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	ASHLEY’S SUBMISSION


	 


	 


	Ashley was having a good day. In fact, the bubbly travel agent had been on a roll for weeks. She’d been the top executive for as long as she could remember and was collecting prize after prize with her in depth knowledge, winning smile and her very obvious cleavage. The current customer was particularly interested in the latter.


	“Have you ever been to the Middle East?” Ash fluttered her eyelashes at the handsome man. He was definitely eye candy; six foot something, barrel chested, with a square chin covered in dark stubble.


	“Once or twice,” the customer said in a curious accent that Ashley couldn’t place. 


	“And what is your main aim when you go on holiday?”


	“Oh pleasure, always pleasure,” the man’s face split with a wide smile.


	Ashley collected a handful of brochures and laid them out between them on her desk, ready to start her familiar sales spiel when the customer stopped her. “I’ve got to make a confession!”


	“Oh?” Ashley immediately looked suspicious, like any stunning girl would when caught on the back foot by a man who is clearly a player.


	“Yes,” the man stroked his beard. “I’m not here to buy a holiday off you at all Ashley.”


	Now she really was suspicious. “Why exactly are you here then?” There was now an edge to her voice.


	He sat back in his seat. “My name is Max O’Donnell,” he told her. “I’m pretty rich by anyone’s standards and I own a number of businesses, including a travel agency.” He smiled broadly. “I’m here to offer you a job Ashley.”


	Ashley’s head was not so easily turned. “I already have a job,” she smiled.


	“Not like this one!” The stranger passed her a business card. “Come and have a look. I’ll pay you three times what you’re getting at the moment, with a company Jag.”


	“I’ll think about it,” Ash tried to keep the excitement out of her voice, as the man shook her hand formally and left.


	The rest of the day was difficult for the pretty Sunderland girl, for the first time ever she wasn’t entirely focused on her job and a couple of potential customers slipped through her grasp. She wasn’t sure whether it was the offer of such an amazing job or the smoulderingly handsome stranger himself that was leaving her uneasy. Probably both. Her manager noticed she was off pace and Ashley took that opportunity to invent a fictitious doctor’s appointment the next morning. She couldn’t not go and have a look!


	The address was in the centre of Newcastle but not a street Ash was familiar with. She walked up and down twice without seeing it and was about to call it a day as some sort of disappointing con, when she realised she was looking for the wrong thing. The place was there but there was no shop front! It was just a sign over a door between two shops. She went in and found a locked door with a camera entry phone. A deep breath and she pressed the button.


	“Hello. You must be Ashley,” A honey smooth female voice with a familiar Geordie accent came through the speaker. “Come on straight up.”


	The door at the top of the stairs opened on to an open-plan office which seemed to go on for ever. It must have taken over the top floor of the entire row of shops. It was really plush, with sofas all over the place and several closed doors around the edge of the room. The girl with the sexy Geordie accent was sitting behind a reception desk waiting for her. “Hello Pet,” the gorgeous blonde smiled.


	“Hello. What sort of travel agency is this?” A confused Ashley asked.


	“The most exclusive travel agency in the world, with branches in London, New York and Tokyo,” the blonde beamed.


	“But where do your customers come from?”


	“Word of mouth,” the girl told her. “We don’t have to chase customers.” 


	“We offer an incomparable service,” a deep voice behind her said. Ashley turned around and found herself looking into the deep blue eyes of Max O’Donnell. “Let me show you around,” he smiled.


	The next half hour was an experience for Ashley. She met the other twelve employees; every one of them a beautiful young woman of between twenty and thirty. Several were blonde, two were brunettes and one of the women was ebony black. They were all gorgeous and had sweet personalities. To be honest, the ever insecure young woman wondered whether she could match up to this Miss World line-up. The other women were quick to dispel that idea, with lots of compliments about her dark hair, with its purple highlights, or her completely clear skin and startling blue eyes.


	Ashley was indeed a head turning beauty. She had a stunning face but also a lithe, shapely body that made men; and some women drool. Around five foot six in height, her slim waist accentuated a bulging bra to make her look far bigger than her 34B.


	Soon she was sitting on a very plush sofa, opposite her potential boss. “So what do you think?” Maximillian asked.


	“I think the whole place is amazing,” Ash said cautiously. “I really don’t see where all the customers come from though.” She looked around. “I mean, there’s none here at the moment!”


	“We have an extensive marketing department,” he answered in his curious accent that Ash had still not been able to pin down. “And there are two customers here at the moment. Julie and Abigail and conducting one to ones in private in the two rooms we didn’t go into.”


	“Oh! I thought we’d met everyone.”


	“Where are you living at the moment, Ashley?”


