

We looked at each other, and I picked up a fry, then deliberately missed her open mouth. It bounced off her nose and down onto the floor.

“No using hands,” I said as she reached for it.

It was an instinctive order, but if she'd asked why I would have been hard pressed to find an excuse.

She blinked, then shifted onto hands and knees and lowered her head low, licking the fry off the floor and then sitting back on her heels, flushed.

Oh yeeesss.

“There are some advantages to being a dog or a house-cat,” I said. “Someone takes care of you. You don't have to worry about predators, or finding enough to eat, or sleeping out where someone can attack you. It's nice and warm in the winter, and you get to sleep on a nice soft couch or a doggy or cat bed.”

“Yeah, I guess,” she said.

“Less is expected of cats. But dogs are more loyal and affectionate.”

“I think I'd be a dog then,” she said. “I like to hug.”

“Dogs, unlike cats, are expected to be obedient,” I said. “They even make obedience schools for them.”

“I could pass easy,” she said with a grin.

I let her suck a fry out of my fingers, licking my fingers as she did so.

I took a sip of wine at last, then offered her a sip. She sipped from it, looking at me above the rim of the glass. I felt a growing sense of heat in my lower belly, and pulled the glass back gently, then 'accidentally' spilled a lot of it on her dress.

“Oh, I'm sorry!” I exclaimed as both of us stood up.

“It's okay,” she said. “It's only white wine.”

“White wine still stains, pet,” I said. “Take that off and I'll rinse it in my bathroom sink.

She hesitated, then reached behind her and unzipped the dress, then let it fall forward to bare a lacy purple half bra. She pushed it down over her hips, where it was tight, and then slid it down her legs and off, standing up, in matching thong, flushed again.

“I can do it!” she gulped.

“Nonsense. It was my fault,” I said, taking it from her and striding across the floor.

I stopped to lock the office door, then took it to the bathroom and ran the stained part  under the tap as she hesitantly followed. I wiped it with a cloth then hung it on an empty coat hanger from a hook inside the door.

“That should dry in practically no time,” I said. “Let's finish lunch.”

She stared at me helplessly, then at the dress, then followed me back to the table. I sat and motioned her down and she obeyed, sinking down on her knees again.

“That's a nice color for your skin, pet,” I said, indicating the lingerie.

“Tha-thank you, ma'am,” she gulped.

I frowned. “That's the third time you've called me ma'am, Miranda. I let the last two skate, but really, we must do something about your forgetfulness.”

“I'm sorry, ma'am!” she gulped, then flushed again.

I gave her a stern look, then stood up and walked to one of the bookshelf cabinets. I unlocked it, opened it, and took from it a thin, lightweight crop. I returned to where she knelt to see her eyes were wide and her face flushed.

“Stand up, dear,” I said.

She obeyed, trembling slightly. I indicated the table, where one of the chairs was pushed out about a foot.

“Across the chair, if you please, miss.”

She stared at the little crop and me, open mouthed, then turned and bent herself over the back of the chair. I moved behind her and slid my hand into the soft hair at the back of her neck, pushing down firmly.

“Flat against the table, Miss Prentice,” I said in a casual voice which definitely did not match what I was feeling.

I could see her chest rising and falling more heavily even from the back as my eyes slid down onto that lovely bottom. I liked the thong. It was a very narrow inverted triangle just at the apex of her buttocks. I laid the crop across those buttocks.

“What is my name?” I asked sternly.

“M-Miss Gray!” she gulped.

I drew the crop back and snapped it down sharply, and she gasped aloud.

“Try again,” I said more sternly.

“Ms. Gray!” she squeaked.

“And what did I instruct you not to call me?”

“Ma'am,” she gasped.

Crack! I snapped the crop down across her bottom a second time.

It was too thin and lightweight to do any real damage, but it would sting.

“So why then do you continue to call me, ma'am?” I asked.

Crack!

She gasped aloud. “I-I forget!” she gulped.

Crack!

I brought it down against her lovely bottom again, and she flinched.

“And how do you suppose I might persuade you to not forget?” I asked, letting the side of the thin shaft slide up and down against her upraised bottom.

“I-I don't know!”

Crack!

“I suppose I could make you do more pushups. That would at least help strengthen your arms,” I said, sliding it up and down along her flesh again.

Crack!

“I think I instructed you when you started that I was a firm believer in obedience, did I not?”

Crack!

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“And that failure would be... punished?”

Crack!

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

I felt my own pussy thrumming hotly, and my fingers practically trembled with the desire to run them along her soft skin. I resisted, but it wasn't easy!

“Do you know why young girls are spanked on their bare bottoms, Miranda?”

Crack!

“N-No, Ms. Gray!” she moaned, panting.

“Well, pain, of course, has always been considered an excellent teacher, an excellent reminder to the young.”

Crack!

The blows were light, but even so, her bottom was starting to turn pink now.

“But of course, there's the second part, the emotional part. It's a blow to the pride to be spanked or strapped on the bare bottom. So it's very strongly remembered.”

Crack!

“So perhaps for our purposes, just so you'll remember this better, you should pull your panties down to your thighs.”

I saw her body stiffen.

“Even though you're already wearing a thong,” I said, letting the crop slide up and down against her buttocks, “The psychological impact will be stronger if you pull it down.”

Crack!

“Do it, girl.”

She reached back with trembling fingers and slid the thin strings down her hips, then pushed them down over her buttocks, and down lower so her thong was bunched up just below them, just barely covering her naked sex.

Crack!

She gasped, and then I swung the tip of the crop vertically down to lightly hit the bunched up panties, knocking them lower, baring her sex entirely. They held for a moment, then slowly slid down her thighs, then down to her ankles.

“Much better emotional impact, I think,” I said, sliding the shaft of the crop up and down over her bottom as she stood bent over and trembling.

Crack! Crack!

“Do you think you'll remember my name, Miranda?”

“Y-yes, M-Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 

“I certainly hope so,” I said. “I wouldn't want to have to do this every morning.”

The tip of the crop had a small square leather flap. It was quite literally called the 'slapper'. It was about two inches long and wide. I let it slide down from her spine, lightly caressing her skin as it slid down between her buttocks, over her tiny wrinkled back opening, then down further, letting it glide down across her mons as far as her clitoris.

Her hips jerked but she didn't move.

“You do a nice job of shaving here, dear,” I said, letting the slapper slide back and forth against her. “I had mine lasered away myself. Which is nice since I don't have to shave my legs any more.”

I let the slapper slap very lightly against her there, looking up her body to see her face was buried against her arms as they lay before her.

“Spread your legs, dear,” I said.

She pulled a foot out of her panties, then jerked her legs apart, and I brought the slapper in against her thighs, slapping each lightly, as if bouncing it back and forth against them. Her legs moved further apart, though that meant she had to rise onto the balls of her feet. 

She had a very tight little opening. The lips were neatly tucked in, and it was a lovely color. I let the slapper move down and stroke against her clitoris, which looked wet and swollen. Her hips rolled instinctively up and back.

“If the bare bottom cropping fails to have its desired affect,” I said, rubbing her clitoris repeatedly, “It might be necessary to go to sterner measures, and see what might cause the proper change in behavior.”

I slapped her clitoris lightly and repeatedly and she gasped and gurgled, then I let the slapper rub against her and her hips rolled up and back again.

“There are a lot of ways to discipline young girls,” I said, “And I know them all.”

Her hips jerked up and I heard her moan softly.

And that was about where my control snapped. I was feeling almost arrogant with pride at the level of restraint I'd shown so far, but that soft moan of pleasure and the way her hips rolled up jarred me loose from my self-control.

I dropped the crop, and instead slid my hand in between her thighs. I pressed my thumb against her and it sank smoothly into the mouth of her sex, sliding in to the base as I brought three fingers up beneath her clitoris and began to rub it firmly and quickly.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried, her head jerking up off her arms, her hair flying.

But her hips began to jerk back frantically, and then she jammed her mouth down against her arm, her hips bucking wildly as I heard her muffled cries of pleasure.

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

 

 

The office is no place for sex, at least, not during business hours. I am a professional at heart, and my reputation is extremely important to me. Granted, you can get away with a lot behind closed doors, but I'm a busy woman and I can't put aside a lot of time without being interrupted. I wanted to enjoy myself with Miranda, and I knew I couldn't, that if I did anything it would be rushed.

Patience is a necessity in my line of work, and so I left her panting on the table and stepped back, reluctantly sliding my fingers out of her and off of her, and with considerable effort, fighting back the wild rush of animal hunger which had threatened to take control. I went and got her dress, and helped her pull it on.

“Now I suggest you get back to work, Miranda,” I said, steeling my voice. “And pay more attention to my orders.”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray,” she gasped, pushing herself upright and stepping back from the desk.

She promptly tripped on the panties still dangling  around her ankle and fell, but had enough athletic ability to twist around in mid-air and catch herself – mostly – on her hands and arms. 

I bent and snatched the panties off her ankles and examined them, then, smiling at her as she looked up at me, folded them and put them in my pocket.

“Go,” I said, motioning with my hand. “Shoo.”

She pulled herself to her feet, searched around for her shoes, grabbed them and scurried out of the room. 

I put the crop away and tried to get back to work, but that really wasn't easy. The girl was really turning me on. It wasn't just her looks or her body. It was that deliciously innocent attitude, that seeming openness to whatever I wanted her to do. That was powerfully attractive to someone like me. 

I wondered if maybe I should offer her a different job, as my housekeeper, say, or perhaps housekeeper slash maid, slash personal assistant. 

I could even offer her room and board. I was willing to bet living in my Brooklyn brownstone would be a far more attractive prospect than living where she was now.  I'd bought the place because it was reasonably handy to work, and was a good investment, but it was really too big for one person. I had a maid service come in to clean it, but perhaps I could put Miranda to work there instead.

What wouldn't the girl do for me? I would try to find out tonight, because she was damned sure going to be working late this evening!

I'd have to arrange for dinner for us both. She could eat on her knees again. It would put her in the proper mind, reinforce the difference in status between us. Not that she seemed likely to challenge that any time soon.

As much as I tried to work, though, my mind kept flitting back to Miranda, and what I wanted to do with her and to her. I was still in seduction mode, even if it might seem like she had already surrendered. That meant I wanted to blow her little mind. I wondered if she enjoyed the sex with her boyfriend. A lot of women didn't, particularly if their boyfriend or husband was a clod.

I wanted to make sure she enjoyed it with me. And I thought Miranda was, for the most part, straight. I would be the male, then, or what she expected from a man, all except for the getting soft after two minutes part anyway. 

Unfortunately, while I had some 'toys' at home. The crop was the only thing I had at work, and it was really just part of a joke I had played on one of my department heads months back. Fortunately, working in midtown Manhattan meant virtually anything imaginable was within a few blocks of me.

And I didn't have to ask anyone's permission to go shopping.

I gave up the work. I wasn't getting anywhere. My mind and heart – and hormones – weren't in it.  I got up and went out into the outer office, where Miranda turned around in her chair with wide eyes.

“I have a meeting. I'll be gone about an hour,” I said.

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” she said carefully. “Where should I say you've gone if anyone asks?”

“Meeting with James Sullivan. You know my number if you need me. And... you might let your boyfriend know you'll be working late again this evening,” I said with a perfectly straight face.

She flushed and swallowed. “Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!”

I walked past her, took the elevator downstairs and walked a block to the subway. Ten minutes later I was on Lexington, and five minutes after that I was perusing some interesting toys in a shop I was familiar with. 

To be perfectly honest I  had always considered strap-ons to be kind of goofy. I could work a dildo into myself, or into a woman, with my hand perfectly easily, thanks. But I wanted to establish in Miranda's mind that I was the 'guy' because that would work well with her subconscious and her history of being told what to do by men.

At the same time I was most certainly not a man nor did I want to act like one. I didn't need a big fake cock to pleasure her. I had perfectly adequate resources for that without resorting to toys.

Fucking her mind, on the other hand, was something else. There was nothing like a good mind-fuck to turn a girl on to all sorts of possibilities. And there were a lot of useful tools there for that.

There was a lot of bondage stuff for sale, much of it, to be honest, patently ridiculous. Then again, that was probably the stuff aimed at men. But there were others which I might find useful. And the beauty of my economic circumstances was that the cost of it all was negligible to me. 

I spent twenty minutes there. I'm not a person who has difficulty making up her mind, after all. Then it was back on the subway to work. I had brought my briefcase (empty) and so Miranda thought nothing odd about my returning with it and placing it next to my desk. If she suspected I'd been out shopping with her in mind it didn't show.

And I thought it would have. She was a fairly guileless person. No wonder people took advantage of her.

The thought made me feel a bit guilty. Wasn't that what I was intending to do? And yet, I at least intended to improve her lot in life, not simply use her and abandon her.  I wasn't just lusting after her body. I had an interest in HER.

And Miranda, I thought, had more than a little interest in me, too. She kept finding reasons to come in and see me, to tell me thing she could have simply sent on by email or to ask questions I was fairly sure she knew the answers to.

“Yes?” I asked, looking up at another intrusion.

“Uhm, I just wondered, do you know what hours the mail room has, ma'am?”

I raised my eyebrows and gave her a deliberate look. She looked back innocently.

“You can call them and ask,” I said.

“Oh, well, I just thought you might know.”

I got up and walked around the desk and she looked anxious suddenly. I stopped in front of her, inside her space.

“I don't,” I said.

She gulped and licked her lips. 

“Sorry. I mean, uhm, sorry.. ma'am.”

