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   Sophie was a girl who considered herself extremely practical in all things. She did not suffer fools gladly, and took life as it came to her, with few illusions or sentimentality about it. Nature was a cruel bitch, and it didn't care about anyone's happiness or sadness. Society wasn't an awful lot better. There were winners and there were losers, and society didn't much care which side of the fence you fell on.
 
   As the oldest child in a family of seven, she was often called upon to exercise her practicality. Her mother was sweet, but not overly bright, and certainly weak-willed, far too weak-willed to stand up to her father. Her father was an alcoholic, and while he wasn't physically violent he had a habit of shouting whenever things went bad. Nor was he much good for doing anything much around the house.
 
   If the roof leaked, he would father rather put a pot under it than go through the effort of trying to fix it. If a jet on the stove failed, well, there were three more. There were sports to be watched, and beers to be drunk, and anything which got in the way of that tended to raise his voice. He worked as a truck driver, when he worked, while is mother worked as a store clerk.
 
   That they had five children attested more to her mother's habit of forgetting birth control, and her father's refusal to have his temporary pleasure put off, than to any real desire for a large family. And the only reason they could afford to house them all was the house her mother had inherited from her parents when they had died long ago.
 
   The house wasn't in nearly as good a state of repair as it had been when they'd moved in, but at least it had been paid for, leaving them to do little more than pay the taxes.
 
   At nineteen, Sophie was two years into her three year course in Accounting course  at the local community college. She'd gotten a partial scholarship due to her high marks in high school, grants and loans from the government, and contributed her own money from waitressing jobs. She still lived at home, however, and was still the most responsible adult in the house.
 
   Her father's  attitude toward bills was that the companies demanding money already had more than he, so they could wait. Needless to say, the companies were often unhappy about this attitude, which resulted in phone calls demanding payment.
 
   It was one such phone call, and a search of the garbage which had brought her here to the State Fidelity Bank with butterflies in her stomach. She was wearing her only 'nice' outfit, that being a straight line light gray skirt, green silk blouse, and dark gray, hip length, double breasted business jacket.
 
   Sophie was no fool. She knew very well that the loan manager at the bank cared little or nothing about their economic situation, and was indifferent to what seizing their house would do to their family. What was more, even if he or she did care, they operated within a set of procedures which focused on getting their money back as soon as possible, had cared even less about who that might hurt.
 
   But before going to college she had played soccer with Taylor Conway, and they had become, if not close friends, at least, friendly. Her father had often come to watch the games, and Sophie had gotten to know him, if only a little. In fact, she had often studied him furtively, for he was the kind of man who impressed her.
 
   While the other parents who showed up were often undignified in their shouting and yelling and cheering, while they wore jeans and too-tight slacks and sweatshirts, Mr. Conway always seemed to dress very nicely indeed. Even when he dressed down, his clothes were stylish, clean, pressed,  fit perfectly and looked great on him.
 
   He was a handsome man, as well, looking younger than his years, with short dark hair, piercing brown eyes, high cheekbones and a firm jaw. He was friendly, but he had an attitude, a man's attitude, which she had so often wished her father had. He did not browbeat or bully, but his voice was firm, strong, confident, as was his attitude. He was a man who knew what he wanted, and gave the impression he could handle anything without getting upset.
 
   Sometimes Sophie had fantasized he was her father. Other times she fantasized he was her lover, her boyfriend. He was what a man should be like.
 
   And very few were. The boys in high school, and the boys in college (she did not consider them men) were juvenile in their antics, sniggering adolescents when it came to women and sex, and aside from swaggering braggadocio, there seemed little toughness in them. Sophie liked a sensitive man as well as the next girl, but not one who cried when he was upset!
 
   Sophie didn't cry and didn't expect men to either!
 
   She had always known that Conway was high up in the bank, a vice president, and envied Taylor a father who could provide all the things Sophie could only dream about. But now, after reading the payment demand from the bank, and talking to her father she had settled upon the only means likely to allow them to keep their house, and that was Conway.
 
   For while the house was fully paid, or had been, her father had come to realize that meant he could borrow money against it, and so he had been doing so for some time, running up the debt while only paying the minimum – until, of course, the minimum became too great to pay.
 
   She had thought she had seen, in Conway, a reasonable man, a practical man, much as she thought herself. Surely she could explain things to him and arrange a reasonable payment. It wasn't like the amount was that huge. It was within her means to pay it back, though not now. Perhaps in a few years, paying a bit here and there, in addition to what her father was paying.
 
   That was a longer time-line than the bank had demanded, but Mr. Conway, perhaps, had the authority to overrule that time-line. Or so she hoped.
 
   His office, when she was eventually shown in, was impressive. The best office she'd ever seen had been one of the deans at college. That office had been about the size of her bedroom at home. It had contained a table for conferences with students, a desk, a few chairs, a credenza and a number of file cabinets and book shelves.
 
   This office was three times bigger. It was a corner office, and the two outer walls were entirely of glass. The desk was enormous, and made of some sort of thick stone, more of a table than a desk, really. The carpet was so rich and thick her heels sank deeply into it as she stepped toward the desk.
 
   He rose, however, smiling, wearing what she recognized as a very expensive three piece suit, came around the desk to greet her, and shook her hand, before leading her to a leather sofa in the corner.
 
   “I must say I was surprised and curious when my secretary said you were calling for an appointment, Sophie,” he said. “Please sit. Can I have her get you something?”
 
   “Oh no, sir. Thank you very much,” she said.
 
   They exchanged some short pleasantries about Taylor and soccer, before Conway got to the point, or rather, asked her to get to the point.
 
   “So what can I do for you, Sophie?” he asked.
 
   Sophie spent a few minutes explaining her dilemma. Conway heard her out thoughtfully, then asked a number of quick, pointed questions. She was not surprised by them.
 
   “Isn't this your father's problem?” was the first.
 
   “It's my problem as well, and I feel I'm better equipped to deal with it.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   She hesitated, not wanting to speak ill of her father. Alcoholism was an illness, after all, though in fact she considered it a mental weakness, as well.
 
   “My father is... ill,” she said.
 
   “Ah, and your mother?”
 
   “My mother is a sweet woman, a saint, but really doesn't understand finance.”
 
   “I see, but you do. You understand the bank is in business to make loans and collect on them.”
 
   “Naturally. But we both know how many foreclosures the bank has already done, and what that's done to the price of houses. All that paperwork, the people the bank has to hire to take care of the house and to dispose of them in a poor market, it would be so much easier to get a reasonable repayment plan instituted,” she said.
 
   “Naturally. We far prefer that.”
 
   “Unfortunately, my parents aren't  able to really keep up with the minimum payments at this time,” she said. “However, in another year, I'll graduate, and be able to start contributing enough to make up the difference.”
 
   “But in one year the minimum will have risen substantially as more money and penalties are added to the principal,” he said.
 
   “I've done the calculations, and believe my disposable income should be more than sufficient.”
 
   “Presuming you get a decent job on graduation,” he said. “Many graduates are getting jobs in coffee shops.”
 
   “I didn't take English, Womens Studies or History,” she said confidently.
 
   He snorted in agreement, steepling his fingers together as he studied her. 
 
   Sophie, in turn, studied him. He was just as handsome as she recalled, his shoulders broad, his stomach firm beneath the gleaming light blue shirt. He was a man who took care of his body. Sophie admired that. A sound mind in a sound body. Her father had a beer belly, and her mother was... pudgy. Sophie visited a gym regularly.
 
   “What you're suggesting sounds reasonable on the surface, Sophie,” he said. “It would involve extra risk for the bank, however, which means, of course, that in the normal course of events, the bank would never agree to it. I do, as you have surmised, have the authority to override policy, but I'd need to explain why I'm doing it. And there is no logical reason for my actions. 
 
   She started to speak and he held his hand up to silence her.
 
   “Putting you on the mortgage as a co-signer would be largely useless as you have no assets and no job. Besides, once a loan falls ninety days late in payment it goes to our loan review and assignment committee. They'll be looking for the entire principal, and have almost certainly already placed a lien on the house. It's true the market is in poor shape, but given the amount owed and the value of your house there's no doubt we could get out money back easily enough.”
 
   “But...”
 
   He held his hand up again, eyes stern.
 
   “But I as a vice president could order them to do it anyway is what you're no doubt thinking. I could, but it isn't as easy as that. And questions would be asked. Am I doing this for a friend, or in this case, the friend of my daughter? That would be considered highly unprofessional, and would be looked at askance by my colleagues and superiors.”
 
   Sophie could see that, and felt her stomach churning softly, for really, Conway was her only hope.
 
   “Now I do like you, but let's face facts. We're not friends. We're really not much more than acquaintances. We don't owe each other anything. The bank's purpose is to make money. My job, a job I'm very well-paid for, is to do everything in my power to ensure it makes as much money as possible. Using my position to risk the bank's profit, even by so much as your loan, merely  to benefit a casual acquaintance would be absurd.”
 
   As a logical and practical girl, Sophie could see where he was perfectly correct. He owed her nothing, and it wasn't as if she and Taylor were even still in touch. She had not, in fact, expected this to work. But it had to be tried.
 
   He gazed at her consideringly, then sat back in the heavy chair.
 
   “Stand up,” he said.
 
   Sophie blinked in confusion and uncertainly.
 
   “Stand,” he said, his voice authoritative.
 
   She stood up hesitantly. Was she being thrown out? That would be rude! Surely he wouldn't – .
 
   “Turn slowly in place,” he said.
 
   He moved his finger at her, circling it as if to demonstrate, and again, she obeyed, however uncertainly, her face starting to flush.
 
   “There are a number of possibilities,” he said. “You don't make use of what you have, very well, Sophie.”
 
   “I... beg your pardon?” she exclaimed.
 
