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The first thing I noticed about Joshua Black
was how handsome he was. The second thing was what a gorgeous suit
he was wearing, though maybe I could say that was `1A' and `1B'.
His dark brown, medium length hair was brushed straight back from
his forehead. He had a rugged, square jawed face softened by soft,
full lips and brilliant blue eyes.

He was wearing a steel gray tailored suit. It
had that Germanic flavor to it, probably a Hugo Boss, looking like
a kind of civilian officer's uniform; slick and sleek and
intimidating, with a deep blood red silk tie to add color. It
occurred to me his suit had probably cost more than I'd made in the
last couple of months.

And if it didn't, the diamond speckled gold
watch on his wrist certainly did.

And then he started to speak, and he had this
deep, melodious, educated voice which made something resonate deep
in my abdomen. But then anxiety took hold, for it quickly became
clear that Joshua Black was not a nice man!

His eyes inspected me with the cool
calculation of someone looking over merchandise he was considering
buying, and not inclined to pay too high a price for it, given its
lack of quality.

Don't get me wrong, I was used to assholes.
As an actress, you encountered a ton of them! But most of them were
prissy little men. Besides, I wasn't applying for an acting job! I
was applying for a hostess/assistant job. What was that? I wasn't
really sure. I'd had a ton of odd jobs over the past two years,
waiting to make it big.

I hadn't actually applied yet. I mean, he had
called me, saying he'd gotten my name from the Catel Agency, which
was weird, because if he wasn't looking for an actress then why did
he need me?

His office was very modern. He had a desk
which seemed made of cut marble, and steel and leather furniture.
He got up from behind the desk and walked around it to me, and I
felt myself flinch a little nervously as he slowly walked around
me.

“It's hard to tell,” he said. “But dress you
up, put on some makeup, you may do.”

Not exactly flattering, but you take what you
can get when you're fifty dollars short of the rent thee days from
the end of the month.

He had a large monitor on his desk, and he
gave it a twist so I could see it had pictures of me on it. I
blinked in surprise, for they looked like they were from my
portfolio. I had no idea why the agency would send them to him if
he wasn't looking for an actress!

He flicked through them, then paused on the
bikini one. I squirmed inside a little. It was a revealing bikini
and I hadn't really wanted to include it but my agent said it was
necessary. But worse was – and there it was, the topless shot, with
me in just a thong, posing at a pool. I felt my face color, though
he certainly didn't seem to be looking particularly lecherous or
even impressed.

“Good breasts,” he said. “Firm stomach. I
like a firm stomach. Can't stand a woman whose belly pushes out the
moment she bends forward.”

He looked at it again, then at me. “Nice
ass,” he said.

My discomfort level was starting to provoke
anger.

“May I ask what sort of job you had in mind,
Mister Black? It was my understanding this was not an acting job.
I'm surprised the agency let you see my full portfolio.”

“I gave Jason Reverie a stock tip last month
which made him quite a bit of money. He's very appreciative.”

I frowned in confusion.

“I'm an attorney,” he said. “But I don't deal
in law so much as in... arrangements. Someone wants to buy
something, and someone wants to sell something. I find the one for
the other and make the arrangements. Someone wants something done.
I arrange for that to happen. I know a lot of people in power; from
politicians to bankers to union leaders, and, yes, studio heads,
actors and directors.”

My inner ears perked up considerably at
that!

“People hire me when they want something
done, Hall, because they know I'll get it done. There's nothing I
can't arrange, and I always get my way. I could probably arrange to
have small countries overthrown and presidents assassinated if I
wanted to get into that line. God knows I know some people ...” He
broke off, his eyes flicking up and down at me.

“The risk/reward quotient doesn't make it
worthwhile, however,” he said.

“I'm sorry but – .”

“Do you own any business suits?”

I was taken aback. “Uhm, well, I have a few
skirts and – .”

“Never mind. I'll arrange some things. I know
your exact measurements, after all.”

“But what will I be doing!?”

“Whatever I tell you to do. That's what
personal assistants do.”

'I thought this was for a hostess,” I
said.

“That will be one of the things you'll be
doing, or pretending to do.”

“Prete – .”

“Think of it as acting, Hall.”

“But why... why me?” I asked.

He sat back against the edge of his desk and
folded his arms across his chest. It was a very nice chest, by the
way, with lovely looking shoulders.

“I need a really attractive young lady to
accompany me for a variety of reasons. One reason is as a sort of
secretary; to keep track of things, to take notes, make phone calls
and make other small arrangements. A second reason is that I often
deal with couples and the women are more comfortable with a woman
there. You can also serve as a distraction for those men who are
easily distracted by pretty girls, which is most of them, and help
fend off those women who think because they have money I want to
sleep with them.”

I raised my eyebrows at the last.

“It's irritating,” he said, frowning. “I have
no intention of sleeping with my clients or their girlfriends or
wives. The risk/reward quotient is terrible. With someone like you
there most of them will stop bothering me.”

He wanted me as a pussy blocker!? Wow! I
wondered how I could put that on my resume!

“I know a woman. Think of her as a costumer.
I want you in very professional and very sexy outfits which never
go over the line into slutty.”

Well, I was all for that, I thought, a bit
flustered.

“But... what exactly do I do?” I asked
uncertainly.

“Anything and everything I tell you,” he
said, eyes narrowing. “Which will include just standing around
looking sexy and smiling. Can you flirt with unattractive men?”

“Uh – .”

“Think of it as acting. You've done sales,
according to your resume. You've also worked as a hostess at
Delogios. If you made good tips there you know what I want.”

I nodded understanding. Delogio's was a very
upscale restaurant. I'd smiled and been perky a lot, and yes, I'd
gotten good tips.

His voice, the whole time, was very firm,
very demanding, and his face was not exactly filled with
friendliness. He didn't look like he even liked me!

“These are often million dollar deals, Hall,”
he said. “If you fuck them up you will be very, very sorry. Am I
making myself clear?”

I gulped, suddenly very anxious.

“I uhm, but I don't know – .”

“Do exactly what I say, exactly when I say it
and we won't have a problem,” he said, looking at me through cold
eyes. “Do you have an issue with obedience?”

“N-No,” I said.

“Do you get airsick?”

I blinked in surprise.

“Or seasick?”

“Uhm, no.”

“First, get used to saying sir. It makes a
better impression on the those I'm meeting. Second, stop starting
all your sentences with 'uhm'. You're not a teenager from the
valley.”

“Okay,” I gulped.

His eyes narrowed.

“Sir.”

“There'll be occasional travel, usually on
private jets. And I tend to go to a lot of parties on yachts.”

Ooo, I thought. That sounded cool!

*

Two days later I was standing in the same
place in my 'costume', and very uncomfortable with it. It had a
very thin, very tight white silk top, and a hip length black jacket
which was designed, apparently, to squeeze my breasts up and out.
Beneath that was a very short black pencil skirt. I was wearing
five inch stiletto heels, and thick framed black glasses with clear
lenses.

My blonde hair was done up, and I looked like
one of those, I don't know, slutty secretaries who only needed to
let her hair down and take off her glasses to look ready for wild
sex. The blouse was so thin you could easily see my bra through it,
though as long as I had the jacket on that didn't really
matter.

Black looked me up and down, nodding, still
not particularly impressed.

“Open the jacket,” he said.

Flushing, I did so, and he nodded.

“I think the shirt is too tight,” I said.

He snorted. “It's supposed to be tight. Your
breasts are part of the deal, Hall. I wouldn't have hired you if
you were flat chested”

I frowned indignantly.

He handed me a tablet with a stylus.

“You can take any notes I tell you to.
Otherwise just stand around and look pretty. If you sit, arrange to
sit across from the client, and don't keep your legs too tightly
closed”

I stared at him in astonishment.

“You are wearing panties, I take it?”

“Of course I am!” I said, blushing.

“Good. The beauty of a short skirt, Hall, is
that if you sit just right, men will imagine they can see up it,
but the can't. They can see your thighs a little further up, but
unless you sit like a slut that's all they'll see.”

“This is incredibly sexist!” I protested.

“Tough. If it serves to distract someone it's
well worth it, as far as I'm concerned.”

He was wearing another of those German
designed suits, this time very dark blue.

We went downstairs and got into the back of a
black limousine. That was impressive, and I looked around with
interest.

“Sit on the other side, across from me,” he
ordered.

Black didn't say please a lot, I thought in
irritation, but I obeyed.

“Don't cross your legs,” he said.

I opened my mouth to protest, but uncrossed
them, feeling suddenly self conscious as his eyes flicked down to
my short skirt. It had, of course, ridden up higher as I'd sat.

“Spread your legs a little apart.”

“Mr Black – .”

“Think of it as rehearsal.”

“But – .”

“Do it!”

I gulped, and shifted my knees a little ways
apart.

“A bit more.”

I opened them a bit more, feeling my face
hot.

“Now turn your legs a little towards me.”

I glared at him, but did so.”

“A bit more.”

I obeyed again, fuming.

“A bit less.”

I muttered to myself angrily, but anger
wasn't the only emotion I was feeling. The fact he was staring at
my legs, looking up my skirt as I shifted positions was making my
stomach fluttery. He might be an asshole but he was a really hot
asshole. I couldn't help wondering what he'd be like in bed. I was
sure he'd be good, and that he'd be just as bossy.

“Perfect,” he said. “Memorize this
position.”

“So men can look up my skirt?” I demanded
frigidly.

“What do you care? You'd be willing to appear
in movies in a G-string if asked.”

I flushed. “That's different!”

“That's different, sir,” he said.

“That's different, sir,” I said, dropping my
eyes sullenly.

“It's not the least bit different. You're
playing a role. Think of it as the sexy, but unobtainable
temptress. You let them see a little, but never too much. And you
make sure it never seems deliberate. Men like seeing things they're
not supposed to see.”

His first client was a slim, kind of nerdy
guy of about thirty, who, as I came to understand, was looking for
an office for his growing high tech company. I was surprised at the
money the two talked about. He looked like just some.. .some guy!
But they were talking about deals worth tens of millions and having
the right image for his company and its two hundred and fifty
employees.

We visited several buildings, all very
high-tech, glistening offices with huge glass windows and stunning
views. And all the while I sat across from them, smiling, and
sitting in such a way that Brent, the high tech guy, could look up
my skirt! I did more, of course, including taking notes and getting
drinks for them from the cabinet behind me. Otherwise I just
followed them around, smiling a lot.

It felt weird, to be honest, making sure the
guy could look up my skirt while pretending I had no idea he. It
made me self-conscious but also, well, to be honest, kind of turned
on. I felt like, what was it Black had called me, a sexy
temptress.

The guy was kind of cute too, and evidently a
millionaire many times over! I figured Black was, as well, but he
looked like a man of means. This guy just looked like an ordinary
person, though a bit nerdy. In fact, he looked like a boy next to
Black, even though they were both around the same age.

After that we drove to an office building and
went up to the seventieth floor to meet with a middle aged, gray
haired guy in an office about four times the size of my apartment.
We sat on the sofa in the corner of the office, with me again
sitting across, legs posed properly.

Now it was two guys in power suits sitting
side by side, and they kept a lot of their conversation low enough
that I couldn't really make it out. The man's eyes would flick over
to me often enough, though, and I again felt that weird
self-conscious flush which included a sense of slutty power, of
being 'the temptress'!

What a description of a girl from Wyoming! A
temptress! Ha! My parents and friends would laugh hysterically!
Though they'd never seen me in an outfit like this, with my hair
done up and wearing makeup.

My mother would smack me for sitting like
this in a short skirt, though. In fact, she'd probably smack me for
even wearing a skirt this short!

“What was that about?” I asked, as we headed
back down in the elevator.

“You don't need to know.”

I glowered at him.

“Don't sulk. Discretion is a fundamental part
of my business.”

“I wasn't sulking! And I can be
discrete!'

“Maybe I'll have confidence in that one day.
Right now I barely know you.”

Which was fair, I supposed. He wasn't a guy
to sugar coat stuff, that was for sure. He had no reason to trust
me and was bluntly honest about it.

“We're going to a party this evening,” he
said as we got into the limo.

“We are?” I asked, startled. “But...”

“Your hours are whatever I need,” he
said.

I scowled.

“Your dress is back at the office.”

*

“I can't wear this in public!” I gasped,
peering into his office.

He looked up from his desk. “Why not?”

I glared at him.

“Show me.”

I stepped forward reluctantly, blushing. It
was a shimmering purple dress, very tight and clingy, and the hem
was about two inches below my buttocks! It had a built in bra, of
sorts, more like a half bra, and aside from three very thin straps
going across my back, was backless. I could wear nothing with it
but a thong!

What was more, it outlined my breasts far too
well! You could partially see through it, though the top, though
the half cups at least kept me from looking like a slut!

“Looks fine to me,' he said, looking down at
his desk again.

I glared at him. I felt both indignant that
he'd dismissed my complaint so easily, and, well, to be honest,
that he wasn't looking at me more. He'd said I was good looking, so
why was he ignoring me? Most men would have loved to look at me in
that tight little dress!

The dress had a one inch hem which was
elastic, so it wouldn't fly around, but there was no way I could
sit down in it!

“I can't sit down in this or I'll flash the
whole room!”

“You won't be sitting. We're only staying for
an hour or so. I need to be seen there. Everyone will be standing
up. You're a healthy girl. You've got strong legs. You can stand up
on an hour, even in those shoes.”

I glared. The stilettos were even higher.

“You wouldn't bitch about it if you were
wearing this in a movie.”

I glared at him. He'd used that line
before.

“This is not a movie!”

“I pay you very well,” he said. “You'll wear
whatever costume I tell you to wear.”

He was paying well, I had to concede that.
And he knew all those people. I hadn't dared approach him about
maybe putting in a word for me, but after working for him for a
couple of weeks or so I was sure I would be able to find a way to
bring it up.

“I just don't want people thinking I'm some
kind of slut!”

“All actresses are sluts,” he said
dismissively.

“They are not!” I exclaimed.

He sauntered across the room. He had removed
his jacket, and his shirt sleeves were rolled up. His arms looked
very strong, and he looked very... sexy.

“If I promised to put you in a movie would
you sleep with me?” he demanded.

I gulped. Shit! If he wasn't such an arrogant
jerk I'd sleep with him without any such promise!

“No!”

He smirked and I wanted to hit him! Boy, I
wanted to slap him!

“Liar,” he said in a soft voice.

“You are such an asshole!” I exclaimed.

Suddenly his hands were just... there! The
heels of his hands were under my jaw, his hands firmly cupping my
face as he tilted my head back and leaned over me, glaring.

“I know,” he said in a soft voice.

Then he released me and turned and walked
back to his desk. I stumbled a bit, gaping at him, blinking
rapidly. Shit!

“Well... well if you... know then why don't
you – .”

“Because I can be an asshole if I want to,”
he said, turning at his desk, smirking again.

“Well, why would you want to be!?”

He sat down again and shrugged. “Asshole is
just another word for someone who acts however he wants to
act.”

He looked up. “You're just confused because
you're used to men fawning over you.”

“I am not!”

I was, actually.

“You don't understand why I'm not being nice
to you in hopes of getting into your panties.”

I glared at him.

He sat back in his chair, that smirk on his
face again. “I've noticed that about men, whether they're fifteen
or fifty. Put a pretty girl next to them and they're nice to her.
Even if they have zero hope or chance of getting more than a
friendly word. They'll try to impress her. A fat, dumpy guy twice
your age will do his best to impress you and be eager to help you,
Hall, despite knowing for an absolute fact he has no chance of
getting even a kiss, much less a look at those lovely tits of
yours.”

He shrugged and leaned forward again, turning
his attention to his computer monitor.

“It's human nature,” he said.

“And you're not human, I take it?” I said
sarcastically.

He glanced aside at me for a moment. “Most
men put a higher value on pretty girls than I do,” he said.

“So you're gay then?”

He turned his eyes to me again. “Don't be a smart-ass, Hall.”

“It's in my nature!” I exclaimed.

He looked surprised for the first time. “The
only people who like smart-assed girls, Hall, are the ones who want
to put them across their laps,” he said.

I stared at him, nonplussed.

“I'd like to see the guy who'd dare try!” I
finally exclaimed.

He snorted and shook his head.

“We're leaving in ten minutes. Do your
makeup, or whatever you need to do.”

I glared and then left his office. There was
a kind of anteroom where a secretary would be. I had a kind of desk
there, but hadn't used it for much yet. There was a bathroom off
there where I could change. I went in and touched up my makeup,
thinking of what an arrogant bastard he was.

A very rich, smart, strong-willed, good
looking arrogant bastard. And despite myself my mind toyed with the
idea of me being across his lap. I wondered if he liked smart-ass
girls. The thought, frankly, of him, well, overpowering me,
spanking me, well, it made my lower belly feel like butterflies
were swirling inside it, and I had this tight little heavy
sensation even lower down.

In this skirt, he wouldn't even have to put
much effort into raising it up! If I was across his lap it would
slide right up over my bottom!

Slut, a distant part me thought. But it was
all just, you know, casual thoughts, mostly.
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Just as I got into the limo I remembered
about sitting down. Maybe I wouldn't have to sit down at this party
but I had to sit down now! I gulped and made sure I sat on the
forward facing part of the seat, not the one which would be across
from him! Even so, there wasn't enough of the dress to cover me
properly when sitting down! I swear the hem, even with me pulling
on it, was covering less than an inch of my thighs!

Fortunately, he was sitting beside me. And I
kept my legs tightly closed! I blushed, though, and even though he
didn't seem to be looking I felt a definite sexual tension as the
car started out.

“You look small for a D-cup,” he said
casually.

I turned my head, mouth opening in
disbelief.

“You didn't lie on your – .”

“Of course not!” I said indignantly.

I glanced at the chauffeur, but the little
dividing window was up.

“Don't look like a D-cup,” he said, looking
at my breasts.

I colored, wondering if he was just trying to
make me angry.

Maybe he wants to spank you when you mouth
off, a dark little voice whispered.

“The cup size is not an indication of how...
far out your breasts project,” I said, furious at myself for even
deigning to answer him.

“They looked bigger in the picture.”

I glared at him. “They're big enough!”

He nodded. “The next dress I want you in, for
a meeting tomorrow, has cleavage,” he said.

“Goody for it!”

He frowned. “You're being impertinent, Hall,
and you're forgetting to say sir. Let me hear you say it.”

“Sir,” I said, glowering.

“Again.”

“Sir.”

“Remember the word, Hall. It's what juniors
call their seniors, what the poor call the rich, what the employed
call their employers. It's a term of respect denoting the
inferiority of those who use it.”

“What do you mean, inferiority!?”

He gave me a quizzical look. “Would you say
you were my equal?”

That was an absurd thought, to be honest.

“Do you think you're better than me!?”

He sat back and smirked.

Bastard! Oh how I wanted to smack him!

He was right, of course. I couldn't really
argue the point. But most people would be polite enough, have the
decency, not to be so obvious about it!

I had to be very careful getting out of the
car, but I'm sure I still flashed anyone looking. I was extremely
self-conscious in the tiny dress. Not only was it quite tight and
form fitting, especially across my breasts, but of course, I'd
never worn anything this short.

“Stop pulling at it,” he said in
irritation.

“It's too short,” I muttered.

“You'd be showing a lot more on the
beach.”

“This isn't the beach,” I said, annoyed.

But I had just realized we were at the
Beverly Hills Hilton, and was eagerly looking around for stars and
directors as he led me in through the grand lobby and then towards
the ballroom. Almost immediately my eyes widened and I tugged at
his arm.

“Look! It's Jack Billings!” I gasped. “Do you
know him?”

He shrugged. “I deal with wealthy
people.”

“He's wealthy!”

“He's rich. Not the same thing at all. I deal
with the people who employ him.”

“I wonder if he'd talk to me if I went over
to him,” I gulped.

“Probably even put you in his next
movie.”

“Really?”

“In a non-speaking roll. I understand he
offers that to attractive girls who perform oral sex on him.”

I glared at him.

“Speaking rolls require more of a
performance, of course.” He smiled at me. “Ever have a speaking
roll?”

