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Amy Sullivan did her best not to act like a
wide-eyed innocent as she slid into an empty seat at the back of
the large meeting room. Scoring a job at McKean & Ross was like
something out of a dream, a dream which could turn into a fantasy
come to life if she was careful. The average salary here, after
all, was close to a million dollars, though of course, it was
grossly distorted by those at the top who made tens of
millions.

McKean & Ross was one of the world's
largest brokerage houses, and occupied twenty seven floors of an
upscale Manhattan glass tower with glorious views of the Hudson
River. Everything about the building and its interior décor was top
of the line, intended to give the impression (in case anyone didn't
know already) that this was an organization steeped in wealth.

Amy wanted some of that wealth, wanted it
very, very much.

She was smart enough to recognize this was a
failing, and to understand where it came from. Wealth brought
security, and at heart she was an insecure person. She knew and
accepted this as a character defect she could do little about. She
even knew where it came from, though that took no great genius to
recognize.

Her father had moved out, not just out of the
house but out of the state, when she was seven. Her mother had
passed away when she was ten, which got her sent to live with her
father and his new family, away from everything she knew and
understood. Then her father had died shortly after, in a traffic
accident.

Amy found herself in the care of Children's
Services, and bounced from one foster home to another. She'd lived
in fourteen different houses or apartments (few of them worthy of
the term 'home', and attended twelve different schools by the time
she was seventeen, and they washed their hands of her.

Despite all that she had been a straight-A
student almost throughout her schooling, got her diploma, and gone
on to university, where she'd majored in Business Finance. She
hadn't chosen her degree based on what sort of career she wanted,
but on what would make her money. Money was her only ambition
insofar as she had one for a career.

So on this, her first day at McKean &
Ross, she found herself filled with ambition, much like the rest of
the new hires waiting for their orientation session, and ready to
focus herself entirely on her job. It wasn't like she had anything
else in her life. All that moving around, and her focus on her
studies had not made her much in the way of friends. And she had no
family, to speak of.

Money might not buy happiness, but it would
buy security, and Amy knew that security was what would make her
happy.

She was a little pensive, however, as she
looked around, at the clothes she was wearing. They were good
quality, of course, the best she could afford. But a large number
of the other new hires seemed to be wearing clothes which were far
outside what her meager finances would allow.

That would be the first thing she would be
putting her money on, she resolved.

That, and a more stylish haircut, she thought
ruefully, eying some of the other young women in the room.

The room went silent as Gerry Ross moved up
to the podium. He was the current CEO of McKean & Ross.

“Welcome to McKean & Ross, everyone,” he
said in a jovial tone. “Welcome to our family!”

No one rolled their eyes, but Amy doubted
many were under much in the way of illusions here. McKean &
Ross was a great place to work, provided you were good. Fail to
live up to their expectations in any way and you'd find your pass
deactivated and your personal belongings in a box at the door along
with your severance check.

There were almost two hundred newly hired
employees in the room. That meant they were replacing 200 people
who no longer worked here, and few quit McKean & Ross for
greener fields. There were no greener fields.

This was not a kind business. It was not a
family. Everyone was here because they wanted to make a lot of
money. That was all that really mattered.

So she listened to Ross with a somewhat
jaundiced mind as he spoke of the company's dedication to their
clients, and to the moral and ethical guidelines set out by the
founder. Then Maria Fernandez stepped to the podium. She was the
head of HR, and set out their benefits, stock options, and a number
of rules governing behavior there.

Amy studied the woman with interest. She was
a slim, beautiful, dark haired woman. Her hair was so glossy and
black it sometimes seemed like it had traces of purple in the
overhead lights. It fell like silk past her shoulders. Her suit
jacket was clearly tailored and businesslike, but most definitely
feminine. And her high heeled shoes probably cost her five hundred
dollars.

Amy had heard it was a very sexist
atmosphere, a boys club of macho A-type personalities determined to
succeed no matter who they rolled over. It was interesting
Fernandez didn't seem to feel the need to hide her beauty and
femininity. And yet she was a vice president.

Amy herself had done her best to look
entirely businesslike and efficient in her mannish single breasted
blazer, with her blonde hair pulled back tightly into a bun above
her collar. She wanted to fit in, after all, to be one of the
'guys' to help her get ahead.

She supposed when you were a VP you could
dress as you liked, but that look wasn't for her, not for a while
yet.

After the orientation session came the real
training, sitting in with Jacob Miles, a nerdy, bragging little guy
a few years older than her at a desk with six LED screens
monitoring futures trading in a variety of commodities and indexes.
He clearly knew an awful lot about the ins and outs of how that
worked, she ignored his sly little suggestions and leers and took
copious notes.

She sat in with five men that first week.
Every one of them was a sexist, and every one suggested she dress
more feminine. But every one taught her a lot about their
particular job, and helped her clue into the mentality and culture
at McKean & Ross. That culture could be briefly summarized as
“succeed at all costs” and “never make your boss look bad”.

In fact, making your boss look good was
everyone's ambition. Preferential assignments and promotions were
all based on who liked you, who was rewarding you, and who wanted
you to move ahead. Sucking up was de rigeur among most of staff,
and that included offering to do extra work.

No one, of course, ever put in for overtime.
Nor did anyone go home at five. Ten hour days were the norm.

She survived her first week, and was assigned
to reviewing company and industry reports and giving her
assessments of their likely future success in a variety of areas.
She found the work extremely interesting, and, she thought, was
quite good at it. Her boss, Lester, made it clear that the reports
generated by his office were used throughout the company in
assessing all trades.

“We're the brain of this company,” he was
fond of saying. “Nothing succeeds without our analysis and
instincts”.

Unfortunately, her instincts let her down
badly. Not in assessing the companies she was given to research,
but in understanding Lester's little hints.

Several times, as she was looking into
Ferguson Machining, Lester casually mentioned how McKean & Ross
was underwriting and financing their investment in a takeover. Amy
had thought, naively, this was intended to ensure she took this
into account in assessing the company's future growth.

Her report, though, suggested that the
purchase was a bad idea, and would lead to a heavy debt load the
company would struggle for years to discharge. It was an honest
assessment, and, she was sure, the correct one. But it wasn't the
one Lester wanted, and her previously friendly boss became snappish
and impatient afterward.

She was given less responsibility, given much
smaller companies to assess, and the atmosphere became chillier.
She had no idea what she had done wrong, and struggled desperately
to work harder and be more careful in everything she did.

But she still found herself sent to HR for a
discussion on her inability to meet goals and professional
standards.

The interview she had with an obnoxious
middle aged man named Owen Sanders let her know in no uncertain
terms that her job hung by a thread, and left her feeling
breathless, anxious, and on the verge of tears. She was almost
trembling as she left HR and almost literally ran into a woman she
quickly recognized as Maria Fernandez, causing the woman's file
folders to fall onto the floor.

“Oh I'm sorry!” she gasped, squatting
instantly to pick them up.

“That's all right. No damage done,” Fernandez
said with a smile.

Amy jumped to her feet quickly, breathlessly,
trying to put all the folders properly together as she thrust them
at the woman.

“I'm really sorry!” she repeated.

“It's all right, dear,” Fernandez said.
“You're one of the new hires, aren't you? I think I remember seeing
you at orientation last month.”

Amy looked at her in surprise. “Uhm, yes,
ma'am,” she gulped.

“How are you liking things here so far?”

Fernandez' manner was calm, gentle and
friendly, which was a distinct contrast to Amy's agitated
state.

“I'm, okay, I mean, it's great,” she
gulped.

“What's your name?”

“Uhm, Amy Sullivan,” she said hesitantly, not
wanting to bring her name to the attention of a Vice President in
this manner.

“And is HR providing you with all the answers
you want in life?” Fernandez asked with a smile.

Amy looked at her blankly and Fernandez gave
her a querying look. “Is something wrong?”

“No, ma'am!” she gulped. “I was just... uhm,
talking with... Mr... Owen.”

“Owen? Oh. Running into some adjustment
issues, are you?”

Amy bit her lip and Fernandez smiled gently.
“Let's go have a coffee,” she suggested.

One did not turn down a Vice President's
friendly offer of coffee. Even Amy wasn't that naïve. She followed
the woman up the hall and through an empty outer office, then into
a large, luxurious corner office with grand views of South Cove
Park and the Hudson River.

Her desk was immense, and the huge credenza,
with overhanging shelf filled the wall behind her from corner to
corner. There was a gleaming meeting table a few feet behind the
chairs in front of that desk, and a leather sofa and coffee table
set up in the corner on one side.

“My assistant is off. I'll make us some
coffee,” she said, indicating Amy should sit at the sofa.

“Oh that's all right! I mean, I could make
it!” Amy blurted.

“I know how the machine works,” Fernandez
said. “Sit. Relax.”

She went back into the outer office, and soon
returned with a couple of cups, kicking the door casual closed
behind her. It was a surprisingly human gesture. But then again,
Fernandez was the most human person Amy had encountered at McKean
& Ross.

“Lovely view, isn't it?” she said as she
handed Amy her cup.

“It's beautiful!” Amy said.

“People ask who I slept with to get this
office,” Fernandez laughed as she took a seat. “But I'll never
tell.”

Amy gaped at her a moment, then quickly
sipped at her coffee.

“You're the orphan girl from Ohio,
right?”

Again, Amy gaped at her, and Fernandez
grinned. “I review the file on each and every new hire this company
makes here,” she said.

“Oh. Yes, ma'am.”

“Ma'am makes me feel old. I'm barely thirty
five. Call me Maria.”

“Yes, ma'am... I mean, Maria,” Amy
gulped.

“Masters in Business Finance, if I
recall.”

“Yes, ma... Maria.”

“And already being counseled, huh? You're in
Assessment?”

Amy flushed and nodded.

“You have a very high IQ. You're a very
bright girl, very focused from what I recall of the report on you.
So without having any information yet on why you were counseled,
let me ask you a question. Have you done any reports on companies
which might tend to reflect badly on the previous assessments
done?”

Amy stared at her blankly.

“We do these reports quarterly, you know. Did
you check what the last quarterly assessment of all the companies
you were looking into was?”

“Uhm, no, Ma'am.”

“Did you look into what business interests
McKean & Ross might have with any of the companies you
examined?”

Amy stared at her blankly.

“I don't understand,” she said slowly.

Fernandez shook her head and smiled. “Such a
waif. Dear, forget all that bullshit about ethics and values. We're
here to make money. And there's more than one side to this company.
We provide services to a lot of companies and make a lot of money
off those services. If you assess a company badly, so that it might
cause issues to their stock, how do you think they're going to
react?”

Amy's eyes widened “But – .”

“But it would be unethical to take that into
account? So?”

Amy stared at her.

“I'm saying how things are, not how things
should be. No one actually writes this stuff down, you know. But
it's … understood.”

She sighed and sat back, her jacket parting
to reveal that she was very well-endowed. Amy's eyes were caught
momentarily, and Fernandez noticed and smiled. Amy flushed red.

“I don't hide my femininity,” Fernandez said.
“There are limits to how much I can show it off, of course.
Otherwise I'd love to show some cleavage and wear some short
skirts, but that isn't part of our corporate look.”

Amy's eyes widened further.

“You think that would be wrong?”

“I-- I couldn't say!” Amy gulped.

“Let me tell you something, honey,” Maria
said. “No matter how mannish you dress, the men here will not think
of you as one of the boys. They will not forget you're a girl. And
in fact, if you dress too mannish they'll start thinking you're a
lesbian. That will, weirdly, just make them look at you as more of
a sex object..”

She gestured at Amy.

“Your outfit isn't quite lesbian, but it's
bad enough. You need to look pretty. Stop pulling your hair back,
put on some makeup and wear sexier clothes. Oh, I'm not talking
about cleavage, of course, but you're a tall girl, and would look
sleek and sexy in some Armani jackets. What does your hair look
like when you let it down?”

“I... don't...”

“Drop your hair. Let me see.”

Hesitantly, Amy reached back and undid the
clips that pulled her hair in tight, then combed her fingers
through it, blushing as Fernandez examined her.

“Nice and long. Men like long hair,” she
said. “You need it styled, though. I know just the stylist who
could make you look fantastic.”

“But... but that would ...”

“Be wrong? Honey, let me tell you something.
This building is full of people who are really good at their jobs.
So who gets ahead?”

Amy shrugged helplessly.

“It isn't the best actors who get to be stars
in Hollywood, you know. It's the ones who manage to get themselves
noticed. This place is full of lecherous men. Get yourself noticed.
Oh, you still have to be good at your job, that's a given. But that
doesn't help if you don't get noticed.”

She snorted and picked up the phone on the
desk, pressing a button. “Anne? Have you left the building yet? Oh
good. Come up here for a moment, would you? And bring your tape
measure. Thank you, dear.”

She hung up, and examined Amy. She dropped
her eyes, snorting as she looked at Amy's blouse and trousers.
“Stand up. Take off the jacket.”

Blushing, Amy stood, and when Fernandez
twirled her fingers, turned slowly in place.

“Hard to tell, but I bet you have a nice
ass.”

She stood up, and then gripped the back
waistband of Amy's trousers, tugging them up against her.

“I thought so. You need to wear tighter
pants. And what have you got on under this?” she demanded poking
her finger into Amy's chest.

“I-I don't understand?”

“Your chest looks odd. What kind of bra are
you wearing?”

“Uhm, a minimizer,” she gulped.

Fernandez' eyes widened. “Oh my dear, whyever
for? Never mind. I can guess. Trash it. Get yourself some nice,
sexy bras and wear your tops tighter. It won't seem obvious since
you'll have a jacket over it, but just the little flashes and
glimpses will catch mens' eyes.”

“But my looks... my body shouldn't have
anything to do with my job!” Amy protested.

“I agree. But it does. Take my word for it.
It does. Almost any man out there would rather work with a
beautiful girl, provided she knows her job, than some other guy.
That includes the managers, most of whom are men. Hell, half of
those who are women are lesbians anyway, so they probably would
too.”

There was a discreet tap at the door and
Fernandez went over to open it, letting in a tiny, middle aged
woman in a long blue and white dress. They hugged and greeted each
other, and Fernandez closed the door behind her and showed her
in.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Amy flushed at the woman's look.

“Well, she said. Certainly there's a lot to
work with.”

“She's been passing as a man.”

Anne laughed. “That's not possible. She's too
pretty. You do need a little makeup, though, dear. You're too
peaches & cream, too girl-next-door. You want something a
little more sophisticated, some blush and eye shadow, for
instance.

The woman walked up to her and a tape measure
appeared in her hands. She quickly slid them around Amy's middle,
then in quick, efficient manner, around her hips. She eyed her
chest doubtfully.

“That won't work. She's wearing a minimizer
bra.”

Anne raised her eyebrows then shook her hair.
“Off with it, girl.”

Amy flushed hotly, her mouth opening in
protest.

“She's amazingly cheap for how perceptive her
work is,” Fernandez said. “I use her all the time.”

“I've been designing outfits for Maria for
ten years,” Anne said proudly.

“Uhm but...”

Amy gulped, looking at the door, and at the
windows, and Fernandez grinned and propped herself against the
wall.

“Shy doesn't cut it here, Amy,” she said.
“Shy gets stuck in a closet. You need to be brazen and you need to
push yourself. Strip.”

Amy gulped again, and then, blushing,
unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. She turned her back on the
two women and removed her bra, then crossed her arms over her
breasts before turning back, face hot.

Anne moved in and casually brushed her arms
aside, sliding the tape measure around her chest, across the center
of each nipple as Fernandez looked on.

“You have very nice breasts,” Fernandez
said.

Amy blushed even more deeply.

“She's young,” Anne sniffed. “But yes, they
are nice. Same size, smallish nipples, nice and firm. Won't be hard
to accommodate.”

Amy could hardly believe they were talking
about her nipples!

“But I can't afford tailored clothes!” she
blurted.

“You can't afford not to have them,”
Fernandez said. “Consider it an investment.”

“Those trousers are so loose,” Anne said,
shaking her head and tsking.

“Off with the pants,” Fernandez ordered.

Amy felt helpless, but complied, and Anne
moved in to measure her inseam, then the outside of her leg.

“A higher waistband will make those legs seem
even longer,” Fernandez said.

“Yes, but a lower waistband will go better
with her breasts,” Anne replied. “We don't want her looking
chesty.”

“I thought that was the idea,” Amy said in
confusion.

“No, dear. The idea is to have noticeably
good sized breasts, but not obviously good sized breasts.”

Amy looked at her in confusion and the two
women smiled.

“I'll explain later,” Fernandez said.

“Heels, but not too high. She's already
tall,” Fernandez said.

Anne looked down at her now bare feet and
long legs. “Boots would go nicely on her.”

“Oh yes, depending on the outfit. With the
right skirt, they would be fabulous.”

“Leave it to me. I'll make her up a few nice
outfits.”

“Nothing too ostentatious.”

“I know what I'm doing, honey,” Anne
replied.

Fernandez showed her out, and closed the door
behind her.

Amy, standing there in her panties, arms
crossed over her bare breasts, felt overwhelmed, but her primary
concern was money.

“Maria! I don't have the money for tailored
clothes! Even as an investment! I just don't have it!”

“Leave that to me. I'll pay for it and you
can pay me back.”

Amy stared at her. “But... but why? I mean,
why would you...”

Fernandez stepped closer, smiling. “First,
every hire that fails reflects badly on me. Every one that succeeds
reflects well on me. Second, there are more than enough arrogant
young men around here. I like the idea of adding in some nice young
women who aren't so fucking full of themselves.”

She moved closer, and reached out, taking
Amy's right wrist, then her left, pulling them out away from her
breasts, then sliding her hands into Amy's.

“And third. While I'm not one of those
lesbians,” she said with a predatory smile, “I do have an eye for
beautiful young girls with firm bodies.”

Amy felt the breath catch in her throat, and
the bottom dropped out of her stomach as the woman drew her in
close and kissed her.
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Amy was dumbfounded.

She had no idea how to react, what to do. But
the very last thing in the world she wanted to do just then was
make Fernandez angry with her. Her mind made rapid calculations,
frantically seeking a way out or around this, but nothing came to
mind which would not likely lead to disaster and unemployment.

Every other company of any importance had
already done its recruitment, hired it's new graduates. How was she
going to account for putting her resume out late and where she'd
been? She'd have to wait until next year, and then how would she
explain what she'd been doing? And how would she get by until then,
work as a waitress!?

Stricken, her mind came to the conclusion
that she would have to do whatever the woman wanted, regardless of
what she might think of it.

She'd not had a very active sex life, and
really done nothing much with girls at all. Sex had not been a big
part of her life, by any means. She felt a wave of anxiety and
embarrassment as the older woman's lips moved softly against hers
and her tongue dipped lightly into her mouth. She had no idea how
to go about... whatever it was Fernandez would want her to do!

Her face reddened further as one of the
woman's small hands slid up to cup and gently knead her bare
breast. She flinched and gasped into Fernandez' mouth as the
woman's fingers rolled and pinched her nipple. She let out a soft
cry as the woman's other hand slid up into her hair, tightened, and
jerked her head up and back.

Her hands rose but so too did Fernandez'
voice.

“Hands at your sides,” she barked, her voice
becoming stern.

Amy complied at once as the woman leaned in,
chewing lightly along her exposed throat and up the nape of her
neck. Then she felt the other hand slide down her belly and shock
hit her as it pushed beneath the waistband of her panties and
fingers stroked questingly down her lower abdomen and found her
pussy.

“Oh!” she gasped, jerking.

“These panties will have to go,” the woman
said.

She released Amy's hair and tugged her
panties down, leaving the shocked young woman completely naked in
the center of her floor.

“Step out of them,” she said, her voice
quick, brisk, certain.

Amy had to!

“Feet apart, back straight. That's a good
girl. Hands behind your head, arch your back Let me look at this
sexy body of yours.”

Blushing furiously, Amy obeyed as the woman
stepped back and let her eyes roam up and down along the blonde's
naked flesh.

“Very nice. Veeeery nice. Anne is right.
There's so much potential in you.”

Her right hand rose, pressing against Amy's
upper belly, then slid higher, caressing her breasts as Amy stood
frozen in place. The hand slid back down, down her belly, her
abdomen, and cupped her sex, the middle fingers rubbing at her
clitoris.

Amy's face burned hotly, and her mind
continued to spin helplessly searching for a way out, and finding
nothing but career ruin.

Fernandez moved behind her, and her hand
cupped and squeezed Amy's bottom.

“Lovely ass,” the woman murmured.

She eased back, then sat down on the sofa
again, picking up her coffee and taking a sip, examining Amy over
the lip of the mug.

“Come here, girl,” she said.

Amy turned and shuffled closer.

“Closer,” Fernandez said, less kindly.

Amy moved right up to the edge of the
sofa.

“Have you ever given anyone a lap dance
before?”

Amy stared at her, feeling appalled.

“Not that I have the equipment to be pleased
by your grinding yourself against me, but I do like the position.”
She patted her lap. “Climb on me.”

Amy's mind again made a flurry of thoughts
about how she could avoid this horrible situation, but she
surrendered to the inevitable, and, horribly embarrassed, she
climbed onto the sofa, awkwardly straddling the woman, her knees
digging into the cool leather on either side of Fernandez'
hips.

Fernandez raised her hands to cup Amy's
breasts, then one slid behind her, pulling her in closer. Her
breasts were just about at the level of the woman's head, and Amy
let out a small, helpless gasp as Fernandez drew her left breast in
and closed her mouth around the center. Her teeth dug lightly,
experimentally into the soft flesh of her breast, then more
tightly, as she began to suck.

She squeezed Amy's right breast with one
hand, and then slapped her bottom with the other.