I moved closer. Since I was already in her space she moved instinctively backward, and then back further until she yelped as she backed into the half open door and it closed behind her. I reached for her and her hands came up instinctively. I grabbed them and raised them up and back, shoving them against the door above her head and crossing her wrists, then pinning them there with one hand.

Her eyes had gotten much bigger as she stared at me, and I just looked down at her, not speaking as she licked her lips nervously again.

“Did you call me ma'am on purpose, Miranda?”

“N-No, Ma'am! I mean, no Ms. Gray!” she exclaimed.

“Because I'm fairly certain I've explained to you how determined I am that my orders be obeyed,” I said, sliding my free hand up and down her side from ribs to hip. 

“I-I'm sorry, ma'am!”

I looked at her.

“I mean Ms. Gray!” she said in a small voice.

Her chest was rising and falling quite quickly and in a very attractive way. And it was tempting me to do all sorts of things I knew I should leave until most of the staff had gone home.

But there are limits to even my patience.

My hand glided down her thigh and up under her short skirt, my wrist forcing the material higher as my fingers sought and found her warm sex. She sucked in her breath and then moaned as I traced the line of her sex, then caught her clitoris between my thumb and forefinger.

“You're being a bad girl, Miranda,” I said softly. “And on purpose, I think.”

“I-I-I'm not!” she squeaked.

I pulled my hand away, reaching up and grasping her hair instead, jerking her head back hard enough it hit the door with a thump, then I leaned in and crushed her lips with mine. Her eyes widened still further, but she made no attempt to free herself as my tongue slid along her lower lip then darted in to brush her own.

She moaned again, into my mouth, and her body softened, her lips melting against mine. She didn't quite... actively kiss back. It was more that she simply let my mouth and tongue and lips have their way with her. I pressed my body into hers. I could actually feel her chest fluttering against mine as I drove my tongue deeper into her mouth, twisting my fingers in her hair in ways which brought small gasps and moans of pain.

I was not being gentle.

At the same time I was once again berating myself for giving in to my impulses. The little slut had aroused me beyond endurance, but I wanted to enjoy her at leisure, not in a rushed fashion which was likely to be interrupted by visits or phone calls.

“I think you're being a bad girl, Miranda,” I said, drawing my lips back.

She stared at me, panting, and I let go of her hair, my hand sliding down her body, over her breasts, down her taut belly and in between her legs, then up under her skirt once more. She let out a small cry as my fingers found her clit, and then I let go of her wrists and seized her hair again, jerking her head back as I leaned in to chew, lick and bite my way along the nape of her neck.

Her hands stayed where they were, crossed, against the door, above her head.

Her hips started to move, though, rolling and grinding against my fingers as she moaned softly. I looked up from her throat to find her eyes closed, and felt a driving need to tear her clothes off – and mine, and do her here and now!

But I resisted! Somehow!

But on the other hand, if I was going to have to be frustrated and wait, so was she! In spades!

I let her go, then grabbed her by the hair behind her head.

“Come here, you,” I growled, turning and pulling her forward.

She stumbled to her knees with a gasp. That was fine. I yanked forward and down and she fell to all fours, then had little choice but to crawl along as I held a chunk of her long hair in my hand and led her across the floor towards my desk – and briefcase.

I let her go, then raised my leg and put my foot on her back, forcing her down onto her elbows.

“Stay,” I growled.

I picked up the briefcase and opened it, then found what I wanted: a brown wooden box. I flipped it open and took out three round metal balls about half again as big as golf balls. They were hollow, and made of incredibly lightweight material, but each had two smaller, heavier metal weights inside.

“Raise your bottom and spread your legs,” I ordered sternly.

Moaning, Miranda obeyed, and the action pulled the short skirt up over her buttocks. I bent over her with the balls in hand. They were all attached together by a slim cord, and I let two drop, holding the third and pressing it against the swollen lips of her sex. She was already warm and wet, but groaned as I slowly pushed the ball into her, stretching her wide.

The ball slid in, and the mouth of her sex closed behind it. I pressed the other in, then the last, leaving only the small cord at the end protruding.

“These are a little toy I found,” I said. “They're sort of like benwa balls but bigger, and better engineered.”

I reached down and filled my hand with her hair, then yanked her up and back upright on her knees. She stared at me, gasping, eyes wide.

“You are going to wear them until I say otherwise. You will not remove them, and you will not touch yourself without my permission. Is that clear?” I demanded firmly.

“Y-Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

I pulled her to her feet, slapped her ass, and sent her stumbling back to the door.

“Get back to work,” I growled.

There was no way I was going to get much done, but I was going to resist, and so was she, the little slut.

I insisted on leaving the inner door open after her so I could keep an eye on her. All I did at my desk was surf the internet, mind you, scanning the news as I considered what I was going to do the girl that night.

Slut. It's a powerful word, I've found. Very few women wouldn't be indignant at being called a slut. On the other hand, you can own the word. You can take a kind of pride in it, depending on how it's used. If her boyfriend and father were the sort of guys I had run into in the past I was willing to bet it had been cast her way on any number of occasions – as an insult.

I had little knowledge about her sexual history. Maybe she actually was a slut. Either way there was a sense of freedom in owning such a word. At the same time, it could lock your mind into the sort of mentality which not only owned the word but reveled in the very idea of being a slut. That was mostly for 'good girls', though.

I would find out how 'good' Miranda was that evening.

She was squirming in her seat, and one of her hands was missing from the keyboard.

“I don't want to see those hands dropping below the level of the keyboard,” I called.

She started guiltily and turned around, then turned back to her screen, both hands now up on the keyboard.

I, meanwhile, did my best to give her the impression I was aloof and uncaring, and that anything sexual was the furthest thing from my mind. Which was complete bullshit, of course, but keeping up appearances was important in any context.

Maybe that was one of the reliefs of embracing the term 'slut'. You didn't have to maintain any appearances. You just had to be do and act however you pleased. I could see the attraction, there, since I'd had to do the opposite all my life.

Even during sex  you were always aware of what your partner thought of you, of what doing this or that thing might do to their respect for you or how sexy or hot they might think you were. Being able to give all that up and just slide, well, it wasn't me, but once again I could see how that would be a huge relief to some.

Miranda had only been working for me a few days but I was already getting the sense that while she let people push her around it wasn't necessarily because she was frightened or fearful. I think that something within her sought direction, a framework, rules. If she let someone else make her decisions, then she had that framework, provided the rules were clear enough.

I liked rules, myself, provided I was the one who got to make them.

Was that a match made in heaven, or what?

I spent some time reading and deleting emails, while keeping an eye on Miranda. She was squirming around in her chair again, maybe too much. That could be seen as trying to get around my 'rules', after all.

That would definitely require punishment.

I glanced at the time entirely too often, making it crawl by. I finally decided, once it was late enough and I thought the likelihood of talk was minimal enough, to change my plans completely. Instead of keeping Miranda late I was going to leave early, head home, and take her with me.

She was my personal assistant, after all. It would make complete sense for her to accompany on an a late afternoon  meeting to take notes and whatnot. Besides, I was showing her the ropes, right? Although in this case that might be more literal than figurative.

I picked up my briefcase, then headed to the outer office. She spun around in her chair anxiously as I stepped through the door.

“Do you know what a personal assistant does, Miranda?” I asked.

“Uhm, personally... assists people?” she asked.

“Basically, being a personal assistant is being someone's bitch. Do you understand the context?”

She nodded her head rapidly.

“So in a real sense, you're my bitch, aren't you, Miranda?”

She gulped. “Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“Say it.”

“Uh, I'm your bitch.”

“Very good. And what does that mean you do?”

She shrugged helplessly.

“Whatever I tell you to do.”

She bobbed her head again.

“Follow me,” I said, going to the outer door and opening it.

She scrambled out from behind her desk and hurried after me.

“Turn out the lights,” I said.

Her eyes widened, but she did it and followed me. As we walked to the elevator I handed her the briefcase. 

“Here. Why should I have to carry it? I'm the boss. You're the personal assistant, right?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” she said.

The elevator arrived and we got in.  I pressed the button for the garage and the doors closed. As we rode down I turned casually to her, then reached for the hem of her skirt and raised it up almost to her belly button. 

She yelped and snatched it back down and I gave her a significant look, a stern look. She dropped her hand and I pulled her skirt up again.

“Things seem to be staying in place, properly,” I said. “Nothing threatening to fall out?”

“N-N-No!” she gulped anxiously.

“That's good.” 

I casually tugged the skirt back down to cover her.

We walked through the quiet garage to the car. I got in the drivers side, then let her in the passenger side. She seemed tense and her eyes kept rolling over towards me as I pulled out of the garage and headed for home.

“Wh-where are we going?”

“Does it matter? You go wherever I say you should go, and then do whatever I say you should do, correct? That is the nature of a personal assistant... of being my bitch.”

She didn't have an answer to that, and I put on some soft jazz while I navigated the busy traffic.

“So tell me, Miranda dear, when did you lose your virginity?” I asked.

She started, and she stared at me a moment. 

“Uhm, when I was fifteen,” she said.

“Was it a pleasant experience?”

“Not especially. I don't think he really knew what he was doing. He was really happy, though.”

“A teenage boy happy at having sex with a blonde hotty? I'm shocked. I'm guessing you didn't come.”

She blushed and shook her head. “No.”

“Who was the first guy to make you come?”

“You mean like, an orgasm?”

I looked at her in surprise. “Is there some other, lesser standard for coming?”

“Well, I mean, I like having sex with guys, and it's fun and it feels good, even if I don't, you know, orgasm. I mean, I like guys.”

“I like guys too, but if we're talking guys in bed they better be attentive to my needs and not just theirs. I have a high standard where that's concerned. And you're dodging the question. Who first gave you an orgasm while you were having sex?”

She shrugged helplessly and I looked at her again.

“I don't know,” she said, clearly dodging the question.

“Is your boyfriend good with his tongue?”

Her face flushed again and she shrugged and didn't answer.

I looked at her again. 

“Do me a favor, Miranda dear. Lift your skirt up around your hips,” I said.

She gasped and turned to stare at me. “Why!?”

“Because I told you to,” I said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

She gulped and looked around, then down, then, face reddening further, she pulled the hem up, tugging it out from under her buttocks and drawing it up around her hips.

“Spread your legs wide.”

She obeyed, staring out the window at the pedestrians on the nearby sidewalk.

“Take your middle fingers of your right hand and put them into your mouth.”

She stared at me again, mouth open, then stared at her hand a moment but raised it to her mouth.

“Slide them into your mouth, dear, all the way to the knuckles.”

She did so, and didn't gag, which was interesting.

“Get them nice and slick for me.”

She sucked in a breath of air, but obeyed.

“Now I want you to take your hand and put it between your legs, and rub your clit with those fingers.”

She flinched, eyes widening, face darkening, then drew her hand out slowly, lowered it between her legs, and brought her middle fingers in against her clit. Her fingers seemed to be trembling a bit.

“Go ahead,” I said.

Her fingers started to slide up and down, slowly at first, then much faster, then shifted to a side to side movement as her chest rose and fell more rapidly. I kept an eye on the road, and an eye on Miranda, and when her hips started to buck upward  reached down and grasped her wrist,  jerking her hand  away.

“That's enough for now,” I said.

Her breathing was already ragged, and she stared at me, open mouthed, then snapped her lips closed.

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

 

 

The bridge was clear and I made good time across to Brooklyn. Miranda seemed rather tense most of the trip, though her breathing steadied. 

“Have you ever had anal sex?” I asked.

She blinked, then nodded.

“Ever been tied up?”

She flushed and nodded again.

“Did you enjoy either of them?”

“Well... kind of... sometimes,” she said, sounding hesitant and a little embarrassed.

“I'm guessing, just from what you've said of him, that Mikey likes facials.”

Her face darkened even more. She didn't answer, didn't have to.

“A lot of guys get their cue about what sex is about through watching porn videos,” I said. “I've had to correct a number of them. I think every woman they slept with afterward ought to pay me a royalty for making their lives more pleasurable.”

“I guess no guy would ever try to uhm, come in your...”

She didn't complete the sentence as I gave her a scornful look which closed her mouth. She was silent for a minute, then turned to look at me.

“I'm surprised guys aren't too afraid of you to... you know.”

“Define 'guy'.”

She frowned in confusion.

I pointed at a boy of maybe twelve on the sidewalk as we drove past.

“See that little boy there? He's a guy.”

“I meant men.”

“Ahh, define that term now.”

She frowned again.

“Do you know what a lady is, as opposed to a woman?”

“Uhm, yeah, I guess.”

“There aren't similar words for the male gender. The only one I know of, which is more than a little old fashioned, is gentleman, as opposed to simply man. But that's not  really accurate either. It's not fine clothes and manners that make a man a, well, man. One of the hottest guys I ever dated never wore a suit. But he was all man.”

She shrugged, evidently not really understanding me.

“Suffice to say that if a man is likely to be afraid of me he's not a man I would want to date anyway.”

I pulled onto my street.

“Pull your skirt down, you nasty little tramp. We're on my street now.”

She gulped and jerked her skirt down as I pulled over to the curb.

“Don't forget my briefcase,” I said, getting out.

She climbed hesitantly out of the passenger side door, staring around her.

“This is where you live?”

“Yup.”

She stared up at the building as we climbed the stairs. It was a typical mid nineteenth century brownstone, with bay windows on the three upper floors. I let us in and her head craned around her as she stared at the mahogany wainscoting and beautiful staircase.

“Wow,” she said. 

The wood paneling and wainscoting continued in the main living room, with a gorgeous original marble fireplace in the center of the living room. The ceiling on this floor was fourteen feet high. Though on the upper floors it was only twelve.

