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Claire examined herself carefully in the
full-length mirror. It was extremely important to give just the
right impression on her new 'boss'.

Nobody else mattered.

From what she'd read on him, admittedly a
limited number of articles, he was a progressive, earnest, good
natured, kind-hearted, charitable man who spoke of the need for
inclusiveness and equality in the workplace.

In other words, he was a soft-hearted fool,
which was just about perfect. There was a sucker born every minute,
but not all of them were fools.

She'd been a sucker once herself. It had
hardened her heart and made her determined to be the predator from
then on, not the prey.

She was wearing a very nice, red
sweater-dress in a form-fitting wool which hugged every curve of
her body. It had a thick, tight belt around the midsection to
divide the two, and her breasts, which she used these days mostly
as tools, stood out proudly. The dress was, in a sense, both
costume and armor.

It was too sexy for the office, but men were
simplistic about such things. It was high necked, and came down
below her knees. To a man, it was fine, if sexy. The black,
stiletto heeled boots rose almost to the hem, allowing just a few
inches of visible leg.

To counter the sexiness she pulled her hair
straight back, though not too tightly, and had on a pair of dark
framed glasses to provoke a more 'serious' image. She wanted Power
to think her efficient and competent, but also wanted to appeal to
his inner male, the man-slut who would fawn over a pretty girl and
think wicked things which had no relation to her possibly being a
spy.

Stealing secrets was highly profitable, given
the short amount of time and effort she needed to invest, and she
had very little sympathy for multimillion or even multibillion
dollar companies which hardly gave a second thought to protecting
their secrets, even after spending small fortunes on research.

Idiots. Fools. Suckers.

It had been childishly easy to get hired with
her expertly doctored resume, and even easier to create a temporary
opening by paying for Power's administrative assistant to 'win' a
vacation in Spain.

That was merely the cost of doing business,
and would be made back many, many times over by her profits on this
venture.

She'd started her own company once. It was a
consulting firm meant to design both physical and technological
security for high tech firms. Most of them were run by hopelessly
naïve technocrats who didn't realize how vulnerable their
information was to people with the right skill-set, or how much
those people could earn from others by stealing their data.

She'd been perfectly honest about it all, but
she'd needed someone good at convincing those companies they needed
help. And she was realistic enough to understand that they would
pay more attention to a big, strong man with a law enforcement
background than to a pretty girl of twenty two, however smart she
was.

So she'd hired Robert Baxter, and he'd done a
great job. He was thoroughly convincing, outgoing, personable,
gregarious, and had managed to so ingratiate himself with her
clients that he'd then taken almost all of them with him when he'd
left to start his own company.

The fact he didn't know very much about
protecting data was irrelevant. He was a former FBI agent, and the
clients all had a lot of confidence in him, not some twenty three
year old girl.

Which left her company bankrupt by the time
she hit twenty four.

And left her angry, embittered, and
determined to get even. She had all the files and records of those
companies, and she used them and her own technological expertise to
steal them blind and sell their secrets on the black market, often
to the Chinese, but to the French, and competing American companies
a lot, too.

Why spend a millions on research, after all,
when you could steal someone elses' for a fraction of that?

She hadn't gotten rich - yet, but she had a
Porsche in her condo's garage, a walk-in closet full of designer
clothes, and a growing investment portfolio.

Power Central had not been one of her
clients, but her new 'career' was set, and she'd heard they were
designing a new chipset which would be even faster and more
powerful than their existing ones. Well, of course. Companies like
MP were always designing new products. But this one, she'd heard,
was nearly ready for testing.

That was the perfect time to steal the
information and sell it!

Her phony resume had stressed her experience
working during the summers at college as a high level
administrative assistant to vice presidents and managers, which
made her a shoe-in when Power's own secretary had taken her sudden
one month leave, especially since most of the people they hired
were technicians and engineers.

She'd have to leave the Porsche in the garage
for this job, she thought sourly. She loved driving it, but it
wouldn't do. People would wonder how someone with her salary was
driving such a vehicle. She was the earnest young woman just a year
out of university, after all, at least, according to her
resume.

The look would do. The other women at work,
particularly the older ones, would look down their noses at her,
but none of them mattered a damn. Only Power mattered.

*

I've seen her before. I know I've seen her
before somewhere. But where?

“Hi,” Jacob said, extending his hand
politely.

He very carefully held his eyes to her face,
which wouldn't normally be difficult, for she was a beautiful girl
(woman, he corrected himself).

“How do you do, Mister Power?” she said with
an earnest, open smile.

“So you'll be here for a month, eh?”

“That's what Mister Smithson has told me,”
she said, her face looking quite happy about the prospect. “I'm
sure I'll learn a lot from you.”

“Nothing good, I'm sure,” he said with a
self-deprecating smile.

“I've followed your career, Mister Power! I'm
quite the admirer of your abilities. Very few technical people have
had your knack for not only bringing new developments to light, but
personally overseeing that development.”

“And profiting from it,” he added.

“That too,” she said with a grin.

Rebecca Conway was tall, and, as the long red
dress amply demonstrated, very nicely built. The skirt reached past
her knees, and very little flesh showed between the hem and the
high heeled boots she wore, but he had no doubt there were
endlessly long legs there, should he only be able to see them.

She wore thick framed oval glasses and her
dark brown hair was pulled back into a tight bun, and it reminded
him of those second rate Hollywood movies where a beautiful woman
tried to 'disguise' her beauty by simply pulling her hair back and
wearing glasses. And it always worked so well – in the movies.

Not so well here. Her face was too lovely,
her skin flawless, her lips full and her eyes bright behind those
glasses. He wondered if they were just glass or if she really
needed them. Perhaps she feared sexual harassment or being treated
in a paternalistic fashion if she didn't 'hide' somewhat. But then,
why that form fitting dress?

In red, yet.

“Mister Smithson assures me you're very good
at organizing.”

“I believe that a proper timetable makes for
an efficient workday, Mister Power.”

“Just call me Jacob,” he said.

“Actually, sir, I prefer to call you Mister
Power. It keeps our roles set properly in our minds. You, however,
may call me Rebecca if you prefer.”

“Uhm, okay.”

Where had he heard that voice. It was very
clear. She enunciated very well, her words clipped and precise. It
was... distinctive.

As the owner and CEO of Power Central, he
went to a lot of meetings and had seen an awful lot of
presentations in the last few years, especially as he wanted to
keep himself aware of developments in technology. His company was
at the forefront of some of those developments, particularly in
high speed data processing.

“Allison has briefed you?”

“Yes, sir. We've gone over your schedule and
preferences,” the girl (woman, he reminded himself) said.

She had a very … firm posture. She stood
straight, shoulders back, chest (ample chest) out, smiling
attentively. But there was something oddly off about her.

Well, probably nervous about meeting the boss
for the first time, he thought, dismissing the thought.

She went out into the outer office and closed
the door, and he got to work on some technical specifications he
was reading on a new microchip.

Over the following two days Rebecca proved to
be quite efficient, effective, enthusiastic, and likeable. He had
no complaints whatever about her work.

She always dressed very modestly, too, in
long, high-necked dresses, and always behaved very
professionally.

But those dresses were always form-fitting,
and there was something phony about her professionalism that kept
nagging him. He sent to HR and got her dossier, then, more because
he still couldn't remember where he'd seen her, he called security
and had them run a level two background check.

When you own the company, after all,
satisfying your curiosity was all the excuse you needed for such
things.

*

Claire sighed impatiently as she dealt with
the inflow of correspondence from all the people who wanted Power's
attention, response, and, mostly, permission, she thought, for
things they should simply have gone ahead and done. It was all
ass-covering, she thought cynically. These people were afraid of
doing something on their own in case it didn't work and they got
blamed.

Claire had no respect for cowards. Weaklings
were there to be run over and left behind. She was very much a
believer in the survival of the fittest, the smartest, fastest, and
most ruthless in life.

And she believed she was one of them. She had
a single-minded focus on her goal, and she would get there, by hook
or by crook.

Right now it was more by crook, but she had
few qualms about that. Ethics and morals were for rich people and
suckers. She was neither. Not any more, at any rate.

Now if she could just fob off all these
requests from Power's gutless underlings to focus on cracking the
system to get access to that data!

She'd already tried the obvious. She'd
searched his office when he was out, hoping he was one of those
many, many people who wrote their password down and put it under
the keyboard, or in a desk drawer or at the back of their calender.
But so far she'd failed to find anything that had worked.

She wasn't above seducing him, especially
since he was a pretty good looking guy, but these weren't the kind
of secrets he would let slip during pillow talk. She needed to
crack the system, or his password, and get access to that stuff so
she could download it and move on to her next job.

The systems' security software,
unfortunately, was frustrating her, and all this administrative
work she had to do was cutting into her time. She would have stayed
over after he went home but the company had a policy of strictly
enforcing work hours so as to maintain their employees' quality of
life.

What garbage, she thought. You worked
harder and longer to get ahead. That was how the world worked. She
had little doubt their technical staff simply worked on stuff at
home on their own computers instead. She certainly would have.

Power was just another of those naive people
who wanted everyone to be happy, she thought, a sheep fit for
sheering. Bright, perhaps, but not savvy enough to understand the
danger of being so open and honest with everyone.

Well, he'd learn better. And she would teach
him.

She smiled at the thought.

*

A Level One reference check merely contacted
the organizations on the subject's job record, and their university
or college to ensure they had the education they claimed, and
checked for a police record.

A Level Two reference check was quite a bit
more thorough. It avoided the phone numbers which had been given on
the resume. Instead it first checked out the employers themselves,
to make sure they were valid employers, then contacted them
directly and spoke to both HR and their previous managers. It did
the same with the educational institutions, speaking with former
professors if possible.

It also validated the employee's credit, as
well as any police record.

When it found discrepancies, it didn't merely
list them, but attempted to fill them in, to find out what was
missing on the resume. Employees were unlikely to list a former
employer when fired for cause, for example, but that was vital
information.

And information was always out there, always
available, if you were willing to pay for it. A request from Jacob
Power, however minor, took immediate precedence over anything and
everything else Security was doing at the time, and, as such, there
were no cost constraints at all..

*

Jacob found it very hard to keep his eyes off
his new administrative assistant whenever she was in sight. It
didn't help that she was his particular body type: tall, lithe,
curvy but narrow hipped, and kind of stacked. That sexy librarian
look with the glasses didn't help either, since he thought nerd
girls were particularly hot.

And it most certainly didn't help that she
wore form-fitting dresses which displayed just what a lovely form
she had. At that moment she was wearing a knee-length outfit which
was all white, save for thick black borders running along the
collar and hem, and down both hips.

White hid very little, and Rebecca Conway had
little need to hide what she had, from those high, firm breasts, to
that flat belly and ample curves. But it was … distracting. He kept
imagining her doing the Hollywood thing, whipping off her glasses,
undoing her hair, and shaking it out – probably in slow motion.

But she was such a hard-working, earnest
young girl that his fantasies made him feel like a lech.

Girls were anyone his age or younger. Women,
well, that was a category for mothers, aunts, and anyone else with
gray hair. Allison was a woman. Rebecca was a girl. And she was,
according to her resume, ten years younger than him. That was
pushing things.

She certainly had poise and confidence for a
girl her age, though. But then, also a certain innocence. He
manfully smiled up at her as she pressed her hips into the far side
of his desk and leaned forward to place his mail on the desk with a
cheery smile.

The dress was form fitting, but as she leaned
over, well, her form... and gravity, sought to draw his attention.
She was far from flat-chested, after all. But he resisted.

Lech, he told himself. She certainly had no
idea of what she looked like to a perverted guy!

She must go to the beach, he thought with a
sigh. Would it be totally pathetic for him to hire someone to get
pictures of her in a bikini? He supposed it would be, but he'd
gladly have paid to see them!

What a fucking body, he thought to himself as
she sashayed back to the door and out.

*

As Claire walked through the corridor, heads
turned to watch her. She ignored them, or pretended to. But she
knew there were eyes on her, both male and female. The male eyes
were hungry, the female eyes resentful, annoyed, contemptuous for
her not abiding by the code which said women should dress modestly
at work.

She appreciated both looks.

She liked rubbing the women's noses in the
fact she had the ability to dress like this and to flirt
shamelessly with men without any fear of consequences. But then,
she'd never really gotten along with women. When she was younger,
they were all into hair and makeup and fashion while she had her
nose pressed to a computer monitor, and her fingers pulling and
twisting wires.

Most of her friends had been guys, nerdy
guys, to be sure, which made them not all that socially adept, but
then again, she thought ruefully, she hadn't been either. Still,
they'd gotten along, their single minded fascination for technology
the bond. She knew nerd boys well, but now her attitude had
changed. While she admired their intelligence, she disdained their
weakness and naivety.

But, of course, she liked the way men looked
at her now. It gave her a sense of superiority, of power. She knew
very well what effect her body had on men, of course, and used it
shamelessly. Were men afraid to use their bodies to make money? Not
in the least. Their bodies had muscles, and men used that for a
wide variety of jobs. Some of them got rich in sports because of
it.

What value did her body have? Not strength,
but beauty. But society, male society, had decided she couldn't use
her body. That was for men. Well, screw them. She'd use her looks
to get as far ahead as she could, and the hell with anyone who
didn't like it.

She'd contemplated being a stripper once, in
college. She liked the way men looked at her, enjoyed having them
lusting over her, panting after her, and then turning them down,
the pathetic sots. But she'd have had no trouble persuading them to
hand over their money just to stare at her. Nope. No trouble at
all.

But taking off her clothes for drunks was not
something she thought was the right move for her. Society looked
down on such women, and she wanted status as well as wealth. She
wanted people to be impressed by her, to admire her.

Her plan called for making enough money from
stealing corporate research to set herself up in business again.
Only this time she wouldn't make the same mistake as before. And
she'd be able to point to so many examples of companies having had
their research stolen!

Of course, she wouldn't point out she'd done
the stealing!

She walked, straight backed through the maze
of cubicles (imagine living your life in fabric box, she thought in
distaste) and then on to the broader corridor which led to the
executive wing. Such a difference, she thought, between those who
had, and those who didn't.

*

A Level Three Reference search was rarely
undertaken. It was more discrete than the others, and more
expensive. It made use of third party contractors whose methodology
was known, but deniable. It would not do for Power Central to be
directly linked with government employees at Social Security and
Internal Revenue willing to sell citizens records, after all.

Instead, they made use of the services of
Castigon Legal Inquiries, who in turn contracted out certain work
to Search Inc, a private detective firm. One of the employees of
Search Inc. visited Power's outer office one evening and dusted the
desk there for fingerprints, then was gone within minutes.

Shortly thereafter, inquiries into the past
history of Rebecca Conway became inquiries into the past history of
Claire Patterson.
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Jacob Power read through the file, shaking
his head repeatedly. Of course, he knew intellectually that this
sort of stuff happened, but like just about everyone else, he'd
never expected it to happen to him!

That sweet girl!?

Then again, she'd taken acting lessons and
been a member of her college's drama club. And she wasn't
twenty-two, but twenty-six.

Now he knew where he'd seen her, as well.
She'd made a pitch at the LA Technology Fair a couple of years ago.
He'd almost been persuaded, too. But he hadn't been the only tech
guy there trying to imagine her out from behind those glasses. She
hadn't worn the tight dress, though, but a mannish suit with
blazer.

It hadn't mattered. She had all those nerds
fantasizing about her naked, instead of paying attention to what
she was saying. He shook his head ruefully. No wonder she'd had to
go and hire some guy to sell her services. And he'd been as bad as
the rest, he thought guiltily.

So the question now was what the hell should
he do about her? He was honest enough with himself to admit that if
she'd been a man he'd have had security drag her ass out the door
then and there.

He had some sympathy for the way she'd lost
her company, a security company, at that (and one, luckily, which
had contracts with the government which had required she submit
fingerprints for a check). And he understood how she would then
turn to the opposite side of the street. She was bankrupt, after
all, and nobody was going to loan her any money to restart her
company.

Still, he knew he was being unduly influenced
by the fact he'd become intrigued by her over the past two weeks,
and mildly infatuated. In fact, a part of him was rather pleased to
learn she was both older and more sophisticated than he'd
thought.

But another part of him felt a cold anger at
having his trust betrayed, at being played for a fool by someone
who had come to steal from him, more importantly, someone who would
damage his company for a paltry sum, and then go on and do it again
elsewhere.

Those who knew him would have stated that his
open and trusting friendliness had another side. That was the side
which emerged when someone betrayed or abused his trust. There was
a steely determination to extract justice in that case, an almost
vindictive streak which wouldn't let anyone get away unpunished
when they crossed him.

Try to play him, would she? Flashing her body
around and smiling like that would turn his brain to fuzz? Well,
maybe it had, at least a bit, but he'd had no reason to question
her before.

He shook his head again, and tried to decide
what to do with his little spy.

A lot of ideas came to mind, first because he
was a highly imaginative man, and second because, at times, he
could be... immature. Oh, not where it counted, not where his
responsibilities came into play, but in other ways.

Where Ms. Conway, AKA, Ms. Patterson was
concerned, he decided to let some of that immaturity roam free and
enjoy the results.

*

Claire was definitely not having a good day.
First, her chair had someone broken during the night. How does THAT
happen!? Its replacement had an irritating, squeaky wheel, and a
backrest which kept snapping back, threatening to drop her ass over
ears onto the floor behind her!

The incoming correspondence seemed to have
doubled, Power was being snotty to her, and had had her re-make his
coffee three times! She was sure that whatever had put him into
such a bad mood had had nothing to do with her, but she was around,
and therefore, available for him to take out his mad on.

It was a surprising change in the previously
even-tempered man, though.

“Rebecca! Get in here!” she heard him shout
from his office.

She hadn't heard him really raise his voice
before. Boy, he was pissed at something. She'd keep her head down,
her voice soft, and just try to keep out of the line of fire until
he calmed down. He wouldn't want to be too mean to poor little her,
after all. She could make her lower lip quiver a bit if necessary,
and widen her eyes.

She smiled at that as she stood up. Men were
suckers for that sort of thing.

“Yes, Mister Power?” she said, smiling.

He scowled up at her from his desk. “Get a
sponge and some paper towels from the bathroom and clean that up,”
he said, pointing at a black spot on the carpet where he'd
evidently spilled his coffee.

She blinked in surprise. “Uhm, I'll call
building services and ...”

“I don't have time for that. Rawlins will be
here in a few minutes. Do it yourself,” he barked.

She nodded and headed across the room to the
en-suite bathroom and returned with some damp paper towels. She was
wearing a long, orange dress, form fitting, as usual, with a scoop
neck top. The stain was on his side of the desk, meaning she could
either face towards him and risk him seeing down her top, or face
away while he stared at her ass.

Not that he'd probably do either, of course,
and not that she'd mind if he did. It would make him treat her
better, after all. Was he an ass man or a tit man, she wondered,
then dropped to all fours facing him, deliberately not looking up
as she dabbed at the coffee stain. She hoped he'd get a good luck
down her top and calm down, at least towards her.

Then again, he was probably too polite to
look down her top, she thought with something of a sneer.

“I don't give a fuck what you think about the
deadline, George,” he was saying into the phone. “You'll do it by
Thursday or I'll find someone who will.”

His voice actually sounded menacing, and she
blinked in startled surprise even as he slammed the phone down.

“Paper towels aren't going to cut it, girl,”
he snapped. “You need to use a sponge first. Don't pretty girls
learn how to clean things?”

She looked up at him and gulped in the face
of his stern scowl.

“Uh, sorry, Mister Mo – .”

“Under the counter in the bathroom,” he
growled, pointing.

“Yes, sir,” she said, hurrying to comply.

She found the sponge and soaked it in hot
water, then returned, walking carefully around him before dropping
to hands and knees again.

“Use it with the towel. Dilute the coffee and
soak it up,” he growled.

He had to be looking down at her. Surely he
was looking down her top as well?! But it didn't seem to be making
him treat her any nicer. She knew very well – because she had
tested it – just how far the material would stretch when she bent
over at a ninety degree angle, and knew the half bra underneath
would give him much to consider.

That, of course, was the idea. But he didn't
seem to be behaving as he ought to be. He should be smiling at her
and and being nice while quietly licking his lips on the
inside.

“Better,” he said, after a minute. “Even
pretty girls can learn if they spend enough time on their
knees.”

It was an astonishingly graceless comment,
and it had her jerking her head up to stare at him, her jaw
dropping. She really had to complain about that, role or not!

“Sir, I don't think ...”

“Out!” he said, pointing at the door. “See if
Rawlins is waiting!”

She scurried out.

“No, don't take that with you!” he snapped
after her.

Flustered, she jerked to a halt and then
hurried to the bathroom with the dirty paper towels and sponge,
then, breathless, hurried back to the doorway and out into her
office.

Must be a girlfriend problem, she thought,
though her research hadn't shown he had one.

Asshole!

She sat down and her chair back broke off.
She almost fell, yelping and jumping to her feet.

“Shit!'

She glared at it, then back at the closed
door to his office. Well, now what? She couldn't sit on that! But
she didn't want to bother him again either... not in that kind of
mood. Still, there was nothing for it. If he was angry she'd use
the lip quivering thing and see if that worked.

She knocked and opened the door and he looked
up with a scowl.

“Uhm, Mister Power, I'm terribly sorry to
bother you as I know you're quite busy.”

“What is it, girl?”

Girl? That was the second time he'd called
her that.

“It's just that, er, my chair has
broken.”

“What? Again? What are you doing to it
anyway? Bouncing up and down?”

“Nothing! I swear!”

“Take that one for now and I'll have building
services bring a replacement.”

He pointed at one of the two chairs before
his desk, and she looked at it doubtfully. They were chrome and
leather. Each sat on a round chrome base, with a single pedestal
reaching up to the middle. They were undoubtedly comfortable, but
hardly the kind of thing that substituted well for a secretarial
chair.

She wasn't going to argue given his mood,
though. She strode forward and gripped the back, only to find it
was a lot heavier than she'd thought! She gulped and bent it back,
then started to drag it across the carpet.

“Oh for God's sakes,” he muttered.

He got up and came around the desk, then
picked the chair up easily and carried it out himself. She followed
behind, feeling both irritable and oddly admiring. The damn thing
had been heavy but he'd lifted it and carried it like it weighed
nothing!

He set it down, looked at her, shook his
head, and then went back inside. She scowled after him, feeling
like she should apologize somehow, or that she was stupid, which
was unfair! This really was an entirely different side of him, she
thought ruefully. She hadn't even known it existed. It made her
feel more... wary of him.

She sat down and tugged the chair in a little
closer to the keyboard.

Maybe she should wear shorter skirts. Maybe
he was a leg man. Almost unconsciously, she felt her sense of
respect for the man edging up a few notches. Oh, she'd known he was
smart. You didn't build a company like this if you weren't. But
he'd seemed like such a softy before. Now she was seeing he could
be strong, too, and Claire admired strength, and men who showed
it.

Rawlins showed up and she showed him in, then
went back to her work. A few minutes later she heard Power's voice
rising and rolled her eyes. Boy, he was mad today!

Rawlins came hurriedly out of his office,
went past her and out the door.

Serves you right, she thought a bit smugly.
Lazy bastard. Good to see you moving quickly for once. Power should
show he had a spine more often. Maybe people would stop bothering
him about decisions they ought to be making themselves.

A few minutes later two men unexpectedly
showed up from Research.

“Mister Power wants us to brief him on the
new chipset,” one of them said, looking at her with considerable
interest.

“Oh, of course,” she said with a sudden sense
of alertness.

She went to the door and knocked, then
stepped inside.

“Mister Blake and Mister Forrest are here,
Mister Power,” she said.

“Bring them in, and bring your steno
pad.”

Excellent! she thought with
delight.

She led them in and saw Power rising from
behind his desk, pointing towards the round glass table in the far
corner. They men sat down, both laden with files, and he sat down
across from them. Claire frowned uncertainly, for there were only
three chairs. Shouldn't there be four? She couldn't remember.

She cleared her throat. “Uhm...”

“Just take odd notes, Becky,” he said. “I
don't want word for word transcription. Just figures and
dates.”

“Uh, yes, sir,” she said.

She had the pad before her, and her pencil,
but, was she to take notes standing up? She supposed she could, but
it would be a little awkward.

One of the men, Forrest, looked up at her
doubtfully. “These designs are quite secret, Mister Power,” he said
hesitantly.

“Do you think Becky has a photographic
memory?” Power said with a snort.

“Well... no but...”

“Kneel here, girl,” Power said, pointing at
the floor next to him. “That way you won't be able to see the
blueprints on the table.”

She almost gaped at him. He wanted her to
kneel on the floor while taking notes!?

He looked up and his eyes turned cold, and
she gulped and dropped to her knees, pad in hand.

Whatever! She would take copious notes, that
was for sure! And if he or these men wanted to look down the top of
her scoop neck top, so much the better. They would be distracted,
perhaps enough to say something they shouldn't. Like where on the
system the damn plans were stored!

Unfortunately, she found the conversation
extraordinarily frustrating! They kept moving towards where she
wanted, then skirting the edges and moving on to things she didn't
care about! She almost felt like demanding an answer! Which was
ridiculous, of course. What was even worse was when they pointed do
things on what she assumed were technical drawings to make their
point, drawings she couldn't see because she was on her damned
knees!

If she could photocopy those drawings, or
better yet, the files, she could be gone at the end of the day and
selling the data tomorrow!

A threefold increase in data speed!? That
would be worth a fortune! Who would she sell that to and for how
much, she wondered.

“All right. Leave the technical drawings and
specifications. I want to look them over later,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” they replied, getting to their
feet.

Rebecca started to stand only to have Power
put his hand out almost absently and push down on her head.

She turned and blinked at him in surprise,
but he was gathering up the papers as the men headed for the
door.

“Wouldn't want you to see these. Top secret,
after all,” he said with a grin.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

Just go to lunch or something, or maybe a
meeting, and we'll see what's secret, she thought in annoyance.

He looked down at her then, with papers in
hand, and she smiled up at him.

“Would you like me to type these up,
sir?”

“Yes, but take a note first.”

“Yes, sir.”

She flipped over the page while he dictated
several memos to various senior staff. She wondered why he didn't
just type them up and send them out himself as he usually did.

“You comfortable there, girl?” he asked.

“Yes, sir. I'm fine,” she said with an
earnest smile.

“You look fine,” he said, then winked.
“Something about a pretty girl on her knees that pleases the
caveman in me,” he said.

She blinked in surprise. Was he going to try
to... was he coming on to her!? That would be great!

She dropped her eyes bashfully, then forced a
giggle.

“What do you think, Rebecca? Do you like
working on your knees?” he asked with an open smirk.

“It has its advantages, Mister Power,” she
said coyly.

Jesus, she suddenly thought. This was a big,
private office. What if he actually wanted to do it here!? She had
used her looks ruthlessly to get what she wanted, but she hadn't
actually, thus far, slept with men in order to get things.

On the other hand, Power was a good looking
guy, and he was now acting in a way which had more than piqued her
feminine interest. Strong men turned her on, and there were very
few strong men around, in her experience. And most of them were,
unfortunately, simply men who were too stupid and ignorant to
behave properly, men without self-restraint or education.

But a man who knew how to behave properly,
but who had the balls to do as he wanted, and who had the power and
situation to do it without being smacked down for it, well, those
were truly rare.

“It has its advantages from this end, too,”
he said, turning his chair to face her.

Claire felt a bit of a sense of
breathlessness. She was now kneeling right in front of him, looking
up at him! Her eyes flickered down, just a bit nervously.

Was oral sex really sex, she thought
anxiously.

“Do you always pull your hair back like
that?” he asked.

“This?” she asked, reaching up, giggling a
bit self-consciously. “Well, only at work. I mean, because I want
people to take me seriously.”

“I'd like to see it loose,” he said.

“Oh uh, well... “she let out an awkward
laugh, but then “Okay, I guess.”

She put down the steno pad and reached up
behind her head, consciously arching her back as she did so,
pulling free the clips, then ran her fingers through her hair as it
dropped down around her shoulders.

“Very nice,” he said in an appreciative
voice. “You shouldn't hide beautiful hair like that, Rebecca.”

He reached for and slid his fingers through
it, startling her, and she felt unaccountably nervous, butterflies
taking light in her lower belly.

His fingers tightened in her hair and then he
drew his hand back. Rebecca gasped, lurching up off her heels and
forward, her mouth opening in startled surprise. He smiled, but
there was a darkness to his smile that made her insides squirm
wildly. Then she gasped again as he pulled sharply down, forcing
her head back and her back to arch.

“I like how you don't try to hide what a
beautiful body you have,” he said in a soft, gravelly voice. “A
woman shouldn't be ashamed that she has a great body.”

“I-I-I'm not!” she gasped, staring up at the
ceiling, her hands starting to reach for his hand but halting
uncertainly.

Then he released her hair.

“Okay, go and transcribe those memos and get
them out,” he said, standing up.

She blinked up at him, still open mouthed,
then started to get to her feet, a bit shakily. He reached down and
took her arm, raising her easily, and guiding her to the door.

“Do them up quick,” he said, and then
released her arm only to give her a slap on the bottom that made
her yelp and stumble forward a few steps.

She turned, staring, but he was already
heading back to his desk!

Holy shit! she thought, her mind
whirling. What the hell was all that?! She sat down at her desk and
blew out a puff of air, trying to catch her mental balance. She'd
been almost ready to given him a blow job! She had been sure that
had been what he was leading up to! Now she was wildly
confused!

And, she realized, her nipples were hard
inside the lace cups of her bra!

Had he simply thought better of where things
had been headed? He hadn't seemed to hesitate or sounded doubtful.
Surely it wasn't simply her imagination as to what he'd been doing!
She combed her fingers lightly through her hair, remembering how
he'd grabbed it and yanked her up and forward between his legs!

He'd actually forced her head back to look at
her chest! And then complimented her on not hiding her body! What
the hell!? Of course she hadn't hidden it! She wanted him to notice
it! And react! Which he seemed to have done. So why hadn't he taken
advantage of her lack of resistance!?

Not that she wanted him to! Not really! It
was helpful if he was in-lust with her, of course, for it would
help her get what she needed, but she hadn't set out to actually
get physical with the man! On the other hand, she felt herself
thinking of what it would have been like. He wasn't the wimp she'd
thought, but had this strong side which was starting to really turn
her on! She would have let him, she was sure!

She looked hot in this dress! She knew she
did! Any man who saw her should have wanted to do whatever he could
with her! Maybe it had been that 'nice guy' persona reasserting
itself, not wanting to take advantage of poor young Becky.

But then what was with that slap on the ass
at the end!?

She could... she could sue him for sexual
harassment! Except no one would believe it of him, and he had the
money to hire the best lawyers in the world. And it would make her
notorious, unable to continue her present line of work if she
failed in the suit, which she probably would.

Bastard! Who does he think he is? she
thought indignantly.

She flipped open the steno book and put it
next to her monitor, more than slightly disgruntled. And, she
realized, not so much for what he'd done, but what he hadn't
done.

*

Inside his office, Jacob stared at his screen
but wasn't seeing it. He was seeing the girl, Rebecca, well,
Claire, on her knees, back arched, those beautiful, sensuous lips
parted, and remembering the feeling of power he'd experienced
then.

Because he had known, somehow, that he could
have gotten her to do anything he wanted. Oh, he didn't flatter
himself that it was because he was so hot. No, the greedy little
thing wanted to stay on his good side, so would allow him to do
whatever he wanted in hopes of getting her hands on the
drawings.

It had taken some fairly careful coaching on
his part for the boys to talk about the chipset but not say
anything she could really use. Rob and Stephen had been with him
for years, and were more than employees. They were friends. They
both saw the humor in taunting and teasing a spy, and both would
keep their mouths shut.

And Bob had even called him sir, he thought
humorously. He'd have to remind him of that when he came over to
watch football this weekend.

But his humor faded, for he kept coming back
to that moment when he'd closed his fingers on her soft brown hair
and jerked it forward. That had been almost instinct, and when
she'd done nothing to resist, he'd been startled, and even more
startled when instinct jerked her hair down to force her head back,
to expose that graceful neck, and push those lovely breasts
out.

And she'd still done nothing!

Fuck! Would she do anything he wanted!?
Because there were a lot of things he wanted to do to and with
Rebec – Claire Patterson!

And it wasn't like he hadn't had success with
women in the past, even beautiful women. But those encounters had
always been cordial, gentle, sharing, and a kind of partnership. He
was still feeling an edge of anger towards Patterson, though, a
desire to punish her, and what he'd felt when he'd held her hair in
his hands wasn't kindly or sharing. He'd wanted to fuck her, to
throw her on all fours and mount her like a bull to show her just
who he was!

And she'd have just taken it, he knew, in
that dark part of his mind which longed to do it again.

But there was a machismo to his thoughts of
dominating her that wouldn't want to do it if she was simply
kneeling there obediently, afraid to object for fear she'd lose her
chance at the chipset. No, if he was going to ride a woman like a
bull, he wanted her to be ridden like a bitch in heat. If he was
going to shove her face into the ground and ram himself into her
from behind he wanted her to be as flaming hot as he was.

