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CHAPTER ONE

So, I have to set this up for you, because it’s really important that you understand who Cayce Jacobs is. When she walks into a room, you notice her immediately. She is tall, taller than most women want to be – yet she wears stiletto heels confidently. Her slender A-line skirt suit follows the curves of her slender body and her legs are both function and artform.

I saw her for the first time about two years before I started working for her. I was working a temp job for a catering company and had to play server for a charity event she was hosting. When I say that you notice her when she walks in the room, I’m not exaggerating. I walked around the ballroom with a tray of drinks in my hand, wandering from person to person.

The song playing as musical ambiance reached its conclusion and before the automated DJ could move on to the next selection, the door opened, and she stepped into the room. The man who had been in the middle of taking a drink from my tray paused in the middle of the action, his glass tilted slightly on the tray so that I had to shift to keep it from spilling on him. His head turned and my gaze followed to see her walk in.

I watched conversations stop as everyone took notice of her. I did not miss the lust in the eyes of the man still taking a drink from my tray but judging from the beautiful blonde who walked with her arm in Cayce’s, I thought it was a safe assumption that he was not her type.

The woman knows how to make an entrance. She knows how to control a room. It was more than her being the host. People responded to her in a way that I’d never seen people treat anyone before. It was like a natural deference that they showed her.

If you’re going to believe what I’m about to tell you, then you have to understand what it is like to stand there in a room and watch her control everyone with a glance, with the toss of her hair, with the flash of a smile, or with the turn of her step.

It does not matter who you are. You can be a server like me or the CEO of a major company – that night I recognized three from local news coverage and two from my old job. When she is in the room, we all belong to her.

“Gloria Mingle,” I looked at the receptionist, June on her plaque, feeling extremely nervous. “I’m here to interview with Ms. Jacobs.”

I was not even sure how I had gotten this interview. I wasn’t looking for a job. One day, maybe two months after the party I worked for Ms. Jacobs, I got a call from a recruiter. Ms. Jacobs like my resume and job experience and wanted me to come in.

Cayce Jacobs ran an investment banking firm. I was not even kind of qualified for this job, but I was not stupid. If someone wants you to come in and interview for a decent paying office job and you’re working minimum wage at temp jobs, you don’t tell them you’re not qualified. You ask what time you need to be there.

My mom did not raise an idiot.

“You’re early.” The receptionist offered me a smile. “Ms. Jacobs will be happy to see that. Just have seat and I’ll let her know you’re here.”

I sat down, a little nervous that I wasn’t being asked to fill anything out. Every job I ever interviewed for if they didn’t have me fill out an application online would have me fill out something in the office. It was why I was always early. Here, though, I was just expected to sit and wait.

Fortunately, Ms. Jacobs did not make me wait long. She entered the office waiting room and I felt my breath taken away. I was back at that charity dinner, watching the entire room stop to see her. She wore a tight suit that outlined her breasts and hips. Her long legs emerged from the hem of a skirt that stopped above the knees, perfectly shaped by high heels.

She really was breathtaking. It wasn’t just her timing, coming in as the DJ was switching tracks.

“Gloria?” She walked up to stand above me and held out a hand.

I stood and took her hand. She shook it firmly and locked my eyes with hers. I felt evaluated under that gaze but strangely, not small. “It’s a pleasure to meet you Ms. Jacobs.”

Her smile broadened. “Please, call me Cayce. In this office, I like my staff to feel like part of an inclusive, chosen family. Things like ‘Mister’ and ‘Miss’ belong to clients.”

It had to be a line she said to everyone, but it felt … natural was the best word I could think of to describe this woman. Everything from how she carried herself to how she walked to how she spoke felt like it flowed simply from her being Cayce Jacobs.

With the introduction out of the way, Cayce led me from the reception area into the office itself. A wide hall with window-facing offices on one side and assistants’ desks on the other a bustle with activity. Financial Advisors talked on the phone – though one was playing basketball with his waste basket while cheering at something on his television – while their assistants moved between tasks.