“Ride me, girl. Grind yourself against me.
You know what I want.”

Amy had no idea what she wanted! But she was
not divorced from sex entirely. She had never given anyone a lap
dance but had certainly seen it done in movies. She began to
awkwardly grind herself against the woman as Fernandez sucked and
licked at her nipple.

She felt the woman's hand drop between her
legs, the fingers rubbing at her clitoris, at first, then
stiffening and pushing up through the tight lips of her sex.

“Oh! Oh!”

“Keep moving,” the woman growled.

Amy, stunned, had to continue, riding slowly
up and down as the woman's fingers pushed up into her pussy, pushed
deeper and deeper. Fernandez held her hand between her own legs, as
if Amy was actually having sex with a man, riding up and down on
her fingers as though they were her cock. Only Fernandez curled her
thumb in to stroke along her clitoris as she rode and ground
herself down!

Her initial feeling of horrible embarrassment was fading, leaving
behind a sense of deep discomfort, her mind squirming at what was
happening.

Fernandez suddenly pulled her hard over,
dropping her onto her side on the sofa, rolling atop her. She
kissed her again, her body atop Amy, her hands, then her lips, on
her breasts as she kissed her way downwards.

Oh my God, Amy thought. She's going to...
she's going to – !

Fernandez pushed the younger woman's long
legs further apart as she licked up and down along the narrow lips
of her sex. Her thumbs pressed into her, spreading her open like a
flower, and her tongue licked upwards along the inside until it
came to her clitoris.

Amy had not had a lot of experience with sex,
and even less of it with oral sex from the receiving end. She gaped
at the sight of the woman's mouth against her pussy, and gasped at
the feel of her tongue as it slid across her, as her soft, moist
lips closed around her clitoris, as she began to suck lightly and
rhythmically, then lick harder and stronger.

Amy felt gripped by a sense of unreality.
This could not be happening! It could NOT be happening! And yet it
was, somehow!

The woman's fingers slid into her, squirming
and twisting, slick fingers, moist with saliva, at first, as her
tongue lapped at her clitoris. But aside from her emotional shock
there was the physical reaction, and that was quite different. The
sensations coming from her pussy were … strong, and pleasant, and
the longer Fernandez licked, the stronger and more pleasant they
became.

Amy felt the sexual heat creeping up on her
like a rising tide, barely noticeable at first, then suddenly
shocking her with how high it had risen. She felt her body warming,
the flush of her face spreading down her chest. Her breasts felt
heavy, her nipples hard, and the slickness of her pussy was no
longer due to the saliva coated fingers moving in and out of
her.

This can't be happening, she thought,
stricken.

Fernandez licked harder, her fingers pumping
and twisting, and the heat spread through Amy's body as her breaths
quickened, becoming more ragged.

Fernandez drew back suddenly, her own face
flushed. She stood up, and looked down at Amy sprawled back on the
sofa, legs spread.

“Come here, girl,” she ordered.

Amy sat up, then started to rise.

“No. On your knees.”

Flushing, Amy slid off the sofa to kneel
before the woman, and then was startled as she put a foot
forward.

“Remove my shoe.”

Amy bend low, examining it. It was a lovely
gleaming black high heeled shoe, with a stylish narrow strap. She
unbuckled the strap, and as Fernandez raised her foot, she slipped
it off. The woman pushed the other foot forward and, blushing
uneasily, Amy removed it.

“Now the pants.”

Oh God, Amy thought, suddenly horribly
anxious at the thought the woman would want her to reciprocate!
Could she lick the woman's pussy!? Could she!? Five minutes ago the
idea would have been horrifying, but now... now she felt the sexual
arousal beginning to affect her mind like a drug, and the idea was
no longer quite so awful. But could she do it right!?

She straightened, fingers trembling as they
unbuckled the belt around the woman's hips, then undid her trousers
and drew down the zipper. The trousers fell and she dropped her
eyes at once, bending low as Fernandez raised her foot to allow her
to pull one leg free.

When she had both legs free she looked at the
small, blue silk panties the woman wore, then quickly averted her
eyes.

“The panties.”

Face hot, she gripped the thin string and
tugged them down, again, dropping her eyes at once as she focused
on the woman's feet, and removing the panties.

“Stand up, and fold my trousers properly.

Amy was happy to stand! She turned half away,
folding the woman's linen trousers carefully, neatly.

“Don't take forever.”

She finished and turned back.

“The jacket.”

Amy helped her off with the jacket, and
placed it on the back of a chair, then unbuttoned her blouse and
removed it, placing it on the same chair. Then she undid the bra,
which matched the thong, and let her breasts free.

“Come,” Fernandez ordered, taking her
hand.

Face pale now, Amy followed her as the woman
led her to a closed door, and pushed it open.

Inside was a bathroom, a very lovely bathroom
in rich shades of gold and white, with a large shower. Fernandez
opened the door and turned on the water, then smiled at Amy and
motioned her inside. Amy hesitated, then shuffled forward as the
woman closed the bathroom door behind them and followed the anxious
young blonde into the shower.

The warm water gushed down, but Amy was
hardly aware of it as Fernandez seized her arm and turned her
around. Then the woman pressed her into the wall, her own full
breasts pillowing against Amy's as she pulled the blonde girl's
head down to kiss her.

Embarrassment and awkwardness mixed with a
helpless arousal as Amy felt the woman's body against her own, and
tried to cope with the emotional and physical flood assaulting her
mind.

Fernandez stepped back and smiled. There was
a bottle of hand soap on the shelf and she filled her hands with
the liquid, then pressed them against Amy's breasts. Her small,
soft hands moved up and down the blonde girl's torso, up and down
her arms, over her shoulders, and down her back, as she kissed her
lips lightly, then lower still.

Her soapy fingers rubbed against Amy's pussy,
and the raw jolt of sensation made her gasp, and reach down for the
woman's hand.

Fernandez' eyes flashed. She seized Amy's
wrists, and pushed her back against the wall under the shower-head,
then forced her wrists up high alongside the metal shower-head.
There was a cord of some kind hanging there, draped there, and
before Amy understood what the woman was doing, she had it wrapped
tightly around Amy's slender wrists.

The water stopped, and Fernandez looked at
her with hungry eyes.

Amy gulped anxiously, then gasped as the
woman's hands moved in, stroking over her soft, slippery skin. The
woman leaned in closer, gripping damp hair, jerking her head back
to expose her throat as she bit softly into her flesh as the blonde
girl's hands and fingers wriggled helplessly above her head.

Her right hand slid back between Amy's legs,
soapy fingers moving, probing, caressing, as her full breasts
pressed into Amy's own chest.

Amy let out a gasp of pain as the woman
jerked harder on her hair.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

“Nasty girl,” Fernandez purred. “Naughty
girl. Are you going to do as you're told?”

She pinched one of Amy's nipples hard,
digging her nail in, pulling the nipple out.

“Are you?”

“Yes! Oh! Oh please, Maria!”

“Don't call me Maria. Call me...
mistress.”

Oh shit, Amy thought! Is she kidding!?

Her bound wrists said otherwise.

Fernandez eased back a little, catching her
other nipple, pinching it, pulling both nipples up and out so that
Amy squealed at the burning ache. Her back arched sharply even as
she rose onto her toes.

“Please!” she cried.

“Please who?” Fernandez purred.

“Please, Mistress!” she gasped.

Her nipples burned hotly between the woman's
tight pinching fingers, and her breaths were harsh and ragged.

Fernandez released her nipples, and Amy
gasped, falling back against the wall even as the woman's body
pressed in against hers. She felt fingers against her sex, as
slippery as before, stroking against her as Fernandez licked and
kissed her throat and circled her lips before closing on them. Her
hand gripped Amy's hair again, jerking her head in against her as
her tongue pushed deep into Amy's mouth.

It was a long, long, passionate kiss,
accompanied by the steady stroking of expert fingers against her
soapy clitoris, and despite herself Amy felt a sense of wonder and
awe at the depth and quality of that kiss, and the sensations
flooding up through her body. Her breasts throbbed against the
other woman's bare skin, and her nipples tingled with a delicious
tactile pleasure as they were stroked and caressed by Fernandez'
soft breasts.

Her mind felt battered by the wild and
uncontrollable emotions swirling within her head, and drowned in
the churning flood of sensation. A strange dark excitement began to
grip her as she lay pressed against the wall, her wrists bound
above her, and she gulped in air, moaning helplessly as she began
to feel herself slipping away into the wild rush of pleasure
building up in her body.

“Please,” she gasped, dazed, writhing
helplessly to those stroking fingers.

Fernandez gripped her buttock, her thigh,
jerking her leg up and forcing it apart as she maneuvered herself
in between. She angled her body such that their pussies were
pressed together, and began a sharp, quick grinding motion that had
Amy gurgling and moaning as the sensations poured through her.

Orgasm. It astonished her. She'd never had an
orgasm before except through masturbation, and that was infrequent.
Nor had she ever had an orgasm this powerful. Her hips bucked out
uncontrollably as her entire body felt gripped by a sexual
electricity that had her muscles and nerve endings snapping and
spasming uncontrollably.

She felt her buttocks slapping against the
wall as their soapy groins rubbed and ground furiously and the
pleasure tore through her mind like a wall of raw, powerful
sensation, sensation so powerful it might have been the howling of
a storm.

She felt one of the woman's fingers
penetrating her bottom during the orgasm, but such was the
battering her mind was taking she barely took notice as her body
shook and twisted with the force of the pleasure. Fernandez had a
tight grip on her thigh as she continued to grind herself against
her, as her own slick, soapy pussy rubbed furiously against
Amy.

Her teeth were on the nape of Amy's neck as
she sucked hungrily, and Amy felt herself being devoured by the
force of the woman's passion, melting away under the wild storm of
heat and sexual pleasure as she lost herself in the intensity of
her orgasm.

But then Fernandez drew back, though she was
clearly aroused, excited, and panting. Her eyes were still hungry,
but determined. She examined Amy rather like a cat with a mouse,
and Amy moaned helplessly as her orgasm faded and her body went
limp against the wall. Were it not for her bound wrists she was
certainly she would have slid to the floor in a boneless heap!

“Nasty little girl,” Fernandez said. “Maybe
you're a lesbian after all.”

But I'm not, a part of Amy wailed.

She only gulped in air, moaning softly as the
woman picked up a hand shower and sent warm water softly spraying
down across her chest, down her belly and then between her
legs.

Then the hand shower followed the stream of
water spilling down the blonde girl's body, stopping between her
legs. The power of the water shifted, intensified, and she now felt
horribly sensitive down there!

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped, squirming,
closing her thighs and trying to twist her hips away.

“Yes, so much potential,” Fernandez
purred.

She thrust her knee forward, forcing it
between Amy's legs, forcing her back around.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered, her voice
taking on the ring of authority.

Whimpering, gasping, trembling, Amy
obeyed.

Fernandez smiled, drawing her leg back. She
ran the hand shower slowly up and down, up and down, and the water
changed again, no longer steady, but alternating in its
strength.

Fernandez chuckled softly. “Have you never
played with a shower massage, little girl?” she asked.

Amy's wide eyes showed only anxious
confusion, and Fernandez grinned in delight.

“Such a waif,” she said.

She leaned in and began to suck and chew on
Amy's nipples again, her left hand sliding down onto her buttocks,
down between her buttocks, still soapy, and – .

“Oh! Oh don't!” Amy gasped, jerking away as
the fingers pressed against her back opening.

Fernandez ignored her, the fingers squirming
up into her bottom as the shower massage continued to send a strong
stream of water against her pussy. The sensations there were
powerful, and uncomfortable, almost painful, and she once again
felt herself lost and out of control, bewildered about what to
do!

But the sensations coming from her body began
to shift and change, and she was astonished as she felt her arousal
warming once again. So fast!? How!? On those rare times she had
masturbated to climax that, of course, had ended her
self-experimentation. And of course, whens he'd had sex with men,
that had ended also, with their orgasm. Wasn't a climax the end?
Why else call it a climax!?

Only Fernandez apparently did not recognize
this, and Amy's body was starting to pulse and burn once again, the
uncomfortable sensations coming from the pulsing water starting to
morph into something terribly intense to the point of overwhelming
her senses!

She was much more aware of the woman's
fingers thrusting up and down in her bottom now than she had been
during her orgasm, and her face flamed from shocked embarrassment
even as a scalding wave of heat began to sweep through her body and
mind.

“Have you never been fucked in the ass,
little girl?” Fernandez asked in a smirking voice.

Of course she hadn't! Who did such things,
Amy thought dazedly.

Then she squealed in pain as Fernandez bit
her nipple and drew her mouth back. Amy stared, wide eyed, seeing
the woman's parted lips, her nipple caught between perfect teeth,
stretching outward as the woman pulled back, eyes gleaming at
her.

She released her, then licked and sucked on
her other breast, and Amy again felt that sense of being on a raft
without paddles tumbling down a raging river.

The woman drew back again, sinking to her
knees as she put down the shower massage. Her hands spread Amy's
thighs apart and her face plunged between. Amy's pussy felt raw and
aching somewhat from the power of the shower massage. Now Fernandez
licked softly and gently up and down along her pussy, then over her
clitoris.

Her lips closed and she began to suck and
lick rapidly. At first, compared to the power of the sensations the
shower massage had raised, she hardly felt the woman. But that
changed, changed very rapidly, and Amy again felt a sense of
astonishment as her body began to burn with even more heat than
she'd felt before.

Maybe I am a lesbian, she though with dazed
wonderment as the sexual heat built to the strength of a fever.

The fever ate away at her mind, at her
inhibitions, at her squirming doubts and embarrassment, melting
them away in a rapidly building sexual firestorm so that nothing
was left but hunger and passion.

Almost nothing.

Amy retained a sense of squirming
embarrassment and discomfort, but it was overwhelmed by the
intensity of the fiery pleasure and hunger consuming her.

Her hips rolled as she sought to grind her
pussy against that deliciously licking tongue, those wonderfully
sucking lips, heedless of how obvious that made her hunger. Every
flick of that tongue sent a shock-wave of pleasure through her
belly!

The orgasm swept over her, hammering into her
like a flood tide. She cried out in helpless pleasure, riding the
storm of sensation, head thrown back as her hips bucked wildly
against the woman's mouth and fingers. She arched and twisted and
sobbed in pleasure as the orgasm, even more powerful than the
first, screamed through her body and mind, robbing her of all
self-control.

She clung to that orgasm with a sense of
desperation! She had never felt anything so wonderful in her life
and never wanted it to end! Not ever! Yet finally, inevitably, the
pleasure faded away, and when the last of it disappeared she went
limp, gasping for breath, gulping in air as she realized she'd
forgotten to breath.

Her legs were weak and rubbery, and she was
more than happy to fall to her knees with a groan. But of course,
that roused a sudden flare of anxiety. For Fernandez was standing
directly in front of her, her dripping wet, naked pussy a foot in
front of her face.

And her wrists were still bound above her
head, except that the rope was now held in the woman's hand as she
spread her legs and reached down to pull Amy's head forward.

“I-I don't...”

Fernandez gave her no chance to speak, to
protest. In a moment, her face was jammed in against the woman's
groin, against her pussy. The woman rolled her hips, grinding her
pussy up and down against Amy's face for long seconds before easing
her movements.

“Lick,” she ordered, tightening her grip on
Amy's hair.

Panting, moaning, Amy had little choice.
Though she licked awkwardly and uncertainly at anything in front of
her.

“Don't lick me like you're a dog, you stupid
girl,” Fernandez growled.

Amy seized on the only real example she'd
had, and tried to imitate what Fernandez had done to her. She knew
she was amateurish and inexperienced, but surely, she thought
desperately, the woman knew that as well.

She was surprised at how quickly she lost any
sense of distaste. Fernandez was clean and slick, and smooth, and
she looked at the woman’s pussy with the kind of interest she had
never shown even to her own, closing her lips around her clitoris,
sucking experimentally, swirling her tongue in the way she
remembered the woman doing to her.

She remained pinned against the wall, arms
held up above her as the woman leaned over her and ground her hips
slowly. The only instructions she gave, in a breathless voice, were
“Higher,” or “Lower”, or “Softer” or “Harder” or “Faster”.

But they were enough, through trial and
error, Amy began to learn what pleased the woman and what did not,
and even began to feel a sense of dawning pleasure in her own
rising expertise as her licking and sucking roused Fernandez to
ever greater passion.

The woman orgasmed, and Amy felt almost giddy
with both relief and accomplishment, her tongue licking quickly,
her lips sucking rhythmically as the woman jammed her face in hard
against her groin.
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Amy had mixed feelings that evening, in her
tiny one room apartment on the edge of Manhattan. She fought a
sense of humiliation and shame at what she had allowed to happen,
at what she had participated in. She felt cheap and used, and her
mind sometimes despaired at the guilt assailing her. She cursed
herself for a weakling, for a slut, for a failure.

Her mind shied away from what she had done,
but could not stop from returning to it again and again. And yet,
despite how emotionally drained she felt at being so used, at doing
something so cheap as to allow her boss to sleep with her, to have
sex with her, the memories were overlain with a flaring sense of
excitement and pleasure she could not ignore.

She had never in her life experienced that
sort of sexual excitement and passion, and she'd done it with a
woman! What was wrong with her that her body had responded so
powerfully to Fernandez?! What was wrong with her mind that she'd
given in to such abuse!?

And would anyone find out!? The thought made
her face flame.

What would happen to her? Would there be
whispers and sniggering behind her back everywhere she went?

Yet she could think of no reasonable
alternative, nowhere else she could find employment with any hope
of success. Even so she decided to quit a dozen times – only to
change her mind.

She thought about that beautiful office where
Fernandez worked, of the power that bespoke, of the money she must
be making. Who had she slept with, Amy wondered, cynically certain
she had now. Was it a woman, or a man? She wondered if she herself
would have reacted differently had it been a man who had used her.
Would she feel less guilt or more?

She did not think she would have permitted a
man to do what Fernandez did, even though she still considered
herself to be as straight as an arrow. Somehow it hadn't seemed
quite like sex with a woman simply because she was a woman. She
wasn't sure why that was so but it seemed to be.

She called in sick the next day. That would
give her the entire weekend to decide what she was going to do, and
to call around and sound people out about what other openings there
might be. She was not hopeful, though. Most of her classmates were
working menial jobs, if they were employed at all.

The next day she answered the phone,
expecting it to be one of the people she knew, and was instead
surprised by a french accented female voice.

“Meez Sullivan?” it asked.

“I'm Amy Sullivan,” she said.

“I am confirming your appointment for
tomorrow morning at nine at Le Chateau for a cut and style.”

“I...I'm sorry but what? I think you must be
mistaken,” she said.

“Meez Fernandez make ze appointment. Nine
sharp, please. On Church Street.”

There was a click, and Amy stared at the
phone, more than a little stunned. A cut and style? Fernandez had
made an appointment for her to have her haircut!?

She remembered some of what the woman had
said before everything got swept away by the shocking sexual
events. She had said Amy needed better clothes, yes, and a
hairstyle. And she was having that woman make her clothes... at her
own cost.

She bit her lip anxiously. She didn't want
the woman doing anything for her! And yet... and yet it could not
only save her job but advance her career. Wasn't she owed something
for putting up with that outrageous … what would she call it, it
certainly went well beyond sexual harassment, that was for
sure!

She had little choice, she thought. She
couldn't afford to tell Fernandez to go to hell, not yet. She had
to keep her options open. Besides, hadn't she told herself she
needed a more stylish haircut even before she'd met the woman?

Le Chateau turned out to be a very upscale
place indeed. Instead of a row of barber chairs there were sleek
bamboo walls dividing each of the work stations, with floor plants
and cunningly restrained lighting above. The floor looked like
marble, and the whole place would have screamed 'money' even if she
hadn't seen the clothes on the clientele.

How much was this going to cost, she thought
anxiously.

The girl who pulled her down the length of
the shop to where the sinks were looked as thin and tall as a
model, with the same sort of insouciance one might expected, as if
she barely acknowledged Amy's existence. Nevertheless, she washed
her hair quickly and efficiently before placing her in one of the
little bamboo stalls.

The hairstylist was male, a flaming queen,
Amy thought as he began to run his fingers through her hair.

“Ah, such wonderful raw material,” he said in
delight. “Soft and silky. Never colored, I think. So much I could
do with this! But Ms. Fernandez is probably right. Wall Street is
so conservative,” he snorted disdainfully. “And the look should do
well there.”

“What look?” Amy asked anxiously.

He beamed at her. “You'll see,” he said
mysteriously.

“I don't like short hair!” she said,
alarmed.

Wasn't that what all those lesbians wore,
after all!?

“I think you'd look fabulous in a short, cute
bob, but that is not what your lady friend ordered.

Amy blushed hotly. Lady friend? Did he know!?
How could he know!? Surely Fernandez wouldn't have told him! He
must simply suspect! Then again, he was gay, so she supposed he'd
find nothing wrong with such a relationship.

“What are you doing?” she asked nervously, as
he began to apply a paste to her hair.

“Coloring just a little. You're a natural
blonde but there are blondes and then there are blondes. This shade
will look wonderful with your skin tone.”

“What shade?”

“It's my own variation. I call it the Swedish
look, though really, they lean more towards a white blonde. This is
more of a golden blonde, but it should look fabulous with your pale
skin.”

Fidgeting uncomfortably, Amy endured several
hours at his hands, with no idea of the result until he finally
finished blow drying and styling.

And it was... fabulous!

“Wow,” she said, gazing at herself.

“I don't usually like bangs this much,” he
said with a shrug. “But the effect is nice. Now let me show you the
best ways to keep this.”