He had very little interest in sex with a
woman who had little interest in sex with him. Even if it was to
punish her.

Sex with HIM, after all, was not a
punishment. He prided himself on his skill in that department.

Anyway, he had her off balance, which was his
original intent. He'd try to forget the rest and do it some more.
He found he was amused by throwing off that poised, perfect, calm,
smiling demeanor, especially since he knew it was just an act.
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The crochet dress. Yes! It was perfect,
Claire thought, looking at herself in the mirror.

A dozen other dresses were thrown on the bed,
for she'd wanted the perfect dress for today. She would show that
bastard. The hem of the crochet dress was well above the knee,
though still within modest territory (barely), but it wasn't as
tight or form fitting as the others, but it was lightweight and
thin. It would seem like she was dressing more modestly, after what
had happened the other day.

Unless she stepped between him, and a light
source. And he was in a corner office with some very large, wide
windows!

Claire knew how to be sexy without seeming to
have tried, and this was just what she was looking for! Wait until
she stepped in front of one of the windows, which she'd have to do
if she came around to his side of the desk, say, to give him his
coffee.

Not that he could see through the dress,
exactly. But he'd see her form through it perfectly, through the
hazy beige veil of the dress. She'd act completely innocent, of
course, and he'd probably find excuses to try and get her in front
of a window the rest of the day!

She smiled a trifle smugly, though there was
still a sense of frustration in her mind. She'd tried to stay later
than him, wanting to get in there and look at those plans, but he'd
insisted she leave on time, and he hadn't left his office before
then! Damn him!

As for getting in before him, that was
hopeless. He was always in before her. The hours of work he ordered
for others did not, of course, apply to him.

You got to ignore rules when you were the
boss.

She headed off to work, plans swirling
through her head, hoping he still had the plans in his office and
she could get him out long enough to find and photocopy them.

Those plans were still whirling when she got
there, knocked on the inner door, and said good morning. He
replied, though his voice was muffled more than usual. She opened
the door a crack.

“Coffee, sir?”

“Yes. I've just spilled the remnants of the
last cup,” he said.

She frowned. What, again? Was he going to
make her clean it up again?

Then she thought of herself on hands and
knees again in front of him and felt a hot thrill of something dark
move through her! She licked her lips and drew back, then went to
the machine to make his coffee.

Maybe this time she'd put her bottom to him
and bend over while she cleaned the rug. That ought to inspire a
reaction from the man! There was doubt in that thought, however.
Yes, she wanted a reaction, but she didn't want things to get
physical. At least... not really!

She walked into the office, carefully holding
the cup, prepared to walk around to the side of the desk this
morning, rather than bend over the front, but her plans fell apart
immediately. He wasn't even at his damned desk! In fact, he wasn't
even in the damn... room... !

He emerged from the bathroom, bare chested! He had a bunched up
shirt in his hand and tossed it on the floor as he waved her
towards the desk.

“Just put it on the desk, girl,” he said,
before turning to his closet and pulling out another shirt.

Claire felt her nipples hardening inside her
bra again, and swallowed as she hurried over to the desk. She went
around it almost automatically, since she'd been thinking of doing
so all morning, then put it down and hesitated.

He came back into the room, a new shirt on
but unbuttoned, a thin line of flesh showing between the two sides
as he crossed to his desk. That thin line was tantalizing, since
her mind was still filled with the image of him shirtless.

It was a very nice image!

Those jackets of his seemed to hide how
nicely muscled his shoulders were, and how broad was his chest. He
didn't quite have a washboard stomach, but it wasn't far from it,
and she felt her heart beating faster than normal as he came over
behind the desk and picked up the coffee, then glanced at her.

She had almost forgotten that she was
positioned in front of the window, as he took a sip of the coffee
and looked at her. He put down the coffee with a slight smile and
began to button up his shirt again.

“So, Rebecca, what's on schedule for
today?

“Uh, there's the presentation by Commerce,
and uhm, your meeting with Sales,” she said.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” she said almost absently, as he tucked
in his now buttoned up shirt.

He picked up a tie and threw it around his
neck.

“Do you know how to tie ties?”

She stared at him, then nodded.

“Well?”

“Uhm, oh!”

She hurried forward and grasped the two sides
of the silk tie, then folded them over and drew one up and under,
trying to focus her mind where her fingers and eyes were.

“You uhm, seem to be spilling your coffee a
lot lately, sir,” she said, as she pulled the tie tighter.

“When I'm in a bad mood, I tend to do things
quickly, and without thought,” he said.

“Oh. I hope you're not angry at me, sir,” she
said, drawing her hands back.

“At you? Why would I be mad at you?”

Well, yesterday – .”

“Sometimes I have a temper,” he said,
unapologetically.

He picked his jacket off the chair and pulled
it on as he looked at her.

“I thought you were going to wear your hair
down from now on.”

“Uh... I … uh...”

“I like it better that way,” he said
firmly.

“Oh, well... uh, okay. I mean, if you
want.”

“I do.”

She blinked uncertainly, then smiled a bit
and reached up behind her head, pulling loose the pins and clips
and then shaking her head.

“Much better,” he said. “It frames your face
very attractively. You should always wear it down.”

“Sometimes it gets caught on things when it's
loose,” she said. “Or uh, sometimes people pull on it.”

She gave him a stern look.

“Do they? When?”

She blinked in surprise, and hesitated,
thinking of how to answer.

“Usually, when men pull womens hair it's not
out of anger, you know,” he said, his fingers rising to brush the
hair back from the side of her face.

“Uh...?”

“It's a control thing. It's the beast in us,
you know, that instinctive male urge to throw a beautiful woman
down on all fours and mount her. The hair is the handiest thing to
grab hold of.”

Claire's eyes widened.

“Now, go and see what messages I've gotten
this morning. I haven't checked them yet. Been too busy with these
damn chip plans.”

He indicated a pile of papers on his desk,
which immediately distracted her from where her mind had been as
she was filled with chagrin.

“Go on, out,” he said in a good natured
way.

“Yes, si... IR!” she gasped, as his hand
followed his words and slapped against her bottom.

“Sir!” she protested.

He was already sitting down, looking at his
screen!

She went back to the outer office, closing
the door, shaking her head, confused.

What was with this butt slapping thing,
suddenly!? It didn't even seem to be sexual, but more... well,
patronizing!

She had just sat down when the intercom
buzzed.

“I forgot, would you clean up the stain here,
please?”

She rolled her eyes, but her stomach swirled
even harder than it had already been doing as she got up and went
back inside. The stain was smaller, this time, but she got the
sponge and paper towels and knelt before it, this time with her
back to him. She bent over deliberately, her heart beating faster
as she scrubbed lightly at the stain.

Was he staring at her ass, she thought
hopefully?

Oh shit! She suddenly recalled his words
about a girl down on all fours while she was mounted! That sent a
flush through her body and colored her face, but it was too late to
change positions now!

“You know, you have a really nice butt,
Rebecca,” he said.

She gasped, eyes widening. She hadn't
expected him to actually comment like that, though given some of
the other outrageous things he'd been saying recently she shouldn't
have been as surprised as she was!

What was he playing at!?

She flinched, but then continued dabbing at
the stain.

“I'm not sure it's appropriate for you to
comment on my anatomy, Mister Power,” she said in a prim voice.

“Hard not to notice when you bend over like
that and put it on display.”

She felt a sudden rush of indignation, and
straightened, turning and glaring.

“I was not doing any such thing!”

“Don't worry. I don't mind,” he said. “You
can bend over in front of me as much as you want.”

He didn't say it lecherously, but in a
casual, matter-of-fact voice which made her even more
indignant.

“I wasn't!”

“Don't raise your voice to me, Becky,” he
said, giving her a stern look.

“But – !”

“Or I might have to apply my hand to the seat
of your problem.”

She stared at him, mouth open, as he stood up
and walked over to her. Then he was standing right in front of her,
and her face was uncomfortably close to his crotch. She scrambled
to her feet.

“You're not done yet,” he said.

“I uh... uhm, I need more wet towels,” she
gulped nervously.

He nodded and she hurried back to the
bathroom.

Okay, he was obviously interested, and that
comment about putting his hand on her butt showed he clearly wanted
her... so what was going on!? Did she have to make it really
obvious she would do whatever he wanted!? Or maybe.. she should
simply come on to him. But it wasn't in her nature to be honest
these days, not without deniability. What if he refused!?

And what happened to things not getting
physical!? Except she seemed to have developed a sudden very
intense interest in seeing what Power was like... even if the more
intelligent, less emotional side of her told her she was acting
like an idiot.

She returned and knelt directly in front of
him, which was next to the stain, of course, but then turned
towards him.

“Oh, Mister Power, it looks like you spilled
a few drops on your trousers,” she said in her moist innocent
voice.

She smiled as she began to delicately brush
at his crotch with one of the moist paper towels.

He reached down and grasped her wrists
suddenly, and she gulped, for his hands, though soft and warm, were
very strong. He pressed her wrists together, then shifted his grip
to hold them in one hand.

Then, in an instant, as she felt her heart
beginning to pound, he lifted her joined wrists up and back behind
her neck! His finger seized on some of her hair to hold them more
easily in place and he looked sternly at her.

“Miss Conway, are you trying to seduce me?”
he demanded sternly.

“N-No, sir!” she gulped, eyes wide.

“We have all kinds of rules about such things
here at this company,” he said firmly. “I should know because I
approved them. Even though you are new here I expect you to know
and abide by those rules. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped, face flushed.

“Such sexual harassment on your part could
normally be cause for instant dismissal,” he said, “especially as
you're still a probationary employee,” he growled.

The irony was somewhat breathtaking, but
Claire felt only a mild sense of indignation. She was quite certain
he wasn't being serious, and some dark side of her was eagerly
wondering where he was going to take this!

“However, you are quite young and innocent,
and I can well understand your developing a crush on an attractive
older man,” he said.

Now he was starting to load it on, and
Claire's natural cynicism was beginning to make it hard to not roll
her eyes. She most certainly did NOT have a crush on him! Nor was
she an innocent young girl! She was as far from that it was
possible to be! Or at least, her self-image was.

“So I'm willing to give you the benefit of a
doubt,” he said, still holding her wrists firmly together behind
her neck. “However, punishment is in order. That's how young people
learn, after all.”

“P-Punishment?” she gulped.

“Sir,” he said. “You forgot to say sir.”

“Sir?”

“Most definitely.”

He released her wrists, finally, and folded
his arms across his chest, frowning sternly at her.

“I think you should take off that dress, Miss
Conway,” he said.

Claire felt all the breath leaving her chest
as it suddenly tightened dramatically! Her stomach swirled and she
felt a sense of being thunderstruck! For long moments her head was
spinning with indecision! A part of her was appalled at the idea of
letting some man order her around like this. But another part of
her said it was really she who was in command, fooling him, using
him to get what she wanted.

“I-I don't think that would be... proper,
sir,” she said in a strangled voice, face hot.

“You let me decide what is proper, girl,” he
said firmly. “Now remove it.”

Her heart pounded inside her chest, so loudly
she wondered how he could fail to hear it!

But I didn't mean it to get physical, a part
of her wailed, at least, not this physical!

'But...” She looked towards the door.

“If someone comes in your embarrassment is
only what you deserve. Now strip.”

The gall of the man! The incomparable
arrogance! As if he could order her to strip! What a sexist pig he
turned out to be!

But she found her fingers reaching behind to
unzip the dress, and then, face burning, she let it slip over her
shoulders and downward, heat flaring up from below as she exposed
her delicate violet bra, then the tiny thong. The dress pooled
around her ankles and she stood there nearly breathless under his
eyes.

His cold eyes.

He didn't seem to show any reaction! That
wasn't right! He should be salivating over this, she thought
anxiously.

He reached for her, and her hands rose
instinctively to intercept him, but instead of touching her body he
caught at her right wrist, holding it firmly again in his soft
hand, and moved away from the desk. She stumbled over the dress
around her ankles, but then hurriedly followed, dragged towards the
corner of the room.

And the black leather sofa!

“This is for your own good, girl,” he said
gravely.

He sat down and pulled her down so suddenly
she half fell – across his lap!

Oh no, she thought in shock. He wasn't – ! He
couldn't mean to – !

But he had her belly-down across his lap,
adjusting her bottom to be directly over his thighs! And then she
felt his left hand on her side, pulling her in a little more firmly
as his left dropped down to lay flat across her nearly bare
bottom!

And then his fingers began to caress her
buttocks!

“You young girls,” he said. “you have skin so
incredibly soft. Just running my fingers across it is a
delight.”

Young girls, she thought with a snort. He was
speaking like he was some elderly man and he was barely five years
her senior! Of course, he didn't know that.

Crack!

“Ow!” she yelped, legs suddenly kicking
wildly as the sharp sting of pain caught her by surprise.

“You know very well how young girls need to
be punished, girl,” he said, his fingers gliding back and forth
across the round surface of her bottom.

Crack!

“Oww! Don't!” she gasped, feeling a sense of
flustered panic!

“Now, girl, don't be even more of a child.
Take your punishment as its due.”

Crack!

“Ow!” she gasped again.

Her hands twisted and jerked downward, and he
kept pushing them up with his other hand. Then, somehow...
somehow... the strap of her bra came undone! Her eyes
widened at that, and she tried to grab at it but he had hold of her
wrists now.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down across her pinkening
skin as she wriggled and gasped and moaned, overwhelmed more by the
emotional shock than the pain.

“I want you to just lay there obediently and
take your punishment, young lady,” he said, releasing her
wrists.

Crack! Crack!

The slaps were sharper than the others, and
she yelped, and twisted, and her hands shoved down instinctively to
block the next blow!

He sighed, as if impatient. “I can see you
don't have any self-discipline,” he said. 'But I see it as one of
my jobs to educate the young, to teach them things like restraint
and proper judgment.”

As he spoke he reached up and gripped the
bra, which was now sort of hanging on her shoulders and yanked it
out from underneath her! Shocked, Claire yelped, her mind reeling
even further even as she felt him wrapping the bra around her arms
to pin them together behind her!

This isn't happening! she thought in
shock. This can't possibly be happening!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

His hand slapped first one buttock, then the
other, then both! And in between slaps his hand glided over her
soft skin!

“I've looked at your resume,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You have a great deal of promise.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And of course, I've observed you for the
last week.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He shifted her in closer as her twisting and
writhing had threatened to drop her over the end of his knees.

“I've liked what I've seen,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And by that I mean what a conscientious and
intelligent young woman you are.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I'm quite sure you'll have an excellent
career ahead of you.”

Crack!

“But you need to learn respect.”

Crack!

“And discipline.”

Crack!

“Is that clear, Rebecca?”

She gasped as she felt the pull on her hair
and he actually pulled her head up and back sharply.“Ow! Y-Yes!

He dropped her head.

Crack! His hand snapped down sharply across
her now very hot bottom!

“Sir,” he said.

Crack! His hand cracked down
again!

“You were correct in that you should call me sir, or Mister
Power.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“It helps keep our different levels of
hierarchy clear.”

Crack!

“Let me hear you say sir,” he said.

“Sir!” she cried, frazzled and dazed.

“Your skin is just as soft even though it's
changed colors and is hotter than it was, girl,” he said, his
fingers gliding over her bottom.

Claire's breathing was quite ragged, and her
bottom as flaming! But her mind was fixated on every movement of
his fingers. She felt a wild flare of heat as his big hand glided
across the top of her left buttock, then beneath the thin line of
her thong until it could rub up and down, the the string sliding
across the back of his hand.

Would he go lower?! Would his fingers drift
down below her tightly clasped buttocks!? Would they!?

But then his fingers slid back, and then he
moved to adjust her position again. This time, instead of grasping
her side, his hand slid between her trembling thighs and gripped
her left thigh high up – very high up. She felt a rush of heat as
the edge of his hand made brief contact with the crotch of her
thong!

“This is a very pretty color on you,
Rebecca,” he said, as if seeing it for the first time.

And then his fingers glided along her pussy,
rubbing gently through the thin fabric of her thong!

“Is this silk?” he asked curiously.

His fingers stroked along the delicate
stitching along the edges of the thong, then his finger pushed
inside, ostensibly sliding up and down the inside of the thong,
though of course, the backs of his fingers brushed gently across
her naked sex at the same time!

The rush of sensation almost overwhelmed her!
Claire felt herself going breathless, felt an intense pressure
filling her body!

“No hair,” he said. “I suppose if you wear
lingerie this small you would have to pretty much do away with your
pubic hair, wouldn't you?”

Then came the moment she had both feared and
longed for! His fingers casually gripped the waistband of her thong
and slid it over her burning buttocks, then down her legs to bare
her entirely!

Raw heat enveloped her mind, though there was
room for an intense sense of embarrassment, as well. But Claire
found herself almost frozen in place, unable to think, much less
move! She gurgled as his fingers gently traced the line of her sex,
then spread out to rub lightly along her flesh.

“Very good job, you've done, too,” he said
admiringly. “Do you shave or wax?”

His fingers closed together again and slid
up, and … Claire couldn't help it... her response was
instinctive... and violent. When his fingers moved up across her
throbbing clitoris she cried out, and her hips bucked wildly.

Crack!

His hand pulled back and slapped down on her
bottom again.

“Settle down,” he ordered.

His hand glided over her now completely bare
bottom again, skimming the surface of her flesh, then eased down
once more between her legs to rub almost casually along her sex.
Once more she felt a wild rush of sensation that her hips twisting
and grinding helplessly.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply again, then slid down between her thighs, rubbing absently
at her swollen clitoris.

“You'll need to master yourself in order to
achieve anything in this world, girl,” he said.

Crack! His hand again slapped her,
then eased back between her thighs, as Claire felt her mind
tumbling in a shambles of overwhelmed senses and chaotic emotions!
The most primeval sensation of wild, raw sex were gripping her so
tightly she could hardly breath!

“Do you understand me, Rebecca?”

Claire moaned dazedly.

Crack! Crack!

“Do you understand me, girl?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes, sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped in a choked voice.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Claire was not a particularly experienced
woman in terms of sex. She had, after all, been a nerd in her
youth, and one determined to get good marks, at that. Then she had
thrown herself wholeheartedly into her company, and then into her
revenge, and now into gaining the money she needed to start
again.

Her single-mindedness had left very little
time for dating. And her interest in intelligent, technically adept
men had, since her bankruptcy, been given a new requirement;
strength.

Only very strong, savvy, intelligent,
ruthless men would impress her, only they had to be extremely good
computer engineers. Alas, there were few men, at least, few she had
met, who fulfilled those qualities together. Not that she'd spent a
lot of effort looking.

Men were just not that important. She could
always get a man if she wanted one. And sex, well, in her
experience (rather limited) that was vastly overrated by both poets
and filmmakers. It had a tendency to be grubby, embarrassing,
dirty, and leaving her feeling used.

So the intensity of arousal which had gripped
her was an incredible shock. She was literally trembling with the
sexual pressure inside her! She was completely at his mercy, arms
tied or not, and would have gladly let him do anything to her he
wanted!

Her body burned with a heat she had never
known, and the touch of his fingers made her gurgle and moan, her
nervous system threatening to overload on the power!

Which was when, rather than do anything
further, he sternly eased her off his lap, and then, holding a
tight grip on her thick brown hair, he led her, waddling on her
knees, arms still bound behind her by her own bra, into the corner
of the office, pressed her face against the wall, and ordered her
to kneel in the corner until she was told differently!

Then he had gone back to his desk.

She was, she realized, sweating. Hair was
matted against the side of her cheek as she slowly leaned in, her
forehead pressed against the cool wall. Her bottom throbbed hotly,
painfully, but her nipples felt swollen, tingling like live wires
as her full breasts were pushed in towards each other by the corner
walls.

She felt, despite the heat in her bottom, as
if the real source of the burning she felt was between her legs.
She felt a kind of thrumming there, felt a hot, wet need. And as
her mind began to clear a little, as the overwhelming nature of the
heat began to recede, she started to feel a terrible sense of
anxiety that she might actually be so wet, so hungry, that her own
inner juices were visible to him!

Her face began to darken, to flush much like
her bottom. The more her head cleared the more shocked she felt,
staring in something like disbelief at the paint before her, trying
to understand how she had come to be kneeling naked in the corner
as some sort of... of girlish punishment!

What if someone came in and found her like
this!?

*

Jacob Power had always been a strong-willed
man, but it had never been so strongly put to the test as when he'd
managed to ease the girl off his lap, off an erection which had
become almost painful, and then hurriedly place her in the corner
and go back to his desk.

Despite the cool, calm exterior, his mind was
filled with a wild turmoil of thoughts, all hazed in a tremendous
sense of sheer, raw lust for the beautiful girl now kneeling naked
and obedient in the corner of his office!

Obedient! He could do anything to her!
He could ravish her! He could throw her down and drive himself into
her as hard and powerfully as he wanted! She was his! That was what
the beast within him was crying. He wanted her! And she was his!
She would let him do anything he wanted!

Jacob had never known quite such a level of
ferocious lust as he did now. It wasn't the girl's beauty, either,
though that was a part of it. No, it was some kind of instinctive
bull-like instinct that said this female belonged to him, and he
would use her as was his right as pack leader!

He had always used his undoubted power, the
power of wealth, lightly. Sure, he owned the company. That didn't
give him the right not to treat everyone he dealt with, including
all his employees, politely and fairly. He had never let himself
slip into the role of arrogant overlord who commanded and whose
minions scurried to obey.

Nor had he ever wanted to.

And in his relationships with women too, he
had always been well-mannered, gentlemanly, soft and genial,
forming a partnership, be it for a few hours, for the night, or for
weeks and months.

But this little game he had set up with the
spy, and her incredible willingness to grant him whatever he
wanted, however nasty he was, had raised something dark, something
wild and animal-like within him. Something wanted him to force her
surrender, and, having already seen that, wanted more still.

He just wasn't sure what that was but it
involved absolute domination of this girl, this cunning,
intelligent girl who had set out to steal whatever she wanted from
him.

He watched her, kneeling, that perfect bottom
even now recovering, not as red as it was. She wasn't trembling
like she had been either. Her ragged breathing seemed to have
steadied.

But she still knelt in the corner, obeying
him!

And he had sensed the heat in her, had felt
it! She was wet! The tight line of her sex had her own inner heat
seeping through!

Nothing aroused Jacob so much about a woman
as that woman's own arousal. He loved it! He fed on it! The more
aroused she got the more excited he was!

Her skin was so... soft! Just running his
fingers over it had given him an erection! Now the sight of her
kneeling naked, her arms bound behind her filled him with hunger.
He'd never seen anything so erotic in his life!

He wanted to fuck her and do it hard! Now!
But he fought himself. There was more to his desire than simple
physical need. Suddenly he was beset by a strange and amazing
thought, and while its roots were in the beauty of the girl across
the room that wasn't the entirety of it.

He wanted her.

He didn't just want to fuck her. He didn't
just want to use her body to satisfy his lust.

He wanted her!

And wasn't she perfectly suitable? Smart,
beautiful, educated, a nerd like him who would understand all that
'boring' talk which had driven a number of the other women he'd
known away?

Well, okay, she was a thief, but you couldn't
have everything.

And she'd have no need of stealing if she was
with him... If she was... his. The idea of that was a swirling mist
of confusion in his mind. Oh, of course, he'd thought of taking a
partner, but this time, he was thinking of something less.. and
more. There was a building wave of something dark in his mind, and
he didn't really understand it.

He wanted Rebecca... Claire. He wanted her on
a multitude of levels, some of which he could only just sense.

Could he do anything he wanted to her!? With
her!? And if so, then what? It was only due to her wanting to
please him so she could steal from him. Or was it? Her body,
kneeling in the corner still showed occasional tremors. Her ragged
breaths, the flush down her face and chest, the heat between her
legs, none of that was feigned.

He had better control of himself now, though,
clamping down on all those wild, lust-crazed impulses with a steely
determination.

That ass of hers, God! I want to bend her
over and... !

He could see it in his mind's eye, and his
cock began to harden again at the thought, his excitement rising
with it. He pushed the thought aside ruthlessly as he stood up and
crossed the floor to stand behind her.

*

Claire felt him approach, sensed him, and
blanched helplessly. Her body, nakedly displayed, her front hidden
against the corner, but that protection would disappear in an
instant if he willed it. Her breasts felt swollen and heavy, and
her nipples were still rock hard where they pressed against the
wall.

“Your bottom looks in good shape,” he said
from above and behind her. “No damage done. I hope perhaps that
your spanking has taught you a few things, however.”

She felt a rush of heat to her face again.
Her spanking!? The mere words made her squirm with embarrassment. A
strange hot stew of humiliation at her own weakness combined with a
dark animal hunger at his strength churned violently in her lower
belly.

The former, she told herself, was really just
her consenting as... as part of the plan, or at least, an adapted
plan. The latter... she had no excuse for, and felt a strange
wonderment at. She did not get aroused, at least, not this aroused,
not ever!

And then, abruptly, she let out a startled
cry as she felt him grip a thick handful of hair and draw her to
her feet. She was still in the corner, and he actually pushed her
in more firmly, rather than drawing her out.

“I'm sure now that you have a better idea of
the need for discipline and to... to submit to the orders of your
superior,” he said, with just a bit of hesitation in his voice.

“Obedience is a virtue in newer and younger
members of my staff. You will learn that obedience, won't you...
girl?”

Claire didn't quite trust herself to speak,
but gasped aloud as he tugged back on her hair.

“Answer the question, girl.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Excellent. I won't hesitate to repeat this
little exercise if your behavior warrants it.”

She felt him release her hair... slowly, as
if his fingers wanted to linger, and slid slowly down through it
before drawing back. Then she felt his hands at her wrists, undoing
the bra he had wrapped and bound her in.

“You may get dressed now,” he said, as her
arms came free.

She instinctively drew them against the sides
of her breasts, as if to protect them from his sight, but he turned
and walked back to his desk, as if done with her.

Now what!?

She couldn't stand there!

Blushing hotly, her head filled with still
more confusion – why hadn't he done anything to her – she squatted
and picked up the bra. It was twisted and wrinkled, but still
functional. She slipped it on and did up the strap, then hid her
groin in her hands, and scurried, red-faced, over to where she'd
dropped her dress. She turned her back on him and pulled it quickly
over her head and down, feeling a wave of relief as the hem dropped
past her thighs.

“Go fetch the mail, Rebecca,” he said, eyes
apparently intent on his computer monitor.

She fled into the outer office, forgetting to
even look for her thong. Once there, she clutched the side of her
desk, fighting to control her breathing and her pounding heart. Her
mind was still in something of a state of shock, making it hard to
sort through the wild rush of thoughts and emotions.

Regret and disappointment were among them,
which was disconcerting, but not as much as she would have thought.
She felt a rising sense of outrage and indignation at what he had
done, and reached behind her to caress her still overheated, sore
bottom through the dress.

Bastard! she thought angrily.

She was embarrassed, but not so much that
he'd seen her virtually naked, for she wasn't particularly shy
about her body. No, it was the feeling of having degraded herself
before him! She cringed at the memories, at the thought of what he
must think of her weakness! Why hadn't she at least pretended to
resist!?

Because she'd been so incredibly aroused,
that was why! And did he know that? Could he? What would he think
of that!?

Of her!?

Claire had been determined since sixth grade
that she would be any boy's equal. And in her computer skills that
was pretty much true. She was quick witted, and quick tongued,
returning sneer and insult for sneer and insult. She had always
been resolute about not allowing any BOY to get the better of her!
That was one of the reasons she had felt mortified that bastard had
stolen her clients out from under her!

Oh he'd really done her good! He'd never
touched her, but he's certainly fucked her! How he must still be
smirking over that! And how Power must be smirking in the same way
now, having completely dominated her, having broken her to his will
like... like some spineless little girl!

Spanked her! He'd spanked her!

The memory of it was as appalling as it
was... horrifyingly exciting.

She could still feel the soft fabric of his
expensive suit under her bare hips and belly, her bare breasts
pillowed out against the cool leather next to him, her hair
scattered across her face, his big, warm hand resting lightly on
her bare bottom, his fingers lightly brushing across her burning
clitoris... !

No!

Just a few seconds memory had her pussy
thrumming so hotly her fingers were twitching, her hands having
drawn in closer to her groin as if she would touch herself right
there in the outer office!

And she longed to!

She wasn't thinking clearly. She knew it, and
it frightened her, for she relied on her keen intellect, her
toughness and ruthlessness. Now it was like... like there was a
darkness in her soul which that man had drawn up and out, a
darkness which promised an intoxicating level of pleasure and heat
if she just... just what... ?

She wasn't sure. But it focused on Power, not
power.

And she had to go back in with the mail. Her
chest tightened at the thought. What else would he do to humiliate
her?

She thought about abandoning the job. That
had a wonderful appeal! All this confusion and embarrassment would
be gone, and she could try again elsewhere!

But the thought also made her angry. Letting
herself be sent scurrying away by a leering, arrogant... man!?
Never!

Hell, hadn't she actually thought about
seducing him? And wasn't spanking just a kind of kinky sexual fun?
Okay, her bottom hurt, but the intensity of the sexual heat she'd
experienced made it more than worth that little bit of pain. So
Power was kinky, so what? So it turned out that she might be too.
So what?

The game was still in play. If anything, her
meekness would have helped to persuade him she was no threat. She
was just a weak little girl, after all. Yes, that was perfect. Let
him think that. She'd be sure to let him know... discretely, so it
couldn't be pinned on her by the police, who had gotten his plans
and sold them!

But why the hell hadn't he fucked her!? Did
he think he was too good for her? Wasn't she attractive
enough!?

Never mind, she ordered herself. She grabbed
the mail and braced herself, then headed back into his office,
ready, she thought, for anything.

He was at his computer, and her breath caught
at the sight. He certainly did look good in that suit!

But she resolutely moved forward, lips
pursed, blanking her face, and then setting the mail on his
desk.

“Thank you, Miss Conway,” he said, without
looking up.

And that was it. She frowned uncertainly,
then turned and went out again. Well, if he was going to pretend
nothing had happened then so could she.

At least, outwardly. Inside, her stomach was
still churning, her chest tight. Her eyes had flicked over towards
the sofa as she'd entered, and around it as she'd left, but there
had been no sign of her thong. What had happened to it!? It had to
be there, unless he'd... taken it.

She wasn't about to ask, though!

She felt a growing indignation, however, as
the morning crept along and he continued to act perfectly normal –
well, normal for the new more arrogant, more sexist jerk Power
anyway. He still often called her “girl”, and his directions tended
more towards orders than requests.

Of course, the requests had always been
orders anyway. She'd known that. That was the way with bosses,
polite ones anyway. When your boss asks you to handle something you
didn't say no as if you had that option. But it was understood,
after all. Only now he was phrasing things more curtly, not as
requests at all. He still said please and thank you but there was a
commanding tone to his voice.

Which that dark side of her mind felt
fascinated with. It should have raised her hackles, but didn't.

Lunch. He went out. Excellent! She'd go in
and have a look at those plans, photocopy them, and see if that was
enough for her to teach him his desperately needed lesson!

They were still on his desk, too! She
snatched them up and looked quickly through them. She wasn't an
engineer, but these definitely looked like the kind of things the
Chinese loved to pay big bucks for! She gathered them up and took
them to the outer office, then put the first one into the photocopy
machine and hit 'copy'.

It was going to be complicated. The plans
were bigger than the machine. She had to copy each piece of paper
one part at a time, and the copies weren't coming out right. The
boxes were there, and some of the diagrams, but the lines were
absent.

She adjusted the brightness several times,
then tried to zoom in, then out. Then the machine ran out of ink!
She cursed vilely. She put in a new cartridge, then started up
again, and it ran out of toner. Muttering angrily, she put in more
of that, and the machine promptly died.

“Fuck!' she cursed. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Then she remembered that Power had a
photocopier, a small one, in his office. She took the papers back
into his office and went over to the corner where a credenza lay.
The printer was on it, but not turned on. Cursing softly at yet
another delay, she turned it on and went back to his desk. She put
down the plans, then opened the drawers, just to see if there was
anything else there she might have a use for.

The machine began to make a loud beeping
sound and with the anxiety of the guilty she dashed across to
silence it, finally turning it off. There was a common photocopy
room up the hall. She would go there, she thought.

And then heard a sound in the outer office.
She gasped and darted into the bathroom, just before Power came
back into the office.

Shit! she thought.

She quickly bent and grabbed a mass of paper
towels then moistened them in the sink, before coming out of the
office.

“Oh,” she said, as if surprised. “Mister
Power. I uhm, thought you'd be at lunch.”

“Canceled,” he said. “What are you
doing?”

“I uhm, thought I would do a little dusting,”
she said stiffly.

He looked at her strangely. “Fine, go
ahead.”

It was the best she could come up with on
short notice, but now she was committed to it, so turned and began
to sweep the damp towels across the credenza, then along the next.
She came to the corner sofa and flushed a bit, eyes darting around
looking for her panties, then bent over and began to swipe the
clothe along the coffee table.