Everything seemed so busy and yet every assistant we passed paused to say good morning to Cayce and be introduced to me. It felt excessive for an interview, until we reached Michelle.

“Welcome to the team.” Michelle said as she shook my hand.

I felt flustered and managed to stammer out, “I’m just interviewing.”

Cayce laughed and Michelle just gave a knowing nod.

“I didn’t bring you in to interview,” Cayce said. “I’ll talk to Miranda, because she was supposed to make that clear. She called you in to start your first day and join your team. You’ll be working with Michelle, who supports Rodney and Alex. They’re two of our top producers, so she needs the extra hand.”

I blinked, trying to catch up to what was going on. “How do you know you want to hire me if you didn’t interview me?” I didn’t want to sound ungrateful, but everything was moving faster than I was ready for. I felt off balance and almost dizzy.

“I wanted her to hire you, actually,” Michelle said. “I liked how you handled yourself at the charity dinner. You were patient, respectful to all the guests, and even managed to keep Rodney from having a fourth drink without him making a scene. If you can handle Rodney when he’s not allowed to get more alcohol, you can handle him when he’s flustered trying to get trades in before deadline.”

“I would have hired you sooner, but the catering company has a rule about clients contacting their recruited staff.”

“The Cayce Rule,” I said, and laughed. “I thought it was the Case Rule, not the Cayce Rule and was always confused about why it was called that.”

“And you pick up on stuff fast,” Michelle added. “You’ll fit in here perfect. A couple of weeks on the job and you’ll know everything you need to know to back these guys up. You’ll have some tests to take later, but I’ll teach you what you need to pass them, so no worries.”

That was that. Cayce left me in Michelle’s hands to learn the ropes. I spent the rest of my day in the office, getting my sign-on credentials for the computers and learning the basics that I would need to help Michelle. I got to know the two assistants closest to us. They were both backup for Michelle when she was out or at lunch, and we would be the same for them. Their Advisors also had work that piggy-backed off Rodney and Alex, so the support made sense.

Over the rest of the week, I got a handle on just what my job entailed. A lot of it was answering phones and filing, though I would eventually help Michelle put in trades. We would also be working together on portfolio presentations and other things that Rodney and Alex had to present to clients.

As I got acclimated to my job, I also learned my way around the office, something that was surprisingly easy. All the Financial Advisors had offices with windows. There were no interior offices. Upstairs was the order room, where Michelle and I took orders to, usually sending them through pressure shoots. Upstairs also contained the Compliance Office, where paperwork was reviewed, and the Trade Floor.

The Trade Floor was something Michelle assured me I would never have to see. Curious, though, I snuck up to it during lunch, with Michelle to accompany me and explain what I was seeing. The Trade Floor was an open concept office that smelled of sweat, coffee, and energy drinks. Several men were here, animatedly talking on the phone, climbing desks, or lying on the ground, dancing their feet up walls. It was a madhouse of activity and I wondered if this was where the Financial Advisors went when they snapped.

“These are the traders,” Michelle said as she closed the door against my astonished face. “They’re constantly on the phone with our reps not just on the stock exchanges in New York and Chicago, but all of the major markets around the world. We put in the orders but they’re the ones who actually guarantee us the prices we’ll get. They also handle commodity and hedge trades to protect some of the riskier deals they make on our behalf.”

“They look insane.” I felt in awe of the young men in there.

“Probably. It’s extremely high pressure. Most of them are in training to be Financial Advisors, but a few will stay there and just do that until they retire or burn out.”

“Why?” My eyes were wide, and I followed Michelle back down to our floor.

“Because it’s mad money,” Michelle said. “They make a commission, but they also get a margin. So, if we put in a buy for, say $17 a share and they buy it for $12 a share, they not only get a commission on the sale, but they just pocketed $5 a share – or at least part of that $5. I think it gets split up a few ways. But you get the idea.”

I shook my head. It seemed a little … grey to me, but I was not going to question it. As we descended to our floor, another question struck my mind. I had noticed that the layout of the office left a large area that had not been accounted for in my tours or work in the middle of the office.

“What’s the big area behind us?” I gestured to the interior wall as we made our way back to the desks.