“I get my parts through skill,” I said
frostily.

“Ah, but which skills,” he said.

What a smarmy bastard! I so wanted to hit
him!

“Now play the part of the charming, giggly
girl,” he said. “This is Pierre Polivere. He's a studio executive,
and more to the point, quite wealthy.”

“Pierre,” he said warmly, holding out his
hand.

The man had an odd looking suit, a sort of
off purple, and enormous glasses. He shook hands with Black, and
his eyes flitted over me. I smiled in as friendly a fashion as I
could. Studio executive?!

“Hello, Black,” he said. “Looking to drum up
business?”

“Just keeping in the loop,” Black said.

“Sometimes I think you own the loop,”
Polivere said.

“Nice … outfit,” Black said.

Polivere grimaced. “I have to play the role,
you know.”

“If only you were gay it would so much
easier.”

“Yes, and speaking of that who is your
charming young companion?”

“This is Miss Hall. She's my new
assistant.”

“Zoe,” I said, shaking hands.

“Lovely dress you're wearing, Miss Hall,” he
said.

“Thank you,” I said.

“But then, purple is your favorite color, is
it not, Black?” he said, in a voice rich with irony.

I blinked and looked at Black, who
shrugged.

“And you always were a leg man. You have very
admirably sculpted legs, Miss Hall, if I may be so bold,” Polivere
said.

“Uhm., well, thank you,” I said.

“Do you dance?”

“Of course! I love to dance!'

“I might be looking for a chorus girl for a
movie I've got in pre-production. I expect, like every lovely young
woman in this town, that you are an actress as well?”

“Uhm, yes, I am,” I said with rising
excitement.

“Well, perhaps in a few months I'll give
Joshua a call and see if you're available. Just a small roll, you
understand, but I think you'd be admirably qualified.”

His eyes moved from my legs to my breasts.
Sexist bastard. But okay, a movie roll!? And if it was one that you
needed a good body for, well, that was why I worked out, you
know.

We moved on to chat with someone else, then
another, though my head was mostly occupied with looking around for
stars and starlets, and thinking about a possible roll as a chorus
girl! Would I be dancing, like in a Las Vegas show? What kind of
movie was it? I wished I'd been able to ask more questions!

Then he ran into another studio executive,
Allan Foster, only this one was the head of MGA!

“Say, Black, I wonder if we could meet next
week? I'm having some problems and it might be something you could
resolve for me,” he said.

“Sure, Allan, any time,” Black said.

“I'm having a little thing on the yacht next
week. I'll send you an invite.”

He glanced at me. “You can bring your...
assistant,” he said with a smile.

Black nodded and I beamed at Foster.

“Do you think he liked me?” I gulped as we
walked away.

“He probably liked your tits,” Black said
carelessly.

“Why do you have to be so rude?” I
demanded.

“I'm being honest. His love of breasts is
legendary.”

“You said mine weren't big enough,” I
said.

“No, I said that in that dress they didn't
look as big as in the pictures. Anyway, breasts that are too big
droop. Unless they're fake. Yours look real to me.”

“Of course they're real!” I said
indignantly.

“Whatever. I wouldn't have picked you if they
looked too big.”

“You picked me for my breasts?” I
demanded.

“No, I picked you for the package, because
you could accomplish a number of things I want done, distracting
men being among them.”

“So far that's all I've been is eye candy,” I
grumbled.

“It's only been one day, Hall. I promise
you'll have more to do in the coming days.”

*

The next day I got to wear the sexy secretary
outfit again, except the gauzy white blouse was replaced with a
very crisp, but equally tight white shirt. I was his receptionist
as several people came over, and got drinks and stuff for them. I
also took notes for the first time (while sitting in the proscribed
manner so his client could (partially) look up my skirt.

But just to add insult to insult, he also had
me rehearse for the 'role' of getting a folder off his desk.

“Excuse me?” I asked, bewildered.

“He'll be sitting here,” he said, pointing at
the sofa against the wall. “I'll be sitting here,” he pointed at
the chair to the left. “You'll be sitting here,” he pointed at the
sofa across from the client.

“I got that.”

“I'll ask for a folder and you'll get up,
walk across to the desk, and reach across it.”

I looked at him, then at the sofa, then
scowled. “I take it I'm not to walk around the desk to get this
folder.”

“Bright girl. Now let me see you bend over
the desk.”

I folded my arms under my breasts.

“I want to make sure you don't stretch too
far.”

“This is ridiculous!”

“Think of it as an acting roll.”

“But – .”

“Do it!”

I glared, but walked to the desk.

“No, no. Get back here. Don't walk like a
sailor stomping in oversized boots. Walk fluidly, gracefully, to
the desk and bend over it.”

“You ever try to walk in five inch
heels?”

He glared at me.

I sighed and walked more slowly towards the
desk, swaying a bit, then, feeling embarrassed, I bent slowly
across the desk, reaching for the folder. I could feel my short
skirt sliding up the backs of my thighs and felt a bit of a sense
of nervousness, knowing he was watching.

“Try it from the front of the desk so he gets
the side view,” he said.

I glared at him, but his look did not invite
argument. I shifted and bent across the desk.

“Slower.”

I repeated bending over, and he shifted and
sat down in the sofa where the client would be.

“Yes,” he said. Hmm. Push the folder further
away so you bent a bit more.”

I felt that squirming grow. I mean, in one
way it was like a movie role rehearsal. But it wasn't. And it was
just him there and, well, for all he was a bastard he was a pretty
sexy bastard. I bent forward again, reaching for the folder.

“Bend at a bit more of an angle away from me
so I can see it all,” he said. “I want the breasts pressing against
the blouse, the thighs and the bottom.”

I flushed, but shifted my angle a bit
more.

'Freeze like that. Just like that,” he
said.

I gulped, frozen in the act of reaching
forward. I could feel the weight of my breasts pushing down against
the tight blouse, and the tight hem of the black pencil skirt
against my thighs just below my buttocks.

“That is the position you should spend the
most time in. don't make it obvious. Just move slower, maybe
pretend you missed it on the first grab.”

I straightened, blushing. “Who is this guy?
Some pervert?”

“All men are perverts, Hall. Surely you know
this by now.”

“Well, yeah, but so what? He's not going to
be distracted for more than a few seconds.”

“Yes, but I can sort of hint that I might
grant him further access to my lovely assistant if he is
cooperative.”

I stared at him in outrage but he just
shrugged.

“Don't worry, Hall. I'm not going to pimp you
out.”

“Like you could!”

He shrugged.

“You can't … suggest to him...”

“Not in so many words, of course. That would
be crude. The merest hint, much like the mere hints you give to men
when you want them to help you with something.”

“I do not!”

“Of course you do, Hall. All pretty girls do.
It's done with the eyes, with the smile, with the way you pose your
body. It's suggestive but you and they both know nothing is going
to happen. It's all illusion. As an actress you ought to
understand.”

He walked over to me. “Speaking of
which.”

And before I knew it he was unbuttoning the
second button on my blouse!

“Hey!” I said, slapping his hands away.

“Yes, that looks better.”

I glared at him.

“Let's try you bending forward as you hand me
my glass,” he said, going back to take his seat.

I glared at him, but, well, he was right,
this was like acting. And it was what he hired me for, and he was
paying good money. And I'd be a hypocrite if I said my assets
weren't one of my major selling points in terms of looking for
acting roles. I thought of my looks as getting me in the door so I
could demonstrate my skills of course.

Sighing, I got a glass and then, glaring at
him, bent over to hand it to him.

“Don't glare at the client, Hall. Smile in a
friendly and inviting fashion.”

I glared again, but then smoothed my face and
plastered a smile on it as I bent and offered him the glass and he
looked down my blouse. I felt that squirmy sensation again as he
looked.

“Wear a white lacy bra tomorrow, and not a
full one. I want to see more breast.”

I folded my arms across my chest again,
glowering.

But what was I to say? He was so casual about
it, very much like a director, in fact, showing me where to stand
and how to position myself.

“You'll be wearing less on the yacht with
Allan,” he said. “A lot less.”

“I will?” I said, stomach starting to
flutter.

“Bikini, of course. The yacht has a pool.
Foster likes having pretty girls in bikinis in and around it.”

I looked at him and he seemed exasperated
now.

“Hall, who are you trying to kid?” he
demanded. “If your manager had called you up and said there's a
little bit of an industry party on a yacht with Allan Foster, and
some pretty young actresses are needed to be in bikinis you'd have
jumped to attend.”

I would have but I didn't want to admit it.
It was hard to get angry, though. This was simply the way it was
for actresses.

“I've already ordered the bikini,” he
said.

I stared at him. “Don't worry. It won't get
you arrested. And you won't look out of place with the other
girls.”

Shit!

I took my post as receptionist, and the
client arrived. He was a middle aged man with slightly graying hair
and a paunch. He wore white linen slacks and a kind of Hawaiian
shirt. He didn't look like much compared to Black and another of
his gorgeously expensive suits. Then again, the sign of real wealth
in Los Angeles was when you didn't have to dress up.

This one talked quickly. Apparently Black was
trying to persuade him to cooperate on a business venture which
involved diamonds in Peru, of all places, and invest tens of
millions of dollars into the scheme. The man, his name was Seymour
Bernstein, stared at my legs much of the time Black was
talking.

When I got him a drink and dutifully bent
forward he stared into my shirt for long seconds while I was forced
to hold my smile. Finally, he seemed to remember and took the glass
from my hands, letting his fingers brush mine as he did it.

I was a bit embarrassed, but in another way I
felt sort of, I don't know, powerful. I mean, it was an ego thing
that this super rich guy was staring at me. And I was showing Black
how hot I was, and I was doing exactly as I'd been told. I was
sticking the scene, in industry parlance.

And of course, shortly after I sat down I had
to get up again and go to the desk and do my bending thing while
Black continued to talk behind me. I got the folder, feeling sexy
and a bit giggly at being so 'distracting' and then walked back and
bent over a bit to hand it to Black before resuming my seat.

I suddenly realized I was kind of enjoying
being a cock-tease! I mean, that's what I was doing, to be honest,
what Black wanted me to do. I was a distracting cock-tease, and
that it was working so well made me feel kind of smug. The fact
Black was looking at me at the same time kind of turned me on, not
only because I was showing him how hot I was, but because I was
showing him how well I took direction and how useful I was.

“This is not something my board would approve
of, Black,” Bernstein said, his eyes on my thighs.

“The board doesn't need to know everything
you do right away, do they, Seymour?” Black asked lazily.

“Hmmm. No. But if they find out – .”

“No one will know but us, and Miss Hall can
act as our intermediary, carrying files and keeping in touch to
answer your questions and, perhaps, brief you from time to time,”
Black said with raised eyebrows.

Bernstein licked his lips and looked at my
chest, then back at Black.

“That... would be acceptable,” he said
cautiously.

I felt myself flushing a bit. Black had only
suggested I might visit the guy but he was clearly reading more
into it. Did he think I was some kind of whore that Black could
send to sleep with anyone he wanted to!?

“We would need the first payment on September
1st,” Black said.

I wrote that on the tablet. He'd told me to
mark down any dates, any numbers, amounts or names.

“I could arrange that,” Bernstein said.

This whole thing was a very weird, swirling
mix of embarrassment and excitement. I was indignant and
embarrassed at the suggestion I'd sleep with this guy, though of
course, nothing had been actually said. I was excited at this
'sexual temptress' kind of roll, and at doing so well at it. I was
flattered this super rich guy thought I was so hot, but also kind
of creeped out about it.

I sure didn't want to know what was going
through his mind!

But then Black did something unrehearsed. He
knocked over his drink. It spilled on the table in the corner where
the two of them were sitting at right angles, and down onto the rug
below.

“Miss Black,” if you would, please?” Black
said, staring at me.

I got up naturally enough, and went to the
bar to get a cloth. I returned and saw Black leaning in, obviously
trying to persuade Bernstein about something. As I approached I
realized that I would have to bend over again, and flushed,
realizing Black had done it on purpose.

I bent over, moving the glass, rubbing at the
table, knowing Bernstein was staring down my top, then got down on
my knees, which required I kind of move in front of where Black was
sitting, and reach forward and around the coffee table. That made
my right breast squeeze and pillow down against the side and top of
the table as I wiped at the floor, and I was sure he was
watching.

Maybe both of them, I thought with a little
rush.

I was only a bit guilty. I mean, that was the
role, right, being a cock-tease! I twas what Black was paying me
for!

I straightened up and then got to my feet and
went back to the bar. Black joined me, carrying his glass.

“Get me another drink, would you, Miss Hall?”
he said.

“Yes, sir,” I gulped.

Then he picked up a cube of ice from the box
and pressed it against the front of my right breast! I gaped at him
as he pressed it against my nipple, and when I grabbed at his hand
he smirked and handed it to me, giving me a kind of look which said
“Do it!”

What a bastard!

I wasn't going to but... I did. As I bent
over the bar, getting his drink, I undid another button and slipped
my hand not only inside the shirt, but into the lacy little half
cup bra, gasping softly as I ran the cube across my nipple. It
hardened at once, and then I did the same to my other breast before
quickly doing up the button and returning with his drink.

I was absolutely shameless!

Until, of course, I finally showed the man out. Then I felt a wave
of guilt at how I'd behaved. But it's not my fault, I thought,
whining to myself. I was just acting in the role!
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I had to take it out on him. I mean, he'd
made me act like a … like a slut! Well, maybe not a slut but you
get the idea! He'd paraded me around in front of that poor man like
I was a piece of meat!

“You have a lot of nerve!” I exclaimed, as I
stormed back into his office.

“Yes,” he said shortly, examining some
papers.

“You acted like I was some sort of
whore!”

“Not at all. I did nothing overt.”

“Oh come off it! You know damn well you all
but promised that guy I'd sleep with him!”

“Nope. Said nothing like that.”

“You waved me around in front of him like he
was a dog and I was a... a … “

“Bitch?” he asked, raising his eyes at last
and giving me a smug look.

I glared at him. “Like a piece of meat!”

“Pretty pathetic of him being a dog, don't
you think?”

He stood up, carrying the folder back to his
desk.

“You took advantage of him!”

“So? That's what I do, Hall. I take every
advantage I can, anywhere I can take it. It's why I'm rich and
you're … not.”

“Maybe because I have morals!”

He snorted, then reached into his pocket,
took out his wallet, peeled a hundred dollar bill off it and tossed
it at me.

“Let's have a lap dance.

I gaped at him, outraged.

“All women are whores at heart, baby. The
only question is what their price is.”

It wasn't so much I was outraged as I'd been
wanting to slap that smug face almost since I'd met him! And I
wasn't thinking straight, and it was … stupid of me.

I slapped his face. Hard.

In old Hollywood movies, the likes of which
I'd grown up with and devoured, he would simply glare at me and
stalk off.

Black slapped me back. Instantly. Twice. He
slapped my face, then brought the back of his hand back for a
second smack. The slaps rocked me back on my heels, more for the
shock value than for any actual pain. In fact, he had clearly
restrained himself, but only insofar as the slaps went.

The instant the second slap had been
delivered, as I was gasping, rocked back on my heels, he grabbed me
by the scruff of the neck, yanking me bodily around and slamming me
up against the wall, and an instant later his mouth was crushing
mine, his heavy body pressing me back against the wall!

His hands, on the front of my shirt, abruptly
tore it open, sending buttons popping, then yanked down on my lacy
half bra to bare my breasts! His mouth, meanwhile was... was... was
voraciously feeding on mine with a passion and hunger that totally
stunned me!

I was shocked for the first few seconds, then
started to squirm against him even as the slow, dawning awareness
filled me that, God he was an amazing kisser!

Not only that but his hands were on my
breasts, my bare breasts! And for all his rough lack of restraint
they were not at all rough. They had cupped my breasts firmly, kind
of squeezing them together, but then they had simply caressed my
breasts, his hands sliding back and forth along the undersides as
his thumbs stretched out to rub against my very erect nipples.

I was jerking my head from side to side, at
first, trying to pull free of his lips, but they followed me as if
locked to mine, and his tongue was dipping and dancing across my
teeth, along my lips and darting in to tease and stroke my own
tongue!

I was dazed, overwhelmed by the suddenness of
it all, and by the sudden wild rush of conflicting emotions which
were sweeping through me! Then his hands came off my breasts,
sliding up to cup my jaw as he'd done once before, only holding it
in place as his lips moved against me with a fervor, with a sense
of desire like I had honestly never known!

And the shock which had gripped me was not
'Oh no, this awful man is kissing me!' it was more of the 'OhmyGod
he's really hot for me! He's incredibly hot for me!'

I felt like the whole world had narrowed to a
constricted little space which was the space between the wall
behind me, and his big, powerful body before me. And even more
narrow, the pace above where his hands were cupping my jaw, as his
tongue caressed mine and his lips moved against me with an
intensity that left me breathless!

Was this wild, raw heat inspired by me!? Had
he been feeling it all along? Since he hired me? Was I really that
hot!? Those were the incredulous thoughts filling my mind, along
with repeated little gasps of wonderment at just how skilled and
expert he was, despite the raw hunger he was demonstrating.

And then he drew back and tore my blouse the
rest of the way open, shoving it back over my shoulders. The effect
was to pin my arms to my sides as his hands returned to my breasts,
kneading them now, his lips finally easing down off my lips,
leaving me gulping in air, but only to ease in under my jaw,
chewing and kissing up along the nape of my neck!

I hadn't even spoken a word since he'd
slapped me! I was still completely overwhelmed! And any attempt at
forming actual words frayed and fell apart as I felt my own heat
starting to billow up from nowhere! This was so wild, so intense,
so unbelievable!

And then he abruptly jerked back, jerking me
back, yanking me so hard I stumbled and half fell as he swung me
around and shoved me hard against the side of his desk. I gasped,
and then cried out as his hand shifted to the back of my neck and
he shoved hard, forcing me to fall forward across the top of the
desk.

I felt a sudden sharp sting of pain on my
bottom as he slapped me. Then he jerked the short skirt right up
over my bottom, and an instant later I squealed as I felt him grasp
my thong and tear it right off! The thin waistband ripped and I was
suddenly naked below the hips!

Crack!

I cried out at the second slap, this one to
my bare bottom!

“Spread your legs, Hall!” he growled.

He didn't wait for me to obey but jerked them
apart.

Crack!

“Ow! D-Don't!” I gasped breathlessly, eyes
wide.

They got wider. I felt his fingers against my
pussy! I felt his entire big hand slide down, thumb first, sliding
across my clitoris as he rubbed and squeezed me lightly, then
harder.

Crack!

“Oh! Stop!” I gasped at the next slap.

I felt his big hands on my thighs. I hadn't
realized before how big those hands were! Then I felt something
else pressing against my sex. I gulped in air, gasping, aware of
how hot, how swollen the lips of my sex were. I could feel them
parting like the blossoms of a flower just as something big,
something thick and warm, exquisitely hard, yet deliciously soft
pushed against them.

I whimpered, moaned and then gurgled in
shock, hands pushing haplessly at the surface of the desk as I felt
the head of his cock jammed in against the mouth of my sex, and
then slowly forcing me wider as it sank into me. It felt so
thick!

Oh my God! This wasn't happening! Bent over
the boss's desk! Me!

I gave a shuddering, breathless sob, trying
to push my chest up off the desk, but I felt his hands grasp my
arms and pull them together behind my back, then felt the torn
scraps of my shirt yanked in and twisted around them. He released
my arms but they remained tightly locked together by the torn shirt
as his cock pushed deeper and deeper.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Oh! Don't! Please!” I moaned.

His hands gripped my hips, practically
encircling my waist, as he jerked my hips up and back and pushed
himself deeper. I ached inside! It wasn't that I wasn't wet, for,
embarrassingly, I very much was. In fact, I only just realized then
how exciting it had been playing the cock-tease in front of the two
men that entire time.

But his cock was shockingly thick, and I
groaned, my insides stretched as he pushed deep, and then deeper
still. And any time I managed to form a word or two his hand would
slap down against my bottom and completely distract me!