And then suddenly he was there beside
her.

“What are you using?” he asked, reaching to
grasp her arm and pull it up. “Water? This is expensive walnut,
girl, “ he growled. 'Hasn't anyone ever taught you how to properly
clean furniture?”

“I uh – .”

He dragged her back to the bathroom, and then
produced a furniture polish spray from under the sink, as well as a
clothe. He led her back to the coffee table.

“Now dust I a circular motion,” he said,
overseeing her efforts.

The coffee table was low enough that she
either had to bend completely over at the waist – with him behind
her – or get down onto her knees. She got down onto her knees,
cleaning the table in a circular manner as he looked on.

“Very good, girl,” he said.

She glared and fumed. What was she, the
cleaning lady!? But there was nothing for it. She was the one who
had said she was going to dust. Unfortunately, he took her
seriously, and insisted on ensuring she did a good job of it. From
the coffee table, she shuffled over on her knees to get the end
table, then back to the other end table, feeling a growing sense of
being degraded as he stood observing.

And the most infuriating part was she'd done
it herself!
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The dress she'd picked for today was shorter
than anything she'd worn thus far. It was well above the knees. It
was gray and stretchy – form fitting, looking rather like a long
gray sweater. In fact, the V-neck had an attached white collar made
to appear as though she had a shirt on beneath. She had a thick
black belt around her middle, and wore long black boots.

The outfit was a challenge to him. She would
fling her sexuality in his face! Did he think he was too good for
her? Or that he could simply toy with her and then back away? She
knew how to seduce men, knew how to raise their lust. She would
looked extremely hot in the outfit, hot enough she might have
expected a reprimand for wearing it in a formal office setting.

She tugged a bit uncomfortably on the hem.
She knew it was too short. And it would certainly raise eyebrows
amongst those who saw her. But what did she care what they thought?
They were just a bunch of gossiping old hens – and that included
the men!

To offset it she wore her hair back and wore
her glasses. If he mentioned it she'd act surprised. What? This
little thing? What was wrong with it?

Underlying that thought was a dark, almost
husky sense of tension, the thought of another spanking making her
stomach flutter.

There was something weird about the way he
was behaving. It wasn't the macho sexist stuff exactly. That ought
to actually be pissing her off, even if he was good looking. She
worked with him for several days prior to his suddenly changing his
behavior wildly. And she'd come to like him. He was a really nice,
smart guy with a great sense of humor.

But while she admittedly found him physically
attractive, she hadn't been attracted to him, not really. Suddenly
he'd turned into this... this A-type personality, which she
admitted, he might always have been. But now... now he wasn't
hiding it, or at least, wasn't behaving in the 'refined' and
'sensitive' way he was supposed to at the office.

She hadn't discovered anything about a
girlfriend who might have dumped him either. So why the radical
change in the way he treated her? Well, it wasn't just her, she
thought, since she'd heard him yelling at people on the phone. But
why was he being so patronizing and sexist, and doing stuff which
were way over the line in a modern office?

Never mind that some of it was turning her
on, why was he doing... it?

She blinked uncertainly. Could he be doing it
specifically to turn her on? But how could he possibly know it
would?! How could he not have expected her to storm out, quit,
and... and get a lawyer??

Could have have read her that well, that
fast?! Impossible! She was astonished herself that such behavior
had turned her on! Of course, it was possible she had been giving
off signals, not taking him seriously as a man... Maybe that had
pissed him off and he'd gotten rough with her because of it and...
and then realized that he had actually turned her on!?

She liked strong, tough, ruthless men. That
was undeniable. Maybe... maybe the tougher he acted with her the
more she responded to him as a man, which inspired him to act even
tougher? But was he tough or just acting? And was behaving like
this turning him on or was he just playing games? She had no
interest in a man who was just playacting, who didn't know how to
act like a real man.

God! And what does that matter, Clair,
she demanded of herself.

There was no relationship here! There wasn't
even a possibility... was there? No, of course not! For one thing,
the moment he found out she wasn't the submissive little girl but a
spy he would dump her like a hot coal!

She shook her head at her own silliness. Of
course, they were both very into technology, and both very smart
and very driven, and there was an undeniable physical attraction
there. Yes, she would... consider him as a .. a 'guy friend' but
there was no way he would have some nobody as his girlfriend.

All he wanted was sex, like all of them. But
then why hadn't taken it when he could have?! She certainly
wouldn't have stopped him!

“If only I could read minds!” she
exclaimed.

Well, she couldn't, but she could certainly
do a lot to influence what men thought of her by using the assets
she had available. Let him drool over her, let him boss her around,
even tie her up, even... even... spank her or... or have sex with
her – .

She gulped at the thought.

Hey, why not? Why not enjoy your work, if you
could? She'd be gone soon with the plans, and moving on to her next
target.

Easy to think, a lot easier than relaxing
about the idea. She bit her lower lip as she looked at herself.
“Slut,” she said to the mirror, scowling at the image.

She wavered, thinking of changing, putting on
something much more conservative, even modest. That would signal to
him that she didn't appreciate his nasty attention and they would
turn to something resembling their previous relationship!

She grabbed her purse and headed out the door.

*

She was nervous, and a bit self-conscious as
she made her way through the lobby. She was peripherally aware that
she was drawing a lot of attention in her short, tight outfit. Part
of her was embarrassed about that. Not from the men. She liked it
that the outfit was doing exactly what it was intended to do – turn
men on.

But the women, well, yes, she'd known they
disapproved of her previous outfits, but those could be argued for.
This was really over the line. You didn't wear a skirt this short
to the office! Still, it was working, which meant that when Power
saw it, well, she was looking forward to his reaction. And
it was his reaction that counted!

And it was that reaction which was making her
nervous!

What if he was genuinely annoyed at it!? What
if he was genuinely turned on and used it as an excuse to... to …
do things!? What if he ignored it!? Did the man find her hot or
not, damn it!?

No, he had to. He had stripped her naked and
spanked her, for Gods sake!

But why hadn't he done anything further, a
nagging part of her mind demanded. He'd even touched her pussy! Why
had he just walked away!? Men didn't just... not have sex with a
woman who turned them on! Their brains were between their legs!

Bastard! she thought. He's driving
me crazy!

She took a deep breath before opening the
door to her office and stepping inside. The inner door was closed.
She sat down and booted up the computer, then hurriedly examined
herself in the small mirror before steadying herself and heading
for the inner door. She knocked, rapped, professionally, quickly,
and then opened it.

“Good morning, Mister Power,” she said.

He looked up from his desk.

“Good morning, Rebecca,” he said. “Coffee,
please.”

“Yes, sir, right away.”

She withdrew and began to make his coffee. He
hadn't said anything, but then again, well, she'd been sort of half
hiding behind the door-frame. She made the coffee and then rapped
again, opened the door, and walked into the room and across the
floor to his big desk.

“Here you are, sir,” she said with a quick,
professional smile.

She was fairly sure his eyes had widened as
she crossed the floor, but now he looked at her calmly enough.

“Warm outside,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she said, standing straight
again, shoulders back.

“Thanks. Oh.”

He handed something to her, a slip of paper.
She leaned forward and took it, smiling.

“Go and pick up a suit at the cleaners, would
you girl?”

“Of course sir,” she said, her smile
slipping.

She turned and then walked out, scowling.
Girl? She'd give him girl! First it had been cleaning the floor and
tables, now she was fetching clothes!

And luring him into a false sense of
security, she told herself. Remember the objective...
woman!

Still, he'd looked kind of cute in that open necked shirt with his
sleeves rolled up.

She had to make her way through the aisles to
the elevators, then head down and through the lobby, all under
considerable attention. She was starting to find that attention a
bit unnerving. It wasn't that short a skirt, damnit!

She strode down the street to the laundry on
the next block and handed the man the ticket for what turned out to
be a suit. A man whistled at her as she walked back and she gave
him the finger without breaking stride, went through the lobby
again, and back upstairs to the office.

If he told her to clean his tables again
she'd smack his ass! Now there was an idea!

She let herself imagine it briefly, but while
amusing, it wasn't her thing. A man who would let her put him
across her knees wasn't a man as far as she was concerned.

She rapped briefly on his door and strode in
with the suit.

“Where would you like this, sir?” she
asked.

“Just hang it in the toilet,” he said, not
even looking up from his desk.

She glared briefly, then strode firmly across
the floor and into the bathroom, hung it on a hook, and strode out
again, closing the door behind her.

Well, this had all been rather
disappointingly anticlimactic, she thought as she sat down. She
began to sort his email into separate categories and folders for
his attention, all the while cursing herself for not having even
looked at his desk to see if the plans were still there!

Remember the objective, girl, she
growled to herself.

Her phone buzzed about twenty minutes
later.

“Yes, Mister Power?”

“Mail please, Miss Conway.”

“Yes, sir.”

She sorted through it, tossed out the obvious
junk, and then rapped at his door, pleased, in a way, that things
were seeming to be on a more professional level today. On the other
hand, damnit, why was he ignoring her legs?

He had just emerged from the bathroom when
she came in, only he wasn't bare chested this time. He was wearing
a three piece suit, complete with vest. It was a very dark suit,
with fine gray pinstripes, and a brown silk handkerchief visible in
the breast pocket. He had a tie with an identical color around his
neck and had just crossed one end over the other as he walked up to
the desk.

“Do up my tie, would you, Rebecca?”

“Of course sir,” she said.

It was soft silk, of course, and she felt her
heart starting to beat faster as she tied it. Because of her heels
she was just about the same height as him, and it felt oddly...
intimate, doing his tie for him.

“You're wearing your hair up today,” he
said.

“Uhm, well, it's just that...”

“You wanted to look more professional because
of how short your skirt is.”

She blinked, then blushed slightly. “Uhm,
well...”

“It is fairly short for the office. Though it
does show off your legs very nicely,” he said.

“I uhm, just about everything else was dirty
and its laundry day and hot and ...”

“If you want to wear short skirts, wear short
skirts,” he said calmly. “I'm not about to complain. You have great
legs, after all. Which I should have noticed the other day except I
was admiring everything else that looks so good on you.”

She blushed even more, but the totally casual
way he said it seemed to rob the words of much of their power to
embarrass her.

But then his hands rose and went behind her
head, just as she was finishing his tie, and she felt his fingers
in her hair! She gulped as he nimbly undid the clips that held her
hair up, then combed hiss fingers through it as it tumbled down
around her shoulders.

“Mister... Power!” she exclaimed, half in
protest.

“The guy who owns the company always gets his
way, girl,” he said with a grin.

The suit was, of course, tailored, fit him
perfectly, and with the tie in place it looked... fantastic on
him!

“Get your steno pad, would you, Rebecca,” he
said.

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

She walked back to her office, grabbed a
brush from her purse and rapidly ran it through her hair, then
grabbed her steno pad and headed back into the inner office. He had
pulled one of the chairs away from the table over next to his desk
before sitting down, and as he pointed to it her chest
tightened.

The chair was high and armless, without the
thick padding of the chairs in front of his desk. More importantly,
she suddenly realized with a breathless sensation, sitting down in
it at the side of his desk hid nothing of her to his eyes.

She sat down gingerly, heart beating faster,
realizing with a rush of butterflies in her stomach that if her
skirt 'wasn't that short' when standing, well, sitting down made it
quite a bit shorter. She crossed her legs tightly and flipped open
her steno pad.

“Dear James,” he said.

She looked down and began to write.

“Your legs look even lovelier like this,
Rebecca,” he said.

“Thank you, sir,” she mumbled.

“I want to compliment you on your reasoning
with regard to the C-17 chipset.”

That perked up her interest considerably!

“The issues of excess heat production will
have to be dealt with before full scale production begins.”

“Gray doesn't really suit you that well,
though, Rebecca,” he said.

She started to write that before blushing and
crossing it out.

“Purple. You look lovely in purple.”

She blushed, for that had been what he'd said
about her lingerie the other day!

“Violet,” she said, half under her
breath.

“What was that?”

“Uhm, uh, nothing, sir.”

“Violet. Isn't that just another word for
purple?” he said with a grin.

“Violet has more blue in it, sir, while
purple has more red,” she replied.

“Really? Interesting, and yet you look lovely
in red, as well.”

“Uhm, thanks.”

“Mind you, I didn't find your bottom quite as
attractive in red as in your natural shade.”

She frowned at him, but didn't reply.

“'Back to the letter. Read that back to
me.”

She did so, and waited, pencil poised.

“So what are you wearing under that little
gray skirt today?” he asked.

She gulped.

“None of your business.”

He snorted in amusement.

“The reason I ask,” he said, leaning over and
opening his desk drawer, “is that I found these the other day.”

He held up her thong by the string and she
felt her face heat.

“I thought you might want them back,” he
said.

She felt the blood rush to her face as she
snatched them from his fingers, and then found herself in a
quandary. What was she supposed to do with them now!? She needed
both hands to write and had no pockets!

She bunched them up and then put the pad over
them.

“Prick,” she muttered under her breath.

“Sorry? What was that?”

“Nothing, sir,” she said with a scowl.

“You wouldn't be demonstrating impertinence,
would you girl?” he asked coolly.

She felt her chest go tight, suddenly gripped
by a breathless sensation that left her feeling almost
light-headed!

“And what if I was?” she gulped.

“That would be a type of behavior I'd
definitely have to punish,” he said.

“And how would you do that?” she heard
herself saying.

“How do you think I should punish an impudent
girl?”

“That would depend on a variety of factors,”
he said, his voice soft. “I require, like other employers,
obedience and discipline in my employees, especially those who work
closely with me. Can you learn obedience and discipline?”

She shrugged helplessly, heart pounding and
lower belly churning.

“Uncross your legs, Rebecca,” he said in an
even softer voice.

Claire felt a whoosh of emotion that
made her gasp.

“Now,” he said, his voice suddenly
hardening.

She uncrossed her legs, almost without
thinking!

His eyes skimmed lower.

“Spread your legs wider apart, girl.”

Pulse racing, Claire slowly shifted her feet
apart on the floor. Even a little far apart made her position
unacceptable given how short her skirt was!

“Wider,' he said.

Her face burned as she spread her feet
further apart.

“Wider.”

She felt an intense pressure building inside
her.

“Wider.”

“Sir,” she gulped.

“Wider.”

Her legs were now wide enough to be
stretching the fabric of the hem. Worse, given the shortness of the
dress, as she spread her legs apart, the angle allowed the fabric
to slide further up her thighs.

“Wider.”

She obeyed, feeling the fabric slowly sliding
further up her thighs.

“Wider.”

She shifted her feet even further apart, and
didn't have to look down now to know that the skirt was effectively
up around her upper thighs now, her panties clearly visible.

“Black is a nice color against pale skin. But
you need more sun, girl,” he said. “Stand up.”

Stricken, she stared at him.

“Up,” he said, gesturing.

She stood up, her legs suddenly rubbery, and
the pad and panties fell to the floor, along with the pencil.

“Clumsy of you. Come here.”

She shuffled forward until she was standing
with her legs inches from his chair, actually between his own
spread legs. He looked up at her, then sat forward. His hands went
to the thick belt around her waist, and he deftly unbuckled it,
then removed it.

“Pull the dress up and over your head,” he
said softly.

She should just refuse!

She gripped the hem and pulled the dress up
slowly, heart pounding like a drum in her chest as it rose above
her hips, baring her lower body. It slid up her belly, bunched up
beneath her breasts, then slid over them. She pulled it up and off
over her head and stared at him, a kind of electricity crackling
along her skin.

“Take off the bra.”

She felt, in a way, as if she was in a dream.
She kept fighting for control, reminding herself she was playing a
role... a part... but kept getting lost in that role, the heat
flaring within her. She reached behind her and undid the bra, then
felt a hot rush of both embarrassment and excitement as she dropped
the bra to the floor.

“I didn't see enough of your breasts
yesterday, girl. Lovely. Almost perfect. Nice and round, high, a
good shape, lovely nipples. Take off your panties.”

Claire felt a hot prickle of heat along her
face and scalp as she did so, then stood there naked, fighting to
keep still.

“Good. Now get your pad and pencil and sit
down again.

Was he kidding!? She blinked rapidly, then,
swallowing, eased down, picked them up and started to sit back.

“No, girl. Sit here,” he said, patting his
lap.

Oh shit! she thought.

Awkwardly, she moved to obey, and his arm
swept our around her as, with a startled yelp, she felt herself
lifted up and positioned sitting across his lap. Naked!

“Read that letter back to me,” he said.

She opened the pad with trembling
fingers.

“Dear, James,” she said, trying to keep her
voice from trembling too, “ I want to compliment you on your
reasoning with regard to the C-17 chipset.”

His hand was stroking gently up and down on
her thigh, his fingers easing in between her legs.

“While it's true that in previous
instances... “ He looked at her.

Gulping, Claire began to write his words
down.

“... we ironed out all issues prior to our
announcement.”

She continued to write.

“I believe that this case is different due to
the stakes involved. We know the issue and a fix is in the works
and will be ready within weeks.”

His fingers eased further down between her
thighs as he spoke, all-but forcing her to ease her legs apart
enough to admit it. When his fingers found her clitoris she gasped
aloud, for it was swollen and exquisitely sensitive, sending a
burst of sensation up through her body and straight into her
mind!

He drew his fingers up and back, then
startled her by brushing them lightly along her lower lip before
easing them inside. Her eyes widened as they flicked up at his
face, then down at his fingers, which pushed in across her
tongue.

“Close your lips, girl,” he said. “And
lick.”

God!

She obeyed, licking at them tentatively as
two fingers pushed deeper into her mouth, pumping gently in and
out. She sucked, eyes flicking up and down, up and down, her heart
thumping in her chest!

“Read that back to me,” he said, drawing his
fingers back.

“D-Dear James,” she began.

His fingers, moistened by her own saliva,
pressed against her clitoris again, rubbing slowly up and down over
it, circling it, then catching it between them, rubbing up and down
faster as she tried to speak, as she tried to keep her voice
somewhat even.

“While it's t-true we ironed … oo out all
issues prior to – . “

“No, from the beginning.”

His fingers slid down the line of her sex,
caressing her, then back up. They rose and he rubbed them along her
lips, then pushed them into her mouth once again. She closed her
lips, eyes staring at him over his fingers as she sucked and
licked. He drew them back again, and this time sank them gently in
between the lips of her sex, twisting slowly, pushing in
further.

“Keep reading, girl.”

“D-Dear James,” she said breathlessly.

She dropped the pad with a gasp as his
fingers suddenly slid deep inside her!

“My, my. You're quite a bit wetter than I'd
expected,” he said.

Clair squirmed in her chair, face
flushed.

“Read that back,” he said, his fingers
pushing in and angling up.

“I-I'm not... “

She looked around dazedly.

“It's on the floor,” he said.

He lifted the pencil and pad off the floor
with his other hand and gave it to her, and then his thumb pressed
in against her clitoris, rubbing from side to side as his fingers
twisted and rolled inside her tight sheath.

“Read,” he said.

“D-Dear James,” she gulped. “I-I want to
compliment you on your reasoning – .”

“Do you like cock, Rebecca?”

Her eyes widened, and she felt another whoosh
of shock in her stomach!

“Do you?”

“I-I... I … g-guess.”

“Say it.”

She stared at him.

“Say it, girl.”

“I... I like cock,” she said, a wave of heat
rolling through her as she spoke the words.

She felt his fingers sliding through her
hair, even as his thumb stroked across her clitoris, then suddenly
he yanked back on her hair and she cried out, dropping pencil and
pad again, her head forced far back, back bowed. She felt his mouth
on her breast, felt his lips closing around it, then his teeth...
felt them digging into her overheated flesh... digging in harder...
biting her... to the edge of pain!

His tongue circled her nipple and she
shuddered, her body jerking against him.

“Nasty, naughty little girl,” he breathed.
“Clearly you need to be punished.”
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“I-I don't... I didn't – !”

He lifted her off his lap and turned her back
to him.

“Cross your wrists behind your back,” he
said.

Panting, gulping in air, heart thumping,
Claire obeyed, turning her head around to see him draw a short
length of thin white rope from his desk. She felt a shock wave, and
her wrists trembled as he gripped them and placed them exactly
across each other, then looped the rope around it. It pulled
tighter, locking her wrists together, and a feeling of breathless
excitement stole over her!

He turned her around to face him again as he
sat there, and he looked up the length of her body as she looked
back down with wide eyes.

“I've mentioned how lovely and soft your skin
is, I hope,” he said, placing both hands on her abdomen and letting
the skim slowly up her body. “I think it would be passing foolish
of me not to compliment something so extraordinary.”

She gasped as his hands caressed her stomach
and chest, then moved up across her breasts.

“Very lovely shape to your breasts too,” he
said, guiding his fingers under and around to the outside, then
squeezing them softly in and up together.

“And these nipples...”

He plucked at her nipples with soft fingers,
then pinched them lightly, to make her gasp.

He stood up, then, his hand sliding up her
back and into her hair. Claire moaned as she felt her head forced
up and back, her chest pushed out.

“Gorgeous,” he said in almost an
undertone.

It made her shudder, because it seemed to her
that he wasn't saying it to her at all, but to himself!

Snap!

“Ow!” she gasped.

She jerked against his grip and before he
pulled her head back caught a glimpse of a thin, flexible plastic
ruler in his hand.

“I did say punishment was in order, did I
not, girl?” he drawled.

Snap!

The ruler was extremely lightweight, but the
slap as it struck the center of her swollen breast was accompanied
by a sting to her already rigid nipple!

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

She twisted and moaned and gasped, but the
stings were not all that painful. The sensation was more of a
shock, and the repeated slaps were heating up the center of her
breast, making the skin feel even more sensitive!

Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!

He swung the ruler down against her other
nipple, then the first again, using only his wrist, the little
ruler a blur as it swept down to spank her nipples.


Snapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnap!

She trembled and moaned as her nipples began
to burn like fire. Then he stopped, and she groaned as his free
hand slid down her bowed body and his fingers began to stroke
across her clitoris. At the same time, his mouth enveloped the
center of her right breast, his teeth digging into her flesh as he
licked and sucked hungrily!

He drew back and eased his grip on her hair,
letting her head up and forward.

“It's not that I don't admire your lovely
breasts, my dear. In fact, I think they should be suitably
adorned.

He opened his desk drawer again and drew out
what looked like a large, egg shaped emerald on a very short, thin
gold chain. It was the size of a golf ball, and she saw that the
chain had a small round loop at its end, which he slid around her
throbbing nipple. He then twisted a tiny screw and the loop began
to close – and close more.

“Oh! Oh! It's too tight!” she gasped,
twisting and wriggling in his grasp.

“No, it's just tight enough,” he said,
drawing another out of his drawer.

“Sir!” she gasped in protest.

“Think how lovely you'll look,” he said in
amusement.

Then the other one was tightening around her
left nipple and she was dancing from foot to foot, gasping and
moaning as her nipples burned hotly!

He jerked back on her hair again, then pushed
her down, and she sagged heavily to her knees in front of him. He
looked down at her and she sensed a fire behind his eyes.

“Now here is a sight few men are privileged
to gaze upon,” he said.

And his hand went to his zipper!

Claire's eyes widened, and her wrists pulled
instinctively against the rope binding them. It was both daunting
and darkly exciting that they were held firmly in place!

He reached into those gorgeously tailored
trousers and her anxious and hungry eyes saw a flash of skin which
did not belong to his hand!

This can't be happening! she thought
wildly. On my knees naked with my hands tied in front of the
boss!

She moaned softly as he drew himself out into
the light. He was hard, rigid, thick and long and he pointed almost
menacingly at her!

“This is for you, little girl,” he said
softly.

His grip tightened in her hair and she gasped
as he jerked her head up and back, then forward, holding his thick
shaft in his other hand.

“Did you say before that you loved cock? I
thought you did. Say it again, Rebecca, dear.”

She moaned as he rubbed the head back and
forth across her cheek, then along her lower lip.

“Say it, girl,” he growled.

“I-I love cock!” she gasped.

He slapped her face with his cock!

“Sir,” he said. “You forgot the sir.”

“I love cock, sir!” she gasped, red faced,
chest so tight she was gulping in air.

He rubbed it back and forth along her lower
lip again, and she licked at it.

“Again. Say it again,” he said softly.

“I love cock, sir!” she gulped.

It felt so wild, so insane, so darkly
thrilling to say such a thing... like this... here... with him!

“Again.”

“I love cock, sir!”

He pushed himself into her mouth, startling
her at first. She moaned around it, closing her lips around it,
another wild rush of excitement and heat swirling and churning
inside her as she began to lick at him, as he pushed himself
deeper!

She felt him gathering up her hair on both
sides as he drew back. Then he pushed forward again, his thick cock
sliding into the back of her mouth so that she almost gagged. He
held her hair so tightly her scalp ached, but he wasn't really
trying to hold her in place yet.

Her hands jerked again, impulsively. She had
never given oral sex before without using them, at least in part to
control how deep into her mouth a man's cock would push. She had no
such control now.

She had no control at all!

He pushed deeper, and her instinctive pull
back was halted as his powerful hands pushed her forward. She
gagged, and he pulled back.

“Nasty girl,” he breathed. “Naughty nasty
girl. I have so much to teach you!”

She cried out as he yanked on her hair,
pulling her to her feet, then shoving her roughly across his desk.
She felt his hands on her thighs, then, lifting them up, then
flipping her onto her back, onto her bound arms, rather.

“Oh!” she cried, as he forced her legs
achingly wide, then shoved her forward so that her head hung over
the far side of his desk.

“Now isn't this a pretty picture,” he said as
if to himself.

She heard his chair pulled in, and then his
hands on her trembling inner thighs, stroking as well as
restraining. She lifted her head up and forward, though it was a
great effort, and saw him sitting examining her sex, his chair
pulled into the desk as if he was preparing for a meal!

She dropped her head, the weight overcoming
her muscles, and squealed as his fingers stroked at her clitoris,
then dipped in between the taut lips of her sex, pulling them
apart. A moment later, she felt his breath on her there, then his
tongue!

During the course of her short life Claire
had had sex on a number of occasions, had given oral sex a number
of times. She had gotten oral sex infrequently, nor any of those
occasions impressed much impressed her.

Jacob Power had the restraint, the patience,
and the skill which had never come together in any of her previous
lovers, and though she couldn't see what he did, she could
certainly feel it as her hips began to roll and grind in helpless
pleasure, muscle spasms causing her to twist and arch and shudder
as his finger pushed into her and his thumb and tongue took turns
on her clitoris, often pinning them between them!

Two fingers were inside her, then three,
pumping and twisting as his incredible tongue lapped at her
clitoris, first fast, then slow, circling then swiping, then
pausing altogether as his lips caught her swollen button and began
to suck in a harsh, fast, rhythmic fashion.

Her head was pounding! Hanging upside down
over the side of the desk, filled with the a wild surging tumult of
sexual pressure, she thought her head would explode as she rolled
from side to side on her bound and helpless arms, and fought
desperately to keep from giving too loud a voice to the pleasure
Power was forcing upon her!

And then he stopped!

She continued to jerk and tremble, moaning
even as she saw him come around to her side of the desk. His upside
down image came right up to her head, his hand sliding down behind
it, and she saw his cock still hard, still eager, as he pushed it
into her already open mouth.

And then deep... deep into her throat!

It happened before she was even aware of it!
Her mind was swimming in a thick, oozing, overheated stew of sexual
heat and a sexual electricity which crackled through her body and
mind! And suddenly, his cock was in her mouth, filling it, bringing
her a delicious, wonderful sense of right, of almost gleeful,
thrilled delight!

And then it was pushing, without hesitation,
deep into her throat! And it did it so easily, as if, distracted,
overcome by a sexual fever, her body forgot to gag or choke or
care!

Until it was far, far too late.

She started to gag, and did, a little, and
yet, somehow or other, she stopped. He was filling her throat! All
the way down, it felt like, but holding still! Her gag reflex
didn't seem to know what to do! He was already down her throat and
the fever heat gripping her made it difficult to go into that panic
she might otherwise have!

“Lovely, tight throat on you, little girl,”
he groaned.

She felt his hand on her breast, then he let
go of her hair, and his other hand gripped her other breast. She
stared dazedly into the underside of his groin, at the neat,
careful pinstripes of the expensive trousers. He pushed in, and she
gurgled, as he ground himself against her mouth, against her
jaw!

Then he drew slowly back, just an inch,
before driving himself hard, jamming himself into her and grinding
himself against her mouth again!

She gagged weakly, her head pounding,
spinning! She was becoming light-headed, dazed!

He pulled back, an inch, then two, then
thrust hard again, grinding himself against her face.

She needed to breath, she thought dazedly,
her chest burning.

He drew himself back, an inch, two, then all
the way, quickly, his shaft glistening and wet as he pulled free of
her mouth, and she instinctively gulped in deep, ragged breaths of
air!

He was gone, then she felt his fingers
sliding into her pussy, felt his tongue against her clitoris
again!

She gulped in air, chest heaving, as his
fingers pumped inside her and his lips sucked lightly against her
clitoris. Light headed, she shuddered, her hips grinding up against
him in a slow, awkward, spastic motion at first, then harder, and
more frantic.

It seemed she had but a moment to note that
his fingers had pulled free, that neither tongue nor lips were on
her clitoris, then he had seized her hair and shoved himself deep
into her throat again!

She screamed, or at least tried to, but more dazed surprise than
anything else. No real sound emerged, however, for his thick shaft
blocked her airway. He thrust into her, harder than last time, and
steadily, while she stared in glassy eyed shock at his groin.
What... ? What... ?

She felt his hands om her thighs, forcing
them apart, then his tongue on her clitoris.

She stared at the shaft sliding out of her
mouth, then pushing deep again, until she couldn't see it any more.
It drew out and then thrust in, drew out and thrust in, as he used
long, determined strokes, thrusting in and out of her mouth and
throat!

Claire gagged weakly, dazedly, head still
pounding as he licked furiously at her clitoris, his fingers
pumping in and out of her as his forearms pressed her thighs down
to try to hold the trembling, writhing girl in place.

The orgasm hit her out of the blue, a
surging, explosive release of tension, an eruption of massive
sensory power that made her scream nearly soundlessly, scream and
scream as she twisted and writhed, arched and bucked in violent
contortions, the orgasm an explosion in her body and mind, tearing
the latter apart as her muscles spasmed and her buttocks bounced on
the desk.

In the midst of it, as his groin slapped
furiously against her jaw, his thickness began to diminish,
allowing her to suck in shaky breaths of air. Then he thinned
further and pulled back and out.

She moaned dazedly, dizzily, as he moved
away, then pulled her further back so that her head no longer hung
over the edge.

“Well,” he said, in a slightly shaky voice.
“Well, that was... entertaining. But... we both do have work to do
after all...”

Claire was too dazed to know or care what he
meant.

He gripped her thighs and dragged her legs
down off the desk, then rolled her onto her belly. She groaned
weakly, face against the desk top, eyes still faintly glassy. She
felt his hands on her wrists, untying them, and then they fell
free.

She gasped weakly as he slapped her bottom,
his fingers kneading the soft flesh.

“What a lovely ass,” he said. “The genetic
lottery has been kind to you, girl.”

He spread her legs and then she felt
something pushing against her back opening. The pressure drew her
attention, and began to clear a mind bathed in the shimmering
afterglow of orgasm. Her eyes fluttered and then widened.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped. “Sir!”

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom, and the pressure
continued! It wasn't his cock, she was sure! It felt like his
finger, at first, then no, much thicker, and growing thicker
still!

“Sir I... I don't... I don't do that – !”

Crack!

“You do whatever you're ordered to do, girl,”
he said.

She gasped as she felt her sphincter spread
even wider, and her hands pushed at the desk, trying to push
herself upright. He seized her hair, however, jerking her head up
and back, then shoving down to force her breasts back against the
desk.

“Oh!”

The pressure eased suddenly, fading almost to
nothing, but then she felt the oddest sensation as he let her up,
and her hand immediately clamped down on her bottom and felt...
something... like a coin pressed firmly against her!

“It's a butt-plug,” he said. “It will start
to train your lovely bottom so that it's much easier for me to get
in there.”

She turned and gaped at him in
astonishment.

He gave her an impatient look. “Come,
Rebecca, you must surely have seen what a gorgeous bottom you have.
Trust me when I say every man who has seen you here in those tight
dresses has noted it and dreamed about burying every last inch of
their cocks inside it.”

He suddenly cupped her face in his hands and
leaned in to kiss her... on the forehead.

She blinked at his smiling face as he
withdrew.

'Now, back to work, girl,” he said, turning
her and giving her a slap on the bottom.

“But – !”

“No need to get dressed. I like you the way
you are.”

She gaped at him but he had her arm in hand
and was guiding her towards the door.

“Don't forget to update the excel sheet on
time-lines and deadlines,” he said as they reached the door.

She halted, or tried to.

“But what if someone comes in!?”

“No one will, as I have no appointments here,
but you may lock the door if you wish.”