He let his fingers lightly brush across the
long bangs hanging diagonally across her forehead.

“Parted at the side like this, left to right,
untidy, always untidy. Avoid gels. Leave this string on the right
hanging down just to the outside of the eye and rest cutting across
to the edge of your left eye. You can gather in your hair at the
sides,” he said, demonstrating, “Loosely, now, and then pulled into
a loose pony tail behind. Or you can part the bangs in the middle,
let them join the rest of your hair spilling down at either side of
your face to frame it just... so.”

“But... “

“Untidy yet elegant, casual yet smooth and
well-formed. It will draw every eye, yet shuns categorization. It
is not the obvious expensive cuts of a salon, but more the casual,
natural beauty. It is like the best makeup,” he said, “which makes
it seem no makeup is even present.”

Amy spent the whole time just staring at
herself. She had never looked so... pretty. Her mind shied away
from the very concept of 'beautiful'.

“Something around the neck would look good
with this,” he said as he led her to the front, “A loose scarf or
choker, say.”

“How much?” she asked belatedly, anxiously
wondering how much was left on her credit card.

“Ms Fernandez has already paid,” he said with
a hint of a leer which made her flush with embarrassment.

Still, she was too delighted with the look to
really care, and once out of the shop she gloried in a feeling of
confidence as she hurried home. Was it her imagination, or were
more men looking at her than she was used to, and looking for
longer? That made her a little self-conscious, but also filled her
with a sense of egotistical delight she couldn't quite hide.

The next day there was a delivery for her.
The man left a large box on her floor, and she ripped it open
excitedly. Though she was filled with anxiety, as well. It could
only be an outfit from Fernandez, and who knew what kind of
outlandish thing she had designed? Would it have a very short
skirt? Cleavage!?

The first thing she found, wrapped in tissue,
was a cream colored suit so light colored it was almost white. The
jacket was mannish, but tailored to her, a single breasted, hip
length blazer which was both comfortable, yet tight across the
chest. It came with a vest which was even tighter. The trousers
were loose in front but tight across the bottom, which wouldn't
really matter as long as she had the jacket on.

Without the jacket it would certainly draw
notice, she thought ruefully. Not many girls could wear pants this
light.

The blouse which came wrapped in the same
large tissue as the rest of the suit was forest green silk, high
collared, with gold buttons down the center. There was also a
handkerchief for the breast pocket which exactly matched the color
of the shirt, and a scarf – and two spare identical shirts, scarves
and handkerchiefs, one in blue and the other in black.

There was also a skirt, if she chose to
exchange it for the trousers. It was tight, and short. It was no
miniskirt, of course. That would have been highly inappropriate for
the office. But it was short-- ish, at least so far as he was
concerned, falling well above the knee.

There was a second outfit underneath. This
one was a dark blue, double breasted, with gold buttons. It had a
longer skirt with ruffled hem, and came with a white satin shirt.
Underneath were a pair of black high heels, the stiletto heels a
good four inches high, and a pair of long black suede boots, with a
three inch heel.

She was probably looking at a thousand
dollars worth of clothes, she thought anxiously.

But she looked incredible in them!

She looked like a successful stock broker,
someone smart, savvy, making a lot of money at an important job!
She also looked... well, not beautiful, no, never that, but
extremely attractive, she allowed, yet not in a sexy way. She
looked strong and intelligent, she thought.

If only she was...

The clothes gave her a confidence she
certainly needed when she went in Monday morning, though the white
suit, the one she'd chosen, with green shirt, scarf and
handkerchief, made her feel self-conscious. Still, all the other
women were dressed nicely...

Lester, however, did not seem impressed. He
looked at her sourly.

“You have been reassigned” he said, with a
bit of a spiteful smirk, no doubt thinking himself successful at
getting rid of a problem. “Report to HR.”

Amy felt dismayed at the news. She did not
want to work in HR! And she felt her stomach starting to churn at
the thought that perhaps Fernandez had her transferred as her
assistant or something.

Once she arrived at HR, however, and gave her
name, she was sent to Fernandez, and walked in with her stomach
roiling, wondering what the woman intended for her.

“Excellent. Perfect!” Fernandez said in
obvious delight.

“Do you think so?” Amy asked, pleased despite
herself.

“My dear you'll have every man in the room
staring at you, or trying not to.”

“I-I don't know what all this cost – ,” she
said, flushing.

Fernandez waved it away. “A pittance. Now, a
bit of blush, I think, just a bit, come.”

She pulled her into the bathroom, where Amy's
heart began to beat quicker, but showed no inclination to do more
than apply a trace of blush to her cheeks, before pulling her back
into the office.

“Another thing,” she said. “Keep your voice
soft. You have a deliciously sexy voice when you speak slowly and
softly.”

“I do?!” Amy asked, startled.

“Very much. Smile, but not too much. And
speaking slowly gives you time to think about what you want to say.
That makes you less prone to blurt stupid things out.”

Amy thought that was likely true enough.

And then she yelped as the woman slapped her
bottom sharply. She jerked forward, twisting and cupping her
bottom.

“No slouching!” Fernandez said, wagging her
finger at her. “The worst thing a tall woman can do is slouch!
Stand up straight! Always! Always! A slouching woman looks like a
woman lacking confidence. That simply will not do around here! You
must exude confidence!”

“But – .”

Fernandez glowered.

“The shirt is a bit.. tight,” Amy said
helplessly.

The woman snorted and shook her head. “It's
perfect.”

She drew the blazer open, gripping the sides,
and Amy blushed. The shirt wasn't exactly straining against her
chest. There was no threat of buttons popping, but it was
tight.

“Yes it's tight. Remember our conversation.
We don't want to hide that you have breasts. They're an excellent
weapon. But you can't flaunt them. That's why you have the jacket.
But the jacket won't be buttoned, so it will give glimpses that
will make it readily apparent how well-built you are. It's perfect.
It shows off your breasts without showing them off.”

Amy gulped as the woman abandoned the jacket
and instead cupped her breasts gently.

“Got rid of that stupid bra you were wearing,
I hope,” she said. “Burn it.”

She released her breasts, taking her arm and
turning her around, then lifted the jacket in back.

“Marvelous ass,” she said, cupping and
squeezing Amy's bottom.

She leaned in and kissed her on the nape of
the neck, and her soft breath touched Amy's ear.

“I'm going to fuck you in the ass one of
these days, little girl,” she said softly.

Amy's eyes widened. What!? What!? But... how
… ?!

Fernandez moved back away. “Now I've got a
meeting to go to. You're assigned to Jerry Larkin. He's a friend of
mine. He will show you the ropes, so to speak.”

She smirked and then ushered Amy to the
door.

“But... what will I be doing? Where do I
go?”

“Thirty nine fourteen. Pay attention to
Jerry. He's a bit of a sexist pig but he knows his stuff.”

* * *

“Oh wow,” Larkin said when he saw her.

Amy flushed at his stare, but though
self-conscious, felt a thrum of pleasure at the appreciation in his
eyes and voice.

“You are going to make a knockout saleswoman
once we can get you up to speed,” he said.

Larkin was about forty but tall and fit, with
a suit which probably cost more than she made in several
months.

“How can you tell?” she asked.

He snorted. “Most buyers are men. Most men
are straight. Any straight man looking at you is going to want to
make you happy. Trust me. I know men. I've been dealing with them
for some time now, you know.”

She snorted.

“I don't know anything about sales,” she said
worriedly.

“Sales are the heart of what we do here,
honey. Before you can invest people's money, you need to convince
them to let you have it. The same goes for institutions.
Institutions are made up of people too, you know, mostly men. You
describe your plan for investing their money, exude confidence and
certainty. Show how brilliant you are about the market and
demonstrate you're someone they can trust their money to.”

“But I'm none of those things.”

“Not yet, but you're really hot. We can make
up the rest.”

He was as interested in her voice as
Fernandez had been, having her practice talking and saying things
about the company's track record and performance in a low, throaty
voice that hovered just the right shade of seductive.”

“This feels stupid,” she protested at one
point.

“If you were a man you wouldn't think it was.
Trust me, honey, you have a great voice. It sounds both sexy and
smart. That's a rare combination. Sexy usually just sounds, well,
girlish and sexual. Yours is perfect.”

He gave her a long lecture on their
investment strategy and how it varied between institutional and
private clients. He gave her an overview of how he saw the market,
and then he went into the strengths and weaknesses of different
categories of investments. She knew most of it, but the way he put
it all was quite interesting.

Then he gave her a lot of stuff to read. She
was delighted. This felt so much more interesting than what she'd
been doing!

But every now and then she'd let her eyes
slide up off the paper to find him or some other man eying her,
sometimes discreetly, sometimes not. She wondered if they knew
something about her and Fernandez, and squirmed self
consciously.

But surely the woman had been discreet! And
it wasn't just the men in the office she worked. When she walked up
the hall, when she was on the elevator on the way to get coffee or
in the cafeteria, men eyed her, men... noticed... her. She felt a
little flustered by the attention. It wasn't rude or anything, but
she simply wasn't used to it.

For the rest of the day she followed him
around to various meetings with clients to listen and take notes.
The clients eyed her too. Larkin described her as a brilliant
employee they were grooming for account management. That widened
her eyes. Account managers made a small fortune!

The next day she got her work station. It was
in a large room, really just row on row of work stations like hers,
with mostly younger men sitting observing multiple flat screen
monitors. There were six on her desk, in two rows, and the guy
beside her, who had been assigned to teach her, showed her how to
work them to monitor various indexes and sectors.

“There are two tricks to this trade,” he
said.

His name was Brad, and he was about five
years older than her, lean and lithe, with short dark hair and a
narrow, but handsome face.

“First, you need to know the markets, though
the heavy work is done by research and by investment analysts.
They'll tell you what's good to buy and where they think the market
is headed. The more important part is personal relationships. You
get to know who you're dealing with, and what they're looking for.
You get to know how risk adverse they are, and learn to speak to
their own thoughts. If you say the things they're thinking you seem
like a genius to them and they have more confidence in you.”

His eyes kept flicking down to her chest,
which was a trifle disconcerting, but he was at least more her age,
and good looking, and he smiled a lot.

She felt herself toying with the idea of what
he'd look at if she wore the short skirt. It would look even
shorter when she was sitting down, she knew. And he was sitting
right beside her. She hadn't put much effort in life to looking
pretty for men. Even now, her focus was on her career. But she had
begun to think of herself more as a sexual creature of late, and
the thought Brad found her attractive was – pleasing.

Those two days whizzed by, and though they
were filled with a certain amount of anxiety and nervousness, she
was thrilled by what she was doing, and where her career seemed to
be headed!

She was going to have to buy more clothes,
though, she thought ruefully. She couldn't wear the same blazer
twice in three days, not around here, even with a different skirt
and blouse.

And then she got a call. She wondered who it
could be since she had no clients, and picked it up uncertainly.
Maybe it was for the previous occupant.

“Hello?” she asked.

“Hello, gorgeous. How are you enjoying your
new job?”

She flushed. “It's fantastic!” she said, her
enthusiasm outweighing her nervousness at getting a call from
Fernandez.

“Thought you might like it. But it occurs to
me you need another outfit.”

Since she'd just been thinking the same thing
only an hour earlier she couldn't argue.

“A nice gray, I think. Come up to my office.
It's waiting for you.”

Nervousness and anxiety started to settle in
her stomach as she rode the elevator up. Her stomach fluttered and
she felt a strange sense of anticipation. Would Fernandez want
something in … payment? The thought sent butterflies swirling in
her lower belly. But at the same time, remembering the wild
pleasure and heat of their last tryst the anxiety held a tinge of
dark, fearful excitement.

She didn't want to do anything with that
woman! She didn't!

And yet the breath caught in her throat a
little at the thought of what wicked, nasty, perverse things
Fernandez would demand of her, and what she would do about
them.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


“You're looking lovely, my dear,” Fernandez
said as she showed Amy into the office.

“Uhm, thank you. I mean, well, it's your
outfit,” she replied, blushing awkwardly.

“No, it's yours. And I think you wear it
well. I've another for you.”

She indicated a box on the round meeting
table in the center of the room.”

“Oh, I couldn't take anything else from you!”
Amy exclaimed.

“Of course you can, my dear. I'm the boss.
You're the employee. Try it on. I think gray would look very good
on you. Very businesslike.”

“But... well...”

She bit her lip, then picked up the box,
looking towards the bathroom.

“No, my sweet,” Fernandez said in amusement.
“You can change right here.”

She pulled out one of the chairs and sat
back, legs crossed, smiling as Amy gulped and felt her anxiety
level rise several notches. Yet what choice did she have!?

She removed her blazer, and then, her
embarrassment deepening, began to undo her skirt. She fought for
the strength of will to say something, to protest, to try and
convince Fernandez that their relationship should not be a sexual
one. Yet she could not come up with any other reason why the woman
would care to intercede on her behalf.

It was a coldly mercenary assessment that she
still required this woman's help, and could not afford to alienate
her. She would therefore have to do what she had to do to please
her, at least for now, and hope it wouldn't be more than she could
stand.

She blushed deeply as she stepped out of her
skirt, her chest tightening as Fernandez let her eyes slide up and
down her legs. She unbuttoned the blouse and slipped it off, then
bent to remove her boots.

“What on earth are you wearing, girl?”

She looked up at Fernandez in surprise, and
saw she was clearly referring to her underwear. She hadn't gone
back to wearing the minimizer bras, but her bra was a simple,
utilitarian thing, quite functional, white like her blouse. Her
underwear were similar, full-bottomed and comfortable.

“My dear, dear girl,” Fernandez said in a
world-weary voice, shaking her head, “Those are the least sexy
underwear I believe I've ever seen on a woman under fifty.”

Amy flushed.

“They're not supposed to be sexy,” she
protested. “They're supposed to be comfortable. No one is going to
see them anyway... or at least, I didn't think – .”

“You simply don't understand, dear. In order
to be sexy, you must feel sexy. Those most certainly do not make
you feel sexy.”

“But I don't want to feel sexy!” she
protested.

“Do you want to be one of the anonymous
masses, or one of the one percenters?” Fernandez demanded. “You
need to use what you've got, and what you've got is your
looks.”

“I have my mind, too, and my education,” she
said indignantly.

“So does every single person who works in
this building in any capacity above that of secretary,” Fernandez
replied. “And most of them have degrees, too, if you want to know
the truth of it.”

She stood up and walked forward a few steps
to where the blonde stood, her mouth twisted in distaste as she
regarded her underthings. “You need to be noticed. To be noticed,
you need to use your looks, but subtly. That means how you feel
plays a role.”

She reached out and plucked the panties in
her hand, then tugged up sharply. Amy yelped, forced up onto the
balls of her feet as the crotch of her panties dug up into her sex.
Her hands shot down to grip Fernandez' wrist, but the woman simply
glared at her.

“Put your hands at your sides,” she ordered
in that tone of voice which brooked no argument.

Gasping, Amy dropped her arms despite the
sharp ache between her legs.

“You,” Fernandez said, leaning in closer,
“Are going to do what you're told. IS that clear?”

“Y-Yes, ma'am!” she gulped.

“Not ma'am, mistress. Say it.”

Amy flushed and her mind squirmed with
discomfort.

Fernandez tugged harder, and Amy yelped,
forced up onto her toes as the crotch jammed up even more painfully
between her legs.

“Say it.”

“Yes... mistress!” she gasped.

Fernandez snorted, then released her
panties.

“Get those things off.”

Gulping, wincing, Amy pulled her panties out
of her pussy and slid them down and off, then undid her bra.

“Throw them into the trash.”

“But...”

A stern look made Amy shut her mouth and
obey.

“Turn around.”

It was that same 'I will be obeyed' tone, and
Amy did so.

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

Again she did so, her skin prickling with
anxiety and uncertainty. But at the same time, and despite the
embarrassment, she was suddenly aware of a dark heat slowly rising
at the back of her mind. She felt something cross her wrist, like a
strap, then circle it and then the other, before jerking tight.

She gasped, trying, and failing, to pull her
wrists apart.

Oh God, she thought!

Her eyes widened in alarm at her
helplessness, but, remembering how Fernandez had bound her wrists
in the shower, she felt a sudden rush of excitement. Tied up! She
was tied up and naked and helpless! The woman could do anything she
wanted to her! And what if someone came in and saw her like
this!?

She looked anxiously towards the door.

“On your knees.”

Amy gasped as Fernandez gripped her hair,
jerking her back and down. Then the woman walked around in front of
her, and Amy was forced to cock her head back to look up at the
dark, hungry eyes as the older woman looked down at her. It was a
very sexual look, and while her mind squirmed at it, there was a
growing part of Amy which felt a sharp, crackling sexual tension
begin to fill her at her own helplessness.

She had never seen herself as a masochist. On
the other hand, in all her admittedly few sexual experiences,
someone else had been the driver, the one in charge. She had simply
done what she was told, so it wasn't terribly unnatural now to obey
the woman.

“Sit back on your heels.”

Amy did so, her face hot, her knees tightly
together.

“Spread your legs.”

She flushed at the words, thinking of how she
would look.

“Please, Ms. Fernandez,” she began
desperately.

“Spread your legs!” the woman growled.

Her foot thrust forward between Amy's legs as
Amy gave in and spread them apart.

“Wider. As far as you can get them.”

Amy gasped and winced as the woman's foot
shoved against the tender insides of her knees, forcing her legs to
spread obscenely wide.

“Back straight. Head back.”

She gave a sharp, stinging jerk on Amy's hair
to force her to comply.

“Now isn't this a pretty picture,” she said
with a smile, “The helpless slave girl waiting for her mistress to
give her orders.”

The words stroked something dark and hungry
inside her, and Amy felt her pussy beginning to throb with
anticipation. Yet she did not want to seem to give in, did not want
to seem so weak, and above all did not want the woman to think she
was in any way eager for such perverted activities!

“I-I'm not... I'm not... gay!” Amy said in a
choked voice.

“No?”

“No!”

“So you like cock, do you?”

Amy stared at her helplessly.

“Do you?”

“I... I... like men.”

“Do you like cock?”

“I... you could...”

“Yes or no?”

“Yes, okay!?”

“I'm not sure I appreciate your tone of
voice, little girl,” Fernandez said with narrowed eyes.

“I-I'm sorry but – .”

“Do you like cock?”

“Yes! I mean... yes... mistress,” she said,
wincing at the word.

“Say it.”

Amy stared at her helplessly.

“Say you like cock.”

Amy dropped her eyes, mind squirming

“Say it.”

“I... like cock,” Amy said in a low
voice.

“Louder. I didn't hear you.”

Amy glared at her. “I like cock,” she said
defiantly.

“Again.”

“I like cock,” she said in a tight voice.

“Again.”

“I like cock,” she said, starting to give
in.

“Again.”

“I like cock.”

“Again.”

“I like cock,” she sighed.

Fernandez raised her eyebrows, then strolled
over to the sideboard and opened a drawer. She took something out
and returned with it behind her back, then held it up in front of
Amy's startled eyes.

It was a … dildo. It was big, thick, long,
very realistically shaped, right down to the veins and ridges and
head.

“You like these things?”

Amy dropped her eyes, blushing furiously, and
the woman reached down and jerked on her hair, forcing her head up
and back.

“I asked you a question,” she snapped.

“Y-Yes,” she gulped, blushing again.

Suddenly the tip of the thing was pressed
against her lips, and before she could react, was pushed into her
mouth.

“Show me how much you like them,” Fernandez
demanded.

Amy tried to shake her head but the woman had
her hair in a tight grip once again, and was pushing the thing
deeper.

“Let me see you suck and lick it. Show me
your skills. Perhaps they need upgrading,” the woman said.

Amy stared along the length of the thing
desperately. She really didn't have an awful lot of experiences
with oral sex, and she most definitely did not want to demonstrate
them on this thing while Fernandez looked on! It would be simply
too humiliating!

“I can keep pushing it until it goes down
your throat, if you like. Do you know how to deep throat one of
these?”

Amy's eyes widened, and the dildo was
suddenly withdrawn. Fernandez smirked at her, then brought it to
her own mouth, tilted her head back, and slid it deep into her
mouth. Then deeper. Amy gasped as she saw the bulge in her throat
as it slid down into it. Then there was nothing left but the very
base, which she held in two fingers.

She drew it slowly up and out and held it,
smirking at her. “Apparently, you're not a very good heterosexual,”
she said. “I seem to know how to please me considerably better than
you do.”

The really embarrassing thing about that jab
was that Amy thought she was almost certainly correct. Her own
sexual experiences were quite limited. She certainly could not have
done what Fernandez had just done!

“Well, if you don't know how to please one
with your mouth, you do at least possess other orifices.”

She tugged up on Amy's hair, forcing her to
rise off her heels, then crouched behind her.

“Down,” she said, shifting her hand, pulling
down on the blonde's hair now.

Amy started to sink back to her knees, then
felt something pressed against her sex, something moist and slick
and with a certain tactile sensation. Her eyes widened, and she
tried to rise, but the pull on her hair was determined, and she
moaned as she felt the thing being pushed up against her soft
opening.

“Please! Don't!” she gasped.

“Why? I thought you liked cock? I thought you
were straight.”

Fernandez wasn't waiting for her to sink, but
was pushing on the thing, and Amy moaned as she felt the lips of
her sex forced in and back, then stretching, wider, then still
wider, to the point where her pussy lips ached before it slowly
pushed up into the mouth of her sex. Her wrists twisted and pulled
against the straps binding them behind her, but to no avail.

“Down, slave girl,” Fernandez growled.

Whimpering, gasping, wincing, shocked by this
turn of events, Amy was forced back down onto her heels as
Fernandez lowered the dildo until the base was pressed firmly
against her thick carpet.

