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HAREM HOTEL:

BREAKING AMY

In case you haven't met me yet, my name is Adam Corrigan. Life's been treating me well since I inherited a ring from my uncle. It had made him a powerful man with a way of convincing people to do just about anything, and make it the greatest idea possible for them. His old motto, “Let's make each other happy,” had landed me some mighty good fortune as of late.

With the ring's help and guiding voice, I had built up my own bit of wealth. I even had my own entourage. The group was splitting up by this point, but I savored those last few days with everyone.

Angela was my first member in this group of girls I'd grown to love. Blonde and sporting sleek curves that would make a Porsche jealous, I'd enjoyed her company alone for quite a while. Ever since I used the ring to get rid of her jerk boyfriend at the time, we had grown to trust each other like we had been together for years.

Ellie had become Angela's unofficial partner as the second blonde. More the innocent type, I couldn't help falling in love with that porcelain she called skin and that cute demeanor she always had about her. When any of us needed emotional or moral support, we knew we could count on Ellie to be the group's peace keeper and counselor.

Our nymphomaniac brunette, Kelsey, had her own charms. Usually owing to her willingness to fuck at the drop of a hat. The fiery redhead I'd tamed, Jenna, had latched onto her. Watching Jenna handle Kelsey's needs as the petite dominatrix had become one of my favorite past-times. It was even more fun when I decided to join in.

Last, but certainly the one closest to me, was Lauren. A bit of a rescue, if you want to call her that, she had latched onto me like a second shadow. Not that I minded with those copper pigtails and rocking body. The youngest of the group by a few years, and willing to do anything to please me, I had taken her as my responsibility. She had nothing worth going back to when she left home to join us. The fact I had accidentally came inside her without any kind birth control when we first met still had me nervous as a whore in church.

The group couldn't stick together in our old house. Every room was at capacity, and things were getting tense. When Kelsey found a bed and breakfast on the market for a steal as a realtor, I jumped at the opportunity.

Angela, Ellie, and Lauren would be making the move with me. Jenna and Kelsey decided against joining, wanting to keep the A-frame we'd all been living in for themselves.

I was fine with the whole arrangement. Even though the ring made my words very convincing, I wasn't in the business of stripping free will. It was a moral line I just wouldn't cross.

And that moral line is exactly where my next 'friend' forced me to balance myself.


I pulled up to my new hotel. At least, it was as new as a Victorian bed and breakfast could be. The car parked in the small lot had to be Amy's. If her employment was supposedly coming with the place, I needed to work out the terms with her. I'd been trying to catch her there for weeks as she supposedly kept the place running.

My little harem was getting cut almost in half, but I didn't intend on adding Amy to it. Hell, I didn't even know what she looked like yet. Angela, Lauren, and Ellie were plenty for me. The ring I'd inherited from my uncle could only give me so much power over others, and spreading it out so much made it impossible to tamp down with every little rebellion.

I got out of my car and walked to the wraparound porch. The lights were on in the commercial kitchen. When I looked through the window I almost fell over. I couldn't see her face yet, but just about the fittest little brunette I'd ever seen was scrubbing on one of the counters. That lacy black dress and those heels were doing her legs and ass plenty of favors.

Tearing myself away from the window with much regret, I walked to the front door and pulled my keys out. It was unlocked to begin with as I tested the knob. The door had a bit of a creak, but a quick spray would take care of that. In fact, the whole place looked like it needed lots of small fixes.

I got to the end of the entryway and took a right through the open hallway. There were spiral staircases on both sides in desperate need of fresh paint. I figured it best to let Amy know I was here before I just showed up behind her. “Hello? You Amy?”

The sound of metal hitting metal rang from the empty door frame to the kitchen. “That depends. Who is it?” At least her voice was sexy. If only her attitude matched.

I passed through and saw her staring my way. That tan and her brunette, almost black, hair made her a sharp contrast to the two blondes and the redhead making the move with me. “I'm Adam, the new owner.”

