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Kristin felt her heart pounding as she stood
there at the foot of the bed. It had tall, squared posts with metal
rings bolted to them. Now the silver shackles around her wrists
were clipped to those rings, raised up and apart to hold her
helplessly in place.

Her ankles were spread apart, as well, and
she had been blindfolded, and then had a ball-gag pushed into her
mouth. She had heard him moving around the bedroom for a few
minutes, as if in preparation for she knew not what.

And then she'd been left like that for
perhaps ten minutes, heart pounding as she waited whatever he
intended doing with her.

She gasped as she felt his big hands on her
shoulders! They caressed her body lightly but firmly, then began to
gently slide up and down her back. They curved up along her sides,
then up further around in front to cup and knead her breasts as she
felt his warm breath on her neck.

His hands drew back, then she heard a sort of
mechanical sound, a sound of metal against metal, then against
wood. His hand slid down her belly and pushed, forcing her hips
backward, then held her there as there were more sounds.

Something round, the size of a croquet ball,
and just as smooth. She recognized it as it pushed up firmly
against the mouth of her sex, recognized it even before it started
to vibrate.

He released her belly and she moaned softly
into the gag as her hips pushed her forward against the thing. His
hands moved back and there was no sound for several minutes as she
stood in place. She wasn't sure if he was still in the room or had
left and was somewhere else, perhaps making himself dinner!

She had spent several hours alone in the
beautiful penthouse apartment, exploring, wearing nothing but his
robe, and then nothing at all, by direction of the note he had left
her, aside from a silver collar and matching restraints around her
wrists and ankles.

That had felt darkly erotic and kinky, and
her nipples had been hard the entire time! They still were! A low
thrumming heat had been roiling her abdomen almost the entire time,
too. Now, with Sterling here, calling her 'slave girl' and leading
her around by a leash, she had felt a daunting buildup of sexual
energy before he'd even done anything sexual to her!

He was her boss now, at work, a man she'd
intended to seduce as she had so many others, including the one
she'd used to get this job. But instead he'd turned the tables on
her, seeing her for what she was immediately, and with breathtaking
gall deciding that her body was his to do with as he chose.

It was hard to argue when she'd been willing
to give it to him! Except, of course, she hadn't so much expected
him to take it as to take whatever she was willing to let him have.
She had expected to seduce him and wrap him around her little
finger, as she had done with so many men in the past.

Instead he'd virtually taken her by the
scruff of the neck and told her that her body belonged to him and
he would do whatever he wanted with it! That was breathtakingly
outrageous! And it should have left her angry instead of awed!

But it hadn't! Instead she'd been delighted
that he had agreed to provide her with what she always thought of
as her perfect bargain. He would help influence her career and she,
in turn, would have sex with him.

And that was what it was... sort of. But it
was so very much more! She'd lost control of things from the start,
been unable to put any sort of brake on what use he made of her
body. He was simply too... strong-willed! And she, who used to
pride herself on her willpower, had seen it sapped, drained by the
incredible heat he was able to raise in her body and mind!

She'd never met anyone like him before! Not
only was he incredibly handsome and well-built, but he had resisted
her influence with casual ease, instead turning the tables on her.
Kristin had always admired strength, and secretly felt contemptuous
towards the men she'd always been able to manipulate.

Now she'd found one who manhandled her, both
physically and emotionally, and she found herself bewildered about
how to respond, especially since she was also in the grip of what
might well be, she thought, her first real, unrepentant crush on a
man! Because God, he was sexy!

She'd only thought to use men to enhance her
career until at some future date she'd achieved the prosperity she
wanted. Then perhaps she could meet some partner, some strong and
handsome man she could partner with. So she really hadn't been
looking, nor been impressed by the men she'd come across.

Sterling was everything she'd ever wanted in
a partner, though. He was a man who deeply impressed her with his
intelligence and strength, and who turned her knees wobbly at the
same time.

The problem was he had very quickly shown her
that their strengths and skills were so lopsided in his favor she
really wasn't in his league. Instead he'd suggested a relationship
more along the lines of a master and his... pet.

That, too was outrageous, and insulting, and
offensive, and yet, oddly, weirdly, it wasn't out of line with the
way things were developing. He'd made it clear from the start,
after all, quite outside the realm of any sort of sexual
relationship, that as his assistant she was to carry out his will
and not question it.

Such were his bonafides, his incredible
success in his field of law, in sports law and representing both
players and teams, that she hadn't even thought to question the
demand. She knew very well he was far more experienced and
knowledgeable than she was, and that she had much to learn.

Much to learn about sex, too, as it turned
out. Never before in her life had she felt the kind of scalding
sexual heat, hunger and passion he had given her! Sex had always
been something to use to manipulate men, not something done out of
pleasure.

Sterling had changed that, not merely by his
skillful ability to manipulate her body, but his even more amazing
talent in manipulating her mind! But all this heat, this raw animal
lust left her feeling lost, like a virgin! She'd simply never had
to cope with it before, nor its influence on her.

The heat was like a drug, like a fever,
influencing her mind, and making her body thrum with energy. And
the more outrageous he was, the more wickedly aroused she
became!

The vibrator had been buzzing softly against
her sex, and the breathless young blonde had already begun to grind
herself helplessly against it as her body's heat grew more intense.
Now it grew more powerful, and she moaned into the gag, writhing
slowly in place, straining against the restraints as she jammed
herself in against the buzzing sex toy.

It slowed down again, then sped up, altering
its speed every few seconds. She wouldn't have believed she could
still be so aroused after what had happened this afternoon! He'd
virtually given her to a huge black football player, making her
give him a lap dance!

Of course, she'd given a lot of lap dances in
her life, for she'd been a stripper when going through college,
using her firm, lithe young body to seduce and manipulate men at
the strip club to maximize her tips. She had thought she had
covered that up, for she'd used a fake ID, but Sterling had found
out somehow.

He'd put her in restraints, and then left her
to Tony, the giant football player, to do with as he chose! He'd
been like a wild bull! And then his two teammates had come over! It
had been bruising and exhausting, and emotionally draining as
well.

She had ached all over, and still did! And
she had had explosive orgasms that had taken her breath away and
left her faint. Yet a few hours of rest and here she was, twisting
and writhing in helpless passion, grinding herself against a
vibrator!

What are you doing to me, Sterling?
she thought dazedly.

The vibrations slowed to a very light buzz,
and she felt his hands on her again, big hands, if not as big as
the football players who had manhandled her earlier. They were
strong hands, too, but much more gentle than she had felt
earlier.

They caressed her body, sliding gently up and
down her back, kneading her shoulders, sliding around her neck and
up through her soft blonde hair, then back down her back once more
and around to cup her breasts.

Her breasts were full and firm and throbbing,
but still aching from the rough handling the football players had
given them. His hands caressed the undersides, lifting them and
squeezing them softly together as she felt his lips on the back of
her neck.

He kissed her gently, and repeatedly, his
lips moving along her neck, forward up under her ear as she moaned
helplessly.

His hand slid down her torso, down her belly
and pushed in between the round head of the vibrator and her moist
clitoris, rubbing gently against her before withdrawing.

He chewed lightly on the nape of her neck,
then drew back and began to speak.

“As I said when we first met, Sutherland, I
expect obedience and discipline from you. I tell you what to do,
and that is what you do. I do not want my orders questioned or
argued. Nor will accept deviation from my instructions.”

His hands slid down and kneaded her buttocks,
then drew back.

“I believe my note was explicit. I will read
it to you in case you've forgotten it. “I'm sure
you'll want to clean up. When you've finished, put the collar and
restraints on - and nothing else - and wait for me in the great
room. I'll be home around seven. You may eat if you desire, but
clean up after yourself.”

whick! Something struck her bottom. It
felt like several very thin strips of leather. There wasn't much
impact, but they stung, and Kristin gasped and her hips jerked
forward. The vibrator began to buzz more strongly again.

“I did not tell you to explore my home.”

whick! The laces cut
across her lower back!

“I did not tell you to intrude into my
office.”

whick! The laces
slashed across her shoulders!

“I did not tell you to open my drawers and
read my correspondence.”

whick! She cried out
as the laces snapped down across her buttocks again!

“And I specifically told you to wear nothing
but the shackles, not my robe.”

whick! The laces cut across her upper
back, then curled around her ribs under her arms and bit at her
right breast!

whick!

Kristin yelped and moaned, pulling and
straining weakly against the restraints, shocked he had discovered
what she'd done and bewildered by how he had known it! Did he just
know everything!?

whick! The laces cut across her back
again, diagonally.

whick! whick! whick!

The laces struck her back repeatedly, their
light, stinging touch making her skin redden and grow hot.

whick! whick! whick!

They struck her bottom repeatedly, and she
moaned, grinding herself against the vibrator.

The blows stopped, leaving her gasping, then
she felt something hard and slick pressing against her back
passage. She moaned as it pushed inward, twisting and turning,
forcing her opening further and further apart. It was another
dildo, she thought. No, it was getting thicker, so a butt plug,
like the one he'd put in her before taking her to the hotel to meet
Tony!

She moaned as it spread her wide and then
sank into her bottom, leaving nothing but the small round base
pressed snugly against her body over her small puckered
opening.

The thin strips struck her back again, this
time curling under her arm to snap at her right breast, then again,
on her other side, snapping at her left breast, then her right,
then her left!

whick! whick! whick! whick! whick!

She squealed and moaned and strained against
the restraint, but to no avail! And she couldn't even protest! For
that matter, she was flat out guilty! He had caught her going into
his desk drawer and reading his correspondence! That was a firing
offense in any business!

Her firm young breasts trembled and jerked
and reddened as the thin laces snapped and bit at them! But the
blows remained quite light, almost negligible except for the fact
that repeating them tenderized her skin and made them feel even
hotter and more sensitive for the following blows.

Her back and bottom and breasts were all
starting to feel very warm! But then, she was feeling very warm
inside, too.

whick! whick! whick! whick! whick!

Her nipples were starting to burn like fire
as the laces targeted them again and again!

The blows stopped, and she shuddered weakly,
then groaned as she felt her hair jerked back sharply, forcing her
head far back.

“You have been a very, very bad girl,
Sutherland,” he said.

She moaned unhappily, knowing she had no
excuse, even if she could speak.

She felt him cup her right breast firmly,
squeezing it so that the nipple bulged. His fingers closed in on
the base of it, pressing together. Then she felt a sharp pain in
her nipple! She squealed and jerked, but it was soon gone, leaving
behind a throbbing ache.

And a strange sensation....

He was... doing something to her nipple! She
felt it being tugged, being stretched, but didn't understand. He
released it, and it continued to throb and ache, and
feel...strange. Then he gripped her left breast, and a moment
later, there was the same sharp, but momentary pain!

“I will leave you to ponder the benefits of
future obedience, Sutherland,” he said.

And then she was alone, or seemed to be. She
could not be sure, of course. Her body still felt... hot and
sensitive where he had struck her. Her nipples still ached, and...
felt as if there were weights dangling from them! Yes, that was
what it felt like!

She had heard of that! Nipple clips! God, he
was such a perve, she thought with that strange sense of rueful
awe.

Moving sharply made her more aware of the
movement of the weights hanging from her nipples. They were not
heavy, except of course, that anything attached to her nipples
would feel heavy.

Had he whipped her!? Had that been what had
just happened!? Had he whipped her like... like a slave girl! God,
that was so wild and kinky!

But it hadn't really hurt that badly at all,
she thought, marveling. Of course, she was sure he could have made
it much more painful had he wished it to be! That was good. It was
reassuring to know he wasn't about to do something crazy that would
really hurt her!

She moaned into the gag as she ground herself
against the vibrator. Her insides were starting to tremble in
tandem with the thing again. She groaned and rolled her hips, then
leaned forward, easing her hips back. She felt the weights tugging
on her nipples, then eased her sex forward again, grinding it
lightly, then more heavily against the vibrator.

She saw herself in her minds eye, and thought
of how darkly exotic and erotic she must look! Was he there
watching or had he just left her like this!? Both possibilities
excited her for different reasons!

Her movements became more animated as the
arousal deepened, and she breathed in ragged gasps of air as her
body pulsed with sexual tension and pressure. Then her hair was
gripped and her head jerked back.

She cried out weakly, dazedly, as she felt
the strap of the gag undone. She felt fingers at her lips, circling
the ball, caressing her lips. Then the ball was pulled slowly
out.

“Do you belong to me, slave girl?” he
growled.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He released her hair but gripped her hips,
pulling them back from the vibrator.

“Say it.”

“I belong to you, sir!”

He pushed her forward and she moaned as her
sex ground against the thing, then pulled her back again.

“Again.”

“I belong to you, sir!'

He pushed her forward, grinding her against
the vibrator, then drew her back.

“I belong to you, sir!' she cried without
being asked.

He chuckled softly, kissing the back of her
neck, and she felt a thrill of delight.

“Are you my slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

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

He pushed her hips forward and she shuddered,
grinding herself against the vibrator.

“Do I own your body, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir! You own my body, sir!”

“And I can do anything I want to it.”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“And give it to anyone I want.”

She moaned again.

She gasped in pain as her hair was jerked
back.

“You'll fuck anyone I tell you to.”

“Y-Yes, sir!' she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'll fuck anyone you tell me to, sir!”

And the weird, wild, shocking, wicked,
outrageous thing about saying it was, she marveled, that it might
well be true!

He pushed forward on her buttocks, jamming
her against the vibrator.

“Say it again, slave girl.”

“I'll fuck anyone you tell me to, sir!”

Again.”

“I'll fuck anyone you tell me to, sir!”

He gripped her hips, lifting them up and
back, and she felt something soft and warm and fleshy and yet...
hard against her sex. A rush of heat spread through her as she
recognized it, as she felt his cock sliding up and down the line of
her sex and caressing her swollen clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock,” he said.

“I-I love cock, sir!”

“Keep saying it until I tell you to
stop.”

“I love cock, sir! I love cock, sir! I love
cock, sir! I-I lo-love... c-c-cock!” she gasped as she felt him
pushing into her and sliding deep.

“I love cock! I love c-cock! Oh! I love cock!
I uhng love cock!” she gasped as he pushed even deeper, then ground
his hips into her buttocks.

That, of course, pushed her forward against
the vibrator, and his big hands on her hips were angling her body
up so it pressed directly against her clitoris as his cock moved
slowly in and out.

Nirvana!

His cock pushed in and out of her slick,
tight, throbbing sex, stretching her wide, filling her with every
stroke. His hips ground her up against the vibrator, and Kristin’s
mind began to flutter like a flag in a windstorm.

Unlike previous orgasms this one seemed to
start out low, making her shudder and moan and cry out weakly. It
went on and on, though, and then, instead of fading, grew more
powerful, more intense! One of his hands slid up to envelop her
neck, pressing up and squeezing, making her head throb and further
intensifying the orgasm!

She cried out, cried out louder, her hips
twisting and bucking more and more violently as the energy tore
through her body! She ground herself desperately against the
vibrator while thrusting her hips desperately back against his
thick shaft! The weights dangling from her nipples bounced and
jerked and tugged on them to send hot little sparks of stinging
sensation through her overheated body!

It was the longest orgasm she'd ever
experienced, or perhaps it was several merged together. She twisted
and bucked, her body wracked by convulsions as her mind spun in
helpless swirling bliss. She heard cries of pleasure but wasn't
aware they were hers, nor cared, as the orgasm seemed to go on and
on forever!
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Kristen's wardrobe had not met with
Sterling's approval, so he had bought her another. One suit

consisted of a very tight, very short black
pinstriped skirt with a single breasted jacket. The jacket fell to
barely an inch higher than the hem of the skirt. He also had her
wearing a green silk top under the blouse which was almost
completely see-through. Fortunately, the suit also had a vest.

She wore no underwear with the suit, and
again, had stiletto heeled shoes to elevate her height, if not her
sense of grace. Fortunately, most of her time was spent in her
office, or his, making appointments, taking calls and messages,
undertaking a number of research assignments and copy-editing his
letters and contracts.

Still, she did have to walk through the
office in search of books, supplies, and to take messages to other
partners, and she could tell by the looks she got that her short
skirt had been noticed. No one was saying much, though. Even in the
couple of days Sterling had been there people had learned to be
wary of questioning him.

Though not as wary as Kristen was!

Still, as bosses went, he wasn't a terrible
one. He didn't rant or rave or blame her for his own mistakes and
failings – presuming he had any. He gave clear instructions, and
let her do her job. Nor did he load her down with an unreasonable
amount of work. He treated her politely, especially in front of
others, and never raised his voice.

The only real difference was that there
seemed to be no limit on her duties. They were whatever he told her
to do, and if that meant getting him a coffee or taking his laundry
to the dry cleaners – or giving him oral sex, than that was what he
expected her to do – routinely.

And it was that routine, that casual nature
of his expectations that left her feeling so oddly breathless.

He was taking part in a long phone conference
that morning between a number of player representatives and the New
Jersey Nets basketball team and their lawyers. He was clearly not
happy about having to sit and listen, and had pushed his chair out
a bit and sideways from his desk as she walked in quietly to hand
him a memo.

He motioned to her and pointed to his
crotch.

She gulped and went back to the door, locked
it, then came back to his desk, sinking to her knees in front of
him. She reached for his belt and undid it, then opened his
trousers and pulled down the zipper and drew his cock out of his
shorts.

Occasionally he said something into the phone
as she delicately licked along the underside of his scrotum, then
took his balls into her mouth. She licked up and down his cock,
then slid her lips over the head and began to bob slowly up and
down as he leafed through the some papers, then discussed one of
the terms of the collective agreement.

His fingers combed lightly through her hair
as he sat back, listening to the answer, his eyes seeming to brood
as he watched her sliding her soft lips up and down around his
shaft.

She didn't feel the need to pull free. She
had discovered that she could breath, with some effort, even with
his cock in her throat, and so could slide slowly up and down,
again and again, pressing her lips around the base of his cock as
she rolled her eyes up at him.

He wasn't in a hurry, however, and his grip
in her hair tightened to pull her up and off. He pushed her back a
little and then opened her vest and blouse to caress and knead her
breasts. He had her lay back on the floor, raising her knees and
spreading them wide, which of course, raised her short skirt up to
bare her completely, then had her masturbate while he watched.

Of course, it was necessary to make no noise
as she ran her hands over her body, and down between her legs. That
shouldn't have been a problem, except that she found the very
casual nature of what was happening to be darkly thrilling. She let
the tendons in her thighs strain as she spread her legs achingly
wide, and her fingers probed lightly, then deeply inside her sex as
the fingers of her other hand stroked across her clitoris.

It was his eyes she watched, his face which
aroused her as she plunged her fingers in and out of her moist sex.
But it wasn't just that. It was the very … obedience, the degrading
nature of how casually and imperiously he had ordered her to
perform for him which both delighted and outraged her.