Amy felt impaled on the thing, the front of
her sex stretched and bloated! She was mortified! And yet, a wild
animal hunger was growing within her, and she felt the desire to
sink down further, to feel it deep inside her belly!

Then the woman was bent over in front of her,
gripping her hair, tilting her stricken face up.

“Do you know why I am interested in your,
little slave girl?”

Amy stared at her, gulping in air.

“Answer your mistress,” she chided, twisting
her fingers in her hair until Amy yelped in pain.

“No, mistress!” she cried.

“Well, you're incredibly beautiful, and don't
seem to realize it. You're very sexy, but don't seem to know what
to do with that sexiness. You have great potential, but are
clueless as to how to bring that to fruition. I can do so much for
you, in other words.”

She reached down and pinched Amy's nipple,
then twisted it so the blonde girl gasped and winced.

“But there's also this: Power is the ultimate
aphrodisiac. I love power. It makes me horny. And I have absolute
power over you.”

Amy stared at her, wide-eyed.

“It isn't even what I can do to destroy your
career,” Fernandez said. “Oh I can do that with hardly any effort
at all. It's that you need me to salvage your career. I don't need
to threaten you, little girl. All I need to do is let things take
their natural order. You'll never survive this cutthroat business
the way you are. Without me you'll be waiting on tables within six
months, tops.”

She straightened, releasing her nipple and
hair.

“So I come to you not as an evil person
threatening your purity and happiness, but as the only hope you
have of success. You need to remember that, little girl. You need
to please me to make my interest in you worthwhile.”

She let her right foot protrude, let the tip
of her leather shoe press against the top of Amy's pussy, against
her clitoris, and rub gently.

“You're an extremely sexy girl. I will teach
you how to use that in a restrained manner, in a way which gets you
noticed, but favorably, which gets you promoted, but without a
reputation. I will teach you how to get men to approach you so you
don't have to approach them, and how to flirt subtly so no one can
even be sure you're doing it.”

She grinned darkly.

“And in return, you will be my bitch.”

Her toe rubbed up and down against Amy's
clitoris. The sensation was rough, harsh, and yet even so she felt
a hot throbbing in her groin.

“Now I want you to sink down onto that cock
you love. I want every inch inside your hot little pussy.”

“But... but it's too big!” Amy moaned.

Fernandez snorted. “Who have you been
fucking? Adolescent boys? It's big, but I've had bigger inside me,
and you're not a midget. Spread your heels apart and sink down on
it. Let your weight push you all the way down.”

Amy tried, moaning, gasping, wincing as her
weight slowly forced her down the big cock. She could feel it
pushing higher into her belly, feel herself aching and full as her
pussy lips slowly crept down its length.

“Please,” she gasped.

Fernandez slapped her right breast and she
gasped in pain.

“Please mistress,” she corrected her.

“Please, mistress!” Amy gasped.

“Every inch, slut.”

Amy's eyes widened. “I'm not a – !”

Fernandez slapped her other breast
stingingly.

“Don't argue with your mistress, slut,” she
said.

Amy sank down further, gasping, her insides
feeling deliciously full and tight, even though aching. She was
horribly embarrassed at doing this while the woman watched, but
while she desperately resisted any signs of it, she was becoming
more and more aroused. Yet it was a strange arousal, a dark and
almost self-hating arousal.

Fernandez knelt beside her, seizing her hair
and jerking her head back sharply. Amy cried out, then felt the
woman's fingers at her sex. They felt considerably better than the
toe of her shoe had, and her pussy thrummed with hunger as the
woman expertly manipulated her clitoris.

“Deeper, little slut,” she whispered, chewing
lightly on the nape of her neck. “Take the whole thing inside your
hungry little pussy.”

She felt the heat surging up through her
belly, felt desire building in her mind, and knew a frantic need to
hide her excitement from Fernandez.

For her own sense of self-esteem, she needed
to show that she was being forced to do these sordid things!

“Y-You're the slut!” she gasped. “You … you
dyke!”

“That's no way to speak to your mistress,
slut,” Fernandez said mildly.

She wrapped Amy's pony tail around her fist
as she stood up, jerking Amy forward on her knees, forcing her to
awkwardly crawl forward until they reached the chairs. Fernandez
sat, dragging the squirming, yelping blonde up across her lap.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred.

Amy yelped as her open hand cracked down
against her bottom with stinging force.

“Ow! Oh don't!”

“Bad little girls get spanked. Didn't you
know that?”

Crack! Her hand slapped down again,
and she jerked on Amy's hair to pull her more firmly across her
lap.

Crack!

“Oww! Please, Ms. Fernandez!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Mistress,” she growled.

“Please, mistress!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amy yelped and squirmed and twisted, but she
had no leverage, especially with her wrists bound behind her, to
escape. The woman's hand slapped down on her rapidly heating bottom
again and again. Each blow drove a shock-wave of stinging pain
through her body, and raised the heat of her throbbing bottom
another few degrees.

“Are you my bitch?” Amy asked coolly.

“Yes! Yes! Oh please!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“If you're my bitch, I can do anything I want
to you.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“On the other hand, I could be persuaded to
forgive you.”

“Please!” Amy gasped, her bottom getting
hotter and hotter.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes! Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch!” Amy moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Mistress,” Fernandez snapped.

“I'm your bitch, mistress!” Amy cried.

“Again.”

“I'm your bitch, mistress!” she gasped,
gulping in air.

The hand which had been slapping her
overheated bottom began to stroke her instead.

“Again.”

Anything to stop those stinging blows!

“I'm your bitch, mistress!” she gasped.

The hand slid down between her trembling
thighs, and she groaned as she felt the palm of it pushing up
against the base of the dildo protruding from her sex.

“Are you my whore?”

“I-I”m your whore, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Are you my slave?”

“I'm your slave, mistress!”

The woman's fingers were stroking the
straining lips of her sex, and rubbing at her clitoris now as she
pushed at the base of the dildo.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” she moaned
helplessly.

Suddenly, she felt the thumb pressing against
her back opening. Her eyes widened and she gasped, her body
twisting suddenly, squirming.

Crack! Crack! Crack Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please!”

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes! Yes!”

Crack Crack!

“Yes, mistress! I'm your bitch, mistress!”
she cried.

The thumb pressed against her back opening
again, sinking slowly into her as Amy's face flamed and her mind
twisted with discomfort. She felt the pressure against the dildo
mount, and gasped as the woman's thumb pushed into her ass and
twisted around.

“Nasty little slut,” the woman purred.

The thumb pulled out, but then something else
pushed against her there, and Amy gasped, her head jerking up,
trying to see up and around behind her through her own tangled
hair. It was thicker tan the woman's thumb, but not as thick as the
dildo. At first. It felt... slippery, and pushed in a bit before
drawing back. But then it pushed in once more.

And thickened.

“Please!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Please, mistress!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Oh”

Crack!

“Oww!”

It pushed deeper into her ass, getting wider
and wider so that her sphincter stretched and strained wide. Then
it abruptly narrowed, and she felt as though there were a sort of
lump inside her, even as her opening closed.

“Nasty little slut,” she heard, as the
fingers returned to stroking her clitoris.

Crack!

“On your knees, slut.”

Fernandez pushed her off, and Amy gasped as
she half fell to the floor, winding up kneeling in front of the
chair with her hair in Fernandez' fist.

The woman spread her legs and drew her own
skirt up and back to reveal her tiny thong. She pulled that aside,
and drew Amy's mouth in against her.

“Service your mistress, slut,” she heard as
her mouth was jammed in against the moist pussy.

This was so insane! Yet as dazed and
bewildered as she was by it all Amy still felt a roiling, twisting
heat within her body and mind. Her nipples were hard and tingling,
and her pussy thrummed with eager life around the thick fake cock
she had been impaled upon.

She felt lost, shocked, dazed, and aroused at
the same time. But obedience had always come more naturally to her
than rebellion.

She began to lick at the woman's pussy,
remembering how she had done it the other day in the shower.

“Keep your ass up and your legs wide, slut,”
Fernandez ordered, jerking on her hair.

Amy moaned and obeyed, gasping as she licked
at the woman's clitoris.

“I want you positioned as if there was a man
behind you getting ready to ram his big cock up your tight little
pussy,” the woman growled. “You want that, after all. You love
cock, remember? You're a cock loving little slut.”

She twisted her fingers in the blonde hair
again until Amy yelped.

“That's what makes this so exciting,” the
woman purred. “Now lick!”

Amy obeyed, licking as best she could, which,
given the confusion in her mind, was not exactly expert. Fernandez
jerked back on her hair and glared down at her.

“Do I have to show you how to perform to
please your mistress, you filthy girl?” she demanded.

She jerked her mouth in against her again,
and began to do so.

Amy hadn't really forgotten. She was just
finding it very difficult to concentrate. She followed the woman's
directions, however, and Fernandez soon began to squirm and sigh,
slumping low in her chair, drawing her knees up and apart, then
dropping her feet, her high heels, onto Amy's bare back.

She soon became focused on making Fernandez
come. That was the only way she was going to be able to free
herself, or at least, to move on to something else. Once the woman
had come then surely she would decide to let Amy get dressed and
leave!

She felt a surge of relief and pleasure when
the woman's hips began to grind frantically up at her, even though
her hands jerked down harshly on her head and ground her face into
her pussy. She had succeeded!
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But Fernandez wasn't … quite... finished.

She drew her thong and skirt back into place
and eased her grip on Amy's hair, even combing it back with her
fingers as she smiled down at her.

“Let there be no illusions between us, little
girl.”

Amy gulped and sat nothing.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes... mistress,” she said, flushing.

“Say it!”

“I'm your bitch, mistress!”

“And my whore.”

Amy said nothing.

“Say it!”

“I'm your whore, mistress!” she gulped.

“And what else?” Fernandez asked, smiling
sadistically.

Amy didn't know what to say.

“Are you my sex slave?”

Amy flushed and dropped her eyes.

“Are you?!”

She knew the answer Fernandez wanted, but it
was so … humiliating to say – .

Fernandez leaned forward and gripped her
nipples, pinching them hard, jerking her forward with a cry of
pain.

“Are you?” she growled.

“Y-Yes, mistress!” she whimpered, her nipples
burning.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!”

“Again, slut!”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!”

“Again!”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!”

Fernandez stood up.

“Get on your face, slut,” she ordered.

Amy looked up uncertainly, and the woman
seized her her hair, roughly jerking her back and then down,
forcing her face to the floor.

“Raise your ass high! Spread your legs.
Wider, slut!”

Moaning, face flushed, Amy obeyed as the
woman positioned her on her knees, legs wide, her face near her
feet.

“I want no doubt in your mind about whether
you have any decisions to make when I give you orders, slut,” she
said.

She nudged Amy's face with her shoe, her
shining leather shoe.

“Lick it,” she growled.

Amy wasn't sure what she meant at first, but
the shoe prodded her lips.

“Lick it!'” she barked.

Amy felt a wild rush of heat to her face as
she understood, and then that heat blossomed in her lower belly as
well. The outrageousness of the demand both embarrassed her and
also set fire to some dark masochistic side of herself.

“Lick, you little whore.”

Amy licked, hesitantly, at first, but then
under the whiplash of the woman's commanding voice, she licked
harder, but it wasn't just anxiety about disobeying her which drove
her. Licking her shoe was so demeaning, so degrading, so utterly
servile that somehow it felt... natural.

For she was, after all, a very low, low
person compared to the powerful, self-confident and exalted vice
president who could break her career with a word. She deserved to
be treated that way!

Why she felt the growing heat, though, was
beyond her understanding, as her tongue licked up and down along
Fernandez' shiny leather shoe.

The woman stepped back. “I will teach you,
body and soul, that you belong to me to do with as I choose,” she
said.

She moved behind her, and Amy blanched, then
gasped as she felt her fingers at her sex. Her pussy flamed at the
touch, and she gasped as she felt the older woman caressing her
clitoris. But then she moved back, away from her.

“Don't move, slut.”

Amy didn't move, and it was during the almost
full minute, kneeling in that appallingly obscene position, that
she came to a kind of epiphany. Fernandez was absolutely right. Amy
didn't need to even think about what to do. She must obey her. She
must do whatever the woman told her to do. It was as if she really
were her … slave!

The thought was appalling at first, but then
strangely freeing. And in a way, it absolved her of the guilt and
shame for what she did, for she had no choice whatsoever.
Therefore, she need bear no guilt.

She sensed Fernandez approaching, then felt
and heard her drop to her knees behind her. She gasped as she felt
her fingers against her bottom. There was something there,
something flat against her skin right over her back opening, and it
was connected to that... fat thing shoved up inside her. She bit
her lip as she felt it pulled, felt herself opening up from the
inside, felt it slowly pulled free of her.

Strangely, the sensation was extremely sexual
and sensual, and she moaned weakly as it came free. But almost
immediately something else pushed into her. It was not as thick,
but it pushed deeper.

Much deeper!

She groaned as it thrust deep into her ass,
as she felt cramps and aching sensations, as well as a fullness
which roused her mind further.

“I told you I was going to fuck your ass one
day, little slut,” she heard the woman say.

Fernandez leaned over her, grasping her hair,
jerking her head back as she drove her hips forward.

Amy cried out as the thing thrust achingly
deep into her belly! But then it drew back, only to push forward
again. It drew back, and pushed in, and somehow this coincided with
the movement of the woman's hips, as if she had a cock, as if she
was... and then Amy realized with a shock that she must have.
Somehow she had attached something to herself and was fucking her,
using her, as if she were a man.

She moaned and gasped and winced and
shuddered as the thing thrust in and out, working her muscles free
until it could pump unimpeded. Sometimes she felt the hands on her
hips, sometimes on her shoulders, sometimes in her hair. Sometimes
they slapped her bottom, sometimes they slapped her hair, sometimes
they slid under her chest to roughly grope her breast.

Fernandez was fucking her! She was sodomizing
her! And it was very much as a man that she was using her, as if to
demonstrate their position, that Amy was the submissive female bent
over with her haunches in the air while the dominant male mounted
her and used her like a bitch in heat!

And as her mind swam through the emotional
turmoil of all of this, her body jerked and shook to the hard
pounding hips behind her, and she absorbed, for the first time, the
sensation of a thick cock, albeit a fake one, sliding in and out of
her ass.

And it... didn't hurt. In fact, after a bit,
it wasn't even really uncomfortable. And then, the sensations began
to feel almost pleasurable. Or perhaps it was simply her mind
interpreting those sensations in terms of the dark heat now
enveloping her.

Fernandez slowed, and her right hand slipped
down under Amy's hip, her fingers searching out her clitoris and
finding it. Amy moaned at the touch, at the caress, while that
thick cock slid in and out of her with long slow strokes.

“Are you my bitch?” Fernandez asked.

Crack!

“Yes, mistress!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say it!'

“I'm your bitch, mistress!'

“Are you my slut?”

“I'm your slut, mistress!”

“Are you my lesbian fuck toy!?”

“I...”

Crack!

“I'm your lesbian fuck-toy, mistress!' she
groaned.

In truth, the deep slow strokes were far more
arousing than the hard, fast ones, and the steady stroking of
fingers across her swollen clitoris was driving her into a dark
fever-dream of arousal.

“Are you my filthy little whore?”

“I-I'm your filthy little whore, mistress!”
she moaned helplessly, her hips starting to grind and roll
back.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!”

“Let me hear you say I'm Maria's sex
slave.”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” Amy groaned, the
heat swirling through her mind and making her skin shimmer with
heat.

“Again!”

“I'm Maria's sex slave, mistress!”

“Again. Keep saying it!”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she gasped, her
breath ragged. “I'm Maria's sex slave! I'm Maria's sex slave! I'm
Maria's sex slave!”

Fernandez made her continue to chant the
words as her hands manipulated her burning flesh, as she pumped the
dildo into her harder, her hips slapping against her upraised
buttocks.

The fingers withdrew, and she moaned a
protest. But then there was a buzz, and the fingers came back.
Only... now they seemed to vibrate, and her eyes widened.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh!”

She cried out as Fernandez jerked back on her
pony tail, forcing her face off the floor. She felt the dildo
driven hard into her ass, making her stomach ache and cramp. But
those vibrating fingers against her clitoris were driving her over
the edge, driving her out of her mind as a wild fever caught hold
of her.

She gasped and moaned, jerking back to meet
the woman's strokes, her mind swimming in a hot, scalding bath of
sensual hunger and eroticism.

“I'm Maria's sex slave, mistress!” she gasped
in a choked voice. “I'm Maria's sex slave!”

And every time her voice faltered those
fingers stopped what they were doing, moving to pinch her nipples
instead.

“I'm Maria's sex slave, mistress!” she
cried.

The orgasm swept her up in its churning white
waters and she cried out again and again, rutting back against the
hard cock pounding into her, her scalp burning as Fernandez jerked
on her hair to pull her back to meet every thrust. That big cock in
her ass ached so wonderfully! And her pussy spasmed and sucked and
squeezed on the other one, the one driven deep inside her.

It was a massive orgasm, much more powerful
than the ones she'd had in the shower, and she felt herself losing
control of both body and mind as the storm of sensations hammered
into her. It was so good, so incredibly good, and she sobbed
brokenly as her mind bounced like a cork on a flood tide. And in
the midst of it was that steady pounding thrust of the big cock
riving into her belly, and those hips smacking against her
buttocks.

When the orgasm finally released her she sank
limply, bonelessly onto the carpet, drooling, eyes slitted, only
her chest moving, heaving, as she sought to draw in oxygen.

* * *

The next day she wore the stylish gray suit.
It looked very elegant and made her look and feel professional. She
was certain everyone seeing her thought so too. But they would
never guess what she'd paid for it. She felt sore inside, though it
wasn't terrible. It was just a kind of dull empty aching to remind
her of how she'd prostrated herself and let the woman sodomize
her.

She flushed every time she thought of it.

And she could hardly stop thinking about
it.

She was wearing a sexy, lacy black half-bra
and thong. Fernandez had warned her she would be inspecting her
lingerie, and if it wasn't sufficiently 'sexy' she would relieve
her of it and she would go without.

Wearing no panties wouldn't be terrible, but
someone would probably notice, even with the suit jacket, her not
wearing a bra.

Of course she had had to quickly like the
woman to orgasm after her underwear was inspected. Then the woman
had made her bend over her desk and had shoved a … butt-plug... up
her ass!

She squirmed, but it wasn't painful, nor even
very uncomfortable. But like the memory of what she'd done
yesterday, she could not forget it was there.

It made her seem a little distracted as Brad
explained things, and as she watched and listened to his phone
calls to clients. But she did her best to try to focus.

One day she would be rich, and powerful, and
then people wouldn't be able to push her around. She glanced at
Brad, imagining him having to do her bidding, kneeling naked before
her, licking her as she twisted her fingers in his hair. The
thought was... attractive.

The next day, she went to HR early to have
her underwear inspected again, and to perform her 'service'. She
was starting to get better at it, recognizing the signals Fernandez
was sending her as her tongue explored the woman's pussy.

“I have another little present for you, my
little sex slave,” Fernandez said with a smirk.

Amy gulped anxiously.

“Strip.”

She obeyed, of course, though a slow flush
spread down her face and chest.

“Lovely,” the woman said.

Amy felt a little thrill at the word, then
cursed herself.

“Bend over.”

She groaned as another butt plug was pushed
into her.

Then she stared as Fernandez drew out a long
length of black rope. It was about as thick as her finger, and
quite soft against her skin.

“I... Don't I have to get to work...
mistress?” she gulped.

“Of course, dear,” Fernandez replied. “This
won't take a minute.”

She slid two loops around her chest just
under her breasts, pulling them right so they pushed up against the
underside of her breasts. Another two loops circled her chest just
at the top of her breasts, squeezing down. Two more loops circled
the outside her her right breast, crossed beneath both breasts,
then circled up on the outside of her left breast, squeezing her
breasts in together before the ropes were tied off.

Two more loops circled her waist, then were
drawn down between her legs and up between her buttocks in back.
She gasped as Fernandez jerked the ropes tight, and she saw a knot
in the rope right above her clitoris as it ground into her. The two
loops pulled up between her lips of her sex as Fernandez fed the
rope in back up along her spine to tie to the loops around her
chest..

“Now get dressed.”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Get dressed.”

Flushed, Amy obeyed. She put on the green
blouse and black skirt, then donned the blazer as Fernandez
inspected her. The woman smiled as she had her turn in place.

“You look perfectly acceptable,” she
said.

She pulled open the sides of her jacket.

“A little tight, and your nipples are quite
visible, but then that's your fault.”

Amy blanched, looking down to see her stiff
nipples pushing out hard against the thin silk.

“Someone will see!”

“Not with your jacket closed.”

She let the two sides fall close.

“Now get to work.”

“I … how long do I have to keep this on?” she
gulped.

“Come and see me at the end of the day,
little sex slave,” Fernandez said. “Maybe I'll have a big, stiff
cock for you.”

Amy flushed, then left, walking carefully,
anxiously. There seemed no visible sign of what she wore, as long
as she kept her jacket closed, but she was self-conscious anyway.
The ropes kept her breasts from bouncing around, but squeezed them
more than a bra would, so they felt as though they were sticking
out more.

And her nipples throbbed and tingled, even as
she moved, even as her jacket brushed across them through the
shirt.

She had taken to heart Fernandez' demand she
stand straight. It was one of those things you hear and instantly
know the truth of. Now it was even more important, for bending, or
even slouching, which used to be a habit, pulled on the rope
running down her spine, grinding that knot across her clitoris.

