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My job is to take notes and dictation. Why,
you might ask, would this even be a job in this day and age? Why
isn't everything simply recorded? And the answer is that the rich
and powerful have better things to do with their time. They aren't
going to dictate into a computer when every third or fourth word
will be misspelled or misplaced and have to be corrected. And they
certainly aren't going to take notes at meetings.

They have unimportant people to do things
like that. You know, like me.

It's a little disheartening to have to admit
this, but after four years at university and an honors degree in
Renaissance literature, my most valued skill is shorthand, which I
learned for a part-time summer job my freshman year.

Shorthand didn't get me a job, but it did get
me hired on a piecework basis through an agency. When a company was
going to hold a meeting and wanted minutes kept, the agency would
dispatch one of its anonymous drones – that's me – to sit in on it,
take notes, and then go home and transcribe those notes before
emailing them to the agency.

This actually paid reasonably well because
not many people seemed to know shorthand any more, or at least,
weren't very good at it. I'm quite good.

My first introduction to Nathan Allen came
when I arrived at the corporate offices of Jameson Industries where
I was to take notes for a meeting. The office was a typical and
anonymous tall building in lower Manhattan and was reached, as far
as I could see, through the doors on Cooper Street and only those
doors.

That was important because there were
protesters in front of those doors and they didn't seem inclined to
let anyone through. From the signs, it appeared they were
protesting against global warming. I had no idea what this had to
do with Jameson Industries, nor even really what Jameson Industries
was or did.

All I knew was I needed to get in there or I
wouldn't get paid and my agency would be royally ticked off at
me.

The thought of pushing my way through didn't
even enter my mind. I weigh little more than a hundred and ten
pounds. No, I'm not anorexic. I just got lucky in my DNA.

On a warm summer day if I was wearing
something flattering I might be able to bat my eyes, look sad, and
persuade one of the men to let me through. This was not such a day.
It was November. It was windy and it was cold. Snow squalls were
blowing through, and I was wearing a parka with the hood up. Even
so, the wind was blowing in my face if I turned in the wrong
direction, so I'd removed my glasses.

I can see fine without them – mostly. I can't
read anything up close, though, and anything closer than about as
far as my arm can reach will be get increasingly blurry the closer
it moves to my eyes.

So I was standing there freezing my ass off
watching a group of several dozen people marching around and
chanting and refusing to let anyone by. I think everyone was
waiting for the NYPD to show up and otherwise enjoying the
spectacle.

That was when a black limousine stopped at
the curb. Like many, I turned my eyes to it with a sense of vague
jealousy. Oh, to be a person driven around in a warm, comfy
limousine, with all the wealth and privilege that suggested.

The door opened the instant it stopped and a
man got out. He was tall and broad shouldered, wearing a gray wool
overcoat. He was a deep chested man, somewhere near or past forty,
with short dark hair, a broad face with square jaw, and dark,
scowling eyes which were trained upon the mob at the doors.

He carried a briefcase as he got out, threw
the door closed behind him and started to walk briskly to the
doors. The closer he got to the demonstrators the more I amended
his height. He was easily a head taller than the tallest protester,
and looked like a full sized SUV bearing down on a group of economy
cars.

Since I was standing rather close to them I
could see his face as he approached. It didn't even look as if he
noticed them, but instead was looking past them to the doors.

“The rise of world CO2 levels is a threat to
the – .”

That was about as much as the man in front of
him got out before the big man simply walked through the
demonstrators. He didn't seem to move his arms or anything. He
simply kept walking and bowled over the men directly in front of
him. The protesters were sent stumbling off to the sides, and one
of them fell into a bush.

The others nearest the hole he'd made in
their wall of protests turned their backs to me to shout insults
after him, and I seized the opportunity to dart forward into the
opening he'd made and scurry after him.

He pushed open the door and turned his head
then looked down to see me behind him. He seemed to give me a
slightly suspicious look, but held the door for me nevertheless as
I hurried in past him and up to the security desk.

I hoped he wouldn't mind too much my rushing
ahead of him but I was going to be late if I didn't get up there
fast!

“I'm Chloe Baxter from Archer Documentation
and I'm supposed to be taking minutes at a board meeting on the top
floor at nine,” I told the security guard a little
breathlessly.

He glanced at the clock, which showed it was
three minutes to nine.

“We'll have to check your I.D. and then issue
you an internal pass,” the guard said. It's going to take about
five minutes or so.”

“But – !”

And then this enormous hand slid around my
right arm and closed firmly as it pulled me forward past the desk.
The hand belonged to the big man.

“Send it up,” he said over his shoulder.

I scurried along more or less beside him,
flustered, but glad to be going in the right direction, and without
delay!

The man released my arm at the elevator.
“It's my meeting you're taking minutes for, and it's about to
start,” he said. “You're late.”

“I was delayed – !”

“I know.”

He stepped into the elevator and I hurried in
after him. He pressed the button for the thirty ninth floor and I
moved back, a bit nervously, then unbuttoned and unzipped my parka.
He unbuttoned his overcoat (which from a quick glance looked to
cost more than I made in a month) and I saw he was wearing a dark
gray three piece suit under it.

Most men when wearing dark colors like blue,
black and gray, wear a lighter colored shirt for contrast. He was
wearing a black shirt with a gray tie. To say he was intimidating
would be an understatement.

Mind you, we made a good pair. I was wearing
a black, cowl neck sweater-dress. We were told to dress to be
unnoticed, and the dress let me blend into the background,
usually.

The big man (I still didn't know his name),
glanced at me assessingly. I've seen that look before, though his
was more bold than usual. And he took his time about it, too before
turning away. I frowned at him (now that he was safely turned
away), a bit indignant.

The doors opened and a man stood there, tall,
slim and in his early sixties, wearing round glasses.

“Mister Allen,” he said. Everyone is
ready.”

Allen nodded and kept walking, just as he had
through the protesters, while the man hurried to keep up. I trailed
along in their wake, having to half trot on my shorter legs to keep
up.

We were in the territory of important people,
that was for sure. The floor was not the typical cheap wall-to-wall
carpet you find in many offices. It was what looked like marble in
the elevator lobby, and now we were walking on hardwood floors.

The walls had dark wooden paneling, and the
building smelled of old money. There were no fluorescent lights
here, but instead pot-lights and discretely hidden lighting that
played upon the ceiling overhead.

Allen took off his overcoat as we reached a
pair of huge, dark wooden doors which lay open, folded it and
tossed it to me. I caught it out of instinct as he continued on
into the board room, and glared at him indignantly.

Arrogant son of a bitch, I thought
wonderingly.

“There is a closet here,” the tall man said
softly, pointing.

I hurried over to it and hung up his
overcoat, then removed my parka and hung it up next to his. I
hurriedly took off my boots and pulled high heels from my bag, then
was guided to my place at the table next to Allen.

I'm not really short for a woman, but I
honestly felt like a midget next to his chair. I quickly took out
my notepad and then glanced up the table to ensure I took in the
names on the plates in front of each of the other men attending.
And they were all men.

A woman did appear, then. She was middle
aged, and carried a cup of coffee over to place before Allen, then
hurried out.

“Mitchel. Let's have it,” Allen said.

Allen had a deep, gravelly voice, and a tone
which challenged anyone to say anything which might cause him
annoyance. In fact, he sounded annoyed to begin with, impatient,
and just waiting to jump on someone and tear their arms off.

A short man stood up, halfway down the table.
His nameplate said Mitchel Dennings.

“The ninth circuit granted an appeal by
environmental groups to the Forest Services go-ahead for the Golden
State pipeline.”

“Don't tell me what I already know, Mitchel,”
Allen growled. “Tell me why the highly paid lawyers who lost this
case should still be collecting their fat pay checks.”

“Because it's California,” the man said
helplessly.

“Thanks. I wasn't aware what state we were
pushing pipe through,” Allen said sarcastically. “Now try again
before I throw your ass out the window to land on those fucking
protesters.”

“The case was tried before a judge who is
known to be heavily sympathetic to environmental and other left
wing groups,” the man said nervously. “We presented a strong case!
And I'm sure that on appeal, this will be reversed.”

“Why?”

The single word was barked out.

“Uhm, sir?”

“It will be appealed to the Ninth Circuit
appeals court, which is also pretty damned left of center,
right?”

“Well, well yes, sir but eventually – .”

“Eventually when you lose there it goes to
the supreme court? That's assuming they agree to hear it, and that
will mean at least a year delay and more probably two or three,”
Allen said in a low, rumbling voice.

I was jotting things down quickly as they
spoke, which wasn't easy because my fingers were still half frozen!
Usually there was more delay before a meeting, with greetings and
chit chat and talk about golf games and holidays and wives and
stuff. Not here!

“Collin.”

The word was shot out like a spear, and a
plump, balding man named Jasper licked his lips and stood up.

“Yes, sir?

“You said this was a done deal. That you had
convinced the Forest Service to let us push through and we'd be
able to connect with the Grand Valley line within a year.”

“I uhm, well, Mister Allen, I had no idea
that – .”

“That environmental groups would challenge
the decision in court? If so you're an idiot. They challenge
everything we do in court.”

“I uhm, I anticipated a more favorable
interpretation of the statutes by the court and – .”

“Why?”

Jasper seemed to blink, looking confused.

I tried to keep my head down as much as
possible. I wasn't used to this level of tension or confrontation
in the meetings I'd attended! My heart was beating quite quickly!
From the brief look I had with the other men at the table they were
doing their best to blend into the furniture too.

“You have a degree in law?”

“Well, no sir but – .”

“Did you consult with Legal?”

“I... that is... we uhm, we of course
liaisoned with Legal with regard to the proper statutes in place
governing operations within national parks and forests.”

Allen's head swiveled back to Dennings.

“We were asked our opinion on the power of
the forest service to grant exemptions to the standard prohibitions
on economic activities within national parks and forests,” he said.
“They have that authority.”

“Did you not anticipate this would be
challenged in court and might well be successful?”

“We weren't asked!”

“Forest.”

Another man stood up. He was bald with thick
glasses.

“What is the cost of going back to the
original route?”

“In terms of time delay approximately six
months. That's unless we get an unusual ruling from the courts, but
we've already had an initial favorable ruling and have agreement
with the tribes along part of the route. In terms of cash outlay
we're looking at about one hundred and eighty million above the
cost of cutting through the forest, and about twenty two million
above our original cost estimate due to the delay, as well as the
preparation work we did for the other alternative..”

“All right. We're returning to the original
route. Get that started immediately.”

“But, Mister Allen – !” Jasper exclaimed.

“Sit down and shut up,” Allen snapped.

Jasper sat quickly, red-faced.

“Paul, your report on the Texas maintenance
schedule?”

Oh wow! This was just so unlike other
meetings! It moved quickly, with Allen demanding answers on this or
that subject from the various men at the table. They all looked
nervous – except for Forest, and all jumped up the instant their
names were called as they tried to assure him whatever it was they
were doing was being done properly.

Allen was all business and accepted no
excuses from anyone for a lack of information or for delays. I had
to remind myself these men were probably all high paid executives
and not a bunch of anxious schoolboys brought to the principals
office!

I was jotting notes as fast as I could to
keep up, especially since some of the information was about stuff
that involved geological zones and rock types and I really didn't
understand it. I was getting kind of stressed out by it all because
of how strained everyone was – except Allen – and how fast I had to
write.

I was so glad when the meeting ended!
Whew!

No one stuck around for chit-chat. They all
fled. All except the guy who had met us at the elevator, who had
been silent during the meeting. He moved to join Allen as he went
to the closet.

“Get me replacement names for Jasper and
Dennings,” Allen said.

Hoo boy!

“I'll have them prepared by tomorrow.”

Then Allen turned and looked at me. Eek!

“How long until those notes are
transcribed?”

“Uhm, I'll do them when I go home, sir, and
send them to the agency, and they should then redirect them to your
company. You should have them within the next two days.”

“Not good enough. Get your coat on.”

I jumped to my feet. Was he firing me or
something!? I mean, he couldn't do that! I didn't work for him!

I stuffed my notes back into my bag and
hurried over to them, then nervously grabbed my coat and put it
on.

“Come,” he said.

He headed out into the hall and I hurried
after him, not sure what we were doing or where we were going. I
was confident of my timelines, though. Those were set by the
agency.

We went down in the elevator, with him not
saying anything.

“Uhm, sir?”

He turned and looked down at me.

“Where are we going?”

“I have to write several memos and I need the
information in your notes.”

“Yes sir but – .”

“I'll write them. You just answer questions
when I ask them.”

I blinked in astonishment.

“I-I'm not contracted for this sort of –
.”

“Do as you're told girl. You'll be paid,” he
growled.

I gulped. He did not have a voice or a tone
that a person wanted to refuse!

I had thought we were going to another office
but we went to the lobby and headed outside.

That was when I remembered I'd left my boots
upstairs!

“I forgot my boots!” I blurted, stopping.

He grabbed my arm and hauled me along.

“I'll have them sent.”

“But... but!”

And then we were outside! There was no sign
of the demonstrators as we headed to the limo, which had a driver
standing next to it. He opened the rear door and Allen guided me
into it, then got in behind. The chauffeur closed the door, and
then hurried around to get in front.

“Mister Allen, I have – .”

“Quiet, girl. What's your name?”

I stared at him uncertainly. “Chloe Foster,”
I said.

“Chloe, you're going to be a talking memory
cube for the next twenty minutes or so then I'll have Peter take
you home, or back here for your boots. Whatever. Now stop
talking.”

I stopped talking.

The limo pulled away from the curb and headed
uptown, and Allen pulled down an adjustable desk top which had a
built in keyboard. A monitor slid up into view just behind the back
of the front seat, and Allen began to type.

I looked out the window.

“Take out your notes,” Allen said without
looking at me.

I hurriedly complied, and for the next twenty
minutes he'd occasionally call out a question. Like, how many BBP
would the Northeast Pipeline carry or what was the date for
completion of the pump station backup in Arizona. Then I'd
hurriedly check my notes and tell him.

It was hot in the car, and I opened my parka,
then took it off.

He typed up several quick memos and then did
whatever it was he was doing with them, either saving or sending. I
didn't know or care. I felt like a schoolgirl being quizzed on a
final exam, an oral exam, and that my whole year was riding on
getting the right answers!

Finally he pushed the desk away. He leaned
forward and opened a cabinet, taking out what looked like a small
crystal liquor glass. He opened another door which turned out to
have ice in it, and dropped a couple of cubes into the glass. Then
he opened another door and took out a decanter of some brown liquid
and poured it into the glass.

He sat back and sipped from it, looking out
the window in a brooding fashion.

Finally he turned and looked at me, giving me
that assessing look again. This time it went right down to my legs,
more of which were visible since I was sitting and the skirt had
slid upward.

“Where did you go to school, Chloe?”

“NYU, sir,” I said uncertainly.

“What did you take?”

I sighed inwardly, knowing what his response
was going to be when I told him.

“Renaissance literature,” I said.

“Specialty?”

I blinked, startled he even knew enough to
ask.

“Greco-Roman influences on humanist cultural
and political development.”

“You have what, a masters?”

I made a face. “A bachelor of honors.”

He snorted. “What good is that?”

I frowned.

“If you're going to get into an academic
specialty like Renaissance literature you need at least a masters
for those arrogant bastards to even begin to give you any respect.
You realize that, right?”

“I'm going to continue my education but...
the loans were adding up and I thought it might be better to work
for a bit and.. think things through.”

“Like whether you'd ever be able to make
enough to pay off six or seven or eight years of loans?”

“Well, yes.”

“Wise of you. Would've been wiser if you'd
done it five years ago.”

“With all due respect, sir,” I said
carefully.

He let out a bark of laughter.

“Girl, I know very well what 'with all due
respect means'. But you know I'm right even if you want to tell
yourself otherwise. How much are you being paid?”

I looked at him uncertainly and he snapped
his fingers.

“Twenty dollars an hour!” I exclaimed.

“I'll pay you forty.”

I looked at him in astonishment, feeling my
eyes widen.

“For...”

“You're a stenographer?”

I nodded dumbly.

“But you're reasonably intelligent. So you
can take notes and run simply errands. Basically be a gopher.
You'll get full benefits including health care.”

“Uh... I mean...”

“Just say yes. Where do you live?”

“In Brooklyn near – .”

“Too far. I want you available when I want
you. You'll move to midtown Manhattan near Central Park.”

“I can't afford that! Not even on forty
dollars an hour!”

His eyes narrowed. “Girl, do I look like a
fool?”

Now that was not a question I was going to
dare answer in the affirmative! Besides, it wouldn't be true.

“I know what rents are in Manhattan. You'll
stay in my building. There's a maids apartment which is unused
because I have a service. You'll stay there.”

“But – .”

“That'll be part of your benefits.”

Forty dollars an hour and rent free!?
Wow!
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I don't want you to think I'm an idiot, or
unbearably naive. But I was kind of overwhelmed by it all,
especially when we went to his building. It was one of those
glittering palaces in the sky on billionaires row, and he lived in
the penthouse!

The double doors were opened before we got to
it by a man I presumed was the butler. He was about six feet tall,
which put him several inches lower than Allen, and very staid
looking, with slightly graying hair.

“Kevin, this is Chloe. She'll be staying in
the maids quarters. See to it,” Allen said.

“Yes, Mister Allen,” the man said in an
English accent.

I was looking at a tree in the foyer, a big
one, in the middle of a pond – a big one. I was reminding myself we
were about eighty stories up and in an apartment building. This was
one huge entrance hall.

“Come with me, Miss... miss...?”

“Baxter,” I said.

“The apartment is small but furnished,” he
said.

He closed the doors behind him and led me to
the side, where there was another smaller, unmarked door. He took
out a key card and slid it into a slot and there was a little green
light as the door clicked. He opened the door and guided me through
into a small but lovely apartment.

It had a small kitchen to the right, a really
nice bathroom with a full sized tub to the left, then a dining room
and small living room ahead and a bedroom to the left. The view
wasn't of Central Park, but of Fifth Avenue, but it was still an
amazing view from so high up!

“I'll discuss your duties and hours with
Mister Allen and get back to you,” he said. “in the meantime you
can move your things in here.”

He opened a drawer in the kitchen cabinet and
took out another key card.

“Use this. It will get you into the building,
as well. Just show it to the doorman.”

“Uhm, okay!” I gulped, looking around.

I was to live here!? This was a nice place!
Apparently maids lived pretty well! It was sparkling and clean. It
had a really nice plush sofa facing a low TV stand which contained
what looked like a cable box, and a DVD player. A very large flat
screen was attached to the wall above it.

The kitchen table was round with four chairs,
made of some dark glossy wood. The kitchen was made of a similar
wood with a granite counter-top and stainless steel appliances,
including a dishwasher, and a fridge with an ice-maker.

The bedroom was really big, with a queen
sized bed, a tall and low dresser (with mirror) a small writing
table for a computer, and a big closet! It also had a huge glass
wall that gave an incredible view! I was willing to bet it would be
filled with the sparkling lights of the other towers at night.

My view at home was of a parking lot and the
back of a mini-mall. It also had only a very small kitchen with a
tiny fridge and stove, and no dishwasher. This one even had a
cabinet with a washer and dryer! That would sure save me some
change! Not to mention the pain in the butt it was going to the
laundromat.

If I was going to move in all I'd need to
bring was my clothes and toiletries. Well, and food.

Moving in was a big step, though. And I went
to the window to look out, and then tried to consider what I ought
to do. Moving in was a commitment. But I could just move some
clothes in, and keep my place in Brooklyn. Then I could move right
back out again if this didn't work out.

Allen did not strike me as an easy man to
work, for, after all. And I wondered just what he'd have me doing.
Why had he just hired me like this? To take notes? How often did he
need that done?

It was hard to imagine there was more to it
than that. I mean, I know he'd checked me out – or at least, I had
thought he was checking me out. But after being in his company for
the last two hours it was hard to imagine he ever even thought
about women. The man was this brusque, growling bear that mauled
anyone that got in his way!