   “You're a very attractive young woman. Oh, you could use better clothes, a better hair style, and probably get contacts rather than those glasses. But even the glasses look rather good on you. They give you an intelligent look.”
 
   Sophie still had no idea what point he was trying to make, and gazed at him in confusion. What did her attractiveness, or lack thereof, have to do with him granting or not granting a loan extension? And it was a backhanded compliment at that. Better hairstyle? Better clothes?
 
   “What are your hours at school? Do you have a part-time job?”
 
   “I... well, yes, as a waitress.”
 
   “How much do you earn?”
 
   She told him and he snorted. “I can think of any number of ways you could earn more than that,” he said.
 
   Sophie stared at him. Surely he wasn't implying anything... immoral!? He wouldn't be so crude!
 
   “In fact, I could use an evening secretary myself. Deidre works eight to four, and I often work until nine or ten.”
 
   The suggestion that she might work for him was startling, and seemed wholly unrelated to his comments about her attractiveness, leaving her even more confused, though with a bit of hope. She wondered how much it would pay to work as a secretary for him. Further, was he suggesting doing so would get her the loan extension?!
 
   “I.. can type eighty words a minute,” she said.
 
   “What could you do for forty dollars an hour?” 
 
   Her eyes widened at the amount, and her mouth at the question. What was he asking?! What did he mean!? She had her suspicions, but surely that wasn't it! He wouldn't be so rude, so outrageous as to even suggest – !
 
   “I have need of a receptionist who can keep people out of my hair while I work,” he said, “Someone with a certain strength of will who can say no.”
 
   “I... can certainly do that,” he said, starting to feel relieved.
 
   “But not to me. I am not a tolerant employer, Sophie. When I give an order I expect it to  be carried out, instantly and precisely. I am not your father. I will not wait while you do something else, I will not suffer debate or discussion or excuses. I am a … hard man to work for.”
 
   She really didn't care about that so long as she got paid that much, and so long as the loan was extended. Sophie was not a girl who expected life to be rainbows and moonbeams anyway.
 
   “And I'm a hard man to please. Do you think you can please me, Sophie?” he asked softly.
 
   What?! What did he mean by that?! Sophie felt herself uncustomary flustered as her imagination questioned his words. There was, her suspicious mind thought, a suggestiveness to his words that her logical, precise, practical side was rejecting as absurd. He was almost as old as her father, even if there was absolutely no comparison between the two men, either physically or mentally.
 
   Furthermore he was happily married, had two children her age, and was in a responsible position in the bank. He surely would not even imply such a – shocking thing!
 
   “I-I'm sure I can do a good job here,” she said.
 
   “Will you do what I say without question?” he asked sternly.
 
   There was that oddness again! What a strange way to phrase the question!? An employee always did what her employer told her to, after all. And if he didn't want arguments, well, he wasn't all that unusual in that preference. He seemed very much the type-A personality, a strong-willed man used to getting his way, after all.
 
   “I... suppose,” she said.
 
   “Don't suppose, Sophie,” he said, frowning. “I am not a man used to arguments or refusals from those under me. I expect instant obedience.”
 
   “Of course,” she said, still flustered.
 
   “I could arrange something, based on preference for a bank employee and your salary,” he said, his face and voice still quite stern. “But I will not tolerate an impudent employee. I expect my secretary to jump when I say jump and run when I say run and not to ask me why.”
 
   What an odd man! But forty dollars an hour! That was more than she'd ever expected to earn as a bookkeeper or accounting clerk! And on top of that she could get the loan rescheduled! She would do a lot for that!
 
   “Move over there,” he said, pointing at the floor on the other side of the coffee table.
 
   Sophie obeyed, turning to look at him, still somewhat flustered and uncertain.
 
   “Jump.”
 
   She stared at him in disbelief.
 
   “Jump!”
 
   She jumped. She felt foolish. But she jumped up once.
 
   He snorted. “Take off those shoes.”
 
   She looked down at her three inch pumps, then slipped them off to stand in her stocked feet.
 
   “Jump.”
 
   She so wanted to ask why!
 
   But she jumped.
 
   “Higher!”
 
   She jumped up, gulping, ref-faced, and starting to feel as though he was mocking her!
 
   “Better,” he said. “When I give an order I expect it to be obeyed to the best of your ability. Clear?”
 
   “Y-yes.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” he said, his voice cool.
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Do you exercise?”
 
   She nodded, and Conway frowned.
 
   “Yes... sir!”
 
   “Ever do jumping jacks?”
Surely he was joking! This was absurd!
 
   “I... well, not really. I mean, I do some Pilates and yoga and...”
 
   “Take off your jacket.”
 
   “But Mr. – .”
 
   His hand shot up instantly. “I don't want to hear that word again. This is a test, Sophie, if you haven't figured that out yet.”
 
   Nervously, she  slipped off her jacket.
 
   “Stand straight. Arms above you, hands together.”
 
   She positioned herself as he had ordered, feeling a strange sense of unreality.
 
   “Now do jumping jacks.”
 
   “That isn't really possible in this skirt, Mr. Conway,” she said in annoyance.
 
   He snorted as he looked at it, and for an awful moment she wondered if he was going to tell her to remove it!
 
   “The girl who sits out front is a reflection on me, Sophie. Do you know anything about the kind of politics which takes place in large institutions?”
 
   She shook her heat mutely and he scowled.
 
   “Get used to answering orally, Sophie,” he said sternly. “You do have oral skills, yes?”
 
   “Y-yes, sir!” she gulped, again flustered by the way he'd put the question.
 
   Oral skills!?
 
   “Open your mouth. Wide.”
 
   She stared at him, then remembering this was a 'test', opened her mouth.
 
   “Wider.”
 
   She opened her mouth, face starting to flush now as he looked at her.
 
   “Now say ahh.”
 
   “Ahh.”
 
   She closed her mouth, scowling.
 
   “I didn't tell you to close your mouth, Sophie. And that is by nature of another warning. Just as I expect the girl who works for me to do as she's told, I do not expect her to do anything unless she is told to do so. I do not welcome initiative in underlings. If I say I want you to stand on your head, then I expect you to stand on your head until I tell you to do something else.”
 
   She scowled. Surely he wasn't going to ask – .”
 
   “Yes, that's right,” he said. “I'm a bastard. Say it, Sophie.”
 
   “P-pardon!?”
 
   “Say it. Say I'm a bastard.”
 
   She stared at him in astonishment.
 
   “What did I say about obedience?” he demanded.
 
   “You're a bastard,” she said.
 
   “Correct. Don't just say it. Believe it. Then whenever I act like one you won't be surprised.”
 
   He stood up and walked over to her, looking her up and down.
 
   “I shall have to buy you something to wear,” he said. “What you're wearing won't do.”
 
   “Why not?” she demanded.
 
   “Because of what I just said about image. I'm the youngest vice president here, and my image is that of cutting edge in technology, ultra-modern in my beliefs about business and economic factors related to profits. The girl who sits out front has to look the part.”
 
   He let his fingers drop to the front of her high-buttoned collar, and slide down along the seam to the point she thought, with an indrawn breath, that he would go lower, but he didn't.
 
   “This librarian look will have to go. I'll buy you something which looks modern and sexy.”
 
   “S-sexy?”
 
   He waved his hand dismissively. “Image,” he said.
 
   His fingers slid through her hair and she started to jerk back before his glower held her in place.
 
   “I'll send you to a stylist I know for a new cut.”
 
   He startled her by taking her glasses off. “Do you need these?”
 
   “To see,” she said.
 
   “Don't be sarcastic. It's not acceptable in an underling.”
 
   “Yes, I need them.”
 
   “Sir.”
 
   “Sir.”
 
   “Contacts?”
 
   “I don't like them.”
 
   “I do, so get them.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   His fingers suddenly pressed against her lips.
 
   “What did I say about that word?”
 
   She couldn't help it. The word came too naturally. As soon as his fingers withdrew she started again.
 
   “But, Mr. Conway.”
 
   She yelped as his hand slapped sharply against her bottom.
 
   “No buts, I said!”
 
   He moved back towards his desk as she was staring in open mouthed astonishment, her hand moving behind her to grip her bottom.
 
   He turned once behind it. “You will receive ten dollars an hour, which will be more than your other job anyway. The other thirty will go to paying your father's loan.”
 
   On the edge of protesting about the slap to her bottom, Sophie felt a sudden rush of hope and relief, silencing her.
 
   “Come here,” he ordered, pointing at a spot in front of his desk.
 
   Sophie hurried over.
 
   “What I want is an underling, an obedient... servant... slave girl... lackey,” he said, as if searching for the proper reference. “Do as you're told. Jump when told. Don't talk back. Don't question. Don't argue. And above all don't start chatting with me about your weekend or your date or what a hard time you had getting in here on the bus. Understand?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gulped.
 
   He put his hands on the desk, leaning forward. “Do you?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   “Do you really?”
 
   “I... yes, sir!”
 
   “Get on your knees.”
 
   She stared, and almost asked... but then dropped to her knees, face flushing.
 
   “Now consider this as an apt metaphor for our positions,” he said. “Do you understand what I mean by that?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she gulped.
 
   What an arrogant bastard!
 
   He came around the desk to stand in front of her, and Sophie was suddenly very uncomfortably aware of the normal subtext of a girl being on her knees in front of a man! Her face began to flush even more as he stood over her, arms folded across his chest.
 
   “Learning not to speak until spoken to is another excellent skill you need to master,” he said. “Unless it is work related and that you are conveying information about who called, who emailed, who is waiting out front, I don't expect you to speak. You will not require me to answer anything else for the instructions I give you will be precisely detailed.”
 
   He looked down at her. “Can you accommodate yourself and your pride to that?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she said, though she was far from certain.
 
   “Can you?” he asked with a smirk of disbelief.
 
   “I... yes, sir.”
 