Amy dropped a wet rag on the steel counter. “You look a little young to buy a place like this. Did you inherit the money or something?”

“If you don't mind, I really don't think that's any of your business.”

She stretched her arms out and locked her fingers, both palms facing me. Amy gave a deep yawn before saying, “I'm losing my room and my fucking job because a guy who might not have pubes yet bought the place.” She picked the rag bag up and chucked into the nearby sink. “Lovely.”

“When did I ever say you're losing your job?” I wasn't getting the hostile attitude. Whatever it came from, she needed to get the bug out of her ass. “And I'm probably older than you are!”

Amy strolled right past me and out of the kitchen. After she rounded the corner, I heard her say, “You have to give me thirty days legal notice before you can kick me out of here. I'll start looking for another place to stay.”

The sounds of her heels kept marching on. “Will you fucking hold on a minute?” I went back into the hallway myself.

She stopped and turned. “How in the hell do you plan on running this place? Do you know the first thing about operating a bed and breakfast?”

I knew I didn't. I'd more bought the place to have more room for everyone, but I had no plans of giving up the chance for the house to pay for itself. “That's why I need you. Can't you get it through your head that I don't want you to lose your job?”

That black dress stuck to the curves of her body as she took a few steps forward. She put her hands on her hips and said, “It's cute to watch you try.”

Amy was getting on my last nerve. As much as she pissed and moaned about losing her job, she wasn't doing anything to save it. I looked her in the eyes and said, “Let's just get down to it.” Her eyebrows dropped. “Do you want to work for me or not?”

She pulled down at the hem of her dress and looked away. “I had a good thing going on here. Why did Don have to sell the place?”

“Answer me.”

“Not if things are going to change.”

I had no idea what she was going on about at that point. “What makes you think it will be any different working for me?”

She started walking down the hallway toward the front door. “I was fucking him behind his wife's back, alright?” Amy grabbed the handle and stared back. “I loved him, and he just tossed it all away. I was just a piece of ass to him, I guess.”

You can't afford to lose her.

I knew the ring was right. Before Amy could stop hesitating, I stormed over and pulled some force out of my finger. “Stop. Give it a month. We need you.”

“But do I need you?”

Bend her will. Do it now.

My eyes locked hard into Amy's. “You can't afford to leave, and you know it. I promise you'll be taken care of. I can afford to up your pay a little and let you keep your room.”

Her shoulders finally relaxed. “I'll give it a try, but that's not giving back what I lost.”

She needs to feel wanted, you fool.

And here I wanted to avoid fucking my employee. She had everything I wanted in terms of assets, especially those killer legs, but it wasn't my original goal for her. “Follow me.”

“Where?”

“The ballroom. It's as good a place as anywhere else here to talk business.” And if I was getting my dick wet, I wanted good scenery.

Amy walked behind me through the archway. The inlaid wood floors were still spotless, despite a few months of hardly any guests. Amy had kept the place clean like it was her own.

“Take a seat on the couch.” That ornate thing had to be from about the time of the Civil War, just like a lot of the stuff filling the house.

We sat next to each other. Amy was a little closer than I'd planned. Just feeling how tight her body was had me feeling up to the task.

She sat in silence for a moment, and then Amy threw me for a loop. She got on all fours, knees on the couch, palms in my lap. “How much of a raise are we talking, boss?”

She needs to be put in her place. Be kind, but firm.

I had my own ideas about how to show I had the upper hand. “Show me what's hiding under that dress, and then we'll talk.”

Amy grinned and moved forward. I pulled her dress up to see those silky red panties. I gave her ass a hard slap. Sweet, merciful goodness, you could have bounced quarters off that toned set of cheeks. Someone had been making use of that little gym.

“Like what you see?” Amy stuck her ass higher in the air. “This is just the preview.”