Not that I had much in the way of coherent
thought as I felt that cock sliding even deeper into my quivering
body! He was starting to thrust now, to stroke, and I could only
gurgle and pant and gasp and moan as more and more awareness was
refocused on my lower abdomen, on the feel of his thick cock moving
inside me!

This was not sex like I had ever known sex!
This was far wilder, more impassioned! It was completely
uncontrolled! Especially on my part given that however I squirmed
and pulled my arms remained tied together behind me!

Crack!

I gasped, moaning as his hips thrust even
deeper. It … hurt, to feel him so deep inside, but it was if this
sort of pain was a glorious thing! I had never ached so
wonderfully! Then he thrust again and his hips slapped against my
buttocks, and felt a quickening heat at how raw this was!

I was still in a state of utter disbelief,
but my body was thrumming with sexual energy! My chest was tight,
my head was pounding with the energy and power of the sensations
flowing through me, and my pussy was starting to burn wildly,
squeezing around his thrusting cock as he leaned into me and thrust
even harder!

Suddenly I was being crushed into the desk,
his chest pressing down on my arms. I felt his breath at the back
of my neck, then his fingers pulled aside my hair. I felt his lips
then, shockingly gently, kissing me at the back of the neck, then
again, over to the side a little, and then again, and again, moving
around to the side of my neck.

I cried out as he suddenly gripped my hair
and jerked my head up and back. His lips moved further around to
the side, all while his hips drove his cock into me with deep,
hard, wonderfully aching thrusts!

I gasped helplessly as he tilted my head to
the side, his lips on mine again, his tongue squirming into my
mouth as he crushed me to the desk and his hips thrust furiously!
Oh my God! I was going out of my mind!

I was literally trembling with the power and
intensity of the heat, and on the edge of climax when I felt his
other hand shove roughly in under my belly. Because of the high
heels, my abdomen wasn't touching the surface of the desk, and his
hand forced its way between them so that his fingers could slide
down and search out my clitoris.

The moment he found it my eyes bulged and I
jerked violently, then as he started to roughly stroke across it
the rush of sensation became a flood and I cried out, then screamed
as the pleasure exploded within me. Every beat of my heart sent
another scalding wave of pleasure sweeping through my trembling
mind and body!

His hips pounded against me hard and fast as
I strained and twisted and bucked through the churning vortex of
sensory overload. Then, as I slumped, gasping breathlessly, eyes
slitted, he slowed his savage strokes, then eased slowly out of me.
Inasmuch as I was thinking at all, I guess I thought he'd
finished.

Crack!

I groaned weakly.

There was flash, and my eyes fluttered open.
I twisted my head around, panting, and saw him holding his cell
phone!

Flash!

He took another picture of me like that, legs
spread, bottom raised, lewdly and obscenely displayed!

“I want to remember you like this when you
get on your high horse about things, Hall,” he said.

I pulled against my blouse, trying to free my
arms, and tried to stand up, but his hand pushed down against my
back, pressing my bare breasts against the cool stone surface of
the desk again, then he slapped my bottom again.

Crack!

“D-Don't!” I moaned breathlessly, my bottom
stinging.

“No, Hall, you don't say `don't'. I'm the
employer. You're the employed. I decide what I do, as well as what
you do.”

And then he seemed to disappear, just as I
was starting to make my mind function again. Of course, the moment
my mind started to function I felt a sense of appalled
embarrassment. I was shocked at the position I found myself in, at
the position I'd allowed myself to be put in, at how he'd simply...
used me like I was a whore!

We hadn't even had a date, I remember
thinking in horror! What kind of a slut was I?!

And then I felt his hands shifting my thighs wider, and a moment
later, his fingers tracing the line of my sex. A moment later it
was his tongue, and then his lips! He delicately eased apart the
folds of my sex as his lips enveloped my throbbing clitoris.
Always, of course, extremely sensitive, it was far more in the
aftermath of the climax.

He'd made me come! I'd had an orgasm bent
over his desk! I felt a mixed sense of wonder and appalled
embarrassment at that. With virtually nothing in the way of
foreplay, he'd simply flung me down across his desk and mounted me
like a bitch in heat! And I'd come! What kind of a girl was
I!?

Guilt and shame were just starting to build when the sensations his
lips were rousing hit my mind and jerked it off the emotional track
it was on. I felt another shock, then twisted helplessly.

“Don't!” I moaned.

For I felt so overly sensitive there just
then that even the soft touch of his lips produced uncomfortably
powerful sensations. And they were too powerful to be
pleasurable.

At first.

His thumbs were sinking into my body, sliding
through the moist, overheated flesh of my opening, moving slowly
from side to side as they pushed in to the knuckles. His lips were
merely massaging my clitoris at first, but then he started to suck,
and I squeaked and moaned and begged him to stop as the sensations
became even more intense!

He stopped and then it was his tongue moving
across me, gently, slowly, tauntingly slowly, producing a long,
squirming roll of sensation that was not as overpowering, and which
had an entirely different flavor.

My hips started to jerk against him, started
to grind helplessly as my breath grew more ragged. I moaned at the
spiraling rush of heat and sensation, as his tongue moved faster
and I began to gurgle and moan and tremble under the depth of the
sensations now flooding my body.

No guy I had ever met had been particularly
good at oral sex, nor, in my opinion, had really demonstrated much
interest in it. It was like a base they had to touch on their way
to the home run. And as his lips closed around me again and he
began to rhythmically suck, while licking faster with his twirling
tongue, my hips began to corkscrew helplessly against him as
muscles snapped and nerve endings spat sensation into my body like
live electrical wires.

He straightened, and I felt his hands on my
thighs, and then suddenly, with a dazed cry, the world twisted
around me. Or rather, it was me twisting around, as he flipped me
onto my back, positioning my buttocks right at he edge of the desk.
I stared at the ceiling, then raised my head, whimpering, staring
down the line of my body as I saw him positioning his cock against
me.

My eyes widened. Even in the midst of the
storm of sensation and heat I felt a sense of amazement. Had that
big thing already fit inside me! All the way inside!?

I felt and watched the head pushing into me,
saw and felt my lips stretched wider and wider, then with an awed
sense of incredible heat, I watched and felt his cock sliding into
my body, inch after thick, beautiful inch of it!

He was gripping my thighs in his big hands,
at first, but let his hands slide along my legs until they were
gripping them behind the knees. He held them up and wide, wide
enough I felt the tendons in my inner thighs aching as he spread
them so far apart.

I felt so... helpless! So wonderfully
helpless! To me, sex was a partnership, a sharing, a, well,
participatory team sport. I did my part, and so did my partner. Sex
was a continuing, constant assessment of what was going on, and how
I should be reacting to it.

Should I groan when he did this, or gasp when
he did that? Should I smile, arch, reach up to run my fingers
through his hair, or down his back? Should I draw my legs back
further, or grind up harder? Should I shift positions? What did he
like? Did he like the way my hands or fingers did this, or the way
my lips did that or...

But there was none of that on my mind. There
was nothing on my mind but the sensations crackling through my
body. There was nothing for me to do, nothing I could do as he
completely controlled my body. I couldn't move my arms, which were
tied together under my back. I couldn't move my legs or hips
because of his firm, powerful grip on the backs of my knees. I
couldn't kiss him from this position either.

All I could do was lay there as he
demonstrated his sexual prowess on my body, lay there and feel it,
and bask in the dark, shocking thrill of this sudden, intense
moment of passion and lust! I stared at him, and saw that lust in
his eyes, saw the way he looked at me, the way his eyes skimmed and
darted, up and down, up and down, from face to chest to belly to
groin to legs and back and forth, darting, filled with heat.

Like I was the most incredible thing he'd
ever seen!

I gasped and then grunted as his hips thrust
into me, that long, thick cock jamming so deep it hurt again, but
hurt exquisitely. He began to thrust now in a steady yet shifting
temp. His hips moved minutely to one side or the other, rose and
then lowered, yet pumped continuously.

And every deep thrust made me gasp, or grunt,
my chest heaving with breathless excitement as a fresh wave of
sensation swept across me. He was increasing the pace, decreasing
the length of his strokes, and my eyes were starting to glaze over.
I couldn't focus on him or anything else any more. I moaned, eyes
closing, arching, twisting, head rolling.

The heat grew and the sensations became so
powerful that I couldn't keep still, even thought I couldn't move!
I mean, my arms were bound beneath me, and he had my legs! But I
writhed before him, gulping in air, so incredibly overheated,
sweltering in the fever grip he had roused!

I felt another orgasm washing over me and
cried out, arching and jerking, hips jerking convulsively in
mid-air as he continued to hold my legs up. My head rolled upside
down as the air gurgled out of my chest in a long sob of desperate
pleasure, leaving me completely without breath – and not
caring.

I quivered like a plucked bowstring as he
pumped harder still, then even harder. My mouth was open in a
soundless scream, hips jerking spastically. And then he was atop me
again, his chest pressing down on mine as he seized my hair in a
rough grip, jerking my head up and back. His lips crushed mine with
bruising force, and he ground his hips against me as my legs fell
bonelessly apart and my eyes rolled back in my head.
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It took me... a couple of minutes to fit my
mind back together as I lay there. I had to catch my breath, the
lack of which had left me a little light-headed. I had to let my
pounding heart settle down, and I had to stop trembling and
twitching. My arms had somehow come free during my final convulsive
moments, and while one was still pinned under me the other was at
my side.

My naked bottom was perched just over the
edge of the desk, and my legs had fallen down, though they were
still spread to either side.

Oh. My. God.

What had just happened? That was what I was
trying to understand.

Well, I'd had two shockingly intense orgasms,
maybe the most intense of my life.

I tried several times to sit up before
succeeding, and then slid off the desk, almost falling before
catching myself. I turned my head and saw he was back in the
corner, reading the file.

I gaped at him.

Here I was with my skirt hiked up around my
hips, my panties torn and flung on the floor, my bra jammed down
under my breasts, and my blouse torn open to expose my chest, and
basically halfway down my arms. My hair was a tangled mess and I
was pale and shaking.

And he, as neatly dressed as before, sat in
the corner, one leg crossing the other, examining the papers in a
folder.

I felt a wild anger at him, and a moment
later a strange dark hunger, a... a fascination, an awe at his
self-control. Whether it was an act he was putting on, or true, I
just looked at him in amazement that he could just... sit there so
casually, looking so neat and calm.

And then I felt guilt and shame and a deep
embarrassment. I was just some brainless slut of a would-be actress
he had bent over his desk and fucked. Nothing shocking there. Just
another day. No doubt he was waiting impatiently for me to get my
slutty ass out of his office.

Bastard!

I stumbled towards the door, hoping to get
there before he raised his head and looked at me. I yanked open the
door and felt a wave of relief as he disappeared behind me. I was
clutching the shirt to my chest but quickly stripped it off as I
rushed into the bathroom. I yanked off the skirt, cursing myself
viciously, kicked off the high heels, and then pulled on my shorts.
Within one minute I had roughly combed back my hair, and, clad in
shorts, t-shirt and sandals, yanked open the door to hurry out.

He was standing in the doorway!

“You were late this morning, Hall. Make sure
you are on time tomorrow. I have another visitor and want to
prepare for him.”

I dropped my eyes, face red, and tried to
push past him, but it was like pushing past a solid wall – thought
a soft one.

“Did you hear me?”

“I'm not coming in tomorrow,” I blurted,
still trying to push past him.

He grabbed my arms just below the shoulders
and lifted me bodily into the air! I squeaked as he pushed me...
gently, this time, against the wall, holding me up so that we were
eye to eye.

“You're not going to tell me you're all
wracked with guilt because you had some fun and didn't insist on a
meal, a play and a lot of giggly conversation about your favorite
movies and colors, are you?” he demanded.

The gall of the man! The sheer, outrageous
gall of him! I stared at him, open mouthed. If he wasn't holding me
up straight by the arms I'd have hit him again. It occurred to me
to kick him but unfortunately he chose that moment to lower me to
the floor.

“You're not a teenager, Hall. Fucking is a
fine sport and I'm good at it. You enjoyed it, as did I. You have a
nice, tight body.”

Now I did try to kick him, but he twisted
aside so my knee only hit his hip, then in an instant I found
myself face against the wall with him pulling my arms together
behind my back. He crossed my arms at the elbows and held them
together in one big hand.

“I don't like people trying to assault me,
Hall,” he said in a cool, calm voice.

“Y-You're a bastard!” I cried.

“Nonsense. My parents were married years
before I was born.”

He half turned me, but used his torso to pin
me against the wall as he leaned in against me.

“It isn't a sin to enjoy fucking, Hall,” he
growled. “Nor is all of society going to condemn you because you
didn't go through all the required social motions before daintily
and with much show of reluctance giving me permission to touch your
divine body.”

“Bastard!” I yelled again, struggling to
break free.

“I expect you back here tomorrow morning. Use
the night to get over your emotional nonsense about being a
delicate virgin who needs seduction before enjoying a good cock.
You're good at this. And by that I mean you did a very good job
today, excluding the sex.

He eased back. “And very good with the sex,
for that matter.”

He drew back and released me, then went back
into his office and closed the door. I slammed the outer office
door and took off, vowing to never return!

My mind was spinning as I hurried up the hall
to the elevator, still in a state of disbelief over what had
happened, and over my total lack of resistance to it! Resistance,
hell! I had come like a whore! Twice! And... and it had been...
incredible! I mean, I had never felt so hot, so aroused! But
why!?

It was true Black was a pretty hot looking
guy, and he certainly had a... presence. I mean, he was
strong-willed, smart, sophisticated... But he'd never even been
nice to me! Despite that, I'd been thinking he was hot since we'd
met. But why had I let him literally throw me up against the wall
and … and then...

I jammed my finger against the down button
and road it down the four floors to the lobby, then hurried out, my
mind still awash in guilt, in anger, much of it at myself, in
indignation and outrage.

What a bastard he was! He'd fucked me like
that and then gone off to read files as if it were nothing! As if
it was the most casual thing in the world to shove me down across a
desk and fuck me like I was his bitch!

And I had been his bitch! That was the worst
of it!

And despite all the swirling anger filling
me, every time my mind flashed back to what had happened the memory
was suffused with a hot, churning sense of excitement and
arousal.

I replayed it from start to finish as I
strode down the sidewalk. I had tried to slap him. Okay, I had been
out of line, there. I was willing to admit that. Then he'd slapped
me! And he'd done it twice and so fast... so fast it was almost
like the separate crack of his open hand hitting my face
came together.

Bastard! A nice guy would never have hit me!
But Joshua Black was NOT a nice guy!

But okay, I'd hit him and he'd hit me back,
and as I reached up to rub my cheeks I felt no pain and doubted
there'd be any sort of bruise there. So, grudgingly, I was willing
to concede he'd probably pulled his punches there, so to speak. He
was a strong man, after all.

Very strong!

So okay, so far so okay. But then – then!
Then he'd grabbed me and flung me up against the wall and he'd …
kissed me. And he'd kissed me with such incredibly, shocking
passion and … and hunger...

No, that had not been casual at all, I
thought, slowing my hurried stride. That had been unplanned, I was
sure. Something in him had snapped. And it hadn't been anger or
he'd have hit me harder. Suddenly he'd just given in to some...
tremendous need to... to kiss me hard! And to grab my body and tear
my clothes off!

I remembered his frantic hunger, and then the
look in his eyes, on his face. That had been nothing like casual!
Oh he'd acted like it afterward, sure. But the more I thought about
it the more sure I was that his behavior afterward had just been
pretense. He didn't want to admit, for some reason, how hot he'd
been, how hot I'd made him.

That did put a different light on things! I
felt a lot less... used. Had he been watching me the last couple of
days, guiding me in how to pose, selecting my clothes to make me
look hot, and getting as turned on by me as the people I was
supposed to distract? That was an exciting thought, despite my
outrage at what had happened.

Exciting because, well, okay, it was ego
flattering, and it made me feel, even more than I'd been by
distracting other men, that I was, well, hot. He had paid me to be
a cock-tease and distraction to those other men, and it was him who
had ended up getting hot! That thought made me feel kind of smug,
to be honest.

Okay, he'd been kind of rough, but I couldn't
deny how incredibly wild and exciting it had been. Thinking back on
the sex I'd had in my life, nothing really matched it. Everything
else had been comparatively slow and considered and measured. This
was just total, wild animal sex!

Bent over his desk! My mind still kind of
squirmed at that. But I felt fluttering fingers of excitement, too.
Bent over the boss's desk! Oh wow! My friends would be so wide-eyed
if I told them! What a slut they'd think I was! But if they saw him
… I had to get a picture of Black!

I had already made up my mind to go back even
before I got on the bus for home. I was going to go and be a
cock-tease again, only I would know it was Black who was being
teased the most! And I would do my level best to make sure he was
turned on, too! That would show him!

I'd definitely have to make sure I didn't
lose my temper again, though.

*

There were clothes on hangars on my desk when
I got in the next day. Leather pants! And some kind of leather
halter. I was dubious, but took them into the bathroom, feeling
both wary and, well, a kind of low voltage sense of excitement.

I mean, he was picking out outfits which
would be distracting, right? That meant he was picking out outfits
he thought I would look hot in. He would think I was hot in
them.

The leather pants were too tight, and too low
riding, but I doubted that was an accident. He had my exact
measurements, after all, and even my weight. They were so
low-riding that if I had any hair I'd be in trouble! The top was
also leather. It was a halter, with a hole in the front. I slipped
the strap over my head and pulled it in against myself, gripping
the side straps and drawing them around my ribs.

I had to pull tight to get them around enough
to tie! The halter pulled up from below, so it supported my
breasts, and in from the sides, squeezing them together. There was
a teardrop shaped hole in the center, showing a considerable amount
of cleavage. It wasn't brazen, in your face, slut cleavage, but it
was... uhm, noticeable.

There was a little plastic bag with the
clothes. Pulling it open, I found a pair of small studded
wristbands, and a collar. What sort of look was this supposed to be
anyway? Punk princess? Bondage whore?

I slipped the wrist bands on easily enough,
then put the collar around my neck and buckled it in back. It
wasn't a very thick collar, and frankly, the look just wasn't me.
I'd have to do something with my hair so I didn't look like Barbie
gone leather.

I pulled it partially in at the sides, then
pulled it up in back, going for a sort of half up, half down look.
It was the best I could do on short notice.

The shoes, for once, weren't stilettos, but
they were just as high, if much more clunky. I made a face, looking
at myself in the mirror. Well, at least I wasn't going to have to
worry about coming out of my dress today.

I sighed and opened the door, my heart
skipping a beat as I suddenly remembered him standing right there
the last time. But the doorway was empty. I walked into the outer
office, feeling kind of silly, to be honest, then went to his door.
I could feel my face flushing just at the thought of seeing him
again, and hesitated.

I knocked and then opened the door, doing my
best not to glower too much

“You're late.”

“I am not! I was here on time! I had to
change and do my hair!”

He got up and came over to me, and I felt
another swirl of emotions that included embarrassment, indignation
and heat as he looked me up and down. He took my arm and turned me
roughly, causing the indignation portion of my feelings to rise
considerably.

“Nice,” he said. “You have a great ass. Celia
will love it.”

I blinked, caught off guard when I was about
to tell him not to grab me.

“Celia?”

“I have a meeting with her in about half an
hour. That's why I wanted to make sure you were on time. She's got
a thing for blonde girls. And leather, of course. She's into
leather in a big way.”

I opened my mouth, not sure what to say. I
hadn't really considered being here to distract women, except, as
he'd said, to keep them from trying to go after him.

“I'm not gay,” I said instead, which I
immediately realized was pretty dumb.

“Oh, okay, then I won't have you go down on
her,” he said.

I glared at him, blushing.

“I mean,” I said, still blushing, “Don't they
like, mostly only like girls who look like lesbians?”

“What's a lesbian look like?” he asked with a
sort of smile.

“I don't know! Like, short hair and uhm,
badly dressed.”

He snorted in amusement.

“It's better she doesn't think you're a
lesbian. She loves seducing straight girls and trying to turn them
her way. She's also very big into bondage.”