At first it was just uncomfortable, but then
the feeling had shifted into heat, and then the dark heat of
arousal. She began to fear she was growing moist, so moist that
someone might scent her! She wore no panties, after all, only those
soft ropes pulling up into her sex!

And that ached too!

She had work to do, though. Or at least, she
had to sit next to Brad, her headset plugged in and tuned to the
same as his so she could overhear him as he discussed things with
clients. When they weren't on the phone he showed her the various
charts and data elements they used, and the ones he preferred to
have on the six screens on his desk as he discussed the current
investment climate.

“You can't ever suggest your ignorance to the
client,” he said at one point. “You have to pretend you know
something about everything. So you make sure you read our morning
roundup every morning, first thing. It will tell you what our
assessment is of the currency markets, the bond markets,
agricultural and materials futures, and various indexes as well as
foreign exchanges. After you read it, keep it handy, posted right
there in front of you for reference in case a client starts talking
about one of them. It's like a cheat sheet.”

There were a number of special function
buttons on the desk, any one of which would bring up a range of
quick information on various investment options on the screens
before her. There was also a quick search function to bring up the
company's assessment and recommendation on any of the major stocks
they followed, and a secondary for what other investments
followed.

“I guess you don't have to be a genius to be
a broker,” she said.

He grinned. “No, but it helps. Given all we
have at hand it's hard to go really far wrong. But the difference
between those who make it to the Olympics and the ones who
regularly get onto the podium is often only a fraction of a second.
This is the base, but you need to get a knack for this to get onto
the podium.”

“And the podium is?”

“One of those people who make million dollar
bonuses every year.”

Amy had no difficulty paying attention to
him, despite the thrumming in her body. Million dollar bonuses
excited her more than sex, after all. Still, she felt aroused
throughout the morning. Shifting her body in the wrong way (or the
right way) would tug the rope up more tightly into her crotch and
grind the knot across her clitoris. She could feel she was wet down
there, and her nipples seemed to remain hard all morning long!

Her body felt warm, overall, warm enough to
take off her jacket, except that she couldn't, not with the ropes
around her breasts and the way her nipples were tingling. Brad kept
glancing into her open jacket, and she kept worrying he might be
able to see something unusual, but when she went to the ladies room
and posed for herself at various angles she saw nothing.

Perhaps her breasts seemed a bit fuller than
normal, but the light in the trading room was lower, and her jacket
would hide it. Opening her jacket, however, revealed that her
nipples were indeed just as hard as they'd been when she'd left
Fernandez' office.

Going into a stall, she pulled up her skirt
and examined herself. She was indeed quite moist, hot and sweaty
and aroused. Her clitoris ached where the knot rested against it,
but ached in a way which was simultaneously pleasurable and
painful. And the pleasure outweighed the pain.

She eased it aside and let her finger brush
her clit, gasping at the sudden rush of pleasure. Did she dare
masturbate right here in the ladies room!? No, of course not!

Reluctantly, she let the knot press back,
considering whether she could untie the ropes, then retie them
before she saw Fernandez. To do that she'd need to remove all her
clothes here in the stall – twice, and hope she could retie them
the same way Fernandez' had.

She left them where they were and returned to
her desk.

As the day wore on she got more and more
distracted by her own arousal. She had a number of fantasies about
Brad which would have shocked, and probably thrilled him. Some of
them involved her tying him up, while in others she was his
plaything, bound and helpless.

And when, she thought to herself, a bit
startled, did her sexual fantasies begin to take on a bondage
theme?

Of course, given what Fernandez had done to
her, and the incredible intensity of the orgasms she'd had, she
supposed it was only natural that would have refocused her
interests a bit.

And she knew better than to have sex with one
of her co-workers. Oh sure, she and Fernandez were having sex, but
that wasn't by her choice, and both of them had plenty of cause to
keep that a secret. Brad had no such reason. She was sure the other
traders, almost all of them men, would be delighted with him for
spilling the details. He'd be a hero. She'd be a slut.

No, if she was going to find a man, a man to
fuck her, she thought, it had to be someone who wasn't going to
trash her reputation here.

And she wanted to be fucked. Hard. She didn't
want to be made love to. Her sexual fantasies, such as they'd been,
had generally been about soft and gentle sex in front of a
fireplace, or in a grassy, sunny field, with soft caresses and
movements.

Now she wanted to be fucked. She wanted to be
taken, by a powerful, rough-hewn man who would put her on all fours
and ride her like a whore! That was what filled her mind with
excitement now!

She caught herself grinding her thighs
together several times, and halted before the pleasure and heat in
her body could get out of hand. Her breasts seemed to throb, more
and more, caught between the ropes and squeezed by them. And her
nipples crackled with sexual electricity every time she turned her
torso towards or away from Brad, and the pressure of her jacket
brushed across them through the thin fabric of her blouse.

She had never, she thought at one point, been
so aroused except for when in Fernandez' office and she was...
doing things to her. No one was doing a thing now, yet she felt
like a horny seventeen year old boy staring at a bunch of naked
cheerleaders. If she had a cock it would be springing up hot and
red and desperately hungry by now!

She begged off lunch with Brad. She didn't
need the continual frustration. She needed to do something! She
needed to come! She knew it wouldn't take long either. But how and
where!

And then the idea came to her. There were
small meeting rooms, barely big enough for a table and three
chairs, meant for interviews with clients. She'd been shown them
when she was hired. Now she went down several flights and made her
way anxiously along the corridors, finding the right one. She
passed several doors several times, consumed by both nervousness
and heat, before slipping into one and closing the door.

The room had a long, narrow window to the
corridor. But that didn't matter. She backed herself, almost
trembling in haste and eagerness, into the corner of the door. No
one could see her there, and she quickly hiked her skirt up,
sliding her hand beneath. She gasped as she tugged the rope aside
and began to finger her pussy.

Her other hand undid a button on her blouse
and slipped inside, feeling her hot, swollen breasts and tingling
nipple, she began to squeeze and knead herself as her buttocks
ground against the wall and her fingers stroked frantically across
her clitoris.

It took her well under a minute to climax.
And she had carefully stuffed her mouth with her handkerchief
wrapped around some paper towels so that her desperately repressed
groans of pleasure would be doubly muffled.

The orgasm was intense! Her head jerked back
against the wall with almost painful force, her hips grinding and
bucking wildly as the climax overwhelmed her nervous system. Her
knees buckled and she sank to the floor, squatting there, head
rolling, eyes slitted as she jammed her fingers against her
clitoris and let the pleasure rush through her.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


Amy felt much more at ease in the early
afternoon, and quite pleased with herself. But neither feeling
lasted. The pleasure was like a drug, and she thought she might be
getting addicted to it. By One O'clock she was actively considering
a return to the interview room for another 'hit', but she couldn't
think of an excuse to get away that long. It wasn't the time for
the masturbation which was lengthy, but the fifteen minutes or so
it would take her to get to the fourteenth floor and then back.

By Two she was flustered and overheated
again, sexual fantasies flitting through her mind. Her pussy ached
even more, for the ropes had been jammed up into her for even
longer now, and her clitoris felt sore and swollen.

When she got the call to report to the 20th
floor she was confused and uncertain, but immediately suspected
Fernandez. That produced a sudden rush of excitement and
anticipation. She hurried to the elevator, feeling that mixture of
anxiety, guilt and excitement take hold of her mind once more. What
the woman was doing on Twenty, she couldn't guess. Her office was
on the Thirty Fourth floor.

When she got there, however, she was told she
was to see a Mr. Steel. After waiting a few squirming minutes in
confusion, she was shown into his office. It was nice, though
nothing like Fernandez' office. It had a nice view, but wasn't a
corner office. It had a sofa and table, but the room was only about
half as big. Still, it was a private office, so he was clearly an
important man.

A bald man, she thought. Well, shaven. But
aside from athletes and soldiers, she thought most men who shaved
their heads did so because they were balding anyway. Still, he
wasn't unattractive. He had wide shoulders, was tall, and there was
no sign of a stomach on him. He didn't seem very old either, no
much over thirty, she thought.

“Miss Sullivan,” he said, from behind his
desk.

“Yes, sir?” she asked, standing straight even
thought that dug the ropes up into her sex.

He contemplated her with steepled
fingers.

“I'm Jared Steele, the Manager of Client
services,” he said.

Did that make him her boss, she wondered.

He stood up and motioned for her to follow
over to the sofa.

“Sit,” he said.

She sat in an armchair and he turned on the
television.

“Just so you're aware of what this discussion
is about,” he said.

And shock filled her. She was looking from a
camera placed in the roof of the interview room she'd gone into.
She saw herself rush in, and all the blood drained from her face.
Then she watched herself shove the balled up handkerchief into her
mouth, and hunch up her skirt, saw her face twist into a rictus of
pleasure, and even heard her gasps of pleasure.

Her face was flaming, and she felt sweat
prickling all over her body.

Steele turned off the TV before her orgasm,
but she didn't look up at him. She stared down at the floor, hardly
able to breath.

“Now, I think both of us are fully aware of
what I would do to a man who worked for us who used one of our
interview rooms to masturbate,” he said.

She cringed at the word!

“There wouldn't even be a discussion.
Security would have him and his things out on the sidewalk before
he even knew what was happening.”

She waited for him to continue, but he
didn't. Perhaps he was waiting for her to speak, but she couldn't.
She stared down at the floor, mortified.

“Only a sexist would make any distinction
simply because you are a female, or even an attractive female.”

There was another pause.

“Fortunately for you, I happen to be a
sexist.”

What did that mean!? That meant he wasn't
going to fire her outright?! He was going to give her another
chance!? But with this in her record how could she ever be – ?

“I am willing to reconsider firing you,
depending on how you respond to the proposition I will make
you.”

Proposition? God, he was going to tell her
she had to fuck him! She just knew it! Were they all perverts
here!? But what options did she have? If he wasn't a pervert she'd
be fired! Could she get Fernandez to save her? Would the woman put
her neck on the line over something this... distasteful?

“Look up at me,” he ordered.

Face hot and red she was forced to obey and
look into his frowning face.

“Do you want to stay here?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said in a small voice.

“Do you want to keep this off your official
record?”

“Yes,” she gulped.

“Yes, sir,” he added.

“Yes, sir.”

“And what would you do for that opportunity?”
he asked, his tone softening.

She dropped her eyes.

“I asked you a question, Sullivan.”

There was a knock at the door, and they both
turned as it opened.

It was Fernandez.

“Ms. Fernandez. This is a surprise,” Steele
said as she came in.

She smiled. “One of my staffers mentioned you
had asked for Ms. Sullivan's file after discussing termination
options for misbehavior,” she said. “I have an … interest... in
that file.”

“Ahh, I hadn't known,” he said.

Fernandez gave Amy a stern look, then her
eyes flicked up towards Steele.

“Can you be more explicit about the
situation?” she asked.

“Well,” Steele said hesitantly, “Actually,
Ms. Sullivan and I were just discussing our options.”

“With regard to what?”

“It involves sexual improprieties, I'm
afraid.”

Fernandez frowned. “Well in that case you
should most definitely have had another party present as a witness,
Mr. Steel. That is policy.”

“I realize that. I had hoped she and I could
reach an informal accommodation, however. She has potential, after
all, and by regulations such improprieties almost require
termination.”

“Yes, I had noted her potential myself,”
Fernandez said dryly.

Amy gulped, looking down at her hands,
somewhat bewildered about what was going on and where things were
heading. Was Fernandez going to protect her over this? It was hard
to see how she could complain if Steele fired her! Not with that...
video as evidence!

“Ms. Sullivan was captured on one of our
interview room videos,” he said, “Pleasuring herself sexually.”

Fernandez' eyebrows raised, and then she
glared at Amy, who dropped her own eyes again, face flushing
hotly.

“You're saying she was masturbating in the
interview room?!”

Amy wished she could melt down into the
floor!

“I'm afraid so.”

“What do you have to say about this, Miss
Sullivan?” Fernandez demanded coldly.

Amy, of course, said nothing.

“Stand up!” the woman barked.

Gulping, Amy stood, eyes still downcast.

“Look at me!”

Amy raised her eyes, horribly aware of Steel
standing beside her.

“Were you masturbating in an interview room?”
Fernandez demanded.

Amy stared at her helplessly, mortified!

“I asked you a question!” Fernandez
snapped.

Amy couldn't answer! She certainly couldn't
deny it, not with that video, but she couldn't bring herself to
admit it either!

“I could show you the video if you like,”
Steel offered helpfully.

Fernandez stepped closer, and slipped her
fingers under Amy's chin, forcing it up again.

“I want her to answer.”

Amy stared at her.

“Answer!” Fernandez barked.

“Yes,” Amy said in a low, miserable
voice.

“I didn't hear that. Say it again.”

“Yes,” she gulped, only marginally
louder.

“Louder,” Fernandez growled.

“Yes, ma'am!” Amy gulped.

“Let me hear you say it. You were
masturbating in the interview room. Say it.”

Amy couldn't!

Fernandez stepped back and glared at her,
arms folded across her chest.

“Bend over the table,” she ordered, her arm
suddenly outstretched, finger pointing at the round table to the
side.

Amy stared at her, not understanding.

“Do it!'

Gasping, she shuffled forward, and then after
a brief hesitation, slowly bent over the table.

“Raise your skirt up.”

Amy froze.

“Pull it up, slut!” Fernandez ordered.

Amy gasped at the word, but then, her mind
reeling, she reached back trembling hands and tugged her skirt up,
higher, then still higher.

“Show us the source of your difficulties,
Sullivan,” Fernandez growled. “UP!”

Amy pulled the skirt up higher, up over her buttocks, baring them
to Fernandez... and Steele.

“That's... interesting,” Steele said. “It
doesn't look very comfortable.”

“Evidently it's far too comfortable for
her.”

Amy gasped as she felt fingers in her hair,
felt her thick hair seized and used, as Fernandez had a habit of,
as a lever to yank her upright and turn her around. She briefly
found herself facing both of them before dropping her eyes to the
floor once again.

“Take off your clothes,” Fernandez
ordered.

Amy's eyes shot up in disbelief, then flicked
briefly at Steele before dropping again, her heart pounding even
more loudly!

“Now, girl! Or do you want to go searching
for that waitress job instead?”

Amy slowly eased her jacket off, still looking down, then, stomach
churning and chest tight, she unbuttoned her blouse before undoing
her skirt. It slid slowly down to pool at her ankles and she felt
another wave of shocked embarrassment as she opened her blouse and
bared herself entirely to their eyes.

Of course, Fernandez had seen her already
several times. But Steele's eyes on her was something entirely
different, and far more humiliating!

“Step out of them, slut.”

Amy slipped off her blouse and dropped it to
the floor, then stepped out of the skirt. She wore nothing
underneath but the rope, and stood shakily before them.

“Is that how you stand? Head back, shoulders
back, chest out. And while you're at it, put your hands behind your
neck. I'm sure you know what I mean.”

Her face was so hot she thought it might
catch fire! And her mind was swamped with the shock-waves of
emotional turmoil from exposing herself in such a way to Steele,
but as if in a dream, Amy obeyed, drawing her trembling fingers
behind her neck, arching her back, and shifting her legs apart as
she had done before in Fernandez' office.

“The potential is obvious,” Fernandez
said.

“Indeed,” Steel replied.

“On your knees, slut,” Fernandez growled.

That was easy. Her rubbery legs were barely
able to support her, after all. Amy half fell to her knees, and
then drew her hands behind her neck again at a sharp demand from
Fernandez.

Steele stepped forward to stand before her as
Fernandez shifted aside.

He slowly drew his fly down, then reached
into his trousers and drew himself out.

“Do you remember what you were saying the
other day in my office, Sullivan?” Fernandez demanded. “I believe
it was something about how you liked cock, wasn't it? Well here's a
lovely cock for you. And you're not even looking at it. Look at
it!”

Amy had been looking up at the ceiling, but
now dropped her eyes helplessly.

Oh wow, she thought as it pointed at her
face. It wasn't quite as big as that big dildo Fernandez had, but
it was big.

“Do you think that's a nice cock, Sullivan?”
Fernandez demanded.

Amy stared at it helplessly.

“Answer me!” she demanded.

“Yes!” Amy squeaked.

“Say it.”

“I-It's... a … a nice... cock!” she
gulped.

“Louder.”

“It's a nice cock,” she said helplessly.

“I think you understate things, Sullivan. I
think it's a lovely cock. Weren't you dreaming about a lovely cock
when you were masturbating in the interview room?”

Amy dropped her eyes in fresh
embarrassment.

Steele reached forward and slid his fingers
through her hair, then gathered it up in a bunch at the top of her
head.

“Open your mouth, Sullivan.”

Amy slowly opened her mouth, and Steele
pulled her slowly forward until her lips passed over his cock.

“Now close it.”

She moaned helplessly as his cock slid along
her tongue. She closed her lips around the thick girth of the shaft
behind the head, her eyes rolling up at Fernandez watching, then
flicking helplessly up at Steel, then down again at the thick shaft
as it pushed deeper into her mouth.

She remembered Fernandez' comment about her
not being very good, needing lessons, needing to learn how to deep
throat a cock, and hoped they would find her efforts good enough.
She was reminded again of her inexperience and made even more
anxious by it. What if they laughed at her and told her she wasn't
good enough and was fired anyway!?

She gurgled as the cock slid deeper, and her
hands instinctively jerked forward from their position on the back
of her neck, pushing against his hips.

“Clearly she's not very expert at this,”
Fernandez said.

“I'm in favor of our younger employees
receiving mentoring on this subject,” Steele said.

Amy gasped as Fernandez reached over and took
her hair from Steel, yanking her to her feet.

“Hands behind your back,” she barked.

Shakily, Amy complied, wincing as her wrists
were forced up high behind her back, between her shoulder blades.
The ropes which circled her chest, squeezing on her breasts, were
there, and she felt first one wrist, then the other, forced up
underneath them. A moment later she felt a loop of rope pulled
around her right arm just above the elbow, then around her other
arm in the same location.

Then she felt the rope pulling her elbows in
towards each other, gasping at the pressure on her shoulders. The
ropes encircling her chest squeezed more tightly on her breasts
however, which throbbed alarmingly.

“I definitely think her future requires she
develop a level of expertise with this,” Fernandez said.

“I agree. I agree,” Steele said.

He was pinching her nipples as he said it,
twisting them painfully, tugging them up and out so that her back
arched and she was forced, wincing and gasping, onto the balls of
her feet.

“Such hard little nipples,” he said in
amusement.

“You might find this useful,” Fernandez
said.

“Ah, yes,” Steele said, taking what seemed at
first glance, to be a leather cord from her hands.

It had two round loops at either end,
however, and he quickly fit them around her nipples, then yanked
tight.

“Oww!” Amy cried, dancing on her toes. “Ow!
Oh! OH please! That hurts!”

“No it doesn't. It just burns,” Fernandez
said calmly. “Doesn't it? It feels like they're burning.”

“It hurts!” Amy gasped.

“Get used to it. A little tolerance of pain
will do you well.”

Steele let one finger curl under the leather
cord, holding it upward so that Amy was forced onto her toes. He
smiled, easing back so that she danced forward on her toes like a
ballerina... an awkward ballerina who yelped and gasped and moaned
as she moved.

Fernandez pulled over a high-backed chair and
Steele danced her around behind it, then pulled forward on the
cord, and down. Amy felt her lower belly jammed against the top of
the chair as he was forced to bend over at the waist, bend way
over...

There was a strange little notch on the front
of the chair, and he slipped the cord over it, then shifted his
grip to her hair. Amy gasped as her head was tugged upward, even as
her nipples were held down. Her nipples burned more at the pressure
as Steele thrust his thick cock into her open mouth.

“Suck,” he said softly.

He pumped slowly in and out as she obeyed,
wide-eyed and totally flustered at the situation. She sucked and
licked and moaned as her eyes continually flicked from the shaft
before her, up the length of his body to his stern eyes looking
down at her.

“That's a good girl,” he said. “Get used to
the feel of it, the taste of it. You know you like cock. You love
cock. You live for cock. And you're going to be a very good little
cock-sucker. I can tell.”

“No doubt you know from personal experience,”
Fernandez said with a smirk.

Steele's eyes shot up at her, glaring. “That
was one time and – !”

Fernandez chuckled and waved him off and,
angry, he returned his eyes to Amy.

“You're going to swallow this like it's the
tastiest delicacy you've ever had sliding down your throat,” he
growled.

Amy moaned, then felt Fernandez' fingers
behind her, sliding between her thighs, caressing her clitoris. She
felt the woman's thumb slowly pushing into her pussy, and felt as
though she were on an out-of-control helicopter twisting and
turning and reeling across the sky!

“She'll do well,” Fernandez said. “She's a
natural little sex kitten who simply hasn't succeeded in shrugging
off her middle class American morality yet.”

“Morality? Here?” Steele laughed softly.

He gathered up her hair and pushed forward,
and as he did, Amy's eyes bulged as Fernandez squeezed her
clitoris. The sudden burst of sensation from that tore her mind
free of the thick cock pushing into her mouth just as it entered
her throat. Slick and slippery, it pushed easily down her gullet in
the second or so in which her mind was distracted by the hot pain
between her legs.

And then the shock of realization hit her as
she felt it filling her throat! Yet, by then it was deep in her
throat, and the amazement she felt at how easily it had happened
temporarily blocked any urge to gag. Then she felt more than
Fernandez' fingers against her. She felt her mouth on her sex, felt
her soft lips encircling her clitoris, sucking gently as her tongue
caressed it.

Now she gurgled weakly, trying to jerk back
from the cock filling her throat, but the pull on her hair and
nipples had her tightly in place, and before she could really even
think of how to fight that she found her face jammed in against his
groin.