The front room was decorated in a modern style, the fabric on the high backed sofa and chairs a soft, off-white tweed. The rug was blue, matching the color of the small  pillows scattered about the chairs and sofa. The furniture was generally mahogany, gleaming and dark. This was where I entertained, and I wanted it to be comfortable, yet impressive to visitors.

Past it was a ten seat dining room table, done in classic style, and past that a very modern kitchen.

I led her up the staircase. The second floor had a narrow hall with a red strip of rug running along it. My den was in front, with another fireplace, this one of wood, more wainscoting, bookshelves, and a large, double pedestal, Edwardian desk before the bay windows.

I took the briefcase from her and set it on the desk.

“Take off your dress,” I said without preliminaries.

She started, her eyes widening, and she stared at me anxiously.

“Now,” I said, folding my arms across my chest.

She nervously reached back and unzipped, then pulled the dress over her shoulders, blushing as she did so. She slid it down over her hips and stepped out of it, and held it awkwardly.

I took it from her and nodded for her to remove her bra.”

She reached back and did so, still blushing, her eyes low.

I took it from her.

“Shoes.”

She slipped off her shoes, then folded her arms nervously across her chest.

“Go and kneel in the corner there,” I ordered, pointing.

She stared at me, sucked in a breath of air, then padded over to the corner and hesitantly knelt down.

“Face to the corner, fingers interlaced behind your neck,” I ordered.

She obeyed and I felt a thrum of heat between my legs. I left the room and went upstairs to the top floor, which had my bedroom in it, along with the guest bedroom. I stripped, then paused consideringly in my closet before opening one of the lingerie drawers and taking out a floor length black lace and satin gown and donning it.

It had spaghetti straps over the shoulders, a lot of cleavage, and a slit up the side, and looked both classy and sexy without becoming slutty. 

Miranda was the slut, after all.

I put on a pair of leather slippers and padded downstairs again, finding her still with her face against the wall. She turned her head towards me, eyes still wide.

“Face the corner,” I ordered.

She jerked her head around and I opened the briefcase, taking the riding crop from it and walking over behind her. I bent a bit and then sent the crop down across her bare back.

She had a lovely back.

She yelped and her arms jerked back.

“Back straight,” I said. “Chest out, shoulders back.”

I put my hand in between her shoulder blades and pushed.

“Press those lovely breasts against the wall, girl,” I said.

She squirmed in closer, her forehead literally touching the corner, and I stepped back a ways, then sat down, watching her.

“Now what should I do with you,” I said aloud. “There are so many possibilities.”

I crossed my legs and sat back.

“Stand up.”

She stood up, groaning in relief, rubbing her knees.

“I didn't say to turn around, girl,” I barked as she turned towards me. “Nor did I say to drop your arms.”

She stood in the corner, facing it now, hands behind her head once more.

“Knees sore?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” I corrected.

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” she said.

“Come here.”

She turned hesitantly, then dropped her arms and walked over in front of me, standing awkwardly, self-conscious in her nudity.

“Kneel.”

She flushed, then knelt. Though at least it was on the soft carpet now.

“Get down on your hands and knees.”

She obeyed and I examined her, then stood up and walked to the doorway.

“Follow me,” I said, turning my head at once. “on your hands and knees,” I said quickly as she started to rise.

She stared at me, gaped at me, really, then flushed and crawled forward. I walked to the stairs and she followed, then up them to the second floor, then up higher, to the top floor. I led her into my bedroom, and she stared up and around her with wide eyes, then followed me into the walk-in closet.

My walk in closet is a decent size, about eight by ten feet, with oak shelves and cabinets. On one wall is a full sized mirror seven feet high and four feet wide.

“Stand up, face the mirror, hands behind your neck,” I said.

She stood up, blinking, drawing her hands behind her neck.

I took the opportunity to snap the crop down across her bottom.

“Arch your back, dear. Push those lovely breasts out,” I said.

I stood behind her and ran the crop over her butt, then up her back before reaching to the side and sliding it around her hips. I let the little hand glide up across one breast and lightly slap her nipple, then slide back down to rub lightly against her clitoris.

“What do you see in that mirror, girl?” I asked softly.

“I-I... me?” she gulped.

I snapped the crop down across her bottom and she gasped.

“Ms. Gray,” I said.

“Me, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

“And what do you think of yourself?” I asked, letting the soft flap of the crop slide up and down her spine. “Do you think you're beautiful?”

“No. I mean, no, Ms. Gray.”

“Really? I had thought you were smarter than that. It's rather clear to me you're beautiful, Miranda. How can it not be clear to you? Are you lying to me?”

I drew the crop around in front of her again and let the tip slap lightly against her left breast.

“You have deliciously full round breasts, and lovely pink nipples.” 

I traced the crop downward, then let my other hand slide around her ribs and over her breast. She gasped, and her body jerked a bit, but she kept her hands where they were as my fingers stroked her soft skin.

“You have a flat belly. Granted, that's because of youth rather than work, but you're going to start working at it so you have more tone here.”

I slapped the crop lightly against her abdomen.

“You have lovely rounded hips, and a very pretty little pussy.”

She flushed as I ran the crop up and down the line of her sex.

“And of course, this lovely ass,” I said, stepping back and bringing the shaft down stingingly across it.

She gasped and half rose on the balls of her feet before settling back.

I put the crop on the cabinet next to me and slid my fingers into her hair.

“Your hair is lovely, and soft and silky.”

I gathered it together and then pulled slowly back, forcing her head up and back further and further, which forced her back to arch. My hand slid around her and caressed her breasts again, fingering her stiff pink nipples.

I let myself slide right in against her back, pressing my breasts against her with only the thin gown between it and her warm flesh, then lightly tongued the nape of her neck.

“You have soft skin,” I said, “And a lovely face with those delightful big brown eyes. Why would you not think you were a beautiful, sexy girl?”

She had no answer to that as I let my hand wander down her taut body and in between her legs again. Her breath fluttered as I fingered her there, as I caught her swollen clitoris between my two fingers and ground it gently between them.

“This looks like a very excellent body,” I said in a soft, slightly husky voice, “A body meant to bring pleasure to others – lots of others.”

I eased my hands back and released her hair as her chest showed she was breathing more rapidly.

Crack! I brought the crop down across her pert bottom.

“Shoulders back, chest out,” I said.

She stiffened obediently.

“Don't move,” I said.

I left the closet and went downstairs to the den where I'd left the briefcase, then got out a few things, including the collar and restraints, walking back upstairs to find her as I'd left her. I would have been surprised if I hadn't.

I put them down on a cabinet, picked up the collar and moved up behind her again, then opened the collar and slid it around her throat. Her eyes widened and she stiffened for a moment, but she didn't resist as I brought I around her neck, moving her fingers back as I drew it firmly closed and buckled it.

“Now how does that look?” I whispered just behind her ear.

Her eyes were very large as she stared at herself.

“Come here,” I ordered, taking her arm and pulling her aside.

I pushed her into a chair and handed her a pair of black stockings. They were fishnets, of course. She looked at them, gulped, then drew the first slowly up her leg. And up. She sucked in a breath as she pulled them higher, then blinked, and pulled on the other leg. She had to raise her legs up high to draw the lacy tops up as high as they wanted, which was to the very bottom of her buttocks.

“Give me your ankle,” I said.

She raised her right foot high and I gripped it and raised it higher,then slipped the black leather restraint around her ankle and buckled it tightly. She didn't have to be told to present her other foot, and I added the other restraint before pulling her to her feet and taking her hands, leading them out in front of her. When I let go they stayed in place as I buckled the restraints around them.

They weren't anything fancy, just typical black leather with a little padding on the inside and studs and ring on the outside. They were almost a cliché, really, but that would appeal to her, for it was a cliché she would have seen, at least, in pictures.

I took her arm and gently turned her around to face herself again, staring at her image even as I drew her wrists back behind her back and clipped the restraints together. I turned her sideways to the mirror, and she stared at herself, wide-eyed.

I picked up the final piece, the leash, and snapped it to the ring set in the front of the collar as she watched.

“What do you think of this sexy slave girl, Miranda?” I asked, combing fingers through her hair, then reaching down to run a finger along her sex. She gasped as I pushed my finger into her, feeling the round metal balls within. I drew my finger back and immediately brought it to her mouth and slid it through her startled lips.

“How wet you are, little girl,” I said in a purr.

I stepped back and tugged on the leash, forcing her around, and walked out of the closet, with her following obediently and breathlessly behind.

I led her back down the stairs to the first floor and had her kneel facing the sofa as I sat. We regarded each other, with me being as calm as I could, or at least, projecting as much calm as I could, and her, well. She projected a lot less calm. Her face and upper chest were flushed, her eyes were rolling and darting, and she was licking her lips and chewing her lower lip.

“Back straight,” I said, “knees well apart.”

She stiffened, and obeyed.

“Head back. “Hmm, I think we want to do something about those nipples,” I said, examining them.

I leaned in and squeezed one stiff nipple, then caught the stud and unscrewed the ball at one end and gently drew the stud out of her nipple.  I set it aside and did the same to her other breast, then caught her nipples between thumbs and forefingers and rolled them idly.

“Lovely nipples,” I said. “Very pretty nipples. Spread your knees wider, dear.”

“I-I can't!” she gulped.

I gave her a steely look and she shifted her knees wider.

“We'll have to teach you some exercises which limber you up,” I said. “After all, you want to spread your legs as wide as possible, don't you?”

Her face reddened still further.

I got up and went upstairs, collected a few more things from the briefcase and returned. When I sat down in front of her again I had a pair of stainless steel rings in my hands. They were a slightly thicker gauge than her studs, but they would do nicely. I gripped one nipple and stretched it a bit, then fed the open end of one of the rings through it.

These were segment rings, rather than the normal ones with a ball closure. I fed the ring through her nipple, stretching the ring, then letting the prongs on one side fit into the other to close it neatly. It made for a perfect round ring now, with no ball. I slid the second ring into her other nipple, with her only gasping twice.

“There,” I said.

The rings were larger than normal, probably about the size of quarters on her breasts, dangling down in a way I couldn't resist. I slipped a finger into each and tugged them up and out, stretching out her nipples enough she leaned forward with a moan.

I let them go and sat back for a bit to admire the view.

“Do you know how to make a drink?” I asked.

“Wh-what kind of a drink?” she asked.

“Do you know much about wine?

“Not really,” she said.

 “Turn around, now put your forehead against the floor.”

She did so and I snapped the crop across her bottom, then did it again.

“You forgot to say Ms. Gray,” I reminded her.

I reached down and undid the ring holding her wrists together behind her back, then locked them together in front of her.

“Stand up, and go to the  bar there in the corner. Find a bottle of red wine. It's called Chateau La Dominique.”

She got up and padded across the rug, then the hardwood floor to the bar, going behind it to examine the bottles. She lifted one up and showed it to me.

“Find the wine glasses up above. No, those are champagne glasses. Yes, that one. Pour so it's half full, then come back to me.”

She obeyed and held it out to me, but I shook my head with a small smile.

“Not like that. “Kneel, slave girl.”

Her eyes and mouth both widened at the term, then she seemed to catch her breath as she dropped to her knees.

“Knees wide. Always keep your legs wide, slave girl,” I said.

She obeyed.

“Now bow your head, and reach up with both hands holding the glass, offering it to me.”

She followed instructions uncertainly, and I looked at her there, bowed, naked, with the collar and restraints on her, and thought she looked like an incredibly erotic vision of sex and submission!

I took the wine from her and she looked up, dropping her hands.

“Back straight, hands behind your head,” I said.

She shifted obediently and I sat back and took a sip from the wine as she stared up at me, looking now both anxious and excited.

“Slide the fingers of your right hand into your mouth, then bring them down between your legs, slave girl,” I said softly.

Gulping, she obeyed, already rubbing lightly against her clit.

“Masturbate while I watch you, slave girl,” I said.

She jerked as if struck, the word having the desired effect, and her face flushed more deeply, but she kept rubbing her clitoris as I watched. I watched the flush spreading down her neck and chest and her fingers move more and more rapidly as her hips began to spasm and her chest fluttered.

“Stop!” I barked.

She started, jerking her head up and me.

“Hands behind your neck, slave girl,” I ordered.

Moaning softly, she obeyed.

I picked up the crop and slapped it lightly against her nipples, lightly, but enough to sting.

“Elbows back, slave girl,” I said firmly.

She jerked her elbows back further and I got up and moved behind her, then locked the rings of her wrist restraints into the bigger one on the back of the collar. I picked up the leash attached to the front ring of the collar and tugged, bringing her to her feet, leading her back upstairs.

The den would be best, I thought, given our business relationship.

I led her into the den and stopped her in middle of the floor under the chandelier. In front of her was that fabulous Edwardian desk, to her left were the bookcases.

“On your knees, girl,” I ordered, removing the leash.

She knelt.

“I want your chin on the rug now,” I said.

I made no attempt to unlock her wrists, so she awkwardly bent forward and then grunted as her breasts pillowed out against the floor. She slid forward but I stepped on her back to hold her.

“No, keep your belly tucked in against your thighs,” I said. “I want your legs straight up to raise your bottom high. That's a good girl. Face forward.”

I stepped back, then peeled up the satin gown. I was nude beneath, and my own body was more than slightly flushed with the hunger I was feeling and the thrumming heat between my legs. 

I knelt behind her and picked up the crop, steadying myself, not wanting my voice to sound shaky. I knelt slowly, then brought the crop snapping down across her bottom with a thin hiss and then a light, sharp  Crack!

“Such a bad girl,” I said.

Crack!

She gasped and jerked.

“Such a naughty girl.”

Crack!

Miranda moaned and squirmed before me.