He smirked “She loves spanking pretty blonde
girls.”

I blushed despite myself. “Well I don't like
to be spanked!” I said.

“How do you know? Have you been spanked
before?”

He was taunting me and I glared at him,
refusing to answer.

“All that matters is she'll see your cute
little ass and think of how great it would be to have you across
her lap so she could give you a good spanking,” he said. “We'll do
pretty much like we did before, with one exception.

He had me practice again, and that made me
fluttery and a bit jittery, because I knew now that he was finding
me really hot, maybe super hot! So as I was bending over the desk,
well, I could only imagine what was going through his mind! I know
what was going through mine!

“And are you going to spill your drink
again?” I asked sarcastically.

“That's the one thing. I'm going to try and
spill some on her boots.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“She always wears boots.”

“So?”

“So it will turn her on to have a gorgeous
blonde on her hands and knees cleaning her boots.”

I stared at him. “No way!”

“Why? It's the same as cleaning the table or
floor. You just rub them with the cloth.”

“But...” It was hard to explain my objection
because, like he said, it really wasn't different except, well, it
was.

“It's not like I'm going to have you clean
her boots with your tongue, Hall,” he said.

Then he smirked. “Maybe I'll have you clean
mine like that one day, though.”

“In your dreams!” I flared.

He leaned in and I gulped but refused to back
away.

“You have no idea what nasty things you do in
my dreams, Hall,” he said in a low, mocking voice.

I blushed furiously as he turned away,
glaring at his back.

It occurred to me to tell him that was sexual
harassment, but given what we'd done the other day that would be
ludicrous. He gave no indication he even remembered yesterday,
though, and I was still too embarrassed to bring it up.

“Remember to call me sir a lot,” he said.
“Act very, very obedient and respectful.”

“Don't I always?” I said sulkily.

“No, you act irritated most of the time.
“Remember, you're an actress. I want you to act breathless and awed
by me.”

I stared at him and snorted in disdain and
his eyes narrowed.

“Or I'll pull you across my lap afterward,”
he growled.

I gulped, and felt a rush of heat despite
myself.

“Act like a very submissive girl,” he said.
“Celia will be fascinated.”

“Shouldn't someone in a leather outfit act, I
don't know, tough?”

“Not this time.”

“Don't you think she'll suspect you're doing
this on purpose?”

“Maybe, but it won't change how distracted
she'll be by you.”

“And won't I distract you?” I said, smirking
a little myself.

“Not in the least.”

Yeah, right, I thought.

“Can you do the role or not?”

“I can do it!” I exclaimed. “Just so you know
it's an act.”

He snorted and shook his head. He said
something under his breath which I didn't catch and really wished I
had.

Celia turned out to be very tall and slender!
She was beautiful, though, with hair so short it was practically a
buzz cut. She wore black jeans and a turtleneck sweater. I felt a
little odd being a cock-tease to a lesbian (pussy tease?). Somehow,
it felt okay to tease men, but less so to ease a woman.

But I was an actress, so I was going to do
the role assigned to me. I smiled and did my best to act like a
very eager, obedient assistant who just happened to be wearing
super tight leather pants and a super tight top.

She didn't stare at me the way the other guy
had. She had more class than him, but I could tell she noticed. She
gave me a kind of knowing smile, as if she was perfectly well aware
what Black was doing. That didn't stop her eyes from flicking to my
cleavage when I bent over to hand her her drink, though.

“This is Zoe,” he said to her. “My new
assistant.”

Celia smiled and took a sip of her wine. “And
what does she... assist you with, Joshua?”

“Anything I want,” he said blandly.

I flushed a bit. On the one hand, I didn't
want her to think he was sleeping with me, but then again, he was!
Or at least, he had … once!

“You must do a lot of running around, Zoe,”
she said, eyes flicking up and down.

I nodded. “Oh, I do, ma'am,” I said, giving
her a look of wide-eyed innocence.

“You look in very good shape,” she said.

“I work out,” I said.

“You should feel her stomach, Celia,” Black
said.

And then he reached up and put his hand on my
abdomen just above the waistband of the pants, letting it slide
back and forth a bit. I kind of froze, because protesting or
anything would be out of character, and since he pulled his hand
back quickly I just smiled uneasily.

“I believe I will,” she said, eyes boring
into me.

I gulped and looked at Joshua, who smiled and
nodded.

Oh, I was so going to complain to him about
this!

Grinning feebly, I moved forward again and
she raised her hand. She had long, elegant fingers as she caressed
my stomach, her warm skin sliding from side to side.

“The stomach is a very underrated erogenous
zone,” she said softly. “And especially so for someone with a firm,
trim abdomen.”

I gulped and smiled helplessly.

“Zoe,” Black said.

I turned towards him.

“Would you get me the Anderson report,
please. It's on my desk.”

“Yes, sir!” I said, suddenly aware he'd
positioned me with my butt a couple of feet in front of Celia's
face.

I went over to his desk as they chatted, and
bent casually across it to get the file. I didn't move as slowly as
I had the other day because Celia looked a lot smarter than
Bernstein. When I straightened and turned around, both of them were
looking at me. I flushed a bit and carried it over to Black,
bending over to hand it to him.

“Thank you, honey,” he said.

Honey? I started to move over to my chair, my
stomach swirling a little.

“This doesn't have the latest report,” he
said, indicating the file. “Would check the cabinet?”

I blinked at him confusion and he glared at
me.

“Yes, sir!” I said.

I hurried across the room to the cabinet he
spoke of. The folder was marked “Anderson” so I bent and pulled
open the sliding cabinet to look under `A', aware as I did so that
I was bending over with my ass towards Celia and, more importantly,
Black, once again. That swirly sensation in my stomach was moving
lower!

I found the folder and pulled it out, setting
it on top of the low cabinet to open and examine. I compared it to
the one I had and I found there was a report right on top of each,
but the one in the cabinet was dated a month later. I took that
out, then replaced the folder, bending low again, before
straightening and returning.

All this showing off my ass was both
embarrassing me and turning me on! And the weird thing was that it
wasn't just Black appreciating my ass that turned me on. I liked
the fact this graceful, intelligent, beautiful woman was looking at
my bottom appreciatively. I mean, I wasn't gay or anything, but
that the two of them were looking at it, well. It made me feel
hot!

I sat down, a bit breathless, as they began
to discuss the figures. It seemed he was trying to persuade her to
sell her stake in a biochemical company. That would mean his real
client was someone who wanted those shares.

On cue, the spilled the drink, but it was
hers, not his, set further to the side so more of it spilled over,
and I guess he'd timed it when her feet were close. I got up as if
surprised, and hurried to the bar to get the cloth, still feeling
breathless as I turned back. This was all so outrageous!

My nipples were, I realized, very hard.
Luckily I wasn't wearing thin cotton today!

I bent over and rubbed at the coffee table,
then dropped to my knees, easing around it to wipe at the floor
and, fighting to keep my voice casual, I said “Oh, you've got some
on your boots Ms. Patterson!”

I squirmed in a little closer so I could wipe
at her boots with the cloth, and got a sudden rush of heat as I
realized that mean my ass was far enough forward now Black would be
looking right at it! Images of yesterday flashed through my mind,
of me bent over, of him behind me, slapping my butt, then thrusting
into me! God!

I cleaned the droplets off her black boots,
taking my time, then rose up, kneeling and looking up at her,
fighting to seem casual.

“I'm not sure what material they are,” I
said. “They look leather, so I don't think any damage was
done.”

She smiled down at me very casually, but I
could sense the heat in her.

“No, no they'll be fine dear. Thank you.”

“I was glad to!” I exclaimed in a happy,
brainless idiot voice.

Like I had no idea she was staring at my
chest, right, or that she was even a lesbian. Uh huh.

I stood up, knowing Black's face was right
behind me.

“Shall I get you another drink, ma'am?”

“Thank you, dear,” she said.

I turned, smiled at Black and bent to pick up
the glass, then took it back to the bar and got her a refill.

What a weird job this was!

I had been aroused since I'd put on the
pants, maybe since I'd arrived. I had a breathless sense of
anticipation, as if anything could happen. And if it did, it would
be hot and wild and amazing!

And the pants! They were practically painted
on, and kind of squeezed up against my puss so that it throbbed.
And given the strange rush of heat which had swept over me while
doing my little 'act' it was throbbing even more.

They were talking quietly, too softly for me
to hear. I felt another little rush, a crackle of anxiety and heat.
He wasn't tell her how he'd fucked me, was he!? No, no, he'd never
do that! Would he?! Oh fuck!

I returned with her drink, and she frowned up
at me.

“Dear, you missed a spot on my boot,” she
said, kind of raising her left foot a little.

I blinked in surprise, then flushed.

“Oh, I'm sorry,” I said.

I gave her the drink and hurried back to the
bar, my stomach and lower parts swirling even more. I hadn't missed
a spot, had I? Was this just a way to get me back on my knees in
front of her again!? But Black would be the one staring at my ass,
not her! God, this was weird!

I crawled in again, dabbing at her boot, down
on my elbows, my bottom high in the air.

“You should punish her for missing that,
Joshua,” I heard her say.

“Ah, well, what do you think would be
appropriate, Celia?”

“I find young girls respond well to short,
sharp instructions,” he said.

“Be careful to clean those boots properly,
Hall,” I heard Black say sternly.

An instant later I gasped as he smacked my
bottom!

I felt a wild, breathless rush, my face
heating even as a thrumming tension gripped my lower body. I didn't
know what to say as indignation and embarrassment warred with
heat.

Crack! He slapped my bottom again!

“Did you hear me, girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“These are rather expensive boots, child,”
she said.

“Go and get a damp cloth, Hall,” Black said.
“And a second one which is dry. You can wipe the bottom of her
boots down with the damp cloth then dry them.”

I gulped and backed up, then raised up, face
red, dropping my eyes from Celia's amused, though aroused gaze,
then backing away. I stood up, my entire body feeling a crackling
sense of sexual tension, and returned the cloth to the bar, where,
looking in the mirror, I realized that despite wearing leather, my
nipples were so hard that there were noticeable little dimples in
the black material!

There wasn't anything I could do about it,
though, but get the clothes and return. Then I was back on my knees
and elbows, wiping at her boots with the damp cloth, knowing Black
was right behind me, knowing she was looking down at me! I wiped at
them as they continued to talk.

Black was discussing tests which purported to
show the value of the products which were under development by the
company, and how long and how much it would cost before they could
get to market, assuming they ever got to market.

“Why don't you just sit up, Hall, and she can
put her boots in your lap,” he suggested suddenly.

I rose, confused, still blushing, and turned
my head to him. “What?”

“Just sit on your heels legs together. That's
it.”

He didn't have to tell Celia what he meant
for she placed her foot right in my lap. I gulped and leaned over,
cleaning it with the damp cloth. The thing was she was wearing high
heels. The heels were not stilettos but were much smaller than
mine, and the heel of her boot slid down, by design or on purpose,
between my thighs and then was pushing in against my pussy as I
rubbed!

I gulped, still rubbing, mind swirling, not
sure what to do or what had happened to my rehearsed act. That
bastard Black had changed things again without telling me!

And as I rubbed at her boot I could tell now
that she was deliberately grinding the heel in against my pussy!
She was pushing in and easing back, in, and back, and my pussy was
flaring with heat each time she did it!

“D-done!” I squeaked.

She drew her foot back but then put the other
boot in my lap. I rubbed the damp clothe up and down as the heel
determinedly squirmed down in between my thighs and began to grind
gently against my thrumming pussy.

While Black looked on, I thought
breathlessly.

This should have been degrading, and was, but
… it was offset by him watching, by knowing how hot he thought I
was, by wondering just what this was doing to him! The certainty
that he was finding it hot was making me hotter!

I finished, finally, and returned to the bar.
I felt sopping wet!

I returned and sat down on the edge of the
sofa, anxious and still flushed, as they continued to discuss the
sale.

With a promise to consider things and get
back to him, she rose, and Black and I rose as well. He saw her to
the door while I trailed after, still trying to keep my breathing
as even as possible.
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He returned, looking quite smug.

“You changed things!” I said accusingly.

“Yes. I saw an opportunity and improvised.
I'm the director, remember. I can do that.”

“You didn't wonder if I'd like to do
something so degrading!?”

“No. I knew you'd love it,” he said, leaning
over and softening his voice.

“I didn't love it!”

“Did to,” he said. “Now put the drinks away
and clean the table.”

“I'm no the cleaning lady!” I said in
irritation!

“Did a pretty decent job on Celia's
boots.”

“I was playing a role!”

“So now play the role of a cleaning
lady.”

“You are such a bastard!”

“We've already gone over that,” he said.
“Though I understand it takes a while for blondes to understand
some things.”

I glared at him as he went back behind his
desk.

“Don't you think she's smart enough to know
exactly what you were doing!?

“Yes, probably.”

I stared at him.

“I know human nature, Hall. Shall I tell you
what Celia Patterson was thinking?”

I frowned.

“She was fairly sure you were a straight
girl, and fairly sure you don't normally wear leather outfits, that
I'd dressed you up deliberately, in other words. It was quite
apparent that cleaning her boots was not something you were calm
and carefree about. So she was thinking that this poor, beautiful,
sexy little straight blonde was having to clean her boots like some
sort of submissive sex slave, because I had ordered her to do
it.

He came back around the desk, smirking. “And
that turned her on a lot. It also turned her on to have her foot
between your legs. You think she didn't notice your reaction?”

I blushed hotly.

“I was embarrassed!'

“You wanted her to fuck you!”

“I did not!” I exclaimed indignantly.

“Leather slut!” he taunted.

“It's your leather!”

He reached out suddenly, and his fingers
pushed down into the teardrop shaped hold deep enough he could pull
me stumbling forward. I gasped at the feel of the backs of his
fingers against my breasts as he looked down at me.

“Well then take them off,” he said.

I had grabbed his wrist instinctively, and
felt another wild rush of heat at his words, at his expression.

“N-No!” I gulped.

“Why not?” he asked quietly.

I was trying to come up with an answer when
he spun me around and yanked at the straps tied together behind
me.

“Hey!”

I felt the knot give way immediately, and
dropped his hand to reach behind me but his hand was gripping the
front of the halter and instantly yanked it upward over my head. I
grabbed at it with a squeal but he snapped it out of my hands with
a laugh and then stepped back, grinning at me as I covered my
breasts with my arms.

“Give that back!”

“It's mine, remember?”

My heart was pounding, and heat was rushing
through me again!

He tossed the halter on his desk, and stepped
closer. I stepped back, and his smile deepened.

“You know what you want, Hall.”

“D-Do not!” I exclaimed, a tremor in my
voice.

“Then I know what you want.”

He reached for me and I grabbed at his arms.
But his hands, his arms were so much stronger than mine, that after
a moment of wrestling he spun me around so my back was to him, then
pulled my wrists up over my head and down behind my neck.

“Don't! Let me go! Stop!” I cried, pulse
racing wildly.

He turned me, or half turned me, pulling down
on my wrists. He had them both pinned, crossed, in his big hand
now, forcing me easily in place, in fact, forcing my back to
arch.

“What a lovely view,” he said softly, looking
down at my taut breasts and hard nipples.

“D-Don't touch me!” I squeaked.

“Are you sure, Hall? Not even on your lovely
belly, an overlooked erogenous zone?” he asked lazily.

His hand dropped onto my stomach, caressing
it, sliding up and down over my abdomen and belly as I squirmed
helplessly.

“I think you could stand to work out more,
Hall,” he said. “I don't feel very much muscle here.”

His hand slid up and I squeaked as it cupped
my left breast, then glided from side to side beneath it, following
the curve of soft flesh.

“Don't feel much muscle here, either,” he
said.

His hand slid downward in a criss cross
pattern, then caressed my belly along the top of the waistband of
the tight leather pants. A moment later he popped the catch, and I
gasped, shocked, as he eased the zipper down.

I struggled again, but.... frankly, it was
for show. I could not admit to him that I was turned on! I
couldn't! Because he was a bastard! And because he wasn't admitting
he was turned on!

“Don't you dare!” I gasped.

“He who dares … wins,” he said in a soft
growl.

His fingers slid down into the front of the
now opened pants, in under the waistband of my thong, then down
lower. My hips bucked convulsively as his fingers slid across my
clitoris, and I shuddered and gave a helpless sob of pleasure.

“You seem to be very, very wet, Hall,” he
said. “Could it be you're dripping for me?”

My face was burning, but my entire body was
also starting to flare with a rising heat. I jerked and twisted as
his fingers rubbed at my pussy, and he sort of... raised my wrists
up high, then grabbed a thick mass of hair and jerked down again
with both wrists and hair.

I cried out, head snapping back, and his
fingers slid down deeper, rubbing up and down my sopping pussy.

“I think I'll make you come in your pants,
Hall,” he said in that soft, throaty growl. “I think I'll make you
come for me.”

And I did.

I tried not to! I really did! I tried to
fight the wild rushing heat, the swirling, churning sexual hunger,
the incredible pressure making my head throb and body shake, but I
couldn't. Once he got his fingers on my pussy I began to tremble
and shake even more, and within seconds I was crying out in
pleasure, hips bucking frantically against his hand as he laughed
softly and fingered me through an incredible, powerful orgasm!

My legs turned rubbery, and I sank to my
knees, gasping, moaning. He released my wrists and gave me a kind
of shove and I fell forward onto my elbows. A moment later he
grasped the pants and yanked them down, along with my thong. I let
out a dazed cry of confusion as they ripped down my legs, and then
off, taking the high heels with them.

He straddled me from behind and grabbed my
arms, pulling them back behind me. I felt him doing something with
the wristbands, and when he let go, my arms dropped onto my back
and wouldn't come apart. I lay on the floor on my face, on my
stomach, chest heaving until with another cry, I felt him jam his
fingers into my mass of tangled hair and use it to drag me back up
onto my knees!

“What do you think, Hall? Should I call
Patterson back? Give her to you like this? Helpless and bound?
Naked for her eager eyes and hands and mouth to explore?”

God, I realized! My wrists were bound
together! I was naked! And Black loomed before me in his perfect
suit, his eyes hungry, that mocking smile on his face!

But his other hand was undoing his zipper, and my eyes flashed
downward. I saw how the front of his trousers bulged and felt a
wild sense of dark excitement sweeping through me. He pulled
himself free, out through the zipper opening, though not easily. I
stared.

God, he had a beautiful cock! It was as thick
as I remembered, long and hard and red, with veins circling it, and
his hand moved up and down the length for long seconds as I stared,
then released it. It sprang up at a sharp angle and I gulped, eyes
wide.

He pulled me in by the hair, then, hard
enough to make me cry out as my scalp ached. He jammed my face in
against his groin, in against his hard cock, squeezing it back
against his belly, rubbing my face up and down against it!

He pulled my head back again, sharply so I
gasped in pain, and down so that my back arched. Then he pulled me
forward once more, his other hand on his cock, holding it up
against him as he drew my mouth in against it.

“Lick,” he growled.

It wasn't a request. It was an order!

Trembling, I licked hesitantly, then with a
sudden deep, sensual hunger. I licked slowly up and down its
length, moaning as heat swept through me again. He made me lick up
and down the underside, then kind of pushed his cock downward and I
slid my lips around it.

A surge of heat swept through me, my arms
pulling instinctively, my hands trying to raise to grip him, the
leather bracelets holding them back. He gathered up my hair in a
large mass, then gripped it tightly, guiding me forward as his cock
slid along my tongue and deeper into my mouth.

Oral sex, to me, had always been a kind of
exercise in power. I mean, that I had the power to play with a
guy's cock and turn him to putty, make him moan, gasp, jerk and beg
for more. But now it was as if the whole concept was turned on its
head! I had no control over myself with my hands tied! And with his
willingness to use my hair like a leash all the power was in his
hands!

And he used it. As hot as I was becoming it
still ached as he yanked and tugged and twisted on my hair, and I
couldn't even protest, not with his cock filling my mouth! He held
my hair and head in both hands, his hips starting work in and out
now as he literally fucked my mouth!