He closed the door behind her.

“And don't remove either the butt-plug or the
emeralds,” he said through the door.

He was insane, she thought, quickly locking
the door. She couldn't work naked! Someone would come knocking on
the door, and then what!? What if they had a key?! What if she was
caught like this!?

The only one whose opinion matters is Power,
a part of her said, somewhat unconvincingly.

She looked down at her nipples. The loops
around them were golden, and quite, quite thin, like string. They
were tight around the base of each nipple, and thin enough that
they left the stiff, hard nipples poking out around them. The
weights, or emeralds, as he called them, were smaller than ping
pong balls, but even so, every time she moved even a little, they
tugged and swung and bounced, jerking on her aching nipples!

The other thing... the butt-plug inside
her... how big was it!? She could feel it there, though it wasn't
terribly uncomfortable, just... odd. She could hardly believe he'd
put the thing inside her! That was disgusting!

This was insane!

She shuddered... again. She'd been doing that
since … since that incredible orgasm, an orgasm that had felt like
it was going to make her head explode, send her skull and brain
across the room in pieces! She was still dazed by it!

He's such a pervert, she moaned, looking down
at herself.

Of course, most men were.

She cleared her throat. It ached, though not
as much as she would have expected. She felt a sense of awe as she
rubbed her neck. He had buried his entire cock in her throat! She
had deep throated him, or at least, well, she had taken him into
her throat. That wasn't something she'd ever done before!

In the office! Across his desk! Naked! With
her arms tied!

She shook her head dazedly, still hardly able
to believe she'd allowed all this to happen!

And what the hell was she going to do
now!?

Well, there really wasn't much to be done
other than... get back to work. She sat gingerly, wincing every
time she moved too sharply and the green balls tugged and pulled at
her nipples, then looked at her monitor.

Someone had replaced her chair overnight.
This one was rather nice, expensive, plus, and covered in leather.
She had a tendency to lean forward while she worked, but now she
discovered if she leaned forward the short weighted stones hung
straight down from her nipples, swinging freely. If she sat back
they rested against her breasts more.

But sitting back made her even more away of
that... thing he'd shoved up her ass! She squirmed uncomfortably,
both physically and mentally.

This was insane!

She couldn't work like this!

She got up and went to the inner door,
clamping an arm across her breasts to keep the small green balls
from swinging.

She took a deep breath, and opened the door,
then walked in, blushing as he looked up at her.

“Yes, girl?”

She set her jaw. “Sir, I-I can't work naked!
I just – !”

“Come here,” he said.

She glowered as she moved across the floor
and around his desk.

“Turn around,” he said.

She turned unwillingly, as he drew something
else from the desk, some sort of gold chain, she thought, craning
her neck around. He drew it around her waist, low on her hips, and
clipped it there, then reached between her legs. She looked down,
at some sort of gold ball attached loosely to the chain, then
gasped as his fingers found her clitoris.

He rubbed her lightly, then pulled on the
chain, easing it back and down.

“Lean forward,” he ordered, slapping her
bottom.

“Sir!” she moaned in protest.

“All the way,” he ordered, giving her bottom
another slap.

This was crazy! He was crazy!

He drew the chain down to where the... thing
was stuffed into her bottom, then somehow attached it there! She
felt the chain tightening against her groin, and squeaked as he
slapped her bottom again, then had her straighten up.

She stared down between her legs, mouth
agape.

The single chain which descended from the
middle of the one curving across her hips, angling it downward, had
a quarter inch or so of doubled chain – right over her clitoris.
Not over, though, really, she realized. In fact, the two chains
pressed firmly into her flesh on either side of her throbbing,
swollen button, kind of squeezing in the flesh around it, making it
swell even more.

And then there was that tiny golden ball,
like a marble, but gold, with tiny spikes all over it, and it was
attached to the chain right at the top of that doubled section, so
that it rested lightly against her clitoris!

“Now get back to work,” he said.

“You're crazy!” she exclaimed.

“I assure you I'm not.”

“But – !”

He stood up suddenly, and she gasped as she
felt – again, her hair jerked back, forcing her head up and
back.

“No. Hands at your sides,” he ordered
sternly, as her hands instinctively rose to grab at his wrist.

She hesitated, heart thumping, then dropped
her trembling hands to her sides.

“Excellent. Good girl. We'll teach you
obedience and discipline after all,” he said softly.

And then she felt his breath on her neck,
then his lips, sliding slowly up along her exposed throat, then
down along the nape of her neck, where he bit gently, softly along
the way.

“You,” he said in a soft voice, “Are an
incredibly beautiful piece of walking, talking, exciting, arousing,
sexual hunger, pleasure and heat. But I don't think you really
understand it yet. I intend to show you.”

He released her hair and slapped her
bottom.

“Back to work, girl,” he ordered.
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If it had been impossible to concentrate
before, it was doubly so now! Her mind swirled from his words, from
the hunger and heat in them, and from the feel of his breath and
lips on her throat!

And her body... her body ached and stung and
throbbed with a growing sexual heat and need.

Her clitoris felt swollen and even more
sensitive than usual. Every time she moved that tiny spiked ball
bounced lightly against it. Lightly... lightly and yet... making
her gasp and wince, her clitoris pulsing with heat! Her nipples
burned and tingled. They ached, yet that ache was turning her on,
and she caught herself moving her body faster than she needed to
just to make them tug sharply on her nipples!

She was simultaneously aghast and enthralled
by the dark, wild thrill of it! To think that just on the other
side of that door, people were walking back and forth, clad in
suits and dresses! She could hear their voices at times, as they
walked by! And here she was naked! And … with these … things
on!

Who could have suspected Power was such a
kinky pervert!?

But what was she to do about it!? And wasn't this... well, sort
of... good for her plans? She was getting closer to him, after all,
and soon he would trust her and … and what? This wasn't the sort of
romantic entanglement she'd had in mind. In fact, it wasn't like
anything she'd even imagined. What the hell!?

And he had kissed her on the forehead!? What
the hell did that mean? That was what you did to your daughter or
niece, not a girl you were having sex with! And that was SEX, she
thought fiercely, angrily. That wasn't a casual blow-job! That was
for sure!

Damn him! She had thought sleeping with him
would settle all this confusion! Of course, she hadn't actually
done that, not fully. And why hadn't they? The more time she spent
with him the more confused she was by him!

She looked down between her legs and touched
the little ball with a soft gasp. She pressed it in against her
swollen clitoris, then ground it a bit from side to side. It …
ached! But the ache was like an incredible rush of heat, and her
legs jerked aside as she arched her back, moaning helplessly, the
weighted little green balls tugging at her nipples..

“Fuck!” she gasped breathlessly.

This was insane!

Her trembling fingers reached down again, but
halted.

I can't masturbate here! she thought
frantically.

Suddenly, the door opened behind her. She
jumped to her feet and spun around, gasping, eyes wide, to see him
looking at her calmly.

“I have a brief meeting with the CFO,” he
said. “He wants to discuss some financial issues. Under the
circumstances, I won't have you come and write notes.”

“B-but what if someone comes!?”

“You mean other than you? Just don't answer
the door. In fact, come here.”

He took her arm and led her into his larger
office, then over to the desk. The slender rope was still on the
edge of his desk and he turned her around and pulled her wrists
behind her, crossing them.

“What are you... but I can't...”

“I won't be gone long,” he said, as he
wrapped the ropes around her wrists. “And I don't want you removing
those.”

“I won't!”

“No, not now.”

“But sir!”

“Shh,” he said, kissing her lightly on the
top of the head.

He led her forward to perhaps six feet before
the door, then pushed her to her knees.

“Sit on your heels,” he said. “Spread your
knees wide. That's a good girl. Back straight, head up. Yes, like
that. Now I want to see you in exactly this position when I
return.”

“But, sir – !”

He closed the door on her and she stared at
it, appalled. Was he crazy? She couldn't kneel here like this naked
with him gone!

And yet, here she was, with her wrists firmly
tied behind her back.

She glared at the door, then tried to work
her wrists free, to no avail. She got up and went to the door,
turning her back to it and tried the knob, finding it locked. That
was a relief, at least. Nobody was likely to come in and find her
like this.

She was still wearing her high heels, but
that was all. She walked around the room, and found the plans still
on his desk. She muttered a curse. She certainly couldn't photocopy
them with her wrists tied behind her back! There was very little
she could do, in fact!

She shied away from the big windows. It
wasn't likely anyone in those other office towers would notice her
naked, not unless they were using binoculars, but even so, she was
quite aware of how vulnerable she was in her nudity. At home, in
her bathroom, in her bedroom, sure. Here, at the office? No way was
she going to feel at all secure!

God, this was so weird! She moved around
restlessly then, having nothing better to do, returned to the spot
in front of the door and reluctantly knelt down. Maybe his meeting
would only take a few minutes.

She folded her legs awkwardly and then spread
her knees apart and took a slow, deep breath, then another.

“So weird,” she said softly.

And yet, here she was, waiting on her knees
naked for him to return. And what would he do when he got back, she
wondered both anxiously and hopefully.

Her nipples still burned and throbbed. And
her clitoris was still swollen, achy, ultra-sensitive. As she knelt
in place, she shifted, rolled her shoulders, straightened or leaned
in, making all the casual movements any person did even while
remaining in one place. And all those movements had an effect on
her body, most particularly on her nipples and clitoris.

She found her arousal deepening once again.
And, she discovered, like a narcotic, it began to influence her
mind. The more her sense of arousal grew, the less it bothered her
to be naked and bound on her knees – and the more it excited her.
It was such a wild, wicked, wanton thing to be doing, after
all!

A shimmering aura of sexual anticipation and
heat seemed to surround her, dancing and crackling across the
surface of her skin. She became hyper aware of the feel of her
throbbing nipples, the weight of her breasts, the butt-plug inside
her and the tightness of the ropes around her wrists, of the feel
of her loose hair brushing across her shoulders, and the carpet
against her bare knees.

Her plan to steal data from Power only
entered her mind as a kind of reassurance, a justification as to
why she was submitting to this sort of thing, and it acted almost
to exempt her from the self-judgment she would otherwise have to
engage in.

To a point.

She turned her head slowly, looking around
the room. It was a nice room, a luxuriously decorated room, with
lots of light from the windows. She tried to see herself in such a
room. It wasn't difficult. She was smart, after all, and savvy, and
tough and driven. And this was the office of such a person, a
powerful person. Ironic it was Power who occupied it.

Power. Yes, he'd shown a lot more of that
than she'd expected. She found herself remembering his voice when
it hardened, and the way it tightened her belly and caused her to
become breathless. He had a quality and strength in him none of the
men she'd dated had shown.

Her mind still squirmed from time to time,
with why on Earth she was kneeling there obediently, naked, why she
hadn't refused... and she used her plan to justify herself, though
she knew that wasn't entirely true. She fumed about the disrespect
it suggested even while part of her felt a crackling heat at the
outrageousness of what she was doing.

And then she heard a sound, and froze,
staring at the door. She felt a wild fear that it was someone else
at the door! What on earth would she do!? How would she explain
herself!?

The door opened, and she held her breath. Even her heart halted
momentarily. When he walked in, she let out her breath and felt a
huge surge of relief.

“Good girl,” he said, closing the door behind
him.

He walked past her, ruffling her hair as he
did, and she felt a wild surge of indication.

“Sir!” she protested, turning her head, half
turning her body.

“No talking, girl,” he said absently, putting
some papers on his desk.

“Sir!” she exclaimed, turning fully around
and rising on her knees as she scowled at him.

“Are you looking to be punished for
disobedience, girl?”

“I'm not... you can't just – !”

He had something in his hand! It looked
like... like a very long black pencil, at first. It was far too
long to be a pencil, though, and as he walked swiftly back to her
she saw that it was flexible, the tip moving as he jerked his
hand.

“Sir I need to – !”

She yelped as he grasped her hair and jerked
her forward and down. She would have fallen on her face, had he not
pulled back on her hair at the last minute. But that yanked her
hair against her scalp and she cried out in pain.

“Bottom up. Face down,” he said, coolly.
“Now!” he barked, hardening his voice.

Gasping, she complied, feeling her heart
starting to pound.

“You need to learn discipline, girl,” he said
in a calmer voice.

She felt something slim coasting across her
upraised bottom. Then – .

Crack!

“Ow!” she cried, “Don't!”

“But I'm the owner,” he said. “I give orders.
I don’t take them.”

Crack!

“Ow! Sir! That hurts!”

“Pain is an excellent teacher, little
girl.”

Crack!

Whatever he had in his hand it struck her
with a soft crack of noise, and only a very light weight. But it
stung!

Crack!

“You must learn to obey, girl.”

Crack!

“This shows the kind of discipline I require
of an employee.”

Crack!

Keep that lovely bottom of yours high, knees
together,” he said.

“But, sir – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“How do you feel, girl?”

“It hurts!”

Crack!

“I didn't ask how your bottom felt. I asked
how you felt? Your behavior has disappointed me. Are you ashamed of
yourself?”

“No!”

Crack!

“You should be.

'But – !”

Crack!

“I said no talking,” he said.

“You asked me!”

Crack!

“No arguing.”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Clearly it doesn't hurt nearly enough,” he
said. “Perhaps I'll have to get something heavier than this
quirt.”

Claire bit her lip, gulping in air, her
bottom hot and throbbing as he caressed it with the... the
quirt.

“I think one of your problems, girl, is you
don't have sufficient guidance. You live alone, with no man to tell
you what to do.”

That was outrageously sexist, and given what
she knew of him, she was quite certain he meant it to be. In itself
that was actually reassuring. He was playing a game, a nasty,
wicked sexual game, but just a game. And it was a very hot game,
and not just on her bottom!

She felt that heat flare, felt a sudden sense
of breathlessness.

“No man tells me what to do!” she gasped.

Crack!

“You think not? I think you're definitely in
need of guidance, little girl.”

“I'm not a little girl!”

Crack!

“You're whatever I say you are, girl. Spread
your legs.”

“Wha – .”

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

She gasped, her knees jerking apart as she
panted weakly. She gasped again as she felt the … quirt, sliding up
and down against her soft sex, rubbing against the line of her
pussy, then easing down to stroke slowly back and forth over her
swollen clitoris.

“Oh!”

“Such a naughty girl,” he said. “You clearly
need my assistance. Perhaps I'll take you home to further your
instruction.”

She felt his fingers at her sex then, and her
hips jerked as she was penetrated, as two fingers, turning to left
and right, pushed into her, through the tight lips of her pussy,
then deeper.

“You're very wet, girl,” he said. “Unless I'm
mistaken, that means you're ready for sex. Are you ready for
sex?”

Claire moaned.

Crack! The quirt snapped down across
her bottom!

“Are you ready for sex, girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gurgled.

She felt his fingers prying at the thing in
her bottom, felt it start to draw back, slowly forcing her
sphincter open, and her eyes widened. He couldn't! Not there! The
instant thought caused her to roll violently to her side. That had
her sprawled on her back before the surprised man as he squatted
before her.

“Oh no, little girl,” he said. “You've
changed positions without my telling you.”

He grasped her legs suddenly, and then his
arms flexed as he flipped her bodily onto her belly. She squealed
aloud as he dragged her back towards him, then – .

Crack!

His hand slapped sharply down on her buttocks
before both hands seized her hips and jerked them up into the
air.

Crack!

His hand slapped sharply across her bottom
again! Then his zipper went down!

She squirmed but that only got her another
slap, and then she felt him, what had to be him, not his
fingers, but him! He pulled aside the thin chain which had lain
there and then rubbed himself against her sex, up and down,
pressing harder, then pushing in between, spreading apart the lips
of her sex and – .

“Oh!” she gasped in a stunned voice. “Oh
God!”

He sank into her, thick and hard, but she was
sopping and oh-so-ready! He pushed deep into her belly and then
seized her hips again.

“Nasty little girl,” he said as he forced the
last inch into her body and ground his hips against her.

She felt his hand bury itself in her tangled
hair, felt the other helping to gather it up, then he seized a
thick mass in his hand and jerked her head up sharply. She cried
out again, and as she did he started to thrust, drawing himself out
and then thrusting deep, drawing back, and thrusting hard. His
other hand reached down and as he lifted her head up and back he
actually raised her shoulders off the floor, his free hand filling
itself with her right breast!

The tight tension in her scalp was
distracting, at first, and filled her with dazed disbelief. She
used her stomach and back muscles to raise herself up, to ease the
pressure. That worked, but of course, she couldn't possibly sustain
herself in that position, not bent so far over at the waist on her
knees!

He held her hair tightly as his hand kneaded
her breast. His hips began to hit her bottom harder and harder as
he increased the length and force of his thrusts, and those
weighted little green balls began to swing wildly back and forth
from her nipples!

Her clitoris burned as the chains squeezed in
harder from the sides, and the little spiked ball bounced steadily
against it as he rode her. She gurgled and grunted and cried out,
softly at first, but with her voice rising as wild dark pressure of
sexual heat took a greater hold on her mind.

This was impossible! she thought
wildly.

Her skull throbbed with the power of the
desire he'd wakened in her, and she could hardly think as his hips
struck her again and again and her body burned with a fiery
hunger!

Every deep thrust seemed to release a new hot
surge of sexual energy through her body, and drew a dazed cry of
pleasure from her open mouth.

He was so deep!

The energy grew, the pressure and heat
growing, and her cries grew wilder and more dazed with animal
passion. Then, suddenly, his free hand was at her mouth, shoving
something against it, something malleable. He squeezed it, but it
was still rather thick even as he pushed it into her mouth. It
barely fit past her teeth, despite her wide her mouth was!

And then it … expanded again inside her
mouth, filling her mouth, pressing up against the roof of her mouth
and down against her tongue, preventing her jaws from closing! It
was some kind of... ball! Like a rubber ball, she thought dazedly
as her cries, now muffled, grew more intense.

Claire had never been taken so hard before!
The slam of his hips against her bottom came at the same time as
the head of his cock punched against the back wall of her pussy!
The dual sensation was shocking, wild, making her want to scream at
the force and intensity! At the same time, her nipples burned and
crackled and her clitoris was on fire!

“Come for me, little girl,” he growled
breathlessly. “Come for me! You know you want to!”

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Come for me, you nasty girl!'

Crack!

“Come for your master, girl. Come like the
horny little slut you are!

Crack!

“Come!”

And so she did, the wild storm of energy
tearing through her body and mind so that her cries turned to a
wild, undulating shriek of pleasure, a wild, raw, animal howl of
passion as his hips pounded her and her body flared with a white
hot orgasmic explosion of sensations!
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There was a closet in his office, of course.
Power rolled an ottoman into it and then sat her on it. Dazed, she
did nothing to resist, still shell-shocked by the intensity of the
orgasm which had just torn apart her mind. He knelt next to her and
reached behind her, gripping her wrists, and doing something with
them she didn't concern herself about.

She squawked, her mind shaking clear many of
the cobwebs as he moved before her, gripped her ankles, and then
lifted them up... and back. She stared at him from between her own
thighs as he pressed her feet up against the wall above her, the
backs of her toes pressing against the cool plaster.

He released one, which dropped onto his
shoulder as he worked on the other. Claire cocked her head up and
saw him tying her ankle in place against a hook. A moment later he
gripped her other ankle, lifting it up and back again, spreading it
wider, then tying it to another hook. She jerked at her bound
wrists but found them tied to a hook lower down behind the
ottoman.

The ball thing in her mouth had a narrow cord
through it which he pulled around her cheeks and behind her head,
tying it. He then pulled her hair out from under, grinning at
her.

“I think you'll like this, you little sex
maniac.”

I'm not, she thought dazedly. Then her eyes
widened.

He had a … dildo, she thought. It was very
realistic looking! It curved somewhat, though, and it ha something
at the base she barely noticed at first as she stared at the fat
nose he now directed at her sopping wet pussy.

She shook her head, or tried to, but more out
of a need to express some kind of hesitation, or at least
reluctance. She wasn't a sex maniac!

She groaned as it spread her open as he
pushed it into her. She watched as he twisted and turned it from
side to side, eased it back, then pushed it in. She could feel the
head driving deeper and deeper into her belly as he kept pushing.
She ached already! She groaned and then gasped as the head seemed
to find the back wall of her pussy, but still he pushed!

She writhed and twisted at the growing pain,
and he halted, then pulled something else off the floor. It was...
another butt-plug. She didn't understand, but then she did. It was
bigger than the other. She squirmed even more as he pulled the
first one from her bottom, then slowly worked the second into
her.

That done, he pushed on the dildo, and
somehow her body found room for more. Now it was all but buried
inside her, with some odd little tongue at the bottom pressing
lightly against, not her swollen clitoris, still hemmed in by the
chains, but the little spiked ball atop it.

The base of the thing had a strap through it
similar to the ball in her mouth. He led the straps around her hips
and fastened them there somehow, then turned something at the base,
and ti began to... to vibrate!

“You relax and get some rest,” he said. “You
can come home with me later.”

What, she thought wonderingly. What!?

He leaned in and kissed her – on the
forehead, then ruffled her hair and withdrew, closing the door
behind him and leaving her in the dark!

It couldn't even be noon! Was he intending to
leave her tied up like this all day!?

She was appalled by the idea, but her concern
began to fade away as her body started to react to the vibrator

And everything else.

She blinked her eyes rapidly, moaning around
the gag, eyes fixed on the base of the big vibrator sticking into
her. She could just see the slim arm, the branch at the base,
pressing down lightly against the little spiked ball. The ball was
fairly bouncing against her clitoris, the sensation
indescribable!

This was insane, she thought, not for the
first time.

She stared towards the door, where she could
see a slim outline of light. She could hear nothing through it.
Could anyone there hear her if she made noise!?

Her mind was still filled with the echo of
sensations, emotions and heat as he had ridden her, right there in
the middle of the floor, her scalp aching as it pulled against her
hair and...

She had come like a whore! She had come with
an incredible explosion of pleasure!

“Come for your master,” she heard his voice
saying.

Like she was some kind of kinky... slave
girl!

And yet, as wild as the idea was, here she
was, tied up naked and helpless!

With her entire body now vibrating in tune
with the thing he had stuffed so achingly deep into her belly!

It took surprisingly little time before the
orgasm hit. She was startled by it, amazed, and enthralled! It was
like... like a giant bonus! For weren't orgasms called climaxes for
a reason!? They ended the show, ended the fun and games! They
signaled the finish line!

Of course, in the majority of her previous
sexual experiences she decided when she was have the 'orgasm'
because they were fake orgasms.

The one which exploded within her was no more
of a fake than the one she'd felt on the floor of his office, and
it tore apart her mind as it swept over her like a hurricane! She
heard herself screaming, even though she was gagged, as her body
shook violently against the ropes binding her in place. Her head
rolled and jerked and convulsions wracked her overheated belly as
the strength of the orgasm drove her nearly out of her mind!

It left her dazed and moaning in the
languorous aftermath. Her eyes felt bleary, and her skin
overheated. She was starting to perspire there in the closed office
and... much to her consternation, she realized she had drooled
through the gag! It was holding her mouth wide and seemed to be
stimulating her saliva.

She shook her head to clear it, groaning low
in her throat, staring at the vibrator, which was still purring,
uncomfortably now, for she was too sensitive, ultra-sensitive,
after the orgasm. It remained in place however, strapped firmly
against her, filling her to overflowing, especially with that other
thing stuck into her butt!

Damn him!

Her chin was quite literally on her chest,
leaving her nothing to stare at but the dimly seen outline of her
own sex, her lips stretched wide around the vibrator, the little
ball quivering and trembling against her clitoris.

Her wrists pulled against the rope to no
avail save to remind her that she was completely... helpless. She
was completely at his mercy.

Master? Ha!

And yet... the idea was wickedly, wildly
enthralling in a dark, squirmy sort of way.

Slave girl!

Sex slave!

Her body began to heat up again, and this
time the orgasm took even less time. It wasn't quite as powerful as
the earlier one, but still set her to thrashing wildly in place
against the ropes and crying out in helpless pleasure.

More orgasms struck her, one about every five
or six minutes, as far as her dazed mind could judge things. Five
more? Ten more? She lost count. Her stomach began to ache terribly
from muscle spasms. Then, fortunately for her sanity, the batteries
in the vibrator dimmed and then died.

She was exhausted by the time the door
opened, and her eyes blinked rapidly against the light.

“How is my girl doing?” he asked
cordially.

He squatted down beside her, and the the
contrast between them was stark. He was cool, calm, collected in
his beautiful power suit. She was drooling around the ball gag,
sweating, her hair a tangled mess, tied naked in an obscene
position with his sex toys protruding from her swollen pussy and
back opening.

“I trust you enjoyed the wait,” he said.

He stood up and then removed his blazer,
hanging it up in the back, then loosened and removed his tie and
rolled up his sleeves.

“You're looking a little peaked,” he said.
“I'm sure you could use a soothing bath.”

He untied Claire's ankles and let them down
gently, undid and removed the chain with its little spiked ball
which had so tormented her, and then drew the long, curved vibrator
out of her, fighting the tight grip of her pussy, which seemed
reluctant to see itself emptied.

He removed the loops holding the egg shaped
weights to her nipples, and then helped her to sit up and forward.
She tried to stand but collapsed to her knees, moaning into the
gag.

“Come along, slave girl,” he said.

There was that word, she thought dazedly!

He let his grip shift from her arm to her
hair, gathering it up and using it as a kind of leash, tugging
gently along so that she had to shamble forward on her knees. It
was a short distance to the bathroom, which was almost next door.
It was, of course, a full bathroom, and she saw that the tub had
already been filled with … bubble bath?

She blinked through loose strands of her
hair, wincing as her bare knees moved across the tiled floor,
staring at the tub. Her nipples were tingling and burning, and she
felt empty with the loss of the vibrator. He reached down behind
her and untied her wrists, which came free after what felt like
hours being bound!

“Into the tub, girl,” he said.

She reached up for the gag, but he slapped
her hands away.

“No,” he said, pointing a finger at her as
though she were a bad puppy. “Into the tub.”

She climbed into the tub, turned and sat
down, blinking at him. The water was hot, but just.

“I want you to sit on your heels facing me,”
he said.

Gulping, she did.

“Spread your legs,” he said in a soft
voice.

Again she obeyed.

“Now draw your hands behind your neck,
interlace your fingers, and arch your back. That's a good
girl.”

He picked up a bar of soap and lathered up
his hands as she knelt staring. Claire watched his hands, then as
they moved forward and cupped her breasts. She inhaled sharply as
his hands moved casually over her breasts, then up her chest and
back down again.

He held the soap in one hand, and moved both
hands smoothly and gently over her body, down to the waterline,
then back around her hips.

“Rise up on your knees, girl,” he said.

Claire hesitated, then rose out of the water,
still kneeling. His soapy hands moved lower, sliding in between her
legs, casually caressing her bare sex, then moving down her thighs
to the water again, then back up.

“Turn around, girl.”

Claire shuffled awkwardly, her mind starting
to buzzing with sex and filled with a dazed amazement at all this.
There was no denying how she felt about his hands caressing her
body, however. He moved them gently up and down her back, over her
shoulders, then up and down her arms to her hands.

This is so bizarre, she thought repeatedly,
as if hardly able to credit what was happening to her.

His hands soaped up her bottom and moved
under her again, sliding along her sex, then back up her back and
onto her shoulders. They moved around her ribs and over her breasts
again, sliding smoothly on the slick layer of soap.

She gasped as his soapy hand grasped a thick
length of hair and tugged it down.

“Back arched,” he said in a low voice.

His other hand moved around her ribs and over
her taut breasts as he held her hair back, her nipples hard, stiff,
sore little bumps against his fingers, still throbbing from being
squeezed for so long by the weights.

“Your nipples are very hard, little girl,” he
said, his fingers pausing to roll and squeeze her right nipple,
then abandoning it to slide downward, down her chest and belly and
in between her legs. As before, he caught her clitoris between two
soapy fingers, then slid them slowly up and down as she moaned
softly into the gag.

His hand drew back, leaving her panting a
little, then both hands combed at her hair, drawing it back
repeatedly. He pulled a small hand shower from the side of the tub
and sprayed her hair carefully, moving the narrow cone of water up
and down as she knelt with head back, soaking it.

What must, she thought, be shampoo followed,
as his fingers quickly lathered up her hair, then worked that
thick, bubbling lather down over her face, so that she had to close
her eyes tightly. That done, his hands moved over her body once
again, gliding through the soap, over her soft, slick, wet skin,
pausing to gently roll and pinch her nipples, to knead her breasts,
and to rub and caress her clitoris.

Claire could see nothing, of course, nor
speak. She could only kneel in place as his hands moved on her
body, a strange dark thrill of anticipation gripping her even as
she followed every movement of both hands, as they aroused
sensations throughout her body that had her pussy thrumming
hungrily yet again!

He picked up the hand shower and water began
to spray over her head and hair, then down over her face. He hummed
softly to himself as he rinsed her body off, the water and his free
hand moving over her, stroking and caressing until he apparently
judged her clear of soap.

Her head was enveloped by a soft towel as he
soaked most of the water out of her hair. The towel then moved
lower.

“Stand up, girl,” he said.

She obediently stood and he drew the towel
around her, again, rubbing back and forth, buffing her body dry,
moving the towel lower, and not being shy about rubbing her between
the legs, of course.

“Come on, out of the tub,” he said, grasping
her arm.

She was finally able to turn, and looked at
him with a peculiar sense of shyness for some reason, as he let his
eyes flick down her body. He had a smile in his eyes, but his lips
were firm as he drew her forward, kissed her on the forehead again,
then guided her to the counter and mirror. He picked up a brush
then, and gently brushed out her hair as she stood uncertainly,
staring at herself in the mirror.

He picked up a blow dryer, then, and began to
dry and brush her hair. She reached up once, with her fingers, to
try and clear the bangs off her forehead, but he slapped her bottom
lightly.

“No,” he said.

She mumbled a complaint into the gag, but
sighed and watched as he brushed and dried her hair with far more
bangs across the forehead than she ever liked. They half hid her
eyes!

“I like it like this, and who am I? I am the
boss, remember, the owner, the master of all he surveys.”

He slid a hand around her throat and almost
completely enclosed it as she stared at herself in the mirror.

“Your master,” he said in amusement.

Slave girl! she thought with dark
excitement.

“I know you don't like working naked, so I've
got something for you to wear,” he said.

It looked like a very large pair of black
fishnet stockings or pantyhose – very large. He helped roll them
onto her right foot and up, then had her drop that foot as he
placed it on her other foot and rolled it up, but … there was too
much material, she thought.

He rolled the skintight mesh up her legs,
past her knees, and up her thighs, and then over her hips and up
her belly. It rolled up her back and up to the base of her neck,
where the back and front fastened together. Her arms and shoulders
were bare, but the rest of her was covered – if it could be called
that – in a diamond pattern fishnet body-stocking which left
nothing to the imagination!

It wasn't naked. It was worse than naked!

“Found these in a shop. They're your size,”
he said.

He drew out a pair of high, stiletto heels,
black, strappy, sexy, with what looked like five inch heels.

This is insane, she thought. She'd
have said it had the gag not still filled her mouth.

He helped her into the shoes, then fastened
them. But he had more for her to wear.

And if she had much doubt about what he meant
by that 'master' crack, that was quickly dispelled. For as she
stared at herself in the mirror he turned away and took something
from a box he'd left on the counter. It was a large, black leather
collar, thickly studded, with a stainless steel plaque in front
upon which was cared the word slave. Atop that was a thick round
ring, hanging from a hasp.

Claire would have been open mouthed at the
sight, even if the gag hadn't held her mouth open anyway. She
stared, fascinated, transfixed, as he slid the collar around her
throat and drew it together, then fastened it behind her neck and
combed her hair out from under.

A moment later he took her right arm and she
watched as he fit a smaller replica of the collar around her wrist.
A second one went around her left wrist, then a third and fourth
went around her ankles!

“Bend over the counter, girl,” he
ordered.

Not waiting for her to comply he pushed
forward on the back of her neck, and she gasped as he kneed her
legs further apart, feeling his fingers at her sex.

She felt something pushing into her, but it
wasn't thick, feeling rather like a finger, nor particularly long.
But then she felt something else pushing up against the front of
her sex, pressing in against her clitoris. She could feel herself
being squeezed between the thing inside her and the thing outside,
her, as if they were attached.

Which, she realized, as he pulled her
upright, they were. It was a black.. something, like a hair clip,
one arm inside her, the other, shorter one, outside, pressing
against her clitoris.

“Now you can get back to work,” he said.

She stared at him in disbelief.

“What? The door's still locked. It's far too
early to leave. Especially since you're not going to be wearing
anything but that when we do leave.”

Her eyes widened further and her hands went
up instinctively to the gag.

“Don't even think of removing that gag. I
like the idea of a gorgeous woman who can't talk or complain,” he
said.

She glared at him and he smirked, which made
her glare more fiercely.

“Back to work, slave girl,” he said.