What on earth would that be like in bed, I
wondered. I mean, yes, he was attractive, for his age. For any age,
I amended, trying to be honest with myself. He was kind of scary,
though!

I want back and knocked on the door, then
rang the bell. After a minute, Kevin opened it.

“Your key card will open these doors, Ms.
Foster,” he said.

“Oh! I didn't know,” I said. “I just wanted
to tell Mister Allen I would be going back to Brooklyn to get some
things. It might take a while.”

“Go to the garage, first level. Peter will
pick you up.”

“Peter? You mean... the chauffeur?!” I asked
in surprise.

“Yes, of course.”

So I got to drive home in a freaking
limousine! And then after gathering up a pile of stuff and tossing
them into big green garbage bags (I had no boxes or luggage) I went
back downstairs and Peter put it all in the massive trunk, along
with my laptop and printer, and drove me back to midtown
Manhattan!

I could get used to this, I thought, sitting
in the comfortable leather seat as the car drove through Manhattan.
It was sure a lot more comfortable than the buses and subway. And
try getting all that stuff onto a bus!

Peter helped me carry the stuff up, and then
I unpacked. I was in the middle of doing that when the phone rang.
I don't have a phone at home, just my cell, so I was pretty sure it
wasn't for me. Still, I picked it up.

“Hello?”

“Come over here,” Allen said, before hanging
up.

Mister Allen, I had noticed, did not seem to
ever pause to say things like please and thank you.

I felt a bit panicked, thinking maybe he'd
changed his mind, so hurried over, unlocking the door with the key
card and then stepping inside. Once there, I had no idea where to
go. The place was humongous! I went past the big, circular
staircase and stared out into what I could only call a living room.
Only it was about a sixty or seventy feet long and almost as wide,
with a coffered ceiling twenty feet above.

I went up the hall instead, a hall with a
glistening black marble floor, past plants lit by pot lights from
above, glancing into a theater, then a library that was two stories
tall with built-in bookcases and cabinets along the walls.

I walked past that and saw this sort of games
room with a big pool table and card tables and dartboards and what
looked like old-fashioned pinball machines along the walls, then
continued on until Kevin came up behind me.

“Mister Allen is on the terrace,” he said,
walking past me.

He was holding a tray with a glass of what I
took to be beer, so I followed as he continued up the hall, then
pushed through an automatic sliding door onto the 'terrace'. It was
about a hundred feet long, of square interlock stones. There were
narrow boxes all along the base of the black railing filled with
greenery. Except some were much higher and thicker and had trees in
them.

There were several collections of outdoor
furniture, and further along, as I followed Kevin, a swimming pool
and then a hot tub. Geeze! This was how the other half lived!

Since it was almost winter, the pool was
covered. But not the hot tub. There wasn't a speck of snow on the
terrace, by the way, so I figured someone swept it down on the
peasants below.

Kevin was wearing a jacket, but I was wearing
just the sweaterdress, and shivered immediately as we stepped
outside. I mean it wasn't the heart of winter or anything. But it
was like fifty degrees! That's pretty cold to be walking around
without even a coat! All the same, I gamely followed him as he
walked across the cleared terrace to where Allen was immersed in
the hot tub.

The hot tub was low, but deep, so it must
have extended down through the roof. Sitting in it, Allen's head
was probably about even with my ankles. He was on the phone, but
glanced over at me and scowled.

“Just a minute,” he said into the phone.

“Go get your coat and notebook. Or a bathing
suit. You can't take notes like that.”

Then he ignored me and went back to his
conversation!

I was more than a little disconcerted! I was
supposed to take notes outside!?

I scurried back inside, down the hall and
then back to 'my' apartment to get my parka, then my notebook. Then
I hurried back to his place and out to the terrace.

“... Julio, I will rip your head off and shit
down your neck!” he was snarling into the phone. “Do you hear me!?
I don't give a damn about your problems. Meet that deadline or
else!”

He hung up and turned to glower at me.

I gulped, feeling like a small bird under the
eyes of a very big cat!

“Take a note. I want the Transit group to
explore the likelihood of re-configuring the pumping stations along
the Northfield line. I want Purchasing to look into external steel
costs re three foot pipes. I want...”

He went on like that as I fumbled with my
pencil and started taking notes, then was interrupted by a phone
call. He took it and started yelling at someone else. Then when he
said something about BBD, he made a gesture at me and scowled.

I wrote that down.

Every time he flicked his finger at me I
wrote down what he had just said.

He hung up and looked up at me.

“Move over there,” he said, pointing. “It's
not that I object to looking up your skirt but I'm getting a crick
in the neck.”

I flushed and moved around to the other side
of the hot tub

He pushed himself up further. Apparently the
hot tub had two different levels of seating. The lower one had him
in the water to his shoulders. Now he was in the water to the
waist.

“Read that back to me,” he said.

I nervously read the words I'd jotted
down.

“That's two hundred thousand barrels per day,
not three,” he growled. “You can't make mistakes like that if I'm
going to rely on your notes.”

“I-I'm sorry but... my fingers are freezing!”
I exclaimed.

“So wear gloves.”

“I don't have gloves and I can't write in
mittens!”

“Then get a bathing suit and get in the hot
tub.”

I gulped at the suggestion. Mind you, it was
a big hot tub! But he was a big man! All that wet, naked chest was
… frankly, making me uncomfortable! I'd never seen so much chest on
one man before! Not in person anyway! He wasn't ridiculously
muscled like those weightlifter types, but boy, he sure had a
strong looking chest! And those shoulders! Whoa!

“In case I haven't made this clear to you
before, Chloe, your job is to note down all these minor details
that keep showing up throughout my day, so I can focus my mind on
important things without worrying about remembering the minutia.
That means at meetings, at my office, in the great room or while
I'm watching a movie. It also means in the hot tub or at the gym or
in a restaurant or anywhere else I happen to be with the possible
exception of the bathroom. Clear?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“Fortunately for you I'm not going to be
climbing any mountains this year, so you don't have to worry about
that.

I was like, whaaat!? Was he serious!?

“Did you get moved in?”

“I'm just putting stuff away now.”

“Got thin gloves you can write in?”

“Uh... no but...”

“Get some. Or get a bathing suit. Got a
bathing suit?”

I flushed. “No, sir.”

“Why not? You don't swim?”

“I... well, there's no place for me to swim
in New York.”

“There is here. I have a pool.”

I glanced at the pool and he snorted.

“Inside. And sometimes I'm there. Right now
I'm enjoying the contrast of the cold weather and the hot water.
The cold reminds me about what it's like when we're laying pipe in
North Dakota – which we're doing right now.”

He sat back in the tub and I tried hard to
keep my eyes on his face when they kept being pulled down to that
big, muscled chest. The thought, frankly, of sliding my fingers
along those shoulders was enough to make ME hot!

“If you haven't figured it out by now I'm not
exactly a normal boss. I'm not a normal anything. Nor do I intend
to behave in a way which lives up to the expectations of others.
Why should I? By the way, do you jog? Run?”

I looked at him in confusion. “uh...
sometimes I go on the treadmill,” I said carefully.

“I often run on a track at the gym. And
sometimes I'm on the phone when I do it. Get yourself a pair of gym
shorts and a t-shirt, or one of those yoga pant things so you can
keep up.”

Seriously!?

“You have a passport?”

I gaped at him.

“Get one.”

“Uhm, am I going somewhere?”

“If I don't fire your pretty little ass you
will be. When I go overseas, or to Canada, you'll be coming with
me.”

“Uhm, okay!”

“Turn around.”

“What?”

He stood up and I yelped and turned away. I
had just assumed he was wearing a swimsuit! But I couldn't tell
because of the steam over the water!

He wasn't!

He was already moving back to the doors,
wearing a robe and some kind of sandals, and I waited a bit, then
followed, my face hot.

Holy God! The man was so... shameless!

Not that he had much to be ashamed of, to be
honest! I mean, I'd turned away quickly but not before getting a
glimpse of the whole of him! And it matched the chest! His stomach
was just as flat and muscled and so were his thighs and legs and...
then there was that... thing hanging there between his legs.

I almost wished I'd gotten a longer look
because frankly, what was in my memory seemed impossible given how
big it was. I mean, he hadn't been even remotely erect or anything,
but he was still bigger than the men I'd seen who WERE!

I'd never been exposed, to put it mildly, to
that much male... flesh, that much powerful, muscular male flesh!
Not in person anyway!

I was wondering how much I could blame him
for flaunting himself like that. He had, at least, told me to turn
around. If I had done so when he'd told me I wouldn't have seen
anything. But instead I'd just looked at him in confusion. I
decided I was still going to complain and tell him to give me more
warning next time!

If I could work up the courage!

Jesus, what a body!

I was relieved to get inside where it was
warm. I made my way back up the hall to the living room, which I
assumed was what he'd meant when he said 'great room', then past
that to a dining room with a table that seated a dozen people, then
to a kitchen much larger than my apartment at home, where Kevin
was.

“Mister Allen is in the swimming pool,” he
said.

“Uh, is he wearing anything?”

He raised an eyebrow. “I'm sure I don't
know.”

“Well, if he's swimming he can't be dictating
notes anyway.”

“I expect not.”

“Does he often uhm... go around naked?”

“Mister Allen does whatever Mister Allen
feels like doing pretty much all the time,” he said. “And has very
little concern for what anyone else might think of it.”

“Yeah, I kind of figured that out.”

“Just think of him as a force of nature.
There's no point arguing with a hurricane or trying to push the
tide back. Just adapt yourself to whatever the weather is.”

“Is he hard to work for?”

“Not once you've adapted,” he said with a
brief smile.

“You mean his bark is worse than his
bite?”

“Oh no, my dear. His bite is far worse,” he
said.

Greeeat.

“However, he rewards loyalty and competence.
Very, very well.”

I nodded, then went back to 'my' apartment. I
set up the computer and printer and then set about transcribing
those notes. The meeting notes were easy. The ones I'd just taken
for him were a little harder. I wasn't sure what do with them other
than form them into a kind of diary entry.

Good thing I didn't keep a diary myself.
Today would sure be a doozy! On top of getting a new job I had a
new apartment, and my income had just effectively tripled since I
didn't have to pay rent, heat, electricity, or even cable and
internet! And then there was the... the whirlwind, the force of
nature which was Nathan Allen.

Whose naked body kept popping into my mind.
And every time I did, some part of my mind toyed with the thought
of 'what if'. I mean, seriously, what on earth would it be like to
be with such a man? It would be like... like.. I don't know what it
would be like! But I was willing to bet it wouldn't be like
anything I'd ever done in my life!

There was something so raw and animalistic
about him, like a... a cave man, only way more sophisticated and
intelligent and... at least semi-civilized.

After that I finished putting my things away,
then kind of wandered around enjoying the view and further
exploring my little apartment. I called my company to say I had
sent them the notes, and that I wouldn't be taking any further
assignments for some time. I got on google and had a look at what
stores were nearby, then decided to check with Kevin before going
out.

He knew the best places to buy food, which
had the freshest meats and vegetables and the best prices. But he
told me not to bother for today.

“You'll be eating with Mister Allen.”

“I will?”

“He seemed to suggest it earlier when he
presented me with his order.”

“Not to me!”

“Perhaps he presumed you knew.”

“I had no idea!”

“Expect the unexpected with Mister Allen. He
can be quite... impulsive.”

“Like suddenly inviting a girl to dinner
without telling her?”

“Like deciding to go to Hawaii or Europe on a
moment's notice and leaving same day.”

“Okaaaay.”

I had better get that passport!

“Mister Allen can do pretty much anything he
wants to do whenever he wants to do it.”

I'd been wearing the black sweater dress all
day and decided that if I was 'off duty' I could put on something
more relaxed. But then I hesitated. I was torn between an earnest
desire to put on something which was as absolutely unsexy as
possible – for when I ate dinner with Allen – to a desire to wear
something flattering.

I mean, he was my new boss. And it would be
smart to impress him and get him to like me. He was filthy rich,
very powerful, and could do amazing things for my economic
security. But I was wary of just what else he might be interested
in. Maybe he often went naked in his hot tub. I supposed there
wasn't any reason not to. But he could have given me more
warning.

And why had he suddenly hired me anyway? It's
not like I was the most fabulous stenographer in the world. If he'd
been looking for a note-taker and gopher he could have had Kevin
hire the best. Why me? He didn't even know me.

He knew I was cute, though. He knew I had...
nice... breasts. You can't hide that even wearing black. And I'd
never really tried. I'm a thirty-six C cup, which is reasonably big
especially if you have a slim body. And as much trouble as they
cause me from guys giving me unwanted attention I can't help being
kind of proud of them too.

They weren't really obvious in the black
sweater-dress. I mean, I was being businesslike. But he would have
noticed, given how much time we'd spent together.

But he didn't need to hire a girl if he
wanted to have sex with her! A guy like him could have a parade of
the city's finest, most beautiful escorts coming through his
penthouse door every day! Even if he didn't want to hire them he
was an awfully desirable man; big, strong, handsome, rich and
powerful. He didn't need to hire some strange girl to pursue.

I was willing to bet he'd had tons of girls
in his life. So why even put in the effort to hire me for that?

At the same time the idea was both
flattering, and squishy hot! I mean, once again, the thought of
having sex with this... cave man! This... sword-wielding barbarian,
was darkly fascinating. It wasn't like I was a virgin, and I'd
sampled a number of guys in college. But never anyone like him! And
never anyone with his experience.

I presumed he had lots, given his age and,
well, status. He'd probably had women throwing themselves at him
since high school.

I had no experience dealing with anyone so...
direct about getting what he wants and bulldozering over everyone
who objects! What would that be like in bed!?

So yes, I toyed with the thought, and in the
end decided to dress somewhere I the middle. I wore a pair of
utility pants with a drawstring waist – to demonstrate how
unimpressed I was – and a turtleneck sweater which was form fitting
– and beige, not black.

The thing about the sweater was it was
modest, but at the same time showed my curves. And it would be a
quick way for me to tell just whether Mr. Nathan Allen had hired me
or was interested in me primarily for my body. I'd worn it around
guys before and the only ones that didn't act appreciative were the
gay ones.

And if he was, well then, I was going to
correct him about just what services his salary bought!
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The dining room was empty when I walked in.
Of course, I figured, Allen wasn't about to wait around for ME, or
anyone. No, it was us lowly people who would wait for HIM. I felt
irritated about that, then felt confused about why. Because it made
sense. He was the big, powerful billionaire and I was a
stenographer who worked for him. Duh.

Then he walked in. He was wearing a white
shirt and jeans. And oh my did he look incredible! I gulped and
felt my pulse rate shoot up as he casually sat down at the head of
the table and glanced at me.

“Chloe,” he said. “All moved in?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Anything you need the apartment doesn't
have?”

“Uh...”

“If there is just tell Kevin.”

“Yes, sir.”

He glanced down at my chest. And here's the
thing. Guys are always looking at my chest. But usually it's either
unconsciously, or furtively, unless they're being deliberately
insulting, or are drunk. Allen just looked down casually, without
any apparent worry that I'd notice.

“Do you have formal-wear?” He asked.

The question confused me.”

“Uh... like...”

“Like the kind of dresses you could wear to a
formal party or ball or meeting?”

“Uh... well...not... not reaaally,” I
said.

“Go order a few just in case.”

“Uh, why?”

“Why do you think?”

“I mean – .”

“Think of yourself as a personal assistant. I
have to go to these things from time to time and it's rarely for
personal reasons. It's for business. You can't come with me dressed
like that.”

I flushed.

“I do have business – .”

“Yeah, that's not gonna cut it at a formal
party.”

“Uhm, what kind of – ?”

“ Give Kevin your measurements and I'll have
someone order a few dresses.”

Kevin brought in a bottle of wine and popped
the cork, then held it before Allen for him to sniff. He nodded and
Kevin took the bottle away.

“Mister Allen,” I said, bracing myself. “I
uhm, wanted to talk about... earlier.”

“What?”

“Well, uhm, when we were on the terrace and
uhm, you....”

“Stood up and was naked? I told you to turn
around.”

I flushed. “You should have – .”

“Waited? Why? I'm not ashamed of my body. Are
you ashamed of yours?”

My face reddened. “It's not a matter of being
ashamed but of... of being... polite!”

“I'm rarely polite. Or haven't you noticed.
Besides, I told you to turn your head. Learn to do what I tell you
when I tell you without question or hesitation and you won't have
to worry, hmm.”

“I'm not... in the army!” I exclaimed.

“No, you're my bitch.”

My mouth opened indignantly.

“Don't worry. Everyone is someone's bitch,
except for a few rare people like me. But being my bitch means you
do what I tell you.”

“I would appreciate it if you told me things
while wearing clothes then,” I said indignantly.

He grinned and just then Kevin came in.

“I bet you liked the view,” he said.

I opened my mouth to disagree but then Kevin
began to put food on the table and I just scowled at him
instead.

Because I kind of had...

Dinner was a bit awkward from my perspective,
at least at first. Allen asked questions about my family, my
education, where I'd worked, and what I wanted to do with my
life.

I didn't manage to draw much information from
him.

Afterward I returned to 'my apartment' amazed
again as I put on my nightshirt and wandered round. It was twice
the size of my old place and way more luxuriously furnished! And
that view! Wow! It was even more amazing at night!

*

The next day I attended a meeting in another
building with him, taking notes while he yelled at more men. Then
we had lunch with another man, and I jotted down notes whenever he
pointed idly at me. Then we went to meet another group of men in
another building, then went across to New Jersey to see a
production facility.

After that we came back to Manhattan, but
instead of going home went to a fancy club of some kind.

“I need to work out,” he said. “Sitting in on
all those meeting makes me feel like I've been in a cage all
day.”

He glanced at me.

“Too bad you weren't some young, buff guy. I
could work out with you,” he said.

I wondered what that meant, but after he
changed (in a locker room) he came out in shorts and a robe and
next thing you know some trainer was putting on boxing gloves! I
wasn't sure why I had to stand around and watch since he wasn't
likely to be needing notes, but there was nothing else to do.

He dropped his robe and got into the ring
with the trainer and they, well, boxed. It wasn't like a boxing
match, because they kept stopping so the trainer could say things
and adjust Allen's stance, but it sure didn't look like he was any
kind of beginner.

The two of them danced back and forth,
punching at one another, and watching those muscles of his bunching
and working and starting to perspire reminded me of what he looked
like naked again, and gave me a tight chested sort of
breathlessness!

I was not a fan of boxing, but watching him
was kind of fascinating, in a scary sort of way. All that...
violence! I was sure glad he wasn't throwing those punches at me!
He'd have knocked my head off with one punch!

After that he decided to take a sauna.

“I'll just uhm, wait out – .”

“A sauna will be good for you. Besides, I do
some of my best thinking in the sauna when I'm relaxed.”

I gulped.

“But uh... I mean... isn't it uh men
only?”

“There are individual saunas.”

“Uhm but..”

“I promise to not show you mine if you
promise to not show me yours.”

I flushed hotly.

I really couldn't think of a way to say no!
So I got undressed and wrapped a big towel around myself. It
covered everything... decently. Then I nervously pushed through the
door into the sauna.

Of course, he wasn't in yet.

I sat down carefully, and again, made sure
everything was covered and tucked in.

The sauna was all wood, with wooden benches
and a kind of tropical theme in that there were tropical plants and
trees and bushes around the edges. It had tiered benches running
along the curved wall, with three levels. I sat down on the second
level.

I was on edge, though. I was naked except for
a towel and he was going to come in and be naked except for a
towel!

And then he did! He sat on the first level,
as casual as could be. And just the realization he was naked under
that towel made my nipples tingle!

“If you're hiding your notebook under that
it's a small notebook,” he said.

“Oh! I forgot!”

Which meant I had to get up and leave and
rush back to where I'd left my bag and get my note pad and pencil.
Then I went back in, carefully ensuring my towel was in place, and
sat down a little ways down from him on the same level.

He was certainly looking relaxed, leaning
back against the next level. The temperature had already risen
considerably and he was sweating. And I started to very quickly
too!