	“I’m living with me Mam right now.”


	“Well,” the brooding man stroked his chin. “We do have an empty company flat around the corner if you’re interested. I’ll throw it in as part of the package.”


	If she was interested! Ashley’s head was spinning. A massive salary increase for a fraction of the work, a company car, a city centre flat. She’d have to be mad to turn this job down...


	“One more thing,” he added. “There is out of hours work involved. The sort of clients we handle are used to being entertained in the evenings from time to time. Could you do that?”


	“I’m used to wining and dining,” Ash smiled. “And I know this town like the back of my hand.”


	“That’s settled then,” Max offered his hand. “Welcome to Dahrainian Voyages. When can you start?”


	The conversation with Suzy, her current boss, was a bit awkward. Ash had been there for nearly four years and Suzy had taken her under her wing, nurturing her to being the top selling executive by a long way. She thought about telling a white lie but it wasn’t her style. Instead, she told her everything and Suzy sent her on her way with a warm hug and good luck wishes. They both agreed it was probably better if she just left straight away. She was ready to start at DV the very next day.


	The hardest decision the next morning was what to wear. She wanted to look professional of course but it hadn’t escaped Ashley’s notice that the other girls were dressed to show off their best assets. She eventually settled for a blue skirt suit with a knee length skirt and teamed it with a button-down silk blouse. One last look in the mirror and a goodbye to her gorgeous mother, Kelsey and Ash jumped into her silver Golf for possibly the last time on her journey to her new job.


	There was a keypad on the outside door but Ash had yet to get the code, so she had to buzz up as she did last time and Lisa, the blonde receptionist was waiting to see her. “Hi,” she gushed. “Welcome to the team.” She stepped out from behind her desk for the first time and Ash’s eyes nearly popped out at the shortness of her skirt, cut so small, it virtually showed her knickers. “It looks like we’ve got a girlie morning together. Let’s go and see Maxie?”


	‘Maxie’ was in his usual good form and seemed genuinely delighted to see his new girl. “Good morning my dear,” he rose from behind his desk and kissed her on both cheeks in the French way, much to Ashley’s surprise. That got her wondering about his accent again. He looked her up and down in a way that might have been creepy from another man but he pulled it off. “I hope you don’t mind me saying so, Ash but your wardrobe needs a little alignment with our dress code.”


	“Oh,” Ash was a little hurt. “I tried me best!”


	“And you look lovely sweetheart,” Max reassured her. “To be frank though, you’ve been filling your wardrobe on a much smaller income than you’ll soon be used to.” He perched on the edge of his desk to avoid towering over the petite girl. “Let me do something for you. I’d like Lisa to take you shopping this morning on the company bank account and when you get back we’ll take a look at your new flat.”


	“That’s too kind Mr O’Donnell,” Ash said quickly. “It’s not necessary.”


	Max raised his hand. “I won’t take no for an answer Ashley,” he said firmly but with a smile.


	“He won’t you know,” Lisa nodded.


	“But first of all,” the boss continued. “You need to do your medical.”


	She had forgotten about the medical, one of the prerequisites for the job. Shrugging in acceptance, she followed Lisa to the back of the office and up a flight of stairs to the in-house medical centre. “Give me a shout when you’re done,” the ditsy blonde yelled and left her sitting on a chair in a well-appointed waiting room.


	She wasn’t waiting long when a stunning woman poked her head out. “Hi, I’m Dr Bridget,” she greeted her in a slightly foreign accent. “I’m guessing you’re the new meat?”


	“Um yes,” Ashley replied, uncomfortable all of a sudden for some reason. She followed her into her office and saw she was talking to a tall, statuesque Amazonian of a woman in a white coat. She was a good foot taller than Ash, who found her eye line level with the woman’s huge, cone shaped bosoms. Each one must have been the size of both of the younger woman’s together and they were perfectly formed; quite intimidating! What was even more intimidating though was the way Dr Bridget was looking her body slowly up and down. There was nothing professional about it, she was openly ogling her.


	“You need to undress for me now Ashley,” she eventually said. “You can wear a gown if you wish but most women don’t bother!” She patted the younger woman on the cheek and turned away, to fiddle with her instruments on a counter.


	Ash looked around. There was no sign of a changing room or curtain to give her privacy. “Where do I change?”


	“Just there is fine, sweetheart,” the doctor half turned and smiled. “We’re all girls together here!” Shaking her head and thinking of the money, Ash shrugged off her jacket and carefully placed it on the back of a chair, before unbuttoning her blouse.