   He unfolded his arms and his fingers combed aside the bangs at the top of her forehead.
 
   “Hands clasped behind your back,” he said.
 
   She stared up at him, mouth opening, but then remembered, and obeyed.
 
   His fingers tugged lightly on a few stray hairs at the top of her head, hard enough to force her head back. She gasped and reached up.
 
   “What did I say?” he demanded. “When I tell you to do something you continue doing it until I tell you otherwise. Was that not what I said? Do you want this agreement or not?”
 
   “I do!”
 
   “Hands clasped behind your back.”
 
   Heart thumping, Sophie obeyed, and he tugged on her hair again, forcing her head back, then back further, and then further still as she felt her pulse racing.
 
   “Better,” he said, releasing her hair.
 
   He combed his fingers lightly through it, then dropped his hand to cup her chin, raising her head again.
 
   “You're an attractive girl, Sophie. You just need a little work,” he said. “And a little... attitude adjustment. As I said, I'm a hard man. But I think you'll be able to deal with that.”
 
   * * *
 
   Her mind had considered how the meeting might go, but never in her wildest dreams had she imagined anything like that! Was the man insane!? Sophie was still shaken as she hurried from the building. Her mind was churning through the thought of going back to work for him with a sense of anxiety and trepidation. She didn't want to even see him again! 
 
   On the other hand, she would not only be paid enough to take care of her day to day expenses, but she'd be able to put a considerable sum down on paying off the house's loan. She would work there Thursday and Friday evenings from four-thirty until eight-thirty. That would pay two hundred and forty dollars on the loan! The monthly minimum was only six hundred, so with what her father could pay they would make excellent progress on paying down the loan!
 
   And that was just for a week. If she did it four times a month... she calculated it in her head. A princely sum! Then she thought of taxes and social security, of all the things which would come off the checks. Still, the loan should be paid down nicely by the time she graduated, and then she could finish payments easily enough.
 
   She'd have to make sure her father didn't borrow more, though. Perhaps she could get her name put on the mortgage. But that would require she tell him she was making such large payments, and how. Then he'd start trying to borrow money off her. Not that he didn't anyway, but once he learned what she made...
 
   Her mind veered wildly between relief that the house would be safe, and the dangers of working for a crazy man like Conway. And there was still that odd sexual tinge to things. Not that he had said or done anything outright, but it had certainly felt like he was about to while she was on her knees in front of him!
 
   The look on her mother's face when she told her she'd negotiated with the bank and that they would not be foreclosing was worth anything, however. And Sophie resolved to do whatever was necessary – as she always had – to ensure her mother was not so upset again.
 
   * * *
 
   She was mulishly unhappy about having to get her hair done, but had little choice. At least it wasn't going to be dyed blonde! Instead, she had to grudgingly admit, the stylist did an excellent job. Her hair had never looked better, richer, thicker and softer. He'd put some very subtle red highlights in which made her hair look more chestnut than it had, and it spilled down around her shoulders like spun silk.
 
   And she was pleasantly surprised, though suspicious, when she got a text from Conway telling her she need not wear contacts after all. Instead she was directed to an optometrist, where a fussy little man she assumed was gay, had selected a pair already, and set about measurements to ensure they fit perfectly.
 
   They were very stylish glasses, with a slight red tinge that went well with her new hair, and she thought, pleased, that with her hair up, she would look extremely professional and competent!
 
   * * *
 
   Her stomach sank.
 
   It had been fluttering the entire day, of course, for this was her first day at work. She knew Conway would be extremely difficult, and that she'd have little choice but to learn to cope with him, whatever he said or did. No questions? No complaints?
 
   And then this.
 
   It was the outfit she was to wear. The regular secretary was gone when she got there. But the dress was wrapped in plastic on a hangar on the back of the door with her name on it. There was also a pair of shoes in a plastic bag, also with her name. And a pair of stockings!
 
   She had expected the dress, and the shoes, for he'd texted her, demanding her sizes. But stockings!?
 
   They were black, an elegant scroll-work design which looked crocheted. And while they were thigh-high, they were still not high enough to reach beneath the short, pleated skirt of the black dress which accompanied them. Almost, but not quite. The skirt was very short. Though it covered all the essentials, there wasn't an awful lot of room left after that. And there would be a good two inches of bare leg between the tops of the stockings and the bottom of the short skirt.
 
   The shoes were black, and lovely, but stilettos, and five inches high. She'd never worn a heel that high, and wobbled a bit as she stared at herself in the bathroom mirror. Surely Conway didn't want her dressing like this! The only modest thing about it was that the thing wasn't low-cut! It was tight across her chest, however.
 
   Her mind spun as she stared at herself, trying to tug the skirt lower and the stockings higher, hoping desperately that he'd made some sort of mistake in sizing. But no, on checking, she found the dress was her size. And perhaps if worn to a nightclub it would have been appropriate (though she would never have worn a skirt that short), but not at the office!
 
   Your legs will be under the desk most of the time, she told herself desperately.
 
   Except when standing, when Conway could see her. 
 
   The suspicion she'd had about his intentions, a suspicion she'd been trying to deny for five days, reared its ugly head again. The way he'd combed his fingers through her hair, the odd way he'd phrased things, and the slap on the bottom had all given her a very uncomfortable feeling about what kind of services Conway wanted of her!
 
   And it didn't matter.
 
   She thought of her mother, her younger brothers and sisters, and knew that no matter what he wanted, even if it was her 'oral skills' she would have to provide it. She took a deep, shaky breath, then tried another, slower, trying to even out her breathing. What was the worst that could happen? She'd have to sleep with him?  Well, sex was not a fate worse than death. She'd done it a time or two. It wasn't altogether pleasant, but it wasn't going to kill her.  And he was a very attractive man, if somewhat scary.
 
   Resign yourself to the worst, had often been her pessimistic outlook on life, and then you won't be disappointed.  So fine, if he wanted to use her sexually from time to time, well, she would have to cope. That was all. She'd simply have to. It was only for a year or so. Then she could go elsewhere and get a job with more self-respect.
 
   “Are you going to spend forever in there,  Dale?” his voice called through the door.
 
   Her heart sped up, and she tried to calm herself, then, with a final effort at tugging down the skirt and raising the stockings, she turned and opened the door. Her skin flushed as he stood there examining her. He wasn't leering, however, nor looking at all appreciative. He looked her up and down and nodded.
 
   “Adequate,” he said.
 
   Adequate?! Her face took on a look of indignation.
 
   “To your desk, Dale. I will explain this once and once only so pay attention.”
 
   She had to move carefully, however, in the high heels, and then sit even more carefully. The skirt was so short that when seated, it barely covered her panties with perhaps two inches to spare!
 
   He was perfectly proper then, if brusque, in explaining the mail she had to deal with, how to direct emails into the proper folder, what he wanted taken down in messages when someone called.
 
   “No one is put through except the names on that list. Anyone else, take a message,” he ordered.
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   She'd been saying that a lot.
 
   He left, and she set to work, thinking that this was not terribly complicated for forty dollars an hour. That was a relief, in part, but also made her nervous. Why was he paying her so much then? Perhaps for 'other' tasks?
 
   And what was she going to do if he asked for those other tasks? She certainly couldn't afford to refuse!
 
   It was her first night, so she would have been nervous no matter what. He'd been brusque in his instructions, and she wasn't allowed to ask questions. On top of that, she felt flustered whenever she had to take something into him in the short skirt and sexy heels and stockings. It would have been astonishing if she hadn't made any mistakes.
 
   “Dale!”
 
   She started at his voice. He always used her last name, as if working for him had changed their relationship. Well, in a sense that was proper. She called him sir, or Mr. Conway. He should use her Christian name as well. But he used no honorific. She was not Miss Dale or Ms. Dale. She was simply 'Dale”. It was rude, but then, he was a rude man.
 
   And yet, there was something about him that she found darkly attractive. Yes, he was a physically attractive man, but that wasn't really it. It was his... his sternness, his steely will, the power he exuded and the confidence. He was a wealthy man of keen intellect and determination. In fact, he exuded all the traits she really admired in a person.
 
   Her mind had been toying with the idea of sex with him for some time, should he insist on it. The thought left her somewhat breathless, and indignant, but not altogether frightened. She could not help wondering what sex with such a strong willed man would be like, and whether she'd even be up to pleasing him. He probably had high standards, and she had a fairly low level of expertise.
 
   She got up, the butterflies swirling in her stomach again, walked to the door, knocked, waited for him to reply, then opened it.
 
   “Yes, sir?”
 
   “Close the door and come here.”
 
   The butterflies flew faster as she obeyed, crossing the floor in the high heels and standing before the desk, flushed.
 
   “What did I say about passing through phone calls?”
 
   “You said only those on the list sir, but – .”
 
   His hand shot up and she halted, wincing. She was not to use that word. Yes, he'd said that, but it was such an instinctive word to use!
 
   “Do not use that word,” he said, irked. “You were about to say they said it was urgent.”
 
   She nodded and he scowled.
 
   “Oral skills, Dale. Oral skills.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said, flushing a bit more.
 
   “Did I not tell you the other day that I did not want someone with initiative? Did I not say I wanted done precisely what I told and nothing more?”
 
   “Yes, sir – .”
 
   She halted just before she could use the forbidden 'but' word again.
 
   “You are not a fool, Dale. I would not have hired you if you were a fool.”
 
   He scowled at her. “I presume then, that you knew what I had ordered, and substituted your own judgment for mine, assuming that mine had been made without being properly thought through, that it made no allowances for 'urgent' calls.”
 
   Of course, that was precisely what had happened, so she could not very well argue the point.
 
   His hand slapped down against the desk, making her jump.
 
   “I assure you, Dale, that my instructions are very carefully thought out. I do not feel I need to explain them further. They are simple and clear-cut.”
 