She was a lawyer, damn it! Even if her grades
had been inflated a bit by cooperative professors! It wasn't like
she wouldn't have passed anyway! She felt like grinding her teeth
at the way he presumed he could simply tell her to do anything at
all!

And yet she felt a throbbing heat at his
strength of will, at his steely eyed determination that she obey
him utterly in all things. It was outrageous but it was deliciously
exciting, too! And submission was almost a foreign concept to
Kristen, except as a ploy. She was finding the experience
unfamiliar, to say the least.

“I understand the complexity, Adam,” he said,
“But refer to Baxter v Jones and you'll see that the underlying
precedents don't support a medical exemption.”

He cocked his finger at her, indicating she
should come forward again, and Kristen rose to her knees again,
leaning forward, her hands around his balls and shaft as she licked
slowly and languidly at the underside of the head.

He resumed sliding his fingers through her
hair as she did, and she met his eyes, feeling a rush of heat as
his eyes locked on hers. She continued licking, then slid her lips
around the head and sank slowly down to the balls, moaning softly
around his shaft, then starting to bob up and down again.

He reached down to cup her bare breasts,
kneading casually, his fingers flicking over her nipples, then
shifted his hand back to her hair, gathering it up into a tight
mass as he rose from the chair.

He began to pump in and out now, and a stern
look reminded her to drop her arms to her sides. He pumped faster,
jerking her in and out, and then slowed because of the gurgling
sound even she couldn't avoid making. He pulled her to her feet by
the hair, then bent her over the desk.

Kristin raised her bottom and spread her
shapely legs as he hiked her skirt up higher, then groaned softly
as he entered her from behind, fucking her casually as he
occasionally contributed to the conversation.

She stared along his desk, her breasts
feeling warm against the hard stone as he ground himself against
her, a sense of delicious heat swirling and churning within her as
he used her body for his own casual pleasure.

He finished with her before she could orgasm,
which was not his usual habit. Then again, her orgasms had become
louder of late, and he was still on the phone. He shooed her out of
his room and went back to focusing on the conference call, and
Kristin went back to her desk and her research.

It was late morning before he emerged from
his office, muttering unhappily to himself.

“Large conference calls are always a waste of
time,” he said. “You can usually get three times the work done in a
tenth the time just through emails.”

He handed her an unsigned memo sheet and she
looked up at him blankly.

“Go there. Tell them your name. Then let them
do whatever they've been told to do,” he said.

He turned and left her office, heading for
his and she bit her tongue uneasily.

She looked at the address. It was in the East
Village, not terribly far away. Well, he had given a clear
instruction, and it was for her to obey it. She got up, got her
purse, and headed out.

*

The address turned out to be a salon of some
sort. She frowned in confusion, yet there seemed no doubt. She
entered it through the paneled oak door and found a very high-end
décor, with leather waiting seats and a small counter behind which
sat a small redhead.

“Yes?” she asked with a professional
interest.

“Uhm, my name is Kristin Sutherland,” she
replied.

The girl gazed down at a pad and looked up,
professional smile on her face. “Ms. Decorte will be right out,”
she said.

Kristin nodded and sat down. In a way, she
was relieved. Given how Sterling had virtually gifted her to one of
his clients the other day she'd been more than a little afraid that
he was doing the same again. Instead he was apparently going to
have her get a makeover of some kind. Well, he hadn't liked the way
she'd done her hair before, so maybe he wanted it restyled.

That irked her, but only a little. Her
wardrobe and hairstyle, her makeup, and the rigorous exercise she
went through to ensure her body was toned, were all designed to
please men who had influence over her career. And right now that
was Sterling. So if he wanted something changed, why should she
argue?

A tall, buxom brunette appeared in the
doorway and called out to her.

“Ms. Sutherland? Please come with me.”

Kristin followed her down a narrow corridor
and then into a small private room which, she was not surprised to
see, had a hair stylists chair before a mirror. She hesitated, but
would feel idiotic if she had to ask the woman what she was going
to do, so instead simply pretended she knew.

Her hair was washed, and then styled. She was
relieved not much was cut. She thought the style was kind of
girlish, with long bangs, and thick layered look which made her
hair seem fuller, but if that was what Sterling wanted, well, so be
it.

After that, though, the woman handed her off
to a slender black girl, who brought her further down the corridor
and into another room. This one had a chair which looked more like
something from an examination room.

“Remove your clothes, please and you can put
one of these on,” the girl said, showing her a paper gown.”

Again, Kristin almost asked why, but instead
merely nodded. It would seem very odd to them if she had no idea
what she was doing there!

She undressed and put on the paper gown, then
sat uneasily on the exam table. The black girl returned, pushing a
tray on wheels, then had her lay back on the table and put her
ankles in the stirrups that she unfolded.

Mystified, Kristen complied, wondering why
Sterling wanted her to have some kind of medical exam.

“Have you ever had a piercing before?” the
girl asked.

Kristin stared at her. “Uhm, no,” she
gulped.

“This will hurt a bit, but just for a second,
then it will fade to a throbbing.”

A bit stunned, Kristin bit her lower lip and
nodded as the the girl pushed the gown up and wiped her with an
alcohol smelling pad. She felt her fingers at her sex, then, felt
them pressing into the flesh on either side of her clitoris, and
then felt a very sharp stinging pain!

She let out a helpless cry, her fingers
digging into the palms of her hands, then coped with the throbbing
aftermath as the girl placed a gold stud in the newly pierced
clitoral hood. She talked about the need for care, and then had her
sit up and pull down the front of her gown to bare her breasts.

Kristen then endured her nipples being
pierced in turn, as the girl again placed gold studs through them.
She was then allowed to dress, but, to her surprise, rather than
leaving, she was handed to another person, this time a man with
tattoos up and down his arm.

She was shown into another room and sat in a
chair much like the hair stylists chair, then the man gathered her
hair up and swept it to the side before tying it off. He had her
remove her jacket and pull the back of her shirt down.

It wasn't until she got back to the office,
and had downed some Tylenol for the throbbing and aching, that she
was able to see what the tattoo was. It was at the base of her
neck, just low enough to be hidden by the collar of her blouse – or
by her hair if she had no blouse – and it was simple, unadorned
writing which said Property of J Sterling.

His audacity in having that put that on her
body left her momentarily stunned. She rubbed at it as if it would
come off, but of course, it wouldn't, not without a lot of work.
Had she been crazy to allow this? Why hadn't she asked questions,
demanded answers?!

Because she had wanted them to think she had
ordered this. And she hadn't asked questions of Sterling because,
well, because he didn't welcome questions. When she knocked and
entered his office he was reading a contract, and nodded to her,
motioning her forward.

A little stunned, she obeyed.

“Let me see them,” he said.

Gulping, she showed him the studs, then
turned and showed him the tattoo.

“Excellent. Don't forget to take care of them
as they heal. Now, I'm going to Texas for a week to work something
out with the NFL which is holding a meeting in Dallas. I've left
you a list of jobs I want done in my absence, and of course, I'll
be in contact every day.”

He turned her around and gripped her chin,
tilting it up.

“You'll stay at my place, in the green
bedroom while I'm away. My chauffeur will pick you up each morning
and drop you off at night.”

Her eyes widened.

“I've got more outfits for you there. You can
wear them as you choose while I'm away. You will not enter my
bedroom or home office unless I say otherwise. Is that clear?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

He combed his fingers through her bangs.

“Very nice,” he said.

She had intended to protest, had intended to
demand... something. But his character simply overwhelmed her and
she found herself behaving with uncharacteristic meekness.

*

She kept busy at the office while he was
away. In addition to the tasks he'd left her he called several
times a day, inserting new ones into her schedule, and sent her any
number of emails. But at the end of each day she was driven to his
luxury penthouse by a chauffeur and got to spend the night!

She marveled at how easily she got used to
that, how great it was to be living in such beautiful surroundings,
with such a fabulous view. She exercised in his gym, relaxed in
front of his hundred inch projection screen watching movies, and
enjoyed his sauna and hot tub, pretending she was the real owner,
and reminding herself that some day she would be living in a place
just like this.

The only difference was she would wear
clothes when she owned a penthouse. He had ordered her to be as
naked as she had been the first time she had visited him there. She
would wear collar and shackles, and nothing more. Fortunately, the
place had a very good heating system.

A part of her was a little annoyed he hadn't
taken her to Texas with him. She'd have liked to have sat in on
those negotiations to get a better idea of how things happened. But
at least she got to read through all the correspondence and legal
agreements about them. And she got to play the life of the rich
lawyer and live in his apartment.

The first night she put on the collar and
shackles as ordered, and went to bed naked, wearing only them. The
second night, well, she waited an hour or so, until she'd had
dinner. The third night she put on a pair of comfortable pajama
pants and a T-shirt, though she was a bit nervous about doing
so.

He'd quickly realized she had gone into his
office, before, so she stayed clear of that room, and his bedroom,
lest she leave a telltale hair or something to show him how she'd
disobeyed. But she had the run of the rest of the penthouse, and
immediately felt at home there, as if that were the sort of place
she was meant to live.

She liked it so much, in fact, that she toyed
with the idea of moving in, or at least, tried to think of how she
might persuade him to let her move in. Oh, clearly they weren't
anything remotely close enough to be a couple (though she was
beginning to have thoughts along those lines, as well) but he had a
lot of room here and she could, she was sure, be of value to him,
doing some cooking and cleaning, among other things.

Well, not cleaning, perhaps, but she could do
some straightening up, light chores, perhaps, and of course, she'd
be available for sex, which he certainly would enjoy.

Come to that, she was enjoying the sex
herself, which was something she had certainly never expected. It
was wild and rough and nasty and kinky, sure, but despite that, or
perhaps, because of that, she was finding herself becoming
helplessly addicted to it. Sterling was changing her entire outlook
on sex and sexuality, changing it from a profitable task to a
breathless thrill ride which left her mind resonating with
excitement.

She had always thought of herself as a woman
mainly in the context of how she could use her looks and body to
influence men. Sterling was the first man who made her feel like a
woman simply because he was so incredibly sexy a man, and made no
bones about who was in charge.

Terribly sexist, she conceded, but incredibly
sexy for all of that.

Let those feminist bitches in their tiny
apartments assert their independence and equality if they wanted.
She'd be more than happy to be his little sex toy if she could stay
in a place like this! Especially if it led to the kind of
incredible orgasms he'd led her to the last week.

She had found herself actually missing him!
Well, missing the excitement and thrill of his kinky sex, and the
resultant orgasms anyway. She was more or less alone at the office
with him gone. Not that she'd made a lot of friends before, but her
new wardrobe and job had ensured that however coolly polite other
women were to her they all pretty much loathed her.

As for the men, they seemed uncomfortable and
uncertain in her presence, as if wanting to be nice and ingratiate
themselves with her but afraid to be seen as poaching on Sterling's
territory. Oh they all looked, especially at her long bare legs,
but then they swallowed nervously and looked away.

This didn't bother her at all. She had no
need of any of them, and rather enjoyed the furtive looks of hunger
and appreciation she caught from them. She had always enjoyed the
affect her looks had on men, after all, even if she'd had to
pretend otherwise. Now she found herself almost casually acting
more sexual, letting her hips sway, and not having to worry about
whether her outfit and conduct were appropriately businesslike.

Certainly the suits she'd found hanging in
the closet in the green bedroom had been provocative, for an
office. The blouses were all extremely tight, and partially or
fully see-through. The jackets were form-fitting, and the skirts
very short. But if that was what Sterling wanted, she wasn't going
to argue with him.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


She was wearing a beige suit with a black
(see through) blouse under the vest and jacket, when he arrived at
the office on Friday afternoon, home from Texas.

“Welcome home, sir,” she said with only
partially feigned enthusiasm.

He looked her up and down and nodded
acceptance.

“Sutherland,” he said. “Gather your list of
tasks and bring it into my office.”

“Yes, sir.,” she said, a little
disappointed.

Not that she'd really expected an embrace or
smile from him.

She printed off the list and quickly scurried
across the aisle to his office, closing the door behind her to find
him with his briefcase open on the desk and his computer warming
up.

“Did you have a good trip, sir?”

“I had a profitable trip, which is all that
matters.”

He sat down and gestured her forward, then
impatiently, even closer, until she was standing right next to his
chair.

“Start with Rodrigues v Ohio,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

She leafed through the papers and began to
read what she'd found, only hesitating slightly as his hand reached
out and casually caressed her bare leg. She continued to read as
his hand glided slowly up under her skirt, casually kneading her
bare bottom, then moved around front to stroke long fingers along
the line of her sex.

She moved on to her analysis of the existing
contract held by James Mayborn, a potential client, as his fingers
slid into her sex, dipping lightly in and out, and rubbed casually
against her clitoris. She was not, of course, wearing any
underwear, at his command, and gulped, heart beating faster and
aster as she read.

His fingers moved around behind her again,
pressing against the base of the butt-plug, then tugging it lightly
and repeatedly, pulling it halfway out before letting her body suck
it back in again. He read through some things on his desk as she
continued speaking, appearing to ignore her for some minutes, then
turned once more, his hand sliding up under her jacket to cup her
breasts.

His fingers nimbly undid the buttons on her
vest, then did the same for her blouse, reaching in to directly cup
her bare breasts and knead them expertly.

“Did I tell you to stop?” he demanded when
she halted.

“No, sir! In the case of clause fourteen the
intent was to provide for a remedy in the case of physical ...”

He dropped his hand and undid her skirt,
popping the clasp, then unzipping it. He gave it a small tug so it
slid over her rounded buttocks, then let it fall to her ankles as
she continued to read. His hand slid back up her body now, and
pushed her open blouse, jacket and vest over her left shoulder,
then did the same on the other side, so the garments hung awkwardly
from one arm – the one she held up as she read from the papers she
was holding.

She dropped it, pulse racing, and her clothes
fell to the floor behind her. She raised it again, hesitated, then
resumed reading as he sat back a little to look at her. She felt
anxious, but also aroused, with her stomach fluttering. His face
gave no hint of what he thought, however.

“The nipple rings look good there,
Sutherland.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He slipped a finger through one and tugged it
out a little, and she gasped but didn't move as it stretched her
still sore nipple a little. He released it then slid his hand down
between her legs to rub lightly against the other ring, the one
through her clitoral hood.

“They say these make you more sensitive,” he
said. “Given how responsive you can be I can only imagine how much
of an improvement they might eventually make. But they're...
visually appealing.”

“Yes, sir,” she said uncertainly.

“Did you tell Mayborn I'd be back today?”

“Yes, sir.”

He nodded. “Continue.”

She spent almost an hour going over the long
list of research and other assignments she'd done, with her
standing naked, and him occasionally reaching up to caress or
fondle her, but otherwise calmly relaxed and watching her talk. Now
and then he made notes or looked at the messages on his phone.

Only when she was done did he undo his belt,
open his trousers, and take his cock out. He nodded at her, and she
placed the papers on his desk, then sank to her knees and began to
perform oral sex on him.

“Take your time, Sutherland,” he said,
spreading his legs.

She moaned around his cock, her hands
delicately cupping his balls and massaging them as she licked. He
quickly hardened, but, as he'd ordered, she took her time,
sometimes sucking lightly on his balls, sometimes sliding her lips
up and down the length of his cock sideways, mouthing it
teasingly.

He sat back and watched her for a minute or
two, then dropped his big hand onto her head. She flinched, and
braced herself, for he liked to pull her hair, but instead he
seemed content to stroke her lightly, his fingers combing through
her hair gently. Kristin found it oddly comforting.

She took him deep into her throat, then
bobbed slowly up and down as he watched, letting his thickness
caress the inside of her throat. He tugged lightly on her bangs to
pull her up and off, then gestured her back.

“Lay on your back and masturbate,” he
said.

She gulped, but obeyed, laying back and
raising her knees, face already flushed as she ran her hands over
her body. She forced her knees wider as her fingers slid down
between her legs, finding her clitoris and stroking gently.

She didn't have to feign excitement as she
dipped her fingers into her sex, then began to push them deeper.
She knew he liked to see penetration, but she had found that she
enjoyed a dark sense of thrill at being penetrated, as well, so she
slid her fingers deep as she rubbed more insistently against her
clitoris.

“I bought you something in Texas,
Sutherland.”

She stared at him, panting, confused.

He opened a drawer and took out a very
realistic looking dildo, large and thick and black.

“Since you enjoyed it so much. He tossed the
dildo casually, not onto her body but across the room.

“Fetch,” he ordered.

She felt a rush of anger and outrage, but
rolled onto her side, then onto her stomach as she started to
rise.

“No, stay on all fours,” he ordered.

Face reddening further, Kristin crawled
across the floor to where the black dildo lay.

“Don't use your hands to pick it up. Just use
your mouth, from the head, and swallow it.”

She felt a rough jolt of heat between her
legs as she obeyed, bending her neck and taking the head of the
cock in her teeth, raising it up on its base, then re-positioning
her mouth so she could slide her lips over it and take it deep into
her throat. She held it like that, with just the base gripped by
her teeth as she turned and crawled back to where he sat.

He reached down and gripped the base with his
fingers, then pulled it slowly forward, inch after inch emerging,
glistening, from between her lips.

“Now that is sexy,” he growled, pulling it
much of the way out, then sliding it almost fully back into her
again. He pumped it slowly in her throat as Kristin knelt on all
fours before him, then pulled it out entirely.

“Turn around.”

She turned on her hands and knees, and moaned
weakly as she felt the spit-wet nose pushing against her sex. It
spread the lips of her sex wide, then slid into her, inch by slow
inch as he pumped it in and out, twisting and turning it and
working it ever deeper.

“Lay on your back,” he ordered.

Gasping, Kristin lowered herself to her
elbows, then dropped to her belly and rolled onto her back. She
drew her knees up and back and let them spread wide as he looked
down at her.

“What a hot, sexy little fuck toy,” he said
softly.

She gulped then let out a low moan as he
raised his foot and brought it down against the base of the dildo.
She gasped as she felt it being shoved slowly deeper inside
her.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched,” he
ordered.

Trembling, Kristin obeyed, moaning as the
head of the dildo jammed high inside her, giving her a dull, steady
ache.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy, Sutherland,” he
ordered.

“I'm your fuck toy, sir!” she gasped.
“Oh!”

His foot pushed the dildo deeper, somehow, so
deep the base was almost flush with the lips of her sex! But that
also had his leather shoe pressing in against her clitoris, and
against the aching new piercing in her clitoral hood.

“Have you been a bad girl while I was away,
Sutherland?” he asked.

“N-No, sir!” she moaned.

“Lying to me, Sutherland?” he said with a
snort.

“No, sir!' she protested as the ache inside
her intensified.

“Confession is good for the soul, slave
girl,” he said. “Let me hear you confess to something you did while
I was away that you shouldn't have.”