	As the blouse came off, Dr Bridget turned and began asking medical history questions, her eyes never leaving Ash’s body as she undressed. She started with the usual run of the mill stuff about hereditary illnesses and then, just as the young woman unclipped her bra and slipped it off, she asked whether she was sexually active. As Ash bent down to peel her knickers down her thighs, the question was about her sexual orientation. Ash stood up straight, completely naked and her face was glowing red. “Men only,” she answered obediently.


	“What a waste,” the doctor answered with a smile. “Now, before I examine you, I need to ask about your sexual preferences. Is that okay?”


	Ashley shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. “Okay, I guess!”


	“Good! I’m assuming you like vaginal sex?”


	“Yes, of course!”


	“Giving oral?”


	“Yes!”


	“Do you swallow?”


	“Do you really need to know that?”


	“Yes! Do you swallow?”


	“Sometimes!”


	“Taking oral?”


	Ashley looked at the doctor who had a look in her eyes like a predator who could devour her whole. She blushed again. “Yes!”


	“Anal?”


	“Really?”


	“Really! Have you ever taken a man in your bottom Ashley?”


	Now her face was burning hot and she could feel the blush spread right down her chest and across her tits. “Yes,” she answered quietly.


	“Good,” Bridget beamed, ticking her form. “Let’s give you an examination.” She didn’t don latex gloves, as Ashley expected but began straight away with looking into her eyes and ears and checking the glands in her neck. “Open wide,” she said and pushed two fingers into the young woman’s mouth. 


	Ashley stood still for a long minute with this woman’s fingers in her mouth, pushing down on her tongue and probing right to the back, testing her gag reflex. “Very good,” she said finally, looking into Ash’s blue eyes and smiling. “You seem to be a very healthy young woman but let’s check out the parts that really matter, shall we?” Her hands slid down Ash’s shoulders and found her pert breasts; beginning an examination familiar to all women.


	Ash felt very awkward to say the least. She was standing in front of this strange woman completely naked as she held her tits in her hands and the normal check for lumps and abnormalities soon changed into something different. Dr Bridget was squeezing and stroking; pulling on her nipples and tickling the delicate underside of her boobs, while talking all the time to keep her at her ease. All the same, Ash found all this very odd and, she hated to admit it but, very horny!


	This odd breast examination finally came to an end but there was much more to come. Her bloods were taken, as well as a saliva test, before she finally given a little privacy to produce a urine and stool sample. “Okay,” Bridget ordered as she came out of the little toilet cubical. “Hop up on to the bed!” 


	The bed was in effect a gynaelogical examination table, complete with stirrups, which Bridget quickly eased Ashley’s ankles into. Her pulsed raced. Just like at her regular check-up but the gorgeous doctor didn’t pick up any instruments. Instead, she bent between the girl’s spread thighs and she felt her warm fingers on her pussy, pulling the outer labia apart and dancing across her clitty.


	“Feels a bit better than your usual gynae exam, huh?” Doctor Bridget was now unmistakably strumming at Ashley’s bean and the young woman was powerless to prevent her.


	“You, you shouldn’t be doing that,” Ash stuttered.


	“Why not?” Bridget laughed, as she slipped a long finger inside her patient, to be quickly followed by another. “We’ve got to make sure your fucking equipment all works properly. My God, you’re tight, the clients are going to love you!”


	“Wha-what do you mean?”


	Bridget braced herself against the edge of the bed and forced her fingers up inside the petite young woman, “You don’t think clients are going to give you million pounds of business just for a smile do you? There’s a reason why the richest men and woman in the world deal with this company and I can describe it in three words: Pretty young pussy!” She accentuated each of those words with a hard thrust from her fingers that sent Ash right up to the edge of orgasm. “Nice to see a natural redhead,” she added, leaving Ashley regretting having shaved, not waxed.


	Bridget changed tack to a fast cadence, her fingers zipping in and out of Ashley as her eyes never left the young woman’s face. “You look like you want to come my dear,” she purred. “Just let it out, go on!”


	What followed was the most powerful orgasm of Ashley’s young life. Her thighs clenched together as far as the stirrups would allow and she tried to grip the doctor’s hand in them. “Oh my God!” She cried out loud. “Oh my fucking God! Yes!”


	Ashley’s brain was completely fried but there was no time for rest. Doctor Bridget freed her legs from the stirrups and turned her on to her hand and knees, encouraging her to rest her upper body on the bench and her backside on her heels, so her little bottom stuck out enticingly. Then she finally pulled on a pair of latex gloves for the first time.


	Ash felt a cool gel being squeezed into her tiny bum hole, before the doctor began to stretch it with a finger. “You really are built very small, aren’t you,” Bridget chuckled as she worked the finger in and out. “The men are going to love you. How does that feel.”


	Humiliating? Inappropriate, illegal, immoral, unnatural? Ashley could think of a string of appropriate adjectives but the one that escaped her lips was: “Sore!”