“Clearly any girl who kneels like that wants something badly.”

Crack!

I reached down and slid my fingers into her slowly, caressing one of the balls there, then gripped the thin cord and pulled – slowly. I watched as the ball pushed against her from within, as her swollen lip slowly pushed outward, spreading wider and wider until the ball popped through.

I picked up the crop again, sliding it down, letting the thin leather slapper on the tip rub against her clitoris as I continued to pull. Miranda moaned and trembled as I pulled further, and the second ball slowly came into view and popped out. 

Her hips were grinding more and more frantically as I began to lightly but quickly slap the little leather against her clitoris, still pulling on the cord. The third one pushed forward, the lips of her sex slowly pushing out and widening, and then I began to rapidly rub the pad against her clit.

She came, crying out, hips bucking violently, twisting and writhing on the floor as I ever so slowly drew the fat little ball out. When it dropped free I thrust three fingers into her in its place, pumping them in and out as I continued to rub her clitoris and her hips continued to jerk and bounce.

“Slutty girl,” I purred, as she gave a heaving sob of dazed pleasure.

She went somewhat limp, save for the occasional spasming of her hips, and I pulled my fingers free, then lowered the crop. I let my hands caress her buttocks, sliding down her hips and along her smooth, flat back, then back again, lightly caressing her clitoris, then dipping inside her once more.

“Such a bad girl,” I cooed, leaning far over her, pressing my naked hips into her backside now so she could feel my skin against hers. I let my body down atop her, pressing my bare breasts into her back, combing back her hair so I could lick and kiss my way along the side of her cheek as she moaned helplessly.

“Clearly you need guidance, little slave girl,” I whispered, chewing lightly on her earlobe.

“Are you a naughty girl, Miranda?” I asked softly.

“Yesss,” she groaned.

“You want me to fuck you, don't you, you little slut?” I growled.

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

I bit her earlobe and she gasped in pain.

“Ms. Gray,” I said.

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

“Are you my bitch, Miranda?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gulped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, Ms. Gray!”

“Are you my slut, Miranda?”

She moaned softly. “I'm your slut, Ms. Gray!”

“Beg me to fuck you, little slave girl.”

“P-Please fuck me, Ms. Gray!” she moaned.

I mashed my breasts into the soft skin of her back, loving the feel of her body pressed against mine, grinding my bare hips against her upraised buttocks. Then I pushed myself up and back and picked up the strap-on.

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

 

 

It was a new design, one different than I was familiar with. The dildo was L-shaped with two heads. One part slid deep into my own body, leaving the other thrust out before me. Of course, a strap went up to just below my belly button, joining another which went around my hips to tighten the thing against me. A second strap was attached to the base of the vertical dildo, the one inside me, that is, and went up between my buttocks to buckle behind my back. There was also was a small  pad which fit right over my clitoris.

I ran my fist along the shaft, staring down at her kneeling so obscenely vulnerable before me. It was as submissive a position as I think a woman could place herself, and it tightened my chest and sent a hot thrum of excitement up through my belly as I picked up the crop again and brought it down against her bottom.

Crack!

“Nasty girl,” I said.

Crack!

“Slutty girl!”

Crack!

“Dirty girl!”

I pressed the nose of the dildo against her glistening opening and then dropped the crop, edging in further on my knees, pushing the dildo deeper inside her. 

“Oh!” she whimpered. “Oh God! Please! Oh!”

It was a thick dildo. They say that size doesn't matter. It matters. It matters psychologically, if for no other reason. The feeling of being stretched wide, of a big cock sliding deep, deep inside you – it matters.

I pushed into her, inch after inch, gripping her hips as her breathing became loud and ragged. I brought one hand down on her ass with a sharp slap, then gripped her hips and thrust deep, burying the long thick cock in her trembling belly.

She let out a cry, but certainly didn't try to escape. I ground my hips against her, feeling my own heat rising wildly at the feel of the dildo inside me shifting and putting pressure one way, then the other. The pad was firm against my clitoris, but every movement made it shift and rub and grind as I leaned in and gathered in Miranda's hair into a single tail.

Crack! I slapped her ass again.

“Do you want me to make you come, slave girl?” I growled, working my hips in and out.

She was moaning and panting for breath and didn't answer. I slapped her bottom again, then pulled up and back on her hair. I jerked her face off the floor, arching her back up and off it as she cried out at the sharp pull against her scalp.

Crack! I slapped her bottom again, then slid my right hand up along her side and down to cup one dangling breast.

“Say it, slut!” I said. 

'Yes!” she cried.

Crack! I slapped her bottom again.

“Do you want me to fuck you, slave girl?”

“Yess!” she cried.

“Beg,” I growled.

“Please fuck me!” she gasped.

Crack! I slapped her bottom again.

“Ms. Gray!” I snapped.

“Please fuck me, Ms. Gray!” she cried.

So, of course, I did. It was a unique experience. I mean, I had used a strap-on before, but never one like this. The excitement value was high even without the physical sensations. The physical sensations were... delicious! As my hips worked in and out the pad ground against my clitoris, and the stiff dildo up inside me kind of pressed against one wall of my sex, then the other.

It wasn't as good as what Miranda was getting, and as my excitement mounted I found myself envying her, in a way! She was grunting and gasping and moaning with every deep thrust. The dildo was ten inches long and quite thick, and she was a slender girl, but if it was hurting her she certainly gave no sign that she cared.

I used almost the full length of the thing, and my hips were smacking hard against that lovely ass. Every couple of strokes I stopped, grinding my hips against her, twisting the dildo around not only inside her but inside myself, then resuming the strokes. I stopped altogether and pulled out several times, then rubbed the now gleaming nose of the dildo up and down the length of her sex before penetrating her anew.

I was not giving her a gentle ride by any means, nor was I intending to. I was fucking her, not making love to her. I was demonstrating who was in charge here, and who would always be in charge in a way she couldn't possibly misunderstand.

Her hips were jerking back faster and faster, making the thrusts even harsher, and though she cried out with the impacts she never slowed. Suddenly, she let out a long, gurgling, undulating wail of pleasure, her hips spasming faster as I reached down and filled my hand with her right breast, squeezing hard even as I pulled back on her hair more sharply.

“Come for me, little slave girl,” I growled, ramming my hips into her tight bottom with hard, deep, powerful strokes.

That every stroke ground the pad over my clitoris had more than a little impact itself, in how hard and fast I thrust, of course. And then, something I hadn't expected to happen while doing this – I came myself! I could feel the wild burst of energy from between my legs flooding up through my belly and chest and taking over my mind as I dropped forward, hands against her upper back, pounding my hips into her as hard and fast as I could!

God it was good! It was sooo fucking good! The heat flared within me, a pulsing storm of it howling through me so that I prayed it lasted forever! My head flew back even as I leaned forward, hips on autopilot, grinding and thrusting for all I was worth as Miranda's cries slowed and weakened before me.

I went nearly limp myself as the orgasm faded, gasping for breath and bowing over her body, hands on her bottom to help keep me up as I recovered.

I wasn't in the habit of fucking people on the floor. It's hard on the knees, for one thing, but I had intended this more for the psychological impact on Miranda than my own pleasure and gotten carried away. I was still 'away'. And not at all prepared to stop and relocate to somewhere more proper, like my bed.

I drew slowly back, staring at the thick dildo slowly emerging from the depths of her body, inch after inch of it, until it finally pulled free.

“Nasty little girl,” I said, still panting a bit.

I pushed her over onto her side. It wasn't hard. She fell over with a grunt of surprise, and I gripped her legs and rolled her over the rest of the way onto her back. I had sank back onto my heels as I did, and now slid lower still, sliding my hands up along her inner thighs, spreading them wide as I looked up along her body and met her eyes.

Then I looked down, running my fingers along her sex, using my thumbs to spread her open as I slid my tongue into her. Her hips jerked a little, and I heard her gasp, then her legs spread further apart as I let my tongue slide up and down along the length of her, dipping in further and further, my eyes flitting up to meet hers every few seconds.

I slid two fingers inside her and angled them up firmly beneath the top of her sex, then brought my tongue down and began to circle her swollen little button. My lips closed on it, sucking lightly, rhythmically, then drew back.

“I hope you're paying attention, sex slave,” I said. “You'll be expected to show what you've learned soon.”

Then I bent and began to lick her, my fingers sliding in and out, but always putting pressure on the inside of the mouth of her sex, up beneath her clit. My tongue and lips began to work on her as my free hand slid up and down her body, enjoying the tactile pleasure of her soft, warm skin, and her hips began to slowly grind against me.

I let my mouth open wide, closing it over her mons, sucking, my tongue pushing through her warm, hot lips and sliding up and down the length of her, then returned to her clit, licking harder now, faster as her hips began to roll and she began to make soft, gasping sounds.

Her back arched against my hand, her head rolling from side to side, and I pulled up and back, rising on my knees. I slid forward, scooping up her legs and pushing them back, then pressed the nose of the dildo – of my 'cock' against her, sinking it slowly through her swollen entrance. 

My hands pushed back harder on her legs and slid down them past the knees as I leaned into her, meeting her eyes as she gasped and moaned at the penetration. I got my hands around her ankles, then used all my weight on them, leaning forward, forcing them back over her shoulders and raising her butt high as I pushed down with my hips.

“Oh! Fuck!” she gasped.  “Oh God! Oh Jesus!”

“Just me!” I grunted, starting to work my hips up and down.

I let my head fall low, kissing her on the lips, letting my lips meld against her, then begin to move as my tongue slid forward past them. My hips worked in and out, my body undulating as I drove the dildo into her, and she was utterly helpless beneath me, her wrists still locked against the back of her collar.

No, there would be no doubt in her mind who was in fucking charge here! 

I thrust my hips down harder, then harder still, wanting that hard slap against her butt, wanting to hear the gasp, the grunt as the nose jammed against the back wall of her sex, wanting to see her eyes widen at the impact as I rode her.

And then it was like the sharp climb up to the peak went parabolic on her because she suddenly jerked violently, her head twisting and rolling as she began to cry out in pleasure. Every breath was a cry of of passion as I forced the backs of her feet down against the floor above her head and used the spring in her spine to fling my hips back up from every impact.

I don't know that I'd ever been fucked this hard, to be honest, but as long as she gave no sign of distress or pain I was going to pound her as hard as I could. And all she seemed to be doing was having a meltdown as she writhed and jerked in wild animal heat and pleasure beneath me.

*

The bathroom, my bathroom, not the one for guests, was on the top floor off my bedroom. It was, as you might expect, all I could make of it. I carried Miranda in, making it seem easier than it was to carry her over my shoulder.

She was lithe and slender, and didn't have a lot of muscle weight, though, and I figured it would help contribute to the mindset I wanted. I set her down and she was still breathing heavily. I turned her around and slapped her butt.

“Elbows back, slut,” I said.

She flinched and obeyed and I turned on the shower. It was pre-set to the temperature I wanted, and I selected the showerheads, then guided her in.

The bathroom had once been a bedroom before I renovated the place. Now it had a large marble tub in the corner, a long counter with a double sink and a huge expanse of glass, pot lights overhead and hidden lighting below the counter. The floor was heated, and the shower in the opposite corner was big enough for a party.

It was certainly big enough for the two of us as I stepped in after Miranda, giving her now wet bottom another slap.

“Elbows back, slut,” I said again.

She gasped and obeyed and I picked up the soap, then turned off the water. 

“Legs apart.”

She shifted her feet apart on the floor and I began to run my soapy hands slowly up and down her body. I took my time. If her skin was soft and a tactile pleasure to touch when dry, it was now slippery and warm and my hands glided across it in a way which made my insides thrum with heat.

Of course I especially took my time with her breasts, but I didn't neglect other parts of her body, and my fingers slid up and down her delicate furrow and over her clitoris again and again as I made myself intimately familiar with her body.

I finally reached up and unlocked her wrists, letting her hands come free, turned her to face me, and handed her the soap. Her eyes widened and her chest fluttered and she looked at me, then at my body, then slowly raised her hands with the soap and began to spread it over my upper chest. She flushed more deeply as her hands worked lower, as they slid over my breasts, staring at them.

She took her time on my belly and abdomen, then shifted nervously around, to soap up my arms and back and shoulders. She came around me again, soaping up my sides and I took her right hand and drew it firmly down between my legs. She flinched, but then stared and began to soap me up with a look of fascination in her eyes.

I casually slid my hand between her legs and she gasped as my fingers began to massage her there. Her breathing picked up and she slid her hands against me in turn, her other hand sliding around me and onto my ass. I pushed in against her, our breasts touching, and we kissed as I backed her into the corner.

I let my right hand slide down onto her ass and thrust my right leg between her thighs, forcing her left leg up and back, then angled myself in against her as she almost instantly reciprocated. Our lips moved together with growing hunger and excitement as we ground ourselves together, the soapy slickness of her nicely shaved sex grinding against mine becoming indescribable as the heat burned wildly within me.

I couldn't stop from coming first, this time, gripping her ass in one hand and the other arm wrapped tightly around her as our hips ground frantically and the pleasure set my body to trembling and shaking in sensory overload.

She wasn't far behind, though, gasping and moaning and crying out in soft, high pitched moans as her own hips ground furiously back.

We kissed much more softly for another couple of minutes, and I let the water come on to rinse us off thoroughly, then pushed her down onto her knees before me and shifted my feet apart.

She looked anxious, then seemed to brace herself, easing forward. She pushed her small tongue out as I slid my fingers through her wet hair and then traced the line of my sex very lightly. She hesitated several times, but then began to lick more strongly, and then it was as if a dam broke within her as she pressed her mouth against me hard, her tongue thrusting in as deep as she could, her hands sliding up to clutch at my buttocks to pull me in tighter.