“Then let's get the show going.” I planted my hand into one cheek. God, I never wanted to let go.

Amy looked back at me and smiled. “Does this count as workplace harassment?”

“When you came onto me, I think you killed that claim.”

Amy let the straps of her dress fall from her shoulders. I pulled the whole affair over her head as she sat up on her knees beside me. That bra barely held her breasts in, like a dam that threatened to break at any second.

She sat her ass on her heels and leaned her shoulders forward. “These were Don's favorite.”

Only an idiot would have given those up. I took a handful of each. No padding in that bra. Amy was all honesty in advertising.

I reached around her back and undid all three clips. Amy pushed the straps down and let the whole crime against humanity drop. Anyone who demanded those things be covered up should be put on trial.

My hands came back, caressing each breast like a sore shoulder. Amy's smile got bigger as she said, “You've made a couple of friends.”

“Is there another one I should meet?”

Amy put a finger on my lips, leaned in close, and then whispered, “She's bashful.”

I wrapped my fingers around the band of her panties and gave a hard jerk. I wasn't in the mood for games. I preferred a clean shave, but that neat little landing strip fit Amy just right.

“I told you, she's shy.”

I pulled her body closer. “Then she'll just have to get over it.”

“You really want it, don't you?”

She sat facing out in my lap like I was a chair, her head leaned back on my shoulder. Amy grabbed my hand and stuffed it between her legs. When her fingers glided along my jaw, I knew there was no going back.

I heard Amy giggle as I clamped two fingers on her hood. Her entire body writhed on top of me as I heard those heels smack against the floor. My new employee was bare as a sand dune, and I didn't even have a wrinkle in my shirt yet.

My ring and index finger worked her clit as my middle finger slid down her valley. Wet and warm as a leaky waterbed. Despite her toned body, that flesh was soft and delicate, just like it should be.

I felt her tongue dance around on my earlobe. I took a breast in my free hand. With a playful twist of her nipple, I had Amy panting in my lap.

Good fortune was smiling on me. “Adam, do you know what I like most?”

“What?”

Her teeth clamped down on my ear. She let go and said, “I like to prove I'm the best.” I flicked her bean hard, forcing a gasp out of her. “Who was that little redhead I saw moving things in here a few days ago? Is she your favorite toy?”

“Maybe.”

Amy wrapped her hand around the back of my neck. “God, she can't be legal.”

“Barely.”

She let out a quick, low laugh. “I think I'll have to steal you from her. I'm a few years older, but that means I've got experience.”

Her pussy just kept getting wetter. “You're welcome to try, but Lauren picks things up mighty fast.”

“You don't think I'll win?”

I worked her pussy harder. “Go ahead and see what happens. She'll do whatever I say.”

Amy's voice was barely getting through all that heavy breathing. “Do you think–,” she couldn't hold back a quick moan, “–that's what I want?”

She was so damn close. “You want to prove you're better than her, but you're not doing a good job of it.”

Amy pushed her hand harder into the back of my head and let herself go. I kept jogging her clit, forcing even more action out of her. She let out a hard scream as her body tensed up.

I let go of Amy's breast and took her jaw in my hand. She opened her eyes mid-climax as I made her look at me. I whispered, “We'll see who ends up owning the other, won't we?”

Her body just couldn't take it any longer. I left her pussy alone to shudder as it saw fit. Amy tossed and shook in my lap, her voice trailing off into the sexiest moan I'd ever heard.

I pushed her over into the couch and took her wrists as her climactic jerks fought back. “So far, you're mine.”

Amy gasped for every bit of air and stared up at me. The ring surged with power. You could enslave her if you wanted.

It felt like a test of character. I wanted to flirt with crossing the line for once. “No matter what you do, it still won't be enough. You're losing, and nothing's gonna change it.”

The smile on her face was the opposite of what I expected. I thought I'd give the stubborn bitch her moment. If only to give her hope so I could tear it away.