   He stood up and came around the desk to scowl at her, then to her surprise, took one of the straight backed chairs which faced the desk and pulled it back a little before sitting down.
 
   “You will discover that defying my orders, or attempting to substitute your own, will always have repercussions,” he said. “This will be the first.”
 
   She stared at him blankly.
 
   “Across my lap.”
 
   Sophie's eyes went wide, as did her mouth.
 
   “Now, Dale. Or were my instructions not precise enough?”
 
   “But – .”
 
   He took her wrist and pulled her toward him. Sophie was not being particularly steady on the five inch heels to begin with and stumbled and half fell across him. She squealed as he shifted his grip on her arm, then gripped her leg high up on the bare spot, quickly pulling her more firmly into place across his lap.
 
   “Mr. Conway!”
 
   Her upper torso was upside down, across the side of the chair, as her legs kicked frantically. Her bottom, however, was directly positioned over his lap, angled sharply up. Her position had, of course, pulled her short skirt even further up, half baring her bottom, but his hands lifted it the rest of the way to reveal her pink panties.
 
   “I shall have to get you the properly matching undergarments in future,” he said, tugging her panties down to her thighs.
 
   Sophie yelped in astonishment, heat flooding her face!
 
   “Mr. Conway!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow!
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow! Mr. Conway!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow! You can't – .”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww! Please, Mr. C – .”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   His hand slapped down sharply across her bare buttocks, but it wasn't the stinging slaps which had Sophie in a state of near shock! She had braced herself for some sort of sly sexual harassment, or even having to have sex with him, but not for this! 
 
   Crack! His hand came down sharply across her naked bottom again!
 
   “Oh!”
 
   Her face was flaming far more than her bottom, her heart thumping in her chest. She was outraged, indignant, shocked, and horribly embarrassed all at once!
 
   “Stop flouncing about and take your punishment,” he growled.
 
   Crack!
 
   “You're hurting me!”
 
   “Children manage to cope every day with spankings.”
 
   “I'm not a child!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “I don't think being over the age of eighteen causes your bottom to become more sensitive and give more pain.” he said.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   Her kicking had caused her panties to slide down to her ankles, and then one of her feet came free. Her glasses had also fallen off as she had twisted and struggled, the world becoming somewhat blurry now. She continued to wriggle, and somehow her wriggling legs wound up straddling his right thigh.
 
   Crack!
 
   She jerked and twisted, flushing furiously, her bottom growing hotter with each fresh blow.
 
   But she was now becoming terribly aware that her position, which she could not easily alter, had placed his thigh directly up against her sex, and as she jerked and shifted, she was rubbing herself against the surprisingly soft, silky fabric of his trousers as it rested on the hard muscled leg beneath.
 
   Conway could pretend this was simply disciplining an employee all he wanted, but Sophie had few doubts there was more to it than that. And the fact she was bent over, her bare bottom right beneath him, her panties now dangling from one ankle made the 'discipline' very sexual to her. Her stomach was churning, her chest tight, and she was filled with embarrassment at her partial nudity, and anxiety at what he would do next!
 
   And if there was any doubt at all about that she began to feel a distinct sense of hardness under her abdomen, which rested directly across his lap! He gripped her thigh again, very near her sex, ostensibly to adjust her on his lap again, before spanking her again, and then again, and then again.
 
   Sophie gasped and moaned and winced at his hand came down on her bare bottom, but she had given up protesting. Her eyes were wild and she was gulping in air, moaning helplessly at the stinging blows, but though she wriggled a little she had ceased any real resistance.
 
   He stopped the spanking, his hand resting on her bottom, resting very firmly on the sore, overheated flesh.
 
   Sophie was very, very much aware of that hand on her bare skin!
 
   “Now, I expect an apology.”
 
   She was gasping for breath, and it took a moment for her sputtering mind to grasp what he'd said.
 
   Crack! His hand came off her bottom only to slap down again, before resting on it again. Her body jerked against the blow, and she felt now how her sex, her bare sex, ground gently against his leg at her movement. The sensation was not unpleasant...
 
   “I said I expect an apology.”
 
   “I-I'm s-sorry!” she gasped.
 
   Crack! “Sir,” he said.
 
   “I'm sorry, sir!”
 
   His hand rested comfortably on her bottom, but did not attempt to squeeze or caress her as Sophie's heart pounded.
 
   “What are you apologizing for?”
 
   “F-for … disobeying you, sir!”
 
   Crack! 
 
   She gasped and her body jerked again, her pussy rubbing heavily against his leg, producing another little rush of … something.
 
   “And for having the arrogance to think you could substitute your judgment for mine.”
 
   “Yes!' she gulped.
 
   Crack! “Yes, sir, Dale.”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gasped.
 
   His hand rested on her bottom again, her pussy, the very top of her pussy, pressing hard against his thigh. Both of these facts began to assume a very high degree of importance in her flustered mind.
 
   “As I told you yesterday, Dale. I expect a certain degree of respect when addressing me.”
 
   Crack! 
 
   “Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she croaked.
 
   “Then we won't see you forgetting again, will we?” he said, his hand firmly on her curved bottom.
 
   “No, sir!”
 
   “Very well,” he said.
 
   His hand came off her bottom, and he helped her to her feet, steadying her as she wobbled on the one high heel she had. She got the other, sliding her foot into it.
 
   “Return to your desk.”
 
   Numb, shaken, she moved around the chair, then bent to pick up the glasses. She flushed hotly as she realized the show that had given him, straightening up with a jerk, turning quickly, almost stumbling again. 
 
   She went back to scoop up her panties, hesitated, then squatted to grab them.
 
   “Don't wear those. They don't match that outfit. They'd look gauche. I'll get you some tomorrow.”
 
   She stared at him, mouth open, her mind reeling, but as she could not protest, she turned, hurrying from the room.
 
   She closed the door behind her, and felt cold sweat on her face.
 
   God! 
 
   She looked at the panties in her hand. She wasn't to wear them!? But the skirt was so short! Not that he hadn't seen everything anyway, the bastard!
 
   She put the panties in her purse, wincing as she slid her hand over her bare bottom, her hot bare bottom. She went into the bathroom and turned her bottom to the mirror. It was red!
 
   He had spanked her bare bottom!
 
   It didn't sound very sinister, but it was incredibly shocking nevertheless!
 
   And what was she to do about it? Complain? Get him fired? Get him arrested? And how would that help her even if she were to succeed?! The bank would certainly not reward her by putting in place the loan extension she was after, nor was it likely to keep her employed.
 
   She hardly noticed what she was doing as she brushed her hair back into place. She wetted some paper towels and put them against her overheated face, then straightened. She went back out into the front room, even more conscious of her short skirt now. Thank goodness she was alone!
 
   He had spanked her! He had spanked her bare bottom!
 
   The shock of it was still echoing back and forth inside her mind!
 
   How dare he!? What an arrogant bastard! 
 
   Yet it had not exactly hurt her, at least, not a lot. It had stung, yes, quite a bit, but already her bottom felt merely a little warm and sore. Her face was warmer! And she was uncomfortably aware that her nipples were very hard inside the cups of her bra, very hard, tingling, in fact. The remembered sensation of baring her all to him, of her pussy grinding against his thighs, made her mind squirm.
 
   It felt unnatural sitting there in the short skirt without panties, and Sophie was constantly aware of the possibility Conway might call her in again for some reason, perhaps to spank her again!
 
   On her bare bottom!
 
   She cringed, mentally, every time she thought of it, the sheer audacity of the man! And she laying helpless across his lap like some schoolgirl, her skirt lifted, her panties down, his leering male eyes taking in her nudity!
 
   He hadn't leered that she'd seen, of course. In fact, it was hard to imagine Conway leering. Nor had he... touched her... exactly, not sexually. She wondered why he hadn't. He must have wanted to. Surely seeing her bare... well, he had seen a lot, she was sure! She flushed to think about it! And remembered how naked she'd felt, how helpless!
 
   The door opened, and a man walked in. Sophie stiffened, though he acted perfectly normally in asking for Mr. Conway. 
 
   “May I help you?” she asked, fighting to keep her voice smooth.
 
   “Mr. Mullins to see Mr. Conway,” he said. “You're new. What's your name?”
 
   “Sophie Dale. I just started this evening, sir. I'll see if Mr. Conway is free to see you.”
 
   She picked up the phone, and pressed the button for the intercom.
 
   “Mr. Mullins to see you, Mr. Conway.”
 
   “Show him in.”
 
   She hung up, feeling a rising flush in her cheeks, for she had little choice but to pull herself out from behind the protective cover of her desk and stand, revealing her short skirt and walk before the man to show him into the inner office. He noticed, she was sure, and she flushed further as she knocked, then pushed the door open.
 
   “Hello, Albert. Something on the Spencer file?” Conway asked from his desk.
 
   “Yes, something interesting, in fact.”
 
   “Come in. Dale, get Mr. Mullins a coffee.”
 
   “One milk, one sugar,” the man said.
 
   “Yes, sir,” Sophie gulped.
 
   She went back out front. There was a very expensive one-cup coffee machine, and she pressed the button for it to start its work. It didn't take long at all. A minute or so later she had the coffee done and went back into Conway's office to find the two sitting in the corner. Conway was sitting on the big chair while Mullins was on the sofa against the wall.
 
   Blushing again, despite herself, she carried the cup across the floor, being very careful in her high heels. As she approached, however, she felt a rising tension and tightness in her chest as she realized that their seated height and her short skirt made for some very dangerous positioning. She couldn't actually hand it to Mullins, for he was on the other side of the coffee table, and leaning back.
 
   “Just put it on the table, Dale,” Conway said.
 
   Putting it on the table required her to step around the love seat facing the sofa on which Mullins sat, and then.. bend over. This didn't expose her to Mullins but it certainly did to Conway! Yet there seemed no alternative, and she tried to get it over with as quickly as possible. Hopefully he wouldn't see anything!
 