“New category,” he said. “Things to look
into. Keep this as a separate file.”

I had to abandon holding the towel, though it
seemed to be reasonably well tucked-in, to grab the pencil.

“Direction of Textron stock,” he said.

That was all he said. Then he sighed and
leaned back on the bench.

I licked my lips nervously. That was a lot of
gleaming, well-muscled male flesh on display! And I was continuing
to have this view of Allen as a big bear. I did not want to feel
either his bark or his bite, and so was extremely wary around
him.

But there was no denying that there was an
awful lot of... attractive looking male body there, and nothing
covering the juicy parts but a white towel!

He seemed utterly relaxed, without the
slightest concern he was practically naked in the same room as a
girl he hardly knew. Then again, he didn't have to worry about me
attacking him!

Although, realistically, I knew that wasn't
going to happen. He might be a big bear, a grizzly bear, but he was
a uhm, trained bear. He wasn't about to grab me and do stuff I
didn't want to do.

Probably!

I couldn't help thinking about the
possibility he might, though! And what would I do then!? Well, I
certainly couldn't fight him off! That left the thought of him and
me and... no towels! And while the thought was kind of scary it was
scary in the way of a roller coaster ride, where everything was
making you scream and it was out of your control, but ultimately,
you'd probably be fine.

What WOULD it be like with a man this big and
powerful and... confident and aggressive!? That thought brought a
soft thrum of almost heady excitement to my mind.

“Another note: Look into alternative sourcing
for chips.”

“Chips?” I asked.

He opened one lazy eye.

“Computer chips.”

“Oh, right!”

He closed his eyes again and I looked away,
then back, then away, then back.

It really was hard to keep my eyes off him!
He had a freaking hot body! And I don't mean because it was in a
sauna!

And it wasn't like there was a lot else to do
but look at him and think about – him.

I looked back, examining that flat stomach,
and wondering - .”

He opened his eye and I turned my head
quickly away.

“Caught you looking,” he said.

I gasped and reddened, turning back to glare,
but he'd already closed his eye.

“I was not!”

He opened his eye again.

“Don't worry. I don't mind.”

“I'm sure you wouldn't if I was but I
wasn't!” I exclaimed, embarrassed.

“Aren't I worthy of being looked upon?” he
asked, his eye closed again.

“That... has nothing to do with it!”

“Lay back and enjoy the heat,” he said.

So to show him I was relaxed and not looking
I kind of tried to lay back against the next row the way he was
doing. I felt the towel tugging down off my breasts, though and
gasped, grabbing it quickly an straightening.

“Awww,” he said.

I turned and glared at him but his eyes were
closed again.

“That's not funny!” I said.

“Who was being funny? I merely expressed my
disappointment.”

“Are you looking at me, then?” I
demanded.

His eyes still seemed to be closed.

“Occasionally. You're not unpleasant to look
at. Especially without your glasses. Why don't you get rid of those
things?”

“Because I don't feel the need to!” I said,
beset by contrary emotions.

On the one hand, he thought I was not
unpleasant to look at! Was that really something to celebrate,
though? And he was my boss, so he shouldn't be saying things like
that! On the other hand, it wasn't like I worked for a big
corporation. Or did I? I had signed some papers but they were to
Randal Inc, whatever that was.

“I don't like putting stuff in my eyes,” I
said defensively.

“So get laser surgery. It's very quick and
nearly painless.”

“Not everyone has thousands of dollars for
what is essentially cosmetic surgery, mister Allen,” I said, trying
to be as indignant as possible to convey my disapproval.

“Go make the appointment. I'll pay for
it.”

I gaped at him.

“Wh-why would you do that?!”

He opened an eye.

“Why wouldn't I? You work for me now.”

“So?”

He closed his eye again.

“So one of the benefits of being filthy rich
is often being able to solve the problems of people around you with
the equivalent of a wave of a finger. Why shouldn't I do that? I
enjoy it. It pads my ego.”

I didn't think his ego needed any
padding!

He raised his arm and wagged his finger at
me.

“Don't say it.”

“Don't say what!?”

“I know what you were thinking.”

“You do not!”

Although, he probably did.

“Ah, I love the heat,” he sighed. “It's so
relaxing.”

I was sweating, and not happy about it. It
wasn't relaxing so much as draining the energy away!

“The only thing which would make it better
would be to get rid of this towel.”

“Don't you … I can leave if you – !” I
said.

He waved his arm idly. “It's not that much of
a bother.”

I licked my lips nervously.

“You ever pause to consider the different way
men and women view nudity?”

I looked at him warily.

“A man, for example, would express no issue
whatsoever with a beautiful woman, like you, for example, getting
naked in the same room.

He thought I was beautiful!?

“That's because the man wouldn't have to
worry about the woman attacking him,” I said.

“Hmph. Shows what you know. Lots of women
have thrown themselves on me. Some of whom I hardly even knew.”

“I'm pretty sure you were able to fight them
off,” I said sarcastically.

“Why would I do that? Take another note.
Contact Roger.”

I grabbed the pad and wrote that down.

“Men always want to see beautiful women naked
and women always want to see handsome men naked. The difference is
men admit it. We don't feel the need to pretend we're anything but
horny bastards. Women need to pretend they have no interest in
things like that.”

“We didn't invent the patriarchal society,” I
said crossly.

“Nature invented that. Biology makes men
bigger, stronger and more aggressive than women, and a hundred
thousand years of instinct makes women lust after big, strong,
aggressive men.”

“Not all women,” I said.

“All but the ones who lie to themselves about
it.”

“There are plenty of – .”

“Chloe,” he said, opening an eye again. “You
know perfectly well just how desirable you are to men. Do you think
I don't know how desirable I am to women?”

He thought I was desirable!?

I gulped and checked my towel for the
hundredth time.

“There's that ego again,” I said crossly.

“I'm arrogant,” he admitted, closing his eye.
“I have a lot to be arrogant about.”

In all honesty, I couldn't argue with
that.

“Most people at least pretend that – .”

“That what? False modesty is bullshit. I know
what I've accomplished. I know what power and wealth I have. I know
what I look like. I know all of that is way above average. Why deny
it? To make my inferiors feel better? They knew they're my
inferiors.”

That was so breathtakingly arrogant!

“Inferiors!?”

“Take it as you will.”

“That is so... so... arrogant!”

“I already admitted I was arrogant.”

“But to call people inferiors!”

“Inferior is the antonym of superior. Aren't
I superior in almost all respects, to most of the people you
know?”

“No!”

“No?”

He opened both eyes and smiled.

“Pick any man you know and tell me in what
way he's superior to me.”

I wasn't going to touch that one.

“I suppose I'm an inferior,” I said.

“In some ways. You're pretty damn cute,
though. That makes up for a lot. Also young, which explains much of
the rest.”

He thought I was cute!

This was so freaking weird! On the one hand,
we were talking almost like – well, people. I mean, it was a good
thing to talk and get to know him. But on the other – towels! And
him saying repeatedly how cute and desirable I was! And –
towels!

What would it be like with this guy!? Imagine
if that towel came off and... whoa!

How big was he... down there... when erect!?
What sort of lover would he be like? A wild bull, I was guessing.
I'd never been with a wild bull before...

But he was my boss!

But he was freaking hot!

But... he was my boss!

And rich!

He was way too old for me!

What a body! God!

“You shouldn't be making comments about my
looks,” I said.

“I'm not complimenting you. I'm not
flattering you. I'm stating obvious fact. Anyway, you don't have to
worry about me attacking you. I've never been turned down by a
woman in my life so it's not like I'd have to force my attentions
on you.”

Honest to God! Was there any limit to his
arrogance!?

“I would turn you down!” I snapped.

He smirked.

“I am turning you down!”

“Okay.”

“You don't believe me!?”

“I haven't offered, little girl.”

I glowered at him.

“I know you want to!”

“You do, huh?”

“Yes!”

“Yes sir,” he said. “I'm your boss,
remember.”

I flushed.

“Want to place a bet?” he asked in
amusement.

“What?” I asked suspiciously.

“Feeling... warm?”

“It's hot in here,” I said.

“I'm willing to bet that if I kissed you,
you'd melt.”

You'd think I'd be prepared for his
arrogance, but he kept exceeding himself.

“You think you're the world's most incredible
and sexy man, do you?” I asked sarcastically.

“I'll bet you a thousand dollars. One kiss,
and you'd melt.”

I felt a kind of emotional jolt. He wanted to
kiss me!

“You wish!”

A thousand dollars!? He was willing to pay a
thousand dollars to kiss me!

“Two thousand. One kiss, no touching
otherwise. And you melt.”

“You are … are... unbelievable!”

I glowered but inside I was imagining my lips
against his, my body against his, and I was feeling a growing sense
of tension – sexual tension and otherwise, with my pulse rate
picking up and going faster and faster!

“I am special, aren't I?” he said in
amusement.

“You just want to kiss me!”

“I just want to win,” he said with a
grin.

“Well forget it!”

“Hmm. Ahh, I know. How about five thousand
dollars to the ASPCA to help puppies. You want to help puppies,
don't you, Chloe?” he asked, giving me a wide eyed look.

“You're not funny!”

“I'm amusing myself. That's all that
matters.”

I sniffed disdainfully. But my chest was
tight and my heart was thumping, and my nipples were extremely hard
and tingly!

He yawned and kind of arched his back. Was he
doing that on purpose, the bastard!? And what business did he have
looking so calm and relaxed when my heart was pounding a mile a
minute and I was full of stress and tension!?

Then he stood up and walked towards the door.
Which meant he walked towards me! I gasped and stood up and he
paused when he reached me, grinning smugly

“One kiss?”

“I... you... you're so...”

“Puppies?” he said with a sad eyed face.
“Think of all the puppies you could save.”

“Fine!”

The word burst out me, and almost at once I
was appalled, wishing I could pull it back. But it was too late. He
was already leaning in, and then his lips were on mine. I was...
startled by how gentle his kiss was at first, almost like a peck,
except on the lips not on the cheek.

But it strengthened. It was still soft, but
it was like his lips were melting against mine, and as he leaned in
my hands instinctively came up to press against his chest to hold
him back.

Have I mentioned his chest before? Maybe once
or twice? How big and strong and muscular it was? Have I mentioned
how hot it was in the sauna and that his skin, like mine, was all
warm and slick?

The feel of his chest against my bare hands
sent a wild dark rush of energy into my already charged up body!
And even while that was happening his lips kept moving, slowly,
languidly, but firmly and with growing strength against mine.

My heart was now pounding like a drum! My
legs were getting wobbly! His lips were becoming more demanding,
caressing, massaging, sliding against me, as if his mouth were
feeding on mine!

I moaned helplessly into his mouth, and my
hands.... I swear I didn't will them to move, but they were moving,
sliding slowly up and down against his chest. The feel of his
muscled flesh under my fingers was turning my bones to rubber! My
fingers moved up and down his chest, unstoppable, even as his
tongue dipped out and slid along my lips!

The rush of heat and energy was intoxicating,
and all my anxieties and concerns began to melt away under the
intensity of the rising pressure inside me! And... I felt myself...
giving in... surrendering. It wasn't... wasn't something I actually
put into words. It's not like I ever said to myself. “Oh well, why
not?” It just... happened.

My hands slid up and then around him and
pulled him in against me. My hands slid up and down his back, and
he finally raised his hands. I hadn't even really been aware he
hadn't been touching me before. Now they rose, huge strong hands,
and king of cupped my jaw softly but firmly, but in a way that sort
of gave me the thought, or maybe just the feeling, that he was
completely in control of me!
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My hands slid around in front again,
caressing his chest, his ribs, sliding downward, rubbing his
muscled belly. And then... his towel fell away! I didn't see
anything because my lips were up against his, but I felt the towel
fall away and felt an incredible psychic jolt!

He snorted and finally eased his lips back
off mine.

I gulped in air, practically
hyperventilating, and my knees wobbled. And then he sort of sat
down and grabbed me, lifting me up and sitting me across his lap!
Well, on the one hand, that was good because it covered … him!

On the other, he kissed me again, his big
hand behind my head, and then he pulled open my towel! Eek!

My arms jerked in quickly, instinctively!

He pulled back a bit, grinning, then he
gripped my wrists with those big, hard hands, and pulled them away
from my chest! Honest to God, his hands were like the hands of some
powerful machine! Completely irresistible! And yet, they closed
around my wrists firmly but gently, without any pain at all.

He lifted my wrists up, then shifted them in
his hands and brought them behind my neck, and then crossed them
and held them with one hand. He did it so easily, and so...
smoothly, I was hardly even aware of it before it was done! How
often had he done this sort of thing!?

“Very nice,” he said, looking down at me.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! My heart was thumping and I
was almost trembling with pressure, stress, anxiety and... well...
to be honest... the kind of heat I could hardly ever remember
feeling before in my life. And I don't mean because of the
sauna!

He jerked back on my wrists and hair, which
forced me to arch my back, then his other hand moved up to cup one
of my breasts! His fingers gently kneaded and caressed me, then
caught at my nipple, rolling it between thumb and forefinger.

I shuddered, and then he bent over and I felt
his mouth on my breast!

Now, boys had been fixated on my breasts
since I'd gotten them. I was not unused to guys touching them or
putting their mouth on them. But his mouth on my breast, on my
nipple, was as gentle and yet firm, and as different from
everything else I'd ever felt as his kiss had been!

His lips gently kissed my breast in several
places, slowly, almost tenderly, then he kissed my nipple. Only,
just as when he kissed me on the mouth, his lips seemed to melt
around my nipple! Except this time he began to suck, gently, but
rhythmically, and then his tongue came out, and his lips kind of
spread out more. Then he sucked harder, while his tongue circled,
and circled, then swept across the quivering, swollen button of
flesh at the center of my breast!

Which was now feeling as if it was going to
explode!

He drew back, and I was.. gasping.

“Spread your legs, little girl,” he said.

I moaned as his big hand pushed down between
my thighs, and let him push my left leg out.

Then I felt his fingers trace the line of my
sex!

My hips bucked helplessly.

“Hmmm, very responsive for a librarian.”

A what!?

His finger ran up along the line of my sex
again, only pressing harder. And he leaned in again and took the
center of my other breast into his mouth. He pulled down more on my
wrists, forcing my back to arch more and leaning me back. And then
the finger at my pussy slowly sank between the lips of my sex and
the pad found my clitoris and rubbed in short, rapid little
motions!

My hips bucked again, and again, and then
harder, and then... it was like I felt all the pressure inside me
explode and flare out in a huge wall of fiery heat and pressure and
power and energy!

And you know how an orgasm flares out and
consumes you and your energy and then kind of leaves you gasping
and drained. Well, just as mine seemed to peak, one of his big,
slick fingers pushed up into the mouth of my sex, and then slid
right up inside me! And this was a big, thick finger!

I cried out involuntarily, dazed, but gripped
by a sudden explosive rush of sensation! And then that finger began
to slide in and out, while pushing up... I mean, sideways against
the front wall of my sex – even as his thumb pressed down against
me from the other side, rubbing and circling and rubbing!

My hips had been kind of jerking and bucking
against his finger, and now they did it even more energetically,
more frantically, as if my body was trying to impale itself on that
thick finger! My head was way back, to the point I could hardly
even see him any more, my glazed eyes staring at the ceiling!

And he was now... feeding at my breast the
same way he had at my mouth, only...more! Because now his teeth
were chewing at me! I began to feel like... to get this
overwhelming sense that I was being... devoured by this big,
strong, powerful predator!

And as the heat poured over me I came again!
Or maybe the orgasm just... surged up again! I don't know but my
hips were bucking up frantically against him as I cried out in
breathless, dazed wonder, my entire body exploding with this
immense rush of sensation!

That orgasm, at least, did what they were
supposed to do – drained me of energy and left me slack-jawed,
dazed and bonelessly draped across his lap.

He lifted me up as easily as if I weighed
nothing, and swung me around off his lap and onto the bench beside
and above him. Then he turned around himself.

I was slumped back across the next highest
seat, groaning, chest heaving, staring up at the ceiling again,
trying to catch my breath and put the scattered pieces of my mind
together. Because those orgasms, either one of them, had been...
literally stunning. Taken together, I felt shell-shocked.

Allen gripped my thighs just like he'd
gripped my wrists, and spread them wide, wide apart. Achingly wide,
tugging so my bottom slid forward more, and then with his big arms
pinning my legs wide, he leaned in and began to turn his oral
skills to my pussy.

Oh! My! God!

Boys just don't quite grasp how sensitive and
delicate a girl is down there. Half of the time when they touch me
it produces very uncomfortable sensations, sometimes even pain.
Plus they tend to be kind of eager at things.

Allen let his tongue brush lightly back and
forth against me as his fingers slid along the line of my sex. He
kept his arms down to pin my legs wide as his fingers dipped into
the mouth of my sex. Then his tongue began to circle my clitoris,
only a milometer away!

His big finger slid into me as his tongue
moved faster, sweeping in circles then back and forth. Every now
and then he pushed his tongue in underneath and flicked it upwards
in a way which made me gasp and sent my hips jerking
helplessly!

He pushed a second big, thick finger into me,
angling them upward, rubbing as much as pumping, caressing the
front wall of my sex, pressing up firmly as if he wanted to see his
own fingers working below the skin of my stomach!

He started to suck rhythmically on my
clitoris, harder and harder, then stopped and used his tongue
again, circling and circling and sweeping back and forth.

And what was I supposed to do during this!?
What!?

I lay back panting in the heat of the sauna,
and in the heat building inside myself, gasping for breath as his
fingers did amazing things and his tongue sent wild rushing surges
of pleasure up through my body.

My hips began to roll and grind upwards, the
muscles spasming, my nerve endings crackling like live wires. A
dark, wild pressure built up inside me, like a suppressed
electrical storm that should have had my body fairly crackling with
energy!

I began to... writhe, my body twisting and
arching and rolling up as the pressure became almost unbearable! I
couldn't just lay there! There was too much pressure and energy
inside me!

And in a lucid moment I knew a sense of
wonder. I mean, I'd already had two enormous orgasms, and I was
headed for a third! I'd never even had one with a guy before!

He drew back suddenly, and then gripped my
thighs and drew them in together before rolling me over. I felt...
dazed, confused, gasping as my body turned, my hands kind of pawing
at the surface of the bench.

I was kneeling on the first level of benches,
bent over the second level, my breasts slick and throbbing as they
pillowed out against the wood below. I felt his big hands pulling
my thighs apart, then running over my bare bottom.

“Very nice,” he said approvingly.

I shuddered as his fingers kneaded my
buttocks and then caressed my sex. I felt something rubbing against
me then, as wet and slick as me, and just as warm! It was soft, yet
insistent as it rubbed, and I began to get a sense it was... a lot
larger than his finger!

I felt pressure against my sex, felt
something soft but hard pushing, pushing, pushing. I moaned
helplessly as I felt myself forced open, pushed in and back – and
back – and back! I gasped in something approaching alarm, my hands
pushing my upper torso up off the bench as I tried to look
around.

Then it slid into me! Ohmygod! I could feel
just how thick it was! I felt it with a sense of disbelief at
first, and again tried to twist around only to have him grip my
hair and jerk it back.

“Ah!” I cried, my head forced back and
down.

His fist pushed down against me even as it
pulled back on my hair! And that thick... cock... kept sliding in
slowly, pumping a bit, but remorselessly pushing deeper and deeper!
I felt a sense of amazement. Was that really him?! Was he really as
thick as he felt!?

Crack!

I gasped as he slapped my bottom! Then he
yanked back my hair and slapped my bottom again!

“Oh!” I cried.

His cock kept pushing in! It felt soooo deep
already! I began to grow more anxious, almost panicky! He was so
big I ached!

He gripped my right thigh, jerking it back
and apart, then slapped my bottom again!

I cried out again, gasping as he began to
pump. Then I cried out again as he pulled up and back on my hair,
forcing me up off the bench, up and back so he could bring his lips
down against the nape of my neck!