*

She had to work without lunch, which made her
stomach rumble and complain. And she had to work without speaking.
But she had to work. She was alternately fuming and darkly aroused
as she did the simple clerical work she was being paid for, and
tried to not make too many mistakes, despite her distracted
state.

Her nipples had never been so stiff for so
long!

He called her into his office on a number of
occasions, to take both instructions and dictation. The latter she
took while kneeling beside his chair.

The moment she entered his office the thing
inside her, the little hairpin or clothespin thing began to buzz
against her. It was a low buzzing but highly effective, especially
as she tried to ignore it. He always kept her long enough for her
to be dripping wet before he finally let her go!

Then the thing would stop buzzing and her
heartbeat and breathing would slowly return to what was now passing
for normal. Though there were several knocks on the door that
raised her heartbeat to alarming levels before whoever it was went
away.

She had to keep flicking her hair back out of
her eyes, and every time she did she felt a flare of irritation.
Stupid man! Pervert! His hair styling was impractical as what he
thought of as clothing! If she had only been able to say something
she'd definitely have given him a piece of her mind!

“Oh girl,” he called. “Come.”

She rolled her eyes but felt a bubbling
thrill through her groin as she quickly stood up. She picked up a
tissue, wiping her mouth around the ball gag, and feeling another
flare of annoyance, then walked – carefully – into his office on
the five inch stiletto heels. The little thing started to throb and
buzz again between her legs, but she ignored it.

“Kneel there,” he said as she started to
cross the floor.

Another flare of annoyance, a larger flare of
heat as she knelt.

“Knees wide, girl, that's it. Show me your
lovely pussy.”

She flushed but obeyed.

“Hands behind your neck, arch your break.
Show off those beautiful breasts.”

Again she obeyed, feeling the continuing
mixture of excitement and indignation.

“Good girl,” he said. “On all fours now.”

She fell forward onto her hands and knees,
looking at him and flinched as she saw him rolling that... that
stick thing between his fingers again.

“Turn your back to me,” he said.

She turned around, heart beating faster.

“Face against the floor, arms outstretched
before you.”

She obeyed, her breasts pillowing out against
the carpet below as her chin was forced up and back.

“Spread your legs, little slave girl.”

She felt a stronger surge of excitement at
that, especially as he rose from his chair and came to stand behind
her. She flinched again as she felt the stick rest on her
bottom.

“Your legs should be perfectly perpendicular
to the floor in terms of front and back, then angled straight to
the sides to properly display you for the man who is about to mount
you.”

She felt her face heat. Who talked like
that!?

He knelt behind her, his big hands on her
thighs, guiding her in what he wanted, positioning her with her
back sharply bowed, breasts pushed into the floor, legs straight up
and down, but then pulled to either side as his fingers gently
caressed her pussy.

“Just like that,” he said, standing up. “The
epitome of the submissive female waiting to be ridden hard by the
male.”

Wary of the stick thing in his hand, Claire
did not shift out of the position, but held it, heart pounding as
he looked down at her, as he watched her. He didn't do anything,
just stood there and watched her, and she became more nervous, more
breathless.

“All right. Up on all fours again,” he said,
lightly striking her bottom with the stick.

She grunted and pushed herself up, her
breasts throbbing as they hung below her.

He moved behind her, and bent over, his big
hand sliding between her thighs, cupping and caressing her, giving
her a squeeze, then pulling back.

“Go get me a coffee, girl,” he said, slapping
her bottom lightly.
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Claire found herself waiting in an agony of
uncertainty, doing work distractedly while waiting the next call,
the next set of instructions, the next darkly thrilling, yet
degrading and unnerving requirement to position herself in this or
that position while he looked on. She had no way to protest, unless
she was able to get the gag out of her mouth, and she hadn't yet
figured out how to do that.

And even if she had she wasn't at all sure
she would defy him that.

Each time she went in he had the stick in his
hand, and he would tell her to kneel, to bend, to lay back and draw
her knees back, even her ankles back over her shoulders! He even
made her crawl!

He stood over her the entire time, with the
stick, sometimes tapping lightly, sometimes slapping a little more
heavily, making her wince and gasp whenever he thought her slow to
follow instructions. Each time he sent her back to her desk wrapped
in a crackling aura of sexual electricity, her insides thrumming
with hunger and desire.

At her desk, her arousal would fade somewhat
and her indignation rise somewhat – until the next time.

What game was he playing, she thought
anxiously.

He left the office several times, and each
time she felt her heart pounding for fear someone would arrive
while he was gone, perhaps a janitor with keys, or that he'd bring
someone back with him to make her into some kind of company-wide
joke!

And then he came back a final time and left
the door wide open! She stared in wide-eyed fear, scrambling out of
her desk and hurrying around to hide inside his office. He chuckled
and grabbed her arm, swinging her arms, then drawing both arms back
together behind her. She felt his hands sliding down to her wrists,
then drawing them in against each other.

When he released them her wrists were locked
together, or rather, then studded leather bands around them were.
He winked, and then produced something new; a leash. He clipped it
to the ring in the front of the collar.

“Now then,' he said, tapping the bridge of
her nose with his finger. “You have two choices, young lady. You
can either walk forward, back straight, shoulders back, head up and
looking forward at all times, or you can crawl along at my heels.
You will decide which way we go to the elevator and then down to my
car.”

She stared at him in disbelief!

“I do not want to see your head swiveling
around, anxiously examining every cubicle and desk we pass to see
if anyone is there. That is not your concern. You will simply walk
properly, and make sure you walk with the posture I've shown you
today.”

And so she did.

Having no desire to crawl the whole way,
Claire forced herself to keep her face directed forward , shoulders
back, as he tugged on the leash and led her out into the hall. He
locked the door, humming casually to himself, then set out for the
center of the building, where the elevator hall was.

They walked up the hall then through the
common area filled with blue colored cubicles. It was very quiet,
though Claire felt a desperate sense of anxiety, and had to fight
very hard to keep her head from swiveling around wildly, just the
way he'd described!

Between her legs, the clip thing buzzed
strongly.

Power was in no hurry. He walked in a casual
fashion, holding the handle of the leash at his side as she
followed. They turned a corner and he stopped, bent and had a drink
from a water fountain. Then they went on and into the elevator
hall. This was brown tile with banks of elevators on either
side.

He led her to the farthest elevator and
pressed the button., then waited far more calmly than Claire.

At last, the elevator arrived, and her heart
resumed beating as she realized it was empty! He pulled her in and
pressed a button for the garage. The doors closed and they began to
descend.

He turned and cupped her chin, leaning in to
stare into her eyes.

“Do you have any idea,” he said. “What I'm
going to do to you when I get you home?”

Her eyes widened.

He drew back, releasing her chin as the
elevator pinged and slowed.

“Let's just say that I believe you're wearing
far too much clothing,” he said.

The elevator doors opened on a small, gray
hall, and he tugged on the leash, pulling her after him.

“Back straight,” he said sternly, slapping
her bottom.

She gasped and straightened her shoulders as
he pulled open another door and led her through into the
underground parking garage. It was not entirely empty. There were
cars parked here and there, and it was all Claire could do to keep
her head straight, to not stare around anxiously to make sure no
one was present.

Were they actually going to his home!? She
felt a deep sense of curiosity at that, wondering what kind of a
home a man like Power would choose for himself. There was also the
implication that he considered her of value as more than an
employee and brief sexual encounter. He had already gotten what he
might have wanted from her, after all, so why bring her home?

That led her mind consider the possibility,
again, of some sort of relationship between the two of them, as
absurd as that might initially seem. It wasn't that he wasn't good
looking... or great in terms of sex, or that he wasn't attractive
in other ways. She had simply never allowed herself to actually
consider it before because, well, why would he think she was good
enough for him?

He led her over to a large gray. It was a
Bentley, which surprised her, as she'd been expecting him to drive
more of a sports car. He opened the rear door, however, as opposed
to the front and drew her inside and her her lay down on her belly.
She felt his hands on her ankles, raising them up and back, and a
moment later, a pressure against the restraints around her
wrists.

He turned her onto her side and she
discovered her wrist restraints had now become attached to the ones
around her ankles, leaving her laying there, bagged, blinking up at
him with a renewed sense of wonderment as he backed away and closed
the door.

He got into the car and the engine started
smoothly, then he put it into gear and I felt the car moving
through the garage. The angle changed as it went up the ramp, then
light filled the windows. The car pulled out into the street and
accelerated.

Claire lay on her side, virtually naked, hog
tied, filled with a sense of anticipation, anxiety, heat and no
small indignation. Her mind was swirling with emotions and fears,
not the least of which was fear that for whatever reason the car
would stop and someone would look inside and see her like this!

Power didn't speak. Soft, classical music
played on the car's stereo as her eyes rolled up along the roof
line, at the upper stories of buildings they passed, then between
the front seats at the side of his head as he drove. She dropped
them back towards her own body, bowed as it was, breasts taut,
nipples still tingling and erect, and that clip thing buzzing away
between her legs.

Thoughts of chipsets were just not even
vaguely interesting at that moment.

One thought which eventually popped into her
mind was a sense of realization that regardless of the anxieties
that beset her she wasn't the least fearful about Power doing
something, well... violent. That didn't mean he might not spank her
or strap or something else sexual. But in the short time she'd been
around him she had developed a surprising degree of trust in the
man's basic sanity and compassion – even if she did often think
compassion was a four letter word.

The sense of breathless energy, anxiety and
anticipation never left her during what seemed like at least twenty
minutes there in the back seat. They only grew stronger when the
car angled downward and the light faded away. They had arrived!

They drove through another underground
parking lot, and her anxieties grew stronger. He might be able to
order everyone out of the office but he couldn't do the same at
some big downtown apartment building! And they hadn't driven long
enough to have gone anywhere else!

The car stopped, the engine turned off, and
the tension in her chest grew. He got out of the car and opened the
rear door, then leaned in and turned her onto her belly. She felt
his hands behind her, fumbling at the restraints, and she felt the
pressure on them released, her legs unfurling.

“Out you go, girl,” he
said, gripping her arm and helping her to slide out and
stand.

“One more thing for you, I
think,” he said, smiling at her.

She looked down and saw a long black silk
scarf in his hand, watched him fold it in two, then again, then
raise it and press it against her face.

“No!” she gasped into the
gag.

But it was too late. He drew the soft fabric
around her head and tied it there, blindfolding her.

“Just walk as the leash
guides you,” he said. “Think of it as a matter of trust. Shoulders
back, head up. You're not going to run into anything.”

The leash pulled against her and she
shuffled forward, instinctively holding back despite his words.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom and she
yelped.

“Walk normally. You're not
going to walk into anything,” he said sternly.

So she walked normally, feeling the pavement
under the high heels as the pull of the leash led her across the
parking garage. She heard a door open and felt a rush of cooler air
against her already tingling nipples. Then they were in a hall of
some sort. She could tell by the quiet and close air.

“Ah, Jeffrey. Here you
are,” he said.

“Good day, sir,” a strange
male voice said.

Claire was in excellent physical shape,
which she was certain was the only reason she didn't suffer a heart
attack!

“What do you think?” Power asked.

“Exquisite, sir,” the other voice, older than
Powers, replied.

Claire froze in place! She could hardly run
away! Her face burned and her wrists jerked convulsively against
the restraints as she sought to cover herself – to no avail! She
half turned away, her thighs tightly together, her mind churning
with shocked embarrassment!

“Take her upstairs, will you. I'll be up
momentarily.”

“Of course, sir.”

An elevator pinged and she heard doors slide
aside, then she felt the pull of the leash and stumbled forward
into the elevator. The doors closed and was alone with... with
someone! Her mind filled with the image of herself as she had seen
in the mirror. The bodysuit covered nothing! She was utterly naked
through its large diamond shaped openings!

He was probably staring at her even now,
licking his lips, examining her breasts, looking down at that...
that thing sticking out of her! She was dazed by the scope of her
humiliation!

The man holding the leash said not a word,
for which she was profoundly grateful!

OhmyGod! she thought.
Ohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygod!!

The elevator doors opened and she felt the
pull against the collar, leading her forward. She followed, heart
pounding.

“Shoulders back,” the man's voice said
sternly.

Was he kidding!? Was he giving her orders!?
Who did he – ?!

Crack!

She yelped into the gag! It wasn't his hand,
but the … the stick thing Power had used! He had given it to this
stranger, she thought frantically as she jerked her shoulders back
and thrust out her chest.

“Good girl,” the man said.

She jerked forward, filled with disbelief and
humiliation, led now onto a thickly carpeted floor. They stopped,
and then a door opened and she was led through, pulse racing. The
door closed behind her and they walked now on a stone floor of some
kind, turned to the right, then she heard another door open. She
was pulled inside, and felt more thick carpet underfoot.

Then, for the first time, she felt his hand
on her, though only on her arm as he turned her, and then raised
her arms up and back, forcing her to bend over. He guided her
further back, and then lowered her arms slowly until she felt a
hard, polished wood in between her back and her arms.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Claire didn't move, until he repeated his
words in a stern voice, then, blushing, she shifted her feet apart,
then further apart.

Embarrassment boiled within her and yet...
and yet it was gilded with a strange, dark, burning sense of dark
hunger, as if some part of her mind felt a thrilling attraction to
what was happening.

Shifting her feet apart caused her body to
lower so that whatever was behind her pushed up into her armpits.
She had already discovered that her wrists were bound down behind
it somewhere, but now she gasped as she felt the man's hand on her
left ankle, shifting it further apart. He locked it down somehow,
then shifted her right as well.

Now her legs were wide apart and... and
locked in place! Her arms were pulled down sharply across the thing
behind her, forcing her shoulders back and her chest out.

And then she simply stood there, as he
evidently left.

She pulled against the restraints but got
nowhere. Her legs were well apart and the restraints chained or
bound tightly in place. Her wrists were down behind some sort of
narrow frame, the top of which pushed up firmly into her
underarms.

A minute passed, then five, then ten, or at
least, insofar as she could tell time while standing blindfolded in
a silent room! Another ten minutes passed, and despite herself, the
tension began to unknot within her. Oh not all of it, of course.
But that awful sense of being exposed before a stranger, that at
least, faded, along with the humiliation.

In retrospect, she thought, she was glad to
have had the blindfold. It was like a protective veil to hide
behind, though it hid only her identity. With that and the gag, she
doubted the man would even recognize her if they passed each other
in the street.

She heard the door open, then close, and
looked up anxiously, her chest tightening instantly, her stomach
churning. Was it Power or... or someone else!?

There was no way to tell!

She stood rigidly in place, not knowing where
to look, heart thumping as she waited for... something.

And waited.

Perhaps no one had entered after all. Or
perhaps there was a crowd of people staring at her...

She jerked suddenly, letting out a cry, as
she felt fingers at her nipples! He... someone... had caught her
stiff nipples between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, and
was gently brushing his fingers against her! They pinched in a
little more, and rolled her nipples delicately from side to
side.

Then they tightened further, and she gasped
as they pinched in firmly against her nipples. They began to throb,
to ache, and burn as the fingers drew them slowly up and out,
stretching her nipples. Her heart pounded like a drum as she moaned
helplessly, still in an agony of uncertainty about whether it was
Power or not!

Her nipples were released, and then a hand
ran slowly down from her breast, zig-zagging across her belly and
abdomen and ending with a finger against the still-buzzing little
vibrator clip! That was his hand, she thought, surely! At least...
it felt like his hand!

“Nasty girl,” his voice whispered very softly
into her ear.

It was him, she thought with a relief so deep
her legs almost buckled.

Bastard!

And then his fingers were drawing the clip
out of her. She felt his hands on her thighs, then his breath, his
lips, and finally, his tongue! She stood stiffly in place,
smoldering angrily at the way he had exposed her to a stranger! His
lips, she thought determinedly, were not going to do anything to
her!

Except, of course, that they did.

She maintained her resolve, for perhaps a
minute, possibly two, but then it began to weaken as his tongue
sought her clitoris, as his lips sucked rhythmically against her,
as his fingers probed at the entrance to her sex, then slid slowly
up inside her.

She moaned into the gag as his fingers
pressed in against the front of her sex, against the underside of
where he was licking at that precise moment. A sense of breathless
anticipation began to take hold of her, and the tightness in her
chest grew even tighter.

Bastard! she thought, but it was a
moan now.

His other hand moved slowly over her body,
caressing her leg and belly, then sliding up to knead her breast,
then down and behind her to stroke and squeeze her buttocks. All
the while his tongue performed an astonishing dance upon her
throbbing clitoris!

Her hips began to twitch, the muscles
starting to spasm involuntarily, pushing her sex forward against
his mouth. The spasms grew stronger, her heat deepening so that it
began to melt away her inhibitions, along with her cares and
concerns. Heat and need, hunger and pleasure began to fill her
world, leaving no room for anything else!

And then, of course, he stopped.

She felt his breath on her left breast, then
his mouth over the center, his teeth digging into her soft flesh
hard enough to make her wince as his lips closed and he sucked
against her. His tongue swirled and twirled around and over her
nipple as his other hand cupped and squeezed her other breast.

And then he was gone again. A minute passed,
then she felt his hands between her legs, though not really
touching her so much as absently brushing against her inner thighs.
There was a metallic sort of clicking sound and then she felt his
fingers tugging at the butt-plug he'd placed within her hours
earlier.

She blushed despite herself, as she felt the
pressure building up on the inside of her opening, felt it slowly
drawing out, forcing her winkled opening into smooth, tautness. It
came free, but almost intermediately, to her dismay, another was
guided up into her.

And this one was thicker and... longer. He
pushed it into her, and she waited anxiously, at first, for it to
widen. It didn't. Instead it continued to slide deeper... and then
still deeper, and then deeper still! She moaned and trembled as she
felt him guiding it up and sideways, and then there was another
clicking sound.

Again there was silence, but she recognized
that the thing inside her was now attached to the wooden frame
behind her back, held immovably in place deep inside her
bottom.

And then something pressed against her from
in front, and began to buzz.

“I'll be back,” he said.

The door opened and closed, leaving her
alone, panting, moaning, and squirming, both mentally and
physically!

What was he doing to her!?

Two things quickly became clear. The first
was that the vibrator, or whatever it was, was a lot more powerful
than the little clip thing had been. The second was that the...
dildo, she presumed... he'd put within her was curved, and angled
upward.

Claire had never engaged in anal sex before,
considering the whole concept more than a little gross. It was very
strange feeling the dildo up inside her so deep. It was not,
however, painful, as she would have expected. And it moved fairly
easily, perhaps because he'd put lube on it. In fact, the more she
got used to it the more she began to think of the feel of it as
somewhat... sensuous.

Most of her senses, however, were focused on
the powerful, even uncomfortably powerful vibrations against her
clitoris. She tried to ease back away from it, but that, of course,
drove her back more deeply onto the dildo in her ass! Moreover, it
didn't work! It was as if the vibrator was on some sort of spring
arm which simply pushed forward as she drew her hips back.

Claire was used to thinking of herself as a
ruthless, mercenary businesswoman. That self-image was wildly at
odds with the one Power seemed to be creating for her of a helpless
sex doll, and yet she found a sense of dark fascination at the
outrageous idea of her, Claire Patterson, as some sort of collared
and shackled sex slave!

The dildo, if that was what it was, had lumps
in it, she thought, or bumps. Even short, involuntary movements of
her hips had taught her as much, and taught her that they felt
strangely pleasurable as they slid in and out of her opening.

The vibrator buzzed against her, and she
moaned through the gag, arching her back slowly, her hips
twitching, her pussy pushing against the thing. A minute passed,
then two, then five, or at least, as far as she could tell. When
was he coming back, she wondered dazedly.

The sexual heat within her began to build up
to powerful levels, her body beginning to twitch and tremble as the
pressure built within her skull. It became very hard to resist
trying to make it even greater by grinding her pussy in against the
vibrator. That, of necessity, rolled her bottom and pulled against
the dildo thing inside her, and that created its own shockingly
wicked sensations!

Her hips began to grind slowly in and out,
and she groaned as she let them roll back further, taking the
curved dildo deeper into her belly. The vibrator followed and she
breathlessly pushed forward against it, feeling the little bumps
sliding out through her bottom, one after another.

She didn't hear Power enter the room, nor, in
fact, did she even know if he had left. But suddenly his voice was
speaking, right in front of her!

“Of course, the female mouth is good for more
than talking,” he said, as his finger delicately traced her lips
where they clung to the ball gag.

Claire jerked violently, surprised, and then
felt a wave of embarrassment, forcing her hips to go still!

She felt his hands behind her neck, in her
hair, fingers combing through it, then doing something with the
strap which went behind her. She felt it loosen and come away, then
his fingers were at her lips, easing the gag out of her mouth. It
came free, and she gasped a little, her jaw feeling sore,
aching.

She closed her mouth, working her jaw slowly,
testingly, then finally ventured to speak.

“You – !”

And just like that, his fingers were at her
lips, sliding through onto her tongue, startling her.

“Close your lips,” he ordered, his other hand
suddenly in her hair.

She moaned and tried to shake her hair, but
then reluctantly obeyed as he pumped his fingers slowly in and out
through her pursed lips, across her tongue. They drew out finally,
and then, almost to her shock, she felt what could only be his lips
against hers!

Then his body was against hers! And it wasn't
the fabric of his expensive suits pressing against her breasts and
belly either, but bare skin!

His hands were in her hair and his lips were
suddenly on her with a voracious hunger! He had only ever kissed
her on the forehead before, which had irked her, but he was
certainly making up for it now! It felt like he wanted to devour
her with his mouth! And yet, his kiss wasn't bruising or
forceful.

But hungry and demanding, oh yes!

And the longest kiss of her life – by
far.

Her breasts were pillowed out against his
chest as his lips moved against hers, his tongue tracing the line
of her lips, then darting in to tease her own tongue, slipping
back, then circling around again! His lips moved against hers,
sometimes trapping one of hers and sucking gently, sometimes
turning as he pulled her head back by the hair, then turning the
other way!

It was a breathless kiss, literally, in that
she quite forgot to breath, at first!

Finally, one of his hands slid out of her
hair and she felt it on her breast, kneading it, but more strongly
than before, fingers teasing the rigid nipple. Both hands then slid
down onto her buttocks, squeezing them and pulling them forward,
pulling her forward against him. Then his hips pushed her back, and
then let his hands pull her forward again.

It was almost like... almost like as he
kissed her he was thrusting into her ass! But instead he was
working her in and out against the curved dildo, even as the
vibrator continued to press against her!

His hands dug into her buttocks more
strongly, then, as if impatient, tore apart the mesh to grip her
bottom firmly in his hands. They stopped, after a long minute, and
she felt them tearing open the mesh down the front of her chest,
then fastening on her breasts. She moaned into his mouth as he
twisted her nipples, then dug his fingers deeply into the soft
flesh of her breasts, before returning them to her buttocks.

Claire quickly forgot what she had been
intending to say, and in fact, forgot she had even intended to
speak. And as a sexual fever began to burn more and more wildly
within her, she could think of little need to speak, her tongue now
working against his, with his, twining sensuously against it as
their lips moved together.

The kiss seemed endless!

But then her own body ended it, for the fever
burned too hot, and her body became inflamed. The orgasm rose up
out of the deepest pit of her belly and howled through her nervous
system like a hurricane!

Convulsions wracked her body, and her head
jerked back spastically as she cried out again and again, wild with
passion and pleasure, trembling and shaking, her hips bucking
violently as the crackling sexual electricity tore through her.
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Somehow or other, before she regained her
senses, she'd become gagged again, but at least he pulled the
blindfold off, carefully combing her hair back as he smiled at
her.

He was wearing... sweatpants, and nothing
else. His body was as strong and lithe above the waist as she
recalled from the other day, but Claire was a bit too dazed to care
as he unfastened her from the frame she'd been bound to. She
blinked her eyes wearily, staring around her.

They were in an incredibly beautiful and
luxurious bedroom, the likes of which she'd never seen before. The
view was incredible. Huge glass walls looked out on the city from
what she guessed to be sixty or seventy stories high!

He led her forward from the frame, smiling at
her again.

“It rather looks like your... clothes are
torn, my girl,” he said.

Indeed they were. The tight, elastic mesh was
ripped open down the front, and, she knew, behind her as well.
Power shrugged and tore it the rest of the way, shredding the
material and ripping it off her, leaving her naked save for the
high heels and restraints.

“Let me show you the house,” he said. “I'm
quite proud of it since I had a hand in designing it.”

And then he picked up the leash from the
floor and snapped it to the front of the collar around her, leading
her towards the door.

Claire stumbled forward at first, then caught
herself, her mind waking from the wild tumbling of that incredible
orgasm. Then they were outside in a hall on what looked like a
black marble floor with gray stone walls. The recessed lighting
made the floors and ceiling glow as he led her along the corridor
and into an enormous front room.

It was an open concept room in more ways than
one! The walls were all glass, and they angled inward on two sides,
at least twenty feet high before meeting more opaque walls. That
filled the room with light not merely from two directions, but from
above. They looked out and down at a sea of towers, a few of which
were tall enough to see into the room, though those were not
particularly close.

The floor here was a very dark hardwood, and
the furniture was ultra modern, done in shades of white, black and
gray. There was a huge fireplace on one wall, and a one lone white
furry throw rug on the floor near one of the big armchairs.

Power led her over to that rug and stopped
her.

“Kneel,” he said, removing the leash.

Claire knelt, gulping anxiously, her head
turning around from side to side to try and take it all in.

“I showed you how to kneel the other day,” he
said. “Sit back on your heels, knees wide, shoulders back, chest
out.”

She adjusted her position a bit
self-consciously, but despite the faint echo of the powerful orgasm
she'd only just experienced, began to feel a tingle of excitement
again, a strange thrill at him requiring she demonstrate her
submissiveness.

He sat down and looked at her with a mixture
of hunger and amusement, or was it, could it possibly be affection,
she thought in sudden surprise.

“I haven't met a woman quite like you in a
very long time, my girl,” he said. “Maybe ever.”

He interlaced his fingers and sat back.

“Do you know what a powerful man does when he
sees something he likes?” he asked rhetorically. “He takes
possession of it. He makes it his.”

What does that mean!? she wondered,
staring at him.

“God, you are gorgeous,” he said, shaking his
head.

She flushed slightly, feeling that sense of
breathlessness rising once again.

“You called, sir?”

She gasped and jerked her head around as a
man in a dark suit entered the room. He was tall and
broad-shouldered, with very black skin and a British accent. Claire
froze, recognizing the voice, if not the person, then jerked her
head away, only barely keeping herself from rolling over into a
ball to hide!

He had already seen her, she thought wildly.
He had been the one in the elevator, the one who had put her on the
frame thing. There was no point in hiding!

“Wine, Jeffrey,” Power said.

The man walked away, and Power sat
forward.

“Resume your position,” he ordered sternly.
“You do not change your position until I tell you to. When I give
you an order, you follow it until I give another order. Do you
understand, girl?”

Claire obeyed, but her eyes were wide, and
she was staring at the empty doorway where the man had
appeared.

“Why do you care if some man sees you naked?
You're a gorgeous woman with a fantastic body. Why would you be
embarrassed at someone seeing it? It's not like you're ugly or
something? You have nothing to be embarrassed about. In fact, you
ought to be proud of how you look.”

She glared at him indignantly.

Like to see how he reacts if a woman came
into the room while he was naked, she thought.

“Discipline,” he said. “Discipline means
doing as you are told, even if there are temptations to do
otherwise. I expect discipline from you, my girl, and will train it
into you, if necessary. Do you want to feel the switch across that
lovely backside of yours again?”

The man returned, Jeffrey, and she flinched
and dropped her head again, face red, but she didn't move otherwise
as he placed a glass of red wine on the table next to where Power
sat.

“Will there be anything else, sir?” he
asked.

“Not just now, Jeffrey. Thank you.”

The man nodded and turned away.

“You will get used to people seeing you
naked,” Power said. “I don't intend to have you wearing clothes a
lot.”

She stared at him in startlement.

“You look lovely in clothes, but even
lovelier naked. Come here.”

She gulped and rose on her knees, shuffling
forward until she was at the edge of the chair, between his spread
legs. He reached behind her and undid the ball gag again, then drew
it out of her mouth.

Again, his hands seized her hair, drawing her
mouth and head... and body... up and forward as he leaned into her,
kissing her, his fingers pulling at her hair even as they drew her
forward, his tongue in her mouth. He leaned back, further and
further, and his hands pulled on her hair, forcing her lips up and
forward, forcing her body to follow.

She rose higher, then was forced up off her
knees, forced forward until her right knee slid over his left
thigh, and then her left followed, and she was straddling him,
sitting in his lap, his lips and hers still joined together.

One of his hands came free of her hair, and a
moment later was between them, then she felt something else,
something softer, yet hard all the same. She couldn't free her lips
from his, but knew instantly what it was, and it made her quiver
with a sudden shocked heat as it pressed against her abdomen and
belly.

His fingers pulled up and forward on her hair
and she moaned into his mouth as she rose. She felt the head of his
cock pressing against the soft, swollen lips of her sex, then his
hands eased back and she sank back down, moaning again, gasping,
shuddering as she sank down onto his thick cock, as it pushed
deeper and deeper down the narrow, thrumming tunnel of her sex and
up into her belly!

This is insane!

But she felt her inhibitions melting away
once again as she filled with his thick cock. His hands were on her
breasts now, stroking the nipples as they kneaded her flesh. Then
they moved onto her buttocks, pulling her in even tighter, burying
every inch of him inside her!

They slid up and down her back, then into her
hair again, tightening. He pulled her back slightly, and she found
herself gasping aloud as he stared into her eyes from inches
away.

“Ride me,” he said in a soft voice.

It was not a request. It was an order!

Claire hesitated only a moment, staring at
him dumbly, but then she leaned in, then back, moaning helplessly,
breathlessly. His hands caressed her belly and breasts as she rode
him, using her leg muscles, glorying in the feel of his thick cock
moving inside her, of her moving around it!

He leaned back, which pulled her forward, and
made it easier to work herself up and down on him. He began to suck
and chew on her breasts again, his hands sliding up and down her
sides, over her back, down onto her buttocks.

The heat inside her rose like a volcano! She
felt as if she was a bubbling pit of lava, growing more and more
active, certain to explode! Ever time she slid down the length of
him she felt a glorious sense of delicious pleasure, both emotional
and physical, and she worked her hips and legs harder, moving
higher so she could make that sensation last longer!

And then he grasped her hips and jerked her
down hard, burying his cock inside her.

“Are you mine?”

She stared at him dazedly.

“Do you belong to me?” he demanded.

It seemed, on the surface, a bizarre
question, and so she took it as part of this wild, mad game of
his.

“Yes!” she moaned, wanting only to be
released so she could ride him again.

“Say it.”

“I belong to you!” she gasped.

He shook his head, and his fingers slid up
her body suddenly, into her hair, then jerked down sharply as she
moved to rise, making her cry out.

“Sir,” he said. “You forgot to say sir.”

She felt her nipple being pinched, felt it
aching, burning.

“Try again, slave girl.”

“I belong to you, sir!' she gasped in a
choked voice.

“Say it again,” he said.

“I belong to you, sir!” she gasped.

“I love to hear you say that, slave girl. Say
it again.”

“I belong to you, sir!” she gulped, now
starting to become unsure of what he meant, of what her words
meant, or what he thought they meant... or anything else!

He slapped her bottom sharply.

“Again!”

“I belong to you, sir!”

She felt his mouth on her taut breast,
sucking and chewing and biting until she gasped in pain.

“Again,” he said.

“I belong to you, sir!” she moaned.

He shifted breasts.

“Again.”

“I belong to you, sir!” she gasped.

And what would it mean if she did, she
thought dazedly. Would she live life like this, as his naked
plaything?!

His hands came up from her bottom and she
felt them on her wrists. Then the restraints were unclipped and her
hands freed. She gasped, leaning forward now, her hands sliding
onto his chest as she looked down at him.

She began to ride him again, flushed with
heat and excitement, riding higher now, with more balance, using
her arms as he began to thrust up into her. She rolled her hips,
grinding herself against him, feeling a sense of exultation as the
heat took hold of her with feverish strength once again.

Now freed she threw herself into it with more
passion, no longer a mere receptacle for what he was doing. She
slid her hands up and down his bare chest, then leaned in further,
burying her face in the nape of his neck, chewing on his flesh as
her hips rolled, as they rose and fell, as she impaled herself on
his thick staff, glorying in the deep, thick penetration.

Then her lips found his, her hands in his
hair, her mouth crushing his as her tongue shot into his mouth. His
hands kneaded her breasts as they kissed, as their tongues worked
together. Then they slid into her hair again, and she gasped as he
pulled her head up and back.

“Again,” he growled.

“I belong to you!' she gasped.

He jerked her down against his lips once
more.

She rode faster, harder, her body quivering
like a high tension line as she grunted and moaned at every deep
stroke. Then the orgasm tore through her and she arched back,
crying out, head falling back so her hair spilled down her back. He
gripped her hips, jerking her up and down, but she continued to
ride him herself, crying out every time she plunged down until he
buried his face in her chest and she felt him trembling and jerking
himself, thrusting his hips up against her as the orgasm drew him
in and the pleasure spilled over both of them.