   She blushed furiously as she retreated back to her office, her face hot. She hurried into the adjoining bathroom and then anxiously turned her back to the mirror and bent forward about the same distance while trying to see behind her. Her face heated even more at what she saw!
 
   Of course, there was no certainty Conway had been looking, but if he had... well!
 
   She went back to her desk, her chest still tight, her heart beating more quickly. 
 
    Did Conway want her?! Was he going to... to seduce her!? What were his intentions!?
 
   And did she really have any choice in whatever they were? Not if she wanted his cooperation! 
 
   She tried to push back her emotions and embarrassment and assume the cold, logical side of herself she so prized. And measured on that scale, whatever Conway did was small and unimportant compared to his help. So what if he saw her body, anyway? She had a nice body, as far as she could determine. There was nothing to be ashamed of in someone seeing it. It was only western society's paternalistic cultural hangups and religious baggage  which made the body something to cause shame!
 
   So what if he saw her. Big deal. And so what if he did more. Sex wasn't exactly dangerous! And he was a handsome man whose attentions she had once fantasized about. She allowed herself to consider them again, wondering what sex with Conway would be like. He was probably very... fit. His body certainly appeared to be.
 
   On the other hand, sex between the two of them would certainly not be an encounter of equals! He would decide what happened every step of the way. Of course, she was honest enough to concede that would be the case whether she worked for him or needed him or not. Her experiences were limited, and she was not exactly the most assertive woman in the world. It would only make sense for him to be 'in charge'.
 
   Sex with him would almost certainly be far better than it had been with the two boys she had already been with. It could hardly be worse. He would certainly not be the fumbling, eager, half drunken idiots her previous lovers had been. Nor would he blab about it to her friends. So really, there wasn't much to fear there. In fact, if it weren't for how intimidating he was, it might even be something she'd actually choose to do!
 
   She let her mind toy with the image of them in some luxurious hotel room, with a four poster bed and silken sheets, and him, naked, above her, making love to her the way a woman deserve to be made love to. She really ought to seek out an older lover, in fact. God knows she saw little attractive in the boys at school.
 
   Her phone buzzed.
 
   “Yes, sir?” she said into the handset.
 
   “Bring in a damp cloth, Dale. Mr. Mullins has spilled a bit of coffee.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she gulped.
 
   Her chest began to tighten again as she stood up and went to the bathroom. She looked under the cabinet, which of course, required bending far over, and reminded her of what Conway might have seen, then found a cloth and ran it under the hot water. 
 
   She was going back in there, in this short skirt! 
 
   Her heart beat faster as she approached the door, but it wasn't all anxiety within her. She felt a sudden sense of, well, almost adventure, curiosity, anticipation at the idea of baring herself a little to Conway again. He could hardly blame her or call her names when he'd chosen her outfit and taken away her panties, now could he!?
 
   The idea was still embarrassing, but it was embarrassment tinged with a hesitant sense of excitement at the thought. It wasn't that she was an exhibitionist by any means. But the idea of Conway seeing her again was, while still embarrassing, now provoking something else as well.
 
   She took a deep breath and opened the door, then walked across the carpet, carefully. She didn't see any coffee on the table.
 
   “Just there on the floor, Dale,” Conway said.
 
   And there was the coffee stain, about four inches wide, just on the other side of the coffee table.
 
   On the other side...
 
   Conway moved his legs aside. There was space for her to crawl in, but she'd have to be on all fours, and reach under the coffee table. Unless they pulled the table and love seat out of the way, which Conway gave no hint of doing. She felt a growing tension, a growing breathlessness as she tried to calculate some other way of getting at the stain.
 
   She couldn't go around the other side and come in unless they pushed the table back. There was only about a foot of space there.  Mullins and Conway were continuing a discussion related to some sort of contract, largely ignoring her, though as Mullins continued to talk Conway turned to give her an impatient look which made her cringe.
 
   She lowered herself to her knees, thinking perhaps she could ease in between Conway and the table. There was room there, but she'd still have to bend over to get at the stain. Her best chance was to angle herself in under the coffee table. Her bottom should then be facing out into the room, with Conway on her left. She could do it quickly and get out!
 
   Still, her heart thumped and she blushed as she dropped to all fours, and angled herself in under the table, reaching for the stain. She could feel her short hem sliding upward as she bent, to the point she wasn't entirely sure it was even covering her buttocks from the side! She rubbed furiously at the stain, hoping to do it before Conway turned his head and noticed.
 
   And then he stood up! 
 
   “They're on my desk. Hang on a second.”
 
   Her eyes grew huge, and she scrubbed faster, her heart pounding at the sight Conway must be getting, if he was looking. Was he looking?! Surely he was looking! She started to back out from under the coffee table even as she heard his voice directly behind her.
 
   “Here they are.”
 
   He sat down as she raised up, her eyes a little wild, but he was paying her no heed as he and Mullins went over some papers. She got up and hurried from the room, face hot.
 
   God!
 
   She blushed furiously as she rinsed out the cloth, then did another bow, a deeper one, pointing her backside at the mirror. She went back to her desk and sat, feeling little prickles of perspiration over her back and face and chest.
 
   Again she argued with herself, trying to take control of her emotions and regain a sense of calmness as she returned to sorting messages. After about ten minutes Mullins came out and walked past her, leaving. Had he noticed anything? Was he going to go and tell someone about Conway's new secretary, who dressed so sluttily?
 
   She waited for something else to happen, but nothing did. Around Nine, he buzzed her, telling her she could go home. That seemed quite the anticlimax, but she changed and left quite gratefully.
 
   * * *
 
   The dress hanging on the door for her the next evening was also black.  It was tighter across the chest, the skirt in particular was not pleated but straight and tight, though just as short. The stockings were fishnets, with lacy elastic tops which at least managed to hide themselves beneath the skirt. There was also a pair of black panties to go with it. She ignored those, for she'd worn her own this time!
 
   She wasn't about to wear panties he picked out for her!
 
   She had bent over before her full length mirror the other night, and again this morning, pulling her nighty up about as high as she'd thought the skirt was, trying to imagine what he'd seen, what he'd thought. She felt enormously indignant about it all, and yet at the same time, that morning, as she'd showered before school, as her mind had filled with the memories, her nipples had become hard.
 
   Of course, that could have been just her soapy hands sliding across her breasts, but she rarely masturbated, especially in the morning before school, and she had this morning, standing in the corner, legs apart, head back, moaning softly as her slick fingers had caressed herself. And her mind had been filled with thoughts of Conway, of him spanking her, and what he might have done, how that might have ended...
 
   “Dale.”
 
   She almost literally jumped, and then hurried to the inner door, knocked, and went through, standing there with wide eyes.
 
   “Come here, Dale. Close the door.”
 
   Her heart thumped, but she obeyed, and walked across the floor to stand before his desk.
 
   “You did not turn off your computer, nor set the message system, nor turn off the coffee maker.”
 
   “I-I'm sorry, sir,” she said, flushing as her voice squeaked.
 
   “You also misdirected three messages and made five errors in sorting emails.”
 
   She stood mute, heart thumping.
 
   “This job is not a charity, Dale. I expect you to do it properly. I realize you lack experience but you're an intelligent girl and it isn't like what I've given you to do is overly complex.”
 
   “I-I'm sorry, sir,” she repeated.
 
   He stood up, and her heart skipped a beat. Was he going to spank her again, she thought, with a mixture of anxiety and something like anticipation.
 
   “The table, Dale.”
 
   “Wh-what?”
 
   “Come here.”
 
   He walked across to the table, and she followed. It was a heavy wooden table upon which sat crystal decanters of some dark liquids and some books.
 
   He reached to the side and pulled open a drawer, then pulled out an odd looking black switch of some sort.
 
   “Do you know what this is, Dale?”
 
   “N-No,sir!' she croaked.
 
   “It is a disciplinary tool. The rod is flexible bamboo covered in woven nylon. The handle is leather, as is the slapper on the end. Bend over the table, Dale.”
 
   She gaped at him, feeling a prickles of perspiration begin to appear on her face and chest.
 
   “Sir?!”
 
   “Now, Dale,” he barked.
 
   Dazed, she bent forward slowly. His hand came down on her back, pushing her forward much faster so that she gasped as her breasts pillowed out against the cool wood.  She felt him tug the skirt up to bare her buttocks, and her heart skipped another beat!
 
   Then she felt the tip of the … crop... the slapper thing he'd mentioned, tap lightly against... against her pussy!
 
   “These aren't the underwear I had purchased,” he said.
 
   The breath seemed frozen within her.
 
   She felt the tap again, slightly harder.
 
   “Answer.”
 
   “N-No!” she gasped.
 
   “No, what?”
 
   “No, sir!”
 
   “And why are they not the same?”
 
   “I-I didn't think it mattered!” she gulped.
 
   “Did I not tell you not to attempt to substitute your judgment for mine?”
 
   Her eyes widened and she gasped as she felt his hands at her hips, felt him tug the panties down to bare her bottom... and more.
 
   She started to rise but his hand on her back pushed her back into place as she felt the panties sliding down her legs to pool around her ankles!
 
   “As I said, I realize you have no real experience, but I do not have the patience for errors. You will learn quickly because every error will bring punishment.”
 
   Sophie heard a soft sound, like something cutting through the air, then let out a yelp of pain as the crop cut across her buttocks. It was a much lighter blow than his hand had been the other evening, and yet the sting was sharper and deeper. 
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “Remain still,” he ordered.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Please!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Please what?” he said impatiently.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Please, sir!”
 
   “I have considerable acquaintance with English culture, Dale.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “Not so very long ago, they were a very civilized, cultured, and disciplined society.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oh!”
 
   “Now they're a nation of soccer rioters with drunken punks filling the streets.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Do you know what changed?”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Do you?”
 