“Oh, that’s the Server Room,” Michelle smiled. “You’ll see it on Tuesday.”

*****

I thought Server Room meant just that … it was a room that held the office servers. Computer servers.

I really feel that I need to clarify that right now.

I thought, given how large the interior unexplored area was, that it was maybe a little excessive for computer servers but … I really was not an expert. You could point at a boat on the ocean and tell me that was an offshore server farm and I would have no context to know whether or not you were lying to me. When Michelle told me that I would see it on Tuesday, I figured that was just when our IT person had time to show me what I needed to know about them.

Every Monday the Financial Advisors and the supervisors from the Trade Floor would get together for their weekly sales meeting. I got to sit in on it just so that I knew what they talked about. I only had a few days under my belt, so most of the things they discussed flew over my head.

Hedge fund here. Mutual fund over there. Options landed somewhere against the wall behind me. I think someone was putting calls down, which Cayce was a little stressed about. Oh, and there was no margin of error for that.

Margin was very important there.

By the end of the meeting, my head was a jumbled mess of terms and phrases that even coffee could not cut through. When I tried to explain my confusion to Michelle she just laughed kindly and promised that once we started studying something called the Seven, all of it would make sense.

That was only mildly reassuring to me and did nothing but put Prince in my head for the rest of the day.

By Tuesday, most of the confusion of Monday’s meeting was behind me and I was ready for the staff meeting. I arrived at the office at 8am and ran through emails and notes. Michelle had warned me that staff meetings could run long, so I wanted to make sure no important work was waiting for me.

“You’re here bright and early.” Alex smiled at me as he opened his office door.

“Just getting ready for the meeting. Do you have anything that needs to be taken care of this morning?” I looked up from my computer at him.

“Did you and Michelle wrap up the Gallagher portfolio yesterday afternoon?”

I thought for a moment. We had done several last-minute things, gathering prospectuses, printing off figures, and running calculations. “Yes. Everything should be on Rodney’s desk.”

“Then we’re golden. Rod and I look out for each other while you girls blow off some steam. So, don’t worry about us and enjoy your meeting.”

That seemed like an odd way to describe a business meeting, but what did I know? All of this was new to me. He could have told me that I would be serving tea to the Queen of England and I would not have known if that was normal for a Tuesday morning meeting.

Michelle arrived promptly at 8:30 and I helped her with the morning routines. Unbeknownst to Alex, there were actually several things that Michelle liked to put together and into motion before the meetings. The work left both of us rushing around ahead of our 9am deadline, and I wondered to myself how she got all of this done by herself before.

“Next week, I’ll be able to get all of this started when I get in at 8,” I said as we finished up the last task and headed to the meeting room.

“You don’t have to come in that early,” Michelle said.

I laughed. “I don’t believe you but it’s okay. The train ride here is actually really short and less crowded when I leave early.”

She led me not to the main conference room that the Financial Advisors used the day before, but to the Server Room, aptly marked as such, though I had never noticed the door before. I looked at her quizzically, but Michelle just smiled and opened the door.

The room was a little smaller than the main conference room, but had the same general layout, rows of chairs facing a front with two whiteboards, a pull-down screen, and a podium. This room, however, only had one door leading out from the back, though I was not sure where it would have led to. I estimated that we had at least another half-size of this room before we met the hallway and assistant desks on the other side of us.

Maybe, I reasoned, that was the actual Server Room. Perhaps this space had been repurposed when computer servers were switched out from large machines to smaller ones.

As with the sales meeting the day before, Cayce was here to lead the meeting. She started with general business. She began talking about some of the things discussed in the sales meeting the day before, and I felt a pit grow in my stomach. I did not need another day of trying to reason out where to put calls into the margins. Or rather, how not to?


CHAPTER TWO

Thankfully, that part was fast as my coworkers seemed to have a firmer grasp on what Cayce was concerned about than the Financial Advisors did. With that part out of the way, Cayce turned her attention, to my dread, to me.