“Please!” she moaned as the pressure forced
the nose to jam even deeper!

“Please what?”

“Please, sir!”

“Confess, Sutherland,” he growled. “No lies
to me. Confess.”

He pushed harder on the base and Kristin
writhed, crying out helplessly, but keeping her chest arched.

“I-I didn't... always go naked in your
apartment, sir!”

“I know that. What else.”

How did he know that!? she thought
wonderingly. Did he know everything she did or said or
thought!?

“I-I didn't always wear the collar and
shackles!” she cried.

“I know that, as well.”

He pressed down harder and she cried out, her
hands finally jerking away from her neck and grabbing his
ankle.

“Hands behind neck, back arched!” he
snapped.

Crying out, she obeyed, re-positioning
herself.

“Please, sir!” she gasped, the pain mounting
inside her.

“You've been a bad little slave girl, haven't
you, Sutherland.”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“And so you deserve to be punished. Don't
you?”

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

He stood up, bending forward as he stepped
over her to grasp her long hair. She cried out as he wound it
around his fist and pulled, twisting her body around quickly and
pushing herself up onto her hands and knees as he half dragged her
forward along the floor by the hair.

He led her around to one of the
straight-backed chairs which faced his desk. Then sat down and
dragged her up and across his lap by the hair. His hand kneaded her
buttocks, then began a sharp, steady spanking which had Kristin
gasping and moaning and jerking in pain.

He paused to finger her sex, to push the palm
of his hand against the base of the dildo, to knead her breasts,
and to pull on her hair, but the steady slap of his big hand
against her bottom was continuous, and soon had her bottom turning
a bright red as the heat and pain mounted!

The ache within her diminished rapidly, even
though he kept returning his hand to the base of the dildo and
pushing against it, and Kristin felt, amid the steady sharp blows
of pain, as if something inside her somehow adjusted, as the dildo
succeeded in pushing even deeper!

Her bottom was on fire! And every new blow
sent a shock of pain through her entire lower body! She couldn't
restrain her hands from darting up and back to try to intercede as
tears filled her eyes, but he simply jerked them both in together
and tied them firmly together before continuing his sharp, steady
spanking!

“You will learn not to disobey me,
Sutherland,” he said sternly.

*

Kristin squirmed helplessly. He had sent her
back to her desk to continue her work – with the dildo still jammed
achingly deep inside her body. In addition, to ensure it didn't
slide out, though how he imagined that could happen with her
sitting on it – he had drawn some rough twine from a drawer, tied
it around her hips, then drawn it down between her buttocks and up
between her legs to tie in front - with a large, untidy knot right
over her clitoris.

It was impossible to focus on routine work
assignments! Not only did she ache deep inside but her bottom was
sore and hot, and the twine digging into her hips and rubbing
against her moist, swollen clitoris was driving her insane!

And despite all that she remained shockingly
aroused, breathless, as if waiting with bated breath for the other
shoe to drop, for him to come in or call her over to continue what
he'd started! She still had no idea how he knew she'd disobeyed
while he was away. Were there cameras in the apartment?! Had he
simply guessed and forced her to confess? Was he omniscient!?

The thick dildo forced the lips of her sex
wide. It was practically buried inside her, but not quite, not
entirely, and the cord tied around the base ensured it wouldn't be,
no matter what. Meanwhile that cord was maddeningly itchy against
her soft skin, which was becoming, as time passed, sore and
sensitive with continued contact.

That didn't mean it wasn't also swollen and
throbbing with a twisted kind of heat which responded to him in an
almost masochistic way. He was so masterful! He was so strong!

And she... she was helpless, hapless, and
bewildered.

When he did appear in her office she felt her
heart stop, her eyes widening as he opened the door. Without a
word, and as casual as could be, he closed the door behind him,
walked around her desk, seized her hair, and jerked her head
roughly around to the side.

Kristin jerked her hands up, then dropped
them as he unzipped, pulled his cock out, and thrust it into her
open mouth. She moaned as his big hands gathered her hair in for a
fuller grip, eyes fluttering as his cock hardened almost
instantly.

He drove himself deep into her mouth, then
began to pump in and out as she held steady, back to the back of
the chair, head turned to the side, eyes rolling up at him. His
other hand came down and encircled her throat, pushing her head
back as he moved closer, thrusting down into her mouth and throat
now and thrusting faster.

Kristin gurgled helplessly, fighting to
breath as he drove himself in and out. He leaned in, gasping,
hunger filling him, and buried himself deep in her throat as he
crushed her face against him and poured his seed into her
belly.

She heard him take a deep, shuddering breath,
and felt a strange, dazed, lightheaded sense of victory that she
had actually seemed to break through his mask of unemotional
nonchalance.

He pulled out, then casually wiped himself on
her hair before seizing her throat again. She gasped as he forced
her back hard against the chair back, then reached down between her
legs. His big fingers found her clitoris, rubbing hard and fast,
and her body jerked violently with sudden explosive bursts of
sensation!

He gripped the cord and ground it rapidly
back and forth across her aching, raw clitoris, so that she cried
out, or would have, if his hand hadn't closed around her throat!
Then he shoved his fingers under it again, rubbing hard and fast
until her body began to thrash and shake and her head exploded with
the force of the orgasm tearing through her!

Her legs jerked and flailed on the floor and
her hips jerked spastically against him as her eyes bulged and her
skull threatened to come apart. Then he released her and stepped
back, doing up his zipper and leaving her there, gasping for breath
and bowed back across the back of her chair.

It took her a minute or two to regain control
of herself – and her breath, to comb trembling fingers through her
hair and adjust her clothing, before she could even begin to think
about getting back to work. Then it took her several more minutes
to stop her body from twitching and trembling with the physical
memory of the orgasm which resonated through her body and mind.

She tried to get back to work, then, slowly,
but found her mind filled with fuzz, and, despite that intense
orgasm, a growing sense of arousal, despite the way parts of her
body ached. She also soon discovered to her discomfort that her
sexual juices were slowly oozing out around the dildo
impaling her.

She marveled at that, and used tissues
repeatedly before sitting on a mass of them to keep the leather of
the chair from being harmed. She was agitated, unable to focus or
concentrate, and when she got a message from him ordering her to
come across to his office she froze, heart thumping and pulse
racing, staring at the screen for a long minute.

It wasn't that she wasn't desperately hungry
for more of the wild, raw, incredibly overpowering sexual heat he
bathed her in, but she was also fearful of it. She was becoming...
lost... in his presence, overwhelmed by heat and hunger, and
anxious about what he might do to her or make her do.

She found herself reaching down between her
legs, under her short skirt, moaning as her fingers found her
swollen, aching clitoris and the heat and discomfort poured up
through her belly. What would he do to her?! What could she
do!?

And then he was there, and she let out a yelp
as he opened the door. He glared at her, her wide eyes meeting his
narrow, then closed the door and strode forward. Panicking – she
had been disobedient again, after all – Kristin stumbled to her
feet only to have him grab her by the throat and shove her back
against the wall!

He tore open her blouse, shredding it, then,
as his hands found her breasts, his mouth crushed her own, his
tongue invading her mouth as he kissed her savagely!

Kristin moaned dazedly, her hands sliding up
his chest and feeling the firm, muscled flesh under his tailored
shirt.

He roughly turned her and yanked the shirt,
vest and jacket over her shoulders and down her arms. Her skirt
followed and then his belt was wrapped around her neck and he was
jerking her down onto hands and knees on the floor!

He turned back to the door, pulling firmly on
the belt looped around her neck, and Kristin gurgled as she
staggered after him, crawling – naked! He opened the door and she
drew back, or tried to, but that was impossible. He dragged her
forward and she scurried along on hands and knees as he crossed the
aisle and led her into his office, then closed the door behind.

“You will learn to obey,” he said in a quiet
voice. “You're perfect on the outside and I intend to make you
perfect on the inside.”

He dragged her across the floor, then shoved
her face down against the rug. A moment later a vibrator pressed
against her clitoris, and Kristin squealed helplessly, her hips
bucking and jerking as he held her firmly in place with a hand
against her neck.

“There are rewards for obedience,” he said.
“And punishment otherwise.”

Crack! His hand slapped down against
her upraised bottom.

“Spread your legs.”

She whimpered but obeyed, and felt the pull
of the butt-plug as he drew it slowly out of her. She groaned
heatedly, then felt momentarily vacant until he shoved it back into
her. Only it wasn't the butt-plug, or at least, it wasn't that
one.

He removed the belt from her neck, stood up
and walked back to his desk, and Kristin, panting, face flushed,
turned her head slowly, staring after him.

“Come here,” he ordered.

Moaning, she pushed herself up onto all fours
again and crawled hesitantly over to him, jerking her head around
to stare behind her at the feel of something soft against her
thighs. She blinked in astonishment, halting to stare at what
looked like... a tail, a thick, blonde tail the same color as her
hair, dangling from the butt plug!

“Come here,” he barked.

She scurried forward, and he seized her hair,
then gathered it together at the sides and roughly clipped them
that way, into two loose pigtails. Then he showed her another dildo
and threw it across the room.

“Fetch,” he ordered.

She gaped at him, then turned and crawled
across the room to where the dildo lay.

“Pick it up the same way as last time,” he
said.

She flinched, for the last time she'd picked
it up that dildo had wound up inside her – and was still there. She
obeyed, bending her head, sliding her lips over the head, and
drawing it into her mouth – and throat, before returning to him. He
pulled it free and threw it again.

“Fetch.”

She turned and he slapped her bottom sending
her scurrying away.

“Faster!”

She crawled across to the dildo, picked it up
the same way, and returned it. He pulled it out, threw it again and
ordered her after it.

“Faster!” he barked.

It was outrageous and degrading, but she had
no time to think! She scurried back and forth, driven by his will
and his slaps to the bottom, until she was breathless and gasping,
her knees aching.

Finally, barely able to move, she stumbled
back to him, and he grabbed her by the hair, yanked her in, forced
her head back sharply, then found her clitoris with his fingers
again.

She trembled and shook as his fingers quickly
brought her to another powerful orgasm, a breathless orgasm, an
orgasm with her throat filled with the dildo still clamped between
her teeth! She screamed, or tried to, her body bucking and
thrashing in helpless convulsions as a storm of sensations tore
through her!

Then he released her and she fell forward
onto the floor, trembling and shaking.
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She returned to his house in the limo that
evening, still a little shell-shocked. The vest and jacket covered
up for her torn blouse, and he'd removed the twine – but the dildo
was still inside her, throbbing softly.

Once inside he stripped her again of course.
The butt-plug was still inside her, and the 'tail', which he had
detached after sending her back to her office was now attached once
more.

He brushed her hair up carefully on either
side of her head, and clipped it there in an odd way which felt to
her as if some of it was sticking up, while the rest was held down
over her ears. When she looked at herself in a mirror she saw the
'clips' were shaped as cat-like ears coming out of the top of her
head!

He gently slid long, fluffy, almost furry
like yellow socks up her legs to high on her thighs, then put
identical gloves over her hands, which slid up to her shoulders.
The gloves, however, turned out to be without fingers – or thumbs,
ending in a soft, round padded sheath over her hands.

The collar and shackles followed, and the
somewhat stunned blonde found herself being 'walked' back and forth
in the great room, with Sterling holding the a leash attached to
her collar. She knelt on command, sat on command, and also rose on
her knees to 'beg' on command.

Finally, he led her into the kitchen and had
her sit on her heels against a wall. He drew her hands back
together and locked the shackles in place, then tied the leash
around a peg set higher in the wall. Finally, he took a softball
sized ball with a handle – a vibrator, she thought wildly, and
pushed it in against her sex, duct taping the handle to the floor
before turning it on.

Then he proceeded to make dinner.

“You may not climax without my permission,”
he said over his shoulder. “If you do you'll be punished.”

“Why?” she moaned.

“To teach you self-discipline.”

Kristin was still unsettled and confused, as
well as aroused, by the dark kinky eroticism of what she was going
through, and merely swallowed anxiously as the round ball buzzed
against her. She watched him remove his jacket and tie, and then
start taking things down from cupboards as he started dinner.

She wanted to see him naked again! She had
only seen him so a couple of times but the memories were very
bright in her mind so that she could undress him with her eyes as
he stood there.

Which was not a good idea! She jerked her
head around, staring at something else, trying to ease the hunger
which had been throbbing within her even before the vibrator had
started to buzz against her. She failed, of course. Her eyes were
drawn to him as if by magnets.

And her hips began to grind helplessly
against the ball. She stopped every time she was aware of it, but
then after a time, they started again, as her breathing became more
ragged. The thick dildo inside her filled her with a dull ache, but
when the front of her sex pressed against the ball she felt as if
there were only a narrow band of flesh caught between the dildo and
the ball.

And it throbbed alarmingly!

“May I climax, sir?” she gulped.

“No,” he said over his shoulder.

She tried to focus on something else, on
unhappy things, on frightening things, to tone down the heat within
her. That worked, after a fashion, but only to a point. The
thrumming inside her grew more intense, until she felt ready to
explode with the tension.

“Please, may I climax, sir?” she moaned.

“No,” he said.

She moaned helplessly, again trying to
distance her mind, but again failing. The orgasm surged up and she
embraced it, jamming her sex into the buzzing ball, crying in a
choked voice, gurgling and sobbing in pleasure as the orgasm set
her body to trembling and jerking against the wall.

Sterling had rolled up his sleeves by now,
and had steaks on a grille. He left the room, returning with a
short handled flog with a thick band of foot-long leather laces. He
placed it on a table next to her, then tightened the leash so that
her head was jerked back tightly against the wall. He forced her
knees wider, achingly wide, and slipped rope around them to bind
them that way.

He then swept the thin laces of the flog down
across her body again and again, letting them fall like a rain of
stings across her breasts and chest and belly as she squealed and
twisted and moaned and begged him to stop.

He clearly wasn't swinging the flog very
hard, and at first the thin laces merely stung a little, but with
each blow her skin began to redden and grow more and more
sensitive, heating up as the thin laces snapped down against it
repeatedly.

Then he went back to his cooking, leaving her
gasping, sniffling and moaning, with her eyes teary and a thick
mass of pink lines criss crossing her torso. Her skin ached, much
as her bottom had when she'd been spanked, but it faded
quickly.

The first time.

The second time he swung harder, and pulled
the vibrator back so the thin laces could hit her between the legs,
as well. That hurt! But it didn't stop her from climaxing a third
time, despite her best efforts. The third time he turned the entire
front of her body bright red and burning hot!

She managed to avoid climaxing a fourth time,
through desperate effort and because he finished cooking and puled
the vibrator away from her, then led her forward to kneel next to
his chair. She was sniffling and gulping and gasping as she knelt
there, but kept her knees wide as he sat to eat.

She wasn't even all that surprised when he
reached out his hand with a piece of steak for her to lick from
between his fingers. Degrading behavior was just not a big deal to
her compared to having her body flogged! It didn't hurt, and
anything that didn't hurt was better than anything which did.

She knelt next to his chair, leaning forward
to lick pieces of steak from his palm or from between his fingers,
and, weirdly, found herself feeling grateful to him for feeding
her! She knew she should feel outraged instead. She was a lawyer!
She should be sitting across from him wearing something nice, not
kneeling naked on the floor!

He had unshackled her wrists, but her hands
were useless for eating anyway with the big furry mittens over
them. She kept them at her sides except when he ordered her to
'beg'. Then she rose on her knees and drew her arms up against her
chest the way a dog would.

Of course it was outrageous. But as the heat
in her breasts faded along with the redness she began to feel a
weird dark arousal from playing the role of his little sex pet.
Even when he threw a piece of steak into her open mouth and it
missed, she had no issue with dropping down and licking it from the
floor.

It was frankly very weird! But she began to
feel a heat down low, where her insides still ached from the long,
thick dildo. She also felt a strange sense of emotional
satisfaction at the thought of being his 'pet' as he'd suggested.
Living here was infinitely better than her old apartment, and
however difficult it could be at times when she disobeyed, well,
life was certainly lively.

The truth was she had been without human
companionship for a very long time, without anyone she could call a
friend, without anyone who cared much about her except on a
temporary basis. The relationship between she and Sterling was
perverted and kinky but at least it was a relationship.

And an easy one, on her part. All she had to
do was obey his orders.

After dinner he had her crawl out of the
kitchen on the leash again, her bottom high, with that... tail
thing protruding from it. She blushed a little, and felt
self-conscious, but also more than a little aroused.

He brought her to the big bathroom and
removed the fluffy tail, ears, leggings and mitts, and had her get
into the tub, where he ran a bubble bath. He left her there for a
bit, then returned, having changed from his suit into a pair of
khakis and a sweatshirt. He rolled up his sleeves and sat on the
side of the tub, then ran his fingers through her hair, looking at
her silently.

At first she was nervous, then uncertain.

“You have very soft hair,” he said.

“Th-thank you, sir,” she said hesitantly.

He picked up a bottle of soap and filled his
palm, then took her hand and held it up and out as he slowly soaped
it up, his big hand sliding up and down her arm and over her
shoulder. When he made a gesture to her other arm she turned her
body and held it up as well.

He soaped up her arms and shoulders, then her
chest, which, by then, hardly hurt at all as his soapy hands gently
kneaded and massaged her bare skin.

Kristin rose on her knees so that he could
soap up her lower belly, then turned so he could do her back. When
he was done she lay down in the tub to rinse off, and he reached in
to take her ankle, lifting it up and out across the edge so he
could soap it up, starting at her foot.

He spent some time massaging the soap into
her foot before slowly working his way up her ankle, then past her
knee to her thigh. She gave him the other ankle on demand, then
pulled them back into the water and stood up. His soapy hands
kneaded her buttocks, and slid along the line of her sex, and
between her labia.

He didn't neglect her clitoris, his thumb
rubbing her deliberately as her breath quickened, but he didn't
especially focus on it. When he had finished bathing her he
shampooed her hair, and his fingers spent a good deal of time
massaging her scalp with shampoo and then rinse before rinsing it
off.

Neither of them spoke much. Kristin wasn't
quite sure what she ought to say before this very intimidating man,
and felt content that he was treating her... at least physically,
with more gentleness than he ever had.

He dried her off with a large towel, blow
dried her hair, and styled it as he had earlier, then put the
fluffy ears, mitts, leggings and tail back on her and led her,
still on the leash, back up the hallway and into the great
room.

He turned on the business news, and had her
sit on the rug next to his chair for a time, then had her crawl up
onto the sofa. He casually caressed her, then drew her across his
lap, belly down, and kneaded her buttocks, sometimes slapping them
sharply, at other times, letting his hands dip between her thighs
to massage her sex.

He aroused her, but not sufficient to bring
her to climax. Then he sat her across his lap and kissed her. And
to her great delight, he kissed her for a very long time, pausing
now and then to lower his mouth to her breasts and nipples. That
aroused her even more than anything else he'd done for her for some
reason.