*

The tour continued. He fastened her hands
behind her again for some reason, and attached the leash to the
collar. But at least she wasn't gagged. He led her into a large
library, into a dining room with a glossy black table fit for
twenty, to a theater filled with plush leather armchairs and an
enormous screen.

The penthouse had another floor, and he led
her up the stairs. Here was a bathroom to take her breath away! It
was easily twenty feet on a side, with a huge mirror above a long
granite counter with double sinks. The glassed in shower could hold
a dozen people easily, and the tub looked fit for a Roman
emperor.

Then several beautifully decorated bedrooms,
the master suite, which had an immense walk in closet and another
bathroom even bigger than the first she'd seen, and of course, the
deck.

She gulped as he led her out onto it. It was
not like the deck on a normal apartment. This was no balcony. It
was enormous, with a huge swimming pool, and potted greenery and
trees all along the edges. That she was outside, naked, in full
view of surrounding towers, made her extremely self-conscious, but
also gave her a wicked sense of excitement.

They were too far too really make things out,
not unless they had telescopes.

Of course... some of them might well have
telescopes, she thought nervously.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

He sat down on a lounge chair and she knelt,
shifting her knees wide, drawing her shoulders back.

“Good girl. Say it again.”

She hesitated. “I belong to you, sir,” she
gulped.

Was she promising something, she wondered
anxiously. Wasn't this still a sexual game? And if she was
promising something, what was it, and did she want to?!

“Wait here a moment,” he said.

He got up and left her there. Claire looked
around anxiously at the other towers, then at the pool, which
looked rather inviting given the warm, sunny day, then back at the
door. He came back in a moment and she gulped and felt a little
flutter in her stomach as she saw what he had in his hand.

He stopped behind her and undid her hands,
then sat down with a grin. He leaned in and handed it to her.

Claire blushed a little. It was a long,
thick, very realistic shaped dildo. No, it had that little branch
thing near the base, and a switch. It was a vibrator.

“Take off your high heels.”

She did so gladly, laying them on the ground
beside her.

“Go and lay back on the diving board,” he
said.

Flushing, she got to her feet and went to it,
then, climbing gingerly, then sitting down, looking around her,
then back at him.

“Lay back along it,” he said.

She took a deep breath and obeyed.

“Draw your knees up and back and spread them
wide.

Claire felt another sharp pulse of anxiety
mixed with a dark excitement as she obeyed.

“Now I want you to slide that cock all the
way inside that tight, warm little pussy of yours.”

She blushed even more at his explicit
language, and her mind whirled, but could consider no reasonable
likelihood of her saying no with any likeable results.

And the thought of doing it outside, in the
sight of other towers was wildly thrilling for some reason.

Heart pounding, she guided the nose of the
thing to her pussy, which was still, of course, quite moist and
rubbed it against herself. She looked away from him, looked towards
the towers, some distant, some not, then slowly pushed it into
herself, feeling her opening give way, feeling it sliding deeper
and deeper.

“Turn it on by twisting the switch in the
base,” he said.

Her fingers reached for the base and found
the switch, then turned it. Instantly, the thing began to buzz.

“All the way in, slave girl.”

She gulped, but pushed deeper.

“Pump it in and out. I want you to masturbate
while I watch.”

The order was outrageous, and she blushed
even more deeply, but at the same time the outrageousness of it
caught at that darkness at the back of her mind and she felt
another thrill, a breathless eagerness.

She pushed it deeper, groaning as the nose
pushed against what felt like the back of her pussy, then drew it
out again. She twisted it and pushed it in, then pulled it out, her
excitement mounting, not so much because of the physical sensation
but the wild, raw, animal sexuality of what she was doing – in
front of him!

“Let your left hand slide up and down your
body and fondle your breast,” he ordered.

She moaned and obeyed, pumping the dildo
faster, using long strokes.

This is crazy!

She drove it deeper still, groaning, but
bringing the small, buzzing branch in against her clitoris so that
her hips spasmed and bucked.

“Oh!”

She stared at the towers around them, some as
tall, or even taller!

Then, for the first time, she dared to turn
her head and look at him as he looked at her, gasping, moaning,
pumping the vibrator in and out.

And then she froze with a shocked gasp, as
Jeffrey walked out onto the deck!

She gaped at him, so shocked, she couldn't
move. He ignored her, walking over to where Power sat and handing
him another glass of wine. He then turned and left. He didn't
ignore her. His eyes passed over her, noting her, but paying her
little attention as he turned around and left.

“Continue. No reason to stop.”

She felt the heat of her embarrassment
flooding through her still, even as he disappeared.

“Continue,” he ordered, his voice firm.

God! She thought, as her hand slowly
worked the dildo out again, then in.

She continued to pump the vibrator in and
out, and her arousal reignited. She felt a strange sense of
unreality, and a breathy sense of being a sleek, sexual animal, a
slave girl, like Power said. It was a wicked, shocking, and yet
darkly thrilling idea!

Her hips began to roll up more and more
urgently, her knees so wide the tendons in her thighs ached!

“Stop!'

She plunged the thing deep, achingly deep,
and shuddered as the vibrator part ground against her clitoris.

And suddenly Power was there, his hand
grasping the device and pulling it out of her, leaving her gasping,
her eyes glassy.

“I didn't say you could come,” he chided
her.

He pulled her off the board and onto her
knees, then snapped the leash to the front of the collar again.

“Crawl,” he ordered.

She stared up at him breathlessly.
“Wh-what?”

“Crawl.”

“But... why?”

“Because it turns me on.”

Which did not seem, on the face of it, a bad
reason, she thought, her mind still gripped by a dark heat.

She crawled across the deck at his side,
feeling wild and wanton and wicked. He led her into the house and
she felt a wildness, wondering if they would come across Jeffrey
again!

“Do you know what I'm doing, slave girl?”

“N-N-No,” she gasped.

Crack!

“Oww!”

He had that stick, the switch with him! She
hadn't even noticed!

“Keep crawling.”

She resisted rubbing her bottom and crawled
forward.

“Sir,” he said. “You forgot to say sir. Do
you know what I'm doing, slave girl?”

“N-No, sir,” she gulped.

“I'm getting you used to the idea.”

She crawled at his side as he led her to the
master bedroom.

“What idea... sir?”

“The idea that you're a wild, beautiful,
sexual animal.”

He led her into the big room and paused.

“Face down, arms forward, bottom high, legs
spread, like I showed you the other day.

Gasping, she obeyed, sliding forward and down
so that her breasts slid across the floor until they pillowed out
against it. She drew her legs forward as far as she could, then
shifted her knees to either side.

“Again,” he said.

“I belong to you, sir!' she gasped.

He moved to a closet and came back, but she
couldn't see for he was behind her. But she felt his fingers at her
sex, felt them sliding into her, then … something else, a dildo!?
She gasped as it pushed deep inside her. A moment later another
pushed against her bottom, twisting and turning, easing in, pulling
back, then pushing through. This one seemed to have been lubed.

She held her position, trembling, breathless,
as he drove the two deep inside her belly.

Then he tugged at the leash, pulling her up
onto all fours again and led her back into the corridor.

The stairs were shallow. She descended just
ahead of him, the leash taut against her collar, then they were
moving down the corridor. Heat enveloped her face as he led her
into a huge kitchen, and she saw Jeffrey at one end. She jerked
back against the leash only to have him jerk her forward. Her eyes
went wide and she trembled, embarrassment flooding her, yet she put
up no further fight.

“What's for dinner tonight, Jeffrey?”

“I had planned a nice New York sirloin,
Mister Power,” the man said.

“With – ?”

“Fries,” the man sighed. “I'm aware of your
plebeian tastes, Mister Power.”

Power chuckled, and led her on, and she
cringed again as she crawled past the man, knowing he would now see
the dildos protruding from her pussy and bottom!

They turned into a smaller dining room, and
the heat faded from her face, though she was still more than a
little dazed by the embarrassment. A wild dark heat gripped her
now, however, a breathless, exotic sense of shocked delight at
having done something so wildly wicked!

He showed her his home office, then had her crawl into a games room
with a large billiard table, card table, dart board, pinball and
upright video games.

He brought her up short by jerking tightly on
the leash.

“Again,” he said.

“I belong to you, sir!” she gulped.

“Good. Have you ever played any pool?”

She looked up at him in astonishment. “No,
sir!”

“Good time to learn, then.”
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It was … bizarre! But not unpleasant. He
spent a good deal of time instructing her in how to play pool, in
the rules, and in showing her how to shoot, leaning over her, arms
around her, hands guiding her hands on the pool cue, all as if she
wasn't naked and didn't have dildos sticking out of her body!

Not that he ignored that, not all the time.
At one point as she was lining up a shot he stepped forward,
dropped to his knees behind her, gripped her thighs and jerked her
legs apart, then buried his face in her pussy! She felt his mouth
enveloping her pussy, dildo and all! Then his lips focused on her
clitoris, and her legs began to get rubbery as he licked and
sucked. She dropped the pool cue, gasping helplessly as his mouth
sucked voraciously on her throbbing clitoris.

And then he stopped and stepped back.

“Go ahead. Take your shot,” he said
calmly.

“Y-You're crazy!' she gasped weakly, pushing
herself upright.

“Slave girls don't talk back to their master
in such a way,” he said.

His hand was on the back of her head, bending
her over, pressing her breasts against the soft velvet of the pool
table.

Crack!

“Ow!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

That hurt! She moaned and struggled briefly,
then stopped, wincing and gasping as his open hand cracked down
across her upraised buttocks.

Crack! Crack! Crack !Crack!

“Are you sorry for being impertinent, little
slave girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Who do you belong to?”

“I belong to you, sir!”

He released her and stepped back calmly.

“Continue. Take your shot.”

He is
crazy! She thought dazedly.

*

He had her crawl into the smaller dining room
and kneel, then locked her restraints behind him before sitting
down.

“Legs wide, slave girl,” he said.

I'm not a slave girl, she thought to
say, but didn't. It would probably get her bottom spanked
again.

Then Jeffrey arrived, pushing a tray. She
stiffened and dropped her head, blushing, but held her position as
he unloaded food and wine onto the table in front of Power. She
felt her mouth watering at the scent, and her stomach rumbling. She
hadn't had lunch, after all.

Power cut a piece off the steak with knife
and fork, then picked it up between his fingers and held it down to
her.

She jerked, and rolled her eyes up to where
Jeffrey stood, then helplessly leaned in and licked it from his
fingers. She was blushing deeply, the heat spreading right down her
chest, and yet, somehow or other the heat from below the waist
deepened at the same time, and spread right back up!

Jeffrey left, and Power ate, occasionally
turning and feeding her a piece of steak, or a fry, letting her
take them from his fingers, and often to lick his fingers clean
after. It was bizarre, but she was getting used to bizarre. And it
was darkly thrilling, for he didn't stop when Jeffrey came in and
out.

Towards the end of dinner he asked her what
she would like to drink, and she said milk. He nodded towards
Jeffrey, and the man left, returning, not with a glass, but a bowl,
which he set on the floor!

“Go ahead. Drink, slave girl.”

She blushed furiously at his words in front
of Jeffrey, but then half fell forward onto her shoulders, blushing
even more, horribly, helplessly aware that Jeffrey was now behind
her as she maneuvered herself in to be able to lick and slurp milk
from the bowl.

“Don't forget to spread your knees wide,
slave girl,” he said.

Claire shifted her knees wider.

“And keep that beautiful bottom high.”

She drank, but hardly tasted it, overpowered
by the knowledge the two men were looking at her from behind as she
obscenely displayed herself. Her pussy burned and throbbed and she
through that if her legs were closed and she rubbed her thighs
together she might have climaxed right then and there!

She felt a wild dark fantasy of Jeffrey
kneeling behind her and mounting her!

Instead, Power unclipped her wrists, then
attached the leash and pulled her onto all fours, leading her from
the room.

Power led her into the big front room and sat
down on one of the sofas, then pulled her up beside him. He dragged
her across his lap, then locked her wrists together as he turned on
the TV and began to click through programs.

His hands caressed her almost idly at times,
with more purpose at others. She was belly down across his lap, but
he didn't spank her, just fingered her pussy, pumped the dildos now
and then, though never for long enough to make her climax, and let
his fingers caress her bare back.

Claire found herself strangely content to lay
there silently, though a hundred questions filled her head, none of
which she really dared to verbalize.

He rolled her over after a time, letting her
hips slide off him, her back arching across his thighs as he
watched TV. His fingers circled her stiff nipples, or brushed
across the soft surface of her breasts. They skated up and down her
lower chest and belly, and sometimes slid lower, pulling up at the
dildo, fingers or thumb stroking her clitoris.

When she began to squirm too much he would
stop, and so she tried to steel herself to the heat and pleasure,
trying to keep still as long as possible, hoping he would continue,
would make her climax, but she always weakened, and he seemed to
know.

Finally, he pushed her off.

“Crawl over there to that ottoman and push it
back here,” he ordered.

She crawled across the floor to where a large
leather ottoman sat, then pushed it across the floor until it was
very close to him.

“Now get onto it.”

She obeyed, gulping, staring at him.

“Lay back on it and spread your knees, as you
did on the diving board.”

Breathless now, she obeyed, drawing her knees
up and back and spreading them wide.

“Now masturbate.”

Moaning, face flushing, she obeyed, grasping
the dildo, pumping it slowly in and out, bringing the fingers of
her other hand down against her clitoris and stroking. She moved
slowly at first, but the heat was wild in her and she quickly sped
up, gasping, moaning, knees bobbing up and down as she thrust the
dildo in hard and fast, her fingers stroking frantically across her
clitoris.

And then, of course, Jeffrey walked in.

She froze, gasping, trembling.

“Continue,” Power ordered.

The heat of humiliation flooded her face, but
another kind of heat rushed up through her body, and as if in a
haze, she continued, thrusting, stroking, gasping, moaning, and the
orgasm hit, with both men looking on, hit strongly, so that she
arched back, her hips bucking wildly as she cried out again and
again – and again!

“Good girl,” she heard him say afterward.

*

He brushed her teeth, in addition to his own,
and led her, crawling again, to his bed. She climbed up into it,
turning to look over her shoulder.

“Lay on your back.”

The order surprised her. She had expected him
to take her from behind. She rolled over, staring up at him as he
finally removed his sweatpants and she saw him completely naked for
the first time.

The view was worth the wait!

Power was one of those men who looked very,
very good naked! His belly was completely flat, lightly muscled all
the way down his abdomen. He had a dusting of hair around his
groin, but his cock hung firmly, not in the way of some men she'd
seen, like tiny, wrinkled prunes, but looking very male, very
ready, as if it could spring up fully erect in an instant.

He climbed into bed and straddled her body,
then slid higher, his knees pressing down onto the bed on either
side of her head. He was already starting to get hard, and as he
leaned into her and she took him into her mouth, he hardened just
as quickly as she had thought.

He thrust into her slowly, lazily, using her
mouth, but letting her work her lips and tongue on him as well. She
thought he would push down her throat, but instead he backed off,
and then he slid down atop her, his elbows where his knees could
be. She moaned, spreading her legs wide as he slid into her at
last, then reached up for him as he slid his fingers through her
hair and brought his lips down against hers.

*

Afterward, he drew her wrists back together
behind her once more and locked them in place. Then he pulled up
the covers and, spooning against her, he fell asleep.

Claire lay awake for quite some time, despite
how wild a day it had been. She had never actually slept with a
man. She'd had sex with them. But sleeping with them was simply too
high an intimacy. Now feeling his body pressed against her, and his
slow, even breathing, she slowly relaxed, and then, somehow, fell
asleep herself.

In the morning, she performed oral sex on
him, then they showered together. He fed her as she knelt beside
the table, and then he brushed her teeth before dressing her.

No underwear. He had her wear a very short
tartan skirt, more of a schoolgirl kilt, high heels with white
socks, and a white blouse which was far too tight.

“I can't wear this to work!' she
exclaimed.

In the next instant she was bent across the
dresser.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He pulled her upright.

“But, sir – !”

He bent her over again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

So that was what she wore to work. It was, at
least, better than nothing, but walking through the halls made her
face burn at the looks she got. It also made her extremely nervous,
for she'd never worn a skirt so short without any underwear before!
The tightness of the blouse did tend to … restrain... her breasts
in the absence of a bra, but that same tightness made the absence
of that bra patently obvious!

She was flustered, her cheeks pink, and
feeling a surge of indignation by the time she got to her desk.
Power was already at his desk as he had dropped her off three
blocks from the office. He had blandly said it wouldn't look proper
for her to be arriving with him, with which she agreed. But if he
cared about that then why was he making her dress like this!?

She was going to confront him, at least on
the lack of underwear! If she got a spanking, well, so be it!

She knocked on his door and waited for his
word to push it open.

“Ah, you're here. Did you enjoy the walk,
slave girl?”

She flushed a bit more. Walking in such a
short skirt meant she was stared at the entire time!

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Coffee then, slave girl.”

There was that word again! It left her a bit
breathless, her chest tight. She didn't protest, however, but
retreated to make his coffee, thinking he would be more
approachable after she brought it in.

“Sir,” she said, as she set it down carefully
on his desk, “I'm worried about the shortness of this skirt, and
how it will be perceived by your employees.”

“I'm sure they won't mind,” he said with a
smile.

She licked her lips, a trifle nervously. “But
it's barely long enough to cover the uhm, essentials.”

“Yet it does cover them,” he said, glancing
down.

“Yes, sir, but when I sit down, uhm, those
essentials are more … on display.”

“You sit down at your desk with your legs
under it.”

“Yes, sir, but if anyone visits and I have to
uhm, push the chair back to stand up, it might be... embarrassing,”
she said.

“Perhaps you could demonstrate for me.”

She frowned, recognizing he was toying with
her, but drew in a deep breath (which pushed her breasts out even
more tautly against the too-tight blouse) and then fetched a chair
from the table. She placed it at the side of his desk and then sat
down, legs together.

“Hmm. Spread your legs wider, slave girl, so
I can get a better look.”

She flushed a bit but obeyed.

“Wider.”

Gulping, Claire spread her legs wide. The
skirt was so short that spreading her legs so wide raised it up to
her hips.

“I don't see anything I don't want to see,”
he said.

“One of your female vice presidents might
disagree, sir,” she said.

He snorted in amusement.

“Well, we can't have that, can we?” he said,
opening his lower desk drawer.

What he drew out looked like a leather belt,
or two leather belts. More precisely one was a leather belt and the
other a softer, PVC leather strap attached to the belt.

“Here. Put this on,” he said. “It should do
the trick.”

She blinked down at the object she had in her
hand, and gulped, her chest getting tighter still. The PVC strap,
after all, had, attached, a soft, black, PVC covered dildo, and a
matching butt-plug. She looked at them then at him with a helpless
expression.

“What? It will look fine. Trust me, slave
girl.”

She bit her tongue, then, blushing, stood up
and lifted her skirt high, drawing the belt in around her hips and
buckling it in place. The strap with the 'attachments' dangled
behind her. She reached between her legs and pulled it through,
then up, self-conscious under his eyes as she guided the dildo into
her pussy.

It was not a thick dildo, not an
uncomfortably long one, but it was certainly sizable enough. She
slid it deeper, pulling up on the strap until she could feel the
rounded nose of the butt-plug against her back entrance. She spread
her legs wider and bent forward as she pulled on the strap, and
felt the pressure grow harder against her nether opening.

The butt plug moved into her, finally, then
abruptly narrowed, allowing her sphincter to (mostly) close again.
She had to pull up harder on the strap, however, burying the dildo
inside her, before she could attach the strap to the front of the
belt. She had to pull quite tight, in fact, quite uncomfortably
hard, so that the strap pulled up very firmly indeed against her
soft pussy.

With it buckled, the front of the belt was
drawn down a little, at an angle from her hips, but the entire
thing remained firmly in place as she dropped her skirt.

“There? See? Practically like wearing a
thong,” he said smugly.

Claire was helpless to disagree, for it did
look somewhat like that, though it was a very narrow thong in
front, barely covering her pussy, and a very tight one. No one
looking would realize what was on the inside of the strap, of
course.

“Back to work, slave girl.”

Claire retreated to her office and sat down
gingerly. The pressure against her sex was constant, and the feel
of the objects inside her was impossible to ignore either.
Nevertheless, she sorted his email, made several phone calls, and
then picked up his mail to bring it in to him.

“Bring it around here, slave girl,” he said
when she at first moved to put it on the other side of his
desk.

Claire moved around to his side of the desk
and placed it on the desk before him, flinching only a bit as his
hand rose up beneath her skirt and kneaded her bare buttocks.

“Have I mentioned you have very soft skin,
slave girl?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

He opened his desk drawer again.

“You should be wearing these, by the way.
Your sleeves are long enough to hide them.”

She flushed and felt a little thrum of dark
energy as he rolled up her sleeves and then buckled the studded
leather restraints around her wrists. He pulled the sleeves back
down over them and smiled.

“Again,” he said.

“I belong to you,sir,” she said, flushing a
bit more as she dropped her eyes.

“Sit on my lap, slave girl.”

Her chest tightened instantly, but she moved
to obey as his arm slid around her and he pulled her in, adjusting
her so that she sat across his lap. She looked nervously at the
open door, however to the outer office.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Claire obeyed and he lifted her skirt high,
then slid his fingers up and down against the PVC strap. A moment
later she noticed something she hadn't before. There was a small
round area on the strap which had a kind of black button on it
exactly the same shade as the strap. But as he hooked his
fingernail into it it flipped free, baring her clitoris.

His finger immediately began to stroke her
there as she felt a sharp rise in sexual tension.

“Are you enjoying your job, slave girl?” he
asked.

“Y-yes, sir,” she gulped.

He raised his hand up and unbuttoned her
blouse, baring her breasts. Her nipples were already stiff and
tingling, and she gasped as he pulled back on her hair with her
other hand and then took the center of her left breast into his
mouth. She moaned as he chewed on the soft flesh, chewed hard
enough to almost hurt!

His finger continued rubbing at her swollen
clitoris as she felt her body beginning to burn, and then he
shifted his mouth onto her other breast, biting into the soft flesh
as he sucked and licked at her nipple. He switched back, but this
time he was much more delicate, catching her hard nipple between
his teeth and closing them slowly, then harder, until she gasped
aloud and began to twist helplessly.

He stopped biting, licking and kissing and
sucking instead, then caught her nipple between his teeth again,
biting more gently, but shifting his upper and lower jaw in
different directions so as to grind her nipple between his
teeth!

Claire could see none of this. She could see
only the ceiling overhead, for he continued to hold firmly to her
hair, drawing it back sharply and bowing her back.

Heat and sexual pressure spiraled up quickly,
until it was interrupted by a knock at the outer door. She gasped
aloud and scrambled off his lap, then, frantically buttoning her
blouse as she hurried across the floor.

“I didn't give you permission to leave, slave
girl,” he called after her. “There'll be punishment for that
later.”

She stopped and turned, staring at him. “But,
sir!”

“Answer the door, slave.”

She bit her lip and continued on, making sure
her blouse was properly done and tucked in, then opened the door to
a slender man in his forties who carried a long, thin case. He
looked up and down with poorly concealed interest..

“Yes, sir?” she asked.

“Ah, there you are,” the man said. “I have an
appointment to speak with Mister Power.”

“It's... not on my appointment calender,
Mister...”

“Henderson. He called me a few minutes
ago.”

She looked back at the inner door, then
walked to it.

“Mister Henderson, sir?”

“Send him in, girl,” he said.

She turned back. “You can go in, sir.”

He nodded and walked past her, and she closed
the door after him.

She went back to her desk, then bit her lip
as she reached beneath her skirt, feeling for the 'button'. She
pushed it back in place, feeling a wave of heat roll up her body as
it squeezed in against her throbbing little clitoris. God, what
would he do next?
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The intercom buzzed a minute or so later.

“Yes, sir?”

“Come in here, girl,” he said.

She gulped, but got up, tugging helplessly on
her short skirt. She went to the door, knocked, pushed it in, and
stepped through.

He and Henderson were standing at the table.
The man's case was open, revealing some sort of odd looking rods or
tubes.

“Come over here, girl,” Power said.

A sudden flash of awareness hit Claire as she
saw Henderson's eyes rudely examining her chest. Her nipples, the
center of her breasts, had been wet with saliva when she had
hastily done up her blouse! That meant the blouse was somewhat...
damp... there!

Her face flushed as she hurried forward,
fighting the instinct to cover her chest with her arms.

“Mister Henderson has brought me a variety of
implements I might use with you, slave girl,” Power said.

Claire's eyes widened and she felt her
stomach give a lurch at his use of that term in front of the
stranger! Then she saw that the items in the case in neat rows,
clipped in place, were a variety of straps and thin flexible
rods!

“Bend over, slave girl,” Power said.

His hand slipped up under her hair behind her
neck and pushed, and the shocked young woman was bent over before
she could even think about it!

“In order for the demonstration to be at its
best your slave should be properly positioned,' Henderson said.
“She's not wearing high heels, so it might help if you place her
across the back of one of the chairs which is pushed into the table
to raise her hips higher.”

Dumbfounded, Claire felt Power's hands on her
waist, guiding her to the sides so that the top of one of the
chairs pushed up firmly into her abdomen, raising her onto the
balls of her heels.

“Sir!” she gasped frantically.

Power raised her skirt and folded it back to
bare her bottom.

“The knees should be tightly together, so as
to push the buttocks out without them being taut,” Henderson said.
“This provides the skin with great flexibility.”

“But – !”

“Here, try this small crop. It's more of a
plaything, really, but it can sting a bit.”

Snap!

Claire gasped as the 'crop' came down across
her bottom! It was very lightweight, producing a sharp stinging
sensation which quickly faded.

Snap! Snap! Snap!

She winced as it struck her several more
times, her mind still swirling and churning with shock and
embarrassment under the eyes of the stranger!

“You see, hardly any marks,” Henderson
said.

Snap! Snap! Snap!

She winced again, as Power struck harder.

“I like this one,” she heard Power say.

His voice sounded like it was coming from a
distance, echoing through a kind of metal drum around her
skull!

“This is a punishment strap for naughty
girls,” Henderson's voice said.

“Well, that suits this one.

Crack!

“Ow!' she gasped, jerking.

“Nice feel to it,” Power said.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh!” she gasped, half rising only to be
pushed back down.

Crack!

“Stay in place, slave girl,” Power
ordered.

“This is a spanker,” Henderson said.

“Looks like a leather spatula,” Power
said.

“The holes allow for greater air flow as it
moves,” Henderson said.

Crack!

“Ow!” she cried, half rising again, only to
be shoved firmly back down.

“The good thing about this is it has a decent
weight, and produces a good sting, but of course, doesn't damage
the skin at all. No bruising or discoloration.”

Crack!

“Oww!” she yelped, again half rising and
being shoved back down.

“We do have an excellent line of restraints,
sir,” Henderson said.

“I think I know what I need,” Power said.

He moved back away from her, leaving Claire
still bent over the table, eyes wide, her mind churning wildly,
embarrassed, anxious and shocked!

“Hands out in front of you, slave girl,” he
ordered as he returned.

“B-But, sir!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Hands out in front of you.”

She thrust her hands forward and saw him
attach a strap to the restraints, then draw the strap forward over
the opposite side of the table. He disappeared from view
underneath, and she felt the pull increasing, then easing, as he
stood up.

Somehow or other her wrists were attached to
the underside of the table!

“This is your standard riding crop,”
Henderson said.

CRACK!

“Ahh!” Claire squealed, twisting and pulling
at the strap.

“Hang on a moment,” Power said.

He got a ball-gag, then, a moment later, drew
her head up and back by the hair and worked it into her mouth,
drawing the strap around behind her and buckling it.

Crack! Snap! Thwap! Slap! Slap! Thwap!
Crack! Crack! Snap!

Over the next several minutes Power used a
variety of implements suggested by Henderson, and Claire squirmed
and yelped and cried out into the gag as her bottom heated up, then
began to burn! It soon didn't matter to her that Henderson was
observing all this. It was the stinging and burning that
mattered!

“Now this is normally meant for a broader
range of skin,” she heard the man say.

“Ahh, a flog,” Power said as if pleased.

“Yes, sir. Usually it would be used on the
back and chest.”

She felt Power's fingers at the side of her
skirt, and a moment later he had unclipped it, then was drawing it
over her buttocks and letting it slide down her thighs to pool at
her ankles!

Then he seized the back of her blouse and
tore it open! Claire squealed as he ripped it right down the
center, from collar to hem, and bared her back!

This can't be happening! she thought
dazedly.

Crack!

The flog struck the center of her back,
turning out to be made up of a number of slim, lightweight leather
laces. The impact of any one of them was small, but all together,
spread across her back, the sudden rain of stings made her squeal
and twist!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

After the first blow, however, she realized it wasn't really that
bad, just startling. The next blow made her cry out, as well, but
the next ones only made her gasp and moan as her mind was flooded
with a strange, almost feral sense of wildness as her back heated
up and began to burn!

She lay there, moaning, her hard nipples
rubbing against the table through her damp blouse, her eyes glassy
as she gulped in air, while Power purchased several of the items
from Henderson, then showed him out of the office.

He returned and she gasped as she felt his
hands sliding up her overheated back.

“Beautiful,” he said, almost in a
whisper.

His hands reached her collar, then drew back.
A moment later they slid under her ribs to cup and knead her
breasts.

“What a beautiful slut you are,” he
sighed.

She felt his hands slid down under her
abdomen, undoing the clip there and easing the strap out of her.
She groaned as she felt the dildo being pulled free of her, and
even in her dazed condition could feel how sopping wet she was as
it eased out of her.

Then something thicker pushed into her,
something which felt far and away better against her sensitive
skin, and she cried out helplessly as he spread her legs and drove
himself into her to the balls!

She felt his hot breath on the nape of her
neck, then his teeth and lips on her as his hands continued to
knead her bare breasts.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he breathed,
kissing and chewing his way down along the side of her throat. “I'm
going to make you mine in reality.”

She gasped as he drew back and thrust hard,
drew back and thrust hard, then ground himself against her. She
gasped again, crying out, as he yanked back on her hair, rising
himself. He slapped her bottom as he began to thrust into her with
straight, firm, long strokes, his hips slapping against her naked
buttocks with every deep stroke!

“Spread your legs more, slave,” he ordered in
a growl.

Dazed, Claire complied, moaning as the top of
the chair dug harder into her abdomen, as she rose onto her toes,
her legs sharply parted while his hips slapped against her
repeatedly.

The jarring blows, the deep thrusts, the way
her nipples were being pinched and rolled, and the wild heat within
her suddenly crystallized as she felt herself shifting reality, in
a way. For the first time, Claire actually took upon herself the
idea she was his slave girl, his sex slave, and the thought drove
everything else from her mind.

His hips struck her harder, producing an
echo, a vibration which rolled right through her body to where her
clitoris was. She shuddered, moaning and grunting through the gag
as he drove himself into her again. One hand gripped her hair
firmly, pulling it up and back. The other raced over her body,
groping her breast, slapping her bottom, or sliding around beneath
her to finger her clitoris!

He pulled himself out, suddenly, then rubbed
the head up and down against her moist exterior before raising
himself higher. Claire gasped as she felt the pressure against her
sphincter, as he slowly pushed his thick, slick cock down into her
bottom. It seemed to raise the shock and dark wild sexuality of it
all just that much higher!

Fuck me, she
thought dazedly. Fuck me, hard! Fuck me! Fuck me! Ride me
like a whore!

His thick staff drove achingly deep into her
bottom, and began to pump in and out. It hurt a bit at first, but
then she felt herself swept away on the wildness of it all, felt
the dark thrills and animal fever taking hold. His hips slapped her
hard and her body reacted with a wild rush of energy and heat!

The power of the orgasm spilled through her
body, overloading her nervous system, and she screamed into the
gag, her hips bucking and jerking desperately as he drove himself
into her, as he tore at her hair and his fingers rubbed hard
against her clitoris!

It was such an intense climax it almost blew
her mind! She forgot to breath, forgot who she was, forgot
everything but a wild, desperation for it to last forever!

It faded, of course, leaving her limp and
breathless as he finished with an audible curse and moan, hammering
himself into her upturned bottom before slowing and softening.

*

The bathroom door opened and Power looked in
at her.

“And how is my slave girl doing?”

Claire was exhausted, aching, sore, and
dazed. She couldn't answer, of course, due to the ball gag in her
mouth.

Her wrist restraints were clipped together
above her head, attached to a chain, which reached up to the
ceiling. She could, just barely, touch the floor with her toes
extended, her body stretched as far as she could stretch it. Of
course, she couldn't support herself on just her toes, not for
long, so she had been hanging by her wrists instead.

Staring at her image in the full mirror which
covered the inside of the door.

It was surprisingly draining to hang by her
wrists. Even breathing took effort, and she was sweating in the
small room.