He was kissing and chewing and sucking as his
right hand slid over my hip, his fingers finding my clitoris. They
began to rub as he pumped his cock in short little strokes.

I felt kind of... lost... bewildered! Because
this was nothing like I'd ever experienced before! Not to mention
this incredible heat baking me from inside and out!

The wild rushes of sensation were drowning my
mind as he pushed me back down against the upper bench, still
holding firmly to my hair. Then his hips began to push harder, and
his cock moved even deeper! I swear it was already deeper than
anyone had ever gone before!

Then it was as if somehow I expanded a
little, and the head of his cock slid even deeper! At the same time
as I felt that so high inside me I felt his hips against my
upraised buttocks! His hips ground against me, then eased back,
then forward, then back, then forward, moving slowly, at first, but
building up speed!

As he did his hips slapped against my
buttocks with enough force to make my body tremble and shake and
jerk forward, rolling my breasts back and forth between my ribs and
the bench! He abandoned my hair, then, but instead seized my arms
and drew them back behind me.

I felt my wrists crossed behind me and held
in his big hand, then he gripped my hair again, jerking my head
back as he began to thrust harder and faster.

My entire body began to shudder now as he
drove himself into me, and I think my eyeballs were rolling around
in their sockets for all I could see of the world! Of course, I
wasn't wearing glasses, and I was dazed to begin with. But now the
world seemed to take on an even more strange, steamy haze as that
big cock churned inside me and my body was hammered by his powerful
hips!

I felt utterly... possessed by him!
Not just in his power, or under his control, but absolutely
possessed! As if he could do absolutely anything to me he felt like
doing! It wasn't something I thought about in words, you
understand. It was something I... sensed... core deep!

And then the orgasm hit and I writhed and
jerked and thrashed in the grip of a crackling storm of sexual
electricity – all while he hammered into me from behind and jerked
back on my hair with every stroke!

I had become reduced, somehow, to something
like an animal state, panting, crying out, gasping, moaning and
sobbing for breath, eyes glassy, all higher orders of thought shut
down as he rammed his big spear of flesh into my belly again and
again and again!

I had never experienced anything remotely
like this! The orgasm went on and on, and then even after it faded
I was still filled with a wild dark heat as he continued to ride
me.

He shifted speeds and depths. He pulled out
of me once entirely only to rub his hard, slick cock up and down
along my sex as my body trembled and my hips rolled back in wanton
heat. Then he penetrated me again. Oh God it felt incredible to
feel that big cock entering me again and thrusting deep!

He pumped in and out in hard, deep, steady
thrusts, but his hips didn't touch me. Then, suddenly, he buried
himself, his cock going an extra inch or two, and I shuddered and
cried out as he ground himself against me, then began to pound me
hard!

Another orgasm washed over me, even as his
powerful body slammed into me.

I felt lost, my body shaking and bucking
beneath him as he lowered himself atop me, his teeth hungry,
chewing along my throat, closing and sucking hungrily as his big
cock twisted against me and he ground his hips against my
buttocks.

Then he started again, hammering me. He
straightened up, then gripped my wrists and lifted them up high
behind my back, sliding them up together along my spine until my
shoulders ached. He crossed them again between my shoulder blades,
and held them with one hand while his other snaked around my hip
again, his fingers finding my clitoris.

I came. Again!

I was too bedraggled to even realize when he
finished. I was semi-conscious, kind of stunned, not to mention
sore, exhausted, overheated and emotionally drained.

The next thing I knew he was lifting me up,
and then I was dropping upside down – my upper half – across his
left shoulder. I gasped, my hands pushing against his back as he
turned and walked to the door. I was already dazed. Being upside
down and having the blood rush to my head wasn't helping!

We walked out into the hall. Well, it wasn't
much of a hall. This ritzy club had separate little areas for each
guest. This one had the sauna, as well as a changing room, as well
as a shower. He simply carried me into the shower then turned it
on.

The water stopped, then I felt his hands
sliding up and down my legs and over my buttocks. His hands were
quite slippery, and I realized after a few moments, that he was
soaping me up! His hands moved up and down, kneading my buttocks,
sliding between my legs, then he bent and lifted me up before
setting me down before him.

I stumbled, weak-kneed, but he caught me,
then resumed soaping me up, pumping a little button on the side of
the shower to get some kind of cream, I assumed was body-wash or
soap into his hand, then spreading it over my chest and
shoulders.

He spent considerable time spreading it over
my breasts, soaping them up, as I stood there panting, dazed and
trying to fit my mind back together. I stared at his big hands on
my breasts, then sliding downward, soaping up my belly and
ribs.

He pumped the button again and then soaped up
his own body, while he looked at me. I looked away, confused,
uncertain, and as my mind returned to something like full
functioning, amazed at what had just happened – at what I had let
just happen!

Without the churning wall of heat I felt...
shy suddenly, embarrassed, awkward. I wasn't the kind of girl to
sleep with a guy on the first date by any means! I needed to be
more comfortable with them before I'd let them see me... like
this!

Then I gasped as he moved closer, backing me
into the wall. I jerked my eyes up and then he kissed me again,
much as he had before, only now his soapy body was grinding softly
against me, against my breasts, and his big arms slid around me,
his hands cupping my buttocks!

I moaned helplessly into his mouth, my hands
pushed up against his chest. They slid upward over his shoulders,
and then along them, marveling at how they felt under my fingers.
My hands slid down over his chest, then down further, feeling his
cock, massaging it, squeezing softly.

He pushed back with a grin.

“You'll get more later tonight, if you're
lucky,” he said.

I flushed, embarrassed, and not sure why. I
was confused. This was not a situation I'd ever been in before.
Wasn't it the guy who should be wanting sex all the time and me
telling him when he could – if he was nice?!

This was crazy! I mean, he wasn't my
boyfriend! He wasn't going to BE my boyfriend! He was practically
twice my age and beside he was... a grizzly bear! The sex had just
blown my mind, frankly, which was maybe why I wasn't thinking
straight and starting to panic.

He turned on the water and it gushed down on
us from several different directions, rinsing us off.

“M-Mister Allen!” I gasped. “I... this... we
shouldn't have done that!”

“I liked it. I do whatever I like. And you
liked it too. You should assume the same philosophy as your
boss.”

“But... I'm not some kind of... slut!”

He snorted. “I didn't think you were. I told
you you'd melt if I kissed you.”

I felt this sense of... I don't know, wounded
pride? Indignation?

“You are so arrogant!”

“We've been through this.”

“I just want you to know... that... that this
was a mistake and it shouldn't happen again!” I exclaimed.

He sniffed and then pushed me back against
the wall. The water turned off and he suddenly dropped to his knees
before me! His hands pulled my legs apart and then his open mouth
darted in and almost... seized me in his jaws! Like an animal!

He even growled!

Or was that my imagination!?

He started to lick me, and I gasped at the
sudden rush of sensation!

“Mister Allen!” I exclaimed.

I pushed at his head but it was like pushing
at a heavy rock. His tongue was lapping at me and his lips started
to suck, and then he gripped my wrists and jerked them away from
his head and down to my sides. In fact, he pulled them almost
behind me, pulling back so my shoulders were forced back!

And he licked even harder so that the rushing
waves of sensation swirled and churned inside me to the point that
my knees started to wobble and my hips began to grind helplessly
against him and that deep, heavy sense of pressure began to build
up inside me again!

I gasped for breath and kind of twisted and
wriggled, trying to pull my wrists free, but I was completely
hemmed in and the rushing waves were becoming more intense, washing
away all thought of resistance, of pride and dignity, of right and
wrong!

He released me and stood up, and I
staggered.

“I'm hungry for lunch,” he said.

He slid the door back and stepped out,
grabbing a big towel and sweeping it around his head, rubbing at
his short hair. He swept it around his upper body the as I leaned
against the wall, panting, chest heaving.

“Well? You must be hungry? This place makes
an incredible steak.”

I tried to put myself back together, stepped
out, and then grabbed a towel off the shelf as he was walking back
into the change room. I dried myself as best I could, then followed
him, towel wrapped around myself. He was already half dressed as I
went to the counter and then grabbed my purse.

“You have ten minutes,” he said, wagging a
finger at me.

I glowered at him, got my brush, and brushed
my hair, then picked up the hair dryer and began to dry my
hair.

This was all so freaking weird!

He finished dressing, tying his tie, then
stepped out of the room. I hurried through drying my hair, then
turned and looked for my clothes.

They weren't there.

I looked around in confusion. But it wasn't
like there was an awful lot of places to have misplaced them. There
was the change room which doubled as a bathroom, the shower stall,
and the sauna. They were in none of those places! Not my top, my
skirt nor my shoes! Nor my glasses or underwear, for that
matter!

The door Allen had stepped through led out
into a public hall. I wasn't about to go out there in a towel! Then
I saw something sitting on the chair. It looked like gray fabric,
but it had a pair of high heels atop it. They weren't my high
heels, though. Still, what were a pair of high heels doing here on
the chair?

I picked them up and on whatever impulse, and
checked. It wasn't easy. I couldn't read the size unless I held
them out at arms length. But then... yes, they were my size. I put
them down and picked up the... gray fabric. It was thin and
lightweight, and when I unfolded it I saw it was a dress. A very
short dress. Surely he hadn't... I mean, even he wasn't THAT
arrogant! Was he!?

I pulled on the dress, more to check than for
any other reason. It was form fitting, but it fit. It had a scoop
neck top which displayed an uncomfortable (for me) amount of
cleavage! Two thin strings went up behind my neck to fasten
together. This left my back completely bare!

The lower part was quite short, shorter than
any dress or skirt I'd ever worn. Worse than that it was slit up
the hip on both sides! And when I say up the hip I mean basically
all the way up to the level of my belly button!

This... dress was too slutty for me to even
wear to bed!

I mean, it was still better than a towel, so
I was going to wear it. But I wasn't going anywhere in it! He could
damn well come back and bring my clothes!

I put on the shoes, more as something to do.
And yes, they fit. They were kind of... sexy too.

If he thought I was going to be his little
sex toy, he was going to have another thought coming! I was going
to let him have a piece of my mind when he came back!

Only instead of him, one of the staff knocked
and told me the room had to be cleaned so it could be used by the
next member. I was... flustered. I didn't know what to do! He
assured me Mr. Allen was in the dining room and then two more of
them barged in to start cleaning!

I didn't really have much choice. I had to
walk – very carefully – and blushing whenever anyone looked at me –
down the hall, then into the elevator (No way was I walking up
stairs in this thing!) then was directed to the dining room.
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Given the high slits up both sides it was
practically like I was wearing a loincloth! And with no panties
underneath I had to be extremely careful how I walked, using short
steps! This was a dress meant for a slutty girl to wear to a
nightclub where things were dark!

I tried not to notice men noticing me, but it
was impossible, because they all did! I looked straight ahead and
fought the urge to hurry – because hurrying would mean a long
stride and the high slits on this thing would be far too
revealing!

As a result it felt like I was being bathed
in male attention. Every hall and every corridor had men who turned
and looked at me appreciatively. I began to think of myself as a
sheep being drooled over by packs of wolves!

Fortunately, these wolves were... civilized.
I had little doubt things would be far worse on the street. But
here, among all these rich men, they looked and smiled but didn't
say anything rude, much less try anything.

I could feel the heat in my face, though,
when I finally followed the directions and arrived at the dining
room. There a man in a tuxedo greeted me and when I mentioned Mr.
Allen's name, escorted me across the floor to one of the
booths.

This was clearly a place where people valued
their privacy. The booths had high, dark wood backs, black,
buttoned leather benches, and soft lighting. The carpet was thick
and rich and patterned red, and the whole place was quiet and
restrained with an air of elegant luxury.

Allen stood up as I arrived and I quickly
slid into the booth and around it, trying to hold the side of my
skirt that faced the room closed, even as the skirt slid up my
thighs.

He sat down again.

“Where are my clothes!?” I hissed as soon as
the man went away.

He raised his eyebrows.

“The rules here require dresses or skirts on
women, so what you were wearing wasn't really suitable.”

“And this is!?”

“Well,” he said with a slight smile, “It does
satisfy the rules.”

“What happened to my clothes? And
glasses!?”

“Oh, well, Peter took them and replaced them
with what Kevin had ordered. Nice dress. Very flattering.”

“Very flattering!? It's... it's the sluttiest
dress I've ever worn in my life!”

“Really? You must have had a pretty boring
life so far. Maybe I'll change that.”

“You... he had no right to change my
clothes!”

He shrugged. “It's probably an expensive
designer dress and you got it for free. What's the problem. Want a
drink?”

“No! I want to not be naked!”

“You're not naked, Chloe. I can only
partially see your breasts, and can't see anything else.”

“There was no underwear! And this thing is
slit up to the belly button on both sides!”

“Really? Interesting.”

“Interesting!?”

“I assume Kevin thought he was buying things
for dance clubs. I'll have to have a word with him.”

I fumed, but at least here, sitting down,
nobody could see much – as long as I kept my legs closed! And while
the top showed cleavage it wasn't a ridiculous amount. Though I
wasn't really used to showing any cleavage!

“Stop squirming,” he said.

“I'm trying to get this dress to cover more
of my legs!” I snapped.

“Why? They're under the table. No one can see
them. Anyway, you have great legs. You should show them off
more.”

“Typical man!” I growled.

He shrugged. “We do like looking at beautiful
women. But since that's a biological instinct I don't really think
you can judge us for that. And after all, looking at beautiful
women like you inspires us. Like it did downstairs.”

I flushed even more, looking around. I was
still completely confused about what had happened, how I had
allowed it, and how I was going to behave towards him now. Was he
my boss or some sort of... guy I knew? Like, was he a friend with
benefits? He was barely more than an acquaintance!

“Every man I passed looked like he wanted to
attack me,” I muttered.

“He probably did. Good thing you're in a
civilized country. Now how do you take your steak?”

“I'm not hungry.”

“Sure you are. Think of all the energy you
just put out downstairs, and how much you'll be putting out
later.”

I flushed again and felt a dark rush of
squirmy heat.

“Did you just hire me so you could have sex
with me!?” I demanded in a low voice.

“Nope. I hired you because having you
available in the limo answering questions from the notes, and
taking further notes made me realize that having someone available
to do that could be useful. And since I already knew you and you
seemed to be good at it, I hired you. That you're cute as hell and
have great boobs was a major bonus, I admit.”

I looked around anxiously, then glared at
him.

“You're not supposed to... to – .”

“What? I just fucked your brains out, honey
and intend to do it again later. You want me to talk to you like
some brainless HR drone would have me talk to my secretary?”

I flushed even more deeply. He was talking...
outrageously! But he was... right, in a way. It was silly to think
he would talk to me formally, like an employer, after what had
happened downstairs.

“I'll decided if and when anything else
happens,” I said, embarrassed.

He snorted. “You loved it. You want
more.”

“You are so – !”

“Arrogant. Yeah, yeah. Bossy too. Good thing
I'm a boss.”

I started to say something unflattering and
he stuck his finger at me and overrode me.”

“And remember, impertinence to the boss gets
punished.”

I scowled. But again, I was kind of confused
about how to treat him. With the respect due a boss from a lowly
employer? Well, I had been, but now we'd had sex so... what did
that make us?

“You're not exactly just a boss,” I
muttered.

“Right. Now I can punish you my way instead
of through HR.”

“What does that mean?” I asked
suspiciously.

He grinned. “A firm spanking.”

I felt a jolt inside me even as I scowled.
“You wouldn't dare!”

“Ha. Keep talking back and you'll find
out.”

I kept looking around anxiously, making sure
no one was able to hear this … outrageous conversation!

“Bully,” I muttered.

“Naw, I almost never spank girls. It's been
ages since I had a girl across my lap and gave her bare bottom a
good whacking.”

Honestly! How do you deal with a man like
this!?

“If you keep talking like this I'm leaving!”
I finally said.

“Why? Where would you go? And what's your
problem anyway? Am I being disrespectful?”

“Yes!”

“How much respect do you think a man of my
abilities, wealth, power and accomplishments ought to demonstrate
to a person with yours?”

“You don't have to be insulting,” I said.

“I'm not being insulting. I'm being honest.
You and are I are far from equals. And you're smart enough to know
that.”

“That doesn't mean you have to treat me like
I'm dirt!”

He looked surprised.

“You're far from dirt,” he said. “I wouldn't
hire dirt and I certainly wouldn't have lunch with it. You're an
interesting and beautiful young women with considerable potential.
Do you consider my recognizing how sexy and beautiful you are is
treating you like dirt?”

This man was infuriating on any number of
levels, one of which was that he kept complimenting me in ways that
I didn't think were even meant to be flattery so much as honest
statements of his belief. That they made me feel this warm
sensation in my chest and down through my belly was another
contradictory and confusing thing that I was having trouble coping
with.

The steaks arrived, which gave me some
reprieve. I eyed him as I ate, trying to figure out what to do
about him and how to treat him. He was certainly right that we were
far from equals. I had already recognized that. For that matter, I
hadn't really done anything that merited any particular degree of
respect beyond what you'd give to strangers.

And however crudely he'd put it he'd also, as
he said, fucked my brains out. The memories of that produced
another whole series of emotionally confusing thoughts.

“You're problem with me,” he said after we'd
spent a couple of minutes eating, “is that I'm not the least big
modest.”

I snorted agreement.

“You, on the other hand, are stupidly modest
about things you have no need to be modest about. You've been
raised in that 'patriarchal society' you spoke about earlier to
think you had to pretend that you weren't beautiful and sexy, and
to hide your beautiful body. Because showing it off marked you as
some kind of fallen woman or something.”

I forked another piece of steak into my
mouth, not agreeing or disagreeing, though I couldn't actually say
he was wrong.

“Well, I don't have a problem demonstrating
just how great my body is, or how smart I am, or how rich I am, or
anything else. I don't bother to brag, but I'm not gonna do
anything to hide it just to spare the feelings of people who aren't
as good looking, as rich or as successful.”

“This dress is showing off,” I said.

He shrugged. “I'll talk to Kevin. That dress
is actually very functional for a dance club. It helps keep you
cool while allowing for lots of movement.”

“Including from my breasts since you can't
wear a bra with it!” I exclaimed – quietly.

“Not a problem for me,” he said with a
smirk.

I looked away, exasperated.

“Plus I'd get jumped if I walked on the
street in this thing, not to mention leered at and yelled at.”

“Honey, you walk next to me and I guarantee
nobody is gonna leer or shout at you.”

The sad thing was he was almost certainly
right.

The sadder thing was that gave me a strange
little thrill down low.

Why!?

As we finished, he pulled out a cell to call
the chauffeur, and I felt a growing sense of anxiety. Because I'd
have to walk out again wearing this... thing!

“Relax,” he said. “You're gorgeous.”

I gave him an annoyed look. “That doesn't
mean I want everyone to tell how closely I shave,” I said.

He looked blank for a minute, then
laughed.

“Like I said, don't worry about anyone
staring at you when you're next to me.”

And of course, he was quite right. As we
walked out, men's eyes skimmed over me but no one stared and no one
said a thing.

We got out to the sidewalk but there was no
sign of the car.

“Let's take a walk,” he said.

“But.. the limo!” I gulped.

“He'll meet us a couple of blocks up.”

“Why?!”

He took my hand and led me away, and I
reluctantly followed. It wasn't like I had a choice!

It felt very strange to be holding hands with
him, though, and caused more of those strange swirling emotional
sensations. I was both glad and unhappy when he let go. I was also
extremely self-conscious. Not to mention chilly! It was was warmer
than yesterday, almost Sixty, but it was still cool to be out
without a jacket, especially in this tiny thing!

“Walk slower!”

“Why do you care that some stranger on the
street might see too much? You're beautiful so it will make them
happy, and you'll never see them again anyway.”

“Because I'm normal!” I snapped.

“Well, we'll have to see if we can do
something about that.”

There were a lot of people on the street.
Everyone noted me in the short slit skirt, but nobody stared and
nobody commented and nobody tried to approach me or grab my butt. I
guess that was the advantage of walking alongside a grizzly
bear.