Her lungs were still fighting for breath as Amy dropped between my legs. She tore at my button and zipper like a starving animal. Before I could think to help her out, I was already in her mouth, clear to the back of her throat.

I leaned my head back and enjoyed her tongue massage. My hands stayed on the cushions, letting Amy do her best without my guidance. She was beyond good, but I was out to prove a point.

She kept going as I brushed the hair out of her face. Her mouth started teasing my dick with care. That's when I knew I had to ruin any feeling she had of control over me.

I gripped her hair by the roots with both hands and pushed down. The back of her throat spasmed as Amy's gag reflex kicked in. I didn't let up, actually enjoying the feeling of her struggle.

To my astonishment, her body relaxed. Amy pulled the reins out of my grasp with a good deep-throating for a few seconds. Normally, I'd have been impressed.

I kept the firm hold on Amy's hair. When she tried easing her head back, I pushed her back down. “Don't even think about letting up.”

The hope fading out of her was obvious enough. Her neck and shoulders went limp, giving in to whatever I might have made her do. I knew the point had been served well enough.

“Are you ready to give up yet?” I pulled her head up.

Amy gasped as she wrapped a hand around my shaft. “Don tried the same thing, but he didn't win.”

I lifted one corner of my mouth. “He's gone, isn't he?”

It was outright hatred in her eyes. “Fuck you.”

As her tongue ran from base to tip, I put my hands under her arms and pulled Amy onto the couch. “That was a mistake.”

“And you're an asshole.”

I pushed her down on all fours at the end of the fainting couch. I propped on leg up and kept the other on the floor as I pulled my shirt off. After a quick spit-polish, I had the tip of my cock sliding along that channel between her legs. The heat radiating off that fucking thing could have kept a man alive in a blizzard.

With one hand forcing her shoulders down, the other guiding staff home, I knew it was time. I caught Amy tensing up. That's when I plunged hard inside, her epic wetness giving me all the help I needed to plant myself to the base.

Amy whimpered as I stayed deep. I rolled my hips around for a good survey. Nice and tight all the way through. Don must have been gone for a bit.

“I thought you were his slut.”

Her fingers gripped onto the cushions as I started pumping. “You think all I do is fuck my boss?” I jolted her hard, forcing a quick shriek out of her mouth.

“That's all I've seen you do, other than piss and bitch about me.” I punctuated the statement with a hard clash of my hips against her ass.

It took Amy a second to recover. “Do you want to fuck me, or just yell at me?”

I was honestly enjoying how much she hated me. “You're still gonna deal with it.” If you've ever had angry make-up sex, imagine being balls-deep in a girl who isn't shy about wishing you dead.

“Just shut up, you bastard.”

I wrapped a handful of Amy's hair around my palm and pulled back. It just made her scream louder as I used that extra leverage. She loathed me, but loved the abuse.

Amy's shouts and cries only made me angrier. I pulled back until her neck just wouldn't go any further. It forced her voice a couple of notes lower. When she tried pulling a hand back to slow me down, I pinned it to the small of her back and used that wrist as another handle.

I let it rip as fast and hard as I could. I'd never even fucked Jenna so hard as punishment. As much as I wanted it to hurt, Amy kept hiding any pain.

Her insolence had pissed me off. I let go of her hair and pulled her other arm back. Amy's face was buried in the couch as I reamed the bitch right out of her.

Amy's voice never stopped as she belted out the force of each thrust. I felt the walls of her pussy get hotter and tighter. Every bit of her flesh wanted me there, even if her mind hadn't yet come around to me.

She was close. No woman could go that apeshit without coming. As her body started to tense up, I put everything into another salvo.

It was getting hard for my lungs to keep up. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto Amy's ass as I gasped, “You wanna fucking come, don't you?”

Her mouth was open and plenty of noise came out, but Amy was beyond forming anything that made sense. As her voice started getting higher again, I called on that final reserve. My muscles started aching as I pushed through, knowing I couldn't stop until Amy was totally senseless.