There was a dildo, a thick one, in her
bottom, and another in her pussy. Her tightly closed legs, with her
ankle restraints on and clipped together, ensured neither fell
free. However, Power had visited her a number of times since he had
hung her in place.

Each time he had sat down on a small stool,
spread her legs, and began to lick and suck at her clitoris as his
fingers pumped the dildo in and out.

In order to be permitted to climax, he had
told her, she must say “I belong to you, sir,” with the proper …
enthusiasm, gag notwithstanding.

It was the intent that mattered, he'd said,
not how intelligible her words were.

The first two times she had not demonstrated
what he considered to be the necessary enthusiasm, and so he had
withdrawn before she could climax, leaving her trembling and
moaning, panting for breath, light-headed and trying to grind her
thighs together to achieve climax.

The next several times she had succeeded in
demonstrating her 'enthusiasm' and he had made her dance, as he had
said, in mid-air.

“Time for lunch, slave,” he said.

He lowered her to the floor, unlinked her
restraints, snapped a leash to the collar now around her neck, and
had her crawl out into the office, dazed, eyes blinking rapidly,
tendrils of hair plastered against the side of her face by sweat
and heat.

He led her over to the table, where someone
had set out a steaming lunch of what appeared to be chicken. He had
her kneel, legs spread, of course, locked her wrists behind her,
then removed the ball-gag and fed her, as he had at breakfast and
dinner, by hand.

After lunch, it was back into the bathroom,
but not to be hung from her aching wrists and arms. Instead he sat
her up on the bathroom counter, facing the door, then drew her legs
up and back as he had the previous day. This time they were more
widely separated as he locked them to small rings set into the
wall.

He left her like that, and a short time later
she heard strange voices out front. She cringed anxiously as the
number of such voices mounted. He had at least a dozen people in
the office!

She felt a heart stopping fear of someone
opening the bathroom door, seeing her, and letting out a cry that
drew everyone else to the doorway to stare!

Fortunately, though they were there for
almost an hour, no one opened the door Her relief was such that she
went limp, staring down at her sex, so near to her jaw in this
position, and the dildo protruding from it.

Insane, she thought weakly.

*

She left the building the same way she had
the previous day, except that she didn't even have high heels this
time. When she got to his apartment, the absence of a blindfold
made her heart pound even harder as she was led across the garage
and then into the elevator, where Jeffrey waited.

Claire blushed furiously as Power handed the
leash to him, then got off at the first floor. Jeffrey rode up with
her in silence, but now that she could see him, now that she could
speak (though she didn't dare) Claire felt a deep, powerful sexual
tension as she wondered if or when the man would... do
something!

She was as subject as other white American
women to the myths of the big Black stud, an almost animalistic
stallion or bull with an enormous phallus who would ravage her
senseless!

And in her current state of mind, that of
breathless, wondering sexual hunger and tension, that thought was
not altogether frightening...

The thought of him suddenly putting his hands
on her, touching her, groping her, using her, made her mind fill
with a dark, forbidden, breathless thrill as she stood there
helplessly bound in place.

The elevator door pinged and he stepped out,
pulling her leash to lead her out behind him. He unlocked the
penthouse door, drew her in, and closed it behind her, then turned
down the hall and led her up the stairs, then into Power's
bedroom.

“Onto the bed, slave,” he said, as he removed
the leash.

Heart pounding, Claire padded forward, then
climbed onto the bed.

“Kneel at the edge, facing inward, bottom
high, legs apart.”

Blushing hotly, she obeyed.

But rather than touching her, he simply left
and she remained kneeling in place, waiting, gripped by a dark
miasma of lust and outraged heat.

It was a little more than five minutes later
before Power appeared. She jerked but quickly looked forward as he
closed the door.

“Again,” he said in a casual voice.

“I belong to you, sir!” she gulped.

“You do, do you?” he said, coming over to the
bed.

His hand slid down the line of her pussy
where it stretched wide around the very last inch of the dildo he'd
thrust up into her.

“Yes, sir!”

“And what would you like me to do with my
slave girl right no?” he asked, his thumb stroking softly against
her clitoris.

“F-fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Perhaps,” he said. “If you show the
necessary... enthusiasm.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she exclaimed.

He moved away and went into the closet.

“Continue,” he called.

Claire felt a sense of indignation and
resentment, but her heat and hunger were much more powerful.

“Please fuck me, sir! Please fuck me, sir!
Please fuck me, sir!” she called repeatedly.

He came back out of the bathroom naked, and
she moaned.

“Face forward, slave.”

She jerked her head forward, then yelped as
his hand slapped against her bottom.

“Again.”

“I belong to you, sir!” she moaned as his
fingers caressed her clitoris.

He gripped the dildo in her bottom and pumped
it slowly in and out.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned as he
pumped first the one in her bottom, then the one in her pussy, then
both together.

She felt the dildo in her pussy being pulled
free, then the much more satisfying feel of his own cock thrusting
into her.

I'm going out of my mind, she thought
dazedly.

And then there was nothing to think about but
the hard, repeated impact of his body against hers, the steady
thrusting of his shaft inside her, and the wild heat which
enveloped her mind and body and soul.

He rode her hard, rode her like a bitch in
heat, which was what she felt like, yanked on her hair, and slapped
her bottom as she came screaming, burying himself in her hot, tight
depths over and over again until she thought she might go mad!

Then it was into the shower. He soaped her up
heavily, his hands moving over her, then they slid around her as he
drew her naked body in against his own and brought his lips to
hers. As before, the kiss seemed to go on and on as his hands
caressed her and his lips moved sensuously against her own, their
tongues sliding together in soft, almost comfortable heat.

The sharp edge of her excitement had eased,
but she still thoroughly enjoyed the kissing, and the feel of her
slippery, soapy body against his! She also loved the way his strong
arms folded around her and pulled her in tightly against his
body.

He dried them both, including doing her hair,
locked her wrists behind her again, and led her downstairs to
dinner. After dinner, he brushed her teeth, then, as before, she
spent much of the evening next to him, pressed against him, across
his lap, his hands caressing her, stroking and massaging her,
heating her up as he watched TV.

Only this night he asked her questions about
herself, questions she had to think hard to get right. Her mind
wasn't really in a good place for thinking, however, or
remembering, and she kept getting things wrong, which he seemed to
immediately pounce on. This led, eventually, to a spanking for
lying to him, and then kneeling in the corner.

His fingers spent almost as much time between
her legs as slapping her bottom, however, leaving her squirming in
the corner, her bottom red and aching, her insides hot and
thrumming with energy and need.

Jeffrey came in and out at times throughout
the evening, making her mind swirl with embarrassment and
excitement every time.

Then, an even greater shock to her system! He
had a guest, a woman! She arrived to discuss some sort of property
he was considering buying in England! They sat down together on the
sofa to discuss it, and Claire had to remain kneeling in the corner
the entire time, flaming face pressed to the corner.

She never saw the woman, not daring to turn
her head at all lest she find cool, mocking, smirking eyes on her!
She had to kneel in place, her bare, red bottom visible as the two
discussed real estate for twenty minutes or so!

When he finally saw her out she felt a vast
sense of relief, finally relaxing her stiff posture in the
corner.

“Have you learned your lesson, slave girl?”
he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Turn around.”

She turned slowly and anxiously around to
face him, eyes flitting around to make sure no one else was
there.

“Hands and knees,” he said.

Her knees ached, but at least dropping
forward onto all fours took some of the pressure on her hands
instead.

“Now crawl to me.”

She started forward but his hand rose to stop
her.

“Not like that. I want to see you crawl like
a sleek hunting cat, like a leopard.”

Claire blinked uncertainly. What?!

“Stretch your body out, move in a slower,
more purposeful way.”

He slid forward off the sofa and she bit her
lower lip, then tried to 'stretch out', pushing her hands further
forward, lowering her torso, but that felt awkward, especially as
she tried to lengthen her crawling stride. She reached him and he
shook his head, his hand gripping her leg to turn her around
sideways to him.

“No, no. Sleek, slow, sensual,” he said, his
hand sliding along her spine, then up into her hair to jerk her
head up and back.

“Roll your shoulders a little, don't be so
stiff,” he said, standing, with her hair in his hand and moving
slowly forward.

“Your knees should come smoothly forward, and
a longer distance, a bit more, yes, like that,” he said, moving
forward, holding her hair so she had to follow.

“Head back, eyes narrowed. You know how
beautiful and seductive you are. You are sex incarnate, coming for
someone.”

She blinked in surprise at the words, feeling
a rush of pleasure.

“Not too fast. We don't want your breasts
swinging too much. But we do like their slow movement, they way
they wobble as you crawl.”

He released her hair, and continued to walk,
his eyes on her as she crawled along. It was a bit room, and he had
her crawl to the end, then turn and crawl back as he watched her.
He knelt at the far end, and when she reached him he beamed at her,
sliding his fingers through her hair, pulling it up and back, and
then leaning in to kiss her.

She raised her hands but he shook his head,
backing off.

“No, hands on the ground. You're an animal, a
wild, sexual creature.”

He pulled her head up and back by the hair
again, kissing her harder, and she moaned breathlessly into his
mouth as their tongues slid delicately together.

After long, long seconds he pulled away and
his fingers eased out of her hair. He grinned and got up, went back
to the sofa and sat, then motioned her forward.

Claire felt a strange sense of confusion and
uncertainty, but not unhappiness, as she crawled carefully over to
the sofa. He pulled her up into his lap, then and turned her around
to show her the pictures the woman had left.

“You're going to buy a castle, sir?” she
asked.

“Don't you think I deserve to have a castle,
slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Maybe I'll find one with a dungeon I can put
my slave in,” he said.

She gulped uncertainly.

He eased his fingers into her mouth and she
closed her lips, licking them softly, sucking as she rolled her
eyes up at him and he pumped them slowly in and out.

He pulled his fingers loose, then caressed
her lower lip lightly.

“Again.”

“I belong to you, sir,” she gulped.

“What do you want in life, slave girl?” he
asked, gently massaging one of her breasts.

“I-I don't know... sir,” she gulped.

“Think about it. What do you think of my
little apartment?”

“Its... very beautiful, sir,” she said.

“Would you like to live in a beautiful
penthouse like this?”

“Yes, sir!”

“All alone by yourself?”

She stared at him in confusion.

“It's a very big apartment, you know,
thousands of square feet. Of course, you wouldn't want to cook and
clean. It would be nice to have someone to do that for you,
wouldn't it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“But what would you do in a place like this
all by yourself?”

“I don't know, sir.”

She hadn't really thought about it much. What
she did in her current condo was sleep, eat, watch TV and surf the
internet.

“What would you like to do for a living?”

“Uhm... well... I don't know...”

“Don't lie to me, slave girl. I'm sure you've
thought of it many times. What would you like to do for a
living?”

She stiffened anxiously. He'd already spanked
her hard for lying to her. Her bottom was returning to its normal
color but she didn't want another spanking!

“I-I could run a company like you...
sir!”

“You think you could do that?”

“Yes, sir,” she said confidently.

“A big company like mine?”

“Well... uhm, I suppose I'd have to start
with something smaller at first.”

“You're a smart girl. I'm sure you could do a
lot of good. I hire a lot of smart people, you know. That's why you
were hired in the first place. But I don't think being an admin
assistant is really for you. I think you could do a lot more than
that.”

She looked at him warily. She had done very
little the last couple of days to achieve her goal of stealing the
chipset plans, but she hadn't forgotten about them... entirely. She
just... had had other things on her mind. Besides, it wasn't like
she'd had much opportunity, the way he'd kept her tied up at the
office all the time!

She thought she might have an opportunity at
his place, but she was virtually never out of his sight, except
when tied up!

His hand slid down her body and pushed
against the dildo. It had now sunk completely into her, and was
flush with her pussy lips, which were still straining wide around
it. His thumb flicked casually up across her clitoris and she
gulped and fought to keep still as sensations began to bubble up
inside her.

“Again.”

“I belong to you, sir.”

“Do you, slave girl?” he asked.

He motioned her off and then stood up,
snapping the leash to her collar and leading her from the room.
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Claire tried to crawl in the slow, careful
way he had shown, but that was more difficult when they moved off
the rug onto hard marble floor! He kept his movements reasonably
slow, however, watching her, and Claire felt a dark sexual heat
settling upon her.

She crawled forward as he held the leash, and
it was as if the journey was more important than wherever they were
going, for he was clearly in no hurry.

They went up the stairs and she was relieved
to reach the second floor, which was heavily carpeted. He led her
down the hall then into one of the empty bedrooms.

It was much smaller than his, but gorgeous
nonetheless. It had a large, modern four poster bed of mahogany,
with white curtains held gracefully in place in the corners by
thick white ties. It managed to look both modern, and classically
beautiful. Matching tables sat on either side, each with crystal
lamps.

There was a fainting bench at the foot of the
bed, and eight feet beyond it a large flat-screen on the wall above
a long, low mahogany cabinet. The floor was a pale eggshell white
marble, but with swirling beige carpets beside and at the foot of
the bed. A ceiling fan turned gently overhead.

The entire wall to the right of the bed was
glass, and as Power moved up beside it he pressed a button on the
wall and the glass wall slid completely aside into the walls,
leaving the side of the room open to a balcony

The balcony was as wide as the room – about
sixteen feet or so, and just about as deep. There were chaise
lounge chairs on it, several potted plants and tables, and a small
hot tub. The balcony was enclosed by a glass rail topped by a
chrome handrail and was carpeted with outdoor carpeting.

She had not been in this room before, and
looked around appreciatively.

“This is your room, slave girl,” he said.

She started, craning her head up at him in
astonishment.

“I've always had an issue with sleeping in
the same bed with someone, even someone as soft and beautiful as
you. Besides, I have odd hours which won't always be the same as
yours. “

He led her back inside and showed her the
armchair in the corner. It had a stainless steel post next to it,
attached to the floor. A swing arm on the post held a firm metal
plate upon which sat a laptop, enabling a person to surf while
sitting comfortably back in the chair.

“Of course, the laptop can detach and be used
from the bed, and the flat screen on the wall has a wifi and is
connected with the apartment's LAN so you can use it as a monitor
if you desire.”

He led her, still crawling, to a door next to
it, which gave onto a hall with double sliding doors on both sides,
and led into an en-suite bathroom. It wasn't as big or luxurious as
his, but a lot better than the one she had at home.

“Private bathroom if you're the type to like
long baths,” he said.

Holy shit! she thought dazedly. He was
basically asking her to move in with him! As his slave girl!

He led her back and slid open one of the
double doors to reveal a closet filled with clothes.

“I trust they all fit. I gave them your exact
measurements, after all,” he said.

Claire rose on her knees, staring at all the
clothes. He had bought her clothes!? It was one thing to buy her a
little skirt and blouse but... both closets looked full of
clothes!

“Lot of closet space, but of course, you'll
only need that for work clothes,” he said with a grin. “You won't
be wearing much around here.”

To which she could only say “Uhhh.”

“I'm going to hand you a number of new
assignments for work tomorrow. It seems to me some of my senior
people have been slacking off and might need a little more
supervision than I've had time for. We'll discuss it once at
work.”

“Uhhh...”

“In the meantime, up on the bed, knees on the
edge, legs apart, bottom up, head down. You know the position,
slave.”

He pulled her back into the bedroom and
unsnapped the leash, and Claire, head spinning, climbed onto the
bed and positioned herself accordingly. What did all this mean, and
what was she supposed to do about it!?

His hands slid over her bottom, and down
between her legs, his fingers stroking her clitoris as he began to
pump the dildo slowly in and out.

*

The outfits he had bought for her were almost
universally improper for work. The skirts were way too short, the
tops way too tight, the fabric as form fitting as the ones she'd
initially worn. They were, however, beautiful, and he seemed to
have avoided getting many pieces which looked outright cheap or
slutty. Well, except for the shoes. Most had five and even six inch
stiletto heels.

There was jewelery to go with it, as well.
Thin gold chokers for her neck with the word “sex slave” on the
insides. Gold bangles for her wrists and ankles with the same
markings.

There was even underwear! Of course, it was
the laciest, sexiest stuff one could imagine, but at least there
was some. And in the basement was a Lexus, which she could drive to
and from work!

“We wouldn't want rumors to start if you came
and went with me every day,” he said, with no irony in his voice
whatsoever.

The first outfit she wore, because he chose
it, consisted of a lacy white, high-waisted dress. It had a very
short, loose, pleated skirt but there were three inch wide white
lace panels going up to the middle of her stomach on both front and
back. Opaque panels of white separated them, one directly over her
crotch, two over her hips and one down the middle of the rear.

The lace wasn't entirely see-through, but it
was far from opaque, which was why he allowed her to wear a white
thong. The thong would help keep the butt-plug inside her, as well.
In addition to the long lace panels descending from her belly, the
top portion of the dress was of a similar lace, extending across
the top of her breasts to her shoulders and upper arms.

It was a lovely, cute, sexy dress, one an
adventurous girl might wear out clubbing – clubs being generally
dark, after all. It was most certainly not the sort of thing one
wore to the office! She tried to suggest that to him and got five
quick slaps to the bottom for her trouble.

Slave girls don't argue, he said.

The strappy white high heels made her long
legs seem even longer given how short the skirt was, but at least
she didn't have to walk outside in it, she thought nervously. She
got a parking space along with the Lexus, and was able to ride up
in the elevator from the garage.

That didn't stop people from staring at her,
of course, but there were fewer opportunities for them to do so,
and she hurried through the halls and cubicled aisles into his
private office to close the door with relief.

God! she thought. Everyone will be
talking! What is he doing!? He might as well advertise that I'm his
slut!

But, she told herself. It didn't matter what
others thought anyway. She thought of the chipset again, but
without a lot of interest. What kind of assignment was he going to
hand her today anyway? And what kind of wild, kinky sexual stuff
was going to happen here today!?

She had performed oral sex on him that
morning, as he'd ordered. She had slept in that bedroom however, in
something like delight. She had opened the wall wide and wandered
out onto the balcony naked, looking down at the fabulous view and
shaking her head in amazement, then poured over the clothes hanging
in the closet so long that she'd gotten to sleep late.

But the room had a very good alarm clock.
She'd gotten up on time, hurried down the hall to his room, let
herself in and then dropped to all fours to crawl across to his
bed, into it, and wake him with gentle lips and fingers. They'd
showered together, and she'd eaten on the floor, as usual, then
he'd selected the outfit for her to wear.

The Lexus had performed superbly. It was even
more fun to drive than her Porsche!

She crossed the floor, moving smoothly. She'd
gotten used to walking on high stiletto's over the past few days.
She knocked, then opened it.

“Sir?” she said.

“Ah, come in, girl,” he said.

She went inside, her chest already
tightening. After all, almost every time he called her into the
office it was for something darkly sexual.

But not this time.

He had her sit down at the table, not kneel
at the floor, and handed her folders containing documentation on
several ongoing projects. They were complicated technology
projects, and he talked quickly and nearly continuously, bringing
her up to speed on their purpose and where the company was with
them.

Claire listened intently, startled at first,
then wary, waiting for the catch, waiting to find out why he was
telling her all this when she was just his temporary secretary. But
he kept talking, opening up new folders, making points he insisted
she repeat back to him.

They were at it half the morning! It was
exhausting, in a way, because her mind was whirling the entire
time, taking in the new information, data, dates, names,
specifications. It was all enough to give her a headache!

“What you are going to do,” he finally said,
“Was to liaison with each of the project heads for me. You will get
their status reports and keep up to date on any issues which arise.
You will then deal with their project heads to resolve those issues
while keeping me informed.”

She stared at him in astonishment.

“Everyone will know you're acting for me and
speaking with my voice. But there's responsibility involved, my
girl. You can make decisions, if you think you have adequate
information and knowledge to do so. But you are going to be
responsible for what happens as a result. And if you screw up,
well, you're going to be held responsible.

“I... you want – ?”

“The biggest decision you will have to make
will be whether the issue is one that you can deal with or whether
you need to kick it upstairs to me because of its importance or the
cost involved. But I expect that will be something you pick up
fairly quickly as you go along. Make a mistake, and it's your
ass.”

His lips quirked upward. “Literally. Did you
see that double strap Henderson sold me? It's about four feet long
and four inches wide. When it hits that beautiful bottom of yours
you're going to feel it.”

She flushed.

“Now, you'll meet with Andrews this afternoon
about his project. Read the status report first, and then bring up
any issues you need to to make absolutely sure you understand it
completely.”

“Me.. but... but this dress – !”

“How you dress is unimportant. You're
speaking with my voice. If he fails to respect that because you're
a pretty girl in a pretty dress I'll kick his ass.”

She stared at him.

“Just remember, act professional. No
screaming or yelling or getting emotional.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, a bit dazed by it
all.

They'd been sitting at the table for almost
two hours by then. It was the most businesslike he had been with
her in days, but that came to an abrupt end.

“Now, turn on the music, girl. Watching you
in that dress all morning has been turning me on. Do you know how
to give a lap dance?”

The abrupt change in tone startled her at first, but then she felt
her stomach starting to flutter almost immediately.

“I uh... yes... sir,” she gulped.

Not very well, though, she thought. But she
would try!

She turned on the music and then, nervous,
and oddly self-conscious in front of him, began to dance. It wound
up as she would have expected, with her straddling him naked as she
rode up and down on his stiff shaft, his mouth alternating between
her lips and her breasts.

And an incredible orgasm that seemed to have
cured her headache!

*

She was extremely nervous meeting with
Andrews. She had to go to his office for the meeting, by Power's
orders. Walking through the halls in the lacy dress drew attention
wherever she went. She looked like a sex kitten, she thought
self-consciously. Of course, that was exactly what Power wanted her
to be, and she reminded herself no one else mattered.

Andrews was a skinny man in brown suit with a
bow tie. He had short brown hair and glasses, and the moment she
saw him she thought Nerd. The moment he saw her his eyes got wide
and he began to fumble with both his words and his papers. That
quickly gave her a smug feeling, tinged, admittedly, by some
embarrassment.

Once she sat down, though, and he couldn't
see her below the waist any more, the rest of the dress was
somewhat respectable, leaving aside she had no bra. She was able to
draw his attention to the project and his status report, and
discuss the issues involved.

It felt very odd, at first, dealing with
someone seriously on important issues. She hadn't done it in quite
a while, after all. And even in the flirty, lacy dress, with the
butt-plug inside her, she was able to concentrate easily on the
business at hand – better than Andrews could, in fact. Her pointed
questions drew his attention off her and back to the point several
times, until he began to unconsciously tune out her looks.

She saw fairly quickly that he was nervous
about switching to a new data capture mode given they couldn't be
sure their models were accurately predicting how much data would be
involved.

“So as you see, the consequences could mean
overloading our servers and causing a disruption to customers,” he
said.

She nodded. “None of this data is
particularly secure,” she said.

“We believe our integrity – .”

She waved his words away. “I don't mean it's
vulnerable, I mean it's not confidential. It's not all that
secret.”

“Well... no but – .”

“You can arrange for cloud storage to offset
any unexpected flood of data.”

“We don't know how much, or even if we'll
need it.”

She looked at him and made a face. “It's not
expensive. Just arrange for a few petabytes of extra storage, and
make the connection to pass through data if our servers get too
full.”

“We could be spending money for nothing,
though,” he said. “We're fairly confident in our systems and
models.”

“Pros and cons,” she said. “If we get the
storage and don't need it we're out a few thousand dollars. If we
get it and need it the cost will be like nothing. If we don't get
it and need it, however, Mister Power will kick your ass when our
servers go down.”

“Uh, but I'll have to justify the cost if we
don't need it.”

“Minor cost. My decision. Do it.”

He looked at her in surprise, looked about to
object, but then shrugged.

“If you say so,” he said.

She did, and she liked doing it!

She even liked it when the meeting was over
and she stood up, purposefully delaying her leaving with small talk
while he stood there desperately trying to keep his eyes from
drifting downward. He succeeded, but she had no question as she
turned her back on him to walk away, that they'd snapped right back
down the moment her back was turned.

She was tempted to turn her head sharply back
to catch him, but Power had said to be professional.

She felt a little spring in her step as she
made her way through the halls, feeling smug again as heads turned
to watch her. The men licked their lips and the women glared.

Suffer, bitches! she thought. Bet
you wish you were fucking the billionaire boss!

She put her notes away and checked for
messages, then tapped at his door and went in.

“So? How'd the meeting go?”

“Fine, sir,” she said.

“Anything I need to know about?”

“No, sir.”

“Excellent,” he said.

*

She drove the Lexus back to his place after
work, parked, went up in the elevator, and knocked. Jeffrey let her
in and she went to her room, stripped, replaced the gold choker and
bangles with her leather collar and restraints, and then found
Power out in the pool.

“Well, slave girl,” he said. “Enjoy your new
assignment?”

“Yes, sir!' she said enthusiastically.

He held out his arms and she jumped into the
pool.

By mutual agreement, there was no talk of
work. They swam together, and he picked her up and flung her into
the air a number of times to fall splashing down into the water,
then they showered together, where they had sex.

She ate dinner on her knees, as usual, with
her wrists bound behind her, and spent most of the evening across
his lap, or on the sofa beside him, watching TV and talking.

His hands were busy much of the night, for he
seemed to enjoy turning her on and making her squirm, but letting
her simmer just shy of boiling over. As a result, she was aroused
for hours. That got her impatient and frustrated, and when posing
for him in ways calculated to turn him on produced no results she
decided to try another way.

“Are you sure you're not gay?” she asked in a
sulky tone.

“Positive. You ought to be, too.”

“Well, you're acting very faggy.”

His eyes narrowed and she tossed her head and
sniffed disdainfully, though her heart pounded as she put on an
expression of careless insolence. She was deliberately provoking
him, for even though a spanking hurt, his fingers never seemed able
to resist doing a lot more to her than just spanking when he
punished her.

“You want something hard inside you, do
you?”

“Maybe you could ask Jeffrey to do it,” she
said in a particular snotty voice, “I mean, if you're not up to
it.”

He gave her a small smile, then pressed the
button she had come to realize sat under the table. Her heart
skipped a beat. Surely he wasn't really going to – !

Jeffrey showed up and Claire gulped
anxiously. She had gotten used to him seeing her naked, even seeing
her in obscene positions and sexual situations, and she'd had
fantasies regarding him but … but this was the real thing!

“Ah, Jeffrey, take my sex slave up to her
bedroom and secure her standing, arms apart,” he said. “Then punish
her for her insolence.”

Claire felt a breathless sense of shock as
Jeffrey, without a word, took the leash off the table and crossed
the floor to her. He snapped it to her collar and tugged her to her
feet, then drew the shocked girl's wrists together and secured them
behind her back before leading her out of the room.

Claire's heart pounded like a drum as the
silent man led her up the stairs and down the hall, then into
Power's room. He stopped there and led her over to the foot of her
bed. The narrow padded bench kept her back a foot or so as he
unclipped her wrists, then drew small leather straps she hadn't
even been aware of out from the posts beneath the white
curtains.

In quick time she was bound to the two
corners, arms up and apart, body bent slightly forward, bottom
upraised.

Heat, tension, fear and anxiety, lust, and a
dark thrill of the forbidden gripped Claire's mind in a storm of
emotions as Jeffrey left the room. He returned, holding a long
double strap – the one Power had mentioned the other day, she
thought, aghast.

She trembled, but despite her fear and alarm,
heat and a sense of jagged sexual were foremost in her mind as he
drew his arm back. His face remained expressionless as if he were
merely doing a routine chore.

The long strap cut through the air and
snapped across her out-thrust bottom with a crack! of noise.
The impact made her cry out, her body thrown forward, her knees
grinding against the padded bench as her back arched.

Crack! The belt struck again, curing
up against the underside of her buttocks!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt struck more heavily than she was
used to, with a strange double blow, with the outside belt striking
her flesh and the inside belt striking the other belt. She cried
out, and her cries then turned to howls as her bottom began to burn
like fire!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tears began to fill her eyes as the sharp
explosions of pain continued, and she twisted and pulled against
the restraints, gasping and moaning and finally sobbing as the pain
mounted!

“Now spread your legs wide,” Jeffrey
ordered.

Moaning, dazed, eyes blurry from unshed
tears, Claire felt a jolt of shock.

“Spread your legs, sex slave,” Jeffrey
ordered.

A wild hot shock-wave rolled through her, as
she slowly complied.

Jeffrey moved closer, the strap dangling from
his hand.

“Are you going to be a good slave girl now?”
he asked.

He let the double strap swing up against her
pussy in a soft, but still startling blow.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

The belt swung again, and then again, and
then again, not hard, but getting harder.

“Are you sure, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped, heart pounding.

“Because slave girls who disobey get
punished.”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

“And slave girls who are insolent get
punished eve more.”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

Her legs trembled as he swung harder, her
pussy throbbing and burning, though the blows were still quite.
They were approaching the edge of pain, however, as he continued to
swing the belt up to slap against her vulnerable pussy.

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped in a choked
voice.

“And you ARE a slave girl, aren't you?” he
asked.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Y-yes, sir!” she croaked.

“Say it.”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

“Again.”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

“And slave girls love cock,” said another
voice.

She gasped, her head turning to see Power
leaning in the doorway.

Jeffrey nodded to him and walked out, handing
him the strap. He sauntered in and she turned her head away, still
blinking tears from her eyes. But a moment later she cried out as
he jerked back on her hair, forcing her head up an back.

“You are a slave girl,” he said. “You want a
cock inside you, don't you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“And it didn't matter whose cock it was? If
Jeffrey had stuck it into you just now you'd have come like a
whore.”

He jerked sharply on her hair and she cried
out again.

“Wouldn't you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Maybe one day I'll let him do just that,” he
said, his other hand sliding down her belly, fingers finding her
clitoris. “Maybe I'll give you to other men, let them use your
lovely body, maybe many such men. Would you like to be surrounded
by eager men, wrists tied behind you, their hands and mouths all
over you, slave girl?” he asked.

“Y-N-No, sir!” she gasped.

He snorted, his fingers stroking her
skillfully as he leaned in to chew along the nape of her neck.

“Of course you would. You're a sexual
animal.”

She moaned helplessly as his fingers slid
into her and continued stroking her clitoris. Her hips ground
helplessly against them as his teeth bit into the side of her
throat.

“Nasty, naughty slave girl,” he growled. “Sex
slave.”

Claire moaned dazedly, his fingers twisting
and turning as they pumped inside her. The heat mounted higher and
higher and she grunted and trembled.

“Spread your legs wider. Push your bottom
out.”

She obeyed at once, and he drew back, then
swung the strap up between her legs.

Just as with Jeffrey, he wasn't using much
force at all, just enough to set the belt swinging up to hit her
between the legs. Still, she felt a jolt of emotions and sensations
at the contact. He swung it continuously, using more and more force
so that it slapped up against her with more authority. Still, it
wasn't hard enough to hurt... not really!

But the sharp jolts of sensation struck her
trembling body like a rain of gasoline on a raging fire, sending
her heart flaring up wildly. And then the orgasm hit! It was
intense enough to make her cry out, to make her ram her hips back
at the quick slapping of the straps, but it was oddly
dissatisfying.

Then his other hand slid down her abdomen and
his fingers rubbed quickly at her clitoris. The other hand dropped
the belt, and she cried out, then cried out again, and again, as he
thrust three fingers through the swollen opening of her sex,
driving them deep into her sopping depths to pump roughly, even
violently inside her! The pleasure exploded upwards, and she
thrashed and moaned and twisted in place, crying out wild, dazed
pleasure.

She sagged weakly, the orgasm faded.

But she still wasn't satisfied. She needed
something more inside her, something bigger, something... like
him.

But Power would decide when she got it, she
understood. And teasing him wouldn't change that. The thought was
frustrating, but also oddly comforting.

 


 





Chapter Fourteen

 


 


 


 


The next few days were exhilarating in
several ways. Claire was thoroughly enjoying her new role of
overseeing some of Power's directors, enjoying the sense of
authority and responsibility, and the need to actually use her mind
to consider and resolve problems. The self-consciousness she felt
when walking around and meeting with people in one of Power's
revealing dresses began to fade and then morph into a sense of
arrogant pride.

She knew she was hot and sexy, and whatever
was appropriate, well, that was up to Power to decide, not those
who worked for him. Speaking for him, as his assistant, however,
went to her head, just a bit. She was so smug about the way people
looked at her and the fact she spoke with Power's voice, in a
sense, that became brusquely dismissive whenever one of the project
managers disagreed with her.

Power brought her up short with a firm
hand.

She had no sooner gotten back to her desk
after what she regarded as a satisfying, if brief meeting with Brad
Dennison when Power called her into his office.

“Yes, sir,” she said, approaching his
desk.

“Brad Dennison just called me.”

“Oh,” she said warily.

“You and he evidently had words about the
Rapid River project.”

“He's acting like an old woman,” she said
dismissively.

“Sir,” he said, eyes narrowing.

“Sir,” she said.

“Dennison has done dozens of these support
projects. He's seen what can happen when we move ahead on something
without having a firm checkoff from the client on every
detail.”