“How long are we going to walk?” I asked
anxiously.

“Do you get much exercise in?”

“Walking around on the street in next to
nothing isn't my idea of exercise. Especially in high heels.”

I turned my head nervously to one side, quite
sure every guy we passed was staring at my butt.

Confrontation just would not ever work with
this guy. So I reluctantly decided to play to my strengths. And
with him I suspected that was his machismo.

“Mister Allen, it's cold in just this thing!”
I said plaintively.

“Hmm? Yeah, I suppose it is.”

He took out his phone and did something. He
didn't speak into it, but when he put it back he looked up the
street. Sure enough, the limo came out of a side street.

I felt a burst of satisfaction. I had
actually succeeded in getting him to do what I wanted! Okay, I had
done it with the 'poor little me' game, but it had worked.

The limo slid to a stop and I hurriedly
grabbed at the door and then climbed in, leaving it to his bulk to
hide my butt from anyone on the street. I settled in on the leather
seat, tugging the skirt down as best I could while he got in and
closed the door. Then the limo pulled away from the curb.

The driver's section was blocked not just
with a glass divider but a darkly tinted one, which was also a
relief. It was almost impossible to hide yourself while sitting in
this short, slit dress!

I turned to look at Allen, cocking my head
back to find him looking at me. That made me feel swirly again –
uneasy, anxious, but also tight-chested in a strange, unfamiliar
sort of way.

“What?”

“You would look incredible in fur.”

I looked back, nonplussed.

“Naked, and wearing a long mink coat.”

I stared. Now in the first place I'm anti
fur, but in the second place, I have to admit the image was an
attractive one, especially since I was cold, and the fur coat would
presumably be long. Not to mention soft against my body.

“Well, feel free to buy me one,” I said
dismissively.

I didn't mean it of course.

The limo stopped a few blocks up, and I
looked around anxiously.

“Where are we? Why are we stopping here?”

“Get your eyes checked.”

“What!?”

He opened the door and half dragged me out,
then into an office building.

“Mister Allen!”

“Nice and warm in here.”

“But I don't need my eyes checked! I just
need my glasses!”

“This will be better. You can do away with
them.”

“But – !”

I was flummoxed again. Should I refuse to let
him buy me laser surgery for my eyes! I'd long wanted it, but
couldn't possibly afford it. I know, I know, you don't let men buy
you expensive things when you hardly know them! But the reason you
don't is because they'd then expect something in return. Well, he
already got what he wanted! And he seemed quite sure he was going
to get more! So this wasn't trying to buy me... not really!

And even if I quit in a day or two... it
wasn't like he could take it back!

“Couldn't I get my clothes first!?” I
blurted.

“You look fine. You look hot.”

“I don't want to look hot!” I exclaimed.

“Too late.”

We got into an elevator and rode up to the
tenth floor, then walked down to an office and walked in. We were
in a tiny waiting room with an actual sofa to sit on. No one was
waiting, and a nurse beamed at us.

“Mister Allen?”

She stood up. “Right this way!”

Well, I guess when you're a billionaire you
don't have to wait around for appointments like the plebes!

We were shown into an exam room and the
doctor came in right after.

“I'm Doctor Prentice. I'm an
ophthalmologist,” he said, smiling at me as he shook Allen's
hand.

“He's gonna see if you can get laser surgery,
and if you can, he'll schedule it,” Allen said.

God, what a... nerve he had! But again, I
wasn't sure what to do! Refuse!? I had the urge to but why should
I!?

I tried to tug my skirt lower as I sat in the
chair, but the doctor didn't seem interested in looking. Even when
Allen left. He gave me a fairly normal eye exam, except that he
stuck brighter lights in my eyes and looked much more carefully,
then put drops in and tested the pressure and did more stuff.

It was hard seeing afterward because my eyes
were dilated. And there was no sign of Allen.

“Your car is waiting downstairs, Ms. Baxter,”
the nurse said.

I pursed my lips and left. I was starting to
get used to feeling like I was walking around half-naked. But it
made me more nervous doing it without Allen there.

I went back to the lobby and was relieved to
find the limo parked out front. I walked out, narrowing my eyes to
slits in the sun, and the door opened. Allen stepped out and helped
me in and then he got in and closed the door behind.

“All done. The doctor said you could have the
operation in a couple of days. That'll work well because I have to
go out to an oil rig for a few days around then anyway, and you'd
probably be better off not coming.”

“You're really going to pay for me to have
eye surgery?”

“Why not? It's chump change. And I look after
my people.”

“Then you should turn the heat up. Your
people are cold,” I said, crossing my arms across my chest.

“Not necessary. I've got something
better.”

He picked up a box and put it on my lap. It
was a big box. A BIG box.

I gaped at it, then lifted the lid. It was a
fur coat. A very long black and white coat.

“It's chinchilla.”

“But – .”

“Warmest fur out there, and the softest.”

I was bewildered again. I absolutely was not
used to having men buy me expensive things! A coffee, sure, a
dinner maybe, a ticket to the movies, okay, but not a fur coat that
was probably worth thousands of dollars! Or laser surgery worth
thousands more!

“I-I can't take this!” I blurted.

“Why?”

“Because... because I … it's... you aren't –
Oh, hey, don't! I squealed.

He had grabbed my dress and was yanking it
up!

I quickly stared at the drivers compartment,
relieved to see it was dark glass. And such was his strength that
even in that brief time the dress was up around my waist! Then he
simply yanked it up over my head and off! I was completely
naked!

I quickly grabbed the coat as he pulled it
out of the box and got into it. Well, what else was I supposed to
do!?

Holy fuck it was soft!

It was ankle length and I slid it around my
body and pulled it closed.

Ohmygod it felt incredible next to my
skin.

“Warmer now?”

He tossed the dress away casually. “I'll tell
Kevin to get longer dresses.”
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Here's the thing; being naked under a coat is
still being naked. I felt naked, even if nothing was showing. Not
to mention the coat was so astonishingly soft against my skin that
the sensation was almost erotic. In fact, it was erotic given I was
sitting next to Allen and in a car in semi-public!

“It looks good on you,” he said.

What was I going to do about this guy!?

“It's even softer than your hair,” he said,
combing my hair back with his fingers.

He leaned in and started to lightly kiss me
along the nape of my neck.

“M-Mister... A-Allen!” I gulped.

I gasped as his fingers tightened in my hair,
pulling my head back across the seat back.

“Oh! Don't!” I gasped.

“I like seeing you with your back arched,” he
said, as his other hand opened the coat.

I felt a hot rush of energy and a dark,
squirming sense of breathless excitement and anticipation!

“You have gorgeous breasts, but they look
even better with your back arched.”

His other hand was now caressing my breasts,
his fingers lightly tweaking and rolling my hard nipples, and my
heart was already pounding wildly as I rolled my eyes up at him and
then up in the other direction out the tinted window at the cars
nearby, then forward at the even darker winter between us and the
driver.

“N-Nathan!” I gasped.

He leaned in again, and I felt his mouth
against my left breast, sucking and licking and then chewing as his
other hand kneaded my right breast.

What was I supposed to do!?

I squirmed, both mentally and physically, but
I started to almost immediately feel a hot rush of sexual energy,
and when his fingers slid down between my legs I shuddered,
spreading them as they rubbed me skilfully.

“You... You shouldn't!” I gasped.

“I generally do whatever I want to,” he said
with a kind of shrug.

I moaned as his finger pushed into me.

“Slump down more.”

“But – .”

“Do what the boss says, baby,” he
growled.

I moaned and obeyed, but his finger came out
of me and instead stroked along my lips. I gasped as it slid
inside.

“Suck,” he said softly.

Moaning, I obeyed, and he pumped his long,
thick finger slowly in and out of my mouth, then added a second
one! He pulled them out, leaving me panting, and I moaned as I felt
them pushing slowly into my body.

“Wh-what are you... doooing?” I moaned.

“Enjoying myself.”

“I'm... not... your … toy,” I gasped.

“Sure you are, and what a hell of a great toy
you are,” he replied in amusement.

His fingers sank deep, and then started
pumping slowly, angling upward again, rubbing against the front
wall of my abdomen as his thumb came down against my clitoris!

God it felt so... I mean, his fingers were so
thick and deep and... his thumb was doing amazing things, not to
mention his mouth kept moving, chewing at my soft flesh, at my
breasts, at my throat, even as he held me back by the hair like...
like his prisoner!

The heat pushed away my inhibitions. The lust
fried my mind. And I found it increasingly difficult to really care
about the fact a man was sitting only a few feet in front of me,
and people were driving by on one side and walking by on the
other!

I moaned helplessly, arching back more,
rolling my hips up at his fingers, heat swirling and churning
within my body and mind.

He released my hair then gripped my arm and
abruptly yanked me sideways so I sprawled across his lap. A moment
later he tugged the open coat back over my shoulders and off so I
was naked.

Naked in the back of a car being driven down
Fifth Avenue!

“You have a beautiful ass, girl,” he said,
kneading my buttocks.

Then his hand slapped my bottom.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped at the sharp, stinging
pain.

“Soft, round, tight.”

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” I gasped.

“But you have to learn to speak more
respectfully towards the boss.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

His hand pushed between my squirming thighs
and I gasped as his fingers found my sex again. I moaned as one of
them sank into me, and his other hand slid up and down my body then
down along my side before curving under to cup my breast.

“Mister Allen!” I moaned.

Yes, I know it was crazy to be calling him
Mr. Allen but... I didn't really know him!

“You see how respectful everyone is to
me?”

Crack!

I yelped, trying to thrust my arm back to
protect my stinging bottom.

“Move your hand.”

“No! What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Naughty little girls get spanked,” he
said.

Oh God!

“I'm not a little girl!'

“Even better.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“You need to learn to show more respect,
Chloe.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Nathan! That hurts!” I squealed.

“That's the general idea.”

I was squirming and twisting, trying to pull
myself off him. He finally pulled his fingers out of me and grabbed
both my wrists, then crossed them at the small of my back. He'd
done that when he was fucking me, so feeling them firmly locked in
his big, strong hand sent a strange echo of heat through my
body!

But then I felt something new. He was
wrapping something around my wrists, and before I understood his
intent he had tied them together!

“What... Nathan!” I gasped, twisting my head,
trying to look.

“Bosses get to indulge themselves,” he
said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Nathan!”

“That's sir.”

Crack!

His fingers found my sex again, sliding into
me, rubbing my clitoris. His other hand slid up and down my body,
often sliding under to cup and knead my breast.

I squirmed and moaned and my mind was flooded
with wild, often contradictory emotions!

Pain and pleasure, anxiety and excitement,
arousal and indignation.

This was ridiculous! You don't suddenly pull
a girl across your lap, tie her wrists and then spank her! On the
other hand, I was feeling a tremendous dark heat, a kind of thrill
of the forbidden, and my body was flaring with heat – and not just
my buttocks.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ohw! Oh! Nathan! Don't!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Do you promise to be a more respectful and
obedient girl from now on?” he asked in a pious, lecturing
tone.

“Y-You're being ridiculous!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Stop!”

“Remember your place, little girl,” he said.
“You are in the presence of I, Nathan Allen. You should be humble
and awed.”

Crack!

“Ow! You're a pervert!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Guilty!” he exclaimed.

Crack!

I squirmed and twisted as his big hand
slapped down stingingly across my bottom!

“Would you like me to let you make it up to
me in some other way?” he asked archly.

“Yes!”

He tumbled me off his lap onto the floor. I
don't know if you've ever been in the back of a limo but there's
lots of room there. He gripped my hair, though, and pulled me in
between his legs as he undid his pants.

Oh God! This was so insane!

But a part of me felt reassured and relieved.
Not only wasn't he spanking my bottom any more but I was hidden
below the sight of anyone looking in through the windows. Yes, I
knew they were heavily tinted but even so.

“Service your boss, employee. Make him happy
and maybe he'll give you a bonus.”

“You're a pervert!” I gulped.

He unzipped and shoved his pants down a
little, along with his underwear, and then I saw him!

I know it had been inside me already, and I
had seen him naked for a bit, but I had never seen him aroused
because he'd taken me from behind! I stared at him and thought
Shit, he's huge! Then I realized he wasn't even fully erect!
Fuck!

“The thing about being me is I can say what I
want. I don't have to be polite to mere employees,” he said as he
pulled my face in against his cock.

I gasped as he rubbed my face up and down
against him. I saw him tugging his pants lower, exposing more of
his cock and balls.

“Now, employee, lick your master's cock like
it was a juicy Popsicle,” he said.

Fuuuuck!

“Or I'll pull you across my lap again.”

I licked his cock. Then I licked it again,
and then I began to forget that I should feel indignant because it
was turning me on so much! I mean, the thing was growing before my
eyes! That was a bit scary, but hey, he'd gotten it inside me
before so I knew he could again.

I licked up and down his cock, feeling more
and more aroused as I did, moaning, my breasts pillowing out
against the leather seat between his spread legs. I gasped as he
tugged on my hair, then slid down and sucked and licked at his
balls.

I was gripped by this dark, heady sense of
wonder that I was fucking NAKED on my knees, in the back of a limo
sucking the bosses cock while the chauffeur sat up front! This was
so insane!

But fucking hot, in a terrifying,
electrifying sort of way!

“Oh!” I gasped as he pulled back on my
hair.

He rubbed his cock up and down against my
face, then rubbed the head along my lips.

“Now, employee, your boss would like a blow
job. Remember, your employee evaluation report is coming up. Do a
good job.”

He pulled me in against his cock and the fat
head pushed in between my open lips.

I moaned as I closed my lips around it. And I
didn't have to close them far! He had the thickest, longest cock
I'd ever had in my mouth as it hardened further. It slid along my
tongue and I licked at it as I sucked, the breath moaning out of me
as I tried to bob my head up and down despite his grip on my
hair.

He reached down and cupped my left breast,
squeezing it.

“You have great tits, employee, especially
for a skinny girl.”

God!

I pulled back, gasping. “Would you please
call them breasts!” I demanded.

He grinned lazily, then yanked me up across
his left leg and slapped my bottom sharply before shoving me back
down onto my knees.

“The boss uses whatever terminology the boss
wishes to use,” he said. “Now be a good girl and suck the bosses
cock.”

Holy shit! He was so outrageous! Then again,
I was starting to realize he was doing that, at least in part,
deliberately. I'm not sure why. Did he get off on how outrageous
this was too?

I bobbed my lips up and down his cock. It was
long! And I felt a growing sense of sexual hunger brought on by
this whole wicked situation. I mean, naked in a car traveling down
the middle of Manhattan sucking the bosses cock! Shit!

This was the kind of thing wild, slutty girls
did, the kind that wore dresses like I'd had to wear at the club,
and did it proudly, the kind who slept with guys easily, and
probably got drunk a lot and did drugs too! I was none of those
things! I was boring Chloe!

But there was one thing I could do which had
always impressed dates. I just wasn't at all sure I could do it
with a cock this thick! I was hot enough to try, though!

I forced my lips down further, taking the
head into the very back of my mouth, then forced myself down again,
swallowing the head and sliding my lips down, down, down!

I could feel his surprise and felt a
momentary sense of glee, despite the discomfort my throat was
feeling. I forced my lips all the way down to the base of his cock
and held it there as he cursed softly above me!

Didn't expect that, did you, Mister high
and mighty Allen!? I thought.

I pulled slowly back up, relieved I'd done it
and feeling a sense of victory. I slid him out of my throat and
gulped in air as he combed his fingers through my hair.

“Nice job, employee,” he said. “I might have
to give you a bonus. Especially if you can do that again!”

I did it again, and then I did it again and
again, and his voice started to lose his arrogance even as he
continued to sort of taunt me as his employee.

Then he abruptly lifted me up. It was so...
strange how this guy could manhandle me so easily! I mean, I wasn't
very big but I wasn't tiny either. He just lifted me and flung me
around like I was a teddy bear or something.

I gasped as I found my self on the seat
again. And now he was on the floor. He jerked my hips down and
forced my legs back then began to lick me. I had, I thought,
triggered his competitive instincts.

I moaned, feeling wild and helpless as I lay
on slumped down on my bound wrists, while he lifted my legs up and
back and wide and licked hungrily at my sex! I was already aroused,
and the feel of his skilled tongue lapping and circling and
stroking against me had my hips bucking up helplessly in almost no
time at all!

He straightened up and let my legs drop onto
his shoulders, then guided his thick, spit-wet cock against my
opening. I moaned, dropping my eyes, staring, feeling that same
wild electrifying sense of wonder as I saw and felt that thick,
thick cock slowly pushing its way into my body!

He pushed slowly but firmly, then gripped my
legs, forcing them back against me, then back further! I shuddered
as I continued to stare at his thick cock pushing deeper through
the straining lips of my sex! I was basically laying on my back on
the seat now, with my head propped up by the back as he pushed my
feet back against the backrest above my head.

“Fuck! Oh fuuuuck!” I moaned.

“Only the boss gets to curse, employee,” he
said, panting.

“Ahh! Fuck!” I cried as he thrust deeper.

He chuckled and began to pump, pinning my
ankles back against the backrest above me as his hips worked in and
out.

I stared at the sight of that thick cock
pushing in and out of me and was gripped by a dark erotic wonder, a
thrilled sense of sexual heat and excitement as it plunged into me
again and again! It ached, sure, but I didn't care! Then I saw the
last of it jammed inside me as the head rammed itself so far inside
me that I thought it might break something!

His hips ground against my upraised buttocks
and he began to thrust harder and faster!

The heat began to pour up through my body as
his hips slapped against my buttocks. My body was hammered down
into the seat as his strokes grew harsher, and then the first
orgasm swept through me and I trembled and shook and cried out in
helpless pleasure!

It was like... you have no idea if you've
never been in that position with such a large man atop you and
inside you! It was like he was the whole world, crushing me beneath
him, hammering me, battering me, and I was folded up and tiny and
impaled on his hard, thick cock!

It just went on and on and on, or so it
seemed, while I regained some breath, then lost it again to a
second orgasm, the air sobbing out of my lungs as his powerful body
slammed down against me again and again and that big cock impaled
me!

His cock was like this long, spear of flesh
and he was driving it deep into my belly again and again, as if I
was being hollowed out inside! And again I felt like... totally in
his possession, as I had before. Maybe even more this time because
my wrists were tied behind my back!

I was his bitch, his slave girl, his...
woman? I was HIS! He owned me! He was owning me right NOW as
he pounded himself against me and into me! I mean, fuck! Talk about
being owned! My mind was turning to mush as my body was gripped by
convulsions and I reverted to instinct to cope with the
overwhelming power of the sensations flooding through me!

Could you be fucked to death, I wondered
dazedly. Not that I cared.

He finally eased the speed of his thrusts,
slowed, and halted, with him buried deep inside me. He ground
himself against me and then, gasping, eased up and back, sliding
himself out of my aching hollow belly.

“You've made a good case for that performance
bonus,” he said, breathing hard.

“Y-You're crazy,” I gasped breathlessly.

“Crazy is for poor people. I'm rich. I'm
eccentric,” he said.

He pulled his pants up and sat down next to
me again. I was just starting to try and sit up when the limo
turned and slowed.

“We're home,” he said.

“What!?”

I gasped, forcing myself to sit up.

“I'm naked!”

“I noticed.”

“Untie me!”

“I don't respond well to orders, employee,”
he said.

“This isn't funny!”

“It's funny to me. And isn't that really all
that matters?”

“No!”

He picked up the coat and swept it around me,
lifting me easily to get it underneath, then buttoned it.

“My wrists are still tied!”

“Nobody's likely to notice.”

“But – !”

It was too late. The door opened as the
chauffeur stepped back, and Allen slid out, pulling on my arm
through the coat. I blushed furiously, wondering how much the
chauffeur might have seen or heard, and hoping desperately the back
seat was as soundproof as I suspected it was!

Allen guided me to the front door of the
condo, which was being held open by the doorman and I lowered my
eyes, trying to keep Allen's large body between me and him! We
crossed the big, marble lobby to the elevators, and then went in an
empty car.