“I believe everyone has had a chance to meet Gloria?” Cayce gestured to me and with Michelle’s encouragement, I stood up and joined her at the front of the room. “Please tell everyone a little bit about yourself.”

I cleared my throat and looked around the room. I had met almost everyone here, though I did not know everyone’s name without the name plates at their desks. A few faces were new in that I had seen them in the office but had not had a chance to talk to them. As I mustered up the courage to speak, the receptionist came in and sat down on the front row.

“I’m Gloria Mingle.” I felt nervous, but no one seemed perturbed by my unnecessary introduction. “This is the first office job that I have worked. Well, sort of. I was working temporary jobs for catering companies and sometimes we would cater office conferences and lunches. I don’t think that counts, though.” I laughed and to my relief, others laughed with me, stopping when I stopped to continue. “Before that I worked in retail, a small little mom-and-pop boutique downtown. It’s closed now, which is why I started doing the temp stuff. Other than that, I live alone with a cat and a parrot, who keep each other company while I work and mostly don’t terrorize each other. The bird was my mom’s, but she doesn’t have time to take care of her anymore and the cat grew up with the bird, so she mostly understands not to try to eat her.” That got a couple of laughs I was not expecting. I was being serious. “So that’s me, I guess.”

The other women nodded. Cayce clapped her hands together. “You forgot to mention that you were a masseuse for a while.”

I blushed at the mention of that job. That was not something on any of my resumes online and not something that I talked about. I stammered, trying to find my voice and failing to hold onto it or any of the confidence I had built up.

Cayce touched my shoulder, a gesture that was reassuring and I felt myself steady a little. “I didn’t realize you’d react that way. It’s not a job you should be ashamed of.”

I looked up at her and tilted my head to one side. My words had not yet returned or I would have asked her if she knew what my role as a masseuse had actually entailed. If she did, I doubt she would have wanted to hire me to work some place like this.

“Everyone woman in this office,” Cayce said slowly, gently, and deliberately, “has some kind of unique talent and history, me included, that enriches our experiences. You will find a lot of things here, but judgment is not one of them.”

I swallowed hard, feeling uncomfortably like the focus of a discussion that I did not know I was having, and was not ready for.

Cayce directed her attention back to the rest of the room. “It’s time for us to adjourn to the Server Room.” Cayce gestured to the other door. As people stood and began to file through it, she looked at me. “If you’re ready to see just how your unique talents can serve your coworkers, then join us. If you’re not, it’s okay. You can go downstairs for coffee and a snack if you’d like, and put it on my tab.”

The invitation and alternative were equally sincere. My curiosity was piqued. Cayce Jacobs knew exactly what my job as a masseuse had entailed. The idea that those talents would be used in this office should have terrified me. It should have had me turning around and not going downstairs but leaving altogether.

It should have a lot of things, but it didn’t. When I worked at the massage parlor, I was not given choices like “do this thing that might make you uncomfortable or go enjoy a nice coffee on us if you don’t want to.” I was told that I had to do the things, whether I liked it or not, whether the clients were nice or not, and if a client had reason to complain …

Well … I’ll put it this way. I cried when the mom and pop boutique closed down. I loved that job and I loved the people who owned it. I had begged them to keep it open and let me run it for them, but they were just ready to retire and not worry about business at all. When the massage parlor was shut down, I celebrated by getting so drunk that I had no idea what I actually did that weekend.

“I –” I looked at the door out into the office and the door into the Server Room. What was it Alex had said about the staff meetings? They were a way for the girls to blow off steam. “I’ll come and see the rest of the staff meeting.”

I could not believe I said it. I followed Cayce through the door and my throat and belly tightened together.

June stood naked, except for a black collar she wore around her neck. As the door closed behind me, I watched her assisting another woman in removing and folding her clothing. When the woman was completely naked, she placed a collar with a D-ring in the front around her neck and the woman walked further into the room.

The room itself was … it was a showroom of everything that Gloria considered to be decadent and perverse. Dark wooden sawhorses with leather padding had large rings hanging from them. Leather-lined tables had shackles hanging off while various velvet lounges lay about the room.