“It's obvious what the client needs, sir!”
she protested.

“Is it? But is it what they want?”

She stared at him in confusion.

“You don't get to overrule the client, girl.
None of us do. We can try to persuade the client when we think
they're wrong, but gently. We don't go ahead and do something
because we think it's best for them. We're not their mommy.”

“Well, of course – .”

“Which is the point Brad was trying to make
to you and which you brushed aside because you thought you knew
better.”

“But... it seems obvious – !”

“Not to the client. Not yet. And making it
clear to the client is not your job.”

“Well then, he should do his job! Sir!”

“Something like that can't be put on a
time-line. There are meetings scheduled where our people will try
to persuade the client, but if the client doesn't want to be
persuaded then we got with it as is. You don't get to say no to the
client, girl.”

“No, sir,” she said.

“And your attitude towards Brad Dennison was
unacceptable. I don't hire stupid people. Dennison is very clever
and very knowledgeable. HE has far more experience than you do. You
need to learn to listen more, girl. I think speaking for me might
have swelled your head a little. You need a dose of humility.”

“But – !”

There was a knock on the half open inner
door, and Brad Dennison came in.

He was bout Power's age, though slimmer and
slightly taller. He had a small, trim beard and dark brown eyes
which looked at her in an unfriendly fashion as Power got up and
came around the desk.

“Brad,” he said.

.Jacob,” Dennison said.

“I uh – .”

Power took her arm and guided her to the
table, to the back of one of the chairs pushed into the table, and
she squeaked, eyes widening, as his hand slid up behind her neck
and he bent her firmly forward!

She was wearing a green dress, almost a
sweater, even though it had a belt around her waist. Power
unbuckled the belt and drew it out from under her as Claire stared,
open mouthed, at the table before her, filled with disbelief and a
shocked embarrassment.

The hem was very short, and had already
pulled up embarrassingly high, given her position. Power simply
lifted it completely over her hips.

Claire's face burned red. She wasn't wearing
anything underneath, and the base of the butt-plug would be quite
clearly visible from where the man stood.

Crack!

She gasped aloud, then clamped her jaw shut,
determined not to cry out while Dennison was watching.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The belt snapped down across her buttocks
with slow, measured blows, each of which made her jerk forward
against the back of the chair and drove a sharp lance of stinging
pain into her bottom! And after several blows she began to realize
her mistake. Making no sound merely indicated to Power that he
wasn't swinging hard enough, so the blows grew harder, the pain
sharper.

“Ah!” she gasped. “Oh!”

She grunted, and hissed and moaned, and then
cried out as the wide leather belt cracked against her soft
skin.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

And then she felt him grasp her hair, felt
herself being pulled back upright. She dropped her eyes as she was
marched past Dennison and into the corner of the room, then pushed
down onto her knees facing the corner. She knelt there, bottom even
hotter than her face, but not daring to pull down the dress as he
saw Dennison out, pausing to speak to him in a low voice. She
flushed at the male laughter, then Power slapped Dennison on the
back and the other man left.

As the shock slowly faded, she felt a sense
of growing anger at Power for humiliating her like that in front of
the man. How dare he!? Besides, how dared he really? Wouldn't
Dennison tell everyone else about it!? Power was not a fool,
though. He must feel a degree of confidence that the man would keep
quiet.

That suggested they knew each other fairly
well, which was not something she had considered when she was
giving orders to some of these people. Power hired all the senior
people himself. It might well be he was friends with some of
them.

He didn't speak to her as she knelt in the
corner, and she began to feel a sense of impatience, then, despite
herself, guilt. Clearly she'd been wrong and had acted …
arrogantly. She was only his assistant, after all. Maybe she
shouldn't have been giving orders to these men in his name so
readily.

She eased her head around to one side, then
the other, trying to see him.

“Did I say you could turn your face from the
corner?” he demanded.

She snapped her face back.

“No, sir,” she gulped.

“I told Brad that the next time you acted up
you'd apologize by giving him a blow job.”

She gulped, startled.

“Take off your dress.”

Claire reached down and peeled the dress up
and over her head, then put it on the floor beside her. As usual,
she wore no bra either.

“Turn around.”

She turned around gladly, hoping she could
turn his anger at her to lust instead. He looked at her with stern
eyes.

“On your belly, slave girl.”

She blinked in surprise, then slid forward
onto her belly on the rug.

“Now crawl across the room on your
belly.”

“Uh...”

She licked her lips, then began to wiggle
from side to side, pushing against the floor with her toes, and
using her arms to ease her forward. She winced a bit, for her
breasts were being mashed under her, and her nipples brushed along
the carpet.

“Keep that belly down, slave girl,” he said
from his desk.

Claire crawled forward awkwardly, nipples
hard and burning as she ground them across the rug, and her insides
starting to swirl with heat and excitement despite herself. She had
hoped to turn him more to sex from punishment but was finding
herself growing aroused instead. This was so outrageous!

She had to crawl past the desk and around to
the side to where he sat before he turned his chair around to face
her. She stopped next to him, panting. Crawling on her belly was
surprisingly difficult!

“Again,” he said.

She hesitated uncertainly, then remembered.
“I belong to you, sir.”

“What are you, girl?”

“I-I'm your slave girl, sir,” she gulped.

“What do slave girls do?”

“Whatever they're told, sir,” she said.

“And what happens when they act up?”

“They get punished, sir.”

“Are you sorry for acting up, slave
girl?”

“Yes, sir,” she exclaimed, trying to crane
her head way up to see him.

“Are you sorry for disappointing me?”

She cringed a bit. “Yes, sir!”

“A slave girl only does what her master
wants. Remember that, slave girl.”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped, her stomaching doing
a strange little hot swirl at the word 'master'.

He pushed one of his shining leather shoes
forward.

“Let me see how devoted you are to me, slave
girl,” he said.

She stared at him in confusion, then at his
shoe.”

“Show me you've learned humility. Let me see
your tongue on my shoe.”

She froze for a moment, felt a sudden rush of
indignation, and then felt a flood of dark heat. It was an
outrageous order! And doing outrageous, degrading things turned her
on! She had no idea why, but was helpless to deny it.

She moaned in confusion at the contradictory
emotions, then eased forward and licked her tongue across the top
of his shoe.

“I want to see more humility than that, slave
girl,” he growled.

Claire eased further forward, grasping his
ankle and licked repeatedly across his shoe, using long, firm
licks. When he said nothing, she guided her tongue downward across
the side of his shoe, around towards the ankle, then back in front,
licking at the toe.

She gasped as he reached down and grasped her
hair, tangling it around his fist, then dragged her up into his
lap. Her hands fumbled, but quickly reached for his zipper, undoing
it, reaching inside eagerly, and drawing him out. She moaned again,
excitedly this time, licking at him, then taking him into her
mouth, forcing her lips down hard, sucking and bobbing, taking him
into her throat with now-practiced ease.

He pulled her up higher, and she eagerly put
a knee on the chair beside him, but he gripped her arm and leg and
firmly turned her around until her back was to him, then pulled her
back to straddle him. She gasped as she felt his fingers pulling at
the base of the butt plug.

He guided himself up into her ass with a
smooth, slick penetration as she sank down slowly, gasping aloud,
chest already heaving as she felt his thick shaft push deep into
her belly. She squirmed helplessly atop him, groaning as he went
achingly deep. But then she gripped the arms of the chair and began
to ride slowly up and down.

Her bottom adjusted surprisingly quickly, and
then she was firmly atop him, grinding her buttocks into his thighs
as his cock gave her darkly delicious cramps deep inside. She cried
out as he jerked back on her hair yet again, pulling her head up
across his shoulder and turning his lips in to chew and suck and
kiss the nape of her neck.

Meanwhile, his other hand slid up and down
her bowed body, then found her clitoris and began to rub her
there.

It was wild, it was nasty, it was...
thrilling, as Claire soon felt herself gripped by a sense of dark,
euphoric sexual hunger. She rolled her hips wildly, panting and
moaning and crying out as she rode him, as she felt the delicious
ache of his cock deep within her belly, and slid up and down it
with a frantic sense of need.

“Are you my slave girl?” he demanded, his
breath hot against her ear.

“Yes, master!” she cried, grinding and riding
his cock.

The orgasm exploded within her, and her cries
echoed off the wall as her body writhed and thrashed and bounced
atop him through the flooding waves of pleasure.

*

Claire was determined to learn how to play
pool. Power seemed to enjoy it, and she wanted to at least be
competitive with him. Beating him, well, maybe some day, but he was
quite good.

And he cheated.

She leaned over, perhaps more than she needed
to as she took her shots, just to give him a distracting view. She
liked turning him on, after all. But distracting him while she was
shooting wasn't of that much value, and he could return the favor
much more easily, sliding his fingers in against her, stroking her
pussy as she tried to focus on her shot.

“You're cheating,” she said in a fit of
pique, after missing another shot.

“It's my game. Therefore, whatever I say are
the rules are the rules. And you forgot to say sir, slave
girl.”

Crack!

“Ouch!”

She frowned, rubbing her bottom as he took
his own shot.

“That's not fair, sir!”

“Fair? Who said life was fair? You're a
beautiful girl and live in the lap of luxury while a lot of other
girls are ugly and live in poverty. Is that fair?”

“But... I should be able to grope you while
you take your shot then, sir!”

“That would be undignified for me.”

She snorted, and he looked up at her. “Is the
slave girl being disrespectful?”

“No, sir,” she said in an unconvincing
voice.

“Maybe you're suffering from withdrawal,” he
said.

She looked at him surprise.

“Addicts can do that when they don't get
their fix regularly.”

“I don't do drugs,” she said in
confusion.

“Your addiction, slave girl, is to big, hard
objects being stuffed up your pussy.”

She flushed a bit. I've gotten way more of
that in the last week than in my whole life, sir,” she said.

“But the more you get the more you want.”

Which was true, actually, though she didn't
want to admit it.

He left the room, and she watched him
uncertainly, then warily. She was not surprised when he returned
with a big dildo in hand, except that it was a BIG dildo. Her eyes
widened.

“That's … too big!” she gulped.

“Sir,” he said.

He spun her around and bent her over the pool
table.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

She obeyed and gulped as she felt the fat
head of the thing pushing against her opening. He'd put some kind
of lube on it, at least, but it still felt very wide, and her pussy
lips spread wide, spread and strained and then ached as it slowly
pushed into her body. She groaned as he twisted it from side to
side, pulled it back a bit, then pushed forward, gradually working
it deep into her pussy.

“Now let's continue,” he said, giving her
bottom a slap.

Needless to say, her concentration was not
helped by the thick dildo stuffed up inside her. And her interest
in the game had been pushed aside by the rising sense of excitement
and heat within her.

She tried to focus on her shots, but his hand
inevitably went to the dildo, slowly twisting it, trying to push it
even deeper, despite the fact she felt utterly impaled by the
thing!

“Dinner is served, Mister Power,” Jeffrey
said from the door.

Claire was allowed to walk beside him to the
kitchen, but once there he stopped and linked her wrist restraints
together behind her back once more, and she sank to her knees,
feeling a bit hard-done-by.

“Don't give me that baleful look, slave
girl,” he said as Jeffrey placed the plates of food before him.

“You could at least let me sit down,” she
said.

He turned and raised his eyebrows.

“Do you think you could sit with that inside
you?”

She bit her lower lip. The dildo was thick
but not as long as some of the sex toys he had used on her.
Nevertheless, there was at least an inch protruding from between
the tightly clenched lips of her sex, and she didn't think she
could get it all inside her easily.

“I think you prefer I feed your pussy than
feed your mouth anyway,” he said in amusement.

That it was true didn't make her less
annoyed, especially with Jeffrey there. She had sort of gotten used
to Jeffrey seeing her naked and even in obscene positions, but it
still embarrassed her a bit. More to the point, Jeffrey was a
handsome man, and the times when he had tied her up at Power's
instructions, or even strapped her, had left a lasting impression
of a strong man.

So in a sense, Claire was seeing him not as
an unimportant servant whose opinion of her didn't matter, but as a
hot, sexy guy that, in a way, she wanted to impress.

“You're just being a prick,” she said in a
huff.

Oh, she knew she'd be punished for it, of
course. But punishment didn't daunt Claire as it might once have.
She dropped her eyes as he scowled at her.

“Hmmm,” he said.

Claire gulped, waiting for what he would say
next.

“Jeffrey, take the slave to her bedroom and
then set up the horse. Don't put her on it, just put her along
it.”

“Of course, Mister Power,” Jeffrey said, as
if he'd just been asked to go and clean the kitchen floor, or some
other mundane task.

Claire gasped as he pulled her to her feet by
the arm and led her out of the room. Her heart was beating faster
and faster as he led her along the hall and up the stairs, and she
rolled her eyes up at him several times as her chest became
tighter.

He put her on her knees on the floor of her
room, then left her there. When he returned, it was with two
A-shaped wooden frames on one arm, and carrying a narrow length of
wood in the other hand. He set them down and quickly placed snapped
the piece of wood between the two A-shaped frames, which she
realized were legs.

It turned out to be something like a short
sawhorse, though the wood was gleaming and polished.

He pulled her to her feet and unclipped her
wrists, then guided her to one end of the device, placing her feet
alongside the legs. He knelt and quickly attached her ankle
restraints to small clips in the base of each leg, then bent her
over, her belly and chest laying along the narrow length of wood,
her arms falling down the sides to where he clipped them to the
other two legs.

And there he left her, legs spread, head
hanging over one side of the frame, her hips pushed in firmly and
raised up a little by the top of the A-frame on the other side. Her
chest, her belly, her abdomen and... her pussy were pressing firmly
down against the narrow length of polished wood.

Her pussy, however, still had the thick dildo
inside, distending the mouth of her sex, pressing out against the
soft flesh behind her clitoris, jamming it even harder into the
wood so that it soon began to ache. And there she lay for a good
twenty minutes, gasping, moaning, and occasionally, despite how it
ached, grinding her clitoris against the wood.

She berated herself for being an idiot, for
being sulky and for getting herself into what was certainly a worse
situation than she had been in before opening her stupid mouth.

And then the door opened, and Power came in,
but so did Jeffrey! She gasped, jerking her head away as Power came
around and picked up one of the chairs, placing it in front of her,
then sat down. He had a bowl of what looked like strawberries.

“Despite your sulkiness, I didn't feel it
wise to completely deprive my slave girl of dinner,” Power said.
“You are, after all, mine. Aren't you, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

He picked up one of the strawberries in one
hand, then grasped her hair roughly and tugged her head up and
back, popping the strawberry into her mouth. She gasped and chewed
quickly, and he let her hair go, dropping her head again.

Crack!

“Oww!” she squealed, jerking her head up and
twisting it around quickly.

Jeffrey stood behind her holding a thin
riding crop!

“Of course, you still have to be punished,”
Power said.

Crack!

“Oww!”

He plucked another strawberry from the plate
and let her lick it from his fingers.

“Bad girls need to be punished, but depriving
them of food is rarely a good idea,” he said.

Crack!

“Ouuuww!” she squealed, her jerking up and
back.

“Eat, slave girl.”

She licked another strawberry from his
fingers, heart pounding.

“I do make some allowances, after all, for
your indiscipline.”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“You are a fairly new slave girl, after
all.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“And have yet to learn a lot of
discipline.”

He fed her another strawberry, then another
as she felt the crop caressing her bottom, sliding up and down
across its curving outline.

“Are you my slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Ahhh!”

“Again?”

“I-I belong to you, sir!” she gasped
breathlessly.

Crack!

“Ohh!”

He popped another strawberry into her mouth
and she moaned helplessly.

The blows did hurt. But they also made her
body jerk sharply, grinding her clitoris against the narrow wood.
That ached, but slowly, the aching took on another taste, a hot,
dark, seething taste of wild sexual heat and hunger and
pleasure!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Knowing Jeffrey was there behind her, staring
at her, using the crop on her, even as she ate, that turned her on,
too! It was... outrageous! It was wicked and shocking and perverted
and embarrassing!

Crack!

But she ate the strawberries, gasping,
yelping, moaning, wriggling, and grinding her pussy against the
board as Jeffrey turned her bottom into a flaming, throbbing, fiery
ache!

When she had finished the strawberries,
however, Power gave her something else to eat. Her eyes widened as
he unzipped his trousers and pulled himself out into sight, for he
had never initiated sex right in front of Jefferey before! She felt
another wave of embarrassment, followed by heat, as he gathered up
her hair, lifted her head, and pushed himself into her mouth.

She began to suck immediately, of course,
licking at his flesh as it quickly hardened within her lips.

Then she realized his arms were folded across
his chest!

She gurgled as she felt Jefferey's groin
pushing in against her from behind. He was wearing pants, but even
so, she could feel a hardness as he pressed into her bottom, as he
leaned in, holding her head up and back by the hair so Power could
pump slowly in and out of her mouth.

“You know, slave girl. It has occurred to me
that I ill use poor Jefferey. This sort of thing is above and
beyond the call of duty for him. Seeing a lovely morsel like you
displayed in all her glory and yet being unsatisfied in the lust
that sight provides is quite unfair to him.”

Claire moaned, eyes widening.

“Of course, you belong to me, but like a fine
sports car, I can let others borrow you from time to time, or at
least, let them have a drive while I sit in the passenger
seat.”

What did that mean?! Claire wondered
dazedly.

Then she felt Jefferey's hips move back, felt
his hand at the base of the butt-plug inside her. She moaned and
wriggled, a wild rush of energy blowing through her, almost dazing
her! She felt the butt-plug slowly come free, and then... and then
she felt flesh against her opening!

She gurgled as Power thrust his cock deep
into her throat, her eyes bulging as she felt what had to be
Jefferey's cock pushing slowly into her bottom! She was already
stretched out by the thick dildo in her pussy, and now what felt
like a very thick cock was sliding into her bottom!

Her hips ground and jerked frantically,
grinding her clitoris against the wood! She rolled her eyes upward
at Power as he gazed down at her, and gurgled as Jefferey's cock
slid deeper and deeper!

Power began to stroke in and out of her
throat, using long, slow movements, while Jefferey ground his hips,
always pushing deeper. He was clearly big! And long! She shuddered
as heat began to flay her mind. It was all just so incredibly
impossibly hot and nasty and thrilling! She was breathless, both
literally and figuratively, as Power pumped in and out of her mouth
and throat, and Jefferey drove himself into her firmly and
fully.

She ached inside as he buried himself in her,
as his hips pressed firmly against her sore buttocks. He ground
himself against her, then began to pump.

Ten seconds later, a massive orgasm shattered
Claire's mind! She thrashed wildly, eyes rolling back in her head
as her head seemed to explode with the intense power of the raging
torrent of pleasure flooding through her! She shook and trembled
wildly against the restraints, glassy eyed as the pleasure howled
through her.

And then, as it faded, she found herself, not
limp, but still deeply aroused! That had never quite happened
before, and her mind was in no condition to try and understand why
it had happened now. The two men continued to pump into her, and
she continued to grind her aching, overstuffed pussy down against
the hard wood.

And she came again, and then again, and then
again, caught in a raging, storm tossed sea of sensations that
threw her around like a cork, riding up one wave, then tumbling
down the other side, only to be thrown up again by another.

She felt Jeffrey's big black hand reach in
and down, grasping her right breast and squeezing it. Power leaned
forward, reaching down with his right hand and grasping her left
breast, and the two continued to pump, their hips moving faster,
until she thought she'd completely lose her mind!

And then she did!
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It took Claire some days to come to terms
with how far she could tease Power without drawing punishment, and
how far she could go before that punishment became severe. She was
spending almost all of every evening with him, sometimes cuddling
on the sofa, sometimes playing pool or pinball games or being tied
up in a variety of strange, often uncomfortable and complicated
positions just for his amusement.

She spent half the morning on Saturday
hanging upside down by her ankles, legs and arms spreadeagled, with
a vibrator and a dildo inside her. Power tied her up like that and
hung her, then went out on some chore. Jefferey checked on her
every now and then, and her insides thrummed with heat every time
he came to the doorway to stare at her!

When he returned and let her down, he
presented her with a new collar and new restraints. They were
metal. She thought at first they were stainless steel. The insides
were smooth and gleaming, as were the edges. But the outside was a
beveled charcoal gray with a stainless steel like plate in the
front. His initials were carved into that plate just between a
thick gleaming ring.

The rim on either side of that beveled gray
was stainless steel again, but covered in a double line of what
looked like diamonds!

“Titanium,” he said. “I thought gold, at
first, but you'd have a hard time keeping your head up if the
collar was pure gold. It would weigh rather a lot, as you might
expect. And yes, those are real diamonds.”

She looked at one of the wrist restraints in
astonishment. There was virtually no space between each diamond as
they completely encircled each wrist and ankle – twice. The ones
circling the collar were even bigger!

She was naked and wearing a fortune!

He took the collar off to show her, then to
show her smooth inside, upon which was carved I belong to Jacob
Power. Then he placed it back around her neck and locked it in
place.

It was unreal! she thought in awe.

She spent some time staring at herself in
front of the mirror, holding up her wrists, wondering how many
diamonds were on her shackles and collar and how much they cost,
and also enjoying how she looked in her new 'outfit'.

She hadn't really been one to think of
herself as a particularly sexual, or even sexy girl before meeting
Power. She recognized that men found her attractive, and used her
looks to get her way, but that was about it. That attitude had
profoundly changed since she had begun this odd, twisted
relationship.

Wearing all those sexy clothes at the office,
and engaging in such wildly outrageous sexual antics with Power had
made her feel very much like the sexual being, the sexual animal
Power described her as. It gave her a cocky sort of confidence,
even an arrogance, though she had to restrain that around him.

And it made her want to make use of her sexy
body more. He was right. The more sex she got the more she wanted
sex. Every powerful, mind shaking orgasm she had made her want
another as quickly as possible. She was, she realized, being
conditioned, in a way, the same as rats in a maze who were rewarded
when they rang a bell.

Her reward was intense pleasure. And she was
becoming addicted to it just as Power had said, too.

A part of her, a small part of her, was
anxious about that, but too much of her was swept along in the
dark, sexual fantasy, too exultant about the abrupt change in her
lifestyle, to care. Oh, it wasn't just living in the penthouse,
though that was impressive to that side of her which lusted for
money.

But she no longer went home to watch TV. She
went home to wild, thrilling sex, and comfortable naked snuggling
with Power. She realized suddenly that she could hardly imagine
wanting to go back to her previous life. That gave her a sense of
anxiety. What if Power ever got bored of her?!

Well, she would just have to make sure that
didn't happen!

She did her best at work to fulfill Power's
instructions, behaved with much less arrogance towards the senior
people she discussed issues with, and deferred to Power when
something was important enough and she wasn't sure of his
feelings.

But it still delighted her how everyone
stared at her as she moved around in the building. She knew very
well she was the talk of every lunchroom and kitchenette, that all
the women were amazed, and either disgusted or jealous, and that
all the men wanted her.

She strolled among them, head high, a small
smile on her face, pretending not to notice the looks, pretending
not to notice when the managers jumped up to greet her and fought
desperately not to stare.

It didn't take long for them to begin to
respect her judgment and thoroughness with which she approached
each of their projects, and to treat her accordingly. But that
didn't stop them from noticing the sheer raw sexuality she
exhibited whenever they were within sight of her.

When the real estate lady showed up at the
penthouse again, Claire was curled up next to Power. She was
self-conscious, but didn't try to hide herself or her body as
Jefferey led the woman in. Power shooed her off the sofa and she
crawled down and knelt next to the table as the woman sat down,
trying to ignore her, but not quite able to.

She found that amusing.

The woman showed pictures to Power, and
talked figures and bedrooms and taxes, and Claire crawled in next
to Power's knees, rising up to examine some of them. The woman
swallowed but steadfastly said nothing. Claire's embarrassment
receded, and she began to feel a sense of smug amusement at the
woman's discomfort.

She was becoming much less inhibited and body
conscious, she realized.

Which was good, because Power's guest that
evening was a man. His name was David Rose, and they were
apparently old college buddies. Claire knelt, knees apart, sitting
on her heels, back straight, nervous despite herself, as he and
Power came into the front room.

“Woah!' the man said, gaping at her.

“What do you think? This is my little sex
slave.”

“My God!” the man said, staring at her.

Claire's face pinkened a little, but though
she felt a bit self-conscious she also felt smug.

“Sit. Sit.”

The two men sat down, Rose never taking his
eyes off her.

“What will you have? Heineken?”

“Uh... yeah, sure,” Rose said, stills taring
her up and down.

“Where uh...”

“I bought at auction in the middle east.”

The man stared at him, then back at her, and
Power laughed.

“No, I just got lucky. She showed up as a new
employee and got sent to my office to replace my secretary when she
went on vacation.”

“You certainly do treat your secretaries in
ways our HR department would throw fits about,” Rose said.

Power laughed. “Yes, well, it's my HR
department, remember.”

He snapped his fingers at her, and Claire
felt a familiar tightening in her chest as she fell forward onto
her hands and crawled up to him. He combed his fingers through her
hair, very much as if she were a pet dog, and Claire, feeling more
excited, got into the outrageous mood of it by licking at his
fingers like a dog would.

“Holy shit!” Rose cursed.

“So talk to me about that expensive purebred
of yours,” Power said with a smirk.

“Oh fuck off, Jacob!” Rose exclaimed. “You
always outdo me!”

Jacob laughed and Rose shook his head.

Once again Claire felt a sense of smugness in
the man's obvious appreciation for her, and in how he seemed
jealous of Power for getting to have her. When Power tightened his
grip in her hair and pulled up and back, she arched back willingly,
hands beside her as she arched her back.

“What do you think? Perfect breasts,” Power
said.

“Yeah!”

“Real too. Go ahead.”

She felt a crackle of sexual electricity
through her belly as Rose reached out with one hand and tentatively
caressed her bare breast with his fingers.

“Shiiit,” he said. “If you could buy
something like this it would be worth millions.”

“A bit more than a purebred dog, that's for
sure,” Power said, rubbing it in.

He released her hair and Claire sank back to
her knees, smiling happily.

He shooed her away and she moved away,
kneeling not far back as they talked about sports cars and sports,
and Jefferey brought in drinks for them.

“She doesn't drink?” he asked, gesturing
towards Claire.

Power smiled. “Jefferey, bring some water for
my little slave girl.”

“Milk?” Rose asked in surprise.

Claire felt another crackle of sexual
electricity. She had no doubt what Power intended. Sure enough,
when Jefferey brought water it was in a bowl, and he set it down
away from the men. Claire looked at Power, then fell forward onto
her hands and knees, crawling lithely forward, turned her backside
to them and then lowered her mouth to the bow, spreading her knees
wide as she drank.

“You're fucking going to drive me nuts, you
know that, right, man?” Rose growled.

“What? That's how she's been trained to
drink,” Power said innocently.

He snapped his fingers and she turned her
head around, then rose and crawled back to them.

“Slave girl, it seems my friend David is
uncomfortable. As you can see.”

He gestured, not towards the man's face, but
towards his groin, and Claire flushed as she saw how his crotch
bulged.

“Take care of that for him, slave girl.”

A rush of excitement and heat swept up
through her belly and into her chest. Claire slid over between the
man's legs and rose up between them. She rubbed her face up and
down gently against his groin, licking him through his trousers,
rolling her eyes up at him as he looked down in wide-eyed
shock.

Doing this with a stranger made it darkly
thrilling, but knowing Power was looking on made it even better.
Nor did she feel the slightest bit guilty or ashamed of herself.
She was Power's slave girl, after all. She only did what she was
ordered to do.

And so she rubbed her face against the man's
groin and then unzipped his pants and pulled his erection out. She
licked up one side and down the other, before rubbing it against
her face, taking her time, rubbing the head along her lips without
taking it in for a bit, then pursing her lips and slowly forcing
her mouth down the long length of him.

Then Power slid off the sofa and knelt behind
her. She felt another rush of heat and spread her legs, raising her
bottom, and moaned around Rose's cock as she felt his fingers on
her, then inside her. His cock soon followed, and she felt her
entire body beginning to throb and pulse with excitement and
pleasure, bobbing her lips up and down on Rose's cock while Power
thrust into her from behind!

Slave girl, she thought wildly, excitedly.
I'm a slave girl! A sex slave!

She slid her lips down to the base of the
man's cock as Power thrust harder, her hips jerking under the
impact of his hips, and knew a deeply satisfying sense of utter
satisfaction, both physical and emotional.

*

Power didn't often show her off to others,
and was even less likely to share her. When he did, he shared her
mouth only. Jefferey also got her bottom. But her pussy was only
for him, and whatever toy he decided to insert.

Later, the most amazing thing to Claire would
be how easily, how smoothly she adapted to that strange lifestyle,
and the wild, kinky, hedonistic sense of freedom and uninhibited
sexual games Power indulged in. She had gone from being a
determinedly greedy businesswoman to a lithe sex slave who preened
in the admiration of others.

And she had almost completely forgotten about
stealing secrets from Power. At least, she had until she got her
next pay stub. She hadn't paid much attention to the first few, not
needing the money anyway.

HR had sent her a pay stub in the interoffice
male. It was only her third, so she tossed it on the desk
negligently at first. She only opened it casually an hour later.
The size of the check was a delightful surprise. It was five times
her agreed salary! Obviously, Power had upgraded her pay rate in
recognition of her new responsibilities.

What really shocked her, however, was that it
was in her name.

Her real name!

She stared at it in disbelief, her mind
spinning, wondering what could possibly have happened, whether she
had somehow totally blanked out and given someone there her real
name. But she didn't make mistakes like that. Not ever!

Half in a daze, she got up and opened his
inner door without knocking, staring across the room at him.

“Yes, girl?” he asked. “You've forgotten to
knock?”

She stared at him, her mouth open, not at all
sure how to ask.

“I see you've got your pay,” he said. “I've
had them raise it. Your new responsibilities certainly merit
it.”

“But... but... it's in uh, the wrong name,
sir!” she gulped.

“Is it?”

He got up and crossed the floor, then took
the paper from her hand, glanced at it, then at her.

“Claire Patterson,” he said. “Yes, that's the
right name. We're very careful about who we hire, my girl.”

She gaped at him.

“How... how long – ?”

But then she knew. When his attitude and
behavior had changed. That was how long.

She was wearing a tight black dress in an
elastic fabric. It had a plunging scoop neck which displayed a lot
of cleavage and thin spaghetti straps over her otherwise bare
shoulders. He smiled and his fingers slipped the straps over her
shoulders so the dress dropped to her waist. His fingers caught her
nipples, rolling them between them.

“I was a little upset, at first,” he said.
“Thought about a lot of things, including calling the police. But
given your history, it was kind of hard not to sympathize. I
decided to punish you myself, just a little. But the more I kept
you around, the more turned on I got, and the more I wanted to keep
you around more.”

He pinched her nipples and Claire gasped. But
she kept her hands at her sides, even as he pulled her nipples up
and forward, forcing her back to arch.

“The way you reacted... the determination to
put up with it so you could get what you wanted, that turned me on,
but then I saw that you were getting hot, wildly hot. That turned
me on even more. And there was a degree of ruthless intelligence
behind those lovely eyes.”

“Oh!” she gasped, as he pinched even harder
on her nipples, making them burn.

“I found I enjoyed being around you, and not
just because of hot how you are. I'm not sure exactly how I feel
about you, slave girl. It's kind of a mix of girlfriend, slave
girl, and pet, along with a nice dollop of reliable, intelligent
business partner.”

“Now you can quit and go back to your condo
and plan some other theft, or you can stay here and maybe get more
and more responsibility – and success, along with me. I think
staying will be more profitable, purely from a monetary
standpoint.”

He released her nipples and seized her hair
instead, hard, jerking her up sharply so she stumbled.

“And then there's the fringe benefits,” he
said with a growl, his lips moving along the nape of her neck.

“I-I don't... see any!” she gasped.

He snorted in amusement, then shoved her back
against the wall, shifting his lips to hers. The dress slid down
over her hips to pool around her ankles. She moaned helplessly into
his mouth, his tongue invading hers, his lips crushing hers, his
muscled body pressing her back into the wall, pinning her
there.

He drew his lips back, breathing hard. “Who
am I kidding,” he gasped. “I'm not letting you leave! You're my
slave girl, Claire Robinson! You understand that?!”

He crushed her lips again in a fierce kiss,
then drew back.

“Again!” he growled.

“I-I belong to you!” she gasped.

“And don't ever forget it!”

He kissed her again. Her hands pushed against
his chest, at first, but then slid up over his shoulders. Her right
foot pulled free of her dress, and curled up around his back, and a
moment later his hands grasped her buttocks lifting her up
entirely. She threw her legs around him as he turned, their lips
still locked together, and carried her across to the table.

Her mind was still whirling with the shock of
realizing he knew who she was almost from the beginning. But very
soon, she understood it didn't matter, and then nothing mattered
but the heat and pleasure and the absolute sense of assurance and
confidence in herself as Power's lover, assistant, companion, and
slave girl.

 


* * * * *
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