“Now see how easy that was?” Steele asked
with a smirk.

Amy's eyes bulged, and she continued to twist
and wriggle in a frantic effort to pull loose, but Steele held her
firmly in place for long seconds before slowly easing back.

She gurgled wetly as his cock slid up her
throat, then pulled free, and then coughed violently and repeatedly
as it came clear. But at the same time she felt a sense of
wonderment at what she'd just done, at how easily his cock had slid
down deep into her throat. It was such a big cock, and yet it
hadn't hurt or anything, she thought, marveling.

Steele let her draw deep, ragged breaths as he rubbed his spit-wet
cock against her face, then tugged a little more sharply on her
hair to force her head up and back as he pushed into her open mouth
again.

“Just swallow it as if you were swallowing
food,” he said. “Before long you'll be so good at it you'll even be
able to breath while it's in your throat.”

Amy moaned helplessly, feeling Fernandez draw
back a bit. She felt the woman's hands on her bare ankles, jerking
them apart, then rope binding each ankle to the rear legs of the
chair. The rope digging into her groin was loosened, then came
away, and a wave of relief from the long, constant pressure eased
up through her groin even as Steele pumped in and out of her
mouth.

She felt even more helpless, even more out of
control with her ankles bound, completely at their whim, and she
felt something inside her give up even thinking, let alone trying,
to thwart that whim. She felt one, two, then three fingers push
into her sex as more of them stroked across her swollen, throbbing
clitoris, and then suddenly realized the horrible embarrassment
which had gripped her since Steele had shown her the video had
almost completely faded away.

She had already traded most of her dignity to
Fernandez for her continued employment. Now she had traded what
remained to Steele. She would let them use her body as they chose
so long as it kept her in her job and got her closer to her
desperately sought-after goal of wealth.

Sex kitten or whore, she had no choice over
what they did to her so she might as well stop worrying about
it.

She moaned as Steele reached down to cup and
squeeze her bound breast, then ground her face into his groin. The
cock filling her throat had gone in startlingly easy. It was as if
the first time had convinced her body that it was no big deal, and
with every further demonstration her body relaxed.

She even felt a strange little sense of
victory at her 'accomplishment'. Deep throating? That was so unlike
her! She bet any boyfriend would be shocked that a prim, nerdy girl
like her could do something like that!

Assuming she ever had one.

“This pussy of hers seems to be growing quite
wet, Jared” Fernandez said.

“Well, now that's an invitation,” he
replied.

He pulled out of her mouth, leaving Amy
gasping, and moved around behind her. Fernandez came around in
front and gripped her hair, tilting her head up, pulling her
against the pull of the cord on her nipples until she moaned
helplessly.

“Tell me you love cock,” the woman demanded,
eyes hot. “Tell me. Say it.”

She pulled harder and Amy gasped in pain.

“I-I love cock!” she gasped.

“Louder, slut.”

“I love cock!' she cried.

“Louder, whore.”

Amy flushed hotly. “I love cock!” she
moaned.

“Louder sex slave.”

“I love cock!” Amy cried as she felt the fat,
slick head of Steele's cock push in against the mouth of her sex,
then slide into her.

“Again!”

“I love cock!”

The cock slid slowly down into her, about
half way, forcing the walls of her sex to stretch wide.

“Again.”

“I love cock!' she cried in a chocked voice,
her nipples burning.

Steele thrust into her and she cried out in a
twisted mixture of pleasure and pain, exulting in the fullness, the
deep penetration, the slick, tactile pleasure of his soft skin
against her.

Fernandez smiled as her eyes jerked wide at
the sudden thrust, then began to flutter.

“Yes, you love cock. Nasty little girl,” she
purred. “Cock loving little whore.”

She eased her grip and reached into her
blazer pocket. And there was the dildo. Amy only had a moment to
stare before it was thrust into her mouth.

“Suck it.”

She moaned around it as Fernandez slid it
slowly in and out of her, but most of her attention was on the
other one, the real one, as Steele caressed her buttocks and began
to grind himself against her.

It should have been hard to take the thick
dildo pushing in her throat, but much of her awareness was on the
real one inside her, and the dark sexual hunger swirling inside her
at the deep penetration. It felt so good, so natural, so wonderful
inside her! The artificial one pushing into her throat was little
more than an annoying distraction compared to that!

Steele began to thrust harder, his hips
smacking against her upraised bottom, setting up a resonance with
the butt-plug inside her as he struck the base again and again.

Fernandez reached down and loosened the loops
biting into her nipples. They popped free, and Amy shuddered in
relief. The woman kept her fist filled with Amy's blonde hair,
holding her head up and back as she slid the dildo out of her mouth
and throat.

“Say it again, slave girl,” she whispered.
“Tell us how you love cock,” she purred, rubbing the toy across her
face.

Amy moaned helplessly, gasping to each deep
thrust.

Fernandez tugged sharply on her hair and she
cried out in pain.

“Say it, slut!”

“I love cock!” she gurgled in a breathless
voice.

“Again.”

“I love cock,” she moaned as the dildo rubbed
along her lips and slid into her mouth.

“Again!”

“I love cock!” she said, the words muffled
now by the cock sliding back and forth over her tongue.

Steele's hands slid under her to cup the
undersides of her breasts, then pulled her upwards further as he
thrust harder into her from behind.

Fernandez raised her own skirt and abruptly
jerked her face in against her naked sex.

“Show me what else you love, sex slave,” she
barked.

Gasping, moaning, whimpering, Amy began to
lick her pussy at once even as her body shook to the solid thrusts
from Steel. Fernandez held her hair in one hand, and extended her
other, thrusting the slick dildo in beneath her groin so the tip
slid up against her clitoris.

Then she began to rub.

With the loose of that terrible humiliation,
Amy had been feeling the sexual heat of the situation growing and
growing, moment by moment. The sensation of Steele's big cock
moving inside her was incredible, and her mind was melting to the
dark sensuality of it all. Now, as she licked Fernandez, as Steele
thrust into her and fondled her breasts, as the dildo stroked
against her clitoris, the sensations, both mental and physical, all
twisted and roiled together inside her, the intensity of it all
building up rapidly.

A part of her fought that build-up. She
continued to cling to shreds of self-respect which somehow required
she give no sign of the heat or passion building inside her. Being
'forced' to let them do such things was one thing, but enjoying
them quite another! She thought it would further degrade her in
their eyes, yet found it more and more difficult to conceal the
rise in passion and hunger.

It was all so wild and insane and impossible!
She had no experience or base to cope with it all! It was
outrageous and well, well beyond her!

And yet it was happening. This lewd, perverse
sexual scene was happening, and she was the center of it!

The intensity roused to the point she could
no longer think, as her body jerked to the steady hard thrusting of
Steele's cock inside her, and then it released, and she cried out
in helpless pleasure as the orgasm tore through her in wave after
wave of massive sensory overload!

It was so good! It was soooo goooood! She
didn't care about the propriety of it all as her mind tumbled and
twisted and floated on a hot, shimmering wall of buffeting
pleasure. Nothing could matter as much as this! Nothing!

Her nearly breathless voice rose in gasps and
cries of pleasure, to the point a large hand came up from her
breast and closed around her throat to shut off her cries before
they could reach the hallway outside. She choked weakly, eyes
glazing over, her head throbbing and pounding even more intensely
as the orgasm thundered through her skull.

And then she collapsed, dazed, gasping,
moaning, as Steele continued thrusting powerfully into her and
Fernandez drew back with a smirk of satisfaction.

“Little sex kitten,” she said.

That was almost a compliment, Amy thought, in
some small, functioning corner of her overawed mind.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


If Amy still had any thoughts of resistance,
they melted away that evening. Fernandez had 'invited' her to her
place that evening. Amy had, of course, tried to get out of it, but
Fernandez had brushed her objections aside.

“Just what else did you have planned?” the
woman demanded.

Since she had planned a little shopping, and
then reading a book, Amy, much more flustered than she used to be,
hadn't been able to come up with anything adequate.

The ride in the limousine was her first,
though, and it fascinated her as an example, as a foretelling of
what she could have if she stayed with the firm. The lobby of
Fernandez' building with its chandeliers and marble floors was
another such example.

But the luxury apartment the woman lived in
was beyond her imagination. It was so gloriously beautiful, so
enormous, shining with marble and polished granite, with
beautifully shaped, crystal lights overhead and incredible views of
the city sixty floors below that she lost her voice, simply gaping
around her as Fernandez casually removed her shoes and checked the
mail like a normal person.

The entry hall, she thought, dazed, was
bigger than her own apartment, round, with a round, ebony table at
the center under a crystal chandelier. The walls were of dark
granite with high, colorful plants stationed in alcoves around the
room.

Beyond that was a huge main room with a glass
wall, fourteen foot ceilings, and a huge fireplace before a
grouping of leather sofas and chairs. Across the room was the open
kitchen, with what looked like enough shining, gleaming mahogany to
have needed an entire forest be cut down to supply. The grand piano
under the winding staircase was a lovely touch, as was the water
trickling artfully down an eight foot high modern sculpture to fall
into a small pond surrounding it.

The bedroom, by comparison, was almost
intimate, with a lovely teak wall behind the oversized bed, and
white carpeting so rich, thick and soft it might as well have been
fur all being overshadowed by a floor to ceiling wall to wall glass
with a stunning view of the darkening city.

Fernandez led her to the attached walk-in
closet, again, bigger than Amy's entire apartment, and casually
disrobed as Amy stared around in wide-eyed appreciation which
bordered on lust. The cabinets and shelves, the long rows of shoe
racks, all of it filled with beautiful clothes, almost took her
attention of what she was doing there until Fernandez looked over
her shoulder and casually said “Strip, girl.”

Gulping, Amy removed her own clothes, nervous
now, blushing, but starting to feel a surge of heat and
anticipation despite that.

Fernandez put on a pair of comfortable linen
trousers and pulled a green tank top over her head, not bothering
to don underwear as she smiled at the anxious young blonde.

“This will be an eye-opener for you, little
virgin,” she said.

Amy stared at her in confusion. Surely the
woman couldn't be under any illusion Amy was still some sort of
innocent! Not after what she and Steele had already done to
her!

“Come, little slave,” Fernandez said, leading
her out of the closet and across the room. She slid aside a pocket
door into another closet, and turned to a cabinet just inside the
door. She slid the door aside, reached in, and pulled out something
which gleamed.

“For you, little slave girl,” she said.

It was a … collar. It was black metal trimmed
in silver, with a thick ring in front, and a smaller in back, and
it fit neatly around Amy's throat as she stood nervously in place,
arms at her sides.

“Lovely,” Fernandez said, brushing the blonde
bangs out of her eyes.

She brought out a smaller version of the
collar, and took Amy's hand, then slid the thing around her wrist
before closing it firmly.

Amy drew her wrist up to examine it even as
Fernandez slipped a second one around her other wrist. It was
light, for being as thick as it was, metal on the outside, but with
a thin leather coating on the inside.

Two more were soon placed around her ankles,
and she felt increasingly nervous even as she felt a growing sense
of dark passion and anticipation.

God, the woman was a pervert! But the thought
of being her little sex toy was making Amy's pussy thrum with
excitement!

“On all fours, little sex kitten,” she
ordered.

Gulping, but feeling another sudden surge of
heat, Amy sank down onto hands and knees, head cocked back, looking
up, chest tight, nipples tingling.

“Now, face down, bottom high, legs wide.”

This didn't surprise Amy, and she complied,
blushing as she raised her bottom and spread her knees wide. It was
a totally obscene position, utterly submissive, waiting to be
mounted. It was that which excited her about putting herself in it.
Thought she didn't know why. She had never thought of herself as
submissive, and certainly not to a woman.

She gasped softly as she felt Fernandez'
fingers stroking along her already dampening pussy opening.

“Nasty little slut,” Fernandez purred,
slapping her bottom once stingingly.

Amy winced, but didn't move, and was again
not surprised to feel something thick and soft slowly forcing aside
the lips of her sex until they were tight and taut around it. The
heat within her mounted further as she was penetrated, as the thick
object pushed into the mouth of her sex, then slid deeper and
deeper into her body. A second one followed, but this one was not
as smooth. It was the 'golf ball' one, or the one Amy thought of as
the golf ball thing, made up of a series of small round balls
sliding up into her bottom. Fernandez had used a similar one on her
at work.

What did surprise her was when Fernandez
snapped the leash to the back of her collar.

“Now crawl, little sex kitten. Eyes forward,
bottom high.”

She walked slowly across the room, and Amy
gasped at the pull on the collar, struggling to keep up at first.
That was when the crop she hadn't noticed Fernandez pick up snapped
across her bottom, stinging her. It didn't hurt... not really hurt.
It did sting, but only briefly, and she gasped and jerked her head
around to see it in her hand.

“Keep your bottom high, back arched, little
slave girl,” Fernandez ordered.

Amy's jaw dropped at first, and another hot
rush of dark heat swept through her at how outrageous this was, but
she obeyed, crawling forward at the end of the leash the woman
held, her breasts wobbling below her, feeling her chest tight,
feeling the protruding dildos behind her.

At first she was amazed, feeling a sense of
disbelief. But gradually as she continued to crawl, she felt a
strange sense of eroticism and excitement gripping her at this
level of submission. She was being treated as though she was an
animal! Some sort of sexual animal!

“Stop, face down,” Fernandez ordered.

Gulping, she complied, raising her bottom,
spreading her legs as she felt the woman's fingers along her sex,
stroking her clitoris, pushing at the dildos.

Then the tug on the leash brought her back to
all fours, and more crawling, until she was stopped again, resuming
her previous position of submission.

“Do you like being fucked, slave girl?”
Fernandez asked.

“Y-Yes, mistress,” she gulped, chin against
the floor, arms outstretched.

“By my big cock?”

“Yes, mistress.

She winced at the slap to her bottom.

“Say it, slut.”

“I like being fucked by your big cock,
mistress!”

“You love it, slut.”

“I love being fucked by your big cock,
mistress!” she gasped.

“And when Mr. Steele fucked you? You loved
that too, didn't you, slut?”

“Yes, mistress.”

She almost expected the slap.

“I loved being fucked by Mr. Steele's big
cock, mistress!” she moaned.

“You love being fucked by anything, you
whore,” Fernandez said. “You're a fuck machine. Look at you there,
shoving your pussy up and out, spreading your legs for the world.
You want men to come and mount you and ride you like a bitch in
heat, don't you, slut.”

“Yes, mistress,” she moaned, then winced at
the slap to her bottom.

“I want to be mounted and fucked like a bitch
in heat, Mistress,” she gasped.

The leash jerked her back to all fours and
she crawled forward.

Now and then the crop snapped across her
bottom, but it was just as likely to slide down under her and slip
between her thighs to rub lightly against her throbbing clitoris.
It was all so surreal, she thought, yet her mind was soon wrapped
in a hot, churning wave of sexual heat, hunger and
anticipation.

Fernandez led her out into the hall, also
lushly carpeted, and up along it to another room. This was an inner
room, with none of the huge glass walls or soft carpeting. It had
subdued track lighting, long cabinets along one wall, and strange
frames with metal rings against the other. In the center of the
polished hardwood floor were two high black posts made of polished
dark wood.

These had rings set into them, too.

Amy felt her anxiety level rising rapidly as
she looked around, but had no idea what was going to happen as
Fernandez drew her to her feet and raised her wrists up and apart.
She looked on nervously as Fernandez found a pair of chains and
clipped them to the rings in the posts, then attached them to the
bracelets around her wrists.

“Legs apart, slave girl,” she said.

Gulping, Amy complied, and her ankle
restraints were soon chained in place, as well!

She was just starting to consider how she
might discuss what Fernandez was intending when she felt her hair
tugged back sharply. She opened her mouth and gasped in pain, and
as she did, a malleable black ball was pushed into her open mouth.
She stared at it in surprise, moaning as Fernandez let her fingers
squeeze in against it so it could be pushed in past Amy's
teeth.

Then it expanded on the other side, and Amy
stared in astonishment as Fernandez drew a strap attached to the
ball around her head, sliding her hair out of the way to fasten it
behind her head.

Amy jerked against the chains in alarm,
trying to speak, but could make nothing but muffled moans.

Fernandez made an adjustment to the chains
around her wrists, forcing her up onto the balls of her feet, and
Amy's heart pounded wildly as she looked around in fear.

Fernandez left her like that for long
minutes, alone in the room, moaning to herself, chest tight and
stomach roiling as she stared around her and tried to imagine what
the woman was going to do to her.

When Fernandez returned Amy's eyes widened at
the sight of her. The woman had on a sort of black leather catsuit
from foot to neck, with thigh high black stiletto boots, and
matching leather gloves which reached well past her elbows. Her
hair was tied back severely, and she looked horribly menacing to
the helpless, naked girl.

“Now comes your first torture session,”
Fernandez purred as Amy's eyes widened further.

The blonde girl jerked against the chains,
shaking her head frantically, but the woman ignored her except to
smile thinly.

“Too late to object now, little sex slave,”
she said in a soft voice.

She moved aside one of the sliding cabinet
doors, and, with her back to Amy, the blonde could see nothing.
When she turned she had an odd looking plastic container in hand.
She walked smoothly back to where Amy was bound and raised the open
mouth of the container then tilted it over her chest. A soft,
oozing liquid began to flow out, landing just below her neck, and
Fernandez placed her hand on the girl's chest, slowly spreading it
over her breasts as she poured.

The clear liquid had the consistency of
molasses, but smelled of strawberries. It trickled down her taut
chest and belly as the woman continued to pour, letting her gloved
hand spread it liberally across the girl's torso, then over her
hip. Fernandez moved behind her, pouring the liquid down her back,
spreading it across the ivory skin, then down onto her
buttocks.

There was nothing noteworthy about the liquid
at first except that it felt quite slippery, and the sensation of
Fernandez' soft leather hand softly caressing her body was richly
erotic as it glided across her skin. She began to calm as the woman
moved around before her again, her fingers sliding down her now
slick belly and abdomen and caressing her clitoris.

The thick dildo the woman had pushed into her
was jammed high inside her, forcing the lips of her sex out tautly
around its base. Fernandez let her fingers caress those taut pussy
lips, stroking around and around the dildo as well as up across her
clitoris.

The heat started slowly, but rose perceptibly
even as she focused on the sensations Fernandez was rousing with
her caresses. The liquid covering her skin began to feel... warm...
then warmer still, as if it had been heated. Fernandez' other hand
coasted up along Amy's body, caressing the undersides of her
breasts, then circling and stroking up and across them. Her nipples
tingled even as they burned under the influence of the 'hot' oil,
and Amy moaned into the gag as she watched helplessly.

Fernandez moved over to the cabinet, and
returned with an odd looking device. It looked something like an
cordless razor but with finger straps on one side. Fernandez
slipped her fingers into those straps and used her other hand to
turn the device on.

It buzzed.

Her hand returned to Amy's pussy, stroking
and caressing, her fingers rubbing lightly across her now swollen
clitoris. But now her fingers... her entire hand... seemed to...
vibrate. The buzzing vibrations made Amy's clitoris quiver and
throb as the woman's slick fingers caressed her, and she felt
herself moving, twisting slowly in her chains. Her hips began to
grind forward, as if to increase the pressure against herself, but
Fernandez eased her fingers back to keep the pressure light.

Amy felt her inner heat now rousing to match
the heated oil coating her body, and her breathing becoming more
ragged as she squirmed at the intensity of the sensations flowing
through her body. Fernandez continued to stroke her breasts with
her other hand, now and then plucking at her stiff, tingling
nipples with her slippery fingers, making them pulse with
excitement and pleasure.

She stopped briefly, holding her hands back,
observing the girl, now panting and trembling before her.

“Are you my little bitch?” she asked
softly.

Amy moaned into the gag but Fernandez only
cocked her head to one side.

“Yes!” Amy moaned.

“I didn't hear that, dear.”

“Yes!” Amy gasped.

“You have to speak louder, dear. The gag, you
know.”

“Yes!” Amy cried weakly.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch!” Amy cried.

Though of course, the words were heavily
muffled, and barely discernible.

“Again, little slut.”

“I'm your bitch!” Amy moaned.

The buzzing fingers returned to her clitoris,
and her hips began to grind against her as her head fell back and
her back arched in delight.

Fernandez continued to stroke softly, but not
always. She interspersed her gentle caresses with sudden rough,
fast stroking motions that made Amy's hips buck involuntarily and
her crying out at the raw heat which rushed through her.

Fernandez eased off suddenly, leaving the
girl trembling and moaning behind her as she went back to the
cabinet. She returned with a long, slim black crop, then cupped
Amy's left breast with one hand before bringing the tip of the crop
down sharply against her throbbing nipple.

Amy squealed at the sudden rapid flurry of
blows. None were particularly painful, for the tip of the crop was
nothing more than a soft, flat leather flap the size of a large
postage stamp. But her nipples was throbbing and exquisitely
sensitive to any touch by then, and the sharp little flurry of
blows stung, and stung, and stung again, until her nipple suddenly
burned hotly!

Fernandez shifted her grip, squeezing her
right breast, then swept the tip of the crop down again in a
blurred flurry of blows that made Amy squeal and moan and pull
against the chains holding her in place.

Fernandez smiled, hanging the crop from a
belt around her leather catsuit, then resumed gently stroking the
girl's body with her vibrating hand. Amy moaned anew, gasping in
relief, and then pleasure, as the other hand gently glided up
across her breasts, lightly caressing her throbbing nipples. Her
hips began to grind helplessly against the buzzing fingers rubbing
at her, and her mind swelled with the intensity of the raw sexual
sensations pouring into her.