She showed an amazing enthusiasm and excitement, but not a great deal of skill. Even so, seeing her like that, and feeling her lips and tongue on me, made my insides thrum with excitement and energy! My chest got tighter and the pulse of sexual heat grew more and more intense!

I had to tug sharply on her hair to get her attention and jerk her lips back. She rolled her eyes up at me and I did my best to look stern.

“Is that what I showed you, slave girl?” I asked. “You're not a dog slobbering over an ice cream cone.”

She seemed properly cowed as I eased my grip, and began to show more restraint and thought, her tongue circling my clit, her lips pushing in around it and sucking rhythmically, and her hands coming back around and sliding up my body to cup and knead my breasts.

They slid down, then, and her fingers pushed into me, first one, then two, sliding up and deep, then pulling forward beneath my clit as her licking grew more intense. The sensations grew more intense too! I tightened my grip in her hair and put a hand against the wall to steady myself as her tongue lapped hungrily against me, and the raw sensations flooded through my body and mind.

She started pumping her fingers in and out, almost like she was rubbing them against my clit from behind, and then licked in the opposite direction her fingers were moving, with a startling increase in sensations! The little bitch either had more experience than I'd thought or was demonstrating a natural talent!

I rolled my head up and back, groaning in pleasure as her tongue stroked hungrily against me, and my hips began to roll against her as I pulled more sharply against her hair. The orgasm came suddenly, then boiled up like a howling hurricane, screaming through my body as I bucked sharply against her. It went on and on, and I reached down, grasping her head in both hands, grinding myself into her mouth until the raw edge of the orgasmic storm had begun to subside.

“V-Very good, little slave,” I said, panting for breath. “You show a lot of promise.”

She beamed up at me, eyes sparkling.

*

There was still much to teach her, of course, and we'd only been home an hour and a half by the time we were eating dinner. She helped me, with my showing her where everything was, and instructing her. And she stayed naked, save for the stockings and shackles and collar.

I put the balls back inside her, too.

I had her put just one plate on the table, of course. And as before, at lunch, she knelt beside me and I fed her. She showed a lot more enthusiasm this time, and less confusion. She slid her lips around my fingers as her eyes bored into me, and she sucked delicately on them as she pulled the food off, then gave them a lick each time.

She kept her knees wide, and I didn't even have to tell her not to use her hands. And when I tossed a piece of steak into her mouth and it missed, she dropped low and licked it off the floor without being told, then resumed her position on her knees.

The expression on her face throughout seemed eager and excited, which was kind of a turn-on for me, too, though I kept my expression calm and restrained even as I wondered, well, how far would this little bitch go?

“Head back, little bitch,” I said firmly.

Then I took a piece of steak and placed it on the tip of her nose and held my finger up.

“Stay!” I said with a stern look.

She held her position, her face flushed, as I cut another piece and ate it. Finally I looked at her, barely repressing a laugh. “All right,” I said.

She tossed her head forward, let the steak drop into her mouth and ate it without a pause, and even smirked a bit before I scowled.

Afterward I put a bowl of milk down and she drank from it like the little bitch she was. Again, I didn't need to tell her not to use her hands, nor that she was to keep her bottom high and legs wide. She seemed to be undergoing an attitude change, from hesitant but excited, to all-but reveling in showing her body off.

We didn't have an endless time to be together, more's the pity, but I did take her to the bathroom, crawling, of course, then brushed her teeth and combed her hair before going back into the main room, again, leading her by the leash. There I turned on the news and had her act as my footstool for a bit.

I wasn't much interested in the news, of course. I was still seeing how far I could stretch things with her, how outrageous I could be. So far it seemed like the more outrageous I was the more excited she got and the more eager she was for worse!

I sat there with my feet propped on her bottom and looked at her. She was in the same position I'd first taken her with the dildo, with her face and chest on the floor, belly drawn in tight against her thighs and her bottom raised high. 

“Would you say, Miranda, that you were a slut?” I asked in a casual voice.

“Yes, Ms. Gray. I'm a slut,” she replied, a bit awkward since her cheek was firmly pressed against the rug.

“A filthy little slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray. I'm a filthy little slut,” she breathed.

“You seem like you're in the wrong profession then. Shouldn't a filthy little slut be, oh, I don't know, a prostitute?”

She hesitated in her answer, probably because she didn't know what I wanted her to say.

“Maybe I should make you into a prostitute,” I said. “I'm sure I could find a lot of customers. Would you like that, little slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” she gulped. 

“You'd like to be a prostitute?” I asked in the same voice as if I were asking her if she'd like to be a clerk or a waitress.

“Yes, Ms. Gray.”

“Say it.”

“I-I'd like to be a prostitute, Ms. Gray!” she gulped.

I felt that resurgent heat again. God! Usually after an orgasm I'm a lot calmer, but not tonight! I stood up and moved around to stand right in front of her, my leather slipper an inch from her nose.

“You really are a filthy little slut, aren't you,” I said sternly.

“Yes, Ms. Gray,” she gulped, a bit anxious this time.

“I think you definitely should be punished for being such a nasty thing,” I said.

I saw what looked like excitement rather than fear on her face, but then she schooled her features.

“I'm a bad girl, Ms. Gray,” she said instead.

I snorted, not buying her act, at all. I went back and sat in the middle of the sofa.

“Come here, you little slut,” I ordered.

She rose on her knees and turned around, then crawled over to me and I reached for her hair, gathering it in my fist and pulling her forward. She gasped in pain, but crawled up quickly, and I settled her across my lap. I ran my hands up and down her body, and up into her hair, grabbing a fistful, pulling her head slowly up and back so that she had to force her upper chest and shoulders up and back off the  sofa, groaning and gasping.

But she didn't grab for my hand.

I let her hair go and brought my hand down sharply against her bottom.

Crack!

“It's clear no one ever taught you the proper way for a girl to behave,” I said sternly.

Crack! I brought my hand down sharply a second time.

“So I suppose I'll have to do it.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Nasty little tramp.”

Crack!

“Think you can just act as slutty as you want around me?

Crack! Crack! 

“I have very high standards, you little bitch.”

Crack!

Her bottom was starting to turn red as I forced my hand between her thighs and pressed my fingers firmly against her sex, pushing in to feel the first metal ball there, forcing it deeper, then deeper still as she moaned and her hips jerked.

I brought my fingers back out and slapped her bottom sharply again.

Crack! Crack!

“Are you my little bitch?” I demanded.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray! I'm your little bitch!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“Are you my little slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray! I'm your little slut!” she said with a gasp.

Crack! Crack Crack!

I slid my fingers back inside her again, caught at the cord and pulled out, drawing the ball in against the inside of her opening, then slowly drawing it out.

Crack!

I used my left hand on her bottom, then slid it up her bare back, down over her ribs and in to cup her breast before quickly drawing it back again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I slowly spread her open with the ball and pulled it out, then did it again.

Crack! Crack

Then a third time.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Then I pushed them back in again, one by one while continuing to slap my left hand down on her now quite red bottom.

“Do you know why I'm punishing you, little bitch?” I asked sternly.

“B-because you're a pervert, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

I gaped at her for a moment, open mouthed, then glared at the back of her head..

“Nasty little tramp,” I said. “I think spanking is too easy on you. I think you need more severe punishments.”

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

 

 

I don't know if you've ever spanked anyone before, other than a child, where you're naturally being fairly restrained, but your hand tends to … hurt. Mine was as red as her bottom, and probably just as hot. So searching out another punishment rather than spanking harder seemed the thing to do.

I tumbled her off onto the floor, then wrapped her long hair around my fist and jerked sharply. She let out a yelp of pain, twisting and scrambling around onto her hands and knees to push herself in the direction I was pulling, and I led her across the room towards the dining room. 

On her hands and knees, of course.

The dining room was two steps up from the living room, and had a mahogany railing running along its edge. I had her crawl up the stairs and then half dragged her along the edge of the railing and pulled her upright.

“On your feet, slut,” I ordered.

She stood up quickly and I turned her, then drew her arms back behind her and locked the restraints together.

“Throw your left leg over the railing,” I ordered.

She obeyed, though clearly not understanding what was in store for her. She seemed to quiver with anticipation as she straddled the rail. Her left foot dangled now, too high to reach the floor below, but she was able to bear most of her weight with her right.

I knelt and reached through the beautifully carved spindles and grasped her left ankle, drawing it back. I grabbed her right, then as well, and pulled it back, too, so that all her weight was now on a rather delicate part of her anatomy. With some small difficulty, I was able to lock the restraints together a foot or so to her rear, so neither foot could now reach the floor.

I stood up and examined her, then looked down. She was pressed very firmly indeed against the narrow, rounded railing. It wouldn't be terribly uncomfortable – yet. It would rapidly become so, though. I looked up at the ceiling above her, then at the wall in front of her, mind racing, considering possibilities.

Miranda was like a new toy which had many such possibilities, and I had yet to find what I could and could not do with her.

I went into the kitchen and rooted through some drawers, then came back with a roll of cord. It wasn't exactly erotic, but I hadn't thought to buy anything for this purpose. I'd remedy that, perhaps tomorrow. 

In the meantime I tied a length of cord to the rings through her nipples, then tied a longer piece to the center and led it up and forward to the wall, pulling taut until I saw the pull on her nipples forcing her chest forward. I found a thumbtack and raised the cord higher, forcing her back to arch as she moaned at the stinging pull, then I tacked it in place against the wall.

I left her there, going upstairs and pulling my own vibrator from the drawer in my bedroom, then grabbing a ball gag from the briefcase before returning. Her pussy would probably be starting to ache by now, if only a little. But it would ache more before she was done.

I showed her the ball gag, and her eyes widened. I gathered her hair and pulled her head back, and she opened her mouth readily, widely. Even so, I had to squeeze the ball to get it past her jaw. It then expanded within, filling her mouth and making it impossible for her to close her jaw.

I drew the narrow cord behind her head, combing her hair out from underneath, then showed her the vibrator. That widened her eyes still further.

Duct tape might mar the finish of the railing. So I used masking tape. I jammed the narrow nose in against her, then taped it down firmly and turned it on.

“I'm going upstairs to get some work done,” I said sternly. “You will remind yourself that being impertinent has a cost to it.”

Then I left, or at least, pretended to. I did go upstairs, of course, but after about five minutes I left my slippers there and snuck down barefoot  and silent, peering around the corner. She was facing away from me, so it wasn't hard to keep hidden  as long as I was discreet.

I'm not sure what reaction I had expected. Since it had only just started I wasn't expecting a lot. But she was... squirming fairly energetically. I wondered if she'd ever felt a vibrator before. Surely she had!

Then her squirming became more pronounced. Her head was rolling and her chest was arching, or maybe, undulating, repeatedly, as if she was deliberately tugging her nipples against the cord again and again! Her hips were grinding with more and more energy and then her movements became much more frantic and I could hear her cries of pleasure easily, despite the gag!

A part of me felt a pronounced sense of excitement and hunger, but I was still a bit miffed. This was supposed to hurt, after all.

I went back upstairs for a bit. The longer she sat on that thing the more it was going to hurt, that was for sure. What I wanted was for her to be whining and begging to be let down. But at the same time, well, of course I wanted her turned on. 

Just not that much!

I waited about fifteen minutes, then returned. She wasn't moving much now, but her head was well back, her long hair draped down her back, and she was moaning into the gag. Her nipples were stretched out tautly before her. Then I saw that she'd placed her bare feet against one of the spindles, and was using the leverage to grind herself harder into the vibrator.

Well.

Now what? I felt like I'd outsmarted myself, in a sense.

This was supposed to be a punishment, damnit! 

Her movements became more desperate, and then she came again, twisting and grinding and humping against the vibrator before sinking back limply, gasping for breath.

Patience, I told myself. She's got to be aching by now, and the way she was tugging on her nipples was soon going to have them burning and aching too. I went back upstairs and gave her more time, impatiently sitting on my bed and turning on the TV. I clicked through the stations, wishing one of them was to a camera in the dining room.

Maybe I'd get one of those!

I went back down, being as absolutely quiet as I possibly could  but it was more of the same, with her writhing and moaning and twisting and grinding herself against the rail. The little slut was burning up! 

Of course, watching her was making me burn more than a little, too, and it was very hard not to go in there. There's a limit to even my patience, after all. So I went upstairs, picked up some papers, and returned openly, paying no attention to her.

I sat down on the sofa, propped my feet on the table, put the papers on my thighs, and turned on the TV again, flicking through stations. She turned her head to watch me, at first, but since that required looking almost directly to the side she soon had to rotate her head forward again.

She wasn't making any effort to have me get her down, though.

She had another orgasm within a couple of minutes, then another one a few minutes after that, then another one! Shit!

Unless she was faking. But why would she fake it? And her entire upper body seemed flushed as she sat astride that railing. You can't fake something like that.

She had another orgasm, and it was a very loud one! I stared at her, watched her. She was going nuts there! Surely she was faking! But if she was faking she wouldn't do it so... I don't know, clumsily? Obviously? I mean, who screamed like that!? Her movements were so exaggerated, so wild! That couldn't be real, I thought. 

I mean, could it!?

I tried to pretend to ignore her but kept stealing peeks. After that huge orgasm she sank limply, shoulders slumped, panting, moaning, head bowed.

For a time. And not a long time. Then it seemed like her hips started grinding again, and her head slowly came up and back, her shoulders drawing back, her back arching to pull against the cord tied to her nipple rings. I shook my head, but my own endurance was reaching its end. I had to take part somehow!