I saw different styles of whips and floggers hanging from the walls. I could only imagine what lay hidden in the cabinets and their drawers. I did not have to imagine much for long. Two of the assistants were at one cabinet, pulling out a harness and a large, flesh-looking dildo.

“Everyone in this room is my slave,” Cayce said. I forced myself to turn from the scene of one woman bending the other over a leather sawhorse to look at her. “Out in the office, I am Cayce. Here, I am Mistress.”

Suddenly the office dynamics made perfect sense. The first-name familiarity, the way the Financial Advisors were encouraged to treat the assistants like partners rather than secretaries, the way everyone was encouraged to work together and support each other. It all created an environment where we were on even ground. It probably made them feel okay doing … this.

I was not sure how I felt about it. This was as far removed from the massage parlor as the massage parlor was from anything decent. But my presence here carried an expectation. I entered. I had to participate. Silent, I walked over to June, wondering just what was in store for me.

She helped me remove my clothes. The collar she presented to me, however, was not black like the others. This one was red and a soft, supple suede. She fitted it around my neck, using her finger to gauge tightness, and turned me to face the room.

Michelle was assisting Cayce … Mistress … out of her dress suit. Under it, she wore a leather harness that crossed around her breasts, over her torso, and between her legs, leaving every important piece of skin exposed. She was beautiful, but not there for me to gaze on. She was accessible, but not there for anyone to use.

After Michelle finished hanging the dress neatly on the wall, she turned back to Mistress and dropped to her knees. Leaning forward, she began to kiss the tops of her feet, her ankles, and then her shins and calves. Mistress simply stood there, letting Michelle worship Her and show –

I don’t know if it was humility, appreciation, or both. I was captivated by what I saw. I was moved and curious. This was an amazing woman, but would I really kiss her feet? When Mistress walked away, Michelle began to kiss the floor where she had been standing with a passionate fervor that made every part of my body tingle.

“I am Mistress’ Prima,” June said, drawing my attention to her. “That means that I am in charge of training the new girls and overseeing the Server Room during our staff meetings. My job is to make sure that everyone is enjoying themselves and that Mistress is pleased by what is taking place. If anything is off and I don’t address it, I am immediately punished, something that is not pleasant, let me tell you.”

“If we do something wrong, you get punished?” That was what I read into what she said.

“Yes.” June answered with a simple tone as thought that were to be expected. “All of you are caught up in your moments. The rule of this room is to go all out, to explore and push those boundaries and limits. It’s a Libertine philosophy that says you only grow when you experience something new. But that doesn’t mean going all out doesn’t have consequences. Since all of you are in the moment of having to push yourselves and each other, it is my job to pull you back if you need it.”

“That sounds really scary.” I watched as one of the assistants shackled the other to a table, with her ass up in the air. A third assistant, under the watchful eye of Mistress, positioned a machine with a piston at the end of the table. My suspicions of its use were confirmed when I saw her attach a large dildo to it. She brought the woman back while the other readjusted her shackles.

Then the machine started. It was not loud, which surprised me. The piston worked, thrusting the dildo into the woman as her face went from surprise and a hint of pain, to pleasure, to the ecstasy of orgasm … and then, terrifyingly back to pain as the pleasure did not stop. I watched as she grunted and cried out, pleasure returning to her, emerging as a cry.

Now I understood what it really meant to be tortured with sex. While the machine worked, bringing her pleasure and pain at once, the other two assistants fondled her breasts. The one who set up the machine climbed onto the table and took old of her head, bringing her face between her thighs.

“It can be, which is why you have the red collar,” June said. She walked me around the room so that I could see the different activities my fellow assistants were doing. “For the first few staff meetings, I will be working closely with you so that I can learn your limits, boundaries, and tolerances. I will learn the things you like, the things you hate, and from there, I will establish my watch plan for you during these meetings.”

We paused at another table, this one covered with a plastic tarp. One of our backup assistants lay on her stomach on the table while another pinched up her skin and slowly drove a needle into it. I winced but could not turn away. She slowly released the skin, and the butterfly needle sat there. She added another and another and I realized that she was going to run them all the way down her back.