   “N-No, sir!' Sophie gasped.
 
   “They stopped using corporal punishment in schools. Their young people became impudent, disrespectful and boorish.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   The sharp, stinging blows were rapidly setting Sophie's bottom aflame! They hurt considerably more than the spanking had, and her fingers dug into the palms of her hands as she lay pressed against the table.
 
   She felt a tug at her ankles, then, yelping as the panties were yanked out from under her.
 
   “I prize discipline in the young, Dale,” he said.
 
   She felt the thin shaft of the crop pressed horizontally across her throbbing buttocks.
 
   “Are you going to pay more attention to your duties in future?”
 
   “Y-Y-Yes, sir!' Sophie moaned, panting.
 
   “Good to hear.”
 
   There was a pause, and she imagined him staring at her bottom, at her... privates as she stood bent over, her buttocks thrust up by her high heels.
 
   “Spread your legs.”
 
   Her eyes widened.
 
   “What did I tell you about obedience, Dale?” he growled.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   Her legs shifted apart a few inches, and a moment later she felt the crop, the flat tip, what had he called it the slapper part, pressed against her naked sex!
 
   “I had not thought you that kind of girl, Dale, to completely denude your pubic region of hair. I had thought only girls more sexually active than I imagined you to be indulged in that sort of thing.
 
   Her face flamed, and her body trembled as he let the slapper slap very lightly but repeatedly against her sex, against the top of her sex, or more precisely, against where her clitoris was located.
 
   “Well, Dale?”
 
   Sophie didn't know what to say!
 
   Crack!
 
   The crop drew back and cut across her bottom again.
 
   “Ow!”
 
   “I require an answer.”
 
   “I-I just... it... it looked... cleaner, sir!” she gasped.
 
   “Cleaner?”
 
   She felt the flat leather tip now rubbing against her there, rubbing against her clitoris in a way which was producing a very strange flow of sensations.
 
   A part of her felt outraged, but at least the flow of sensations was far less painful than when he'd been bringing the rod part down across her bottom!
 
   “I must admit it looks cleaner,” he said, the thing continuing to rub against her there, “But I have my doubts about the morality of it. It seems designed to encourage sexual activity, to arouse men and inflame their minds.”
 
   This was NOT happening! This could not be happening, she thought with pounding heart!
 
   “Do you drink, Dale?”
 
   “N-N-No, sir!” she gurgled.
 
   “Wise decision. Sometimes alcoholism is passed from one generation to the next, you know.”
 
   The slapper slapped lightly against her pussy, then resumed its rubbing motion.
 
   “A girl like you doesn't have much going for her, and what you do have could be easily ruined by resorting to alcohol or drugs.”
 
   The slapper slapped lightly against her again.
 
   “Do you agree?”
 
   “Yes, sir!' she said in a choked voice.
 
   “Spread your legs wider.”
 
   The words hit her belly, causing it to clench, and a wave of unreality rolled over her mind. She shifted her stiletto heels further apart on the floor.
 
   “Keep your legs straight, bottom raised,” he growled.
 
   Sophie adjusted her position, thrusting her bottom higher.
 
   “A very attractive presentation,” he said. “Do you have a boyfriend, Dale?”
 
   “No, sir,” she all-but whispered.
 
   The crop withdrew, but a moment later she felt another touch, warmer, and infinitely softer. It was thicker, as well, and her mouth dropped open as she stared at the wall before her. Surely it couldn't be... surely he wouldn't... not just like that!
 
   But it was. She felt the thickness of it, the warmth of it against the opening to her pussy, felt it pushing forward into the mouth of her sex. She moaned dazedly as she felt her sex lips forced in and then back... and back... and back further, until they began to ache at the strain. She started to push herself up, but his hand came down between her shoulder blades, pushing her back into place.
 
   “Legs straight, bottom high, Dale,” he growled.
 
   She moaned as he pushed forward, her mind spinning in useless circles, trying to think of what to do as his thickness pushed forward into her body. She was, she realized, wet, shockingly wet, from the way he was moving, and she felt the hardness of her nipples pressing against the desk as he finally gripped her hips.
 
   “Oh!” she cried, as he thrust forward.
 
   It … hurt. But it hurt in a strange dark way which incited something in her mind, which made her pussy thrum with a strange sense of excitement.
 
   “Oh please!” she gasped.
 
   He pushed deeper, and a moment later she gasped as she felt his hand in her hair, gripping it tightly, jerking it back a little, forcing her head back even while keeping her bent over.
 
   His cock began to move back, then forward. The aching sensation began to ease, but the heat of it was replaced by something else. It had hurt the three times she'd done it before, but that hadn't eased until it had stopped. This eased quickly, though he felt much larger than the boys she'd had. And this different kind of heat, this heat which flowed through her groin and up her belly into her chest was more familiar with the kind of heat she felt when she masturbated.
 
   Only much more intense!
 
   Her skirt was around her waist as he took her, her legs apart, straight, bottom raised as his cock moved in and out of her. She didn't see him, could not have turned her head around if she'd wanted to. All she saw was the wall before her as she felt him moving in and out. She felt his fist tight around the thick chunk of her hair at the back of her neck, holding her head in place, and then she felt his other hand on her hip.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oh!”
 
   He slapped her bottom, even while continuing to thrust into her.
 
   She moaned helplessly, feeling her insides churning, her lower body burning.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ungh!”
 
   He slapped her again, thrusting harder, deeper, so that the head of him felt as though it was punching into the very back wall of her sex.
 
   Crack!
 
   “I can see that our arrangement is going to be profitable for both of us, Dale,” he said from behind her.
 
   His cock was so deep inside her now that his hips could strike her bottom, and did so, harder and harder as he drove himself into her. Sophie gurgled and moaned and gasped at the hard thrusts, the hard blows, and the occasional slaps to the bottom, her mind still dazed by it all. She felt like a whore, and yet at the same time, didn't. For she was doing this for her family, wasn't she? So in that event she felt like a martyr. 
 
   It was a strange dual emotion of shame and a forlorn pride mixed with the churning inside her which was starting to send something like electricity crackling across the surface of her skin. She was panting for breath, gulping in air as she table shook, as her breasts rubbed back and forth below her against the wood, as his hips slapped her buttocks repeatedly.
 
   And then the hand which lay on her hips, the hand which slapped her now and then, slipped down along her bare hip as his other hand tightened in her hair, forcing her head up and back a bit more, making her gasp in pain. She felt his fingers sliding along her lower abdomen, under her, then reaching for the top of her sex.
 
   His fingers felt her clitoris, and she felt them in turn. They began to rub against her as he continued to thrust, as his hips continued to batter her, and produced a hot rushing sensation which left her breathless. She moaned helplessly, closing her eyes, feeling him so deep inside her, so thick, so long, his fingers against her... 
 
   The sensations multiplied, intensified, and then burst over her in an orgasm more powerful than she had ever felt before. She gurgled helplessly, her body grinding and twisting, her hips rolling up lewdly as he continued to pound himself into her.
 
   * * *
 
   The experience haunted Sophie all week.
 
   Conway had done nothing more to her that evening. She had attended to her duties, with only occasional contact with him as he worked on something or other. That night at home she had cried, but in the morning she had masturbated frantically to the memories of what he had done.
 
   And she had been gripped by that memory, those sensations, the wild dark sexuality of it, ever since. She had masturbated frequently, much more than usual, always with variations of what had already happened, and fantasies of what was to come.
 
   She was outraged at him, ashamed of herself, that she had let him use her like that, just... just use her! No wining and dining, no romancing, no seduction. He had simply … just done her! As if she hadn't any say in it, as if she was a possession who must obey!
 
   And in a way, she supposed, she was.
 
   She didn't feel overly traumatized by what had happened. She had more than half expected something like it since he'd hired her, though she hadn't expected him to just do her like that without even trying to seduce her.
 
   And she hadn't expected to have a massive orgasm either!
 
   As Thursday approached she became more anxious, and could not sleep Wednesday night. She told no one, of course, of her anxieties about her new job. When she arrived, there was another dress on the back of the door, a white one. She felt a flare of resentment at how much he was so casually spending to dress her up as a sex doll. Rich bastard!
 
   The dress was nice, like the others, high necked, though with a stylish opening below the neck and above the breasts. It had a gold chain around the waist, and, aside from the shortness of the skirt, was a dress she could easily have seen herself buying and wearing.
 
   The heels were white, and even higher, if possible, than the other ones. There was no lingerie and no stockings, so she wore her own underwear.
 
   She wondered how long she'd keep them.
 
   She castigated herself for coming back, but at the same time, she knew she had no choice. So as she had that evening, a part of her felt like a whore and the other part felt like a noble victim. And all of her was breathless with anticipation and tension.
 
   She sat down and started going through the emails, sorting them into different folders, but the tension continued. The phone rang frequently at first, and she took messages. Then, as it had the previous week, everything tailed off as people went home.
 
   “Dale, coffee,” he called.
 
   She glared at the wall, then got up and made him coffee as she felt the tension rise within her. She opened the door and carried it through to where he sat behind the desk, nervous, anxious, and filled with a dark anticipation.
 
   “You forgot to knock,” he growled.
 
   “Sorry,” she said.
 
   He frowned. “Sorry sir,” he said.
 
   “Sorry, sir,” she said, flushing.
 
   She put the coffee down.
 
   “White becomes you,” he said, looking at the dress.
 
   “It's not my color,” she said, feeling a flare of resentment.
 
   “No? Then take it off.”
 
   She froze, and her chest locked.
 
   “Now.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   “What did I say about that word?!”
 
   Gulping, her face flushing, Sophie felt the breathlessness growing as her stomach began to churn. She reached behind her and unhooked the back clasp, then unzipped it. Blushing furiously, she drew the dress forward over her shoulders and down her arms, then pushed it down over her hips and stepped out of it.
 