I felt her body snap without a second's warning. Amy's thighs pushed back and closed in on themselves as her pussy dripped with excess. She tried screaming through the upholstery, still going beyond the limits of normal human volume.

My body gave out when Amy's entire body shuddered. I pushed her forward, face-first into the cushions. The little gape in her slit pulsed with excitement.

I didn't care about anything at all, other than watching Amy ride out her punishing bliss. I'd left her a shaking, mewling wreck. 

It took her a while to recover. Amy slowly went from trembling moans to gasping huffs. Her dark eyes finally opened and looked up at me.

Her neck burned as I tried comforting her. “Don't you see? You get what you want when you give in.”

She struggled to say, “I'm not through yet.” Frankly, I was amazed at how willing she was to keep defying me. It was time to give her another false glimmer of hope.

I took a seat with her feet and ankles resting across my thighs. “You really are a hard-headed type of chick, you know that?

Amy sighed with each breath as she crawled onto my lap. I pushed my face into her breasts, feeling her body try catching up with her desires. My hands pushed them together as she took hold of my shaft.

The hot embrace of her slit consumed my length once again. Amy took to it like an old friend, letting it settle deep, just like that violent blowjob earlier. This time, however, she had total control.

Let her think she is winning.

I gave in to whatever joy or pain Amy was willing to provide. The soft, tight confines of her channel held me like a firm hand in a silk glove. “Adam, what do you like about me?”

The complete turnaround in her attitude dragged me out of that juicy wonderland. “As in?”

Her pussy shifted around me, comforting me back into my happy place. “Body, mind, attitude. Anything you can think of.”

I couldn't think of anything I disliked about Amy, other than her tendency to be a pushy bitch. “Everything, except for how you're losing right now.”

Amy forced her palms into my shoulders. I acted like I was pinned as she worked my cock like it was the dance floor itself. “You're trying to piss me off, aren't you?”

“It must mean something if it's got you that worked up.”

That was enough to get Amy rolling herself around in my lap like a dough mixer. I felt the anger in her movement. Like the slut wanted me to come so that she could claim victory.

“Do you know why I liked working here, Adam?”

I never answered, trying my damnedest to keep a straight face against the onslaught of her walls against my staff. The crack of a smile only pissed Amy off. Not that I cared for a little more effort.

“I thought I was the one running the show. I can't stay if you don't give in.”

She's getting cocky. Just a bit longer.

I snatched her wrists in my hands and pulled them down to Amy's thighs. The sudden loss of control shot her eyebrows up. I let my words sink in, each carrying its own weight. “Do you honestly think I'd allow either?”

“Cocky little bastard.” Amy's breathing had started to pick up, her words carrying more strain.

“Do your fucking best, fail anyway, and shut up.”

Her temper wore thin. The soft texture of Amy's pussy ground hard against the front and back of my dick as her hips rolled like waves. The blush in her cheeks told me everything.

“But what's a whore like you gonna do if you lose?”

When the corners of her mouth lifted, I knew the true threat was about to come out. “I don't have to make that little girl hate you immediately.” Amy's control broke for a moment with a moan she just couldn't keep inside. “I'm sure she cares a lot about you,” another moan leaked out, “but every man has a secret he wouldn't dare tell anyone.”

“And what's mine?” Her bluff was empty. There was no way she could have known about how I got my power.

Amy grinned and stopped her motion. “Everything you have, you inherited. I heard about your uncle leaving you his most valuable possessions.”

My heart almost stopped. It showed, and Amy caught on in an instant. I tightened my grip on her wrists, not wanting to take any more chances with her.

Was she obsessive, or did she really have a fetish for claiming another woman's man? I did know I'd have to keep a little distance between us, if only to keep Amy from figuring out the ring's part in all of this. Who knew what kind of havoc she could bring into my little harem if I wasn't careful.