She determinedly doused the heat within her
as much as she could, however, very much afraid of climaxing again
and drawing further punishment. His lips and hers slid together in
a long, slow, lazy dance of caresses and dipping, darting, stroking
tongues as he finally began to massage her breasts with his
hands.

But then he had her crawl back down onto the
floor and lay there curled up for a time as he watched a particular
show related to the stock market. Kristin watched it too, and
carefully. She had no stocks, of course, nor money to buy any, but
she wanted to know about what interested Sterling.

“Sutherland,” he said.

She jerked her head up and back to see him
holding up a bottle of beer.

“Go and get me another.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

She hesitated, but he said no more as she
rose on all fours. Should she stand? He'd had her crawling since
coming home. Didn't that mean she should continue? The last time
he'd given her an order it had been 'hands and knees', so she
should continue with that, she thought.

She crawled across the floor slowly, and
when, to her relief, he didn't say anything she continued, crawling
up the hall to the kitchen then into the kitchen to the fridge. She
could just barely get the door open with her thickly padded hands,
but didn't see any beer inside.

Then she remembered she'd found other fridges
when she'd been exploring, and crawled across to some of the lower
cupboards, pulling them open until she found one with the beer.
There were many different kinds, of course. The one he'd been
drinking had a red label, and she looked anxiously at the bottles,
not quite certain.

Finally she settled on one with a red label
and tried to work it out of the door with her mittens, but failed.
She finally leaned in and took the long neck in her mouth, then
closed her teeth and lips around the glass and pulled it out of the
door that way.

“Now how do I open it?” she asked
anxiously.

She was fairly sure he wanted it open. This
was not something with a screw top and he didn't have a bottle
opener. She carried to the drawer she intended searching, then set
it on the floor before opening the drawer and searching inside.

It wasn't easy getting the bottle opener out
but she managed it, then, wincing at the cold, she placed the
bottle between her thighs, and held the bottle opener in both
hands, fumbling with it for a while before she succeeded in opening
the bottle.

Now what? How best to carry it out to
him...

And then, right behind the door, she saw them
sitting on the floor; several small wicker baskets with thick
handles! One was so small it could, at best, have held a couple of
bottles. She picked it up gladly, carried it back to where she'd
left the beer, then picked it up between her mittened hands and
deposited it in the basket before picking up the basket with her
teeth.

She was elated she'd seen them! No doubt he'd
put them there as another test!

She carried the little basket back to him in
her teeth, and he smiled and nodded, taking the beer from the
basket, then petting her head, stroking it much as if she were
indeed an animal of some sort. He deposited the empty in the basket
and she took it back to the kitchen before returning.

He had her climb up beside him and ran his
fingers through his hair as he drank and watched the show. Now and
then his hand slid lower, fondling her bare breasts, and once he
had her spread her legs as his fingers caressed her clitoris until
she was panting and moaning – before stopping.

After the news he led her, still crawling,
out onto the deck. The lights of the wall of buildings along the
other side of Central Park were beautiful, but it felt odd being
naked out of doors, and oddly exciting. He took a seat, and then
had her crawl up and sit on his lap as he lightly ran his fingers
over her body again.

“So what is it you're looking for in life,
Sutherland?” he asked.

She blinked uncertainly.

“I don't know... money, I guess... sir.”

“Money is a means to an end, Sutherland. It's
not an end unto itself.”

“To have enough to buy... all this,.” she
said, waving her arms.

“Because of the view?”

“Well, no... sir.”

“Why?”

“Uhm, because I like nice things.”

“Everyone likes nice things to a degree,
though their definition of what constitutes nice varies. Do you
want a big New York penthouse apartment?”

“Oh yes, sir!”

“Why?”

Kristin was confused by the question. Who
wouldn't want a big New York penthouse?

“You want to be a partner at the firm.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“Because being a partner will get you a lot
of money.”

“Well... I guess.”

“So you want to be a partner so you can make
a lot of money so you can buy a big New York penthouse.”

“Doesn't everyone want a big penthouse?” she
asked.

“Of course, but not many are as dedicated to
the acquisition as you are. Tell me, Sutherland, can you name me
three friends?”

She blinked. She couldn't name him any
friends, actually. But then she frowned. “Can you?”

He snorted, then casually tightened the
fingers in the hair he was caressing and pulled her head up and
back. She gasped as her back arched and he lightly pinched her
nipple.

“Are you being impudent, slave girl?”

She felt a rush of heat at the question.

“No, sir!” she gasped, staring up at the
night sky.

“It sounded like you were.”

He plucked at her nipple, then eased his grip
on her hair and kneaded her breast.

“Let me put it another way. Once you have
your big penthouse what are you going to do for an encore?”

“I'll just enjoy living in it and being a
rich girl and buying nice clothes and nice cars and things,” she
said.

“Going to find a man then?”

“Maybe,” she said cautiously.

She gasped as he pulled back on her hair
again, though she had no problem keeping her arms at her sides by
now as she arched her back. She felt his mouth on her breast, then
around her nipple, his teeth digging into the soft flesh as he
sucked and his tongue swirled around her tingling little pink
button.

His other hand slid down between her legs,
and she pulled her thighs wider as his fingers caressed her
clitoris in the skilful way he had. She felt a rising thrum of
energy and heat as he shifted his lips to her other breast and
pulled her head back even more sharply.

She felt a finger pushing in against the base
of the dildo which still impaled her, gripping the edges and easing
it slowly back down her tight tunnel. She gasped as he released her
hair, and her head rolled forward again to stare down between her
legs at inch after inch of the thick silicone cock appearing.

“And what will you do with this man when you
find him?” he asked, sliding the dildo slowly back inside her.

“I-I don't know,” she said. “Maybe... go to
galleries and... movies and uhm, go to London and Paris.”

He pumped the dildo lightly in and out with
his fingers, his thumb stroking against her clitoris as he did so,
and Kristin felt the heat surging higher within herself as her body
exulted in the steady stroking sensations that made her want to
squirm and roll her hips.

“A man as an entertainment and travel
companion,” he mused.

She did squirm now, as his fingers continued
to pump the dildo in and out with slow, measured strokes, and
caress her. His other hand slid up behind her head once more and
into her hair, this time pulling her in and forward so that he
could kiss her. She raised her hands, then, her furry mittened
hands, and put them on his shoulders as their lips slid together
for long, long seconds.

“Remember,” he said, pulling back, “You can't
come without permission.”

“That's so unfair!” she moaned.

He jerked back on her hair sharply. “Are you
complaining, slave girl?”

“No, sir!” she gasped.

He pushed the dildo achingly deep into her
belly, then pulled it entirely free, raising it up and sliding it
slowly around her lips before pushing it into her mouth.

Kristin felt a rush of heat and sucked on it,
her eyes wide and filling with hunger as she licked and sucked and
he pumped the dildo slowly in and out.

He pulled it out, then lowered his hand and
penetrated her again, sliding it deep, so almost none remained.

“Go and sit on that chair in the corner,” he
ordered.

She blinked and rolled off him and onto the
deck, then crawled across to a high, leather bar stool. The railing
was made of glass but even so, the bar stools in the corner would
allow someone to sit high enough for his upper body to be over the
top.

She stood up and then sat back gingerly as he
watched, gasping and slumping somewhat to keep the pressure from
the base of the dildo all-but buried in her throbbing pussy.

“Put your feet on the chairs to either
side.

She raised her legs and spread them wide as
he watched her.

“Now lean back. Arch your back.”

Kristin obeyed, feeling her heart beating
faster as her insides thrummed with sexual energy. It was also
easier on her insides to slouch back so that her weight was more on
her buttocks, and her sex was elevated, without any pressure on the
base of the dildo.

“Good. Now masturbate for me.”

She moaned weakly, feeling a hot rush of
excitement, but of course, doing as he had ordered was not easy in
the furry mittens. She could rub at herself, but with the gloves on
the effect was... different, and pleasant, but not as exciting as
it would be with something with more texture.

He got up and went back inside, leaving her
as she was. Kristin raised her head uncertainly, then laid it back
again. He'd said to arch back and masturbate. He had not told her
to stop! So she continued. It wasn't like the feel of the soft
mitten against her sex was unpleasant. She rubbed harder, moaning
somewhat, but unable to give herself the kind of sensation she
needed.

On the other hand, she was already filled
with sexual heat and energy, and the dildo inside her gave her a
familiar rush of need and pleasure. She felt a hard little ache
inside as she let her mittened hand press in harder against the
base, then began to press again and again, to send those pulsing
aches through her body as he returned and sat back down again.

It all made her very hot, especially sitting
back this way with her back against the railing, and him watching.
She saw him unzip his own pants and draw himself out, then gasped
at how thick and hard he was as his erection stood up in his
lap.

“Would you like this in your mouth, little
slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Come here.”

She gasped in pain as she sat up too suddenly
and her weight pressed down against the base of the dildo, but
quickly slipped off the stool and crawled over between his legs.
She couldn't use her mittened hands for much, but supporting
herself as she leaned over him.

Her tongue licked excitedly at him, from top
to bottom, and as he pushed his pants down she slid her lips down
lower, sucking and licking at his balls as he reached down to
fondle her breasts. She slid her lips over the head and worked her
lips up and down, sliding further and further on each stroke until
she had her lips wrapped around the base of his cock.

She rolled her eyes up at him as he stroked
her hair, then slid back up once more, letting the long, glistening
length of him come free, before licking up and down his length once
again.

He pulled her up by the hair until she was
straddling him, but it was the furry butt-plug he pulled out of
her, somewhat to her disappointment, and not the dildo. She sighed
in pleasure anyway as she slid down around him and his cock pushed
high into her ass.

She began to ride him as they kissed,
grunting and gasping each time she sank fully down, not only
feeling the solid heat and thickness of him but feeling the
pressure as the base of the dildo pressed down against his body as
well.

She felt his hand between her legs, his thumb
stroking her clitoris, and moaned helplessly, riding up and down
with long, strokes as she leaned in against him to keep her mouth
locked to his. Plunging up and down on his slick cock made her
insides churn more and more violently.

She felt a wild, swirling sense of excitement
every time she sank all the way down, exulting in the feel of how
smoothly he moved inside her despite her tightness, and the feel of
him high in her belly, despite the cramp and ache.

She pushed against his shoulders, panting,
pulling her lips free.

“I-I need to come!” she moaned.

“No.”

“Pleeeease?!”

“No,” he said, still stroking her
clitoris.

Kristin moaned, arching back, impaled on his
cock.

“Please may I come, sir?” she moaned.

“No.”

She shuddered and her hips rolled as she
ground herself helplessly against him.

She cried as he grabbed her wrists and jerked
her up and forward again.

“Ride me, slave girl.”

His hands slid under her, raising her up,
then lowering her again, and then again, until she started riding
him again. She felt as if her entire body was trembling, and her
head was throbbing with the pressure of her inner heat.

She belatedly tried to think of something,
anything, which would dim her ardor, but then his fingers returned
to her clitoris and she cried out as he jerked her forward by the
hair and kissed her roughly. Her hips rolled faster and faster as
she rode his cock, and then the orgasm tore through her!

She cried out again and again, her hips
bucking and grinding against his fingers and cock even as she
ground the base of the dildo down against him. She felt his right
hand shoot up between them to roughly squeeze her breast, his thumb
sliding into the ring to tug it forward even as his other hand
remained between her legs, rubbing furiously against her
clitoris!

The orgasm went on and on as she shook and
bounced atop him, and then finally faded, leaving her limp and
gasping helplessly, draped across his body.

“Of course, you'll need to be punished,” he
said mildly.
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She'd never had an actual sleepover before,
not since she was young and needed places to stay. Her trysts with
professors and lawyers had always been furtive affairs where both
parties wanted to quickly depart.

Of course, this was not exactly like sleeping
in a man's bed with him, for she didn't. Instead, in keeping with
how outrageous he was deliberately being, she slept on a pet bed
he'd bought, next to his bed.

It was low on the floor, essentially a box
with an opening cut out of the side, only a box made of padded
brown leather with a thick cushion on the floor. It was about forty
inches long and thirty wide, which meant she could curl up in it
but not stretch out her legs unless she draped them over one of the
low walls.

He'd actually brushed her teeth for her
before bed! Then he'd flossed her teeth and given her
mouthwash.

It was very odd having no hands which could
hold anything. She'd spent the entire evening like that, and then
slept with her hand between her legs, thighs squeezed tight around
the warm furry mitten. On the other hand, at least he'd taken the
dildo out of her!

His alarm woke her, and she raised her head
sleepily, confused and looking around her, then felt a flush of
heat as she remembered.

I slept in a dog bed, she thought
wonderingly.

Then she saw his hand reach out over the side
of the bed, then slap it several times to get her attention.
Already feeling a pulse of heat, she rose and crawled out, then
climbed up onto the bed as he threw back the covers.

He slept nude, and she felt her excitement
rise as she slipped her lips around the head of his cock and felt
it almost instantly harden in her mouth. He let her take him deep
once, twice, three times, then reached down to take her hair and
drag her up the length of his body. She lay atop him, her breasts
pressed against his chest as he lifted her head up and back by the
hair.

“Even first thing in the morning you look
incredibly sexy,” he said.

Kristin was reaching below her for his cock,
guiding it into her body, and she groaned in pleasure as she sank
down on it. She sat up and back, straddling him, squirming atop his
stiff erection, then put her furry hands (paws, she thought
wonderingly) on his chest and started to ride him.

He seemed content, this early, to let her do
all the work, and lay lazily in place except to reach up to fondle
her breasts, or slide a hand in between her legs to stroke her
clitoris.

Kristin herself was very quickly aroused, and
she had a fleeting thought of how much more easily that happened
then it used to, and how much more intense. But the feel of him
inside her as she rode up and down was delicious and exciting, and
the look of him beneath her even more so.

It didn't take very long. It was a work day
and he was clearly uninterested in the long, kinky game playing of
the evening. She wasn't far from climaxing herself when he came
inside her, and then his skilled fingers quickly brought her over
the edge.

Then it was back on her knees as he got out
of bed and put on a pair of sweat pants and a robe. It felt darkly
kinky to crawl along behind him down the hall, not even on a leash,
but she never thought to rise to her feet. He made breakfast while
she waited, and then fed her as before, by hand, as he sat at the
table and she knelt beside it.

She had already had a bath yesterday evening,
and his shower took only minutes. Then he was dressing himself, and
then dressing her as he chose, in a tight, short skirt and matching
suit jacket.

The butt-plug was inserted, but this one had
no tail, and then they were off to work together, and he was
discussing business with her while she took notes, talking as if he
were her boss, and their relationship was strictly professional,
not acknowledging anything else while she did her best to play the
professional assistant.

She wanted to mention that if they showed up
together at work there would be talk, especially if it happened
often, but decided not to. He would simply ask her why she would
imagine he didn't know that, and whether she thought her judgment
was better than his.

It was only when the car stopped and let them
off at the wrong building that she realized they weren't going
directly to the office.

“Where is this?” she asked doubtfully.

“This is the office of Jason Bertie, an
attorney for the Yankees,” he said. “Your job is simply to sit
there and look pretty, sexy, and very competent and professional.
You can take notes if you like, too. I'll tell him that's why
you're there.”

Kristin felt her pulse pick up as they walked
through the doors, not alarmed, but anxious about what more he
might have her do. After all, he'd suggested all she had to do was
look pretty at their last visit, too, and she'd wound up being
squashed between three enormous black football players!

That wasn't what happened here, however.
Everything was entirely professional. They met the other attorney,
went to a board room, and sat at a long, gleaming table as they
talked about the contract renewal of a shortstop named Marquis.

Kristin took copious notes and listened very
carefully as the two negotiated over a few clauses that were still
under discussion. While she noticed Bertie looking at her often it
wasn't like he was being rude or obsessive, and it didn't seem to
distract him from the negotiations.

When they were done she and Sterling
departed, much to her relief, as she'd been half-waiting for the
shoe to fall the entire time. She called the chauffeur's number and
he was waiting out front by the time they got to the lobby.

“Are you surprised nothing unprofessional
happened?” he asked in amusement.

“Uhm, a little... sir.”

“Opportunities for me to make use of your
charms will come now and then, but hardly every other day.
Especially not in so obvious a manner. I don't need you to sleep
with all my clients and everyone I negotiate with.”

“That's... uhm, good,” she gulped.

“Of course, if I did, then you would.”

“I'm a lawyer,” she said, frowning.

“You're an okay lawyer, Sutherland, but
you're a great lay,” he said, “and you have a great body.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you should play to your strengths.
Which, of course, you've been doing for some time now anyway by
using your looks and body to get ahead.”

“I'd get ahead anyway, even without my looks
and body.”

“Yes, but not as far nor as fast as you
clearly want to go, even though you're not entirely sure why you
want to get there.”

“Everyone wants to be rich.”

“That's not what everyone wants. Everyone
just thinks they want that.”

“Well... you're rich.”

“I wanted power more than wealth, and
freedom, the kind of freedom to tell anyone in the world to go fuck
themselves if I so desired.”

“Well I want that too!”

“No, you don't.”

“How do you know?”

“Are you questioning my judgment,
Sutherland?”

“No, sir!” she gulped. “I mean, well, I would
know better what I want than you would, wouldn't I?”

“Would you?”

“So what do I want?”

“Security.”

She frowned at him.

“You want the security you didn't have
growing up. You want to be free of worry about where you're going
to sleep, what you're going to eat, where the money is going to
come from, how you're going to please this or that person so they
give you what you need. You want certainty in an uncertain
world.”

“Doesn't everyone want all that?”

“Yes, but your desire is more obsessive, due
to your history. Someone who grows up secure in the bosom of a
happy middle class family doesn't think about that stuff very much.
They assume they will have it since they've always had it. Someone
who's never had it wants it much... more.”

“I didn't realize you were a psychologist...
sir.”

“I'm a man of many talents, Sutherland. Among
the foremost of those talents is the ability to read people. If you
know what people want then you're halfway to settling a
negotiation. What do you think Bertie wanted up there in the board
room?”

Kristin blinked in confusion at the sudden
segue. “Uh... he uh, wanted to put morals clauses in your client's
contract.”

“Okay. That's the surface. What was
underneath?”

She shrugged helplessly. “He said because
they were a family organization.”

He snorted in amusement. “I want you to do
some research on Marquis and then suggest why Bertie wanted to
increase the strength and penalties under the morals section. His
contract already has morals clauses, after all. All professional
sports players have such clauses in their contracts. Pay particular
attention to the wording of the new clauses and open your mind to
possibilities.”

“Or you could just tell me,” she said.

His eyes narrowed and she eased back on the
seat.

“Or I could just do as you told me to do,”
she said.

“Yes,” he said frostily. “What a good
idea.”