   “Fold it neatly and put it on the chair,” he said.
 
   Sophie obeyed, feeling a little dizzy.
 
   “I didn't buy you undergarments this time because I didn't intend you to wear any. Remove those.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   His eyes hardened and Sophie stopped. Heart pounding, she stood staring at him for long seconds.
 
   “Now, Dale.”
 
   She reached behind her as if in a dream and popped the clasp of her bra, then slid it forward over her head. A hot surge of humiliation flowed through her, but it was not alone. There was something else, something even hotter, and darker. And it held a sense of anticipation and hunger.
 
   “The panties,” he said.
 
   She blushed even more hotly, then turned and slipped them down, squatting a little, stepping out of them, then turning, with one hand over her pussy and the other arm across her breasts.
 
   “Are you ashamed of your body, Dale?” he asked casually.
 
   She fought to control her breath enough to speak.
 
   “Answer.”
 
   “I-I.. no, sir,” she squeaked.
 
   “Then put your hands behind your neck and arch your back. Let's see what you have so I can make my own proper judgment.”
 
   And slowly, Sophie obeyed. She flinched as he stood up, and again as he drew out the riding crop. He moved around her, then she felt his hands on her elbows, drawing them back further.
 
   “Head back,” he said.
 
   He moved around in front of her again, and the crop pushed between her trembling thighs.
 
   “Legs apart,” he ordered.
 
   She obeyed, gasping as the thing slapped at her thigh, then it pushed in... and up, and she moaned as the thin shaft forced its way up against her pussy, then between the soft lips.
 
   “You have a fine body, Dale,” he said. “A very valuable commodity you should learn how to trade in.”
 
   The slender shaft was now sliding in and out, while pressed up against her sex. The front was angled down which meant that it was rubbing directly across her clitoris as she stood in place.
 
   “Not many people have the ability to be so well-rewarded for doing something they enjoy. Women are all sitting on their fortunes, especially the attractive ones like you.”
 
   He reached out and took her glasses off, placing them on the table.
 
   “Much better,” he said.
 
   He continued to rub the shaft up and down against her as Sophie's pussy began to thrum wildly, her stomach churning and her mind fluttering. But then he withdrew it, bringing the flat tip up against her breasts, against her nipples.
 
   “Do you consider it immoral to trade what you have for money, Dale?”
 
   The soft leather rubbed against her tingling nipples, then after some seconds, slapped stingingly at one.
 
   “Answer,” he growled.
 
   “I-I don't know... what you mean... sir!” she said in a strangled voice.
 
   “Of course you do,” he said, slapping at her nipple again, then again, then again.
 
   “Men want to see you, to have sex with you. They're willing to pay you highly for the privilege.”
 
   “I'm... not a … a ...”
 
   “Whore? Of course you are.”
 
   She flushed.
 
   “We all are, in the end. We all trade out time, our talent, for money.”
 
   “Not...”
 
   He raised an eyebrow, rubbing the leather against her nipple.
 
   “Not what?”
 
   “Not our bodies,” she gulped.
 
   He slapped the slapper against her nipple, and she winced.
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “Not our bodies, sir!” she gasped.
 
   “When I was in Burma last month, I watched the dockworkers. They'd pick up a heavy sack of grain, put it on their shoulders, and walk up the gangway onto the deck to toss it below, then go get another. They'd do this again and again and again. Amazing strength and endurance.  They were trading the strength of their bodies for money. Women haven't strength, but they have beauty.”
 
   His other hand raised and for the first time, touched her, sliding up her chest and caressing her breast as he looked down at her.
 
   “On your knees, Dale,” he said softly.
 
   She sank to her knees with a gasp.
 
   “Keep your hands in place, elbows back, chest out.”
 
   She stiffened into position as she watched him unzip his trousers. The view was a little blurry, even up close, but her eyes widened as he drew himself out. He was not entirely hard, but he rubbed himself against her face, and quickly hardened.
 
   She flinched as he rubbed himself back and forth across her lips.
 
   “Open your mouth.”
 
   She obeyed and he pushed himself into her, across her tongue, filling her mouth, forcing her mouth wider than she had initially opened it.
 
   “Hands back,” he barked.
 
   She kept instinctively reaching for him, but he didn't want that. She sucked at him as he began to slowly pump in and out, wincing as he gripped her hair in a thick mass in his fist and used it to draw her forward. Several times she felt like gagging as he pushed too deep, and she jerked her hands down, only to have him order them back in place.
 
   “Stand up, Dale,” he said, drawing himself out of her mouth.
 
   Panting for breath, she pulled herself to her feet, arms back, chest out.
 
   He went to the dress and pulled the gold chain off.
 
   “Arms down and behind your back.”
 
   Blinking, she dropped her arms somewhat gratefully. He drew them further back, the gold chain going around them. Then she felt the chain tightening, gasped as her arms were forced further back. The chain was just above her elbows, though it slid down slightly as both arms were forced together. Her arms crossed each other at the elbows, and the chain locked them in place.
 
   “On your knees.”
 
   She dropped back to her knees, heart pounding, and he seized her hair again, then pushed his cock into her mouth.
 
   “You have much to learn. I have much to teach you. I will educate you so that you might sell your skills for a higher price next time.”
 
   She stared at him dazedly.
 
   “You are going to swallow every inch of this,” he said, as he pushed himself deep into her mouth.
 
   “You are going to get used to doing that, so that you can do it with ease, to myself or any other man. It will add to your value.”
 
   He pulled her forward by the hair, and she gagged as the tip of his cock pushed into her throat. Her arms pulled suddenly, wildly, against the chain, but to no avail.
 
   He eased back.
 
   “Swallow it as if it were just another piece of meat. This is all mind over matter. You swallow meat all the time.”
 
   He pushed forward, and then the entire head pushed into her throat. Sophie felt her eyes water as she gagged, but he didn't draw back this time. He pushed forward, pulling at her hair, forcing her forward against him as his cock was forced deeper into her throat. She twisted and jerked, at first, desperately, only to find her face pressed firmly against his groin and his cock buried in her mouth and throat.
 
   She fought to control her stomach, and her fear at being unable to breath. He held her there easily as she wriggled and twisted, held her as he ordered her to keep still, as her head pounded and her chest began to burn. Finally, and only when she obeyed and was still, did he draw himself back out of her throat to allow her to gulp in desperate breaths of air once again.
 
   The second time was easier. And by the time he had pushed himself down her throat twenty or thirty times she was almost used to it, and oddly pleased, now that the frantic, desperate gagging part was done.
 
   She, Sophie Dale, a deep throat artist, she thought with something close to wonder.
 
   Of course, there was more to it than that, as he taught her how to suck on his balls, how to use her lips and tongue, how to tease the head and the scrotum. She had given blow jobs before about six or seven times, but this one time took much longer than all combined.
 
   There was no question of not swallowing when he came, for he was buried to the balls in her throat when that happened.
 
   “Your blushing is cute, but shyness is not going to earn you any money,” he said. “You need to get used to people seeing your lovely body. Go stand in the corner.”
 
   She blinked dazedly up at him and he drew her to her feet by the hair, marching her over to the corner, where the glass walls met. He pulled back on her hair so that her back was slightly arched, and kicked her ankles apart, then stood here there, inches from the glass walls looking out at the darkening city.
 
   “Now stay there for a while.”
 
   It was not quite full dark out. Sophie could see the lights in the windows of the nearby towers, however, some of them not all that far away! She could see, in the building across the street, people sitting at desks working, and her heart thumped as she thought of them turning, looking out the window and seeing her there, right up against the windows!
 
   She eased back slowly, licking her lips anxiously, her chest still rising and falling heavily from the strenuous oral sex lessons Conway had put her through. Her mind was still filled with a shocked sense of amazement that this could actually be happening to her, and in a busy office building!
 
   He moved surprisingly quickly, and she gasped as he gripped her hair and jerked her head up and back as he slapped her bottom.
 
   “No,” he said. “Don't move back. I want your nipples within an inch of the windows.”
 
   He pushed her back forward, his right hand coming around to roughly cup her breast.
 
   “Legs apart, shoulders back,” he ordered in a firm tone she could not imagine disobeying.
 
   He released her hair and went back to her desk, leaving her like that, heart thumping even more loudly as her eyes flitted from window to window across the street, then down onto the street below, then at other buildings. Of course, anyone seeing her would not be able to make out her features well enough to actually recognize her. Even if they knew her, which was extremely unlikely.
 
   But that didn't make the thought of being spotted any less anxiety-producing!
 
   The minutes ticked slowly past. She regained her breath, but her heart continued to pound from the worry that someone would either see her, or walk into the office. She knew the outer door was unlocked, and she certainly hadn't locked the inner! Her arms pulled at the chain binding them. How bizarre this was to be... to be chained up like this naked! Who did things like this!?
 
   She should... she should... do something! But what!?
 
   More minutes ticked by. She turned her head furtively, eying him at work, still overwhelmed, and somewhat in disbelief at finding herself engaged in this sort of wild sexual experience!
 
   And then he was behind her again, gripping her hair, though loosely.
 
   “Do you know what I have for you, Dale? It's a reward for good behavior. Think of it as an employee incentive.”
 
   He held it up and she stared at it with widening eyes. It was... a phallus, a cock, a very realistic looking silicon cock complete with veins and mushroom head. It was thicker than his, and longer – It must have been nearly a foot! She stared at it with a sense of appalled fascination. Of course, she knew what a dildo was, but she'd never actually had one.
 
   “Lick it. Lick the head,” he said.
 
   He held her hair firmly behind the neck as he rolled the head of the thing along her lower lip. 
 
   Sophie tentatively licked at it.
 
   “It's not an ice cream cone. Lick it like you mean business.”
 