“Struck a nerve, did I?” The deep satisfaction in her eyes felt like the end of the game. Had she beat me? Amy's smile only got wider before she added, “You're a poor replacement for my Don.”

Show Amy her place, now!

I turned sideways and forced her underneath me, not willing to let the little bitch win. I grabbed an ankle with one hand and closed the other around her neck. Amy just bit her lower lip like she still had the advantage.

Her voice lowered against my palm. “Can't take getting outsmarted, huh?”

Make her totally obedient. It's the only way.

I agreed, and I wanted it that way. “Listen to me,” I felt the sharp heat in my finger and its spread up my arm, “don't you ever fucking question or disobey me.” The fierce light in her eyes had been snuffed out. “If you ever cause me a problem, you'll lose everything.”

Amy's eyes got wide. That bitchy little smile turned into trembling lips. I tightened my fingers around her neck just a bit more and drove my angry cock deep inside her.

“Do you fucking understand me?”

Make your demands known. She has to obey now.

I loosened my grip and started thrusting hard between Amy's legs. I felt her throat vibrate against my hand as she screamed out the discipline my entire length and girth belted out.

“Don't you dare look into my past,” I picked up the ramming, “and if you even get the idea you're above anyone else in this house, you'll be out on the streets that night.”

One hard slam of our hips brought out the animal in her shrieks. I had won, but it was time to claim my prize from the gamble. Amy became submissive as a scolded puppy, accepting her new fate.

Still, I wasn't willing to erase her free will, just like I had spared Jenna only a few months before. “You can leave whenever you want,” it was getting harder to keep my words together, “but remember the rules.”

My hand barely held Amy's neck as her cries echoed through the room. I felt her fingers clasp around mine, pulling them tighter against her throat. She knew what she wanted, feeling the last swell of my shaft and the pause between my words.

“You want to come,” it kept getting harder to string the words, “you little slut?”

Right where I wanted her. I debated letting her finish or ordering her to stay on the verge of it until I released her. It was always a fun trick I'd perfected with Kelsey and her hair-trigger muff.

Whether Amy climaxed with me or not wasn't my problem. It was happening for me, and I was more than willing to let her suffer too much pleasure for days. It all depended on her answer, assuming she could even get one out.

My cock plowed deep and fast, disappearing into her body with the force of a bullet. “Where do you want it?”

I liked the idea of painting her face white as a finale. It had that proper sense of ownership. Even all over those tits felt right.

Amy fought against the hard reaming, barely matching the struggle to keep her breath enough to shout, “Come in my pussy!”

The sheer desire in Amy's voice threw me over the cliff. I felt that welling up sensation as my arms and legs started giving out. Every pass through her corridor spread the feeling even more.

I erupted mid-thrust. Amy rode on the borderline, curling her limbs around me as the jet filled her tight wetness. Every additional thrust felt like trying to swim up a waterfall, each stroke requiring more force as my muscles started giving out.

Just the sound of her voice crying out kept me going, but barely. I felt my gift add that extra bit of silkiness as it leaked out around my shaft. My mind and body fought their hardest to keep going as I moaned harder each time.

When Amy finally climaxed underneath, my entire being had given out. I gasped like I had run a marathon. Her body quivering beneath me, those arms and thighs gripping me tight. She would have sounded pathetic had she not been coming.

I fought against fading out as Amy's shaking calmed down. It was a losing battle as the pure exhaustion overtook me. I had won, but every iota of will and energy in me had been spent to do it.


All it took was a quick meeting with Ellie, Lauren, and Angela. We sat in that same dance hall later that evening to get everyone used to Amy. I had certainly made my dominance clear, but work still needed to be done.

I stood and cleared my throat. All four of my girls looked at me. The early signs of Amy accepting Lauren as higher on the totem pole were already showing. But I wanted everyone to know, not just our dedicated housekeeper.