Fernandez stopped again, cupped her left
breast, and brought the crop down against her nipple again in a
rapid series of light, stinging blows. She then did the same to her
right before resuming her gentle stroking and caresses.

Amy's nipples ached fiercely, but glowed with
a wild, incredible sensation of pulsing sensitivity. Even the light
caress of the woman's thumb made her shudder and she felt her back
arching again as she tried to push her breasts out more firmly
against that hand.

Fernandez stopped again, leaving the girl
moaning. She moved behind Amy, then gripped her hair and jerked her
head back sharply, so that she was staring up at the ceiling. She
undid the strap holding the gag in in place and worked it slowly
out, then let her gloved fingers slide across her lips.

“Nasty little slut,” she whispered into her
ear, still holding her by the hair.

Her oiled up, leather fingers pushed into
Amy's mouth; first one, then two.

“Suck. Suck your mistress' fingers, slut,”
Fernandez whispered.

Amy moaned and obeyed. The oil tasted like it
smelled, like strawberries.

“Nasty little slut,” Fernandez whispered,
kissing her throat and kissing her ear lightly.

“Are you my whore?” she whispered, sliding
her fingers out.

Amy moaned, then cried out as her hair was
jerked back.

“Are you my whore?” Fernandez asked more
sternly.

“Yes!” Amy gasped in a choked voice.

“Say it, slut!”

'I'm your whore!”

Another sharp jerk on her hair made her cry
out.

“Mistress,” Fernandez growled.

“I'm your whore, mistress!”

“Again.”

I'm your whore, mistress!” Amy moaned, as
Fernandez' and slid down across her taut breasts, then back up,
caressing the firm curves of her overheated flesh.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm your whore, Mistress!”

Fernandez' hand slid down her belly, rubbing
against her clitoris, and Amy shuddered and moaned.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm your whore, Mistress!”

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, mistress!” she gasped.

“Say it, whore.”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” she gasped as
her mind was swamped by the sexual fever of an intense storm of
sensation.

“Nasty little girl,” Fernandez whispered,
landing soft kisses along the nape of her neck.

The hand came away, and a moment later, as
she continued to hold the girl's head tightly back, she held the
crop over her upthrust breasts, and brought the tip snapping down
against her nipples again and again.

“Are you my sex slave, little bitch?” she
whispered.

Amy moaned, panting helplessly, and then
yelped as her hair was twisted again.

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!” she
cried.

Fernandez slid two fingers into her mouth
again, and Amy began to suck, panting and moaning as two fingers
were replaced by three, and then four. She gurgled as Fernandez
shoved her fingers deep, as if trying to force her entire hand into
her straining mouth.

“Do you want to come, little slut? Do you
want your mistress to let you come?” she purred.

She slid her hand back out and Amy gasped
helplessly as they caressed, then pinched her nipples.

“Yes, mistress! Please make me come,
mistress!” she moaned, her mind swamped by a dark swirling,
churning sexual fever where nothing mattered but pleasure.

The crop appeared in Fernandez' hand again,
this time sliding down her belly until the tip was rubbing softly
against her clitoris. Fernandez brought it back a few inches, then
began to slap it down again and again.

Amy's hips bucked frantically as she cried
out in startled pain. Her hypersensitive clitoris sending raw,
overpowering burst of sensation into her fevered mind.

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please!” she cried, twisting
and writhing against the chains.

“Nasty little slut. You don't get to come
unless I think you deserve to. And you don't deserve to yet,”
Fernandez growled.

Yet her buzzing fingers began to caress the
girl's clitoris once again as she rained soft, gentle kisses along
the nape of her exposed neck.

“Whore,” she whispered as she kissed, “Filthy
little blonde whore. Nasty little slut. I'm going to make you my
sex slave and make you crawl before me.”

The words were darkly thrilling to the
gasping blonde. She had no desire, of course, to ever be anyone's
sex slave, but in her present state of mind the outrageous
statement was darkly exciting, just as being forced to call herself
a slut and a whore and a sex slave roused something nasty and
masochistic within her.

She felt Fernandez grasp the dildo in her
gloved fingers, felt the pressure on the thick toy draw it slowly
down the tight length of her pussy before the woman reversed her
grip and shoved it back up deep. The force of the thrust was
startling, and made her ache, but she felt a wild rush of
pleasure.

“Whore.”

The dildo drew back, then thrust up again,
and Amy cried out.

“Slut.”

The dildo drew back down, and Fernandez held
it in such a way that her thumb stroked fully down across Amy's
clitoris each time it descended, and then again as it was thrust
back up inside her.

Amy's hips began to grind and buck wildly,
and Fernandez chuckled throatily.

“No, little slut. You don't deserve to come
yet.”

She released the dildo and began smacking
Amy's clitoris with the tip of the crop again, then used it on her
nipples once more as the girl cried out and twisted in pain and
dark pleasure.

“Are you my sex slave, little bitch?”
Fernandez growled.

“Y-Yes!” Amy gasped in a chocked voice.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!”

“Say I'm Maria's sex slave.”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

“Again.”

Her hand stroked up across Amy's taut breast,
the other slowly releasing her hair, easing her grip so that Amy's
head was finally allowed to slowly come forward.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she moaned. “Oh! Oh!
Oh God!” she added as Maria's fingers stroked her clitoris.

Then her head came down fully, and she saw
the man sitting on the leather bench in front of her, observing
her.

She was dumbfounded! She gaped at the man in
disbelief, and then a shocking psychic blow robbed her of her voice
as he looked back impassively.
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“Nasty little slut,” Fernandez whispered.

The man was Hispanic, but darker skinned than
Fernandez. He was in his early to mid thirties, with broad
shoulders and a powerful chest encased in a very expensive dark
single breasted suit. He had an oval face with dark brown eyes and
short, square cut hair.

Maria drew back slightly, and in the midst of
her shock, Amy felt the dildo, the one made up of the multiple
rounded balls, slide slowly back down out of her ass. It twisted,
and jerked as if Fernandez was doing something with the base, and
then steadied.

It slowly pushed back up into her as
Fernandez reached around her with her right hand and caressed her
breasts. Then her left, the one with the vibrator thing on its
back, slid down her abdomen, fingers rubbing at her clitoris.

The round balls pushed up through the now
slick, slippery opening to Amy's bottom, one after another, until
she felt a solid pressure against her buttocks, the solid pressure
of Fernandez' hips. Then they began to slide out again as Fernandez
pulled her hips back.

Amy realized in some part of her dazed mind,
that the woman had somehow fastened the base of the dildo thing to
her body.

“Nasty little slave,” Fernandez whispered,
caressing, stroking, kissing her as her hips moved slowly in and
out.

Amy was beyond speech! She jerked her eyes
away from the man, finally, gulping in air so quickly she was in
danger of hyperventilating. Her wrists jerked repeatedly against
the chains as if she could somehow pull her hands down to cover
herself even as the man slowly stood up.

He removed his jacket and fastened it on a
hook, then carefully and casually untied his shoes, stepping out of
them. His socks followed, but she refused to look.

And then she had to. For he moved up in front
of her and she gasped as she saw he was entirely naked. He was the
most muscular man she had ever seen in person, muscles standing out
on his body. His cock was thick, thicker even than the dildo
Fernandez liked to use on her, and longer. She whimpered
helplessly, aware of the spreading heat within her belly as her
hips began to grind against Fernandez' fingers again.

The man reached in and folded large hands
around her head, drawing her head forward, then tilting it up as
his lips came down on hers.

As he kissed her, his body came forward,
pressing against hers, and she felt Fernandez fingers grip his
cock, rubbing it back and forth against her clitoris, then letting
his cock push upward as the man brought his hips forward, squeezing
that thick tube of male flesh between his belly and hers.

Amy moaned into his mouth as the man's kiss
went on and on.

Behind her, Fernandez was still working her
hips in and out, slowly, pumping the dildo thing in her ass while
she caressed her clitoris and breast.

The man drew his lips back, staring into
Amy's wide blue eyes.

“You are Maria's sex slave,” he said
softly.

Amy stared, open mouthed.

“Say it,” he said.

Amy moaned helplessly, and he smiled, then
pinched her nipples, drawing them up and out.

“Oh! Oh!”

“Say it, little slut,” he purred.

“I-I'm Maria's sex slave!” she gasped.

“Again, little slut.”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she cried.

He released her head, and his hands slid down
her body, cupping her breasts from beneath, squeezing them up and
together as he bent to slide his mouth around one throbbing, aching
nipple. Amy shuddered despite the shock assailing her mind as her
soft mouth and warm lips enveloped the center of her breast and he
began to suck as he tongued her.

“Again, slut,” Fernandez whispered into her
ear. “Say it again.”

“I-I'm Maria's sex slave!” she gasped.

“Again, whore,” the man whispered as he
shifted to her other nipple.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she moaned as she
felt the dildo pumping faster and deeper in her ass.

“Again whore,” Fernandez ordered.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

“Again, slut,” the man murmured, sliding down
to tongue her belly button.

“I'm Ma-Maria's sex slave!' she panted.

“Again, bitch,” Fernandez purred, chewing on
her earlobe.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

“Again, whore,” the man said as he tongued
her clitoris.

Amy's hips bucked out violently.

“I-I'm M-Maria's sex slave!' she gasped. 'Oh!
Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh please! Oh!”

Her body began to tremble and shake, her hips
grinding ever more frantically against the man’s mouth and
tongue.

But then Fernandez jerked back on her hair
sharply.

“She does not deserve to come yet,” she
said.

Amy gave a helpless whimper as the man drew
back.

Fernandez said something to the man in
Spanish, and then jerked back on her hair, running her tongue
slowly up along the nape of her neck.

“Whore,” she whispered. “You are my sex
slave, aren't you.”

“Yes, mistress. I'm your sex slave,
mistress!” she gasped, gulping in air.

She sensed the man was before her again, and
felt him squeezing her right nipple, or rather, squeezing the base
of it, the areola. Then she felt a sudden, sharp sting.

“Oww!” she cried, jerking hard against the
chains.

“Shhhhe,” little sex slave,” Fernandez
whispered, kissing her throat. “He is simply marking you
properly.”

“I-I-I don't – Owww! Please!” she cried, as
she felt another sharp, biting pain to her other nipple.

Fernandez released her hair and she dropped
her head with a gasp to see the man before her was holding a silver
ring of some kind, a silver ring the size of a quarter, and was
sliding it... into her right nipple! She gaped in disbelief,
feeling the slick metal pushing through her throbbing, aching right
nipple.

“I think a proper sex slave should have her
nipples pierced,” Fernandez said.

Amy continued to stare, stunned, as a second
ring was pushed through her pierced left nipple.

They were crazy!

Fernandez reached up to her right wrist, and
unhooked the chain clipped to the post there, dropping her arm, she
clipped it to another ring much lower down. Amy felt herself sway
off balance, and when the other chain was removed she sagged to her
knees between them.

Fernandez clipped the chain to another ring,
so that even kneeling her arms were locked up and apart.

The man rose, his thick, slick cock aiming at
her face. He reached forward and gripped her head between his huge
hands, pulling her forward until her mouth pressed against his
cock. Amy opened her mouth wide, his cock barely able to slide in
as Fernandez dropped to her knees behind her.

She gurgled dazedly as the huge cock slid
heavily across her tongue. And then as Fernandez positioned the
dildo, now strapped to her hips, against Amy's back passage, and
thrust into her, the man pushed forward and his monster cock drove
into Amy's throat.

Amy shuddered and trembled, but the man
easily kept hold of her head as he pushed his his hips forward, and
his cock slid remorselessly forward down into her now bulging
throat.

“Whore,” Fernandez whispered, pumping her
hips in and out, thrusting the dildo into Amy's belly harder as her
hands slid around her body to resume caressing her.

“Slut,” she breathed. “Sex slave.”

Amy gurgled as her lips slid down to the base
of the monster cock, and her entire throat bulged and ached from
the thickness of the cock she had swallowed. Her head pounded and
her eyes bulged as her face was jammed into the man's groin.

“You are our little slut animal,” Fernandez
growled, biting into her ear.

The big cock slowly drew back up her throat,
and finally popped free into her mouth. She coughed and gasped and
gagged as he pulled himself free, gulping in desperate breaths of
air.

“Yes. Our slut animal,” the man said in a
husky voice.

The man pushed himself back into her gaping
mouth, pulling her forward along his shaft, forcing himself deep
into her throat a second time, pulling her face in against his
groin and holding it there tightly as he groaned in pleasure.

Amy felt herself growing faint from lack of
air, her mind tumbling, her head pounding, but the man slowly drew
back and allowed her to breath again, and she sobbed as she gasped
for breath.

“Slut animal,” Fernandez said again.

“Sex slave,” the man said.

Amy's mind fluttered like the wings of a
hummingbird, but one trapped in a cage, taking it nowhere. She
could focus on nothing. No thought came to her but the need to
breath, and the wild dark heat Fernandez was rousing in her
again.

The big cock came free, and she gulped in
air, head dropping as he released her, only to jerk back as
Fernandez grasped her hair.

“Whore,” the woman said. “Do you want him to
fuck you, whore? Do you?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” Amy gasped in a strangled sob.

That would at least keep her from suffocating
as that massive cock invaded her throat!

The two eased back, and she was dragged to
her feet, her the chains linked to her wrists raised once more, and
placed on higher rings. The man moved behind her, and she cried out
at the slap to her bottom.

“Push your hips back, slut,” he growled.

Amy obeyed, moaning.

Crack!

“More, slut.”

Gasping, she rose on her toes, bending as she
could, given the pull on her wrists, pushing her bottom back at
him. She shuddered as she felt him draw the big dildo out of her,
then the massive cock push up between her legs, the shaft sliding
back and forth against her pussy.

Dropping her head, she could see the front of
his cock pushing out, could see it rubbing up against her pussy,
against her clit, as heat swept through her anew.

“Whore,” he growled. “Do you want my cock
inside you?”

“Yes!” she gasped in a daze.

“Beg.”

“Please... please fuck me!” she gasped.

He slapped her out-thrust bottom and she
yelped at the stinging pain.

“Master,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, master!” she cried.

Oh God, this was sick, she thought
dazedly!

Then Fernandez stepped in closer against her,
cupping her breast with one hand, sliding the other down to grip
the man's cock and rub it along her throbbing sex.

“But you are my sex slave, bitch,” the woman
whispered. “Only I can say who fucks you.”

Amy shuddered, writhing between the two as
the man bent and began to chew and suck on the nape of her
neck.

“Are you my sex slave, slut?” Fernandez
demanded.

“Yes! Yes!” Amy gasped.

She cried out at a tug on one of the nipple
rings.

“I'm your sex slave, mistress!”

Another tug and she cried out again.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she cried.

“Again, whore.”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

She felt the cock shifting, felt the man's
hips draw back, then the head pushing up against the swollen,
throbbing lips of her sex.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she gasped.

She cried out as she felt the lips of her sex
spreading wider and wider and wider, then the thick head pushing up
into the mouth of her sex.

“What are you, bitch?” Fernandez
demanded.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she moaned as the
fever mounted.

The cock pushed deeper into her belly as the
man's big hands jerked back on her hips.

“What are you, whore?” the man growled.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

The thick cock slowly pushed up into her
tight pussy, and Amy let out a long, strangled cry of pleasure as
the intensity of the sexual fever in her rose still further. But
then Fernandez drew back, raised the crop, and began to bring it
down swiftly and repeatedly against her nipples, first one, then
the other, then the first. Soft blows, certainly, but given how
achingly sore her nipples were they each produced a sharp
response.

The little pinpricks of stinging pain rattled
her brain as the man continued to shove that monster cock deeper
into her aching pussy. And when he drew back and started to pump,
she thought she'd lose her mind, and didn't care.

“Who are you?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

Fernandez brought the crop down carefully
against her clitoris and Amy cried out in pain, writhing and
twisting wildly.

“Who are you, bitch?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!”

Fernandez bit and sucked roughly at the
center of her breasts, grinding her teeth on Amy's nipples even as
her tongue swept back and forth across them.

“Who are you, slut?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she sobbed.

And then Maria dropped to her knees, raising
the crop carefully, rubbing her clitoris with it, then drawing the
crop back a few inches to strike her clitoris harder.

Amy cried out, the man behind now thrusting
strongly, his hips slamming powerfully into her buttocks so her
entire body shook and shuddered. The big cock driving up into her
took her breath away in a soundless scream with every terrible
stroke, and she felt a tipping point near, then the orgasm hit
her.

It was massive, and she screamed into it, her
entire body flaring white hot as overpowering pleasure stormed
through her mind. Throughout the orgasm that deep, pounding,
plunging cock filled the center of all her thoughts and feelings as
the man continued to stroke, but that sharp little crackling of
sensation coming from her clitoris, where the crop blurred as it
struck again and again, was a strange, shocking, wildly exciting
addition that had her straining and thrashing and sobbing in
mindless pleasure.

She wasn't sure if she lost consciousness
entirely. She thought she might have. She became aware, rather
suddenly, of light and sound and movement, and her wrists aching
fiercely, as she all-but hung from them.

“Slut animal,” she heard Fernandez say.

Amy was beyond speech.

* * *

“Dollar for your thoughts?”

Amy blinked her eyes and turned to see Brad
grinning at her.

“Isn't it a penny?”

He snorted. “Not around here.”

“Just thinking about... stuff.”

“You look a little tired. Getting much
sleep?”

She felt her face reddening slightly, but of
course, he could have no idea of just what she'd done last night.
Nor could he guess. She could hardly believe it herself and she'd
been there!

“I had a late date,” she said, instantly
regretting it.

“Oh, really?” he asked, eyes lighting up.

She knew her sex life, whatever it consisted
of, had been speculated upon by a number of the men around her.
They seemed terribly interested in her in a way she found
embarrassing, but also weirdly ego-flattering. She wasn't used to
being seen as an object of sexual desire by handsome young men. Of
course, there were easily ten men here for every woman.

“Never mind,” she said.

He grinned. “Anyone I know?”

“No. He doesn't work here.”

In fact, Anthony worked for a competing firm,
and she wasn't about to tell Brad anything at all which might lead
him towards her incredibly perverted sex life.

If he only knew, she thought with a sort of
smug sense of satisfaction. She had once thought of herself as the
boring, nerdy girl. She still did, sort of, so all the wild dark
sexual antics Fernandez was involving her in were still quite a
shock to her sense of self. It was difficult thinking of herself as
some sort of hot, sexy girl.

“So, anyway, I was wondering, why do we have
individual brokers for people when we have all these funds we can
put them in? I mean, the people who manage those funds presumably
know what they're doing. Are we supposed to outperform them?”

“Depends. First, a lot of our clients don't
trust funds. Second, to be honest, even the best funds are not all
that special. It's like baseball, where if you hit the ball one
third of the time you're an all-star. Here, if you do better than
the index on any kind of a consistent basis you're an all-star.
Anyway, a lot of our funds don't make a lot of money.”

“So why have them?”

He grinned crookedly. “They make a lot of
money for US.”

“Ah. Of course.”

“They're big and ponderous. They can't invest
in smaller companies, because when you're investing by the billion
you need something with a lot of stock issued, especially if you
want to sell out quickly. There are a lot of smaller companies the
big funds can't go near. And, of course, we provide a personal
touch a lot of our clients much prefer.”

Amy nodded, twisting in her seat as something
on the screen caught her eye. Her nipples throbbed as she moved,
still sore from the other day. Fernandez said they would remain
sore for a few days, and warned her against removing the rings. Amy
felt a sense of resentment over that. She hadn't asked or given
permission for this!

On the other hand, she felt a little thrill
at the thought, and at the sight of them. This was her? Boring Amy
Sullivan?! With pierced nipples!? Wow!

She was a little surprised she got through
the day without any calls from Fernandez, and went home, just like
any normal worker. She examined her naked breasts again with a
sense of excitement, wincing a little as she touched them, then put
on a loose tank top and pajama pants and sat down to wait for her
dinner to cook as she watched TV.

It was a perfectly normal evening, very
comfortable and relaxing. It was impossible not to contrast it with
the previous evening, and the wildness she'd felt there. The shock,
the horror when she'd found Anthony in the room! But oh God the
size of that man's cock had been stunning! It had felt amazing
inside her! Inside her, boring, nerdy Amy Sullivan!

He had fucked her so hard! She could still
remember the solid thump of his big hips against his buttocks as he
pounded her!

Her nipples still throbbed with pain, and she
pulled off the tank top. That eased it considerably, and she
decided to remain topless. The curtains were drawn, after all, and
there was no one there but her.

And there was a certain sensual enjoyment to
walking around topless, with just her thin little pajamas low on
her hips. The men at work would love to see me like this, she
thought smugly. They'd all have big hard-ons!

The next morning, she went to work, dressing
carefully. There was a message in her email when she got to her
desk that tightened her chest. Steele wanted to see her. She went
up immediately, nervous, and a big anxious.

“Ahh, Miss Sullivan. Good to see you,” he
said. “I have a small research assignment I want you to undertake,”
he said, showing her into his office.

“It's an auto parts manufacturer,” he said as
he led her to his desk, surprising her since she had thought he was
making something up for the people outside the door.

He handed her a brief file and she examined
it.

“I think this one is going to make rapid
advances,” he said, giving her a significant look.

“Shouldn't one of the funds be buying it
then?”

He waved his hand dismissively. “Too small to
interest them. It would look very odd if they started buying into a
company like this.”

And then, with a grin, he unzipped his
fly.

Amy gulped, and he smiled again, then pointed
down.

She felt a wave of indignation, but then sank
to her knees in front of him, reaching for his cock.

“Maria says you still have a lot to learn
about how to use that pretty mouth of yours,” he said.