“It’ll be a while before you try needles, so don’t worry,” June guided me away from the table to another area, where Mistress was now. She took an offered flogger and swung it, striking the woman who was bound in front of her to a giant wooden X. “Any time you are being trained; you’ll be wearing the red collar. You’ll notice some of the other girls will be wearing one too some time, though not today.”

I was entranced and overwhelmed at the same time. Mistress swung the flogger and struck the woman bound to the X. The sound of leather against skin danced in my ear, blending with her cries of pleasure and pain. I shuddered from fear and desire. I didn’t know what it was that I wanted, standing there. Did I want to see more of this woman in pain … or did I want to be in pain?

“I’m going to start you light,” June took my hand and led me to one of the lounges. It was soft and velveteen. When I sat on it, I lay back as though it were beckoning me to. My mind was full of the sounds around me and everything that I had seen. I felt almost drunk on the experience and did not notice at first what had taken place next. It was not until June’s tongue pressed into my clit that I understood. I gasped and then moaned as pleasure quickly surged up, already enticed by the pleasure and pain of the other assistants around me.

As my orgasm reached its peak, I opened my eyes to see Mistress take hold of one of my breasts. As June continued to lick at the delicate skin between my thighs, Mistress took a riding crop and slapped it against my nipple. I cried out and felt everything June’s tongue touched spring to new life. With each strike of the leather against my nipple, I grew more sensitive until the touch of her tongue on my clit was a hammer strike and the slide of her tongue along the labia a knife.

Yet neither of them stopped. I don’t know if I wanted to. I … I don’t think that I did. I was so caught up in the growing sensations, pain and pleasure, pleasure and pain, all blending and mixing together, exploding out of my body, gushing as June greedily lapped at me. I know that I cried out.

It wasn’t until I felt a hand stroking my hair that I realized I had blacked out from the intensity of it. I opened my eyes again and Michelle was there, with my head on her lap. She stroked my hair softly and gently, smiling as I blinked and tried to sit up, finding motion to be nearly impossible.

“You had quite the experience,” Michelle said. “Are you okay?”

With her help, I finally sat up. Around me, the other women were dressing and chatting with each other. Mistress was already back in her suit, though in my mind, her naked body was still framed in the leather harness as she held my breast and slapped the nipple with the leather end of her flogger.

“How long was I out?” I asked. I grabbed my head, though nothing hurt. I still felt a little swimmy and extremely ….

I felt relaxed. I felt more relaxed than I had ever felt in my life. My breast still hurt a little, but when I looked down, it was barely pink.

“Only a few minutes,” Michelle said. “As soon as you blacked out, June and Mistress stopped and brought me over to comfort you. It can happen when things are really intense, and Mistress’ first concern is that you feel safe when you come to.”

“Thank you.” I felt safe and warm. I shouldn’t have. I should have felt debased and used. I should have felt taken advantage of. This woman had lured me into her own little … was it a sex cult? I looked around the room again at the way the women talked and looked at each other as they dressed. The lust I had seen was now friendly and familiar.

This was a cult. I had no doubt about that.

“Let’s get you dressed.” Michelle guided me to my feet and brought me over to June, who handed my clothes to me. I put them on, finding myself falling into easy conversation with Michelle and June, just like everyone else around me.

I had been drawn in.

I put the thoughts behind me. In a few minutes, I was going to have to go back out into the office and face Alex and Rodney. I thought about what Alex had said this morning.

“Do they guys know what goes on in here?” I asked.

June said nothing. Michelle gave a small laugh.

“They don’t know the specifics,” Michelle said. “Some of them don’t care. A few of the clever ones have figured out that it’s not just a staff meeting. And there are a few who know about Mistress’ tastes from her other private parties.”

“Even when people are discreet and secretive, word gets around,” June said. “The men know, though, that they’re strictly not allowed in our meetings and they don’t ask or comment about it, not in any suggestive way, anyway.”

I felt a little bad for them. Alex and Rodney were nice and interesting people. I could tell that they found Michelle attractive, even if they did not say or do anything to that would make that known – at least in a way that would complicate things. What was it like to know that something sexy was happening with someone you might like, and know that you could have nothing to do with it, no matter what?