I gurgled and gasped, as several times, he
thrust too deep, and the fat, swollen head of his cock pushed deep
into the back of my mouth, threatening to go down my throat! But it
was all so wild! And then he pushed deep into my mouth, and instead
of pulling back, he firmly pulled forward on my hair and head and
his cock slid into the back of my throat!

I gagged weakly, but he didn't stop, he just
kept pulling me forward as I felt his thick, slick cock sliding
right down my throat. I stared, eyes wide, cross-eyed, at his shaft
disappeared, sliding forward into my mouth! And then my mouth was
jammed against him as I trembled and shook, choking and a little
panicky!

He held my head tight, though, so that no
matter how much my torso twisted and jerked he kept me in position.
I did begin to panic, then, as my chest burned and my head began to
pound from lack of oxygen. But finally he slid back, drawing his
long, glistening cock out of my mouth as though pulling a sword
from a sheath.

It emerged, dripping with saliva as I coughed
repeatedly and gulped in air. I was a little light-headed as he
rubbed his spit-wet cock up and down against my face, forcing my
head way back as I continued to gasp for breath.

Then, suddenly, he jerked my head up and
forward again, pushing his cock into my open mouth and, before I
could really do more than gulp in air, he pulled me forward along
his shaft, his cock pushing into the back of my throat once more,
then sliding down it.

I felt completely... helpless! With my wrists
bound behind me I was his to do with as he chose! And Joshua Black
was not, as I have already pointed out, a nice man! I felt some
fear, but, the weird thing, the twisted thing was that I felt
incredibly charged, my body pulsing with excitement at being under
his control!

And my head was pounding again as he jammed
my face in against his groin, against his pants. My lips were
pressed against his zipper as his big hand held the back of my
head, and his other hand held a tight mass of my hair.

He drew out, and I felt the long, slick
length of him caressing my throat and tongue as he withdrew. He
pulled out, dripping with saliva again and I coughed again,
gasping, moaning, head pounding, chest heaving as he slapped my
face with his cock.

He jerked my head back, then to the side, a
sneer on his face as I gasped and moaned. Then he pulled me forward
once more, feeding his cock into my mouth again. He pushed forward
and then pulled back, pumping in and out of my mouth as I dazedly
tried to suck and lick at him. Then he pushed right down my throat
once more.

He didn't hold himself in place, this time,
but pulled back, then slid forward, pulled back, then slid forward,
as I tried to control my gag reflex and sense of panic. But you
know, they were diminishing. I mean, I had less fear of gagging, as
if my throat had no adjusted. But I think it was more my mind. I
knew I could take him down my throat because, well, I'd already
done it!

He jerked me forward sharply again, jamming
himself deep into my throat, and I rolled wide eyes up at him to
see him arching his own back, his head going back so far I couldn't
even see it as he started to jerk his hips against me. I knew he
was coming, pouring his come into my throat, into my belly.

Bastard!

And yet, a hot rush swept over me at the
knowledge!

I felt him starting to soften and he eased
his grip on my hair, then jerked back on it hard and let go. I fell
back onto my back on the soft rug, coughing, chest heaving. He
walked over the desk, snatched some tissues from a box and wiped
his softening cock, then tossed them into the trash basket and put
his cock back into his trousers, doing up the zipper.

He looked at me, then turned away
momentarily, getting something from a desk drawer before turning. I
saw he had a short thin black... stick, or rod or... or something
in hand.

“Roll onto your belly, Hall,” he ordered.

I was still gasping for breath, my head still
buzzing, and he nudged my thigh roughly with his foot.

“On your belly,” he ordered.

I groaned weakly, kind of half rolling, but
fell back, and he nudged me again, his shiny leather shoe pushing
in under my hip. I rolled onto my belly with a grunt and a gasp and
he moved forward.

“Over to the sofa,” he said.

I didn't understand.

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped, feeling a sharp sting against
my bottom.

I rolled my head around and up at him and saw
him holding the rod up, glaring.

“Crawl over to the sofa,” he ordered.

Crawl? How was I supposed to... ? I pulled
against the leather bands and stared up at him.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

“Crawl on your belly. Move,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh! Joshua!”

Crack!

“That's Mister Black to you, Hall.”

Crack!

“Move!”

I gasped and wriggled forward.

Crack!

“Crawl,” he barked.

“Ow!!”

I crawled awkwardly, kind of wriggling,
rolling my weight from side to side, pushing against the rug with
my toes.

Crack!

“Stop it!” I whined.

“Move it, Hall,” he growled.

I crawled across the floor to the sofa, and
he walked past me and sat down, then reached down and grasped my
hair again. I cried out as he twisted it around his fist, then used
it to drag me up. My knees scrambled to support me as he kept
pulling, one hand reaching for my thigh as he yanked me up across
his lap.

He settled me firmly in place, my bottom
directly under his gaze, and rested his hand on it briefly before
starting to squeeze and knead my soft skin.

“I think it's time we got a few things
straight,” he said. “I am tired of your impertinence and
complaints.”

Crack!

His hand rose and then slapped down
sharply.

“Ow!” I yelped, my legs kicking.

“I am tired of your questioning my
orders.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“I'm tired of your attitude.”

Crack!

“You can't – .”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I'm tired of you telling me what I can and
cannot do.”

I wriggled, gasping, moaning, legs kicking
weakly, bottom starting to heat up.

“I am a multi-millionaire.”

Crack!

“You have about two hundred dollars in the
bank.”

Crack!

“I am a lawyer and first in my class at
Harvard..”

Crack!

“ You barely passed high school.”

Crack!

“I have a career and contacts at the highest
levels of business, the entertainment industry and government.”

Crack!

“You are a would-be actress, a dog-walker, a
waitress, an odd-job girl.”

Crack!

“I have too many skills and abilities to
mention!”

Crack!

“You have these – !”

He squeezed one of my breasts hard.

“And this!”

His other hand cupped my pussy and squeezed
it.

Crack!

“It is time for you to say sir and mean it,”
he growled.

Crack!

“Say it!”

Crack!

“Sir!” I cried.

“Again!”

Crack! Crack!

“Sir!” I cried, my bottom really hot now!

“When I tell you to do something – .”

Crack!

“I expect to hear yes sir, from you,
Hall.”

Crack!

“Do you understand me?!”

Crack!

“Yes, sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” I half sobbed, my ass throbbing
like fire!

“You forgot the magic word!”

Crack! Crack!

“Sir!”

Crack! Crack!

“Please, sir!” I cried, legs kicking
frantically.

Crack!

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

Whimpering, gasping, blinking back tears, I
obeyed, and I felt the big hand on my flaming bottom sliding down
between my thighs, fingers gliding up and down across my pussy. I
moaned as they pushed into me, spreading the lips of my sex open,
delving into the mouth of my sex.

“You like having something big and hard
inside you, don't you, Hall?” he growled.

I moaned, and his fingers came free.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Answer when I ask a question, Hall!”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

His hand slid down over my pussy again,
fingers curling in to penetrate me. His fingers were long, and
thick, and the slid in to the knuckles, slowly twisting and turning
and pumping inside me.

“Do you like my fingers in your cunt,
Hall?”

I gasped at the crudity of the word, at the
question, and they slid out again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please!”

“I asked you a question!”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

I certainly preferred them there than
slapping my throbbing, aching bottom!

They slid into me again and I moaned,
trembling. His other hand slid up and down along my ribs, then
under to knead my breast.

“Say it aloud,” he said.

“I-I like your fingers... inside me, sir,” I
gulped.

Inside where, Hall?”

“Inside... inside my... cunt, sir!”

“Because you're a whore, aren't you,
Hall.”

“Y-yes, sir!” I squeaked.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh!”

“Say it!”

“I'm a whore, sir!” I cried.

My right breast was throbbing as he continued
to knead and squeeze and caress it. And when his fingers plunged
back into my pussy I could feel how slick I was becoming.

“Whose whore are you, Hall?” he asked in a
soft, gravelly voice.

“Your whore, sir!” I moaned.

“That's right, Hall. You're my whore. Say it
again.”

“I-I'm your whore, sir!”

His thumb was now stroking against my
clitoris, which was already hot and swollen. I moaned, my hips
squirming helplessly.

The finger kneading my breast began to pinch
my nipple and I yelped and squirmed and twisted.

Please!”

“You're a slut, Hall. Say it.”

“I'm a slut, sir!” I cried.

“Who's slut are you, Hall?”

“I'm your slut, sir! Please, sir!” I half
sobbed, my nipple burning like fire

He stopped pinching it and began to roll it
gently between his thumb and forefinger instead.

“Good girl. Yes, you're my slut. And you'll
do anything I tell you to do from now on, won't you.”

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

“And why will you do anything I tell you to
do, Hall?”

“B-Because... because I'm your slut,
sir!”

“Yes.” he said.

His fingers pulled out of my hot, wet
pussy.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! OH!”

“Do we understand each other, Hall?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please! Please!”

“Do you know why I'm spanking you, Hall?”

“N-No, sir!”

“Because I enjoy it. And because I can.”

His fingers were pumping in and out of me as
he said it, his thumb stroking across my clitoris.

“And do you know why I can, Hall?”

“B-Because I'm your slut, sir!”

“Exactly.”

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


He rolled me off his lap and I tumbled to the
floor with a helpless cry. Then he dragged me back up between his
legs by the hair again, unzipping his trousers, opening them. He
pushed them down a little to completely bare his cock, then drew
the belt out of the loops and looped it around my neck.

He tightened it, tugging me forward over his
cock.

“You can start on my balls. And you better do
a good job, Hall,” he said.

I was, at that moment, just incredibly happy
to have my sore bottom out of range! I licked at his balls, eyes
blinking up at him as he looked sternly down, then drawing them
into my mouth, sucking on them lightly, massaging them inside my
mouth, caressing them with my tongue.

He pulled on the belt, just because, I think,
he could, or maybe to remind me how helpless I was. I sucked on his
balls and licked anxiously, frantically at his cock, then sucked it
into my mouth, massaging it in turn with lips and tongue, sucking
as I felt it starting to harden.

He jerked on the belt.

“Raise your ass, Hall. And spread your
legs.”

I obeyed, moaning, still sucking.

“I want you to imagine there's a man behind
you, Hall, a man with a big cock who's about to ride you like a
whore.”

He jerked on my hair to force my eyes up at
him.

“There will be in a minute, Hall. Do you
understand? Feel him against your ass, feel him gripping your hips,
feel him driving himself into your hot little cunt. It will be very
soon, Hall.”

His cock was hardening rapidly, and I
continued to work on it, vastly preferring sex to spankings. The
fact my pussy was now thrumming hotly, in part due to the wild,
nasty kinkiness of this, and partly due to his expert fingering,
was certainly a part of that, of course.

I bobbed up and down on his cock as it became
rigid, taking him into my throat as before, gurgling weakly,
dazedly, as he jammed my head down all the way and kept me there
for long seconds.

I was becoming light-headed again, gasping,
eyes blinking, moaning as he pulled out, let me gulp in air, then
buried himself in my throat again.

He pulled me up by the hair and I moaned,
drooling over his cock.

“I'm ready to fuck you, Hall,” he said. “Do
you want me to fuck you like a whore?”

I only moaned, and he slapped my face with
his cock.

“Answer me, Hall.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Say it. Say fuck me like a whore.”

“Please... please fuck me like a … whore,
sir!” I panted.

He shoved me back hard again and I fell back
onto my back.

“Roll onto your belly!” he barked.

Grunting, I did.

“Raise your ass high and spread your
legs!”

Groaning, I again obeyed, panting, gulping in
air, chest heaving.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, Hall!”

I moaned as I felt his hands sliding up and
down my bottom. Then I felt his cock, what had to be his cock,
slick, soft and warm, pushing into the mouth of my sex. I closed my
eyes and shuddered as he held himself there, with just the head
inside, and the longer he held himself there the more I wanted him
to slide into me, to push deep.

“Beg me to fuck you, Hall,” he said.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

His cock pushed forward, sliding slowly, and
I groaned and then whimpered as I felt it filling me up. Oh God it
felt good as the head stretched inch after inch of my tight sheath
apart! I felt him deep in my belly, felt that aching sensation I'd
felt the last time he'd fucked me, felt the fulness of him, and
groaned aloud in wanton pleasure.

He ground his hips against my upraised
buttocks and thighs.

Crack!

I gasped and moaned as he drew back, then
thrust in, drew back, then thrust in, using short, fast strokes,
then longer ones. As he pumped evenly, using the long length of
him, I fell into a deep, delicious sense of sexual heat and hunger.
It was like being given a wonderful massage, only on the inside. I
groaned at every stroke, gasped every time the soft, helmet head
jammed into the back wall of my sex.

Heat suffused my body, and I moaned, eyes
slitted, so totally and absolutely glorying in the deep, perfect
rhythm of his strokes, in the slap of his hips against my buttocks,
in the way my body rocked at the force of the blow. I wanted it to
go on forever! I wanted to never do anything else in life but this!
Just kneel like this and be... fucked!

Because I certainly couldn't call it anything
else! He wasn't making love to me, that was for sure!

My neck began to ache, but I didn't care. My
chin was jammed back by the floor, and every time his hips struck
my upraised buttocks it jerked me forward. My insides were
thrumming and burning with sexual hunger and pleasure, and all of
it was centered on the burning lava pit his cock was stirring and
churning up.

And then I gurgled and choked as he pulled
back on the belt. It tightened around my throat sufficient to choke
off my breathing while at the same time raising my torso up off the
rug to hang there while he continued to ride me.

Then he gripped my hair, taking the weight
off my throat, and the belt loosened so that I could gasp for
breath.

My breasts wobbled below me as he continued
to thrust against me, and he took the loose end of the belt,
gripped it about eight inches from the tip, and swung the tip down
to slap against my breast. The blow was feeble, but produced a
sharp little shock of sensation that made me cry out dazedly.

“Nasty little girl” he growled.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

“You're my little slut, Hall, and I'm going
to use you like one!”

He shifted the belt, slapping it against my
other breast.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

He abruptly released my hair, and I gurgled
as my head and upper body started to fall, only to be yanked back
by the belt. I used my stomach muscles to help support me now,
which let me breath, but the thing was still tight.

And now his free hand slid down under my
waist, under my hip, his fingers finding my clit as he'd done the
other day. I whimpered and cried out, gurgling in dazed pleasure as
the heat and sensual overload grew more and more powerful.

His hips struck harder, much harder, and I
cried out with every blow. And then the orgasm washed over me and I
started to shake and tremble and throw my hips back to meet his
thrusts. He jerked tighter on the belt, which choked off my
breathing, and the orgasm seemed to grow in power, my head feeling
like it was going to explode from the force of it!

I would have screamed at the top of my lungs
if I'd had any breath to do it! The orgasm was a wild, howling
storm of sensations that overwhelmed me! My mind was buffeted with
wave after wave, blow after blow, and reeled, tumbling end over end
as the world was blotted out behind a wall of raw, wild carnal
pleasure.

*

While nothing seemed to have changed after
our first sexual session, well, needless to say, my relationship
with Black changed quite a bit after the second! I had known he was
hot and sexy, of course, but not how kinky he was! For that matter,
I hadn't thought I was kinky either!

If anything, I kind of thought of myself as
kind of boring, sexually speaking. I mean, it's not like I was a
virgin or anything, but I'd never really done anything even a
little outrageous before.

And black was definitely outrageous!

But he was outrageous in a way which shocked
me and aroused me, rather than shocking and angering me. So maybe I
was kinky, deep down inside.

The next day he was back to my wearing that
very short, black, pencil skirt, with another tight, crisp white
blouse. The blouse was too tight, but since he wanted the top three
buttons open it was manageable.

With three buttons open you could easily see
the lacy white bra inside, and the bra was always a demi cup,
barely covering my nipples. I wore lacy stockings, but never
panties. And every time I came near him his hand would slide under
the short skirt, or in through the open shirt to stroke and fondle
me!

And of course, he was even more blatant in
how he used my body as a distraction for those he was negotiating
with. That it embarrassed me was of no importance. Yet, while it
did embarrass me, and sometimes I found it mortifying, I found a
dark thrill at acting the cock-tease, the slutty exhibitionist!

The next time he had a visitor in, he made me
knock over the glass to spill the contents, and then pulled me
across his lap to spank me while the man watched! I thought I could
never be more mortified, until he finished up by pulling the skirt
up to bare my bottom and delivering the final few slaps directly to
my bare skin!

I was able to pull it down, though, as I
staggered across to the bar. But then I had to kneel and clean the
floor and table again, my face red, as the man looked down at me,
and of course, into my shirt as I rose up to clean the table. Only
belatedly did I realize that during the spanking my breasts had
shifted in the little bra cups and my nipples were visible!

I complained after the man left, and that got
me another spanking, a much harder and longer one which left me in
tears, until he rammed himself into me and rode me to a
mind-blowing orgasm that was so powerful I almost lost
consciousness!

I think I was still buzzed from that an hour
later when he told me, as I was getting ready to go home, that I
was going home with hm that night. He didn't ask me, he told me. I
stared at him, mouth open, confused.

He frowned. “Am I unclear? Did you not
understand the simple words? Must I repeat them?”

“But... why?”

He gave me a pitying look. “So I can fuck
your brains out again later, of course,” he said.

I flushed.

“And, because I'm having a little gathering
at my place, so it would be perfectly appropriate for you to
attend.”

It wasn't like I had anything special
planned, of course, but I was still nervous and anxious as I
followed him downstairs and into the limo. As usual, I sat on the
backward facing seat, facing him.

“Spread your legs, Hall,” he ordered.

I stared at him, then jerked my head around
to see the back of the driver's head.

Fortunately, the glass window was up, so I
felt a wash of relief.

“Do you need another spanking, Hall?”

I gulped and shifted my legs apart on the
seat.

“Wider, and raise your skirt.”

Blushing, I obeyed, knowing the driver
couldn't see.

“Open your shirt and pull down your bra.”

This was so slutty!

I did it, baring my breasts to him, baring my
body to him.

“Put two fingers into your mouth,” he
said.

Blinking, I did as he bid.

“Suck.”

I sucked lightly on them.

“Lick them.”

Gulping, I did so.

“Now take that hand and place it down over
your pussy and rub your clitoris.”

I felt a shock-wave hit me as I complied,
rubbing at my clit with my slick fingers while he watched.

“Stop.”

I halted.

“Take off the skirt.”

I looked at him in confusion. What did it
matter if I had the skirt on? He could see everything!

“Do it!” he growled.

Reluctantly, I unzipped and unbuttoned it,
then wriggled it down and off, blushing a little, turning my head
back to reassure myself the driver could see nothing.

“Now the blouse and bra.”

I sucked in air, my pulse racing, but
unbuttoned the shirt and slipped it off, then removed my bra. I was
completely naked except for my shoes and white stockings!

“Now raise your feet up and put them on the
edge of the seat. Far apart, Hall.”

Again I obeyed, licking my lips nervously,
glancing to either side through the tinted windows at the traffic
around us.

“Put your fingers against your clitoris again
and stroke yourself,” he said in calm voice.

I began to do so as he watched, my heart
pounding.

“Squeeze your breast with your other
hand.”

My other hand rose, kneading my breast as I
fingered my clitoris.

“I have a present for you, Hall.”

He smirked slightly, then reached down and
produced... a dildo! It was a thick, curving black dildo, and he
tossed it to me. I took it, staring at it with a mixed sense of
disbelief and heat!

“You know what to do with it.”

I moaned a little.

“First put it in your mouth.”

We turned a sharp corner and I gulped and
slid the dildo into my mouth, sucking it, sliding it in and out as
he watched.

“Now... inside you,” he said in a soft,
throaty growl.

I drew it down to my pussy and pushed. It was
thick and I lay my head back, moaning softly as I slowly worked it
into my body. I was feeling a hot churning sexual heat again, a
thrumming hunger and excitement as I pumped the dildo slowly in and
out, working it ever deeper.

“Deeper, Hall. I want it deep inside you,” he
growled.