They arrived at the office, and she dutifully
trailed him into the lobby, then upstairs, keeping her face cool,
calm, collected and professional, which of course, was the way his
face was always set. She followed him through the aisles until
turning into her door as he reached his.

It wasn't like she didn't already have work
to do, and it wasn't like he didn't send her more. In between
assignments she tried to do a little research on Marquis but most
of what she found was in the sports sections of various news
sites.

He was from the Dominican Republic, and had
been playing for the Yankees for five years. He was young, rich,
and liked to party. That was hardly a surprise. There wasn't any
suggestion of drug use, though, at least, not that she could find.
Most morals issues she was aware of came about because of drugs and
illicit sex, but he wasn't married.

It looked like he liked to date blondes, but
then, who didn't? And being as successful as he was he had no
shortage of girls willing to go out with him. But sex between
consenting adults wasn't really a morals issue any more unless it
was some Christian owned company in the deep south.

He hadn't missed a game his first year, but
missed twenty five his second year. His third year was almost
perfect again, missing one game, but he missed thirty two in his
third year. His fourth was almost perfect again but this last year
he'd missed forty games. How... odd.

None of the missed games was due to injuries.
At least, he'd never been on the injured list. He was a regular, so
should be in the lineup for every game. But every second season the
coach was choosing not to put him in the lineup a lot.

She looked up as Sterling opened his door –
which was directly across from her. He headed up the hall, and she
felt a sudden surge of adrenalin. She had been thinking about the
files Sterling must have on Marquis. If he'd had her investigated
before she started working with him then he had certainly had
Marquis looked at.

Would it be on paper or on his computer?

There was a quick way of finding out!

She slid out from behind her desk, picked up
a notepad for cover, and headed across the floor, going into his
office and hurrying over to his desk. She quickly typed the name
marquis into the search box and waited while it brought up several
documents, then sent them to her own email address before slipping
out again.

Breathless, heart pounding, she settled
behind her desk with a feeling of smug victory before checking her
email and bringing up the documents. Ah hah! Marquis had a little
drinking problem! And he liked to hire expensive call girls – a
lot!

With that as a hint she began to do internet
searches which included him and partying, prostitutes and hookers.
There were some comments on gossip sites, but nothing definitive.
Still, she could use the comments to justify her answer to him that
the Yankees were concerned about him hiring hookers and strippers
and such.

With that done she turned to look at the
coffee maker unhappily. She'd been allowed to flout the rules
against having them because she made coffee for Sterling. But even
that wouldn't get her a water faucet in her office. She sighed and
got up, examined herself in the mirror, then picked up the pot and
headed up the aisle to the kitchen for more water.

She strode firmly, shoulders back, her face
trying to mimic that lack of emotion she often saw in Sterling –
and which she had come to understand was also something of an act.
Given the number of people in open offices along the aisle she knew
she was noticed, by both men and women, but looked straight
ahead.

Both groups would be wondering at her short
skirt, of course, and had been from the start. The fact her outfit
was very businesslike aside from the length of her skirt was
irrelevant. Why was she wearing such a short skirt? Why hadn't she
been told to stop? She knew very well those questions were being
debated among both lawyers and clerks.

But Sterling had already made himself known
as a hard-assed S.O.B., and no one dared to question it too openly
lest their words be taken as a suggestion of some impropriety on
his part, and get back to him. A bit of gossip wasn't worth
a trashed career, after all. But she had heard that some were
referring to her as “Ally”, which confused her at first since it
had no relationship to her name.

It wasn't for some days that she discovered
it was in reference to a television character from fifteen years
earlier, one she'd never even heard of, who happened to be a lawyer
who wore very short skirts.

But there were no sly statements to her face,
no sneers or innuendo, though she was quite certain some of the
women would have liked to make some cutting comment. She ignored
those she passed, her face a mask of professional unconcern as she
made it to the kitchen and rinsed out the pot, then filled it with
fresh water.

In fact, she was rather proud of her new
outfits. They were much more expensive than she'd worn before, the
stitching very fine, the cut flattering and fashionable, the labels
from top end firms in Italy and London, and the colors flattering
to her hair and skin tone.

And, aside from the short hems, they looked
extremely professional.

She went back to her office and put the
coffee on, then got back to work on what she regarded as her real
jobs, including going over several ongoing versions of a contract
in order to write a summary of the differences for him.

Twenty minutes later he sent for coffee and
she brought some in, made as he liked it, black, with one sugar.
She closed the door behind her, as had become her habit – just in
case, and carried the cup over to his desk to set it down.

He nodded briefly, though without taking his
eyes from his computer monitor, and she turned to go.

“Sutherland,” he said.

She stopped and turned, feeling a spike in
her pulse rate.

“Yes, sir?”

“Tell me about Marquis.”

She felt that sense of smugness again.

“He likes to party, which isn't surprising in
a suddenly rich young man from the Dominican Republic. More to the
point he likes to hire prostitutes and strippers for private
parties and drink a lot. This is causing him to miss more games
than the Yankees would like.”

He looked up at her and then sat back in his
chair.

“So why the enhanced morals clause?”

“Uhm, well, in case his... parties become
public and reflect badly on the team.”

He gave her that direct, unwavering look
which always made her feel uncomfortable and squirm on the inside.
She didn't squirm on the outside, however, pretending a confidence
which was eroding under his gaze.

“Not surprising in young men? You're quite
right. So his hiring strippers and hookers isn't a surprise. So why
the new expanded morals penalties?”

“Uhm... Well, he's missing games...”

“Ah. Prostitutes and strippers are causing
him to miss games? He's too tired to play the next day?”

“No, sir, but all the drinking – .”

“Ah,” he said, steepling his fingers.

“But – .”

“Is alcohol illegal, Sutherland?”

“Well, no sir but – .”

“Is alcoholism subject to a morals
clause?”

“No sir, since alcoholism is considered a
disease.”

“The problem, Sutherland, is not strippers
and hookers. The problem is missing games which comes from drinking
too much. But drinking too much can't be controlled by a morals
clause. However, if there is a hefty morals clause for strippers
and hookers then it can be used to threaten the player if he
continues to get drunk and party, can even be used to force him
into rehab.”

“Oh. I see.”

He stood up and moved around the desk, then
moved to a cabinet, opened it, and drew out a long, thin leather
strap.

Kristin's pulse rate picked up again! She
watched him sit down in a straight-backed chair, then raise a hand
and gesture her closer.

“Lay across my lap, Sutherland.”

She wanted to protest, as her heart beat
faster, but knew it would do no good. Anxiously, Kristin moved
forward, then reluctantly draped herself across his lap. He pulled
her short skirt up and then caressed her buttocks for long seconds,
before raising his hand.

The strap snapped down with a soft hiss of
sound, and she gasped in pain as it struck, her legs jerking up as
she felt the sharp sting. It was only the first blow, of course.
More followed, repeatedly, turning her fair skin red and seeming to
set it on fire as she dug her nails into the palms of her hands and
tried to keep from crying out.

But her bottom hurt!

It was becoming more and more sensitive,
which meant every fresh blow hurt even more! She squirmed and
moaned helplessly, and felt her eyes start to tear up as the pain
mounted.

“Please, sir!” she whimpered.

“Don't you think you deserve punishment,
Sutherland?”

The strap came down again, and then again,
and then again.

“Please, sir!” she cried, her voice
breaking.

“What do you think you've done which merits
punishment, Sutherland?” he asked calmly.

He brought the quirt down again, and again
and again.

He must know, she thought frantically.
Somehow he knew she'd been on his computer, knew she'd emailed
herself the data! Had he checked his sent box?! Why hadn't she
thought to erase it from there!? If he had she couldn't dare deny
it! That would be lying and earn her even more punishment!

The stinging grew worse as the thin quirt struck her overheated
skin again and again.

“Answer me, Sutherland.”

Should she confess!? What if he didn't know!?
What if this was over something else!? What if it was a bluff!?

She cried out weakly, and her breaths became
ragged sobs as the quirt slashed down repeatedly.

“Please!” she sobbed.

“Answer me. Why are you being punished?”

“Because you're mean!” she sobbed.

He snorted, then reached down and gripped her
hair, which by then was tangled raggedly around her head, then
yanked her head, then her upper body up and back by the hair so
that she tumbled awkwardly off his lap and onto the floor.

Gasping, moaning and whimpering, she crawled
across the floor as he walked to the corner, still holding her
hair, then had her kneel facing the corner. He bent and tucked the
short hem of her skirt, as well as her jacket into the skirt's
waistband so that her bottom remained bare.

“You'll stay in the corner in this position
until you learn to be a good little girl,” he said sternly.

Kristin whimpered weakly, wiping tears from
her eyes.

“I could fire you, of course,” he said, after
a pause.

She gasped, eyes widening.

“Well within my rights. Which of the
nice partners here wouldn't fire a junior attorney who snuck
into his office to access his private files then used those files
to answer a question they had posed that junior attorney?”

Her heart sunk and she cringed. He did
know!

He rapped her head lightly with his
knuckles.

“Can you think of one?”

“No, sir,” she said in a small voice.

“Do you consider your punishment worse than
being fired?”

“No, sir,” she said again, her voice even
more meek.

She was deeply regretting calling him mean
now, even more than she regretted thinking she could put one over
on him by sneaking into his office!

He returned to his desk.

“That is not to suggest for a single moment
that my punishments are lenient, Sutherland,” he growled. “They're
not and never will be. Your dishonesty is one of the ingrained
behaviors I intend to cure you of.”

But I wasn't being dishonest, she thought.
Well, so I cheated a bit. So what?

She knelt uncomfortably for long minutes, her
bottom throbbing and hot. She turned her head incrementally, trying
to see behind her.

“Eyes to the corner,” he barked.

She jerked her head back forward. From what
she'd seen her bottom was red but largely unmarked otherwise. That
was a relief.

Her knees were starting to ache, though! She
didn't have her furry leggings with the lightly padded knees
here.

There was a knock at the door, and she
gasped, reaching behind her to tug at her skirt.

“Don't move, Sutherland,” he growled.

She gulped and stopped as he got up. He went
to the door, opened it, and then opened it wider!

“Come in, Ed.”
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It was Edward Jones, the senior partner!

Kristin froze, her face rapidly heating up
more than her bottom had, as the older man came into the
office.

“I like what you've done with the place he
said, then halted a moment as the door was closed.

“I like what you've done with your assistant,
too,” he continued in a more amused voice.

Kristin felt her face burn with humiliation,
but didn't dare move, and certainly wasn't going to turn around to
face the man!

“She's being mentored,” Sterling said.

Jones laughed softly. “It looks like the
mentoring involves corporal punishment.”

“What works, works. What can I do for you,
Ed?”

The two men moved to the corner sofa and sat
next to each other to discuss the upcoming senior partners meeting,
and strategy for shifting responsibilities.

Kristin could hardly believe it. It felt so
surreal to be kneeling with her bottom naked and red in the corner
while they talked business as if that was no big deal! Jones was,
as far as she knew, a rather stodgy man, tall and distinguished
looking, with gray hair. He was nearly sixty, she thought, and a
grandfather.

It took ten minutes of conversation before
her pounding heart began to ease somewhat. It soon started beating
faster, though, when their conversation turned to her!

“I must say I envy you your ability to do
things most of us can only dream of,” he said. “Such as your
ability to treat certain young ladies the way they ought to be
treated.”

“It comes from recognizing the strengths and
weaknesses of our differing positions, and the options they would
likely choose during... negotiations.”

Jones laughed softly again.

“Sutherland, pull your skirt down and come
over here,” he said.

Kristin cringed, but quickly jerked her skirt
and jacket out of the waistband and smoothed them down over her
still smarting bottom. Then came the hard part, she turned and
started to rise.

“No,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

She felt a jolt as if punched in the stomach!
Surely she couldn't! And yet, even while her mind was crying out in
denial, she fell forward onto her hands, and crawled across the
room to the sofa and chair where the two sat.

She couldn't meet Jones' eyes! She kept hers
down, pulse racing and face burning again.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

She got up, still keeping her arms
averted.

“Get on the table,” he ordered.

She blinked and looked at the stone coffee
table, then awkwardly climbed onto it as Sterling reached over for
the remote control and turned on the stereo. Music filled the room,
then different kinds of music as he changed the channel.

“Ah,” he said, settling on a tune.

“Dance, Sutherland.”

Oh! My! God! Kristin thought in
helpless anguish!

“Or would you like another spanking?” he
asked.

He looked up at her sternly, while Jones
watched expectantly, a small smile on his face.

Kristin... danced.

“I hope you're as sure of your position as
you act, Jackson,” Ed said. “This would make for an awfully
notorious lawsuit.”

“Not to worry. Sutherland, strip.”

Jones let out a bark of laughter.

“She started stripping when she was
seventeen, and made quite a bit of money at it,” Sterling told the
man. “She slept with at least four of her professors at college
that I know of, as well as the interviewing attorney at H.D.
Robinson, then with the Allan Sutherland at the Duvall Group before
graduating to Duvall himself.”

Red faced, Kristin danced awkwardly as he
spoke, then under his cold eyes, slipped the blazer over her
shoulders and let it fall to the table, where it slid off onto the
floor. Her fingers undid the buttons of her vest and she slid that
over her shoulders too.

“No, no, Sutherland. I want the proper effort
put into this dance or you're going to get another strapping. Now
let me see the skills you showed before.”

She gulped, but the threat was a real one,
and she had to ignore the scalding embarrassment to avoid another
nasty strapping to her still-sore bottom! She danced more
aggressively, then flung her arms back so that the vest slid back
and dropped.

“Better.”

She had to remind herself it didn't matter
what Jones thought of her. All that mattered was pleasing
Sterling.

Her blouse was already mostly see-through,
but she unbuttoned it, forcing her face into the teasing,
coquettish look she used to use while stripping as she tugged it
out of the waistband of her skirt. She turned and twisted, dancing
on the stone table, trying to clear her mind, to let it float, like
she used to in the old days.

The blouse wafted down into Sterling's lap
and then the skirt followed, kicked off behind her. Naked, she
turned and shimmied, her hips rolling, her hands caressing her body
and sliding through her long hair as she gave them a vampish
look.

It was so incredible, so impossible, so
outrageous that she would be dancing naked on a coffee table at the
office before one of the senior partners that she almost became
numb to the humiliation of it all. And then, incredibly, she began
to feel a strange rising sense of sexuality, of excitement brought
on by Sterling's strength, his determination, and her own growing
sense of submission to him.

This was outrageous, after all! It was sick!
It was wild and darkly forbidden! And yet she was doing it! And
Jones didn't look shocked. He looked intrigued, and admiring.

And if she had to sleep with him, well, she'd
slept with worse.

She threw herself into her dance, even
bending to grip her ankles and wiggle her backside at them, then
dropping to hands and knees and crawling the short distance back
and forth on the table in front of them, just as she had once done
on stage.

“Sutherland, crawl over to the cabinet and
open the lower drawer,” he ordered.

She flinched a little, then dropped off the
edge of the coffee table and crawled naked across the floor to the
cabinet. She pulled it open and turned to look back.

“Yes,” he said.

She felt a jolt, then took the dildo out of
the drawer.

“Is that how you carry things?”

She dropped it and then bent her head, taking
it between her lips, then sliding her lips down to the base as she
raised her head and crawled back to them.

Jones was looking at her excitedly, more than
a little incredulous as Sterling gestured her up onto the table
again.

“Lay on your back. You know what to do.”

Moaning, she did, sliding the dildo out of
her mouth, then trailing it down her body as the two men looked on.
Heart pounding, blood racing through her body, she brought it down
between her legs, her hand trembling slightly as she slowly worked
it into her body. Despite the deep embarrassment she felt she began
to feel her body responding almost at once.

She spread her knees wide and slowly worked
the dildo in and out, stroking her thumb across her clitoris as she
stared up at the ceiling, her body pulsing with energy, with
embarrassment and emotion and a raw, carnal heat.

Her movements became more agitated, as the
heat grew and spread, becoming overwhelming. This was so nasty, so
shocking and wicked! A sexual fever spread within her so that she
could hardly breath with the heat! She thrust the dildo deep,
achingly deep, again and again, moaning and arching her back, her
hips rolling and body undulating as the need and passion took
her.

“Stop,” he said.

She halted, panting, the dildo buried almost
to the hilt in her thrumming sex.

“You are not permitted to climax without my
permission.”

Kristin moaned dazedly.

“Beg.”

“Please may I come, sir?” she moaned, face
burning anew.

Jones shook his head, marveling at what he
was seeing and hearing.

“I never would have suspected you could get
her to act like this,” he said.

“Ah, but the trick, Ed, is that she's not
acting,” he said.

“Please may I come, sir?” she whined.

“What do you think, Ed?”

“I think you should take pity on the poor
girl,” he said in amusement.

“Pity is not my forte, but if you'd like to
see it. Go ahead, Sutherland.”

Kristin shuddered, and thrust the dildo
harder, punching the nose deep into her belly, heedless of the
ache, as her fingers stroked frantically at her clitoris. Her hips
began to rise up, jerking convulsively as the heat soared, and then
she cried out, despite trying to control it, arching back with a
sob as her hips bucked up again and again.

That they were both watching made the climax
not only embarrassing, but incredibly intense.

She collapsed, gasping.

“She gives lap dances if you'd like,”
Sterling said.

Jones laughed, though a bit unevenly. “I've
been happily married for thirty two years. I don't think I want to
tempt it. My wife would skin me if she even knew I'd watched...
this.”

“What she doesn't know...”

Jones shook his head. “I envy you, but
no.”

“All right, Sutherland, put your clothes on
and get back to work,” he said.

She gulped and eased up, gasping as the
weight of her body pushed the dildo even deeper into her body. She
half stumbled off the table, then found her skirt and blouse,
before pulling on her vest and then her jacket.

Her face was flushed as she headed for the
door.

“No, Sutherland, bathroom first. Wash your
face.”

She turned and headed into the bathroom,
feeling dazed, and ran the water. She patted down her face with a
cool paper towel then brushed out her hair.

Sterling came in behind her and she stared at
him in the mirror anxiously.

“Was that embarrassing, Sutherland?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped, dropping her
eyes.

“There are many kinds of punishment. Not all
have to warm your bottom.”

He lifted her short skirt.

“See, already it's not nearly as red as it
was.”

She turned around and he slid his hands up
under her jaw.

“Do not lie to me,” he said firmly.

“No, sir,” she gasped. “I'm sorry, sir.”

“I know your capabilities. Do not cheat to
exaggerate them.”

He released her and stepped back, then
motioned with his head, and she slid past him and headed for the
door.

“One more thing, sex slave.”

She halted with a gasp, turning around.

“You'll do anything Jones asked you to.
Understand?”

She met his cool eyes and dropped hers. “Yes,
sir,” she said.

“I don't see him wanting to do much,
actually, old stick that he is.”

“Yes, sir.”