“Everyone, Amy here needs a warm welcome to our family.” I pulled a length of cotton rope out of my pocket and held it in front of all four women. “We all know what to do.”

After Amy's eyes got big, they pretty well stayed that way the rest of the night. I'd never seen a girl beg for no more orgasms until then. And we had no intention of listening as we worked her over in shifts, well into the early hours of the morning.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

RICH MAN'S WHORE: BLACKMAILED & BOUND

“So I’m a high-class whore, then?”

Strunk lifted harder on the bottom of Penny’s chin, motioning for her to rise from her seat. Not removing his finger, He rose to his feet as well, strolling around the desk until he and Penny were directly touching torsos. Gazing down at her, he said, “Not even that. You’re a whore for the high-class. There’s a difference.”

Penny could feel her cheeks blushing with what she hoped was hatred. “Fuck you.”

“Exactly. You’re catching on quickly.” Penny felt shame that her body and mind weren’t as resistant to the idea as her words.

I’m getting this all on tape, so why not give a lawyer something else to go after? I could fuck this bastard, get myself off, and have ammo for more criminal charges. Penny changed her demeanor and pushed her breasts into Jeff. She leaned in so that the recording could not pick up her words, whispering, “So, Mr. Strunk, how do I get in on this proposition?”

Strunk preferred to show Penny, rather than tell. The loss of control had sent Penny into a blind drive, absolutely looking forward to what Jeff’s erection promised as it pressed between her legs through layers of fabric. Penny felt firm hands on the small of her back, pulling her closer to Strunk as he said, “But I’m only agreeing to this if I think you’re good enough. Don’t disappoint me.”

Penny felt the swell of her nipples pushing hard against the inside of her bra. She pulled Jeff’s shoulders down to nibble his earlobe, quietly stating, “I could fuck you silly with my hands tied behind my back.” Penny clenched the ear harder with her teeth. “Take that tie off. When I tell you to stop, that means fuck me harder.”

Air rushed by Penny’s face as she saw the top of the desk approach. The chill of the air-conditioned office met her stomach and back as the turtleneck lifted up. The air almost left her lungs as Jeff’s left hand pushed down on her ribs, the right unclasping her bra. He had the foresight to know clothing couldn’t be completely removed from bound limbs. Penny gasped for breath as the turtleneck was being yanked over her head and the world went dark.

Penny felt the silk tangling around her wrists, the broadness of the fabric allowing it to bind her tight with little discomfort. The jerk of the final knot was met with a firm grip on her hair. Strunk’s arm pulled backward, forcing Penny to her feet and turning her around. A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Hands bound, their crotches meeting, and naked aside from jeans and heels, Penny felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt more helpless, had never felt such a need to have herself filled.

She noticed a glint of knowledge in Jeff’s eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right nipple shuddered through Penny. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Strunk repeated with the left breast. Cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands, he parted his legs, forcing Penny’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

Penny hung her head, trying to hide a satisfied expression. “Jeff, no.” She felt his fingers slip between the waist of her jeans. “I said stop.”

“That’s lace down there. I think you were expecting something.” Penny felt pressure against her mound, Jeff’s fingers surveying the texture of her panties. “And that heat. Dear lord, the heat.” She felt the snap of a button being undone, then the buzz of the zipper. Strunk looked admiringly at the black panties riding low on Penny’s waist.

He disappeared from Penny’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes, the usual relief of their removal. Strunk’s frame rose back up. He gripped Penny’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you filthy slut.” She obeyed.

Jeff put his finger’s in the pockets of her jeans, giving them a hell-bent thrust downward. He then grabbed a silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. Penny felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. She saw the banker step back, taking an appraising look. He’s eyeing me like I’m a new toy. Property.

Jeff spotted the tinge of hatred Penny had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed his signature smile of self-serving bullshit. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping those gifts you’ve got to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”
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