I shuddered, pumping it in and out as I
rubbed against my clitoris, head back against the seat, eyes
closed, feeling the heat of his eyes and hunger on me! I groaned as
I jammed it deep and kept pushing, twisting, aching, slowly working
it even deeper. I opened my eyes, gulping in air as I stared at him
staring at me.

I pushed deep, and I groaned as the base of
the dildo slowly passed through the lips of my sex!

“Stop. Put your arms across the back of the
seat. Keep your legs wide.”

Heat rolling through me, I obeyed, arms out
to either side, legs wide as he looked at me, as I looked at him,
as I felt the incredible sexual tensions rolling and twisting
through my mind! It was so hard to keep still! My hips kept
jerking, flinching, wanting to move, to buck against the dildo!

“Are you my slut, Hall?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut, sir!” I gasped, voice
cracking.

“Do you see how hard I am for you, Hall?” he
asked.

I glanced at his crotch. It was bulging.

“Yes, sir!”

“Every time I see you I want to tear your
clothes off and fuck you, Hall,” he said in a low, gravelly
voice.

He reached behind him and found something
else, then tossed it to me. It hit my belly and landed on the seat
between my legs. I looked down to see a pair of handcuffs. I stared
at them, wide-eyed.

“Put them on, Hall,” he said softly.

My heart beat faster and again I glanced out
the window to either side.

“Are you my slut, Hall?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, dazed.

“Put them on.”

I picked them up and inspected them. Their
function was fairly obvious. I put my right wrist in one and then
closed it slowly... slowly, until it clicked, then again, then
again, until it was firm around my wrist. Then I started to put the
other cuff around my left wrist.

“No, Hall,” he said. “Behind your back.”

Gulping, I had to slide my feet off the seat
to lean forward. Leaning forward put weight on my pussy, on the
base of the dildo nestled just within the lips of my sex. I moaned
softly, drawing my arms behind me, then fumbled with the other
cuff. It took a minute, but I felt it in place, heard and felt it
click, click, click. Locked.

I stared at him, enveloped in heat, naked, my
wrists cuffed behind my back.

“Come here, Hall.”

NO! He couldn't mean that! A shock rippled
through me!

“On your knees, Hall. Now.”

I moaned, head half turning towards the
driver.

“Now, Hall!” he barked.

I slid down onto my knees on the floor,
keeping low, hoping the driver couldn't see much if I stayed
forward. But he was beckoning me towards him!

“Don't force me to pull you across my lap and
spank you right here, Hall,” he said in a soft, throaty voice.

I gasped at the thought, at being spanked
right there across his lap while the driver could see! But I
couldn't move forward! I couldn't! I cringed at the thought! And
yet... well, my back was at least to the driver. Maybe... maybe he
wouldn't look!

Helpless, my mind spinning, I shifted forward
on my knees, then further, and he reached for my hair, drawing me
forward and pulling my head down. He unzipped himself and drew his
stiff cock out, pulling my mouth onto it.

My skin felt aflame with the possibility the
driver was watching in the mirror! But his thick cock pushed into
my mouth, and I had no power to stop it! And... I was so very
aroused... my pussy thrumming with hunger and sexual pressure
filling my mind! This was so wickedly nasty and kinky and
daring!

What did it matter if the driver saw what I
was doing? I'd probably never see him again anyway! A part of me
doubted that strongly, of course, as I had ridden in the limousine
several times now. But the arousal gripping me allowed me to argue
myself into things.

I moaned around his cock, my lips sliding up
and down, my chest tight and belly churning as he held tight to my
hair and ran his other hand over my body.

“You have very soft skin, Hall,” he said. “I
almost got an erection just by touching your neck the other
day.”

He did! I flushed with a strange, dazed
giddiness for some reason, even as he pushed me down harder so that
his cock pushed into my throat.

“Hall, I want you to push your bottom out
more,” he said. Slide your knees back further.”

I moaned again, awkwardly pushing my knees
back as he held my hair.

“Further,” he said, his hand kneading my
breast.

I pushed my knees back more, my head starting
to pound from lack of oxygen.

“Now spread your knees wide.”

A shock hit me! This was bad enough, I
realized. The driver... he could see... everything!

“Do it!” he snapped.

My knees shifted apart, and a wave of shame
and, oddly, heat, swept over me.

“Wider, little slut,” he purred.

My chest was on fire and I tried to pull up,
but he held me firm.

“Spread them wide!” he ordered.

I shifted my knees wide, desperate to be
allowed up, and he relented, allowing my head to slide up and my
throat to come off his throbbing cock. I gasped and gulped in air
desperately as he caressed my breasts and smiled down at me.

“Keep your ass high and back, Hall,” he said.
“Remember what I told you before. I want you positioned as if a man
is going to slide into you from behind any second.”

I was mortified, in part, but I was also
literally trembling with heat and arousal as I sucked him, as I
slid my lips down to the base of him again, taking him deep into my
throat. My pussy was squeezing, spasming around the dildo inside
it!

“Shall I tell Robert to stop the car, to come
in and fuck you from behind, Hall?” he demanded.

The suggestion sent a wave of panic and heat
through my body and mind, and I moaned and squirmed against his
grip on my hair.

I heard the sound of the window going down,
and my eyes went wide!

“Robert?”

“Yes, sir?” the man said, his voice quite
casual.

“Bring us around to the garage entrance if
you please.”

“Yes, Mr. Black,” the voice said.

The window rose again and Black chuckled
softly.

“Don't worry, Hall. You belong to me. No
other man is going to get to fuck you!”

What did that mean, I thought dazedly? It
sounded awfully possessive! But I was cringing further, for surely
when the window had gone down, Robert had looked into the mirror!
If he hadn't before then he surely had when Black had spoken to
him! He must have seen me, seen me from behind... like this! Oh my
God!!

Yet with Black's hand in my hair I continued
to bob up and down on his stiff cock until he came, pouring his
cream into my mouth and down my throat. He softened and I slid
slowly back, panting as he took my hair and rubbed his cock with
it. Grinning, he put himself back into his trousers and then
gripped my hair once more. He pulled me forward roughly, not into
his lap but, in part, across it, though my knees remained on the
floor.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp slap, but then his hand
pushed lower, and I felt his fingers at my sex, stroking against my
swollen clitoris, pushing at the base of the dildo. I shuddered,
thinking of what the driver would be able to see if he was looking!
This was the sluttiest thing I had ever done in my life!

“I have big plans for you, Hall,” he said, as
my hips began to tremble and grind in helpless heat.

He gripped my hair on both sides in both
hands and jerked me suddenly upward on my knees, then crushed my
lips with his! I stared, blinking, dazed, as his tongue invaded my
mouth, as one of his hands shot down to grasp my bottom and yank my
hips up and against him, as the kiss went on, and on and I began to
melt against him.

And then he stopped! He pushed me back on my
knees.

“Just kneel there, Hall, with your back to
the seat. Keep your legs wide.”

I was panting again, totally flustered by all
this, overheated and yet painfully aware that there was a driver, a
stranger, right behind me, who might have watched everything in the
mirror! I was also aware we must be nearing his apartment, for I
knew he didn't live all that far away! I started to feel a growing
sense of panic, for surely we must be near to his building by
now!

I started to talk twice but both times he
sternly told me not to speak.

Then I felt it! The car kind of rose, angling
up a bit then angling steeply down as the light disappeared and we
drove into shadow!

I heard the door going open and we drove
through into what I assumed was a large garage. My heart pounded
even more, for what would happen when we stopped!? For that matter,
what had the drive already seen!?

We stopped! There was another sound, very
much like a garage door opening, and then we drove forward again a
very short way before stopping again. My eyes widened and I felt a
rush of humiliation as the driver's door opened and the car shook
with his weight exiting. I dropped my face, cringing, as the
passenger door opened on Black's side.

He got out, then turned.

“Come, Hall.”

I froze.

“Now, Hall,” he said, voice hardening.

Face flaming, I squirmed forward until he
could take my arm and help me climb out of the car. I kept my head
bowed as low as I could, burning up under the driver's gaze! We
were in an underground garage, obviously, but an oddly small
one.

“Thank you, Robert. I won't need you
tonight,” he said.

“Very good, Sir,” the man said.

I realized, then, that this was a private
garage within the larger one. There were several sports cars parked
here, and an SUV. The limousine had pulled up right before the
entrance, rather than driving straight into it. Now the driver
closed the door of the car and walked around to the drivers side as
the private garage door clanked downward behind us.

Black led me to an elevator and pressed the
button.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I was speechless. So many things were running
through my head! I wanted to yell at him, to scream at him! And yet
I was still horribly, helplessly aroused! And now that we were
alone, that no one could see, my embarrassment was fading as the
heat continued to swirl and churn inside me.

The elevator doors pinged as they opened and
I gasped, jerking back. Black shook his head and pulled me forward
into the car.

It was a small elevator car, perhaps only big
enough for four people. The walls were glass, with a red carpet
covering the floor. I stared at myself in the wall, naked! My arms
behind me! I was … amazed. I felt disbelief!

I looked at Black. He looked insufferably
smug! I wanted to slap him! But I was too aroused, so aroused, in
fact, that I thought of slapping him just to... to get the kind of
reaction I'd gotten the first time I'd slapped him...

My arms kept tugging against the handcuffs,
which made my wrists ache. And every time I did that and my arms
wouldn't pull free I felt another little jolt of shock and heat. My
God! I was naked and handcuffed riding Black's personal elevator to
his apartment! Was I insane!? Was he!?

I gasped as he reached up and tugged sharply
on my hair in back.

“Always keep your back straight, Hall,” he
said.

I still had no idea what to say! I could
demand to know what he was doing, but that was obvious! He was a
pervert! A kinky pervert! I could demand he let me go, that he
uncuff me but... but what if he did? I wasn't at all sure I wanted
that! I mean, as anxious, wary and embarrassed as I was about all
this I wanted to see the climax, no pun intended!

So we just stood there. It was a long way up!
And then, suddenly, his hand tightened in my hair once more, and
without any warming he yanked me completely around! I had been
standing next to him, and suddenly I was facing him and his lips
were on mine again, and they were just as voracious as they'd been
before!

Then he shoved me back against the wall, his
body crushing me, his lips wild and passionate against mine, his
hands racing up and down my body.

Ping!

He drew back as the elevator doors opened and
shifted his grip to my arm, yanking me, stumbling and staggering,
out of the elevator and into a small lobby before a large double
door which had a brass plate which said `P2'.

He unlocked the door, and then pulled me
inside. This was another lobby, of sorts, though quite different.
It was round, the floor of some shining patterned stone in black
and white. A heavy, round, wooden table sat in the center, and a
large, glittering chandelier hung overhead.

He led me straight out the wide open other
side of the round foyer into a wide corridor which gave onto a huge
front room. I would have called it a living room, but that really
didn't give it justice. It was fifty feet wide, with a huge stone
fireplace at one end, and rows of marble columns along the far
wall, which was made entirely of glass from floor to ceiling.

The view was spectacular! We were at least
fifty floors up. The ocean view was breathtaking!

“On your knees, Hall,” he ordered, tugging
down on my arm.

I half fell to my knees on thick blue
carpeting, and his foot kicked my knees apart.

'Keep your knees wide,” he said. “I don't
want you hiding the view of your pussy.”

I flushed, sitting awkwardly back on my
heels, or trying to. If you've never tried to sit on heels wearing
five inch stilettos, well, you have to do it carefully!

He kind of crouched beside me, and I gasped
at another sharp pull to the back of my hair.

“Head back,” he barked.

We were only a half dozen feet from the huge
glass wall, and I felt terribly exposed, but there were no other
tall buildings nearby.

I gasped again as his other hand caressed my
abdomen and slid down over my pussy. The dildo had pushed out a
little, forcing the lips of my sex to stretch wide, and he slowly
forced it back up inside me. He pushed deeper, and I hissed.

“Oh! It's too deep!” I protested.

His thumb began to stroke across my clitoris
and fire flooded my body, while he continued to push against the
base of the dildo until it ached terribly! He withdrew his fingers
and the lips of my sex closed – mostly, though not entirely. I felt
his fingers caress them, and they were hot and swollen and
sensitive.

“You have a gorgeous pussy,” he said.
“Perfect, as if sculpted by an artist.”

I blinked rapidly, still overwhelmed by all
this kinkiness!

“Kneel here for a minute. Do not move,” he
said, his voice dropping low, as if warning me.

Then he stood up and walked away. I stared
out through the window, amazed at all this, and mind spinning as I
tried to figure out what to do about it! Well, what could I do!? I
could demand he release me at once and treat me with respect, as an
equal! That wouldn't get me far! I was sure (fairly sure) he'd have
let me go if I absolutely insisted, but I didn't want that.

I mean, I didn't want this wild, kinky,
incredibly exciting... whatever it was, to end in snarling, yelling
and anger! And I was still incredibly hot! I didn't want to
leave!

He came back and I turned my head to see what
he was up to.

“Face forward!” he ordered.

I jerked my head around, heart thumping, and
heard him come up behind me, then squat down. I nervously wondered
what the perverted man was up to as his hands gripped my right
forearm and pulled my arms back. I thought he might be undoing the
cuffs, and with a sense of relief, realized that was exactly what
he was doing.

“Keep your hands where they are,” he said as
he removed the metal cuffs.

He rubbed my wrists, though, which was what I
would have done, but then I felt something going around my right
wrist, like a cuff, or a bracelet. I thought of the studded
bracelets he'd had me wear the other day for Celia, and then
thought of how he'd managed to lock them together.

Sure enough, a second bracelet went around my
other wrist. These felt... wider than the ones I'd worn before,
though. When they were both on, sure enough, I felt that my wrists
were locked together again! Then I felt him putting similar bands
around my ankles. Finally, his fingers drew my hair back, combing
it out behind me, and then went around my throat trailing another
length of leather strap or...

It was a collar! It was a thick, leather
collar! He buckled it around my throat and then snapped a leash to
the ring in the front! I gaped at the chain, then at him as he
stood up.

“Up,” he ordered, tugging on the leash!

I scrambled awkwardly to my feet, feeling
even more disbelief as he led me, pulling on the .. leash, across
the room and then down another corridor. He stopped and turned me
and I saw there was an enormous mirror filling the wall, and there
I was, completely naked save for heels and stockings, with this...
this thick studded leather collar around my throat!

There was a plaque on the front of the
collar, and it said `Slut' in large, bold letters.

Oh my God! This was ridiculously kinky! He
was standing behind me, and now his hand gripped my hair in a firm
grip and his other slid up and down my body, lightly caressing my
breasts, fingering my nipples, then sliding lower.

“Have you ever done bondage before,
Hall?”

I shook my head, more than a little
dazed.

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped, jerking.

“Answer aloud,” he said.

“No!” I gulped.

Crack!

I yelped again.

“Sir,” he said.

I stared at him in the mirror and swallowed.
“No, sir,” I gulped.

“Think of it as a role, Hall, the role of...
sex slave.”

Sex slave!? Oh wow, I thought! Oh man! This
was so perverted!

His hand was now fingering my pussy and I
moaned softly, wary, anxious, even a little afraid, as well as
embarrassed and uncertain but... but God I was turned on!

He pushed me down to my knees, and I sat back
on my heels.

“Legs wide.”

I gulped and shifted my knees apart, staring
at myself in the mirror

“Wait here.”

He walked away again, leaving me to
contemplate the astonishing sight of myself, naked and collared and
… wrists bound behind me in the mirror. I shook my head in
wonderment as I heard him moving around behind me, then some
distance away. He returned and pulled me to my feet, took the
leash, and led me back into the living room.

The fireplace, the big stone one, was now
lit. It was a gas fireplace, I realized, turned on with the flick
of a switch. Next to it was a high backed leather chair. There was
a large square ottoman a few feet before that chair and... and
there was something strapped to it!

It was a dildo, a large black dildo, thick
and long, and attached to a flat base. The base had straps
attached, and the straps went down on either side of the ottoman
and presumably buckled together somewhere underneath.

He led me to the ottoman and then gripped my
wrists, lifting them up. That made me bend over with a squeak of
surprise, and he slapped my bottom.

“Legs apart,” he said.

I shifted my legs apart and felt his fingers
at my sex, carressing the lips again, then softly spreading them
apart, dipping into me, gripping the base of the dildo. I groaned
as I felt it slowly being pulled back out, and felt empty as I was
freed of it.

He straighten me up, but then pushed me
towards the ottoman. “Sit here,” he ordered.

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

He ignored me, backing me against it until I
had no choice but to either fall down or spread my legs to straddle
it. It was a wide ottoman and that left my legs at least two feet
apart.

“Down, slave girl,” he ordered, pressing on
my shoulder.

I sank down, heart thumping, and he guided me
lower. I stared down at the dildo, and he maneuvered me onto
it.

“Oh! Fuck!” I groaned as it pressed solidly
against me.

It was slick with something, and I was slick
as well. But even so I felt myself stretching around it as my
weight slowly forced me down over the head.

The lower I squatted, the less leverage I had
to resist, especially with my legs apart. I sank lower and lower,
feeling the thing pushing up deep into my belly until, eyes wide,
and gasping at the pressure deep inside me, my buttocks finally
pressed firmly against the leather surface of the ottoman.

He then took short straps and clipped them to
the rings in my ankle restraints. He pulled my ankles back
uncomfortably far, then strapped them in place with the strap going
around the rear legs, my toes barely touching the floor.

He nodded as if satisfied, then got up and
went across the room. There was bar in the far corner, and he took
his time making himself a drink as I squirmed helplessly, trying to
adjust to the aching pressure inside me, and to the fact I was
sitting with my legs spread wide, impaled on a big black dildo!

He sat the drink down on the table next to
the high backed chair, then walked out of the room again. He was
gone a couple of minutes, and when he returned, he had something in
his mouth. He moved behind me before I could see it, then jerked
back on my hair again. I opened my mouth automatically, gasping in
pain, and he forced something into it!

It looked like... a ball! It was sort of a
rubbery ball, which was big enough he had to squeeze it in to get
it past my teeth, even with my mouth open. Then it expanded again
inside my mouth, pressing down against my tongue and up against the
roof of my mouth.

Humming to himself, he fed a narrow strap
around my cheeks and behind my head, using his finger to pluck my
hair out from under it before buckling it behind me.

He sat down on the leather chair with a sigh
of relief, and finally loosened his tie. He glanced at me and
nodded.

“Do you have any idea how incredibly hot you
look?” he said in casual voice.

I stared at him, still trying to get used to
this... thing in my mouth.

“That's a ball gag. Later, you'll learn to
speak only when spoken to, but for now, it serves a purpose.

Later on? Only when spoken to? I felt my
brows knit in a glare. Not likely, buddy, I thought.

“Or perhaps that's a forlorn thought,” he
sighed, taking a sip of his drink.

He picked up a remote control, and what I had
taken to be a kind of table or cabinet suddenly sprouted a large
screen TV. I turned my head at a whirring noise and saw it sliding
up into sight, to a stock market channel.

I stared at him, turned my head to look at
the TV, then stared at him again.

He was watching TV!?

“Don't worry, Hall,” he said, not looking at
me, “I'm not ignoring you. I pride myself on mental strength but
even I couldn't manage that.”

I was thoroughly confounded by how he kept
saying these flattering things to me, but in such a casual voice,
as if he didn't really care. Yet at the same time, he virtually
attacked me like a raging animal when he kissed me!

His eyes flicked to me, up and down, then
back at the TV, then back to me.

I squirmed helplessly, self-conscious,
aroused, embarrassed, and aching inside. I kept trying to find a
way to ease the ache from the long, hard dildo jammed up inside me,
and failing.

Then he got up and left he room. I stared
after him. This was the most bizarre experience of my life!

He returned with what looked like, I don't
know, a microphone or something, with its cord wrapped around it.
He unwound the cord and plugged it into the wall, then unwound a
strap from the thing and squatted before me. I dropped my eyes and
saw that he was strapping a six inch long rounded tube with a wide
head to the ottoman in front of me. He drew the strap over both
sides of the ottoman, then underneath, then pushed the thing in
forward so the front was pressing against my pussy.

He reached under the ottoman, tightening the
strap securely, then flicked a switch and sat back down on his
chair.