She retreated to her office, wincing a bit
when she sat down. She winced more when she thought of what she'd
done in front of Jones, though. What if he told someone!? God!

But only Sterling mattered, she told herself.
And every time she tried to get around what he'd told her he
somehow found out! She was going to have to stop doing that! What
if he had fired her!? He was right in that most of the other
partners would have done so.

*

Something new had been added to the den.

The den was a smaller room than the great
room, and much cozier. It was obviously not a place to do a lot of
entertaining in. There were only two chairs.

Both were enormous, more like thrones than
chairs, she thought, though they were thickly stuffed and covered
in butter soft leather with buttons strewn across the back. They
were wider than normal, though, and faced, across a rounded
buttoned leather ottoman, a sleek wall of recessed alcoves, book
shelves, and, of course, a huge flat screen TV.

Floor to ceiling windows sat behind them,
while a large, old fashioned stone fireplace was on the right. The
floor was hardwood, of old, large, antique boards, highly polished.
The lighting was all soft and recessed, though there were some pot
lights in the alcoves.

But now there was a long black pole to one
side of the TV, a pole which went from floor to ceiling, and had no
evident purpose. Other than the one which immediately came to her
mind as she crawled in after him.

“It occurs to me, slave girl, that your
dancing skills are out of practice. Remedy that.”

He sat down in one of the huge armchairs and
turned on the TV while she hesitantly rose on her knees.

“Yes, that means you have to stand,” he said
impatiently. “I expect you to be smart enough to think these things
through, Sutherland.”

A remote appeared in his hand and music
started to play, even as the TV came on to a stock market channel.
She would have to listen to both at once, but at least the music
had the kind of tempo and rhythm which lent itself to dance. Not
rapid dancing, but the slower, more sensual kind she suspected he
preferred.

She now understood why, when he'd put the
ears on her and done her hair up at the sides, and put the furry
tail on her (in her?) he hadn't put on the furry leggings and
mittens. She examined the pole. It was the traditional thickness,
and nice and smooth.

And after dancing for Tony and then Ed Jones,
she liked the idea of dancing just for him.

She started out slowly, letting her body
undulate, then reached out to the pole and swung lazily around it,
moving her body in time to the music. She felt much less awkward
with just him watching than she had earlier, or with Tony.

She swung around the pole, then leapt up,
grabbing it and sliding down. She'd have to work her arm muscles
more, she thought in consternation. Still, she was fairly fit, if
not dancer fit. She jumped up again, pulling herself higher, then,
clamping her thighs around the pole, let go with her hands and
swung upside down, catching the pole beneath her so that her body
could arch and roll.

It was hard work being on the pole!

She slid down again, letting her body fold
up, then swung her legs up and back and rolled her hips in a saucy
manner before sliding up and around to the other side of the pole
and letting her breasts be squeezed around it.

Only he was watching the TV...

She hesitated, slowing, and his eyes flicked
to her.

“Keep dancing,” he said.

She kept dancing. Sometimes he looked at her,
sometimes at the TV. She was starting to get quite out of breath,
though. Her arms were aching, and she was starting to sweat. And he
still looked at the TV most of the time! She was getting
frustrated, but knew if she said anything snotty he'd react
poorly.

He'd said to keep dancing. He knew, he had to
know, that it was tiring. If he didn't he must soon quickly see how
tired she was. So was this another test to see if she would accept
that he knew exactly what he'd ordered and could certainly foresee
obvious things – like her getting exhausted?

She would just... keep dancing, keep swinging
around the pole, keep grinding herself against the pole, and wait
until he told her to do something else. That was the way he wanted
her to behave, so that was how she was going to behave!

Of course, falling down hurt, but it did, she
thought, draw attention to how exhausted she was getting. And he
certainly saw as she stumbled, panting, back to her feet, and
resumed her dancing, her undulating, her swinging, as her breathing
became more and more ragged.

She was getting dazed, and stumbled into the
pole, then fell again.

He got up and walked over to her, helping her
up and leading her over to collapse on the ottoman on her belly. He
drew her right arm back and as she gulped in ragged breaths of air
she felt him sliding some kind of strap around it above the elbow,
then another below the elbow.

He gripped her left arm and drew it in behind
her, as well, attaching similar straps around it. Then the straps
began to pull together and her arms were drawn in together at the
elbow. She moaned as her shoulders were forced steadily back, then
gasped as her arms strained inward, the straps tightening until her
elbows were practically touching.

He had her kneel, then, knees apart, of
course, while he went on watching TV.

Her shoulders ached, but she was relieved to
be still, to be able to catch her breath. Her wrists were loose but
her hands, for all intents and purposes, were useless since her
arms were pinned so tightly together behind her back.

After she'd caught her breath he had her sit
across his lap, and caressed her body as he watched TV. His fingers
soon had her wriggling and moaning helplessly as thrumming heat and
excitement swept up her body.

It was impossible to resist, and she was too
dazed to really think of doing so. He brought her to orgasm, and
she jerked and bucked, gasping and moaning as his fingers danced
across her body. Afterward she flinched, thinking he would punish
her, but he said nothing.

Instead he continued to caress her, to fondle
her, toying with her nipples and stroking her clitoris. His fingers
slipped inside her, curving up and in, pumping and stroking as his
thumb rubbed against her clitoris.

His other hand moved up and down her body as
he chose, except to circle her throat and force her head back
sharply, closing off her air as her second orgasm swept through
her.

He rolled her onto her belly and spanked her,
but lightly, his fingers often leaving her bottom to slide into her
pussy. If it was meant to be punishment, it failed, for she was
soon rolling her hips and moaning in pleasure again as his fingers
dipped into the mouth of her sex, then lightly spanked her, then
slid into her again.

She came a third time as his fingers plunged
into her and her hips ground frantically against him.

He started to use his mouth, first on hers,
as his hands caressed her, then on her breasts and nipples.
Finally, he stood up with her in his arms, turned, and set her down
on the plush armchair. Then to her breathless astonishment, got
down on his knees, lifting her own legs up and apart to drape them
across the arms before he bent over her sex.

Kristin was quite experienced in giving oral
sex to men in order to get what she wanted. She was far from
experienced at receiving it. After all, it was she trying to make
men happy, not the reverse. They would make her happy in ways
unrelated to sex.

Now she stared as Sterling's tongue traced
the line of her sex, then as his thumbs eased into her to pry her
open his tongue circled her clitoris and his lips engulfed it. She
continued to be amazed as his lips began to massage her clitoris
and his soft, rhythmic suction made it swell and throb with growing
intensity.

His fingers pushed into her, and his tongue
licked harder at her clitoris, harder and faster, as she felt the
heat and hunger and passion swirling and churning within her body
and then her mind! She lay back on her aching arms, moaning and
gasping at the delicious sensations his mouth was raising in her,
the heat baking her mind to the point she could only moan and
writhe and undulate below him!

And climax, repeatedly, her body thrashing,
her hips bucking, her mind baking in the heat as his mouth sucked
and licked and turned her clitoris into a swollen, throbbing,
burning center of an unbelievable storm of pleasure, like the eye
of a hurricane!

She was breathless, trembling and dazed when
he finally straightened, dropping his pants and pulling out his
erection to thrust it deep in the center of the roaring volcano
which was her pussy! She screamed and bucked violently as he used
her, as he pounded against her, his hand grasping her hair roughly,
as he crushed her lips with his!

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


It was a strange, almost schizophrenic
existence for Kristin. At work, aside from when she was performing
'personal services' for Sterling, she acted the complete
professional, giving every impression of an intelligent, assertive,
rising young attorney.

At home she was largely naked, wearing a
collar around her throat, and restraints on wrists and ankles..
Most days she wore the furry blonde leggings and mittens, as well
as the ears, and, of course, tail. The most bizarre thing about it
was she was becoming used to it!

It wasn't growing old, nor even boring. Since
they worked such long hours they rarely got home much before seven
or eight. Then she would strip and put on her pet outfit, and act
like one as he watched TV (and stroked and petted her) ate dinner
(and fed her by hand).

Since mornings were rushed he bathed her late
in the evenings, and washed and brushed her hair for her. Those
bathings were always long and gentle, and his hands slid smoothly
up and down and over her body, kneading and caressing her as he
soaped her up.

Then she would sleep in the pet bed next to
his own.

He never talked about work or law at home. He
was often silent, but when he did talk it was usually about her,
her history, what she wanted out of life, what her (non-sexual)
fantasies were, her hopes and ambitions and things she wanted to do
and see.

“What about you?” she asked daringly one
evening? I mean, don't you have things you still want to do?”

“Sir,” he said, pinching her nipple
lightly.

“Don't you have things you want to do, sir?”
she asked automatically.

She was curled up next to him, sort of draped
along and against the wide arm of the armchair in the den. She was,
of course, nude, save for what she had come to think of as her 'pet
gear', while he was wearing black trousers and a white
open-collared shirt.

“I had my hopes for the future years ago, and
exceeded them all,” he said shortly.

“All of them?”

“Well, the realistic ones, and even some of
the unrealistic ones. I haven't become President or king of the
world, but then, the older I get the more I realize that great
power has more cons than pros.”

He slid his arms under and lifted her up then
sat her across his lap, the easier for his hands to reach her
body.

“What about getting married or something,
sir?”

He snorted. “I have no desire to sign a
contract which risks half my assets with someone as unpredictable
as a woman.”

“Well, what about a girlfriend?”

“Why?”

Which was a reasonable question. He certainly
didn't need one for sex if he had her! Companionship? Was she
providing that? She supposed she was. He usually had her near him
during the evening. What about love? Didn't he want that? She was
afraid to ask.

And the more his fingers caressed her the
less she cared. He had a way of catching her clitoris between two
fingers and grinding it between them so that it ached and throbbed
with hunger and heat. And he did it so easily, so casually!

“Suppose you wanted to go to a movie?” she
sighed, feeling the growing waves of heat.

“I don't go to movies. In the unlikely event
one is worth watching I can watch it here.”

“What about... the theater? A play? Or
dancing?”

His fingers sank slowly into the warmth of
her body and she moaned softly, shifting her thighs apart.

“I have little need of that sort of
entertainment.”

Was she his entertainment, she wondered a
trifle breathlessly.

“Don't you ever go on d-dates?”

“I'm generally comfortable with my own
company,” he said.

Then why am I here, she thought.

“On the other hand, I suppose I could take a
guest to the charity ball at the Waldorf tomorrow evening.”

She blinked and cocked her head to the side –
purposefully, for she had started acting in ways which fulfilled
the role he had chosen for her as a 'pet'. Partly this was because
she was beginning to become fascinated with that role, and partly
because he seemed to enjoy it and she wanted to please him.

“She would have to wear somewhat more than
you usually do when out of work,” he said, as a second finger slid
into her body, “and walk upright.”

“I-I can walk upright!” she gasped.

“But only if I say so.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Maybe if you're a good little slave girl,”
he said.

He drew his fingers out and then inserted
them into her mouth. Kristin licked and sucked them eagerly,
rolling her eyes down at him.

But then he took a small pink ball from
beside him and tossed it on the floor.

She scrambled off him and down onto all
fours, then crawled across to pick it up in her mouth, turning to
bring it back to him. She felt a flare of heat as she did so. This
pet thing was kinky and outrageous and thus, to her mind, darkly
thrilling.

She dropped the ball into his palm and he
tossed it again. She turned and hurriedly crawled across to it,
picking it up and bringing it back. She knew she would get a sharp
slap on the bottom if she didn't rush. She had on previous
evenings.

Thinking of herself as a 'pet', an animal
like a dog or cat was strange, bizarre, even. But since this
particular type of pet was clearly very sexual in nature she felt
herself always immersed in a dark, shimmering cloud of erotic heat
as she played the role.

Small wonder, of course, given she was naked,
and had that big butt-plug inside her holding the tail in place. He
had also attached small bells to her nipple rings which tinkled
when she moved. They didn't weigh much, but enough to tug lightly
and repeatedly at her nipples as she crawled around.

There was a similar little weight attached to
the ring piercing her clitoral hood. It was a small spiked ball
which hung down from the top of the ring and tended to bounce
against her clitoris as she crawled around. That was more –
annoying than anything else, but like the weights on her nipples,
it meant when he did touch her there she was already very
sensitive.

She brought the ball back to him, clutched in
her teeth, but instead of dropping it in his hand she just looked
at him. His eyes narrowed, and he reached for the ball, gripping it
between his fingers. She tightened her teeth and pulled back. He
pulled forward.

“Are you looking for a spanking, brat?” he
demanded.

She shook her head but kept her teeth tightly
locked to the ball, feeling a rising sense of playful
excitement.

She didn't much mind being spanked any more
anyway. She had gotten used to it, and an orgasm almost always
followed shortly afterward.

He grabbed her collar and yanked her bodily
up across his lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped sharply down across her
bottom with several stinging blows. She gasped and yelped, but held
onto the ball, then managed to scramble off his lap and start to
crawl away before she felt his hand seize her ankle and yank her up
and back.

She squealed as she was dragged back along
the floor, then. His big hand slid under her belly and he heaved
her up into the air and back to fall on her back across his lap. He
quickly turned her over onto her belly.

Crack! Crack!

“Let's have the ball, brat.”

She shook her head, panting for breath.

Crack! Crack!

“I think I made it clear obedience was a
prime requirement of your duties, Sutherland,” he growled.

She kept wriggling and twisting in an attempt
to pull free, forcing him to yank her back again.

“You obviously have too much energy,” he
said. “Have you been getting into the sugar?”

He stood up and then heaved her up across his
shoulder, slapped her bottom again, and walked out of the room,
carrying her along like a sack of potatoes.

He carried her up the hall, an arm pinning
her legs to his chest, as a breathless Kristin stared at his back,
then tried to slap at it, and at his bottom. Since she was still
clad in the furry mittens that accomplished nothing but to get her
another slap on the bottom.

He swung her up and forward and she squealed
in alarm, but he caught her before she would have hit the ground,
and set her on all fours. They were in that other bedroom, the one
with the leather bed...

“Stay,” he ordered.

Instead she took off, well, as best she could
on all fours. He quickly caught her by the collar and dragged her
back, then attached the leash to the ring in the collar and tied it
around the arm of a nearby chair.

He left her there grinning at him, ball still
in her mouth. She was confused when he returned with what looked
like a leather covered, T-shaped post with a screw on the bottom.
She watched as he set it down on the floor next to the wall, moving
a potted plant aside to reveal a metal framed screw hole in the
floor!

He screwed the leather covered post into
place so that it sat there, upright, about two feet tall. It had
several screw holes down the front, she noted, and rings down the
sides and on the top.

He came over and removed the leash from her
collar, then led her over to the thing and turned her around before
backing her up against it.

“Head down, bottom up,” he ordered, slapping
her bottom.

Moaning excitedly, Kristin complied, her
breasts pillowing out against the floor below. She was not
surprised when he took out a dildo and slid it into her overheated
pussy. Craning her neck around, she watched as he screwed the base
into the center of the horizontal part of the T-shaped post,
feeling a rising sense of dark excitement.

He drew her ankles back further so that she
was forced to wriggle backwards on the dildo until her sex was
pressed against the rounded leather of the post. He strapped her
legs in place, then brought her arms back along the side of her
body and drew them up and back, raising her chest off the floor,
then they were strapped in place, too.

Then the post began to quiver, or at least,
she thought it was quivering. But no, it was the dildo, and... a
small, round hard place right beneath it, like a button on the side
of the leather.

“I'll leave you to contemplate the error of
your ways,” he said, petting her head before standing and
leaving.

Kristin sighed and then pulled experimentally
against the straps. They were, of course, tightly in place. Not
that there was much to do anyway, given the mittens essentially
robbed her of hands. She ground herself against the 'button' on the
post and tried to slide her tight sex up and down against the
dildo, but found she was bound too tightly in place.

Still, just the fact she was in this
position, and bound tightly, with her pussy throbbing and full, and
the vibrator buzzing against her was more than sufficient to raise
her already simmering heat to a pulsing hunger and arousal in very
short order.

She was surprised he returned as quickly as
he did, but less happy when his return was to place a blindfold
over her eyes. She gasped as his pull on her hair forced her head
up and back. The ball fell out at last, but she felt another– a
ball gag, she thought, being pushed into it. How ironic, she
thought.

Blind and unable to complain, which made her
completely helpless!

She felt his fingers in her hair, felt him
gathering it back behind her as if for a pony tail or braid. There
were little tugs and pulls over the next minute or so, and then a
steady upward pull which made her gasp as she raised her head up
and back until she was looking straight ahead – though still, of
course, entirely blind!

She felt his fingers at her right breast,
felt them rolling and tugging at her nipple, then felt a steady
pull on the ring until her nipple was slightly stretched and quite
taut. A moment later she felt him at her other side, and again,
felt the steady pull on the ring until that nipple too felt tightly
bound in place.

What was he doing!?

He startled her by pressing something into
one ear!

“Getting the timing of the music to match the
program was a little problematic, but nothing persistence couldn't
solve,” he said.

Which merely served to confuse her further as
he pushed something into her other ear. At first she thought they
were earplugs, meant to make her deaf, as well as dumb and blind.
Then they started to play music.

She had no idea if he was still there. She
could, of course, see and hear nothing which was happening in the
room. The buzzing continued, and she ground herself softly against
it as the minutes ticked past, as her heat grew more intense. Her
scalp ached somewhat, for it held her head up and back, but she got
used to that.

The music was an instrumental song, and she
recognized it from her stripping days. It was Ravel's Bolero. That
was not a bad song to dance to, as long as it was a slower dance,
and was an excellent background song for sex, as well.

And then, as the music quickened she was
startled out of the soft, thrumming heat gripping her mind as the
vibrations intensified. And then to her astonishment, the fullness
inside her shifted as the dildo withdrew. Not only did it draw back
but so did the horizontal leather covered bar at the top of the
post to which it was attached.

It drew back then snapped forward again! The
round leather post smacked into her bottom as the dildo jammed deep
into her belly, then they withdrew again! Kristin twisted and
gasped as the entire upper part of the post swung back and forth,
thrusting the dildo into her with hard, deep strokes that also
smacked the leather post hard against her bottom!

The thing was thrusting into her exactly in
time with the music, thrusting harder as the music soared, faster
as it picked up the beat, then slowing once again! Kristin had no
idea how it functioned, but the effect was certainly
unmistakable!

The dildo was pumping into her with deep,
powerful, machine-like strokes, and the upper post, the horizontal
one, was coming with it, smacking her bottom with the force of
someone's hips, to rock her forward against the straps!

That also tugged her nipples against whatever
was tying the rings down, and jerked her hair back sharply so that
her scalp stung!

She gasped at every blow, at every thrust,
wriggling and twisting helplessly, but as her surprise faded she
felt a rush of dark heat take its place at how wild and nasty and
kinky this was! She was still jammed against the vertical post,
grinding her clitoris against the vibrating button, even as the
dildo attached to the horizontal part of the T drove into her again
and again.