I put the papers aside and got up, steeling my face to look stern as I walked over to her, climbed the stairs and turned to face her.

“And are you enjoying your punishment, you willful little slut?” I demanded.

I gathered her hair and jerked her head back sharply, then reached down and gripped the base of the vibrator, jamming it in harder against her, and making the nose grind up and down against her clitoris. 

Her body seemed to tremble and shake, and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her skin seemed hot and there was a sheen of sweat on her forehead and cheeks. She was drooling around the ball gag -  which was inevitable, by the way, but didn't seem to care.  She looked genuinely distressed, except for that screaming in pleasure thing when the orgasm took her.

I let her tremble and shake through that, then finally pulled the gag out of her mouth.

“Well, you little slut, are you sorry for being impertinent?”

She only moaned helplessly as she gulped in air, chin falling to her chest.

I jerked her head up and back sharply by the hair and she cried out. Then I slid my fingers in between the top of her sex and the vibrator.

“Are you enjoying yourself, slut?” I demanded.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh please! Oh! Oh, God!”

Her eyes were wide and wild as my fingers rubbed her clitoris and her body trembled more and more.

“Are you sorry for being impertinent?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she cried.

I released her hair and shifted my grip to the cord, tugging it forward and down, and forcing her body to bow forward, – not incidentally pressing the top of her sex even more firmly into the bannister, and into the vibrator.

 She gurgled and cried out, and I was... uncertain. I couldn't tell what the hell was going on with her. It looked like she was coming like a nympho, but at the same time she looked pretty fucking wrung out and  bedraggled.

Her head started jerking violently up and down and she let out a long, choked cry of pleasure as she kind of folded backwards hard, even as her nipples stretched and strained against the cords. I mean, fuck! Was she coming again!?

I decided to get her off the damn bannister, and turned off the vibrator, but I had to hold her up even as I sank low to unhook her ankles from each other, then she half slid off to my side and I eased her down onto her knees, still trembling.

Well, that hadn't worked out exactly as I'd thought, but it seemed to have been an interesting experience for her.

She sat back on her buttocks, legs apart, and I let my hand release her, then grip her hair in a nice loose tail starting at the top of her head.

“You were having far too good a time, Miranda,” I said sternly.

I was definitely going to have to come up with different punishments.

*

I had her crawl upstairs, slowly, while using her hair as a leash, this time taking her to bed. I tied her down, spreadeagled to the corners of the big four poster, then let my fingers enjoy the tactile sensation of gliding over her body. When they slid down between her thighs, though, she hissed and arched against the bonds.

“Slightly sore, are we?” I asked ironically.

She certainly looked sore down there, but I wasn't really in a mood to explore too close, just then. Instead I straddled her body, climbed up until she was looking up between my legs, and jammed my own sex down into her mouth.

She didn't seem very energized, at first, but pulling at her hair got her tongue moving, and then it started moving very nicely indeed. Given how turned on I was to begin with, it didn't take much before I was grinding myself down hard, and all-but bouncing on her face.

I licked my way down her body, then, chewing and biting a little, just for fun, and again, when I got to her sex she gasped in pain, but I persisted, my tongue lapping and stroking and caressing her clit until she started writhing and twisting and sobbing in pleasure again.  

I found the end of the cord, for yes, those balls had been inside her this whole time, and slowly drew them out one by one. She came again while I was doing it, of course.

I had lost count of how many that was.

I untied her, wanting a little cuddling time, wanting to feel our bodies pressed together in a comfortable, sensual, but relaxed way. We kissed, lightly, then more heavily, and her arms rose after a bit to slide around me, her hands gliding up and down my back and over my buttocks.

“I should put you in a cage and keep you here as my pet,” I said, “But I suppose I should be driving you home soon.”

She only groaned in response.

“And you have to be at work tomorrow. You have a very demanding boss.”

“She's a bitch,” she groaned.

I let my eyes narrow. “Maybe you'd like more time on the bannister, you little slut.”

She gulped and shook her head. “No please, Ms. Gray!”

“You seemed to enjoy it enough.”

She moaned, her hand sliding down between her legs, and winced again.

“God, I feel so sore and bruised!”

“I'm sure my vibrator would change your mind.”

“You have no idea,” she moaned. “My insides felt like they were coming apart. I never came so much in my life!”

I felt pleased at that, though I wasn't sure whether it reflected how well I'd done as opposed to how poorly her previous lovers had done.

“How many lovers have you had in your life?”

She looked away. “Just two,” she said.

Then she looked back. “I mean, not counting you,” she finished, sounding a bit shy about it.

“Are you counting that other blonde?”

She made a face. “No.”

“Hmm,” I said, “So I don't know if I'm just fucking amazing, or if you're an exquisitely responsive little slut who would behave the same with anyone who knew what they were doing.”

I sat up. “Maybe I should bring in some friends to enjoy your body,” I said, “Maybe a big man with a big cock would drive you crazy too.”

She flushed.

“Or maybe some of my girlfriends would enjoy helping put you in your place.”

I slid out of bed and pulled on a robe. I didn't offer one to Miranda, of course. I did give her a bit of a tour of the place where we actually spoke normally to each other, though. She seemed quite a bit less intimidated than she had been, more confident around me. Certainly daring to call me a bitch said something for her state of mind.

Nor was I going to forget it! She was going to pay for that, all right, but tomorrow.

“This place is amazing!” she said, shaking her head as she looked around. “I can't believe you live here all alone! You could fit four big apartments in here!”

“I like my space,” I said. “Though I'm not adverse to sharing it, perhaps, with the right person.”

I deliberately wasn't looking at her when I said it. I wasn't even ready to invite her in as a pet yet.

Though she certainly had possibilities!

I drove her home and she was a lot more animated than she'd been the other night, looking around eagerly, and exploring the car's interior, as well. 

“Don't touch that,” I said, as she explored the computer menu.

“I want to see how it works,” she said.

I reached over and slapped her hand, giving her a stern look and she sat back in her seat, then looked up, exploring the ceiling and looking at the buttons there.

“How much did this cost?” she asked.

“A lot.”

“I bet.”

I dropped her off, but first gave her back her panties. She blushed and put them on before leaving the car, then turned to smile at me.

“Sorry I had to leave early, but like I said, my boss is a real bitch. She'd be angry if I showed up late.”

Then she turned and, giggling, hurried to the door.

Yes, she was definitely going to suffer for that tomorrow.

I drove home, feeling pretty pleased with how it had all gone. Miranda seemed – enthusiastic – and if anything, eager for more. I had been so busy carefully orchestrating things for her that it had detracted somewhat from my own pleasure and excitement, but it had still been a hell of a night!

It had been a while since I'd slept with a girl, and running my hand along that soft, warm skin had been exhilarating, even leaving aside the dominance element, which I had thoroughly enjoyed.  I hoped to deepen that dominance element in future, for I still hadn't found her limits.

And I hadn't had a pet since I was a teenager.

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

 

 

Miranda seemed entirely too perky the next morning, prancing into my office to put down the mail.

“Here is your mail, Ms. Gray,” she said, in an exaggeratedly polite tone.

“Miranda,” I said.

“Yes, Ms. Gray?” she said, using the same tone.

“Have you ever heard of the term bear bating?”

She frowned. “No.”

“It's where you stand out of reach of the bear and taunt him.”

“Uh...”

“Do you see any bars here, dear?”

“No, Ms. Gray,” she said, somewhat more respectful.

I sat back in my chair and steepled my fingers.

“Go and close the inner door,” I said.

She bit her lower lip but seemed no less excited as she turned back and closed the inner door.

“You see that table?”

She nodded.

“You see the chair pushed in against it?”

“Yes,” she said uncertainly.

“I want you to go and bend over the back of that chair. Now, Miranda.”

Her face got a little pink, but she obeyed. Of course, the back of the chair was directly facing me.

“Legs straight, ankles together. Now reach back and pull your skirt up over your ass.”

She obeyed and I nodded to myself. She was wearing a black thong today.

“A little bird told me that you had called me names last night, Miranda,” I said. “In fact, that you used a name which you had already assured me referred to you, not me.”

“I'm sorry, Ma'am,” she said.

I snorted and got up, then pulled the riding crop from my drawer where I'd placed it. It was not the same crop as she had felt the other day. It was heavier. It wasn't heavy enough to mark her skin, mind you. I had no interest in marrying such a lovely sight, but it had a more sting to it than that plaything I'd used on her before.

I walked over behind her.

“Hands out in front of you, bitch,” I said.

She thrust her hands out along the table and I slipped my fingers in beneath the thin line of fabric which descended between her buttocks, then jerked up sharply.

She gasped aloud, her body jerking, her upper body half rising from the table until I put a hand on the back of her neck and shoved her down again.

“Did I tell you to move?” I asked, pulling up harder.

I wondered if she was still sore back there. If so, the wedgie I was giving her would be even more effective.

“N-No, Ms. Gray!” she moaned in a choked voice. “Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

“Are you my bitch, Miranda?” I asked in a calm voice, examining the bulge where the crotch was pulling up hard into her mons.

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she cried. “I'm your bitch, Ms. Gray!”

“And what am I, Miranda?”

“Y-Youre a wonderful, beautiful, brilliant – !”

“Goddess. Say the word.”

“You're a goddess, Ms. Gray!” she moaned, squirming in pain.

I snorted and then released the thin fabric, only to jerk it down over her butt and shove it down her legs. She moaned in relief, then gasped as I let the crop slide up and down against her swollen sex.

“And are you still sore from your uncomfortable seat last night?” I purred.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!” she moaned.

“That would make you even more sensitive, wouldn't it?” I asked casually, slowly forcing the shaft of the crop in between her lips and letting it stroke up and down.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“How interesting. So, would you like to describe your impatient boss again?”

“She's a beautiful goddess, Ms. Gray!”

“Suckup,” I said, jerking the shaft out quickly.

I laid it across her bottom and stroked it back and forth a little.

“Clearly, someone who refers to her boss in a disrespectful manner needs to be properly punished so she shows proper respect. Wouldn't you agree, Miranda?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gulped.

I brought the crop back and then swung it down sharply, though not as sharply as I could have. It cracked across her buttocks and she yelped and jerked helplessly.

“As the owner of this company I can't afford to have my employees being disrespectful,” I said.

Crack!

She gasped and flinched again.

“Especially my lowliest employees.”

Crack!

She gasped and flinched again, then moaned softly.

“So what word did you use to describe me again, Miranda?”

Crack!

“You're a goddess, Ms. Gray!” she gasped desperately.

“That's not what you called me last night, slut.”

Crack!

“Oh! I'm sorry!”

Crack!

“You will be. What name did you use again?”

“I-I called you … I was just joking, Ms. Gray!” she gulped.

Crack!

“Ohw!” she cried, moaning and pressing her face down into the table.

Interesting response.

Crack!

She cried out again, but didn't move.

Crack!

“Ahhh!” she gasped, her voice breaking.

I was feeling a wild dark thrill of excitement at every blow myself. Every time the impact of the crop against that lovely bare bottom resonated up through my arm. I hadn't ever really thought of myself as a sadistic person, and I don't think I am, really. But there was something about the ability to discipline this lovely girl in such a way which made me more than a little breathless.

Crack!

She let out another cry, which gave way to  a whimper at that last one, and I felt the energy pulse within me.

Crack!

“Ow!” she squealed, her rump now criss-crossed with red lines.

There was a tremendous temptation to keep on, for it wasn't like she was protesting, but... 

I put the crop down and slid it between her trembling thighs instead, then brought the shaft up against her sex, wedging it up between her labia, which oozed liquidly apart. 

“Are you learning the proper level of respect, slave girl?” I asked.

“Y-Y-Yes, Ms. Gray!” she moaned.

I let the crop slide in and out at an angle, still pressing up firmly between the lips of her sex.

“And do you feel a touch more humility around your goddess now?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

“On your knees,” I growled.

She slid back, face face flushed and looking frazzled as she half fell to her knees, twisting around to face me. 

“Hands at your sides,” I said, gathering in her beautifully brushed hair.

I raised my own skirt and then tugged the crotch of my lacy panties aside.

“Show me how grateful you are for the education I've just given you, slut,” I said in a low, menacing tone.

She moaned and immediately set to work, her arms hanging limp as her mouth enveloped my sex. Her eyes stared up at me, large, brown, and slightly teary as she sucked on my clitoris, then they dropped down as her tongue began to lick frantically.

Given the startling excitement value of the cropping I'd just given her it took very little effort on her part to rouse me to a burning heat. I fought to control my breathing as she licked fast and hard, sucking and shifting her stroke quickly and repeatedly. 

I let my eyes close, swaying there on my feet, then slid my other hand down behind her head, pulling her in as the heat flared hotter and the sexual electricity crackled along my spine and up through my belly. I came with a sudden explosive release of pressure, jamming her face in against me as my hips spasmed wildly, and only after long seconds did my movements ease as I remembered to breath again.

“Y-You're starting to get … good at this, little girl,” I gulped.

“Thank you, Ms. Gray!” she said meekly.

I checked the wall clock. It had been less than ten minutes since I'd bent her over the chair.

“I have something for you to wear, Miranda dear,” I said. “Something in place of those panties of yours. Take them off and stand up.

She slid them off her ankles, then got to her feet, face still very flushed, and a hand going behind her to rub her bottom with a wince.

I went back to the desk and pulled up what at first glance someone might think was a long necklace, or perhaps a silver chain.

“Take off your dress and bra,” I said.

She gulped, then peeled the dress up over her head before removing her lacy black bra and standing before me naked. 

I smiled and let the chain fall, dangling from my fingers. She stared at it in confusion.