“Is the back of the car soundproof?” I asked
anxiously.

“Uh huh, Pretty much. If you don't scream
loudly. Maybe I'll get you to do that next time.”

“Those men were probably wondering why the
sleeves are hanging empty!”

“Doubt it. Don't care anyway. Do you think
they figure you're naked under there and have your hands tied up?
That would be ridiculous.”

“It IS ridiculous!”

He shrugged.

We got off and he led me to my door, opening
it with his own key card.

“What about my things!? My bag!?”

“Peter will bring them up.”

“Ugh! He'll see the dress! He'll know!”

“That's okay. He has sex too.”

“So!?”

“So now you're even.”

I glowered. “Untie me!”

He shrugged and unbuttoned the coat, then
slipped it off. He examined me as I stood there and I licked my
lips nervously.

“Hmmm. I kind of like you like this.”

“I can't exactly do any writing like
this!”

“That's true, but...”

He gripped me by the hair, behind my neck and
I gasped as he led me into the bedroom. He brought me before the
big mirror on the low dresser and then forced my head back so my
back arched.

“Now isn't this a lovely sight?” he
asked.

It was a … outrageous site! There he was
fully dressed in his suit, and there I was – naked, with my wrists
tied, and my tangled hair in his fist, my back arched!

Owned!

He chuckled, then released my hair and untied
me.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I put on sweatpants and a sweatshirt to be as
casual and unsexual as possible for when Peter brought up my bag!
The dress was so thin and lightweight it was folded up and inside
the bag! Ugh!

I sat down on the sofa and tried to figure
out what the hell I ought to be doing, or even thinking about what
had happened today! I'd fucked the boss! Twice! Well,
realistically, the boss had fucked me. I had been kind of passive
both times.

He had used me like his bitch!

That made me indignant, but realistically,
even my subconscious accepted that he was way, way above me in
almost every way. He was big, physically, powerful, both physically
and in every other way, more aggressive, more sophisticated, more
knowledgeable, older, wiser... so the thought of trying to
establish some sort of 'equal' relationship was silly.

Not to mention he was my boss.

Nope. No equality there. Not even close.

And I'd never had a sexual relationship
before with such widely different levels of... power. I mean, I
literally had none!

Then again I'd never had a sexual
relationship before which had given me such incredible, powerful
sexual heat, hunger and passion, not to mention the most powerful
orgasms of my life.

I shook my head and looked around, then got
dressed again and went out. I needed to buy some food and other
stuff for my new apartment.

*

“Chloe. Take a note. Repeat sales on the
Maryland line are 87%.”

The first word startled me into jumping off
the sofa, where I'd been flicking through channels. I looked around
and saw a small speaker I hadn't noticed before sitting on the
corner table. The sound wasn't just coming from that, though. The
voice was coming from the kitchen too, and from the bedroom. I even
noticed, as I walked around, that there was a little black speaker
in the bathroom!

What the hell!?

It was Nine in the evening!

I didn't think these speakers had been in
here before either.

Muttering, I found my notebook and wrote down
what he'd said. Him and me were going to have a discussion tomorrow
morning about hours of work!

I sat back down and played with the TV again,
then got a couple of texts I responded to, then decided to go to
bed. He was an early riser and I was supposed to join him. Again,
we needed to talk more about my hours of work.

The bedroom felt so... luxurious! And the
view was glorious! The comparison to my old place was just silly
given how beautiful this one was. The whole wall was glass. The
wall-to-wall carpeting was thick enough to sink into, the bed was
huge and soft and the lighting soft and restrained. There was even
a gas fireplace in the corner to add to the homey feel.

Now this was living!

I read for a while, then put down the book
and turned out the lights, falling asleep to the lights of the city
before me.

I wondered what Allen's bedroom looked
like.

*

I had some weird dreams, including one where
a bear was chasing me! I woke up to the bright November light
shining through the window, and yawned, throwing back the covers
and getting out of bed.

I wandered out to the kitchen and discovered
to my pleasure, that the timer I'd set on the coffee machine had
worked and the coffee was now ready. I poured a nice mug. Then I
almost dropped it as the little speaker on the counter came to
life.

“Chloe, be ready in thirty minutes. We're
going to Jersey,” Allen's voice said. “Your clothes are by the
door.”

“Crap!” I said. “Are you crazy!? I can't be
ready in thirty minutes!”

I picked up the little speaker and looked for
a button to press or something, but there was no indication it
could hear me. I shook it in irritation and put it back.

My clothes are by the door? I walked out into
to the hall to find a box on the table just inside the door. I went
over and opened it and found a black skirt, a beige sweater and a
pair of very high heels.

Thirty minutes!

I ran into the bathroom, glad I had showered
and washed my hair the previous night. Fortunately, I have a pretty
basic hairstyle. I just part it in the middle and let it hang down
on either side. And it's generally pretty obedient. I brushed it
madly, though, and gave it a little spray before putting on
lipstick.

Thirty minutes!?

I rushed back to grab the clothes and pulled
them on – after I had put on bra and panties – and found the skirt
to be kind of tight. Not to mention short. It wasn't as short as
the one the other day, though, and it wasn't slit. The top was
form-fitting and not very thick, and would do little to hide my
assets. It didn't show any cleavage, though.

The high heels were like five inch stilettos,
which I was NOT comfortable with! They fit, though, and I was about
out of time. Me and Mr. Nathan Allen were going to discuss things
today!

He came into my apartment without knocking,
and I gasped and glared at him.

“Shouldn't you be knocking?” I demanded.

“I own the place.”

“But I'm the... tenant!”

“Afraid I'll see you naked? Come on. We have
a meeting.”

“But I haven't eaten! Or even had
coffee!”

“Good thing it's a breakfast meeting.”

“This sweater is too tight!”

He looked down at my chest.”

“No. It's just tight enough.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Let's go, babe.”

He grabbed my arm.”

“Wait! I have to get my bag and
notebook!”

I shook him off and got them then pulled on a
coat and we went down to the car.

“You and I should talk,” I said as Peter
closed the door behind him.

“Didn't we talk yesterday?”

“About us.”

“What's to talk about? I'm the boss. You're
the employee.”

“Bosses don't have sex with their
employees!”

He grinned.

“Normally!” I said.

“That's because the employees are virtuous
and virginal and would never stand for that sort of thing,” he
said. “Except the slutty ones.”

I flushed. “I am not slutty!”

“You're just slutty enough,” he said.

And with that he grabbed me and literally
dragged me up across his lap to kiss me!

I twisted and struggled, though not exactly
heavily, as his lips found mine. Fuck, he was a good kisser!

His other hand found my breast, kneading it
through the thin sweater as his lips slid against mine.

He released me and I pulled back, gasping,
sitting next to him again.

“I am not your sex toy,” I gulped.

“Why not? Sounds like a fun job to me.”

The outrageous thing was he wasn't exactly
wrong.

“You... are a pig!” I blurted.

“Now that's just rude,” he said with raised
eyebrows.

Then he yanked me across his lap again, only
this time belly down!

I squealed and kicked as he undid my skirt,
then slid it down, tugging my panties too. Then his hand began to
slap down on my bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Nathan! Ow! Stop it! Ow! Fuck! Shit! Oh!
Don't! Nathan!”

“You have to learn to respect your betters,
little girl,” he said. “Remember, I'm the big boss. And I stress
big.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You're a big bully!” I gasped.

He quickly stripped me naked and despite
myself I found that dark wild sense of being on a desperately
erotic thrill ride sweeping through me again!

“This sure is a better way to pass the drive
than working,” he said, a bit breathlessly.

He pulled my wrists together behind my back,
and then it felt like he was attaching some kind of straps to my
wrists. When he let go I found them locked together! Then I was on
my knees before him again as he grinned down at me.

“Time to make the boss happy, employee.”

I moaned as he guided me onto his cock.
Dejafuckingvu!

I moaned as I bobbed up and down, my breasts
rubbing against the leather as he ran his fingers through my hair.
He pushed down on my head with both hands, and his cock slid deep
into my throat, making me grateful I hadn't eaten yet!

“Oh fuck yeah!” he groaned.

He lifted me up and pushed me back, lifted me
up and pushed me back, riding my throat up and down his cock as I
gurgled helplessly. Then he pulled me up atop him so I was
straddling him and gasping for breath.

I moaned as I felt his slick cock rubbing
against the entrance to my sex. But I pushed down, gasping and
moaning as it slowly forced me open.

I slid down it, shuddering, feeling that big
cock sliding up, up, up into my body as he bent and began to lick
and suck and chew at my breasts and nipples.

This was so insane!

I rode slowly up and down, then faster as his
hands cupped my buttocks, while he sucked and chewed and licked my
breasts. The heat inside me grew rapidly, until I was a helpless
prisoner to the wicked passion and hunger. Every time I slid down
and felt that big cock push up inside me I cried out in helpless
pleasure!

I could see the cars around us because I was
up straddling him. It was bizarre! There was a car right behind us,
and more on either side as we crossed the bridge to New Jersey!
Fortunately, the limo's windows were tinted so they couldn't see
me, but it still felt freaky to see them right there as I rode up
and down, naked!

I came, shuddering and jamming myself down
with feverish hunger, gasping and yelping as the seething flood of
pleasure flooded through me!

Fortunately, this was a kind of morning
quickie, and he let me get dressed so that I didn't have to worry
about walking in somewhere naked!

“How do these come off?” I demanded.

I was looking down at a pair of leather...
straps around my wrists. They looked like stylish leather watch
bands, except they were kind of wide. So maybe like leather
bracelets? They weren't ugly, but I didn't see how they came off.
They had a stainless steel section which had a thin line through
it, so this was obviously where they joined together but...

“Just leave them on. I might want to tie you
up again later.”

I glared at him. “This is supposed to be a
business meeting, right?”

“And you're wearing a long sleeved sweater.
No one is gonna notice them or care. Besides, they'll be distracted
by your chest.”

I flushed. That wasn't comforting!

“I think you and I need to talk about my
duties, and hours, and things like privacy.”

“Your duties are whatever I say they are.
Your hours are whenever I need you. And you don't need privacy.
I've already seen and touched nearly every part of you.”

“Those speakers in my apartment...”

“It's better than you having to sit in my
living room until I have a thought that needs recording. I have
them mated to a little microphone.”

“But I shouldn't have to work when I'm... off
duty.”

“You work when I say you work,” he said.

I felt a flare of indignation. “I'm not your
slave, Mister Allen!”

He grinned. “No? Maybe I should make you my
slave girl then.”

I felt a strange thrum in my lower belly, an
anxiety and confusion mixed with a strange sense of
anticipation.

“I... suppose I'm with someone!?”

“It's not like you have a big social life to
interrupt, honey.”

I scowled. “I might have. What if I have a
boyfriend over?”

“You don't need boys. I'll give you all the
sex you could ever hope for.”

“You are so – !”

“Arrogant. Yeah, I know.”

“Did you ever pause to think I might want a
boyfriend for more than just sex?”

“You don't need one to support you.”

“Hello!? Romance?!”

“And how much romance have you had the last
couple of years?”

“That's not the point!”

“You let me know if you meet someone and
we'll have this discussion again.”

“And another thing. Who put these clothes in
my apartment?”

“Kevin.”

“I can choose my own wardrobe for the
day!”

“Not if you don't know what sort of places
I'll be visiting.”

“Well... you could tell me that! And where
did these come from? How much... stuff... has Kevin bought for me
to wear!?”

“Dunno. Probably a lot. I just told him to
make sure you had a large wardrobe for wherever we we had to go.
Which minds me, we're going to Mexico in a couple of weeks. I'll
have to make sure Kevin buys you some sexy bikinis.”

I stared at him. “You are... impossible!”

Mexico!?

“No, just unlikely.”

*

I took notes at the breakfast meeting, which
meant I didn't get to eat much myself. Which was annoying.

Then we returned to New York, with him on the
phone for much of the time before going to another meeting. My
stomach was rumbling! After the meeting was over I had to hurry to
keep up with him as he headed back to the limo and immediately got
on the phone again!

Frustrating!

Fortunately, we went back to the penthouse! I
knew that would give me the chance to grab a bite to eat. When we
got to the top floor, though, he said. “Come with me,” in his usual
peremptory way.

I need to teach this guy how to say please
and thank you, I thought in annoyance.

We went up the stairs once inside and I felt
a sense of anxiety and anticipation. What were we doing up here?!
This wasn't where the kitchen was!

The master bedroom was... ridiculous. My
suspicion about what he was up to was derailed as I stared around
at it. It was immense, and more of a suite than a room. The bed was
big enough to park a truck on! It was a huge four poster, though he
walked past it quickly and over to another room.

This was, I took it, a closet. It was bigger
than my bedroom, bigger than my apartment maybe! God! It had row on
row of glass doored cupboards over shelves and cabinets. There were
more in the middle, along with a variety of huge mirrors and padded
leather benches.

Allen removed his jacket and hung it up, then
gestured to me.

Frowning, I approached and he took my bag and
put it on the center cabinet, then reached down and undid my skirt,
unzipping it.

“Hey!” I gasped, grabbing at his hands.

He looked at me sternly. “Don't act up,
little girl, unless you want another spanking.”

I mean, of all the nerve! As if my trying to
keep him from taking my clothes off was... impertinence!

My skirt dropped around my ankles, though,
and just as I was voicing my indignation he gripped the bottom of
my sweater and peeled it up sharply, over my head, and off!

“Mister A – Nathan!” I exclaimed. “You can't
just – !”

“Sure I can. I'm me.”

He spun me around and undid my bra, then when
I grabbed it, tugged my thong down, and when I yelped and grabbed
it, he spun me around again and stripped off my bra! Talk about
being manhandled!

“I've got something better for you to wear,”
he said.

“I'm not your... dress-up doll!” I said
indignantly.

He snorted, then jerked my wrists back behind
me. I was still wearing those leather – bands, and he quickly
clipped them together, then spun me around again.

I felt a wild dark rush of energy just from
him doing that! I mean, it was enough to shock me! My wrists were
now bound together behind my back and I was helpless and naked!

Realistically I'd been helpless and naked
anyway, but somehow this really crystallized it!

He grinned, reached out, and took off my
glasses, then he took something from from a drawer, turned and then
pressed it against my eyes! It was silk, and soft, but he wrapped
it around my head to blindfold me!

“What are you doing!?”

“I want to surprise you.”

“You already did!”

“See? I'm a lot of things but not boring to
work for.”

I felt him tugging on my hair, firmly, and I
gasped, my head forced back farther and farther. This opened my
mouth wider, and then I felt something pushing into it! I tried to
twist away but to no avail, as something large and... plastic or
rubbery, was forced into my mouth! It felt like some kind of rubber
ball! It filled my mouth, jamming my tongue down and pressing up
against the roof of my mouth, making it impossible for my jaws to
close behind it.

What the fuck!?

“You'll see in a minute,” he said.

I tried to work the thing out but couldn't.
Then I felt something metal against the back of my neck, then going
around my neck and pulling in. I was... bewildered. What was metal
and round?!

A moment later I felt something metal against
my left wrist, circling it. It felt like a large, heavy bracelet,
but quite a wide one, probably two and a half or three inches... A
similar one was fitted around my right wrist, then the leather
bands were removed. My wrists were now locked in these... metal
bands!

I felt him down at my ankles, and felt
similar bands going around them! Then my shoes undone and removed.
Finally, he turned my body and pulled off the blindfold.

Shit!

The thing around my neck was a big, stainless
steel collar with a big ring dangling from the front, like some
kind of slave collar!

“Remember when you said earlier you weren't
my slave?” he asked, smiling smugly.

The thing in my mouth was a … ball... a ball
gag! Holy shit!

This was so far above anything I'd ever done
that I just gaped at myself. I mean, I knew I had a nice body but I
tended to think of myself as kind of boring. THIS was not boring!
THIS was kinky and perverted and wild and outrageous!

He clipped a chain to the ring in the front
of the collar and then headed back into the bedroom. I gasped,
lurching forward, pulled by the collar like... like an animal!

Or a slave girl!

He hummed to himself as he opened a drawer in
one of his dressers, then he tugged me forward and bent me over a
lower dresser.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

Slave girl!”

I moaned and obeyed, a moment later his
fingers caressed my sex, rubbing skillfully. Then I felt something
slick and hard rubbed against me, and it wasn't him! It felt cold
and .. metal! I twisted my head around but only got another slap. I
couldn't see! I could feel, though, as something hard and thick
slid into my body, twisting and turning and pushing higher and
deeper!

I moaned helplessly as he pumped it in and
out, driving it ever deeper. Then he drew a pair of thin chains up
along my abdomen, over my hips and around back to join together
above my buttocks. A moment later I felt his finger – slick with
something – rubbing against my wrinkled back opening!

I squealed and tried to twist away but only
got another sharp, stinging slap to the bottom.

“Still,” he barked.

Moaning, I obeyed, and then felt his finger
sliding into me! It pumped in and out, then withdrew and something
harder and thicker pushed against me. It was much thicker, and got
thicker as it pushed forward, until it abruptly narrowed to almost
nothing. I felt my muscles swallowing it, drawing it in until there
was some sort of flat base pressed against the outside of my
opening.

I cried out as he pulled me upright by the
hair and I stared at myself in his dresser mirror.

There was something... metal... stainless
steel... protruding a couple of inches out of the taut, distended
lips of my sex! The base of a vibrator or dildo!? He turned me and
let me see that there was a round coin-shaped something pressed
against my bottom.

“Want to get that tight ass of yours ready
for business,” he said. “I intended to make use of it.”

I was flabbergasted once again by his
arrogance! He was going to get me ready to be fucked in the ass
without ever having even broached the subject with me!

Then he left the bedroom and walked down the
hall, and then down the stairs. I remembered Kevin then and tried
to hang back, but the pull of the chain was remorseless! I had no
choice but to follow him down the stairs. We went into a small room
then and he undressed completely, then put on a robe!

Humming to himself, and carrying only his
phone, he tugged on the chain and led me back into the hall, then
outside!
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It had gotten cooler since earlier and my
feet froze on the stone of the terrace! I yelped and danced from
foot to foot, but had to keep following him across the terrace to
the hot tub. I was glad to get into the hot water, believe me, and
he sighed, sat back, and let go of the chain.

“Now this is the life, isn't it, slave
girl?”

I glowered at him, sinking lower in the hot,
bubbling water.

He picked up his phone and did something, and
I yelped as the thing down inside me started to buzz!

I was sitting on the edge of the bench under
the water, perched awkwardly on my buttocks, because of what was
obviously a vibrator sticking out of me. Now I squeezed my thighs
together, grinding them furiously because of the overpowering
nature of the sensations rippling through my groin!

And then he called someone on the phone to
talk about the quarterly report on some steel company and its
impact on pricing!

I spread my legs wide, which eased the power
of the sensations, but at the same time, the urge to grind them
together was almost overpowering!

Allen did something to his phone, even as he
spoke with the guy at the other end, and the vibrations shifted,
becoming deeper, a kind of building thrum that made me gasp and
moan.

This was so sick!

My body was starting to respond to both the
vibrator and the insanely perverted heat of what was happening. I
was outside naked and tied up – chained up – like a slave girl!
This was freaky! And the thrumming pulse of the vibrator along with
how thick it was and how stretched out and full I felt was
tightening my chest to the point of breathlessness.

I couldn't help squirming around in the
water, opening and closing my legs, and grinding my buttocks
against the bench. Inevitably, this wound up jamming the base of
the vibrator against the bench over and over again. I felt
something shifting inside me, felt it shifting inside me, and felt
it pushing deeper somehow!

I moaned as a wild, dark heat began to swirl
around me. I couldn't do much, such as touching myself, but as my
arousal deepened I began to rub myself against the bench more,
grinding the base of the dildo against the edge, then the top, and
slowly, despite how much more it ached, I wound up forcing the
vibrator deeper into my body.

Deep enough that it was all-but buried. I
could actually sit fully on the bench, feeling the pressure against
the base of the vibrator, which was now flush with my pussy,
moaning as the head jammed high inside me and made my body tremble
in tune to its own powerful vibrations!