Given how aroused she'd been when it started,
it didn't take long to push her over the edge into a massive
climax! She didn't know or care if Sterling was standing there
watching as she thrashed and cried out again and again.

Free of the slightest concern for hiding her
pleasure by the ball-gag filling her mouth, she gave unrestrained
voice to her passion, excitement and heat as she howled into the
gag, her head thrashing and rolling as her body shook to the steady
thrust behind her.

It was sooooo good!

But it wasn't over when the orgasm faded. She
remained in place, gasping, moaning dazedly, her body rocked by the
hard thrusting of the dildo and the slap of the padded leather bar
against her buttocks. She was rocked forward again and again, her
nipples tugged, her hair pulled, her brain more than a little
rattled by it all.

And it was worse, of course, that she
couldn't see or do or say a thing. She couldn't even hear anything
other than the music. That left nothing to focus her attention on
except the physical sensations afflicting her.

Her lithe young body jerked repeatedly to the
hard strokes of the dildo, slowing now, easing as the music did,
giving her some time to catch her breath.

Of course, the vibrations never eased. She
squirmed uncomfortably against them, for her clitoris felt
hyper-sensitive. It still had the little spiked ball against it,
too, and the more she ground herself against the vibrating button
the more it ached as it was jammed against her!

The music picked up, and she moaned as the
dildo thrust harder, as her body jerked against the straps binding
her arms, binding her legs, against whatever was tying her nipple
rings, against her scalp! Gasping, moaning, she shuddered as the
wild, dark thrill of erotic heat grew more intense.

Her body thrummed with energy like a high
tension line, and she gasped helplessly, crying out now as the
dildo and the padded bar drove into her harder and faster, as her
nipples tugged against the tied-down rings, as her hair was pulled
and her clitoris burned!

She ground herself against the vibrator,
against the little spiked ball, wild conflicting sensations
twisting and churning through her body and mind as the heat grew to
a feverish state and then exploded into another intense,
all-encompassing orgasmic storm!

Oh God it was so goooood!

She jerked and shuddered and cried out as the
orgasm lashed her senses and sent her mind tumbling end over end
through a flood of pleasure! Blind and dazed, she surrendered to
the violent energy of the climax, gurgling breathlessly as it swept
her along to the point of near breathlessness.

Then it eased, leaving her gasping for
breath, moaning, going limp, or trying to. Of course, that was
hardly possible. She was too tightly locked in position. Her scalp
ached as she relaxed the muscles in her neck, and whatever was
holding her hair must bear all the weight of her head.

Her wrists ached, her arms straining, as the
straps held her body from collapsing forward onto her chest.

And still there was the vibrations of the
button pressing against her. She whimpered and moaned, trying to
pull free of it but too tightly restrained. And then the raw, wild
too-powerful sensations seemed to twist and she felt an almost
instant re-ignition of the heat within her lower belly!

Another orgasm, and then four more in rapid
succession rolled her mind. She was quite light headed, gasping,
moaning, and sweating as her insides ached from muscle spasms.

And the music played on.

The dildo moved faster, harder, and her body
began to jerk and shudder and tremble in time to the hard, steadily
increasing thrusts. She was drooling around the ball-gag now but
hardly noticed. She was gripped by an exhausting fever haze of
crackling nerve endings and violent muscle spasms.

Convulsions wracked her body as she thrashed
and shook and sobbed through another orgasm, then another, then
another, eyes glassy behind the blindfold as the padded leather
post struck her again and again, while her sex began to bubble over
like a volcano, so filled with lubrication it began to trickle down
her thighs.

And the music played on.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


She was shell-shocked.

Exhausted, her muscles aching inside and out,
her energy drained. Her throat ached from screaming and her insides
ached as if she had been repeatedly punched – but from the inside.
Her bottom felt bruised, and her nipples stung. Her clitoris was
swollen and sore to the touch.

But even if she couldn't quite open her eyes
beyond slits, she couldn't quite stop smiling, albeit in a drunken
sort of way. She had endured the wildest, longest storm of sexual
pleasure in her life by far, and she still felt somewhat
intoxicated by it, her mind rocked.

She groaned as he set her down in the bathtub
already filled with hot water and bubbles. She laid her head
against the padded rest and closed her eyes as he gently took her
hand and ran a soft, soapy hand slowly up and down her arm.

She ignored him as he lowered it then raised
the other, opening her eyes to stare up at the ceiling and admire
the crown molding.

He lowered her other arm and reached into the
water for her ankle, raising her leg up high as his hand caressed
it with slick, warm, wet, soapy efficiency.

“I'm sore,” she groaned.

“That's what you get for being a bad little
slave girl,” he replied.

“You're a pervert,” she groaned.

“Hmm. Do you regard my sexual behavior as
abnormal and unacceptable?”

“Its definitely abnormal.”

“But not, I think, unacceptable. To you.”

“I'm not here right now. Ask me later when my
mind isn't fried,” she groaned.

He set her other leg back down.

“On your knees, slave girl.”

“I'm too tired,” she groaned.

“Hmm.”

He reached for her breast, but turned his
hand away, then slid his finger through the ring of her left
nipple. He stretched his big hand out and slipped his middle finger
through the other ring, and … pulled.

He pulled slowly but she gasped as she felt
the sudden pressure against her already aching nipples. It
certainly lent her a spike of energy as she quickly sat up and
forward, then rose on her knees.

“Hands behind your neck, slave girl.”

She drew her hands behind her neck,
interlacing her fingers and arching her back as he slid his fingers
out of the rings, then began to soap up her chest.

“I can't believe people actually make
machines like that,” she grumbled.

“All to please the female mind and body,” he
replied, his hand gently caressing her breast.

“More like to fuck her brains out,” she
grumbled.

“That's not a pretty word-picture.”

She eyed him doubtfully. “You know, you don't
need a machine to drive me crazy.”

“True, but even I have my limits, unless I
want to use chemicals to increase my er, staying power. I couldn't
ride you like that for half an hour straight.”

“Was that how long it was?” she asked
doubtfully.

She had not been able to keep track of
time.

“Closer to forty five minutes, actually.”

“I ache all over!”

“That is merely a rephrasing of your first
complaint of being sore.”

She gasped as his fingers slid gently down
between her legs. The slick, soapy flesh lightly caressing her
swollen clitoris, sliding in under the spiked ball.

“Can you take that off, at least for now?”
she begged.

“Sir,” he said sternly.

“Sir? Please, sir? Please... master?”

“Very well.”

He removed the little ball and she groaned in
relief as his fingers continued to caress her, then moved lower,
soaping up her thighs and up under her buttocks.

After he'd dried her it was back to the furry
mittens and leggings, with the tail up her bottom and the ears
pushing up through her hair. She crawled back down the hall with
him to the den, and this time lay in a relaxed fashion on the other
chair while he watched TV and worked on email on his smart
phone.

That people who saw her every day at work
would not believe the kinds of behavior she got up to and put up
with after work, she thought wearily.

She followed him to bed, climbing into his
bed long enough to perform oral sex on him, then climbing back down
and relaxing with a sigh into the padded comfort of her own little
– bed.

This was all so very – odd and kinky and
strange. But she found it difficult to conceive of what she'd
rather be doing with her evenings.

*

She slept comfortably, and started the next
day the same way she had finished the previous. When that was done
Sterling led her to the bathroom to take care of the necessaries.
That had certainly embarrassed her at first, but she was getting
used to having not the slightest privacy around him for
anything.

Then she crawled with him to the kitchen and
knelt on the floor and watched while he made breakfast, then
crawled to the table and let him feed her – very much as if she
were a dog. Again, the idea excited her for its dark kinkiness.

Especially in light of what had happened the
previous evening, when she'd practically had her mind blown by that
overload of sexual pleasure. She still felt her body quivering with
the remembered intensity of the waves of pleasure which had swept
through her.

She used to regard sex as merely a chore, a
task done to get men to do what she wanted. That was certainly no
longer the case. Now she was filled with enthusiasm at almost any
aspect of sex and sexuality, never knowing what new, wild, weird
thing he would do to blow her mind.

He retreated to his office that Saturday
morning, leaving her to her own devices. What she usually did on
Saturdays was to exercise, which should have been much easier given
his gym. The problem was she effectively had no hands. And the
fluffy leggings ended in a rounded padding under her feet which,
while they did not prevent her from standing, made walking
problematic.

There was a very good stereo system in the
gym, of course, and a large flat screen on the wall. Working the
remote was a problem she solved by finding a pencil and holding it
between her teeth as she used it to push buttons.

After some puzzling and irritating trial and
effort she found a station with an exercise show. She dragged a mat
over in front of the TV with her teeth and began to do some fairly
energetic yoga – what she could do without standing anyway.

When that was over she eyed the treadmill
uncertainly, but was able to stand long enough – with pencil in
teeth – to start it up. Walking was impossible, but she dropped to
her knees and was able to crawl. Crawling was actually rather
difficult since few people used the necessary muscles very
often.

She crawled slowly as the rubber moved
beneath her padded knees, then managed to stand and stabilize
herself long enough to increase the speed, almost falling on her
butt as she did. Crawling faster was much harder, and she
was soon panting and out of breath as she struggled to keep up.

Her breasts were swinging rather painfully
beneath her, too, which was awkward.

She let herself slide off the end, then stood
up and turned it off. There were other, simpler machines she could
use, sitting back on one – though the fluffy tale was awkward to
sit on – and sliding her legs under the weighted bars, lifting them
up and down in turn.

Push ups was the best she could try for her
arms, but then, they were already kind of aching. Crawling
certainly wasn't easy on the arms, after all.

She crawled into the den and used the pencil
trick to work the remote, starting the TV up, and lay on the
ottoman for a while, changing channels and looking for something
interesting. She made a face as she examined the fluffy mittens.
Being a pet was kinky, but not so exciting if no one was playing
with you.

A nice long, relaxing bubble bath would be
nice, though she'd had one the previous evening. But that was a
short one. She crawled back up the hall to the door of the office.
It was closed, which left her few options.

She knocked at it with her fluffy, padded
mittens, not sure he would even hear them, and wondered, somewhat
cynically, if he'd take it amiss if she barked. She was actually
working up to do that, giggling a bit, when he opened the door and
looked down at her.

“Uhm, would it be possible for me to take a
bubble bath, sir?” she asked.

“Would it be?”

She held up her furry mittens.”

He looked at his watch, then looked at
her.

“I'd suggest the hot tub on the deck,” he
said.

She perked up at that idea, and he motioned
her up on her knees, then removed the restraints and slid the furry
mittens off. She eagerly dropped back, then lifted her ankle up
high. He snorted and removed the restraint and pulled the fluffy
legging down and off, then the other.

Now free of fluff, save for the tail, she
turned and presented that to him. He slapped her bottom, then
removed it, though leaving the butt-plug in place.

“Keep the ears on,” he said, closing the door
behind her.

Well, she could live with that. All she had
on now were the ears and collar.

And the absence of the pet stuff implied she
could now walk upright, so did. The weird thing was that walking
upright felt weird!

She got herself a glass full of ice and a
Perrier, pushed open the door to the deck and took in the sounds
and sights of the city, then opened the top of the hot tub,
examined it briefly, adjusted the controls a little, then climbed
in.

There were taller buildings nearby.
Sterling's home was near the northwest corner of Central Park, so
the idea someone in one of the other towers could see her occurred
to Kristin. She simply didn't care by then. Her body had been
exposed to a lot of men in her life when she was a stripper, and
doing that shocking, nasty gang bang thing with the three football
players had kind of brought that all back.

What matter if some stranger staring through
his binoculars got an erection seeing her?

She groaned as she settled into the hot tub,
which bubbled nicely around her. The view was fabulous, and she
sipped on her Perrier and considered how much her fortunes had
changed over the past few weeks. She now lived in a fabulous
penthouse, and all she had to do to pay the rent was have
incredible, mind blowing sex with an amazingly sexy man.

She congratulated herself on her
brilliance.

Someday she would be a partner, and perhaps
have something just like this all to herself.

Though admittedly, the thought of living by
herself wasn't exactly exciting compared to what had been going on
the last few weeks. Living with a pervert like Sterling had
challenges to it, but it was certainly not dull.

God, he was hot! She thought he was even
starting to act nice to her on occasion, not so cold and frowny.
Was he warming up to her? Was he coming to actually like her, maybe
a little, and not just like the kinky sex?

She wasn't sure how she felt about him other
than that he was the sexiest man she'd ever met. She certainly
admired and was in awe of him on several levels. She was wary
around him, of course, watching his every move like a hawk trying
to determine his mood and reaction to whatever she was doing and
saying.

He didn't brook any disagreement, that was
for sure. Being around someone like that wasn't easy, especially
when expressing any disagreement could get you a strapping on your
bare butt!

But heck, that wasn't all that big a deal
compared to the benefits. And he could be very gentle when he was
washing her and stroking her and combing his fingers through her
hair. Maybe he was a little odd but she thought he was coming to
actually like her, if not more.

He just had a little difficulty expressing
his emotions. Especially affection.

A girl could do worse in a lover. Especially
given how rich he was.

She relaxed in the hot tub as she looked out
over the glass rail. She could definitely get used to this kind of
life, even if she did have to wear a collar. Heck, she hardly even
noticed it was on now. She had better be careful lest she go to
work with it one day!

When she was bored with the hot tub she got
out and dried herself, then went inside. She was a bit unsure what
to do with herself. She didn't have a lot of hobbies, and usually
spent weekends on chores. But she didn't have any chores now.
Nothing to clean for he had a service. Nothing to buy since
groceries were delivered by a computerized ordering system. Laundry
was left in a bag for the service to take and return.

She wound up in a games room and experimented
with billiards and then with a few pinball games. It should have
felt odd to do it naked but didn't. She was getting used to being
naked all the time.

“Do you like pinball?”

She gasped and whirled at the voice, then
almost dropped to her knees, unsure if she was allowed to be
standing now that she wasn't in the hot tub. He motioned her up as
he came forward.

“I... uhm, haven't played it much...
sir.”

“I don't generally have a lot of spare time
for such things myself,” he replied. “I used to be quite good when
I was a teenager, however.”

Kristin pretended more interest than she had,
and let him show her how to play as he demonstrated his own
ability. She wasn't surprised he was very good, since he seemed to
be very good at everything. Then they played a game of pool, with
him again showing her how.

Again, it didn't seem at all odd to be bent
naked over the edge of the table, pool cue in hand, with his arms
around her from behind guiding her in what to do. It actually felt
rather nice, though the nudity added a sexuality to things which
wouldn't have been there otherwise.

They went back up the hall, and he had her
attach the tail again then found another pair of blonde leggings.
These ones were more like furry socks, though, and would allow her
to walk upright. Somewhat to her relief he didn't have her put on
the furry mitten things again, though he did put the leather
restraints around her wrists and ankles.

He showed her how to make a martini, and a
few other drinks he liked, and let her try them, then they went out
on deck. He sat down and she sat across his lap as he sipped and
occasionally let her sip from the same glass.

“There must be a lot of rich people in this
city,” she said.

“There are unquestionably a lot of rich
people in this city,” he said with a snort. “What brings that to
mind?”

“Well, anyone who lives in one of these
buildings along Central Park is rich, aren't they?”

“Depending on how you define rich, yes. Most
of those in the upper west and east side would qualify.”

“And a lot of people elsewhere.”

He shrugged and caressed her clitoris.

She almost automatically shifted her legs
further apart, hardly noticing doing so.

“How many millionaires do you think there are
in New York?”

“A few hundred thousand, I imagine.”

“That many!?”

“Considerably fewer multimillionaires, and
under a hundred billionaires.”

“The billionaires probably own all this,” she
said, sweeping her arm at the rows of buildings.

“Them and some large real estate
corporations.”

“How much would I need to be able to afford a
place like this?”

“More than you're likely to have any time in
the next decade,” he said dryly.

“How much?”

“This place would probably sell for about
twenty five million.”

“That much?”

“You could buy a smaller place in this area
for four or five. Less if it was on the other side of the
building.”

“With no park view.”

“Yes.”

She squirmed a little as his fingers
continued to casually stroke her clitoris. One squirmed and wiggled
slowly up inside her, too, but that too was almost casual, though
they were starting to set her insides to thrumming with
sensations.

“How long do you want me to stay here?” she
gulped.

He shrugged. “Your presence here is
preferable to your absence.”

“What does that mean?”

“Just what I said.”

“Well... should I move here?”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I'm paying rent at my place.”

“Not much, I assume.”

“For you, maybe.”

“If the money concerns you then you should
get rid of the place.”

“And move here?”

“You already live here, slave girl.”

“I'm not really a slave girl,” she said
hesitantly.

“You will be.”

She gave him a doubtful look.

“Not in the traditional sense, of course. I
have no intention of breaking any laws.”

She gasped as he curled his fingers in her
hair and pulled her head sharply back. She felt his mouth over the
center of her right breast, and groaned as he chewed on her
soft flesh while sucking and licking her nipple.

Was it possible to get too much sex, she
wondered a bit breathlessly? Her body sure didn't seem to have a
limit to how often it could get aroused!

His phone rang, and he interrupted what he
was doing to examine it, then hold it up to his ear.

“Yes, of course,” he said.

He put the phone down and then eased her off
him, and down onto her hands and knees.

“Come, Sutherland.”

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Kristin crawled after him back into the
apartment, then through it to the living room, where he turned.

“Sit,” he ordered.

She gulped and sat back on her heels,
spreading her legs.

“Don't move.”

He walked away, and she wondered why he said
that. After all, once she was told to do something she was supposed
to do it until told to do something else. She got that by now. If
he had her sit here she was supposed to stay until he had her move
elsewhere. So why...

He came back into the room, with another man
in tow!

She gasped, her face reddening, and her hands
jerked instinctively upwards to cover herself, her knees closing.
Then she halted herself, shifting her knees back apart and dropping
her hands, blushing hotly as Sterling and the stranger came into
the room.

He was about Sterling's age, though not as
well-built. He wasn't fat, though, and she noted he was wearing a
Rolex.

“Will you have a drink?” Sterling asked.

“Well, it is after noon.”

They sat down, the stranger gazing at her
with considerable interest.

“Two martinis, slave girl,” Sterling
ordered.

She felt a jolt at the phrase in front of
this stranger, and a sense of breathlessness. But despite the
emotions roiling her mind she hesitated only a few seconds before
getting to her feet and crossing the floor to the bar.

If he wanted her to make drinks then he had
to expect her to stand up, she reasoned as her mind swirled and her
stomach churned.

She made the martinis, trying to get her
breathing under control, then carried them back to the two men.

“Thanks, slave girl,” the man said with a
grin, eyeing her breasts appreciatively as she bent forward.