I chuckled softly, then found the two ends I was locking for. The chain was slim, and had two small hooks on the end. These hooked into the underside of her nipple rings.

“Did the boyfriend ask about your new nipple rings?” I asked.

“N-No, Ms. Gray,” she said.

“Don't you usually wear studs?”

She nodded.

“And he didn't see them?”

“He uh, only did me doggy style last night.”

Two chains descended from her nipples, joining into one at the top of her belly. There was a ring there, and another pair of thin chains went around her hips to join together behind her back. A final chain descended from the center of the ring went down between her legs and up between her buttocks to fasten behind her.

That chain, I adjusted so that it pulled it firmly, but not tightly between the lips of her sex. It had a small, hollow rectangle directly over her clitoris, which pressed in against her flesh, kind of squeezing inward to force the already overheated little button to swell out from under its hood.

I did some adjusting to the tension of the chains, which tugged down further on her nipples, then added a matching necklace. The necklace had two small rings which in turn had chains hooking into her nipple rings, pulling them up again.

“You have nice, firm breasts,” I said. “You can do without a bra today.”

She flushed, looking down at herself both curiously and excitedly.

“Put your dress on and get back to work.”

She did so, and I went back to my desk, putting her underwear in my desk drawer. That had all taken less than fifteen minutes, a lovely break in my morning.

Maybe I'd do it every day.

I watched her leave with a smug smile. She was moving slowly, already discovering how gravity would act upon her breasts without a bra. Oh, I hadn't lied about her breasts being young and firm. But they were still going to move when she moved, and with her nipple rings effectively chained in place, that meant those movements would be tugging her nipples against the rings.

I had a few more pieces I was going to add as the day wore on, my intent being to make this a very sexual day for Miranda, but I'd see how the present setup worked first.

I sat down and got to work.

*

It took a week of wild, kinky sex – much of it on overtime – and the mounting unhappiness of her boyfriend, before things broke the way I had hoped. The result was Miranda in tears, angry at how mean 'Mikey' was being, and talking about leaving him as soon as she could find a place.

“You know,” I said, as if just considering it, “I do have a spare bedroom at my place...”

She stared at me, sniffling, eyes widening. “Oh I couldn't live there!” she said. “I mean, for free?”

I smiled. “Well, you could do little chores and such, cook, tidy up somewhat. I work a lot of overtime, real overtime, that is. It would be nice to come home and have dinner ready.”

“I could do that!” she said enthusiastically.

“Do a little cleaning here and there,” I said casually. 

“That's easy!”

“Maybe shop for groceries.”

“I do that all the time!” she said, wiping her sleeve across her eyes.

“I have been considering hiring a maid,” I said. “Though I imagine for you the uniform would be... simpler.”

She gulped and sniffled.

“In fact, maybe I should just hire you to take care of my house. That way you wouldn't have to come here to work at all. That would remove the … risk... of anyone becoming suspicious.”

She stared at me in surprised. “But... but wouldn't I – ?”

“Yes, I like that idea,” I said. “And of course, you'll have no rent to pay, as room and board will go with the job. What a clever person I am.”

She stared at me uncertainly.

“Yes, I think this will work out perfectly,” I said. “If you don't work for me it won't be strange if we appear together in public, at restaurants, say or movies.”

She nodded slowly.

“Maybe I could even take you to Europe the next time I go,” I said.

“Really?! Wow, that would be so cool, Ms. Gray!”

“As long as you were a good girl,” of course.

“I'll be a good girl, Ms. Gray!” she said.

“I'm sure you will, dear.”

*

She moved into my place that evening. Naturally, the first thing I had her do was strip and don the collar and restraints. For the beginning, I didn't need her to wear anything else. I'd dress her up in various interesting combinations of leather and lace later, but for just then, well, being naked around someone wearing clothing conveys a certain sense of inferiority.

Which, of course, I wanted.

I gave her a bedroom on the same floor as mine. It was a lovely room, with a big bed complete with a recessed flat screen in the cabinet at the foot of the bed. Also in the cabinet was the X-box and the computer, which could be worked with the wireless keyboard, mouse and game-pad.

Her eyes had popped at the room. It was far more luxury than she was used to, of course. In fact, she said, my house was about eight times the size of her apartment.

“A lot to keep clean,” I pointed out.

I'd canceled the cleaning service, though I could reinstate it if it proved overwhelming for her.

“Well, I don't have a job now so it shouldn't be that hard,” she said.

I slapped her bottom.

“Back straight, shoulders back,” I said sternly.

She straightened up obediently, still staring around at the home gym I was showing her.

I was in yoga pants and sports bra. She was naked, of course, save for collar and restraints. This happened to be my night for yoga, so she was going to accompany me. Granted, she was a beginner, but it would be fun teaching her. I wanted her body toned up. She was very shapely, but lacked muscles.

On the other hand, I still wanted her to be constantly reminded of her place, and of the sensuality of whatever she was doing.

Being naked would help that. The plugs would help, as well.

The plugs were a simple addition to the chain outfit she had been wearing at work for several days now. While she had nothing on above the waist, the thin chain circled her hips and descended between her legs. It held the hollow rectangular box which squeezed in around the sides of her clitoris, but it also kept the plugs inside her.

The plugs were just that. The one in her pussy was three inches in diameter and about two inches deep. Its purpose was to stretch the lips of her sex apart and hold them open, while remaining basically flat against her body. The same for the butt-plug in her bottom. Both were made of stainless steel, and flat against her body. She could sit and move easily, but she wouldn't be able to forget them for a second.

Naked or not.

I moved through the various positions, while Miranda, of course, struggled, and while I kept it fairly easy she was soon panting and sweating. When she started whining about it I put her in the most obscene positions I could think of,  just to remind her of her place and to put a point on the eroticism of how her body was posed.

Hey, it was still exercise. The plow position, stretches your back nicely. You roll back on your shoulders and draw your legs straight up and back over your head until your toes are on the floor behind you.  

I had made a few changes to the small square room where I exercised in preparation for Miranda's arrival. And when she had trouble standing on her head, I had help readily available. I attached a pair of chains to her ankle restraints and then used them to 'help her' into position.

That the chains were some distance apart and held her ankles wide was just an added benefit, of course. I was able to raise her high enough that her arms were straight below her, but then pulled them apart with two more chains, stuffed a ball gag into her mouth, and continued my exercises while she hung spreadeagled upside down.

I might have been showing off a bit by doing the more advanced poses as casually as I did, but I'm human, after all. When I was done I went to take a shower, leaving her hanging upside down. It wasn't like she could complain, after all!

I returned about half an hour later and she stared at me, made a few attempts at speech, then stopped.

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

 

 

“So,” I said, twisting the flog in my hand, “I know a smart girl like you has figured out that whining about things she doesn't want to do probably isn't going to go over well with her boss, right? At least, you've figured it out now, I suppose.”

I let the flog dangle in front of her.

“This is a light flog, nothing to worry about at all,” I said. “But it can serve as an introduction to what happens when spoiled little girls complain too much.”

I let the thongs slide across her body, then undid the chain around her hips and tugged the plugs out of her. I didn't leave her feeling empty, though. I worked a pair of rather thick dildos down inside her, or rather, one thick dildo and one thick vibrator that sort of looked like a dildo if you ignored the clit tickler which projected out from the base.

It took me a few minutes to work them fully into her tight body, but it wasn't like the work wasn't pleasant in its own way. I turned on the vibrator, then picked up the flog again, then studied the wriggling body before me with interest.

I swung the flog overhand so it fell between her legs. It was made up of thin, lightweight leather thongs. Of course, since they were all guided in together by the V of her legs they landed in a mass against her pussy. The thongs were about a foot and a half long, though, so the tips swung down and spread out to snap stingingly at the underside of her taut buttocks with some authority.

Miranda squealed and her body writhed against the bonds holding her. 

The sight was even more gratifying.

I moved around behind her and swung the flog sideways, allowing the thongs to spread out across her lower back. She twisted and sort of arched upside down, yelling into the gag. But I wasn't fooled. I'd tested it on myself. I knew what it felt like.

I swung it down several more times across her back, moving up, then down, then swinging overhead to send the thin thongs snapping in between the V of her groin and then curving down  against her abdomen. That got an interesting reaction, so I did it again, then followed up with another blow across the back.

I must say the sight of her body writhing and twisting was just as delicious  upside down as rightside up. Her muffled howls were nice, too.

I moved around in front and swung the flog sideways and down across her taut breasts, and her upper body jerked sharply.

“I do not tolerate complainers, you know,” I said, swinging the flog down across her belly.

I swung it overhand again to land between her legs and let the thongs nip at her bottom, then swung it sideways across her breasts again. That didn't get nearly as much of a reaction as it had the first time, which told me she'd mostly been startled the first time.

Like I said, it wasn't exactly a nasty flog. Even as I swung it harder it only left pink lines across her pale skin, and those lines would fade quickly, I was sure. Still, it never paid to take things for granted. I still didn't really know her limits.

I squatted before her and let the laces place over her face.

“Are you sorry for being such a bad little slave girl?” I asked.

She jerked her head up and down, or maybe, given the position, back and forth.

I reached down and undid the clasp holding the ball gag in place, then pulled it free of her, and she gasped repeatedly.

“Apologize,” I said.

“I-I'm sorry, Ms. Gray!” she gasped.

“For what?”

She stared at me, eyes blinking.

“For being a lazy, whining brat,” I said.

“I'm sorry for being a lazy, whining brat, Ms. Gray!” she exclaimed.

“When I tell you to do something, slave girl, I expect you to do it. I don't intend to have an argument with you about what you do and do not choose to do. Got it?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray! I'm sorry, Ms. Gray!”

I stood up, still holding the flog.

“Not that I don't find your upside down body interesting,” I said, swinging the flog down between her legs again.

She yelped and twisted, but not seriously.

“Maybe I could simply let you sleep like this every night instead of letting you use the guest bedroom,” I said, walking around her and snapping the flog down across her bottom.

She gasped and jerked, but didn't say anything else.

“Or maybe I could just keep you hanging like this like a human sculpture, like art. I'm sure my guests would find it interesting,” I said, swinging the flog down sharply across her back.

“And of course, with your legs spread like this any man can make full use of you without any difficulties at all,” I said, crossing in front of her again and swinging the flog down across her belly and breasts.

“Oh!” she gasped, twisting.

I ran a hand downward along her inner thigh and over her pussy, rubbing the clit tickler back and forth against her clitoris before letting my hand pass down her belly and across one hip as I continued to slowly circle her.

“You know, I could put a gag and a full mask over you, and invite in crowds of men, and none of them would even know who you were afterward,” she said. “Isn't that an interesting concept? Or I could rent you out for parties like that, a faceless slut, there to serve the guests as a party favor. Think of the possibilities!”

I knelt behind her, gathered her hair in and pulled up and back. She gasped, her head coming back further and further until she was looking up at me, mouth open due to the pull on her scalp.

'You are my slut, right, Miranda?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!” she moaned.

“And my bitch?”

“Yes, Ms. Gray!”

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, Ms. Gray!”

“What does a bitch do?”

“Anything she's told, Ms. Gray!”

“Correct. And without complaint.”

I let her hair go and she gasped as her head fell down and forward again, then stood up and brought the flog down hard between her legs. She let out a yelp of pain, then another as I swung it sideways to curve around her hip and down against her breasts.

There were pink lines covering a lot of her torso now, and she was moaning and panting, eyes a little wild. I decided to let her down. I was getting too turned on and I wanted her body available for more than flogging.

I went to the wall where the chains were attached to a small crank and unlocked it, then slowly lowered her body until her head, then her shoulders and upper back were on the floor. She grunted, folded up upside down, and I came back and unlocked her ankles, lowering her to the floor. I unlocked her wrist restraints from the chains and walked carefully away.

I was wearing, because I'd chosen them for effect, my long black leather boots, which had four inch stiletto heels.

“Now I think I require a symbolic gesture on your part, slave girl,” I said, as she lay there on the floor. “Are you listening?”

Her eyes were rolling around a bit, probably because she'd been hanging upside down more than half an hour and all the blood had rushed to her head. It might have been fun to try and stand her up then and see her wobble, but I had other things in mind.

“Roll onto your belly, slave girl,” I ordered.

She groaned dazedly, then after several attempts, managed to roll herself onto her belly.

“Now crawl over here.”

She groaned, her arms bending, hands pressing against the floor.

“No,” I said. “Not on your hands and knees. On your belly.”

She moaned and her hips did a little grinding thing, reminding me the vibrator was still active there, but she started to crawl forward, rolling her weight from side to side, pushing with her toes, and taking some of her weight on her arms and hands.

I sat there coolly, watching, my eyes caught by the side of those lovely breasts under her chest as she rolled back and forth and slid forward over them, crushing them against the floor. I watched her slender ribs rolling from side to side as she slid forward, those hard little nipples grinding across the floor, and my fingers twitched. 

I really wanted to feel those soft breasts in my hands!

But she crawled across on her belly until she reached where I stood, and rolled her eyes up at me.

“What do you think of these boots, slave girl?” I asked, pushing my foot forward until the pointy tip was right next to her nose.

“They're beautiful, Ms. Gray!” she gulped, a little breathless after her awkward crawl.

“You think so? But they do get a bit dirty from time to time. You see, there are some specs of dust on the toe. Do be a dear and clean them off,” I said.

She blinked up at me, then looked at my boot uncertainly.

“With your tongue, slut,” I growled, hardening my voice.

Her body kind of jerked, and she sucked in a breath of air, then she leaned her head in and licked her tongue along the front of my boot from toe to instep.