He was propped against the edge of his desk
as she began to lick at him, and he pushed her back.

“No, no, little slave girl. Start gently, use
your tongue. Use your lips to kiss. Don't immediately take it into
your mouth. Tease it. Caress it.”

That, of course, took longer, but despite her
resentment Amy appreciated the instruction. There wasn't a lot she
could do with Anthony's monster cock. It was simply too big in her
mouth, but now Steele guided her, even dropping his pants to show
her how to lick and suck and massage his balls.

“Where were you?” Brad asked when she got
back to her desk.

“Had to talk to a client,” she said.

“You have a client?” he asked, eyebrows
raised.

She flushed a bit. “Yes. Well, actually, a
friend of mine recommended me to him.”

“Ahh,“ he said, nodding his understanding, or
what he thought of as his understanding.

In fact, Steele had given her several names
of good customers they wanted to impress. They were existing
customers whose brokers had recently left, willingly or
unwillingly.

She started making calls, using that 'voice'
everyone claimed was so good. She had the clients' files open on
her screen, their income statements, their history of investments,
and what notations the previous brokers had made. Most of them said
no, but she did manage to interest several in switching some money
into the auto parts maker.”

Then she had to do the hard work of
researching the company and industry to justify why she was buying
it. It struck her as more than a little crooked, since she was
obviously doing things backward. But clearly Steele had a tip of
some kind, probably insider information, and in case anyone asked
why she had bought into a company right before something big
happened she needed to have justification.

She only wished she had some money of her own
to invest.

There was nothing obvious about the company
to merit Steele's tip. It looked prosperous, and the auto industry
was thriving at the moment, and probably would be for some time. It
produced parts for all three North American manufacturers, and did
a good job of it too. So what was going on? She pondered this, then
began to research competitors. That produced nothing either.

“What are the reasons why a company would
make a sudden move on the market?” she asked Brad.

He turned and raised his eyebrows and she
turned as well.

“I mean, okay, suddenly it beats earnings and
has a great quarterly report. But what else?”

“It develops something that will result in a
big increase in sales share, a new product or drug, or gets a big
new customer.”

She nodded thoughtfully.

“Or, of course, it gets bought out by someone
bigger. That's an obvious one for a tech company.”

“Ahh,” she said, returning to her
research.
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Two days later she was nervously shackled
against one of the two posts again, arms locked together above her,
ankles drawn back to the sides and tied in place. That was when
Fernandez introduced her to the vibrator. Aside from that thing the
woman had put on her hand a few days earlier this was her first
experience. This was more than a simple battery-powered vibrator,
though. It was big, looking something like a hand held microphone,
only it was white and plastic.

Amy was already deeply aroused, for Fernandez
had once again worked the two dildos into her pussy and bottom, and
then spent some time kissing, caressing, and then licking her to
the point she was virtually trembling with heat.

Now she moaned, eyes slitted, as Fernandez
turned it on, and it began to buzz, then the woman dropped her arm
and drew the rounded drum shaped tip of the thing up between her
legs.

The vibrations from the thing the woman had
strapped to the back of her hand had been amazing, but these were
like a bonfire to a candle. Amy stiffened, jerking back at the wild
force of sensations they roused, her arms and legs jerking against
the restraints as Fernandez began to rub the thing up and down
against her dripping sex.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped. “Stop!”

“Whore,” Fernandez said with a scowl, sliding
her hand around her throat. “You forgot to say mistress.”

“Mistress! Mistress!” Amy gurgled in a choked
voice.

But Fernandez continued to rub the thing up
and down against her sex as the man looked on, and the wild
sensations began to twist, to shift, to make her lower belly start
to tremble and her nerve endings quiver wildly.

“Who are you, slut?” she asked.

“Who are you, whore?” the man demanded.

“I'm... I'm M-Maria's sex slave!” she
gasped.

Amy had never used a vibrator, and she was
unaccustomed to the sensations pouring through her body even as the
man began to pluck at her nipple rings with his thumbs and
forefingers.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

Her hips began to grind, then spasm
helplessly against the thing Fernandez was pushing against her. She
felt the wild rush of sensations overwhelming her nervous system,
and gasped breathlessly as her nipples burned and her body began to
tremble and shake. Her buttocks thrust back and rubbed up and down
against the post she was shackled to as her entire body began to
shake with the intensity of the sensations pouring through her.

“Please!” she gasped.

Fernandez slid the base of the vibrator into
a slot in the side of the post below Amy's legs, then let go and
stepped back. She said something to the man in Spanish, then the
two left.

But the thing was still pressing against
Amy's pussy, and the sensations continued to swamp her mind. It was
less than two minutes later that the orgasm shook her, and she
cried out in pleasure, twisting and wildly grinding herself against
the machine as the storm of pleasure shattered her mind.

It left her dazed, gasping and half hanging
by her wrists as she gulped in air.

But her pussy was intensely sensitive in the
aftermath, and she writhed uncomfortably at the continued pressure
of the vibrator and the continued buzzing against the twitching
nerve endings below her skin. The sensations were terribly
uncomfortable in their power, but like before, they shifted,
turned, and she was soon grinding helplessly against it again,
gasping and moaning and sobbing as she worked her way up to another
quick, powerful orgasm.

And another.

And another, and then three more, and then
another.

And then still another.

She was only dully aware of being let down,
finally, carried into a bathroom, and bathed. She was exhausted,
both physically and mentally, and wanted a warm bed and sleep. But
that was not in her immediate future. Fernandez made her sit back
on her heels, legs wide, wrists bound behind her, and showed her
bits of wonderfully smelling meat that made her mouth water, and
let her remember she hadn't eaten that night.

What time was it? How late was it? She had no
idea.

“Who are you, slut?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave,” she gulped.

She licked the meat from Fernandez' fingers
as they came forward.

“Who are you, whore?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave,” she said, taking the
next piece.

She ate, drank from a bowl in the floor, then
was led, crawling, back to the bathroom to have her teeth brushed
for her. Then it was into the big front room where she was drawn in
between Fernandez' legs as she sat on a comfortable chair.

“Lick me, slut.”

Amy did just thought, or tried to. Several
times Fernandez expressed her displeasure by yanking her hair,
pulling her up across her lap, and spanking her bottom soundly
before letting her try again.

By the time Fernandez was satisfied she could
hardly move her jaw and tongue, and her bottom was bright red.

She then crawled, as ordered, over to the
man, and was dragged up across his lap. He slapped her bottom
intermittently, but spent much of his time fingering and caressing
her so that she soon began to wriggle and moan despite all the
orgasms she'd had earlier.

“Who are you, slut?” he asked.

“I'm Maria's sex slave!” she moaned as his
fingers plunged deep into her sopping pussy.

He stood up and dragged her across his
shoulder, then carried her, arms hanging limply behind him, up the
winding staircase and into the bedroom. There he bound her wrists
together to the headboard, spread her legs, and tongued her until
she writhed and twisted and begged for his cock.

He climbed atop her, settling his big body
between her legs, then thrust into her, stroking carefully,
steadily, skillfully, riding her into yet another orgasm, and the
start of another. He drew back, then, licking and sucking on her
aching clitoris to rouse her to the heights before rising above
her, forcing her ankles back behind her ears, and then pounding
into her so powerfully the big bed threatened to collapse.

She slept that night in the big bed, between
the two of them, her wrists still bound to the headboard. It was an
uneasy sleep, for Fernandez had stuffed the dildo back inside her,
and she woke a number of times, feeling aroused, moaning softly,
grinding her thighs together. Both Fernandez, and the as yet
unnamed man woke at least once in the night, and caressed and
licked her to panting arousal, only to then roll over and fall back
asleep, leaving her moaning helplessly.

Perverts, she thought weakly.

She ate on her knees, the next morning, a
Saturday, taking food from their fingers as they sat at the
beautiful walnut table. She crawled, leashed, to the bathroom, had
to sit on the toilet while they watched, then had her teeth brushed
before crawling back into the front room. There she practiced her
oral skills on Fernandez once more, while Anthony – she had finally
heard Fernandez speak his name – caressed and stroked her body to
hunger once again.

She knew she was getting better at oral sex,
though her bottom was still sore from the repeated slaps before
Fernandez released her hair. Then she had to practice on Anthony
while he and Fernandez guided her. This time it was Fernandez who
fingered and stroked her, but also her who pinched her nipples and
slapped her bottom at any errors.

She then gave Anthony a lap dance, or at
least, the best she was able, again corrected often by the sharp
snaps of the crop across her bottom, or pinches to her nipples by
Fernandez. Riding Anthony's big cock was simply glorious, however,
and she minded the pain much less than when she was halted for the
corrections, wanting nothing so much as to ride up and down on his
long thick shaft forever!

She was halted before she could come,
however, despite begging, and made to crawl, leashed, around the
room.

“Who are you, slut?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave.”

She could answer by rote now, not even
thinking about it.

“Face down, raise your bottom high.”

Again, the position was getting more
familiar, and she assumed it eagerly, for Anthony was still very
hard. She whimpered in anticipation as he knelt behind her, and
groaned exultantly as he pushed himself into her narrow sheath,
seized her hair and hips, and began to ride her like the whore she
now understood herself to be.

The next day she was chained between the high
posts again, and roused to fever pitch before Fernandez used a
flog, and then a long tailed-whip, landing stinging blows across
her back, buttocks and breasts as she sobbed and twisted and
thrashed in helpless pain – and heated pleasure.

Every time she thought the pain was growing
too much, and she was beginning to become desperate they stopped
and roused her again with tongue, fingers and vibrators, roused her
to the edge of climax, only to resume whipping and flogging
her.

And then came the warm oil, and then Anthony
slowly pushed his big cock up into her ass while Fernandez knelt
before her, tonguing her clitoris.

Fernandez pushed two, then three oiled
fingers up into her pussy, but didn't stop there. As Amy's mind
boiled under the fevered passion, a fourth finger joined them, and
slowly, carefully, she managed to wedge her thumb in and work her
entire hand up into Amy's quivering, aching pussy.

As Anthony thrust harder into her from
behind, Fernandez worked her fist up and down in her pussy and
sucked on her clitoris, and Amy's mind was torn about by the
howling storms of pleasure which overcame her.

* * *

Monday. What a wild, insane weekend that had
been! She was still dazed by it, and found it difficult to focus on
stocks and indexes. It didn't help that Fernandez had picked out
her lingerie. She was wearing a sexy black shelf bra which left her
nipples bare. They had mostly stopped aching by now, but were still
terribly sensitive, and seemed almost permanently erect. That meant
every time her shirt or jacket brushed against them she felt a
sudden rush of sensation.

It also made them extremely obvious even
against her black shirt. Of course, wearing a gray blazer helped a
lot to hide that, but she would have to be quite careful about
opening it, or the views Brad and others might get from the
sides.

She was wearing a nice pair of matching black
panties, but underneath them she had a butt-plug inside her, as
well as an odd shaped device in her pussy. It wasn't a dildo. It
was more like a metal egg, but with a narrow arm which slid through
her pussy lips, and ended in a something the size of a fat thumb
pressed in against her clitoris and the surrounding flesh.

The egg stayed mostly in place, though
shifting around as she moved in ways which gave her little thrills
of sensation. More importantly, as it moved, it shifted the 'thumb'
against her clitoris, and that brought even more sudden, unexpected
sensations. It was, to put it lightly, distracting.

She'd already given Steele what she was
coming to think of as his morning blow job, but aside from that,
and her stiff nipples and the sense of bubbling sexual arousal
which enveloped her, she was doing her best to just do her job.

By noon, though, she was almost as horny as
she'd been that day she'd been caught masturbating in the meeting
room, and when she got an email from Fernandez, moved eagerly to
the elevator to 'have lunch' with her.

She was not surprised Fernandez had sent her
assistant away, and knocked only briefly before opening the door to
her office. Then she halted in surprise, for she wasn't alone. The
person with her was Gerry Ross, the CEO of the company!

“Oh, uhm,I'm sorry,” she said. “I thought you
were alone.”

“Come in, close the door. Lock it.”

Amy stared at her, startled, then, feeling a
soft flush along her cheeks, turned and closed and locked the door.
She turned back, gulping, looking at them look at her.

“Take off your clothes,” Fernandez said
casually.

Amy gaped at her, then at Ross, then back at
her, and saw her eyes narrow.

“Now,” she growled.

Gulping, Amy was shrugging off her jacket
almost before she had a time to even think. It was that voice.
She'd come to obey it at once, and even as the heat rushed to her
face she felt her pussy starting to throb in anticipation. Her
chest tightened, and she blushed furiously as she opened her shirt
to reveal most of her breasts, the nipples quite naked above the
shelf bra.

“The rest. Hurry up, girl,” Fernandez said,
clapping her hands impatiently.

Amy stripped quickly, right down to her skin,
and stood there naked, horribly embarrassed as Ross examined her.
He was not an unattractive man, but he was twice her age. On the
other hand, he was obscenely wealthy now, and there was a certain
attractiveness in wealth and power.

“On your knees,” Fernandez ordered.

Amy sank to her knees.

“Display.”

Flushing, Amy sat back on her heels,
spreading her knees wide as she drew her hands up behind her neck
and arched her back.

“Very nice,” Ross said.

“She's quite bright, too.”

“On all fours,” Fernandez said. “Crawl to
us.”

Amy crawled towards them, face pulsing with
heat, but feeling a rapid buildup in heat between her legs as
well.

When she reached them she halted
uncertainly.

“You see these shoes, Mr. Ross is wearing,
slave girl?” Fernandez said. “They're Italian leather, two thousand
dollars a pair. I want you to bend and lick them clean.”

Was she kidding!? Amy gaped up at her, then
down at the shoes. They were sleek and shining and perfectly clean,
but she knew that had nothing to do with the order. This was a test
of her obedience and her submissiveness, and one she didn't dare
fail.

It hurt her pride, but somehow it also made
her pussy burn as she lowered her upper body to the floor and began
to lick the man's shining black shoes. How had she come to be
aroused by degrading herself?!

Fernandez bent and gripped her hair, pulling
her back up to her knees, then showed her a collar and slipped it
around her throat. She attached a leash, and then handed it to
Ross.

“You will obey him as you have me,” she
ordered, her eyes full of threat. “Do you understand, slut?”

“Y-Yes, mistress!' she gulped automatically,
blushing as she said it.

Ross smiled. “Who are you, slave girl?”

“I'm Maria's sex slave... master,” she
gulped, face heating further.

He shook his head. So did Maria.

“No, you're mine now. Maria is my HR head.
She's the one who recruits for me. She's recruited you... for
me.”

Amy stared at him and at Fernandez.

“You're my sex slave. Let me hear you say
it.”

“I-I'm … Mr. Ross's sex slave,” she said a
little dazedly.

He smiled, then tugged on the leash. “Crawl,
sex slave.”

He walked her back and forth across the
floor. The second time they turned back to the wall she saw
Fernandez had gone, and she was alone with him.

“Let's see what she's taught you,” he
said.

He pulled off the leash and then stood
back.

“Take off my clothes, slave.”

It was bizarre! But she had no choice! She
untied his shoes and removed them, then, at his orders, rose to her
feet, taking off his expensive jacket, hanging it up, then
unbuttoning his shirt and removing it. She slid her hands up his
body to remove his undershirt, gulping anxiously, then undid his
belt and pulled his trousers down and off.

She was amazed at herself the entire time, in
a kind of daze.

Lastly, she removed his shorts, blushing
slightly as his cock sprang out hungrily. It wasn't as big as
Anthony, or even Steele, but it was more than big enough.

He gripped her hair and turned to walk over
to a chair, casually pulling on her hair so that she had to gasp
and crawl rapidly along to match him. He sat down, spread his legs
and looked at her.

“Begin,” he said.

She gulped, then crawled forward, reaching
for his cock.

“No. Start at my feet, lick and suck them.
I'll tell you when to move up.”

Amy stared at him, actually considering
refusing, but the power the man exuded just with a look made her
drop her eyes. She dropped low, and obeyed, licking and sucking on
his feet, his toes, licking her way slowly up and down along the
top, then the bottom, then up along the ankle.

“Up the legs.”

She licked her way up his nicely muscled legs
and thighs, then without further instructions, licked lightly at
the head of his cock.

She gripped his cock, and he shook his head.
“No.”

He sat up and lifted a leather strap off the
table, then guided her wrists together and wound it tightly around
them.

“Just your mouth.”

Not that she had a choice any longer.

He was a patient man, that was for certain!
She spent long minutes sucking his balls, licking them, massaging
them inside her mouth, licking her way up and down his cock before
he let her take it into her mouth. It was the longest blow job
she'd ever given, yet he seemed pleased in the end. She was able to
make him come, and rouse him again.

“On your face, slave.”

She obeyed, of course, not displeased as he
pulled the little sex toy from her pussy and then pushed himself
into her. She groaned, chin against the floor, panting as he rode
her, as his hips slapped against her upraised buttocks, as his cock
pumped hard and fast inside her.

“Who are you?” he demanded several times.

“I'm Mr. Ross' sex slave!” she gasped each
time.

After he was done he told her to get dressed,
then pressed an envelope into her hand. Inside was an address, and
a pair of keys.

The apartment was nothing like the one
Fernandez lived in, but it was several times bigger, and an order
of magnitude better than the one she'd been in, and in a far better
neighborhood further north on Manhattan Island. It was already
decorated, too, in luxurious fashion. The big bed gleamed, solid
oak, and the kitchen appliances were all stainless steel.

Ross was married, she knew, and she
understood, though nothing was said openly, that she was to be his
mistress. There was opportunity in that, a lot of opportunity. But
to begin with she was simply delighted, almost exultant in the
apartment. It made her feel like she'd made it: that she was
someone!

The bedroom was beautiful. The spare bedroom
was something else again. It too had a large bed, this one a four
poster. It also had a cabinet filled with sex toys, whips, chains,
collars, shackles, chains and ropes, and other eye-widening items
of kink.

The next night, Ross showed up, having texted
her to wait for him. He moved like a panther around the apartment,
inspecting everything. She accompanied him, naked, save for the
collar around her throat, and the leather restraints around her
wrists and ankles.

“You are to be wearing them at all times when
I arrive,” he ordered, “Except where I say otherwise. Do you
understand, slave?”

“Yes, master,” she gulped.

If that was what she wanted, she thought, a
little anxiously.

There was a dark heat in her at the thought,
though.

That evening he taught her how to make his
favorite drinks, and she knelt next to his chair as he sipped them
and talked about the company, and how he'd built it, talking about
a variety of strategies for building wealth and keeping it. How
many of her fellow brokers would have killed to be able to sit at
his feet and listen to this, she thought in amazement.

It wasn't all a lecture. He asked her
opinions, and answered her questions. It was a delightful give and
take, made all the odder by her being naked the entire time. Half
the time, in fact, was spent across his lap as he intermittently
spanked or fondled her.

Then they'd gone to the second bedroom. He'd
shackled her, standing up, to the two lower posts of the bed, and
whipped her.

He was kind enough to use the vibrator,
first, to rouse her to writhing pleasure, however. That took much
of the pain out of the whipping, leaving her, however, moaning,
half sobbing, but still aroused as he roughly sodomized her.

She had come violently as he'd rammed himself
up her ass, crying out in pleasure as his body had hammered against
her.

When he'd left, there'd been another
envelope. This one had a car key and a parking space number.

It was a Lexus, dark, sleek, beautiful, and
evidently hers to use as she chose.

And next payday she discovered her salary had
doubled. Not that that mattered. She was getting phone calls from
people who had been told she had the knack, and wanted her to
invest for them. She didn't know if she had the knack, but she did
no worse than the index over that month, and exceeded it the next.
Of course, the hot stock tips she was getting helped
considerably.

Her bonus that quarter was a hundred thousand
dollars!

There was a distinct separation between work
and... and her relationship with Ross. He couldn't have her being
seen coming into his office alone. No one could see her together.
In fact, most of the time she didn't see him at all. He was a busy
man, a hard driving workaholic with a family at home. He only came
to her perhaps once or twice a month.

But when he did he left her sobbing,
exhausted, and unable to work the next day, usually with her aching
from orgasms, and her body striped from whip marks.

Well worth the price, she thought. In fact,
she wasn't even sure it was a price, whether the pleasure he gave
her was in itself, more than enough to balance off the pain.

He didn't always use her himself, at least
not right away. Once, he watched as Anthony rode her with his
mighty cock. Another time he watched as she and Fernandez made
love, writhing together in lesbian pleasure before both of them
crawled to him to tongue and suck his cock.

And then there was the blonde, the other
blonde, one who looked somewhat like Amy, though a dozen years
older. The woman seemed reluctant and nervous, and Amy had to take
the lead, but when she got between the woman's legs and began to
tongue her pussy the woman went crazy!

It turned out she was his wife, and she
sometimes visited with Ross.

Amy didn't mind. She was his sex toy, of
course, his to do with as he chose. But she was fine with that. She
was learning an enormous amount about the business, and making a
lot of money. And someday she wouldn't need him or anyone else.
Some day she would have an office like Maria's, and an apartment
like Maria's, and she would be the one enjoying the thrill of power
as others crawled before her.

Other women, she knew, would have stalked off
in an outraged huff, refusing to submit to Fernandez and her kinky
games, let alone those of the men she later was introduced to. And
they'd probably be working the late shift in a diner serving
poached eggs now, she thought in some bemusement. She'd submitted,
and never regretted that submission. After all, wasn't that the
industry she was in? Stocks and Bonds?

She just enjoyed profiting from more than one
type of bond, she thought in amusement, examining the restraints
around her ankles and wrists as she waited Ross's visit.

 


* * * * *
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