CHAPTER THREE

That had to be hard.

We left the Server Room and made our ways back to our various desks. When Michelle and I returned, Michelle caught Alex and Rodney up on the important information from the actual meeting. True to what June had said, neither man said anything improper or laden with innuendo. I had a feeling that Alex’s statement about “blowing of steam” was as close as he was going to get to talking about the secret side of it.

Understanding that gave me a whole new respect for both men. Everywhere else that I worked, if a man got wind that something was happening between people, he made some kind of comment. She was lucky for the attention. He was hogging the pretty girls. She got around with everyone. He always offered quid pro quo.

This was different and I liked it. I liked that what I had just experienced, whatever Alex and Rodney knew about it, did not affect how they treated me. It did not set up any kind of expectation. It didn’t complicate the working relationship.

I liked it, and that troubled me.

Because I was not sure I could do that again.

********

Tuesday was the only day that the “staff meetings” took place. The rest of the week was business as usual in the office. Mistress was back to being Cayce. None of the assistants discussed what happened in the Server Room. June was the most accommodating receptionist that I had ever seen anywhere.

That was a relief, but the thought of arriving to Tuesday again and having to go into the meeting … and the Server Room after … I could not do it. When I left work that day, I thought to myself that I would just not go back the next day. If I did that, then it would be obvious why I was leaving.

I wondered what would happen. Obviously, Michelle would call to ask if I was okay. Cayce herself might even ask me to come back. That would not surprise me. It fit her whole “we are a family and partners” mentality in running the office. That would be the nice side of it. If she felt threatened by my leaving, then she might send other people to talk to me.

Waiting later in the week seemed like my best option. Wednesday was obviously too soon. Just like Tuesday was obvious, if my last day was Wednesday, it would just look like a delayed reaction to what had happened.

Leaving after Thursday was completely out of the question. That was just awkward. People would ask questions until I ran out of reasonable excuses and my real reason for leaving became obvious.

Obviously, I would have to just leave after Friday. I would work the rest of the week and never come back. When I walked into the office Friday morning and began working, I resolved to do just that. I set myself to tasks, took care of filing, and by the time the markets closed that afternoon, I was ready for the weekend.

The phone rang. I answered it and transferred it through to Alex right away. It was one of his and Rodney’s biggest clients, so I knew he’d want to take the call no matter how late in the day.

He came out of his office fifteen minutes later and looked back at me as he locked the door. “Can I ask you a huge favor?”

“What’s up?” I looked at Michelle, who shrugged her shoulders.

“Do you think you guys can come in early Monday morning? Mr. Baxter insists on being here at 9am Monday to look over some investments for his Estate. I want to make sure everything is together, and I don’t want to ask you to waste your weekend.”

I looked at Michelle, who just smiled.

“I can be here at 8am,” she said.

“I’m already here early, so it’s no problem for me.” I said those words naturally, with no problem or reservation.

Riding the train home and over the weekend, I told myself that it was just because of that 9am meeting. It wasn’t Alex’s and Rodney’s fault that their boss was a freak who ran a sex cult. It wasn’t their client’s fault. Sure, I could place some kind of blame on Michelle, but really … if she was just a follower, how much control did she really have?

I would just work Monday and not come back. It would be so easy to pass that off as finding something better but not wanting to leave people in the lurch. It was perfect, and when I walked into the office Monday morning, I felt more confident than I had in my life.

Then, something strange happened. I woke up on Tuesday and found myself dressing, riding the train, and arriving bright and early to the office. I did my morning work, making sure the guys were all set up before the staff meeting, knowing that we would be away from our desks for a little while, and they would be on their own.

When it was time for the Staff Meeting, I walked with Michelle. We chatted about our weekends because Monday had just been too busy for conversation. The meeting itself was flowed quickly, less awkward since I didn’t have to make introductions. Cayce wrapped up the meeting and we followed her and June into the Server Room, where we removed our clothing and took our collars.