The thing began to buzz and tremble and...
vibrate. I stared at it, then at him. He held up his glass as if in
a toast, then took a sip. What a strange man!

Then he took his iphone out of the holster on
his belt and it looked like he was going through emails!

My squirming on the ottoman was growing more
frantic, because that vibrator was jammed right against the top of
my sex, against my clitoris! I had once tried a vibrator, but while
it had been pleasant I hadn't gotten very attached to it. This one
was much more powerful! And given my already aroused state I soon
found my breath going ragged and my mind getting churned by waves
of powerful sensations!

I stared at it, moaning, gasping, squirming,
pulling against the straps. I stared at him again, and saw he was
now holding the iphone up, pointed at me. Shit! Was he taking a
picture! I shook my head frantically, which he ignored.

I looked down, gasping for breath, twisting
my upper body, pulling against the strap holding my ankles in
place. I arched back, shuddering, my entire lower belly now
churning violently, heat gripping my body and sexual electricity
crackling through me!

My head thrashed and I gurgled low in my
throat. I arched up, trying to ride the dildo, to push myself up,
but couldn't, not with my ankles pinned back to the rear legs. I
moaned and trembled, hips grinding frantically. I stared at him,
stared at the iphone, and then the orgasm hit and I screamed into
the gag.

And... I realized that the gag muffled me
fairly strongly. I screamed again, and again, in some strange way,
without even thinking of it, released from trying to cover up my
pleasure, from trying to stay reasonably silent. I thrashed and
arched and bounced against the thing as the orgasm set my blood
aflame and every nerve ending in my body seemed to crackle like
live wires.

It finally passed, leaving me gasping, pale,
trembling, sweaty, head bowed low, and, embarrassingly, drooling
around the ball gag.

I groaned weakly, trying to regain my breath,
to recover my sanity. I raised my eyes at last to see him watching
TV again, sipping his drink. I glared venomously at him, but he
didn't seem to be paying any attention.

And I still ached inside. And the vibrator
was still jammed against me, uncomfortably alive against my
horribly sensitive pussy. I squirmed with discomfort, trying to get
back from it with little success. And very soon, very, very soon, I
began to feel myself roused once again. I mean, I was still naked
and shackled in Black's penthouse, impaled on a dildo, and that
damn vibrator was still jammed against me.

But this was not something I was used to. I
mean, it was called climax for a reason, right? It meant the end of
the act, the end of the play. When I masturbated, and climaxed,
that ended it. When I was having sex with a guy, and came, that was
it.

Only, now I recalled, not with him. But he
hadn't done a thing! Not since he'd fingered me. This was orgasm
by... by machine, by remote control. I felt miffed at that, and at
how clam he was about it. And I was anxious about that camera, only
now remembering he'd taken another picture of me the first time
he'd bent me over his desk!

These were not the kind of pictures I wanted
getting out!

But he was either watching TV – he changed
the station several times – or glancing at emails or texts on his
iphone! Meanwhile, I began to squirm again, the thrumming sexual
power and tension building rapidly in my lower belly and then
sweeping up through my nervous system and flooding my mind like a
drug!

I was soon writhing and twisting and sobbing
in overheated pleasure once again, and again he held up the fucking
phone to take pictures! I felt a prickle of anger and dismay, but
it was swept away by the tidal waves of heat and excitement, and
then another orgasm crashed down upon me and I crying out, sobbing,
writhing and arching and shaking on the ottoman!

The sheer intensity of the storm of
sensations stunned me, and I bucked and trembled, convulsions
wracking my trembling, sweating body!

I collapsed, gasping, drooling again down my
front, and he changed the station on the TV.

Bastard!

For a third time, I recovered, only to start
another upward rise, like a roller coaster ride of sensations and
sexual heat. He watched me with interest, his eyes hot, and I
wondered if he'd suddenly gotten interested, or he'd been
repressing it before. Then I stopped caring, as I began to squirm
and twist and sob in pleasure.

He slid forward and turned off the
vibrator.

He then unfastened the straps from my ankles,
and moved behind me to unclip my wrists. I gasped as I felt him
pulling me up by the hair, moaning, reaching up to grasp at his
wrist as my scalp ached, reaching down with a cry of something like
animal dismay as the dildo slid out of my body and left me feeling
… vacant!

“On your hands and knees, Hall,” he barked.
“Now!”

I half fell, panting, moaning, and still
drooling.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, and raise your ass!”

I obeyed, moaning, wanting him to fuck me
desperately! And I quivered as he sank to his knees behind me. I
felt something warm and soft against my swollen pussy lips, and
then he pushed himself into me.

Oh! My! God!

The dildo had been.. hard, and unmoving. This
was warm and... and just felt so shockingly wonderful in
comparison, as it moved deep into my body! I don't think I'd ever
felt anything so wonderful! He filled me, though not quite as much
as the dildo, but the difference in the sensation, in how his cock
felt was just huge!

And then he gripped my hair and started to
thrust.

Every deep stroke made me cry out in wanton
pleasure! I fell utterly in love with the deep hard strokes and the
slap of his hips against my buttocks. I swooned weakly as his cock
slid back out of me, then cried out again as he drove forward.

He had hold of my hair and was using it like
the reins of a horse, though he didn't seem to require anything of
me. But the sharp sprinkle of pinprick pain in my scalp just added
to the surging waves of sensations churning within me. He rode me,
he slapped my bottom, he groped and roughly squeezed and even
slapped my breasts, and he yanked on my hair and he drove me out of
my fucking mind!

I don't know if it was an orgasm. I guess...
it probably couldn't be because it lasted so long. It was like
hovering just a hair below orgasm for an endless period of time as
he rode my body, as he pounded against me and into me, as he fucked
me like his whore, his bitch.

The strength in my arms gave way, and I tried
to prop myself up on my elbows for a time, but then I wound up
sinking low, gurgling, grunting dazedly, floating on a wild rushing
river of sensations that was battering me senseless! A final
screaming flood drove me almost unconscious, and I found myself,
cheek pressed against the floor, grinding against it as he
continued thrusting into me for a time, then halted.

 


 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


You might think, so much sex in one day! But
it was far from over. Black was like a kid with a new toy. And I
was the toy! While I lay there, drooling, gasping for breath, he
got more of his kinky little tools, and easily slid a butt-plug
into my backside, then a kind of slim plastic thing into my
pussy.

The plastic thing was actually like a clip
with a spring pressing the two sides together. One was about four
inches long, and about like a finger, the other was perhaps two
inches long, like a thumb. The shorter, `thumb' slid up across the
top of my pussy, over my clitoris, in other words, while the longer
one pushed inside me. The spring where they were connected squeezed
them together, with my flesh in between, keeping it from falling
out.

I just mumbled and groaned as he put these
in, not really caring, my mind still scattered.

I felt him removing the restraints from my
ankles, then tugging the stockings down and off. I groaned and
rolled over, staring at him, and noting he had a pair of what
looked like leather boots beside him on the floor.

I tried to talk, realized of course, I
couldn't, and reached up to my mouth, trying to figure out how to
remove the gag. My fingers followed the strap around behind my head
to the buckle, and unbuckled it, then slowly worked it out of my
mouth as he slipped a ridiculously long leather boot over my left
foot.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I croaked.

“I didn't say you could remove the gag,
Hall,” he said mildly.

The boot was already past my knee and going
higher. I watched as it slid up my thigh almost to my hip! My foot
slipped into the actual boot part at last, and to my surprise, it
felt as though it fit. He zipped it up and it was tight along my
leg all the way up. The top was barely an inch below my naked
pussy!

He slipped the other one on and I watched
uncertainly. Again, I felt abashed, like, what was I to say? I was
still panting, still recovering from three intense orgasms!

He tugged it up and zipped it up.

Then he snapped the leash thing to the collar
again.

“Onto all fours,” he said.

I stared at him and he frowned.

“But – .”

“Now.”

He had a very... commanding presence, and a
very sharp voice. I reluctantly rolled onto my knees and fell onto
my hands.

“Excellent,” he said. “These boots will make
it more comfortable on your knees as you crawl.”

As I what!?

“I'm not crawling!”

I jerked back but he pulled me forward again
by the leash.

“Do you want my belt across your backside?”
he demanded.

“Look, Joshua – !”

“Mr. Black,” he growled.

I stared at him, my mouth opening and closing
uncertainly. But his face looked serious.

“Are you kidding?”

That is not something I generally do,
Hall.”

“I-I'm exhausted,” I protested.

“I want to take you on a little tour of the
place,” he said.

“But... I can walk – .”

“I will only allow you to walk if you wrists
are bound.”

I was still confused by all this!

“Well.. okay,” I gulped.

He drew me to my feet and then drew my arms
behind me, locking them together again. Then he took the leash and
led me through his penthouse. It was a fabulous place, to be
honest. I'd never seen anything quite like it except on TV. Every
room was more spectacular than the one before it. They were all
quite large, with high ceilings, and huge glass walls. The
bathrooms were bigger than my apartment!

He led me into a screening room, a theater,
really, with rows of huge, plush leather chairs facing an enormous
screen. He sat down in the first row and pulled me down across his
lap, sitting, that is, not bent over. He adjusted me comfortably
across his lap, and then began to lick and chew almost casually at
my nipple.

Both my nipples ached. They'd been hard
since... I don't know how long!

And then the clip thing inside me, pressing
against me, began to buzz!

“Oh! Oh no! No more!” I moaned.

“Shh,” he said, rubbing his face against my
breasts.

“I'm tired!” I groaned.

“Why don't we watch a movie?”

He had a hand held remote and the screen came
on. I turned my head with a groan and then my eyes widened as I saw
myself! Apparently he hadn't been taking pictures with the iphone,
but videos!

“Oh my God!” I gasped, staring at a sharp,
bright, eight foot high image of myself naked and writhing against
the vibrator.

He pulled my right leg up and out, spreading
my legs wide, and I stared, transfixed, at the embarrassing image
of myself, so... utterly naked, my face contorted in pleasure,
drooling from the ball gag! My skin was flushed, and I was
trembling and moaning and... God, it was both humiliating and
incredibly arousing!

I couldn't tear my eyes off it, as he idly
fondled my body, and the clip thing buzzed against me, and despite
the wild heat I'd already gone through, I began to feel aroused
once more!

“Wh-what are you doing to me?” I moaned.

“Making you mine,” he said in a soft, rather
casual voice.

What did that even mean, I thought
desperately, as I watched myself going through a meltdown on the
screen. The thought of anyone I knew seeing this was horrifying!
But staring at myself left me feeling breathless, with my belly
churning again.

I found my wrists free, and then the video
stopped. He eased me forward off his lap and onto my knees, then
tugged on the leash and I fell forward onto all fours. When he
pulled on the leash I jerked forward almost instinctively, to ease
the pull against my neck, but he kept moving and I … I found myself
crawling after him.

He was right in that the leather boots made
it much easier to crawl, I thought numbly.

We crawled back up the aisle and out of the
theater, then down the hall into another room, which proved to be a
huge bathroom with an enormous sunken tube in the floor. He turned
on the water, which flooded into the tub from vents within it, not
a tap on the side, and then poured some liquid in.

The water began to bubble up.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

I sat back on my heels, and looked at
him.

“Stay.”

Stay? What was I, a dog!? A … bitch? His
bitch?!

He returned shortly, with a bottle of wine
but only one glass.

He set them down on the edge of the tub, and
then as I watched, he began to undress.

Now despite all that we had done I had never
seen any of his body other than, of course, the one he'd pleasured
himself with. Now I stared as he revealed smooth, softly tanned
skin over an athletic body. It was quite clear that Black worked
out, but then, I'd seen the gym he had.

He removed his shoes and socks, then skinned
out of his trousers. I thought, wow, he looked good! I almost
didn't want him to remove the boxers, because, well, that was
usually the part of a man which disappoints the eyes, in my
experience.

But not with Black. There was no paunch on
him, no softness. His belly was not quite a six pack, but it was
ruler flat. He had a sprinkling of hair going down it, and a little
around his groin, but it was clear he kept himself very tightly
trimmed, if not so tightly as I did.

He hung his things on a hangar and I got to
see that the back side of him was almost as good as the first. He
had a nice, firm, tight ass, and smooth, muscled back, ending in
nicely rounded shoulders.

He turned back, naked, and I felt another
rush of air escaping at how good he looked as he squatted down and
unzipped my boots, slipping them off.

“No,” he said. “Crawl.”

I gulped, and crawled up the single step to
the border of the tub, as he stood in the water, pulling on the
leash, then down into it with a surprised splash. It was deeper
than I'd thought! Kneeling on all fours, it was already up to my
shoulders!

He gripped my hair, using it as a leash,
ignoring my gasp of protest, as he sat down and then positioned me
sitting across his lap again, drawing my arms behind me to lock my
wrists together again, his arm around me this time.

“So, what are you going to make me for
dinner, Hall?”

“Me?” I gasped, staring with wide eyes. “I
don't cook!”

He looked at me with disapproval.

“Sir, Hall. “You must say sir, or Mister
Black.”

that was ridiculous but..

“I don't really cook...sir,” I said.

“What do you eat, girl?”

“Well, salads, smoothies. Smoothies are
good.”

He caught my left nipple between his thumb
and forefinger, then pinched it.

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said.

I glared at him.

“You can't cook anything?”

“Well, frozen stuff I guess.”

He pinched my nipple again!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Lack of obedience draws inevitable
punishment, Hall.”

“That hurt!” I gasped, as his fingers
casually rolled my throbbing nipple between them.

He snorted in amusement. “Of course it hurt,
silly girl. That's the intent. Remember your manners and it won't
happen.”

The clip thing was still buzzing between my
legs. It was a soft, low buzz, but it continued to keep my lower
belly thrumming with a state of low to mid level arousal. Not that
it was doing it on its own, of course. This whole situation was
absurd but darkly thrilling. And then there was that... thing he'd
put into my bottom!

“What if I decide to just leave?” I demanded,
trying to put up a false front.

He leaned in and mouthed my nipple, chewing
lightly on the flesh around it before raising his head.

“You won't,” he said.

“I might!”

“Employees are expected to do as their
employers tell them,” he said.

“I'm not being paid for this!”

“Would you like to be?” he asked, raising his
eyebrows. “How much would you charge?”

I didn't understand, at first, but then, my mind wasn't functioning
very well.

“I'm not a whore!”

The hand behind me jerked back on my hair and
I gasped, back arching.

“Ah, but we've already established that you
are a whore,” he said in satisfaction, “My whore.”

I felt his lips and tongue and teeth move
along my exposed throat, then trace downward onto my breasts.

But then he eased his grip and instead picked
up a bar of soap and began to soap up my chest! He had me stand up
in the tub and soaped up my entire body, then rinsed it off with a
hand shower. He soaped my hair with a small bottle of probably very
expensive shampoo, and rinsed it off too, his fingers surprisingly
gentle.

Then he sat me on the edge of the tub and
eased the clip out of me, replacing it with his tongue, and almost
driving me out of my mind. I begged him to stop at first, then
begged him to continue. I wound up arched back across the tub,
crying out as I climaxed, as my hips trembled and shook and bucked
up against his tongue.

No, I wasn't leaving any time soon!

He dried me off, brushed and dried my hair,
then had me done the boots again and crawl through the apartment to
the kitchen. It was a huge kitchen, with what looked like two of
everything. He prepared dinner, but the tradeoff was I had to
kneel, wrists bound behind me, while he did it, like... like an
obedient dog or something!

The smell of the steaks he was making was
starting to make my mouth water. I hadn't eaten much and my body
had certainly gotten a lot of exercise!

Every now and then he would look over me and
say “Head back,” or “Legs apart” to keep me positioned
properly.

He was wearing black boxer shorts, which he
looked very, very good in. I, of course, was wearing nothing but
the boots and collar. And I still had that damn clip thing buzzing
away at me!

He finally finished, and began carrying
things over to the table. He turned the lights low, lit the candles
on a five candle candelabra, and then came for me, drawing me to my
feet and leading me over by the leash. When I got there, though, I
saw only one place set, and only one steak, though it was a very
large one.

I looked at him in surprise and confusion,
and he smirked, then showed me what else he had waiting for me.

“You can't be hard again!” I said in
something like exasperation.

“You are clearly underestimating just how
much you turn me on, Hall,” he said.

He drew his cock out the front of his silky
black boxers and sat down, pushing the chair back.

“Sit, straddling me,” he ordered.

Gulping, I straddled him and started to sit
back.

I felt his hands on my buttocks, then my eyes
widened as I felt him tugging the butt-plug slowly out of me.

“Oh! I-I don't do that!” I gulped
desperately.

“An employee does as she's told, Hall. So
does a sex slave.”

A sex slave! Ridiculous! And incredibly
thrilling!

And I could already feel the fat nose of his
cock pushing into my ass!

“I-It's too big!” I gulped.

He reached past me and slid his fingers into
the butter he'd placed on the table, then drew it back. He raised
me up a bit and then when I sank down I could feel how slippery he
now was! I gasped as he pushed into me, thick, slick, and I slowly
slid down the long length of him!

I braced myself for pain, but it slid up
surprisingly smoothly, though I had to stop several times with a
gasp, waiting for something inside me to adjust. But then,
shockingly, I was able to sit down fully atop him. It felt very
strange! I felt full, but in a different way than when he was in my
pussy!

He held my thighs, telling me not to move,
just sit there, and then eased the chair in and began to eat!

Yes! He reached around me, cut a piece from
the steak, and put it into his mouth!

I was kind of, leaning to one side, still
focused mostly on the fact his big cock was way up in my ass!

He cut several pieces and ate quietly, as if
he didn't have a hard-on and it wasn't stuffed up inside me!

Then he cut a piece and held the fork before
my mouth. I was a bit breathless, but, well, hungry. I took it off
and ate it. It tasted incredible! Black turned out to be a good
cook!

“How is it?”

“It's... great!” I said after swallowing.

He nodded, cut off another piece, and ate
it.

I focused back on my being impaled on his
cock again, and the buzzing from that clip thing in my pussy, and
started to squirm on his lap.

“Stop squirming, Hall,” he said.

“I can't help it!”

“Of course you can. It's called
self-discipline.”

He held another piece before my mouth and I
ate it.

“If you undid these I could feel myself,” I
said, pulling at the restraints.

“No, I think not.”

“Ungh!” I gasped, as he jerked back on my
hair, then pinched my nipple.

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said calmly. “Remember it, slave
girl.”

“I'm not a slave girl,” I muttered.

“You will be.”

I gaped at that as he fed himself, then cut
another piece for me.

Holy God, what a strange meal!

And I was getting too aroused to focus on the food! I also couldn't
stop squirming, no matter how much he pinched my nipples!

So then he reached down and started fingering
my clit, and yes, he was able to make me climax in about a
minute!

He, however, seemed to be able to be able to
control himself. I wondered if he was using some kind of pill!

He let me drink some wine from his glass, and
fed me every second or third piece of steak.

Before too long, though, it was his
self-discipline which was starting to reach the end of its
endurance, for he was squirming a little under me, and then
suddenly he had me ride up and down on him slowly, about six or
seven times, then stop. He resumed eating and sipping on his wine,
and then five minutes later, had me do it again, this time for
about thirty seconds.

And I started to get really turned on again
myself!

The sensation of him moving in and out of me
back there was new to me, and I was finding it shockingly arousing
and intimate! I didn't want to stop! He had to keep grasping my
thighs to hold me in position.

Finally he sat up, kind of lifting me with
him. Both of us were a bit... trembly, by that point. He shoved me
against the wall, jerked back on my hips, slapped them, and then
started to do me right like that, with my face and chest pressed
against the wall! He gripped my hair, jerking my head up and back,
reached around to finger my clitoris, and bit into the nape of my
neck as he pumped hard and achingly deep.

I came first, like a whore, like his whore,
and then, you know who came second? Yeah, me again, edging him out
by a hair.

All evening was a variation on the theme of
me as his sex slave. He fondled and fingered and teased and
tormented me, slapped me, pinched me, tied me up, and finally ended
up with me tied spreadeagled on his bed while he used a variety of
toys and hot lotions to drive me out of my mind.
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“I can't wear this!” I gulped.