Sterling gestured at the floor, and she
dropped to her knees again, spreading her legs wide as she sat on
her heels.

“So where did you pick her up?” the man
asked.

“Would you believe I picked her up at auction
in the middle east?”

“No.”

Sterling grinned lazily. “I could have.”

“But didn't.”

“No. I found her at the firm.”

“Seriously? A secretary?”

“A lawyer,” Sterling said.

The man shook his head in admiration. “That's
quite a find.”

“Hands behind neck, slave girl,” Sterling
ordered.

Gulping, Kristin obeyed, arching her
back.

“Very nice,” the man said. “Very, very
nice.”

He reached out and ran his hand comfortably
over her breasts.

“You lead a golden life, Jackson.”

“That depends on interpretation.”

“Everything depends on interpretation.”

“So it does.”

“You're determined to settle in New York
then?”

“I haven't decided. I bought this place as an
investment as much as for its comfort. I still have the place in
LA, and a lot of clients on the west coast. The firm has an office
in LA, as well.”

“So what is your name, little girl?” the man
asked.

“I haven't decided what to name her yet,”
Sterling interjected.

The man laughed. “Seriously?”

“Choosing a name for a pet is something which
should be done carefully.”

“A pet? Cute pet.”

“Isn't she?”

Sterling looked at her.

“Find your ball, slave girl,” he said.

Kristin felt another jolt low in her belly,
one which helped further tighten her chest and sent her pulse rate
rising. She knew exactly where the ball was, and knew she wasn't
supposed to walk to it either. Blushing, she slipped down onto all
fours and crawled over to the wall, then bent and caught the ball
in her mouth, turned, and crawled back to them.

The man's eyes were wider as she dropped the
ball into Sterling's palm and he patted her head, then tossed it
into the corner.

“Move your butt, girl,” he said.

She gulped and crawled faster, her breasts
wobbling as she reached where he'd tossed the ball, slipped her
teeth around it, then turned and hurriedly crawled back.

“Oh wow!” the man said, shaking his head in
amazement.

Kristin blushed but she also felt a hot
little thrill of the outrageous. And she could see the man already
had an erection.

She dropped it into Sterling's hand again,
and he tossed it away. She turned and quickly crawled after it.

“She's a lawyer!?” she heard the man
demand.

“Believe it.”

She crawled back.

“Give it to Dennis,” Sterling said.

Since she had no idea who Dennis was she had
to assume that was the other man's name. Her embarrassment grew
deeper, but she felt an even hotter thrill as she shifted a little
to the side and extended her head.

He put his hand out and she dropped the ball
into it.

“Fuck me,” he said softly.

He tossed the ball and she turned and crawled
after it.

She brought it back and shyly dropped it into
his hand. She caught Sterling looking at her sternly, and turned
her head, then saw his eyes flick to her bottom. She flushed and
then began to jerk her bottom from side to side to make the tail
move... to make it wag.

“God almighty. You are the biggest pervert
I've ever met, Jackson!” the man said.

“And you envy me.”

“You're damned right I do!”

“You don't think Sarah would go in for this?”
he asked slyly.

“Sarah would divorce me if I even suggested
it!”

“Dance for the man, slave girl,” Sterling
said.

Kristin had no idea who he was, whether he
was a client or just a friend Sterling was trying to distract or
impress. But her shyness was fading in the face of a dark thrill of
heat welling up within her at how outrageous this was, and as
Sterling picked up the remote and turned on the stereo she rose to
her feet and began to dance.

She felt brazen, and the dark thrill of
acting so completely shameless was filling her with a growing sense
of breathless excitement. She remembered feeling this way when she
first started stripping years ago. Only now it was much more
powerful because of how much more immediate was the likelihood of
actual sex.

She swayed and rolled her hips, sliding her
hands slowly up her lithe body, cupping her breasts, then sliding
up through her hair as she moved closer.

She crawled up onto his lap, feeling hot,
rapid pulses of excitement with every touch of his body. She
straddled him, still rolling her hips and making her body undulate.
She slowly gripped his hips and arched her back as she leaned in,
diving in and upward so as to brush her nipples just past his nose,
the way she used to.

But this was not a strip club. His hands came
up to clutch her hips, then slid up her sides before curving around
in front to cup and knead her breasts!

Another rush of energy rolled over her, and
she moaned as he gripped her buttocks and jerked her closer,
rubbing his face against her breasts.

Kristin looked at Sterling, but he only
looked back, neither approving nor disapproving. Breathless, she
turned back to Dennis, then swung a knee forward, twisting her body
around as she brought the knee around to straddle him but facing
the opposite direction.

Now she could grind her buttocks against his
crotch, rising and falling, rubbing and moaning softly, almost
without knowing she was doing so, especially when his hands came
around her and kneaded her breasts again.

One slid down between her legs, and she
gasped as he began to rub her clitoris. Heat and energy flowed up
through her belly and she ground herself more excitedly, panting as
her chest tightened. Heat suffused her body and she felt
momentarily adrift, as if in being a 'pet' she had been set free of
all society's rules about behavior.

But in a way, she had. What society wanted
didn't matter. What mattered was what Sterling wanted! And he
wanted her to be his sexual pet and 'slave girl'!

Her body pulsed with rising sexual tension
and she shuddered against him, arching back against his shoulder,
thrusting her breasts out against his eager hands, and grinding her
hips against his fingers. She reached down and back, running her
hands over his cock and squeezing it through his trousers, then
gasped as she felt his own hand there, felt and heard him jerking
his zipper down.

He combed her hair back behind her into a
single tail and then jerked up, forcing her to rise. She moaned
aloud, doing nothing, of course, to resist. Sterling had very
quickly taught her not to resist his hair pulling.

She felt the round nosed edge of his cock
rubbing against her entrance, then gasped as he pulled down on her
hair, forcing her head back, making her back arch – and forcing her
hips down so that his cock penetrated her and pushed up into her
thrumming belly!

She sank all the way down with an excited
moan of pleasure, grinding her buttocks against his thighs as he
filled her.

He kept her hair back, however, shifting his
grip on it so that he could still raise her body up, then force it
down, again and again, with one hand. The other soon curved across
her hips and began to stroke her clitoris as she rode him.

She was close to orgasm by the time he
released her hair and her head bobbed forward to see Sterling
standing before her. Dennis surrendered her hair to him as his
hands gripped her hips instead, helping her rise and fall, and
Sterling pulled her forward by the hair and guided her mouth over
his cock!

Never having had a need to influence two men
at once, Kristin had never, of course, had sex with two men at
once. Now she felt a fresh rush of scalding heat as her lips slid
down his cock and she leaned forward, riding smoothly on the other
man's cock.

This was so wild and thrilling!

Sterling's eyes were filled with more hunger
than she had seen in a while as he pushed himself deep into her
throat. She kept her arms at her sides, of course, moaning around
him as he ground himself against her face then drew back and
started to pump in and out.

He reached down to grip her left breast with
his right hand, while Dennis fondled her right while fingering her
clitoris.

The orgasm exploded within her, and she cried
out, cried out again and again, bouncing and shaking and filled
with a wild, flood of sensory pleasure which overloaded her nervous
system! She rode Dennis frantically, becoming more light-headed as
Sterling jammed his cock into her throat again and again!

The men dragged her off the sofa and onto the
floor, putting her on all fours as Sterling fucked her throat and
Dennis continued to ride her from behind.

Kristin's eyes glazed over as she gurgled and
groaned and gasped between them, their hands racing over her as
their hips moved excitedly in and back.

Fresh heat roiled her mind as they pounded
her between them, and another orgasm swept her mind away in a
stormy howl of overloaded senses as the pleasure drove her into a
feverish sexual heat.

What did anything else matter compared to
this kind of pleasure!?

*

When the men finished they went down the hall
to the games room – with Kristin crawling along beside them,
cat-like. They played with the pinball machines, and played a game
of billiards. Sterling made her lay along the pool table. They were
both very good, and her body became an obstacle they had to use to
guide the balls, or jump over.

Then, of course, came more sex, as she
treated Dennis to her deep throating skills as he stood next to the
pool table. Sterling pulled her to her feet, bending her over as
she sucked on Dennis, then pulled the butt-plug from her bottom and
slid his cock up inside her there.

That led to awkward but wickedly exciting sex
as the three of them knelt, and Dennis worked his cock into her
pussy. She was crushed between them, one chewing on her left throat
and the other on her right as their hands raced over her!

Inside her belly were two large, warm
erections sliding up and down, pumping and thrusting and making her
gasp and moan and cry out until orgasm after orgasm rushed through
her.

After the men were sated – more or less –
they led her back up the hall, and into the room with the leather
bed. That made her a trifle nervous but she played the part of the
obedient slave girl as she was positioned standing up against the
foot of the bed, her wrists extended up and out and chained to the
tall foot-posts.

The two men experimented with different sizes
and shapes of dildos and vibrators, and eventually, with her
stuffed front and back, began to examine various flogs and whips
the room held!

“I maintain it's possible to teach her to
become aroused from pain,” Sterling said.

“How do you teach her something like
that?”

“By making her pain pleasurable.”

“Isn't that impossible?”

“The body is a funny thing, and much of how
it responds to sensory information is guided by the mind.”

Kristin moaned as he pushed on the small of
her back, jamming her in harder against the vibrator he'd placed at
the foot of the bed. With the dildo high inside her and the
vibrator pulsing against her, she felt a wild rush of
sensation.

His hand slid down her body, pausing to knead
her buttocks, then withdraw. A few moments later she cried out
breathlessly as she felt the impact of the flog. Thin, multiple
leather laces struck her bare back, all light of weight, but
stinging as they landed.

Kristin rolled her head, gasping around the
ball-gag they'd filled her mouth with. This was so kinky and
wild!

She ground herself against the vibrator, the
raw power of her heat swirling and churning within her as the flog
came down again, this time across her buttocks.

She cried out, but the stings were a
momentary thing, while the dark, thrilling excitement was
continuous! She ground herself against the vibrator, shuddering,
heat pouring through her as the flog came down across her back
again, then again, then again.

The two men took turns, not striking so
quickly nor so hard as to seriously distract her from the wild
sexual fever gripping her, but only to momentarily stagger it in
its steady rise. Soon enough, the stinging, and the resulting heat
seeped into the wild storm of sensations so that even as they
struck faster and harder she screamed in pleasure and orgasms began
to roll through her mind and body.
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She got to go to a charity ball that evening
with Sterling. He, of course dressed her. She wore a long black
satin dress which covered her to the neck and fell to her ankle.
But it was hardly modest. The satin part went only as high as her
nipples before turning to a rose patterned black lace which covered
the rest of her breasts, her upper chest, shoulders and arms and
much of her neck.

A strip of similar black lace rose up her
left hip, about ten inches wide, and curled inward across the left
side of her belly to stop just below her breast. The dress was both
elegant and sexy. The lace thickened around her throat, forming a
completely opaque cover for the metal collar she wore around her
neck.

Elsewhere, the lace was considerably more
transparent, though the roses were strategically placed to offer
some cover. She wore five inch stiletto heels so that her height
came closer to matching Sterling, and he did her hair parted in the
middle, giving her a more elegant look than she usually had with
the heavy bangs he liked falling over her forehead.

It was... new to her, to be on his arm, to be
smiling and chatting with people, strangers. She wasn't much of a
party girl normally, and this sort of thing was generally well
above her pay level. Still, she felt confident with Sterling there,
and more than a trifle smug at the looks they got from others.

Everyone here, she thought, was filthy rich,
just like Sterling. She would be that rich some day. Though for
now, it was almost like she was rich, since she lived with
him in his penthouse. It was also almost like... well, she
was his girlfriend, in a way.

Everyone there assumed that was the case, at
least. That she was his 'pet' would not likely occur to them. She
attempted to behave with the same quiet self-confidence as Sterling
did, a faint smile on her face, regal, she thought.

They even got to dance together! That was a
bit new to her. She was an excellent dancer, but not very
experienced in the kind of slow, classical dances, but she let him
lead (of course) and simply moved as he did, watching him
anxiously, hoping he was enjoying himself with her.

He seemed to be. And was he showing her off?
Was he as proud to have a beautiful young blonde on his arm as she
was to have a handsome, powerful, wealthy man like his on her own?
It was so hard to tell with him!

Certainly he noticed the appreciative looks
she got from other men. One Japanese man, in particular, had
spilled his drink while staring at her.

“I wonder what he'd give for half an hour
with you in a closet,” Sterling said in amusement. “Do you think I
should give you to him for a bit of sport, Sutherland?”

“If you want, sir,” she gulped, eyeing the
man doubtfully.

“Don't call me sir here, it would seem odd to
anyone who overheard. Call me Jackson.”

“Yes, sir... Jackson,” she said, finding the
taste of his first name in her mouth unfamiliar but … not
unpleasant.

He did not give her to the Japanese man, but
she drank so much champagne she wouldn't have minded. She climbed
into his lap in the car on the way home, giggling, and kissing him,
even as he tried to shove her off. He didn't force the issue,
however, and seemed to enjoy kissing her as they both ignored the
chauffeur.

Then it was back home and into her pet
outfit, which didn't bother her at all.

*

Come Monday it was back to being the calm,
cool, collected, professional attorney, going through precedents
and doing other research for him. She accompanied him to a
negotiation session with the Yankees, though mostly to take notes,
then to a lunch with the Yankee's lawyer. Then it was back to the
office for more work, interrupted when Jones, the senior partner he
had 'presented her to' the previous week, requested her
services.

Nervously, she showed up at the board room
for the top partners. It was empty, save for him, sitting at the
end of the long, gleaming table. The room was lavishly furnished,
with a long wall of glass running down one side.

And, of course, a stereo system.

What Jones wanted was a dance, not a lap
dance, but a dance nonetheless. So Kristin danced, stripping to the
skin as she danced atop the board room table, then dropping to her
knees, crawling and twisting, rolling her hips, rolling back on her
back, and then masturbating as he looked on with a strange look of
pleasure.

The pleasure didn't seem to be lust so much
as just... enjoyment.

But it didn't matter. It didn't matter that
he wasn't at all her type or that she didn't find him attractive.
The situation itself was so kinky and weird and thrilling that she
had no difficulty climaxing as she writhed on her back there before
him, arching and bucking and doing her best to keep her cries of
pleasure from getting too loud.

Then she hurriedly dressed and went back to
her office to continue working! It was so bizarre!

She told Sterling, of course, and he laughed
in amusement.

“Why do you suppose he doesn't want me to do
anything more?” she asked.

“He's a religious man.”

She stared at him.

“There's nothing wrong with looking as long
as you don't touch, right? You can dance for me after work, and
you'll get lots of touching.”

So it was that after work she stripped and
danced, and swung around the pole, and gave him a lap dance which,
of course, turned into sex. After that it was back to crawling and
being a pet with her long, blonde leggings and mittens and her cat
ears.

He fed her, as she knelt next to him, then
crawled after him to the den as he watched some television and idly
talked with and caressed her. He didn't insist she call him 'sir'
after every question or reply, which she considered progress.

But then she got a bit sarcastic and got
dragged across his lap for a spanking. That hurt! But towards the
end he began to finger her sex as he spanked her, and with three
fingers buried inside her and her body overheated and writhing, she
climaxed, crying out as he thrust his fingers into her and spanked
her at the same time.

As the days passed she found herself less
interested in the progress of her career. She enjoyed working for
Sterling, of course, even the odd little side trips into being used
by him to distract or sometimes please clients or partners or
others.

She was sent on her own to one lawyer's
office to deliver his contracts, and a note. The note, when the
lawyer showed it to her, merely said 'Obey', and the man was
smirking when he showed her.

What followed was what he wanted, which was
oral sex, then fucking her across his desk. She didn't mind. He
wasn't her type but being used in such a way, ultimately by
Sterling, thrilled some dark part of her soul for its
outrageousness and the statement it made about her belonging to him
to do with as he chose.

Whatever he chose!

She accompanied him back to the LA office,
and got to see his gorgeous home on the coast, where she stayed for
some weeks. She got to stand upright more, there, but still acted
the pet in her ears and leggings. She discovered that the more
secure she felt about her place with Sterling, the less she cared
about anything else.

As long as Sterling was happy with her, she
didn't have to worry about her present or her future. She didn't
need to care what anyone thought of her, and she had no fears, no
anxieties, and no stress.

And Sterling was easy to make happy. All she
had to do was whatever he wanted.

The more time she spent with him the more she
began to understand that while he was satisfying her need for
security and protection she was satisfying more for him than just
his sexual urges. She was his companion, someone he could confide
in with absolute confidence as she continued to demonstrate her
loyalty and obedience, and someone he grew ever more affectionate
with, as she could also sense.

She could easily see why other women,
especially the high powered, well-educated and rich ones he would
normally have dated, would be chased away by his 'my way or the
highway' attitude, never mind his kinky sexual preferences, but it
actually comforted her, since he always let her know exactly what
was expected of her.

There were certainly no communications issues
in this relationship!

She got to attend a post-Oscar party with him
one evening. It being Hollywood, wilder forms of dress were much
more acceptable. The dress he had made for her was a much more
brazen version of the one she'd worn to the charity ball.

It was completely open down both sides, save
for light, transparent lace. Blue silk hung down her front and down
her back to the ankles. But her long legs, hips and the sides of
her chest and breasts were certainly fully in view to anyone she
passed.

Nor could underwear be worn with the
dress.

She got an awful lot of appreciative looks,
needless to say, and after her initial embarrassment and
self-consciousness she began to feel an almost exhibitionist thrill
at the way everyone was looking at her. Sterling let the actor
Brendan Lloyd take her into a side room so she could prove to him
she gave the best oral sex around – as Sterling had informed him in
a discussion they'd been having.

He didn't disagree.

Over the following weeks she got ridiculously
used to being on all fours and naked, and acting the sexy pet with
him, his friends, and other occasional visitors. She became
comfortable in the penthouse, and enjoyed its many comforts.

It wasn't easy balancing that with being a
totally different person at work but her life was far more exciting
and filled with pleasure than it had ever been before. And the
longer she was with Sterling the more confident she became in their
relationship and his feelings about her.

That eased much of her fears for the future,
much of her determination to get a job which would make her rich.
What was she to gain from more money, after all? She'd never have a
better place to live than she now did, nor did the thought of
living alone appeal to her.

She found herself growing more more fond of
Sterling, despite his cold persona. There was a sense of comfort in
his predictability, and security in his certainty. She always knew
the rules, and always knew what her tasks were. And as long as she
did as she was told she had no fears or stress.

Nor, once she got used to the occasional
strapping or flogging, did she even have much fears of Sterling and
breaking his rules. He was not so rigid as to mistake playful
rule-breaking with something else, after all. And she sensed the
warmth under the cold.

It was a strange existence, but it suited
her, and for the first time in her life Kristin found herself
content.
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var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