“Yeah, okay, get back to me,” he said into
the phone, before hanging up.

“How you doing, slave girl?” he asked.

I moaned helplessly.

“You struck me as a girl who needed something
big and hard inside her.”

I flushed – even more than I already was.

And then, Oh my God, Kevin appeared! I
squealed and sank down to my chin in the water as he carried a big,
stainless steel box over and set it down next to the hot tub.

“Will there be more, sir?”

“Get me a beer, Kevin. And maybe some milk
for our kitten.”

“Of course, Mister Allen,” Kevin replied,
hardly seeming to notice me.

Had he seen the collar!? Probably!

I slid back out of the water, at least, my
upper part, almost to the breasts did, and glared at Allen. He
wasn't looking at me, though. Instead he opened a door in the metal
box and took out – a hamburger! He examined it, then took a big
bite.

“Mmmm,” he said. “Kevin makes great
burgers.”

My stomach rumbled.

“Neat little gizmo, huh? It keeps food warm,
even in cold weather.”

I glowered again as he took another big
bite.

The vibrator was still buzzing, though, which
made it hard to focus or concentrate on anything else! I moaned and
ground myself – and the base of the vibrator – against the bench
below, heat rushing up my spine.

He finished his burger as he watched, then
reached out and picked me up – even easier since most of me was
under water, and set me across his lap, something he'd done in the
limo earlier.

“Would the little slave girl like something
to eat?”

I hesitated, confused, flustered, my body
humming and filling with sexual pressure. Did he really mean food
or oral sex?

He opened the metal box and took out another
burger, which steamed in the cool air, and I felt my stomach
rumble.

The vibrator turned off, which eased some of
the wild animal heat, and he took a bite of the burger, then put it
back into the box.

“My employees have to have discipline, and
learn to follow orders,” he said. “Not unlike slave girls. So
here's a little test of your discipline. I will let you eat this
juicy burger,but if you say a single word, I'll bend you over the
edge of the tub and use this on your butt.”

The thing he showed me looked like a slim
black stick, only leathery. It was about two feet long, and I had
no idea what it was other than it would likely sting.

“It's a riding crop,” he said.

I gaped at him and shook my head rapidly.

He snorted.

“Remember the deal, then. No talk, and your
ass is safe.”

He reached behind my head and undid a strap,
then gripped the ball thing and eased it out of my mouth. I worked
my jaws.

“Mister Al – !”

He pushed it back in and fastened the strap
again, tsk tsking me as I scowled at him. Then he lifted me up and
turned me away, bending me over the rim of the hot tub! I squealed
as my warm, wet breasts made contact with the much colder outer
rim!

Then he picked up the crop, held my wriggling
body down and swung it down against my bottom!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

I yelped and squealed at the three sharp
stings, but then he pulled me back and I shuddered in relief from
the cold, at least, as my breasts went back under the water.

Allen then took a bite of the burger and put
it back into the steel box.

“Yummy,” he said.

I glowered at him.

“Don't glare at me, slave girl. You knew the
rules. Would you care to try again?”

I nodded warily. The crop had stung but not
that badly, not really that much more than his hard slaps. Besides,
I was hungry! And beside that... despite my indignation, despite
how outrageous this was, my body was still filled with a dark,
swirling sense of sexual heat and excitement.

He lifted me so I was sitting across his lap,
then removed the gag. I worked my jaw around again but kept silent,
glaring at him.

He took the burger out of the steel warming
box and then, to my surprise, tore off a piece. He then held that
piece up against my mouth.

I hesitated, then leaned in and took it from
his fingers.

“Good slave girl,” he said.

I snorted, but he was right about how good
the burger was.

He tore off another piece and I took that
from his fingers, then another. Then he tore off a piece and just
held it there in his hand. I leaned in and took that too.

“Got you eating out of the palm of my hand,”
he said smugly.

“Oh, you are so smug!” I exclaimed.

He lifted me up, set me on the bottom, turned
me around and bent me over the edge of the tub.

“Oh! Don't! Ohhh! It's coold!” I squealed as
my warm breasts were pressed down against the outside of the
rim!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Oh! Ow! Oh!”

“That stings!” I protested.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Ow! Oh! Ow!”

“Learn to obey your master, slave girl.”

“I'm not your slave girl!”

Thwick Thwick! Thwick!

He put the gag in and I sat down, shivering
until my breasts warmed under the water.

“Guess you weren't that hungry,” he said.

I glowered at him.

Then the vibrator started pulsing again.

I was already squirming in the hot water
because my butt stung! Now the vibrator was buzzing away, throbbing
away, and I moaned helplessly.

Allen waved the burger under my nose, then
put it back into its box.

“Good, obedient slave girls get privileges.
Naughty little slave girls get punished,” he said.

I rolled my eyes to show him how idiotic I
thought his silly game was, but it didn't seem to bother him. He
called someone else on the phone and spoke to them while I tried
and failed to ignore the vibrations inside me.

Once again, my indignation was warring with
the dark heat flooding through me – and losing. And I don't mean
that the heat was more important. It was more like it was melting
and absorbing my indignation, turning and twisting it into more
heat.

Slave girl!? Ha! But still... it was fucking
hot! I mean, me a a naked, shackled slave girl! That was outrageous
but.. thrilling. As a nasty sex game anyway.

“Would you like to try again, slave
girl?”

I hesitated, then nodded.

“All right. But this time you have to not
only show discipline, but make up for your poor behavior. You have
to beg me for each piece of burger.”

I would have opened my mouth wide to protest
if it wasn't already wide.

But even so I felt a dark little rush of
heat, even as the vibrator turned itself off.

He lifted me across his lap again and removed
the gag, then held the piece out.

“Beg for it.”

“I... maybe I please have the piece of
burger?” I gulped, flushing, my mind squirming awkwardly and
uncomfortably.

He let me lick it from his fingers, and I
chewed and swallowed.

He tore off another piece.

I looked at it, then at him, then
flushed.

“May I have another piece of burger, please?”
I asked.

“Who are you talking to? Me? Then you should
address me by my title. That's the polite thing to do.”

“May I please have another piece of burger,
Mister Allen?” I asked.

“That's not my title. My title is –
Master.”

My jaw dropped and I started to say something
really... sarcastic, but then another wave of wild, churning heat
swept through me and I gulped and swallowed my retort.

“Maybe I have another piece of burger please,
Master?”

He let me lick it from his hand and I felt my
lower belly thrumming with energy, even without the vibrator being
turned on.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I moaned and obeyed, and he fingered my
clitoris so that I couldn't stop squirming. Then he stopped, and
tore off another piece

“Beg, slave.”

“Please may I have another piece of burger,
Master?” I asked in a moan.

He let me eat it, and the next, his fingers
rubbing me casually in between.

I was just eating the last piece when Kevin
returned.

I gasped and tried to throw myself off his
lap, to hide myself in the water, but Allen held me firmly in
place! And since I was sitting on him my breasts were fully out of
the water!

“Here you are, Mister Allen,” Kevin said
smoothly, not even seeming to notice me.

He set down a tray with a beer mug and a
glass of milk, then left.

“Oh my God!” I moaned.

“What's your problem? Shy?”

“You... you... let him see me naked!”

“So? You have an incredibly beautiful body.
Nothing to be ashamed of.”

“You... you are... a bastard!” I moaned.

“Hmph. That's no way to talk about your
master, slave girl.”

He shoved the ball back into my mouth, then
bent me over the rim of the hot tub again! The vibrator started up
and I gasped, my hips jerking violently.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

I gasped and moaned and whimpered as the crop
cut across my glistening buttocks.

Then he roughly forced my legs apart and I
felt his fingers between them, felt them searching for, then
finding my clitoris. I gasped as they rubbed me so skilfully.

This was all so... wild and heady and dark
and shocking and wicked and wild!

The dark, throbbing heat grew suddenly in its
intensity, becoming more and more powerful, spreading out, and then
flaring white-hot! I cried out, then cried out again, then again as
the orgasm hit me, my body trembling and shaking as his fingers
skilfully rubbed my clitoris and the vibrator buzzed
powerfully!

I thought I must be going out of my mind, but
I didn't really care. I wallowed in the dark heat and explosive
release of pressure, crying out all the air in my lungs, my hips
bucking and jerking violently as his fingers rubbed me hard and
fast.

“Hot little babe,” he said, his fingers
caressing my buttocks.

I moaned as the orgasm faded, gasping for
breath.

“I knew you were a firecracker when I saw
you. Just waiting for someone to light the fuse.”

I felt his fingers at that... thing, that
plug he'd pushed into my bottom. It pulled out, slowly, forcing me
open, then sliding out of my body. A moment later something else
pushed into me. I moaned as it pushed deeper and deeper.

Then a dark explosive psychic realization hit
me. This wasn't a hard plastic or rubber toy. This was him! It was
his cock sliding into me!

I twisted my head around, and sure enough,
there he was, pressed up against me!

Oh my God!

I moaned and felt another hot rush of dark,
wondrous passion flooding through me.

This was... degrading and... outrageous.
Those used to be bad things. But lately, they had started to turn
me on for some reason. And now, it was like the idea of myself as
his 'sex slave' morphed with what was happening and I felt a
shocking burst of heat! Because it suddenly felt so real! And that
was... wild! Insane! And unbearably thrilling!

I felt his cock pushing deeper and deeper. It
was thick and hard, riding the slickness of whatever had coated the
plug he'd pushed in. I felt almost entranced with the feel of it
moving deeper!

He started to pump in and out, working it
deeper still, and even though the head made me ache and gave me
cramps I felt the dark heat growing, the passion twisting around in
my mind like a tornado!

I cried out as he seized my hair and jerked
my head up and back.

Then he drove his cock into my ass all the
way to the balls!

“Sexy little slave girl!” he growled, roughly
fondling my right breast as he ground his hips against my
buttocks.

Yes! Me! A sexy little slave girl!

His cock worked in and out of me, his hips
now slapping against my wet buttocks. The vibrator continued to
purr and buzz and throb. All my attention was on his big cock as it
thrust into me, with the vibrations a powerful backdrop, and the
slap of his hips against my buttocks punctuating every deep
thrust!

It was like I was in another world, one as
different from my own as if it were something out of a science
fiction movie! But this world was one filled with dark, heady sex
and delicious erotic fantasy. I cried out at every blow and then
climaxed again, and then again as he fucked my ass.

I shouldn't have! He was fucking my ass hard!
He was yanking at my hair, which made my scalp sting. He was
roughly groping my breast, and slapping my ass!

But a sexual fever had hold of my mind, and
the central core of that fever was me as a … sex... abused slave
girl!

He pulled out, then entered me again,
thrusting hard. He pulled out again, entering me again and pounding
me hard! It ached! And my body burned with lust!

He pulled me backward, then lifted me and sat
down. He sat me atop him, facing forward, and his cock thrust deep
into my belly.

I was impaled!

“Hot little slut,” he growled, mauling my
breasts.

He jerked my thighs wide, and his fingers
found my clitoris.

I moaned, wriggling and writhing atop
him.

He undid the strap and pulled the ball out of
my mouth, then jerked back on my hair and nibbled along the nape of
my neck.

“Have you ever had a cock up the ass before,
slave girl?” he asked.

“Oh! Oh! God!”

He jerked sharply on my hair.

“Answer your master, slave.”

“No!”

He jerked sharply on it again.

“That's no Master. Say it, slave.”

“No, Master!” I moaned.

His big hand came up and gripped my throat,
shoving my head back against his other shoulder.

“Beg your master to fuck your tight ass,
slave. Do it.”

I gurgled around his hand, moaning.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“Please fuck my tight ass, Master!” I
gasped.

He spread my legs, then jerked back sharply
on my hair even while causing me to lean forward.

“Ride your master's cock, sex slave.”

Gasping, panting, I obeyed, sliding my ass up
and down, up and down, up and down his thick, slick cock! Whatever
lubrication he'd used on the plug seemed to coat me inside, and the
feel of him moving up and down my passage so slickly, even
underwater, was bewilderingly erotic!

He roughly groped my breast while his other
hand held my hair, then his hand found my pussy and began to rub my
clitoris once more.

I was stunned by the force of yet another
orgasm, and lost myself to it, surrendering to his complete control
of my body and the heat he'd roused in it! I rode his cock,
grunting, gasping, moaning, whimpering as it slid up and down
inside me, dazed to the point of being reduced to animal instincts
as I drove myself back down onto him again and again!

Afterward, I ached, was dazed and
shell-shocked, wondering and marveling at what I'd just done. But I
drank my milk as he held it for me, and he drank his beer, and then
made a phone call while I looked out at the city and felt a sense
of amazement at how much had happened in the last few days.

What, I wondered, would happen in the next
few!?
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He had a video conference that same
afternoon. He took it in his office. I, of course, sat in, but out
of sight of the camera, my notebook and pencil posed for anything
he wanted me to note down.

I was still entirely naked, and still
shackled, but the shackles around my wrists had been unclipped from
one another so I could jot down notes.

He'd shoved that butt-plug thing back into my
ass and the vibrator was still in my pussy. He had also gagged me
once again.

I was kneeling on the floor, with my knees
wide, and it was a very, very weird situation!

For one thing, I could see his screen. It was
showing a board room with about twenty people gathered around the
table. And they could obviously see him and hear him as he could
them. I knew, intellectually, that the camera wasn't on me so they
couldn't see me, but even so it felt... weird!

Everything about this job and this man was
freaking weird!

The vibrator kept intermittently buzzing,
too. And every time it did it made me gasp and my hips jerk
sharply! It would go on, stay on for a minute or two, and then go
off again as he toyed with his cell phone. Apparently there was an
app on it that controlled the vibrator!

In addition to the vibrator, my nipples were
throbbing! He had attached a pair of little, rubber coated clips to
them. The clips were attached to thin chains which went up to the
ring in the middle of the collar around my neck. And they were
fairly taut. That meant if I moved much and my breasts tried to
move, they would tug against the nipples which were held in
place.

That was on top of the clips squeezing them
pretty darn hard in the first place!

Why was I putting up with this? Because it
was turning me on, that's why. I didn't understand it, really. This
was so kinky and weird! But it was giving me a strange, dark rush.
I tried to not let him know it, and scowled at him from time to
time, but there was a swirly churning heat in my lower belly which
was making it hard to control my breathing!

Sex, to me, had always been this very
stressful, anxious thing where I had to be so careful not to say or
do anything which would be embarrassing or would lead the guy I was
with into thinking the wrong thing about me. It was always quick,
and I was always relieved when it was over and the guy seemed to
have enjoyed himself.

I had no experience in this... long,
hours-long sex game type stuff that Allen was involving me with! I
mean, that business in the hot tub had been wild and nasty enough
to last me all week. Just thinking about it made my lower belly
tremble! Imagine having a guy spank you and fuck you in the ass
outside in a hot tub with the whole city laid out around you!

Sick! But desperately hot, too!

Oh, and on top of that, of course, Kevin, who
I barely knew, had seen me, and at the very least seen my bare
breasts! He must think I was some kind of slut!

Maybe I was! This... bondage stuff, with the
collar and shackles, was kind of mind-blowing! I could hardly
believe I was wearing it even though it had been almost two hours
now! The gag was freaky, too! I had to keep remembering to swallow
because having this in my mouth and my mouth open was producing a
lot of saliva. If I didn't swallow it it'd leak out around the
ball!

I gasped as the vibrator turned on again, and
fought the urge to squirm there on the floor. I scowled at him but
he ignored me, looking at whoever was speaking on the screen, and
toying with his phone at the same time.

The vibrator shifted patterns and I couldn't
quite keep still. My knees closed and I squirmed, then they jerked
apart again as his hand reached for the crop.

I was kneeling right next to him, after all.
My head was just below the level of the camera, and whenever I let
my knees close he'd grab the crop, then slap the tip, which was
kind of like a soft folded piece of leather a couple of inches
long, down against my breasts!

I mean, it wasn't like he swung it hard, but
it did kind of sting! It also made me instinctively jerk, which
tugged my nipples against the clips.

He let the crop slide lower, slapping lightly
at my left leg and I reluctantly pulled my knees even wider.

This was so freaky! Not to mention
degrading!

He waved his finger at me and then said “So
the repairs will be done in two days, Kitchener? You're certain of
that?”

I was already jotting down what he was
saying. The finger wave was the signal to do so. He apparently
didn't want minutes of the whole meeting, just a few
highlights.

The call ended, thankfully, because I was
having a hard time keeping quiet!

“How's my little slave girl doing?” he
asked.

I glowered at him.

“It's not like you have a lot to write down,”
he said. “You should thank me for providing you with
entertainment.”

It seemed to me I was the one entertaining
him, but I wasn't able to say that.

“Put your fingers behind your neck and arch
your back,” he said.

I felt a hot little rush and obeyed, my mind
squirming between pleasure and arrogant pride at how beautiful and
sexy I was, and discomfort at being so... blatantly sexual, which
was simply not something I was used to.

“The perfect woman,” He said. “Sexy as hell,
useful as hell, and quiet.”

I glowered.

“Your coffee, Mister Allen,” Kevin said as he
entered the room.

I gasped and jerked my arms down, covering my
chest, snapping my legs together at the same time.

Kevin ignored me, leaning over and placing
the coffee on the desk.

“Miss Baxter appears to be shy, Kevin,” Allen
said.

“Indeed, sir,” Kevin replied.

I couldn't tell if he was looking at me
because I'd dropped my head, my face hot!

“Why do you suppose beautiful women with
gorgeous bodies are embarrassed about being seen naked?” Allen
said.

“Societal conditioning, sir,” Kevin said.

“Hmm, you're probably right. I wonder how I
can condition her in the other direction.”

Kevin left and I cautiously raised my eyes,
then glared at him again.

“Your eyes don't intimidate me, beautiful,”
he said with a grin.

He confused me like nothing ever had! Every
time he gave me one of those casual compliments like when he told
Kevin I was a beautiful girl with a gorgeous body, he said it as if
it was fact, not flattery – which was awfully flattering! But at
the same time it was horribly embarrassing to be seen like this by
some strange man! Or anyone!

“So do you think that? You're reacting to
societal conditioning?” he asked.

He picked up the crop again and gestured at
me while giving me the evil eye. I reluctantly spread my knees wide
and then put my hands behind my head.

The vibrator shifted its rhythm and grew much
more intense, and I moaned helplessly! The muscles in my thighs and
lower belly kept spasming.

“You should be happy you're so beautiful and
everyone likes looking at you,” he said.

Why would I be happy about that, I thought.
I'm not an egotistical person!

“Maybe Kevin had the right idea with that
dress,” he said. “We'll get that shyness worked out of you in no
time in that thing.”

I deepened my scowl, then gasped, jerking
back, my back arching even more sharply as the vibrator shifted its
rhythm again. Now it had this very deep, pulsing rhythm that made
me want to scream! I moaned helplessly into the gag, wanting to
resist because he was watching me, but unable to!

The churning cauldron of heat in my lower
belly spread out and I felt my resolve fading away and then
disappearing as my body began to undulate in time to the
vibrations. Then the orgasm took me and I cried out, twisting and
rolling my hips as the sensations swept up through my body and
drowned my mind – again!

*

I had two appointments with a laser for the
same day. The one in the morning was with a hair removal place. It
hadn't been my idea and I had resisted it, but almost as a matter
of course. Once again I was telling myself why shouldn't I take it
if he was willing to pay? It was an idea I'd toyed with for some
time. I hadn't done it because it would be embarrassing, plus the
cost was kind of high for a student.

But now it was free, and he'd ordered me to
do it. I wanted to refuse but... I also wanted to get it done.
Think of all the time and trouble it would save me over the years
to have all my hair removed from ankle to hips! And under my arms
too! So I went, and it was indeed embarrassing, though the woman
treated it as pretty routine, which made it easier.

That afternoon I had laser surgery on my
eyes, then returned home to recover. Although, really, it didn't
require much. There wasn't much in the way of pain or anything.
Allen had, of course, gotten the most expensive kind from a top
doctor.