   Sophie licked again, letting her tongue slowly trail around the head, then down beneath, feeling  embarrassed but also... something else.
 
   She was not surprised when he pushed it forward into her mouth. She had to widen her lips considerably, and moaned around it, for it was quite thick. It didn't quite feel like a real cock, but the texture was not unlike one. He pumped it slowly in and out of her mouth, through her taut lips, then slowly drew her head back, then back more, until she was staring up at the ceiling.
 
   “Just swallow.”
 
   She moaned around it, staring down the long shaft as he pushed it down further, as the head pushed into her throat, and the shaft followed, the whole long thing sliding down into her mouth until only his fingers remained. She could feel it filling her throat, down past her throat and into her chest!
 
   His firm body was pressed into her from behind, and she stumbled weakly, arched back as he drew the long length back up, then halted and pushed down again. She stared, heart pounding, chest starting to burn, as he pumped it slowly up and down in her mouth and throat. When he slowly drew it out she coughed violently and saliva dripped over her lower link and down her chest as she gulped in air.
 
   “That's it. Good,” he said. “You're learning. “We'll make something useful out of you yet.”
 
   He pushed it back into her mouth and down her throat, then pumped it again, faster this time, as Sophie trembled and wriggled against the lack of breath. He drew it back, allowing her to breath, then inserted it again, and then again. She was dazed and light-headed by the time he seemed satisfied and ordered her to kneel.
 
   He released her hair and she half fell to the floor, still gasping for breath. He lowered himself behind her, and told her to sit on her heels. As she did so, however, she saw his hand come down between her legs, with the dildo in it. She gasped as she felt it against her pussy, but sank down, feeling it slowly penetrate her and then slide up inside.
 
   “Oh!” she gasped weakly.
 
   It was so thick!
 
   But her trembling legs sank her quickly until she was sitting on her heels, the dildo inside her, or at least, something close to half of it.
 
   “Spread your legs.”
 
   He didn't wait, but gripped her right leg, pulling it far open so the tendons in her thighs ached and stretched.
 
   “Now kneel like that, and keep your back straight,” he ordered.
 
   She dropped her head a little but a sharp jerk on her hair forced it up and back before he returned to his desk.
 
   She was his, she conceded to herself morosely, his to do with as he chose. She could not refuse, could not complain. She needed him too much. She felt a sense of depression at that. What more would he do to her? 
 
   On the other hand, another side of her said, it wasn't like there hadn't been elements of incredible pleasure in what he'd done so far. She had never come like she had with him. Nor was it really deniable, at least to herself, that the feel of the thick, slick dildo inside her was... oddly pleasant. Or perhaps that was the wrong word. Some recently awakened side of her mind, a dark, sexual side, seemed to glow at the feel of how stretched she was around it.
 
   Her heels were starting to ache, though, or more properly, her feet. They were bent back, the balls of her heels supporting all her weight so that the front part of her feet burned. The longer she knelt like that the worse it got, and she soon had no choice but to somehow alter her position.
 
   She groaned helplessly, her arms still chained together, then eased her heels slowly aside, trying to shift her position. She succeeded, but holding herself up soon proved impossible. She felt herself sinking lower, more of the thick dildo pushing up through the taut lips of her sex and into her abdomen. 
 
   The feel of it, the deeper penetration, started to make her thrum, and she felt the way her pussy welcomed it as heat started to flow up through her belly.
 
   She had to straighten her feet! They ached too fiercely! And so she did, slowly, hesitantly, with Conway apparently taking no notice. She wound up with the backs of her feet pressed against the carpet below her. But that, of course, lowered her heels by some inches, and dropped her further down the length of the dildo.
 
   Which ached, but in a strange dark deliciously exciting way.
 
   She looked out the window anxiously. It was getting darker, and she would be seen more easily, though back-lit. Perhaps no one would be able to tell she was naked.
 
   She groaned as the tip of the dildo seemed to press more heavily against what felt like the back wall of her pussy. The aching grew worse, but the heat grew as well. This was so bizarre!
 
   He stood up, and she jerked her head around, feeling her pulse rising. He walked over to her, stood behind her, and she looked up and back in some alarm. Then she felt his hand on her head, tilting her head back even further. His cock was there, and he slid it into her mouth. She moaned and sucked the soft flesh, and it hardened rapidly.
 
   He did not speak. He simply let her work on him, and when he hardened, pushed himself slowly down into her throat until he was buried in her trembling body. He eased up a little, then pumped slowly  in and out for half a minute as she gurgled weakly.
 
   He pulled back, and she swayed and coughed as he released her hair. Then he was behind her dropping down onto his knees. She felt him gripping her hair, forcing her to rise.
 
   “Spread your feet wider.”
 
   She complied as his knees pushed in between them, pushed in under her, and then she felt his spit-wet cock against her, first against her buttock, then.
 
   “Oh! Oh no! Please, sir!”
 
   “Be quiet, Dale. I told you I wanted no complaints,” he growled as his cock pushed harder against her back opening.
 
   “But I've never – .”
 
   “Then it's time you did.”
 
   She gasped as he pulled down on her hair, her weight aiding him as she slowly sank down. The pressure against her back opening mounted, and then, slowly, his thick cock began to push through her sphincter. 
 
   He held her hair tightly, his other hand reaching around her waist, gripping the base of the dildo, thrusting it into her hard so that she cried out in shock.
 
   “It's too big!” she cried.
 
   He ignored her, and she felt herself sinking deeper onto his cock, felt it slowly forcing its way up the length of her back tube Sophie whimpered and moaned and gulped in air, but was not in control of what was happening, and could only experience it as his cock sank deep into her bottom.
 
   He pumped the dildo in her pussy, often jamming it in painfully deep so that she felt cramps from behind her and aching from in front, though of course, both were actually deep inside her abdomen.
 
   “Please,” she gasped.
 
   The finger gripping the dildo now began to stroke rapidly against her clitoris. Sophie gulped in air repeatedly, still trying to hold herself up a little. But each time she raised up an inch or two he would pull down on her hair to slide her back again, and she realized he was merely allowing her to slide up a bit so that she would impale herself further when he pulled her down.
 
   He leaned in, chewing and kissing along the nape of her neck as she wriggled and trembled and moaned. She squealed as he bit the underside of her ear, moaned as his cock pushed into the very deepest part of her ass, gasped as his fingers stroked against her clitoris. Then her buttocks were firmly pressed against his thighs, his cock lodged deep inside her.
 
   His fingers worked the dildo in and out, rubbing across her clitoris with every stroke. She couldn't even see through the windows any more because the light in the room was so much brighter than that outside. She had a wild vision of people congregating against windows watching her.
 
   But there was nothing she could do about it, nothing she could even think about doing about it, but to surrender and accept whatever he wanted.
 
   She did so, and despite the dark embarrassment and ache, felt her body starting to exult in the sensations flowing up from her lower belly. The deep penetration in her pussy felt delicious, but, oddly, the up and down movement on his cock, the one in her ass, felt even more darkly arousing.
 
   God! God! God! This was insane!
 
   “Ride me. Ride up and down,” he ordered.
 
   He released her hair. She'd already been moving up and down in a haphazard way, with her instinctively trying to pull herself up, and him tugging back on her hair. Now she had to move purposefully, and her mind squirmed away from it even as she did it. The feel of the deeply penetrating cock was strange, and she felt surreal as she worked her legs to slowly ride up and down.
 
   But pleasure was mounting inside her, a dark, fierce pleasure, as his fingers stroked her clitoris, and the dildo pumped inside her, as he caressed her breast and fingered her nipples. There was no morality in what she was doing, yet no immorality, in a strange way. For she was merely obeying his orders. 
 
   There was a terrible embarrassment, but her flushed face was due more to the spiraling wall of dark excitement rippling along her spine. God, she was doing this!
 
   The sensations of being so full, of having the two cocks inside her, one real, one not, fed her heat as she felt it rising to a level where she literally trembled from the intensity of the pressure she was building up inside herself. She was amazed the one in her ass did not hurt, at least, not really. It ached, deep inside. It gave her cramps when at its deepest, but as perverted as it was, as what she was doing was, she felt her mind feeding off it.
 
   Panting, moaning, gasping, she rode up and down on his cock, taking it deep into her ass with every downward stroke, as his fingers rubbed at her clitoris and the other dildo ground and twisted deep within her belly. It was all impossible and sick and wild and shocking, and her overwhelmed mind could not properly function as it was baked by the dark feverish heat.
 
   And then she came, arching violently, gasping, eyes and mouth widening as she jammed herself down harder, faster, all the air within her rushing out of her lungs in a long, gurgling wail of animal pleasure! She impaled herself again and again, crying out each time the head of his fat cock punched into the deepest pit of her back passage.
 
   The orgasm slowly faded, robbing her of energy, leaving her limp. She groaned as he rolled her over sideways and her breasts pillowed out against the soft rug. He spread her legs, sliding atop her, continuing to thrust into her as his lips sought her throat, his fingers pulling aside her hair. She grunted and gasped and moaned as he thrust himself deep again and again, then finally buried himself once more and lay still.
 
   * * *
 
   She was allowed to dress, and finish her work before leaving.
 
   “I'll expect you the same time tomorrow. Be punctual,” he said, neither face nor voice giving any indication she was more than a temporary secretary or receptionist.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she replied, still somewhat dazed.
 
   She took the elevator down and walked out onto the street, then turned and looked up, amazement still filling her at the way her life had shifted tracks.
 
   Tomorrow. She would come back tomorrow, and then next week, and again, and again. And what would he do to her when she did? She knew one thing, she was not going to emerge from this as the same person she'd been when she started. Already she felt her attitudes changing, her views of morality and sex altering. 
 
   A year she had to do this. A year of this. What kind of a girl would she be like in a year?
 
   She hurried to catch the subway. She had school tomorrow.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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