Mine was still red, but I was still new at this. Last week, I had passed out, so I knew she would want to keep a close eye on me. This week, though, I did not intend to be as passive.

The confidence I felt was startling. It was a weird high and I realized, it was the same way that I felt yesterday morning, when I came in to help get everything set up for Alex’s and Rodney’s meeting. I thought that feeling was about my plan to leave but as I followed Michelle to Mistress and knelt next to her, I understood what it really was.

“Mistress?” I looked up, hoping that she would not be offended that I dared to speak to her.

“Yes?” She looked down. Her eyes were stern, but patience.

“Would you be kind and sit down for us? I –” I realized that I had no idea how to actually ask what I wanted to ask. How was a slave supposed to ask their Mistress to accommodate them?

Mistress looked at Michelle, and my heart sank. She was going to tell Michelle to punish me, and I was terrified of what that was going to be, especially since it would interrupt with her ability to worship at Mistress’ feet.

“Show her how to worship the ground I walk on as I go sit down.” Mistress’ words were stern, but not mean.

I looked at Michelle, who responded, “Yes, Mistress.”

As Mistress walked away, I watched how Michelle bent forward, her posture, and the way she puckered her lips to kiss the floor. I matched her as best I could, kissing the ground behind Mistress as we slowly followed her to one of the lounges. She sat down and reclined back, her feet up and dangling. I could see the lustful look in Michelle’s eyes and felt happy. I was going to show her something that I thought she would like as much as Mistress would.

When we reached Mistress, I observed how Michelle sat with her haunches on her heels and did the same. Mistress watched me patiently and I looked at Michelle.

“When I worked at the massage parlor, feet were my specialty,” I said. “Can I show you?”

Michelle’s eyes brightened and I smiled, feeling confident in my plan again. To took one of Mistress’ feet and placed my hands carefully around it, slowly so that Michelle could follow. Then, little by little, I showed her the proper way to massage a woman’s feet.

We started at the heels, working the skin and tight muscles behind them, then eased our way around the sides. We worked up the bottom of her feet, along the arches, easing the tension up towards her toes. The massaged along each toe, and then up over the tops of her feet, starting up at the ankle, and gently kneading downward.

Mistress lay back and sighed as we worked. As I guided Michelle to follow my lead and work the foot from the ankle again, I watched her. She brought her lips down and kissed the toes as she started kneading the heels.

I followed her lead, starting with small pecks at the top of each toe, beginning with the big toe and working our way over. Then we sucked them, starting with the tiny toes and making our way lovingly back to the big one. Our thumbs kneaded their way along the arch of Mistress’ foot as we kissed and licked the balls of her feet and then kissed the tops.

When we were through, Mistress looked relaxed and happy. I felt proud. I had done a good service. June walked over and took my hand, leading me to my feet. Together, she and Michelle took me over to one of the padded sawhorses.

“That kind of initiative,” June said, “deserves a reward.”

She bent me forward over one end of it and strapped my arms down and my legs apart. As she did so, Michelle sat on the other end in front of me, her legs open. I could see the pink lips between her thighs and felt my body tingle with anticipation.

“I think she’s hungry.” Michelle gave a small giggle that sent shivers through my body. She was mocking me a little and it was fun.

“She can eat all she wants, then,” June said. I heard something fasten behind me, but my eyes were transfixed on the prize in front of me. I had no attention to turn to what June was doing.

Michelle inched forward and I opened my mouth, my tongue stretching until finally it met those soft lips. I licked upward, found the nub, and flicked my tongue, reveling in the way she arched her hips closer to me so that I could wrap my lips round hers.

Then I felt it, pushing up against my body. It was thick and hard as it found the opening there and slid into the wetness. It filled me up in a way nothing had before and when it came to life buzzing, I moaned into the folds of flesh that I greedily sucked between my lips.

It was not the machine, I realized. The straps that I heard was a harness that June must have put on. The thickness inside me pulled back and thrust forward again, and I could feel June’s body against the back of my thighs.

I had worked hard for this reward and I loved it. I hoped that Mistress was watching, and that she was pleased.


THE END
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