	“It’ll get easier if you use it,” Bridget told her, removing her finger and pulling off the gloves. “You have everything in the right place but you need to clean up back there though. Men don’t like your shit on their cock?”


	Ashley was really shocked now. Something about hearing language like that from a doctor was even worse than her having her fingers in her bottom or being wanked to orgasm by her. She just couldn’t believe her ears.


	While Ashley was distracted, Bridget was busy. “I’m going to show you how to clean up,” she said. “You need to do this before every evening appointment or date.” Ash felt a momentary pressure against her virgin ring piece and then something popped inside. She looked behind her to see she was now trailing a hose that led to a suspended bottle. “This is called an enema,” the doctor told her. Patting her on the bottom, she left her naked in that very vulnerable position to contemplate exactly what organisation she’d really joined. “I’ll be back in ten minutes,” the doctor told her.


	Twenty minutes later, Ashley was dressed and back downstairs to meet Lisa. She felt refreshed and tingly all over. The memory of her first lesbian encounter already seemed an incredulous dream. Ashley thought she knew Newcastle city centre but Lisa took her to shops she had never even noticed before. All were classy and very expensive but the blowsy blonde always led her to the sexy end of the shop. “Sex sells,” she lectured the new girl every time she complained about a hem length or a revealing top. Eventually Ash managed to find a middle ground with her new colleague and Lisa loosened the company purse strings. The morning shot by and the girls finished off with a light lunch before bustling back to the office.


	If Ashley thought she was finally going to get settled in behind her desk though, she was very mistaken. Maximillian grabbed her bags and led her off to her new flat. It was literally a five minute walk around the corner, an apartment in a lavish serviced city centre block. Maximillian was greeted by name by the guard as they stepped through the revolving door and he introduced Ashley. “Pieter never forgets a name or a face,” he told the young woman as they stepped into the lift. “Anything you need and he’ll fix it for you.”


	The flat was on the top floor and only two doors down from the lift lobby. The boss opened the door with a key card and then handed it over. Ashley’s jaw nearly hit the floor as she stepped inside, the place was absolutely amazing. 


	For the next few minutes, the Mackem girl followed her new, tall boss around the place with big eyes as he pointed out the main features: the dining room big enough for a full dinner party, the kitchen with top of the range appliances, the wet room and sauna, the incredible bedroom. Finally, he dug into his pocket for a key fob. “Your new car’s in the underground garage, all insured and ready to go” he told her. “Take the rest of the day to settle in here and I’ll see you back here for dinner at seven.”


	That threw Ashley a little. Was this remarkably handsome older man asking her on a date? Was she now expected to cook him dinner? Maximillian seemed to read her mind. “No need to cook,” he said. “I will have the company caterers bring something round. Could you do me the honour of wearing one of your new outfits though?”


	“Of course!” What else could she say? He bent down to kiss her on the cheek again and left her on her own in her new home.


	Ashley had another walk around the luxury flat, trying all the gadgets and fittings and looking in the cupboards, then, after putting her shopping away, went down to the garage and clicked the key to find her car. This turned out to be a brand new Jaguar XE in racing car red. Gorgeous! She jumped in and drove straight round to her Mum’s to show her.


	The rest of the day was spent in moving her things in with Mum Kelsey’s help. There was lots to do and before she realised, it was five o’clock and she had to usher Kelsey out.


	“Are we not gonna have a drink in yer new place?” Her Mum produced a bottle of Zinfandel from nowhere.


	“Not tonight Mam, I’ve got a date?”


	“Who is he?”


	“I’ll tell you tomorrow, now just go will you?” Ashley tossed her the keys to her old car. “Here, take my Golf!”


	Alone at last, the young woman stripped off her clothes and jumped into the multi-head shower in the en-suite. She had a good couple of hours of work to do on herself before Max O’Donnell came back. It had been a man-drought just recently and Ashley had decided she wanted this big hunk between her thighs, whether that was his plan or not.


	Seven o’clock came round in no time at all and her boss was exactly on time. Bypassing the desk downstairs, the first notice of his arrival was a knock on the door. 


	“Good evening my dear,” Maximillian grinned. “You look absolutely delicious. That dress was a good choice.”


	Ashley basked in his adoration and nearly gave him a twirl. The white evening dress had been her idea but Lisa had agreed straight away. Split right the way up the left thigh and with a plunging back, it showed plenty of her perfect, glowing skin but was acceptably formal for dining out; or indeed in!


	“I know you prefer Zinfandel,” the big man continued. “But I left you a couple of bottles of something else in the fridge as a house warmer. Do you mind if we open them?”  
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