“Of course you can, Hall. It's your size,” he
said calmly.

“But not in public!”

“It's quite decent. You won't be
arrested.”

“But everyone will stare at me! I'm half
naked!”

“That's the idea, Hall.”

Don't get me wrong. It was a beautiful dress,
a gown, actually. I had no problem with its length. It was a full
length gown which trailed along the floor. It was made of some kind
of sheer material, but with thick sprinklings of black crystal
beads. The thickness of the beads varied, of course.

They were decently thick under and around my
breasts, if mostly absent for the top half of them and above. There
were only light tracing and lines of it along my arms and across my
back. It was fairly thick around my ankles, but then mostly just
thin, graceful lines trailing up my mostly bare legs to my upper
thighs.

It thickened over my groin, but there were...
vacant parts over my bottom. Likewise, the higher it got to my
belly button, the more see-through it became. It thickened around
my middle, and then grew fairly sheer under my breasts before
thickening again.

It was a dress meant to tease and draw the
eyes, and Black had me do my hair up, and do my makeup for a formal
gala event, as he called it. He also had found a diamond necklace
to go around my throat!

I guess it was how it went from opaque to
transparent and back again, as though there were missing pieces,
and the rest might fall off. I knew every man would be looking at
me! But as he said, that was the job, to be a distraction.

We rode in the limo, which was excruciatingly
embarrassing, though Robert seemed very good at pretending he
hadn't noticed a thing last trip. I wanted to sit with my back to
him, as before, but Black insisted I sit next to him.

It was the first time I had, and I wondered
at it. I mean, did he really need me to distract people at this
gala? Because it was almost like, you know, we were going on a
date. Then again, maybe he simply needed a girl with him to appear
normal. People tended not to go to these things alone, and he might
be thought of as a loser if he didn't take a woman.

I lowered my eyes again as Robert held the
door for us, and didn't raise them a lot as we walked up the path
to a mansion and in through the big main doors. The entry hall was
traditional, with a large curving staircase leading up. We turned
to the side, however, and went down a wide corridor lined with
portraits, ending up in a ballroom.

Also, I didn't have the tablet to keep notes.
Black had said I'd just have to remember. Also that I'd get a
spanking if I forgot anything!

We took glasses of wine and then, as Black
said, mingled. As before, he seemed to know an awful lot of people.
And this being Los Angeles, well, a lot of the people in power were
associated with the studios. Despite my self-consciousness I was
eagerly looking around to see if there was anyone I recognized.

It was a huge room, though, with two rows of
enormous chandeliers running along the roof far overhead. String
music was playing from the other side, pleasant, but not
interfering with conversations. Whoever owned this place sure had
money, I thought.

I sensed a number of eyes on me, and that was
both flattering and anxiety producing. Wearing a bikini or two in
pictures for my portfolio did not translate into being half naked
in public, and so I was a bit flustered. I kind of clung to Black,
instinctively, and somewhat surprisingly, he didn't say anything or
push me back. I figured I was acting as his date as opposed to his
assistant for this thing, anyway.

Black chatted with people here, and there,
mostly men, and never failed to introduce me, though as “Zoe Hall,”
not his personal assistant. He never used my first name except when
introducing me, which was another odd thing about him, I thought.
In fact, Black was a very odd man!

But I still felt a little fluttery when he
took my hand to lead us on to the next acquaintance. His hand was
so big and firm and strong. And I knew just how strong given how he
manhandled me during sex!

“I think that's Michael Hallwell!” I
exclaimed, looking over my shoulder.

“He's gay, so forget him,” Black said.

I turned my head, shocked. “He is not!”

“Trust me. I know these things.”

I turned back to look at Hallwell, amazed.
When I turned my head Black had stopped and was chatting with some
older guy with a beard. It was a very quick chat, with them
speaking in each other's ears, then we moved on.

Black was still holding my hand as he led me
across the room, and then out through another corridor.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“A den.”

I frowned uncertainly but we soon reached the
door and went inside. It was more of an office than a den, though
with floor to ceiling built-in shelves and cabinets of some dark,
gleaming wood which matched the desk before the large windows.

Black pulled in on my hand, swinging me
around against him, and kissed me. Everything he did like this
caught me by surprise, and this was no different. I blinked, wide
eyed, but then softened against him, sliding my hands up over his
shoulders as we kissed. Black was an incredible kisser, as I've
said. I could kiss him for hours!

However, while he had more patience for it
than most men, his hands inevitably began to roam, and his hands
were very skilled and knowing. The dress was light and gauzy, other
than where the beads were attached, and he eased up the front
enough so that the beads which covered my groin were raised higher,
and the gauzy stuff below allowed his fingers a more intimate
touch.

“S-Someone might come in!” I moaned as he
continued to kiss me.

“You let me worry about that, Hall.”

His fingers were stroking me through the
gauzy dress, or, actually, even using the thin material to rub
against me. I was wearing no underwear, at his orders, and my legs
began to tremble as his skilled fingers worked against my swelling
flesh. I was rapidly getting breathless and aroused.

He turned me around, bending me forward.

“Put your hands against the bookshelf, Hall,”
he ordered.

Panting, I obeyed, groaning as I felt him
raise the skirt up in back, lifting it up above my hips. I felt his
hands moving across the surface of my skin, caressing my buttocks,
gliding up and down and around across the curves before slipping in
between my legs.

I moaned as his hand covered my sex, as his
fingers slid slowly up and down my tight opening, spreading open
the lips of my pussy. I groaned as fingers slipped into me, while
others stroked against my clitoris.

“You are such a sexual creature, Hall,” he
said. “Such a hot, beautiful, surprisingly innocent sexual
animal.”

Innocent? Me, I thought dazedly. I certainly
didn't feel innocent after all he'd done to me!

His fingers pushed slowly in and out, all the
way to the knuckles, and his thumb was now tapping against the
rounded base of the butt-plug he'd insisted I wear. I cringed a
bit, hoping he wasn't planning on doing me there. I mean, it had
been hot before, but in this fancy dress at this fancy house, it
just felt too crude!

His right hand was fingering me as his left
moved up my body and into my hair. I moaned as he tightened his
grip and tugged back, forcing my head up and back.

“Legs wider apart, Hall,” he ordered.

I gulped in air, shifting my feet, in five
inch heels, further apart on the carpet, leaning forward, staring
down at the floor as I felt the waves of heat rolling through me
again and again.

“Oh!” I moaned, closing my eyes. “Oh
God!”

My hips began to grind against him and then
he slapped my bottom sharply.

“Keep still,” he growled.

I gasped but obeyed, and felt three fingers
sliding up deep, all the way to the knuckles, then back, then
forward again. Suddenly, the dress, which hung around my hips, was
lifted up higher.

“Raise your arms.

“But – .”

He was already tugging it up over my
shoulders and I had little choice as he removed it entirely! Then
he pulled me over to the desk, lifted me up and sat me on the edge.
A moment later he grasped my legs and jerked them up so that I fell
back across the desk.

The desk was not the monster he had at work,
though clearly an antique. It was not very wide, so that even with
my bottom right at the edge of the front, my head was hanging over
the back. He came quickly around to the back, however, and to my
surprise, opened several drawers. He pulled something out, a length
of cord of some sort.

He quickly grasped my right wrist and wrapped
the cord around it, then pulled it down along the edge of the desk
and tied the cord to some sort of bolt just under the surface.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” I gasped, half
sitting, or trying to.

“Shhh. I'm in a hurry,” he said.

He grasped my other wrist and pulled it down
along the desk the other way, quickly tying it down.

“Joshua!”

He moved around to the other side of the desk
and grasped my ankle, pulling it to one side and tying it down,
then spreading me open... open very wide, uncomfortably wide, and
tied my other ankle down.

“Lovely,” he said. “Just perfect.”

He pulled forward one of the chairs before
the desk, then leaned in and began to slide his tongue up and down
my sex. I stared at him, gaping at him, gasping, amazed that he
would do all this in someone else's den at a party!

But I couldn't stare for long. It was making
my neck ache to hold my head up like that, and I had to slowly lay
it back, groaning, even though that meant I fell back over the
opposite side of the desk, so that the blood rushed to my head.

His tongue work was, as always, amazing, and
I was soon finding it very difficult to keep from writhing and
twisting and moaning in helpless arousal.

That was when the door opened.

“Ah, there you are, Black,” said a voice.

My eyes jerked open and I let out a squeak,
jerking against the cords to no avail! I was tied helplessly in
place while some man was right there looking at me! I was
horrified, mortified, and yet... frozen in place. For while my head
was hanging upside down on this side of the desk, not only could I
not see Black or this new man, but they, particularly the new man,
could not see me.

Oh I know he could see virtually all of me!
He could see me in all my obscene glory! But he couldn't see my
face!

“Michael,” Black said.

“I see your reputation is not exaggerated,”
the man said.

“I have excellent self-control, Michael but,
well...”

I had the feeling he was pointing at me.

“Yes, I quite understand. Lovely.
Extraordinary body. Those breasts...”

“Quite real.”

“Exquisite legs, so deliciously laid out and
… vulnerable,” the man said, heat in his voice.

“You're early or I would have finished –
.”

“Oh that's perfectly all right,” the man
said, though clearly distracted. “My uhm, my fault.”

“You wanted to discuss your investment in
Macromedia?”

“What? Oh, yes, I did. What is her, uhm,
name?”

“Zoe. She's my assistant,” Black said.

“Your...?”

“Personal assistant.”

“Lucky bastard.”

“Yes, I am. She's quite competent if often
capricious and impertinent, in addition to being...”

“A lovely nymphet,” the voice said, filled
with heat and hunger. “You are very, very lucky, my friend.”

I felt, in addition to the incredible
humiliation, a sense of dawning horror as I wondered if Black would
let this man, whoever he was, do what he clearly wanted to do to
me!

“She needs occasional... chastisement,” Black
said, “but on the whole I agree. Now about Macromedia, Gordon told
me that they're close to a deal to buy more material, including a
lot of the Disney backlog.”

“What? Oh yes, Macro. The share price has
been falling for months, Joshua.”

“That will rapidly change when the purchase
is announced.”

“Do you think so. It's an awful lot of money,
Joshua.”

“You won't lose a dime, Michael. The share
price will rebound soon.”

There was a bit of silence.

“Chastisement, you say?”

“Oh yes, a spanking, sometimes, maybe a
little strapping.”

“A flog would suit that lovely torso,
those... breasts,” the man said hungrily.

“I will no-doubt introduce her to one
shortly.”

“Yes, yes, you should. You should make
videos, Joshua. With this girl in the starring role you'd make a
fortune. If her face matches her body.”

“It surpasses it, as a matter of fact. But I
don't think she's really in a mood for introductions at the
moment.”

“No, I suppose not,” the man said
reluctantly. “But if she's ever looking for... work...”

“I'll let her know.”

The door closed, and a moment later I saw
Black's head leaning over the desk as his hand slid up and down my
body. I raised my head slowly, hesitantly, to see the room empty,
then I glared at him furiously.

“You... you bastard!”

“We've already discussed the error of that
accusation,” Hall.

“You fucker!”

“Well now I plead guilty to that one.”

“You did that on purpose! You knew that man
would be coming!”

“He wasn't supposed to be here for
another...” he checked his watch. “ten minutes, but he does have a
tendency to come early to surprise people. You fulfilled your role
admirably. He was so thrown for a loop he lost all the anger he was
going to spill out on me over his investment in the Macromedia
fund.”

“You had no right to... to expose me like
that!” I cried. “Untie me!”

“But I didn't expose you, exactly,” he said,
his hands coasting over my breasts in ways which, despite my anger,
felt very... very good.

“You laid me out in this obscene post and
then tied me down just so he would see me!”

He shrugged, pulling in the chair again, then
leaning in over my sex, licking lightly.

“Stop that! I want to be untied! I'm
quitting!”

“To go and work for Michael? He'd probably
pay well,” he said, fingers sliding up and down my pussy.

“You're crazy! You're both crazy!”

“Not at all. And remember, he didn't see your
face,” he said. “I could take a picture of this with your head back
and put it on the internet and your own mother could see it and not
have a clue it was you.”

His fingers sank slowly into my body.

“You... you still had no right!” I
gulped.

“An actress,” he said soothingly, “playing a
role.”

“What kind of a role!? Bondage slut?!”

“Whatever role I want you for,” he said, his
lips closing around my clitoris.

“Joshua!”

“Mister Black,” he said. “Or did you want
that flogging Michael was talking about?”

He sucked on my clitoris as his fingers
pushed in and out, and my arms and legs, which had been pulling and
twisting against the cords, began to writhe in a more rhythmic way
which, I slowly came to realize, mirrored his sucking. Every time
he sucked particularly hard, my hips rolled up against him, and
every time his fingers plunged deep inside me my back arched
sharply.

“I hate you!” I moaned.

“I think you're lying, Miss Hall,” he
said.

He stood up, and, even upside down, I sensed
it. I raised my head up, not a lot, for my neck was really aching
from trying to hold it up so much, but enough to see him leaning
over the desk and looking down at me. A moment later I felt his
cock, the head, pushing in between the lips of my sex, then sliding
slowly up and down the length of my opening before pushing into
me.

“Oh God!” I gasped.

“Sir will do.”

“Bastard!”

He pushed into me and I cried out, arching,
twisting. Then his heavy body was atop mine, and his hand slid
behind my head, lifting it up so we were face to face. His lips
came down hard against mine and I couldn't help kissing back as his
hips began to thrust determinedly in and out.

The heat within me built up higher and
higher, and then he eased up and back, thrusting even harder, his
hands sliding up and down my body but focusing on my breasts,
kneading and caressing them, rolling and plucking at them as my
head fell back upside down.

The blood rushing to my head again, while the
intense sexual pressure also filled it, made it seem like my very
skull would explode with all the pressure, and when I came, it was
a massive orgasm that had me writhing and thrashing, crying out in
animal heat, mad with the intensity of the orgasm tearing through
my mind.

 


 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


Black, I was learning, liked showing me off,
not merely as a distraction, but as an ego thing for himself. Yet
as harsh and cool as he could be he also could be amazingly tender.
I spent hours naked, wrists behind my back, either sitting across
his lap or laying on my back or belly across it as he watched
television through the evenings.

His hands were always touching me, and not
always where you would expect. They would cup and caress me between
the legs, yes, but also gently comb through my hair, caressing my
back and shoulders, and my belly and legs. It was like he couldn't
get enough of touching me, with both his fingers and his lips.

It was an amazing experience! I spent every
evening like that, naked, wrists bound behind me, while he toyed
with and caressed me, and talked idly about this or that. I mean,
having a conversation about politics with a guy while you were
laying across his lap naked with dildos inside you and his fingers
caressing your bottom was certainly a new experience to me!

He would bathe me, brush my hair, even brush
my teeth! He would cook for both of us, feed me by hand, then he
would select what I should wear, which was always something sexy
and revealing, and we would get into the limo for work.

At the end of the day, we would go back to
his place, where he would remove my clothes again, put on the
restraints and collar, and then we would exercise, spend some time
in the pool, or do something else. He taught me how to play
billiards, for example.

And of course, he would fuck me... hard...
numerous times during the day. The man had stamina, I'll give him
that. Three or four times was the norm, and that didn't count how
many times he made me come with his fingers and mouth and various
sexual toys. I think I was averaging a dozen orgasms a day!

And at least one spanking and any number of
sharp little slaps on the bottom. The spankings always preceded a
tremendous orgasm, however, so that despite myself I began to get
hot just thinking about being spanked, and once I actually came
while he was spanking me, before he'd even gotten to the fingering
part!

Yet it was weird how I was almost always
bound, either with the leather restraints, or with handcuffs, or
actually tied with ropes, most of the time when at his place. I
complained, but half-heartedly, given he was doing everything for
me. And given, as I said, the dozen orgasms a day.

Even when I wasn't coming, well, I was almost
always in a state of sexual arousal. I think it was infecting my
brain, my mind. It was turning me into the slut he called me. My
whole world was now focused on Black and sex.

I wore the tiniest little thong bikini to a
party on a yacht, and soon found myself overdressed. The other
girls, mostly bimbos, in my opinion, soon doffed their tops, and,
feeling both competitive, and pressured, I removed mine as
well.

But it was more than that. I was becoming
much more of the tease, more of the exhibitionist, much more
excited at the way men looked at me and wanted me. I was exposing
more of my body to strangers, even in gatherings, so I could
distract them, and, I suspected, so Black could feel smug about him
having a hot looking girl like me.

Not that he ever identified me as anything
but his personal assistant, of course.

But most personal assistants didn't cavort
around in a hot tub with other girls wearing nothing but a thong.
Not while half a dozen men looked on, sitting comfortably, drinking
wine and discussing business.

Later, he arranged, I was sure, to be
'caught' while I was giving him oral sex on my knees in one of the
cabins. He was holding me by the hair, and wouldn't let me pull
away, so I had to continue while he discussed some sort of deal
with the man standing in the doorway. That was both humiliating
and, once the initial shock had eased, horribly arousing.

“You planned that,” I said accusingly, after
the man had left.

“I plan everything, Hall,” he said. “Now get
back to work.”

“Bastard, “I said, before sliding my lips
over his cock again.

Another time, I was wearing those thigh-high
black leather boots, similarly high leather gloves, and a leather
dress, when he decided to spank me in his office. And that was when
Celia arrived, unannounced, supposedly, but I knew he simply hadn't
told me. He had removed the dress, by then, and I was belly down
across his lap, dildos in my pussy and bottom, and my backside
bright red.

“Ah, Joshua, have I caught you at an awkward
moment?” she asked in amusement.

No, she'd caught ME at one though!

“Not at all, Celia. Sorry, the time ran away
with me,” Black said.

He rolled me off his lap, and I twisted my
face away from Celia. It was as red as my bottom!

“Kneel in the corner, Hall, until I have time
to deal with you,” he barked in a crisp, cold voice.

I started to rise...

“No!”

He pushed me and I gasped, falling onto my
belly.

“Crawl over there on your belly, then kneel
in the corner.”

Bastard! I was seething mad, for I knew he
was doing this to impress Celia, but at the same time as I felt
humiliated I felt incredibly aroused! I crawled over to the corner
and rose, facing the corner, face blushing, as he got Celia a
drink, and they discussed things.

When Celia left I cursed him out, got another
spanking, and then was bent over his desk to be pounded until my
throat ached from screaming in pleasure.

By the next time she returned, though, I was
dressed exactly the same, except they were lacy black thigh high
stockings and lacy black gloves, and I had to get them refreshments
and sit there naked, blushing hotly and horribly aroused as Celia
smiled at me.

The time after that, he masturbated me while
I sat across his lap and Celia looked on, and the time after
that... I learned how to perform oral sex on a woman, and then
learned that Celia had been the one to teach Joshua how to do it –
and that she was even better at it than him.

Another time I was tied down across his
ottoman again, spreadeagled and naked, when he had an 'unexpected'
visitor. This one was a man, and as a special favor to him, I
suppose, or a further distraction, he was allowed to caress me, to
see how 'soft' my skin was, but nothing more.

Black used me like his whore, and treated me
like his whore, and in a sense, I became his whore, but no one
elses. He would show me off, but never loan me out. He would
occasionally let a man touch me, but no more. As he had said
earlier, I was his, and he was very possessive.

I thought of myself, at one point, as his
pet, rather than his girlfriend. He even walked me on a leash
sometimes! But you know, people can love their pets. People have
even died for their pets.

At night, where I slept in his bed, with my
wrists still fastened together behind me, I would always go to
sleep on one side of the bed, and he on the other. But by morning,
I would find his arms wrapped tightly around me and his face in my
hair. And his morning kisses were more tender and affectionate than
hot and aroused.

That would change, of course, for as I said,
every day was one of thrills, excitement, heat, hunger,
embarrassment, and explosive sexual pleasure. And I couldn't think
of anywhere else I would rather have been, anything else I would
have rather done, or anyone else I would have rather done it with
than Black.

Mister Black, I mean.
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