She rolled her eyes up at me, eyes much wider now and filled with a certain dazed excitement, then dropped them and licked her way down the boot again. She moaned softly, then got her hands under her to push her head further forward, licking now with long, slow strokes, her tongue extended, licking across the top of the boot, then down along the side where my ankle would be.

I cocked the foot up and back on its heal.

“Don't forget the bottom,” I growled.

She shuddered, and I saw her legs were now tightly together, her thighs grinding together as she reached for my boot with her hands, grasping it tightly, then looked up at me as she tilted her head in and sideways and licked up along the underside.

“Such a nasty little girl,” I purred.

I reached down and gathered a fistful of hair, then turned away and jerked hard. 

Miranda let out a cry as I half dragged her forward by the hair, but quickly got her hands and knees under her to scurry along at my heels as I used her hair as a leash. I led her out of the exercise room, then up the stairs and into my bedroom. She was learning to crawl nicely, I thought as I let go of her hair. 

I turned and sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Sit up on your heels, slave girl.”

She scrambled to obey, spreading her knees wide as I reached my foot.

“Take off my boot.”

She gripped it quickly, unzipped it and slid it off. 

I dropped that leg and raised the other, and she removed the other boot.

“Now take off my pants,” I ordered.

She rose on her knees, undid the clasp, then unzipped it and gripped the sides, tugging down. I raised my butt and let her slide them down under me and off.

“Now my blouse.”

She licked her lips and rose again, unbuttoning the blouse. I slipped it off impatiently, then undid my bra myself. I reached out and grasped her hair, spread my legs apart, and shoved her head in between my thighs. No verbal order should have been required for what I wanted, nor was it. She began to lick excitedly, her hands sliding up along my inner thighs.

I was excited enough that only a few seconds of her tongue brought my blood to near boiling, and to forestall a quick orgasm I grasped her hair again, and pulled her upward as I let my upper body fall back. I half dragged her up across my body, shifting my grip down to her butt as she kissed me.

Then I rolled over atop her to continue, our breasts pillowed against each other, sliding sensuously together as we kissed and caressed each other. I slid up her body until I was straddling her head, then grasped her hair and rolled onto my back again, taking her with me.

That put her on her knees, face down against me, and I laid my feet on her back as she started licking excitedly.

This, I thought, as the heat rose, was way better than having a dog!

The sexual electricity crackled around us and through us as I twisted my fingers in her hair and ground myself up against her mouth, and she worked three fingers into me, pumping them in and out as she sucked and licked passionately. It took very little time to bring me to orgasm, and I arched and bucked against her, jamming her face down against me as the heat flared wildly within me.

After I caught my breath I repositioned myself so I was sitting up against the headboard, then set her to work again. This time I had her take her time and work more delicately, but she as an eager pupil, and still quivering with excitement, at least partly due to the vibrator inside her.

She got snotty after a few minutes, but there was no question that was deliberate – telling me to just wait until she got around to licking – and I dragged her up across my lap by the hair and spanked her hard while pumping the dildo, bringing her to a powerful orgasm.

Which I knew damn well was exactly what she was after, but didn't mind.

I put her back in between my legs and made her lick me to two more before I attached the leash to her collar and made her crawl downstairs to the kitchen. I supervised her making dinner, then ate as we had the first night, with her sitting on her heels on the floor by my chair.

I had her up on the sofa so I could casually caress her body as I surfed the internet on the big screen TV, but she acted up – deliberately again, I knew, so I gagged her and made her my footstool for a while. When she kept acting up I dragged her into the kitchen and told her to wash the floor, with a bucket and sponge.

To make it more interesting I added little weights which would swing back and forth from her nipple rings as she crawled around, and a small clip which bit nicely into her clitoris, and which dangled another weight.

I locked her wrists together in front of her then added a short chain to her collar, which would prevent her from dropping her hands down to her groin, then set her on hands and knees and told her I wanted it sparkling.

*

The next several days were an exercise in us evaluating where we were in this little game of ours, and where we wanted to go. One of the things I soon discovered was that Miranda was a bit of a masochist. She wanted to be punished, and if I didn't find something to punish her for she'd give it to me on purpose.

I realized after a bit that I wasn't just testing her limits. She was testing them too, and testing mine. She seemed to prefer being on hands and knees wherever possible, often acting like a cat, purring and rubbing herself against me.

I introduced her to the strap, which produced a lot more pain than anything else she'd yet experienced, and which I thought, at first, might be an actual punishment, but after the first few minutes it seemed like she got into it a lot, despite her very hot, very red, very sore ass.

She seemed to really get off on being treated as outrageously as possible, and in acting as outrageously as I'd let her get away with. I bought her a new black dress. It was extremely short, extremely tight, and extremely low-cut, and made her wear it out and about with me.

Her face was blushing hotly at first, her mind obviously squirming wildly whenever anyone looked at her. I mean, she was dressed in a pretty damn slutty dress, probably the most revealing she'd ever worn in public. But as with the belt, that embarrassment soon gave way to a kind of smug delight in the looks she was getting.

Way too smug.

So you like to show off, do you, little girl, I thought. We'll see how much.

I took her to a club I knew. It was a bit on the wild side, and very much a gay and lesbian bar. Now, mostly there are gay bars, and lesbian bars. This one was a combo because it was also very much a leather club. We were just inside, and she was looking around with wide eyes, when I took a slender collar from my purse.

“I don't want you getting lost in the crowd,” I said, as I slipped it around her neck.

She gasped, reaching up to it at first, eyes widening as she stared frantically around, but it wasn't much thicker than a choker, or so she could tell herself. People might not quite get what its purpose was. Or so she might have thought.

Then I took out the leash and attached that. Again she jerked her hands up to the ring, but I had it already attached.

“Hands down,” I growled.

Eyes enormous, she dropped her hands, and then her chin, as I tugged, leading her through the crowd. 

I led her over to a table and we sat. The waitress came over and I ordered us drinks. 

“Head up,” I said. 

She raised her eyes reluctantly. It was dimly lit in the place but I was betting she was blushing fiercely.

“What do slave girls do, Miranda?” I asked.

She blushed more deeply, eyes jerking from side to side to see if anyone was near enough to hear.

“Wh-whatever they're told, Ms. Gray!” she gulped in a low voice.

“And are you my slave girl?”

“Y-yes, Ms. Gray!” she said anxiously.

The waitress delivered the drinks and she picked hers up quickly, gulping down half the glass.

“Don't get drunk too quickly, slave girl,” I said, sipping from my wine.

Then Daniel came over. I had, of course, arranged this in advance. He was bisexual, like myself, not gay. He ignored me, sitting down and staring at Miranda, who looked back, startled.

“You are incredibly beautiful,” he said.

Her eyes flitted to me, then back at him.

“Uhm... th-thanks,” she gulped.

“Say thank you sir, Miranda,” I said.

Her blush deepened. “Thank you, sir,” she gulped, eyes swirling around wildly again, hoping no one noticed.

“That is a lovely dress,” he said, staring at her half exposed breasts. “You have lovely breasts.”

Miranda jerked her face around to me and I raised an eyebrow.

“Thank the gentleman for the compliment, Miranda,” I said.

She looked anxiously back at him. “Thank you, sir,” she gulped.

Daniel looked at me. “Do you mind?” He asked.

“No, go ahead,” I said.

Miranda's head jerked from him to me to him again, eyes still wide, then she gasped as his hand slid into the cleavage of her dress and cupped her breast. Her hand darted up to grasp his wrist and I leaned forward.

“Hands down, Miranda,” I ordered.

She stared at me desperately, then dropped her hands and her head, as Daniel slid his hand into the front of her dress and into her bra, cupping and kneading her bare breast.

“Very nice,” he said, drawing his hand back.

“She has very soft skin,” I said. 

“She certainly does.  She's a little beauty,” he said. “Not fully trained yet, right?”

“No, she's new.”

His hand slid down onto her bare leg and followed it up beneath her short skirt.

Miranda squeaked, her face jerking towards me again, eyes wide.

“Miranda, What are you?” I asked.

She dropped her eyes, then sucked in a deep breath of air as Daniel's fingers apparently did something interesting.

“I asked you a question,” I said coolly.

“I'm your bitch, Ms. Gray,” she said in a low, trembling voice.

“What else are you?”

“I-I'm your slave girl,” she moaned, her hips wriggling now as the backs of his knuckles moved against the fabric.

“What else are you?”

“I-I'm a slut!” she moaned, her body trembling.

“Spread your legs wider, slut,” Daniel said casually.

Miranda's eyes bulged, and then she jerked her face towards me again.

“Do as he says,” I said.

She moaned and spread her legs wider, then gasped and shuddered. Her head pulled back and then her back arched sharply as she dug her fingers into the sides of her chair.

“I bet she's tight inside,” Daniel said.

“Would you like to make use of her?”

Again, Miranda jerked sharply, then gurgled as she came, her face filling with heat which spread down her neck and chest, her hips jerking and grinding desperately against Daniel's fingers.

“I have been teaching her how to deep throat, with a dildo, of course, but I fear her talents are sadly lacking. Her male... lovers, if you wish to call them that, weren't very demanding,” I said.

“A slave girl should know how to please men or women,” he said, his hand still well up  under her skirt.

“I agree.”

The place rented rooms, though they had no beds. They were small rooms meant more for quick casual encounters involving bondage and discipline then anything else. The room we went into had a couple of chairs, a table, a padded leather bench, some rings and shackles attached to ceiling and walls, and a stripper pole.

Daniel sat down and I removed Miranda's leash.

“Lap dance,” I said.

She moaned, face stricken, but from the look of her face wildly excited just the same. She straddled him and began to grind herself to the music pounding through the club's speakers. He sat there, staring up at her, at first, then let his hands begin to caress her hips and then her buttocks through the dress.

Her breathing was getting a lot more ragged than his as she ground herself down on him, and then he peeled her dress up her thighs, up over her hips, up her body as I drew her hands up and held her wrists together above her. I grasped the dress, pulling it off, leaving her in bra and thong, and then very quickly in nothing at all.

She came as she was giving him a lap-dance, which was kind of a reversal, but she was an excitable girl. I drew her wrists together behind her back and locked them, then put her on her knees before him.

She went right for his stiff cock, of course, but I jerked back on her hair.

“Not so fast, slut,” I said. “Work your way up.”

Daniel stripped completely, widening her eyes still further. I'd slept with him before, so we were comfortable together. Miranda was going kind of nuts, though, and was soon kneeling, her butt thrust up and out as she sucked on his balls.

I had a crop and was sliding it up and down against the very moist entrance to her sex, and occasionally snapping it across her bottom or up against her breasts as she sucked and licked him. His control faded, though, and he was soon deep in her throat, drawing her down fully and pinning her mouth against him as he tried to hold back.

He failed, and I smirked as he exploded in her throat, gasping and jerking and cramming her face against him until the orgasm faded. I pulled her back and she swayed drunkenly, gulping in air as Daniel looked suitably abashed.

“She's very hot,” he said.

“Sure,” I replied, smirking.

But it gave her a chance to work him up to it again, so she set to work, licking and kissing and sucking, then giving him another lap dance. With her pussy grinding against him that soon had him hard again, and he positioned himself at the entrance to her sex and let her slide down.

She came before he was all the way inside, and then, basically, she really was our bitch, doing absolutely anything ordered without hesitation. He took her in various positions, including on her knees while she was licking me, and I lost count of how often she came.

I was a bit jealous, thinking maybe I'd made a mistake, and she'd realized what she really liked was men, but a few days later I invited my friend Veronica to put her through her paces, and that drove her just as nuts, despite the fact Vero was a lot rougher on her than Daniel had been.

We settled into a routine, she and I. She cleaned the house and did the laundry, then had dinner ready for me when I got home. I bought her all sorts of cute lingerie, but she seemed to prefer to be naked around me, save for the collar and restraints.

Whenever I took her out, or whenever I invited someone in, she.. preened. She knew just how hot she was and gloried I it. However slutty she was, well, she was just obeying orders, so I suppose that absolved her of any sense of guilt over it.

Her sex drive was actually greater than mine, though, so I took to either inventing more work for her, or caging her, or tying her in a variety of interesting positions in the evening so I could have some alone time. I also bought her a number of sex toys, which she delighted in. Not that I don't like a good cuddle, of course, but she was like an eager puppy who had no one else to play with but me.

And I doubted I'd find another pet for her any time soon.

I honestly have never seen a woman come as often as she could. I wasn't sure if she'd always been a freaking nympho or if I'd just allowed her inner nympho to get loose, but she thrived on sex of any kind. She was utterly free of inhibitions, or at least, by the time she'd been with me for a while, she was. No guilt or shame either, and she became quite the exhibitionist. I even caught her taking videos and pictures of herself and putting them on the internet.

The funny thing is that I really came to think of her, emotionally, if not intellectually, as a sort of pet, not a girlfriend or roommate or lover. She was a  human pet, a useful servant, nice company, and fun to play with. Mind you, you can care for a pet, even love them.

Which meant when I dated, if I was looking seriously, it had to be for someone who wouldn't look askance at having company in our relationship. That wasn't terribly difficult, to be honest. I liked strong, and sexual men, and very few of those were anything less than delighted at the thought of having Miranda around too.

Women were a little more doubtful at first, but the fact Miranda did all the cooking, cleaning and laundry was quite convincing there. 

So things turned out much better than I'd have ever expected when she walked into my office that day – for both of us. She got a life of fun and play, where even scrubbing the floors was an erotic experience, and I got a nifty pet who cooked, cleaned, and stretched her tongue into something that was amazing to see – and feel.

I guess it goes to show initial thoughts can be mistaken, and everyone has a role in life, once someone finds it puts them into it.

 

 

End
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