He was out of town on an oil rig in the
Atlantic ocean. Thankfully, he hadn't needed me to come with him to
take notes.

Before he'd left he'd ordered me to remain
naked and in the shackles and collar all the time except when going
out. Only someone of his arrogance would have the balls to give
such an order, of course. He had said it would help me get more
comfortable with my body. I didn't think I needed to be more
comfortable with my body. I was entirely comfortable with my body.
It was strangers seeing it that made me uncomfortable!

He'd really taken my talk about being his
slave to heart! The pervert! But as weird and freaky as it was, the
sexual games he played were incredibly hot! Even so, I felt guilty
about going along with him because, like, he was my boss, not my
boyfriend.

Still, I'd worked for him less than a week,
and so far I'd gotten the eyes, which probably cost well over six
thousand dollars, the hair removal, which was likely another couple
of thousand, and that fur coat, presuming he actually meant me to
keep it! That was on top of my pay, which almost seemed unimportant
in comparison.

Plus more intense, passionate, thrilling sex
than I'd had in my life up till this week.

I 'd have to be out of my mind to want to
leave this job!

There was a knock at my apartment door and I
jerked around on the couch, feeling a sudden roll of anxiety. The
door opened and Kevin came in. I knew it would be him, of
course.

“Miss. Baxter,” he said.

I blushed. How could I not given what he'd
seen? Thankfully I had not obeyed Allen. I was wearing clothes.

“Mister Allen said you would take dinner in
his dining room while he was away,” he said.

“Oh, that's okay. I mean, I – .”

“Mister Allen also insisted that you wear
this, as well as your collar and restraints,” he said as calmly and
politely as you could imagine.

He set down something on the table and then
left.

I glared at him then got up and went to look
at what he'd left. It was a black thong bikini. Seriously!?

Now I was even more anxious. What was I
supposed to do?! I was already disobeying Allen by not being naked
and not wearing those shackles. And now Kevin had seen me which
meant if Allen asked him he'd know! What would he do then? Spank me
again? Probably! Maybe worse! Maybe use that crop on my butt!

Which... held a certain appeal only in how
nasty and outrageous and... hot the idea was.

Still, I didn't really want pain.

Which was why, blushing furiously, I let
myself into the main part of his condo when Kevin buzzed to say
dinner was almost ready, wearing the tiny black bikini and the
collar and restraints.

And nothing else.

The bikini was a lot less modest than I had
ever worn in public before. It had small, half cups which lifted
and squeezed my breasts up and out, and a tiny little V of material
low along my abdomen held in place by two thin black strings which
curved diagonally up across my hips. In the back, it had another
small V of fabric just at the top of my buttocks.

I sat down at the dining room table and kept
my head down, hoping not to ever have to look him in the eye!

And then a woman came into the room! She was
tall, blonde, and maybe ten years older than me, very attractive,
very sleek and polished. She wore a pink business outfit, with
blazer, a very short skirt, and a black blouse with a diamond
necklace.

I froze, feeling like a trapped mouse with a
cat approaching. She didn't seem hostile, though.

“You must be Chloe,” she said with a smile.
“I'm Erin.”

She sat down across from me, and I felt my
face heating even as Kevin came in.

“Ready to be be served, Ms. Garron?”

“Any time, Kevin.”

Kevin went away again.

“So how are you enjoying my old apartment?”
she asked.

I raised my eyes a little.

“I was a clerk at one of the companies he
owned,” she said with a smile, “barely nineteen and thought I was
sophisticated and knew about sex. Ha! Nathan taught me how ignorant
I was.”

Kevin brought out the food and set it before
us, and Erin thanked him and asked for wine. He left and she tried
the salad.

“I see you're wearing my old collar,” she
said.

I blushed anew, my mind squirming.

“Nathan was, how shall we put it, a bit
controlling.”

“A bit!?”

She laughed.

“He definitely likes to have his way wherever
possible. I should know. I lived here for two years.”

“Uhm...”

“Why did I leave? I longed to get an
education. So Nathan sent me to Harvard. I met a guy there, you
see, and we wound up living together.”

“I bet he wasn't happy about that,” I
muttered.

“Not entirely, no. But he still paid my
tuition right up to the end. Nathan is controlling but he doesn't
hold people to him when they want to leave. And we're still good
friends.”

Kevin arrived with the wine and she thanked
him.

“You should develop a good palate for wine if
you're going to stay around,” she said. “He has a very fine
selection.”

“I mostly drink...milk with my meals,” I
said, blushing again because it sounded childish.

“To each her own. I find that wine
compliments a meal, though, and is less filling.”

I shrugged and when she offered I shrugged
again. She poured me a glass and I sipped it doubtfully.

“You've only been with him a week,
right?”

“Less than that,” I said.

“You'll get used to his ways. You have to
learn to submit, though, and not to resent submission.”

I felt myself flushing yet again, though the
knowledge she had done all this herself made it a little easier to
take.

“And it's worth it. Nathan has the best
tongue of any man I've ever known.”

I flushed again! This woman was really making
me uncomfortable!

“The first time he went down on me I
practically went out of my mind!” she said. “God, the man has
talent! His skills in that department more than make up for his
arrogance and bossiness,” she said. “And you'll be a part of that,
you know, if you stick around.”

“Why wouldn't I stick around?” I asked
impulsively, wondering if she was jealous.

She shrugged. “I almost left several times.
It's kind of hard to adapt to the kind of kinky stuff he does, not
to mention how he likes to show you off.”

“What do you mean?” I asked warily.

“Attending gatherings beside him clad in very
revealing outfits?”

I blinked at her in surprise.

“Yes, dear, that's in your future. So if
you're shy you need to get over it. Nathan is a stud and he doesn't
at all mind making that clear to other men. He says it's just
because it's good business to impress people and if he can do it
easily, why not. I've always figured he enjoyed all the men being
jealous of him, though.”

“I don't know if I can do that,” I said
worriedly.

“Of course you can. You can get used to far
worse than wearing revealing clothes, especially with a body like
yours. And the rewards are... high.”

“Because he's so rich?”

“Because he's so rich, powerful and loyal.
Once you're his, once you belong to him, he'll do his best to make
sure nothing happens to you. He'll shower you with presents and if
anyone bothers you, well, he has a security company with some very
big, nasty men who would pay them a visit.

“Whatever you need, be it a multi-million
dollar operation, the best lawyers, you name it and you'll have it.
He had a secretary once, just a secretary, twice his age and not
that attractive, who had terrible asthma. He sent her to Arizona to
do telework and bought her a house. Nathan takes care of his
people.”

She refilled her wine glass and smiled.

“But... you have to be loyal, and you have to
be obedient. And that means being submissive, because Nathan does
not like people arguing with him. He bulldozes over anyone who gets
in his way.”

She gestured at me.

“Take off your top.”

“What? Why!?” I asked anxiously.

“Because you need to stop being shy.”

“But... well... what if Kevin comes
back?”

“Kevin hasn't already seen your boobs?”

“Well... yes but – .”

“Take it off.”

“I... I don't know,” I said anxiously,
looking over my shoulder.

“Want me to spank you?” she asked with arched
eyebrows.

I stared at her in surprise, then
flushed.

“Oh yes, sweetie, I'm easily capable of
it.”

I reluctantly undid my bra, then slipped it
over my shoulders, blushing hotly.

“Nice tits,” she said.

I scowled at her.

“You should probably get those nipples
pierced. It will add to the sexy slave girl look. Makes your
nipples more sensitive too.”

“Did you – ?”

“Nipples, tongue and clit. I've gotten rid of
the tongue ring since then. I'm not a young sex toy like you. I'm a
respectable businesswoman, after all.”

She smiled.

“I'm not a – !”

“Of course you are. Don't deny it. There's no
shame in it given how incredible he is in bed, not to mention all
the other rewards. Want your own Manhattan condo? You'll get one
eventually. As a gift. Nathan is generous.”

“And kinky,” I said, still anxious and
self-conscious about my bare breasts.

“All men are kinky, dear. Nathan just doesn't
have to conceal his kinkiness. Come sit here.”

“Uhm... why?”

“Don't ask. Just do. That's the first lesson
for little slave girls.”

I flushed, but pushed my food across the
table, then stood up, looking behind me again, then crossed to her
side of the table.

“Wait. Turn.”

I turned uncertainly and she gripped my
wrists and pulled them behind me, then locked the wrist restraints
together.

“Oh! Don't!” I squealed, too late.

“Don't be silly.”

She tugged the thong down and off and I
gasped and tried to twist away. She let me, laughing.

“Where are you going to run off too,
silly?”

She had a point. I scowled and went back.

“Sit.”

I sat down next to her.

“How am I supposed to eat with my hands
behind me?”

“That's up to me, slave girl. Slave girls
don't make decisions. They merely obey orders. Remember that.”

She cut a piece of meat off my steak, then
held the fork out to my lips.

I hesitated, then took it, chewing.

“Wouldn't it be easier for you if – ?”

“No.”

She cut another piece for me, then scooped up
some salad for me. It was weird having her feeding me. I mean, it
was kind of like when Allen – Nathan, that is, had me on his lap
and fed me pieces of hamburger. And just like then I was completely
naked and tied up!

She reached out and cupped my right breast,
giving it a squeeze.

“Hey!”

“Nice and firm,” she said with a grin.

She cut another piece of steak and fed it to
me and I took it, frowning at her.

“The first thing a slave girl has to realize
is that she doesn't own her body. Her master owns it. He gets to
decide what it's used for. That includes what it's fed, and who
gets to touch it.”

“I get to decide that!” I gulped.

“Nope. Not any more, slave girl. Your body is
owned by Master. You're just a helpless little slave completely at
the mercy of your betters, with a body built for pleasure.”

She reached out and gave my breast another
squeeze, this one softer, lightly kneading it, then fingering my
nipple.

I felt a surge of heat, my chest tightening
and heart beating faster. I'd never really done much with girls,
but it wasn't like I hadn't thought about it a few times.
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Kevin's return was embarrassing, but there
wasn't much I could do about it except duck my head.

Erin made it far worse, of course. She
gripped my hair and forced my head up and back.

“Kevin? Do you think this girl has nice
breasts?” she asked brightly.

“Yes, Ms. Garron.

“Oh!” I gasped as she tugged up on my
hair.

The pull forced me to my feet, but still kept
my head back.

“What about her body?”

“It's a very nice body, Ms. Garron.”

“Erin!” I gasped.

She turned me and bent me over.

“Is this a lovely ass, Kevin?”

“Very much so, Ms. Garron.”

Erin sat me down again as Kevin cleared some
of the plates and went away.

“You had no right to – .”

She reached out and put her hand over my
face.

“Slave girls do not complain about who sees
or touches their sexy bodies, slave girl,” she said, “or they get
soundly strapped or spanked.”

“I'm not YOUR slave girl!” I retorted.

“Ha. Do you think I just dropped by or
something? Nathan asked me to. I think he likes you and wanted my
assessment. Not that he would ever actually say he likes someone,
let alone more than that. I'm fairly sure he loves me – as a
friend, well, a sex friend, but he'd never say such a thing. His
father was a fairly cold, emotionless man.”

She ran her hand over my breasts, then slid
it down my belly, pushing her fingers against my soft flesh.

“You need to exercise more.”

I looked at her indignantly.

“You need more muscles in your belly and
abdomen. I'll show you some. Spread your legs.”

“I'm not – .”

“Obey!” she snapped, jerking back on my
hair.

I gasped, my legs pulling apart, and her hand
slipped between them, her fingers stroking along the line of my
sex.

“Nice and soft,” she said.

And sensitive from the lasering, which meant
her touch was sending a strong flurry of sensation up through my
belly already!

She jerked on my hair, pulling my head around
towards her, then kissed me as her fingers found my clitoris and
rubbed lightly against it.

This whole thing... the being naked... the
talk of slave girl, it all... was making my pulse race and causing
me to be filled with a tremendous sense of sexuality and sensuality
that her fingers were easily exploiting!

It was very... heady stuff!

It was to get headier still.

She brought me to one of the bedrooms, then
chained me spreadeagled to the corners! She spent what felt like an
hour licking and kissing her way up and down my body, making me
writhe and twist in helpless dark heat before she focused in on my
pussy. Then I started to scream and thrash as orgasm after orgasm
tore through me.

Finally, gasping, trembling, dazed, I rolled
over after she unchained me. She had me kneel, with my bottom high
and my face and chest against the bed, my arms extended before me.
She chained them to the headboard, then made me spread my legs.

It was a very... helpless and sexual
position.

“This is the slave girl submission pose I
know he likes best,” she said. “And you should embrace what it
means. Here you are helpless, your ass in the air and legs spread,
positioning yourself to be mounted, not even able to see who's
using your body. It could be him, or me, or anyone. And it doesn't
matter who it is. You're a sex slave. Sex slaves are here to be
used.”

Crack!

I gasped as she brought the crop down across
my buttocks.

“Ow!”

“Did you hear me, slave girl?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That's yes mistress.”

I moaned, shuddering.

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She caressed my buttocks with the crop.

“What are you?”

“I-I'm a sex slave, Mistress!”

The crop slid between my legs, the shaft
pressing up between the lips of my sex and sliding back and
forth.

“What is your purpose, sex slave?”

“I... I...”

The crop whipped out and then cracked across
my buttocks with a stinging blow!

“Your purpose is to give pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She let the shaft caress my buttocks
again.

“And what happens when you're a naughty
girl?”

Crack!

“Ow! I get punished, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Exactly. And perhaps you just get punished
in order to please whoever is punishing you.”

Crack!

“Because it makes them feel good.”

Crack!

“Because dominating a sexy little slave girl
turns them on.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Because it teaches you your place, little
sex slave.”

Crack!

“And this is your place, with your ass in the
air and your legs spread so you can be mounted and ridden
hard!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

I felt her weight on the mattress behind me.
Then there was a pause as she fingered me sopping pussy.

“Nasty little slave girl,” she said.

I felt something pressing against me,
something thick and hard. It ached as it pressed harder, and slowly
it was forced through the mouth of my sex, stretching me wide
open!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, slave.”

“P-Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

She slid the dildo deeper and deeper, and I
soon came to understand it was attached to her – a strap-on. It was
thick and hard, and she began to ride me hard and fast! I was
already worn down from all the orgasms, but having that thick cock
pounding me from behind did strange things to my mind and body!

It certainly reinforced to me in no uncertain
way who was in charge! It made me feel that sense of... surrender,
that kind of submissiveness I'd felt around Allen. I grunted and
gasped and moaned as her hips slapped against my buttocks and her
big cock punched deep into my belly.

And came, violently, as she slapped my
bottom, yanked on my hair, groped my breasts, and called me a nasty
little slave girl!

God! It was sick and nasty and perverted –
and incredibly hot!

That whole evening was an exercise in
cringe-worthy, self-conscious embarrassment as she led me around by
the leash in front of Kevin, or made me pose and made sure he came
into the room to deliver her a coke or something.

The next day, she brought me out shopping,
wearing that same short, slit dress Kevin had bought me. I wasn't
entirely naked underneath this time, though. I wore a kind of
leather thong. This leather thong had what I guess I could best
describe as a big, fat cockhead on the inside, which slid up inside
me. It stretched me open, and made my clitoris throb as we walked
along the streets of Manhattan!

We bought things like thigh high leather
boots with five inch stiletto heels, low cut tops, lingerie, and
some kinky leather harnesses and bondage gear. THAT was freaking
embarrassing! She seemed to have no concerns at all shopping for
and buying such things, no matter who was looking at us! But I
wasn't nearly as blind to the eyes of those watching!

Then we went to a piercing place and had my
nipples and tongue pierced. She didn't want to do my clit yet since
I still had to go back to the laser place for a few more touch-ups
before it was done.

Instead of putting just studs through my
nipples she had the man put thick gauge rings. These weren't the
usual rings with the little balls to lock them. These were perfect
circles the size of quarters, permanently locked on, and couldn't
be removed except by cutting them.

They felt really weird dangling from my
nipples as we continued shopping! Especially since I had no
bra!

When we went back to the penthouse, I had to
strip naked again, and Erin made me show off my rings to Kevin,
which was horribly embarrassing! After that I had to give her lap
dances, and then she gave me some, to show me how Nathan liked
them. Then she drove me out of my mind with her skillful finger
sand tongue again, and made me do the same to her.

*

Nathan seemed to appreciate the nipple rings
when he came home. He also appreciated that I was naked, and
wearing the ball-gag. Erin had suggested that.

It... wouldn't have been so bad if it was
just Erin and me – and Nathan. But of course, it wasn't. Kevin was
there to open the door and greet him as he returned from his
trip.

And I was there too, kneeling on the floor,
completely naked except for the collar and shackles, my nipple
rings dangling, the vibrator stuffed up inside me. She had been
playing with the settings for a while, making me squirm and wriggle
and moan and writhe, but not letting me come.

And now I was kneeling, naked, legs spread,
wrists locked together behind my back, while Erin stood next to me
holding a leash attached to the collar.

And of course, Kevin arrived to open the
door. He smiled at Erin, ignored me, and then opened the door even
before the elevator arrived.

“Welcome home, Mister Allen,” he said.

I was still self-conscious, and felt very,
very... on edge, being seen like this by Kevin. Even though, or
maybe even because he showed no particular interest in my naked
body, much less in touching it or doing anything to it.

But that same sense of self-consciousness,
that awareness of how outrageous and kinky I was being was what
helped turn me on so much.

I watched Nathan Kiss Erin lightly and give
her a hug, then stand there and look down at me. My face was soooo
red!

“So, has my little slave girl learned
anything while I was away.”

“Oh, a few things,” Erin said. “I'm quite
sure you'll teach her much, much more.”

“She seems to be a good learner,” Nathan
said. “And she blushes very prettily.”

“I'll leave you to it,” she said with a
smile.

Erin left. Kevin left. Nathan looked down at
me.

“I've been on an oil rig with guys for two
days. Guess what I intend to teach you first?

I gulped, unable to speak anyway.

Nathan brought me upstairs to the master
bedroom, and had me help him undress, then take a shower, where I
washed him, sliding my hands up and down his naked body.

Eventually this led to him taking me up
against the wall, ramming his big cock up into my body and half
lifting me off the floor – then entirely off as he hammered himself
against me! God, that was wild!

After that I helped him dress, then
accompanied him downstairs to the great room. There, he turned the
TV on in the background, then made a series of phone calls. I knelt
on the floor, notebook and pencil ready in case he wanted me to
take anything down.

Over the following days and weeks I
accompanied him to a variety of meetings around the city, and then
out to Los Angeles, then down to Florida. I wore very short, tight
skirts, tight tops, and very high heels most of the time. It felt –
weird, at first, but I got used to being looked at, and it even
became a bit of an ego thing.

I must be really hot if everyone was noticing
me, right?

And in the evenings I returned to his hotel
room, or back to the penthouse, stripped and became his slave girl.
It was exciting, outrageous, and kept me in an almost continuous
state of simmering heat.

It certainly wasn't the sort of thing I would
have expected to come from a job as a stenographer, but I can't say
that it isn't an amazing job and life. I don't know any girl who
has a better job, who gets the kind of perks and benefits I do, and
has such an amazing and thrilling time.

As for Nathan – or Master Allen as I call him
– I'm never entirely sure how he feels about me. He keeps his
emotions closely guarded. But I think he feels a lot of affection
for me, at least, even if only as a kind of human 'pet', and that
that will grow with time.

As for what I feel for him – the more time I
spend as his 'slave girl' the more he seems to becoming something
like – the whole world to me, the one responsible for everything I
do and have and wear and how I act and where I go; my present and
my future.

That's a bit scary, because when I started
calling him 'master' I thought it was silly, but now I'm finding I
actually think of him like that. Does that mean I'm becoming a
slave girl in reality? The idea is kind of twisted – but also hot.
We'll just have to see what the future holds.

 


END
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Molly's Black
Master (Molly's Black Masters
series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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