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PART 1: THE STRANGER


PART 1: THE STRANGER




CHAPTER 1

I’d been running on less than an hour’s sleep that day, but the minute I stepped into the banquet hall, I was as awake as if I’ve been on a night-long caffeine binge. You’d think I’d be bored by the these fundraising galas by now, but no. Not really. There were plenty of old men in here to stroke my ego, sure, but the real reason I wasn’t bored was because of all the pretty women who were there, dressed to impress and ready to mingle. They all knew who I was, and they all wanted to talk to me. 

Tonight wasn’t any different. I scanned the hall, eyeing the ladies from the corner of my eye, drinking in the dresses that showed off their shoulders and arms and wide hips and longs legs. The younger ones were milling about in their own circle in short, skimpy little black dresses, their yogurty skin glowing under the chandelier lights. I gave them all the once-over. They all looked fine, but to be honest, I didn’t really give much thought to how old or young they were. A young woman could be just as shameless as a fifty-year-old if she was desperate enough. 

I spent some time putting up a pretense, mingling with the older crowd, yakking away about business mergers and philanthropy and all the other boring stuff people expected of me. In the background, though, my keen eyes continued to feast. Sleep deprivation made me horny, and I was looking for someone to get my blood pumping and my pulse racing and my hungry cock on standby. When you have too many good options in front of you, though, it’s easy to get distracted, so after an hour of all the mindless chitchat, I tried to zone in on just one target. 

I found her pretty quickly.

She was sitting up on the table right next to the bar, her crimson strapless gown hugging her tight little body. She had black hair that fell in lovely curls over her face, and her eyes—those sexy green eyes—were honed in on me. A little tingle of lust sparked inside me as we both stared at each other. 

I had a feeling she’d been watching me long before I’d noticed her. 

She smiled and walked up to me, her body sashaying in ways that made my mouth go dry. 

“Iris,” she said simply. “Russ Becker, right?”

“I’m impressed you know me,” I said with a sarcastic little smile.

“Oh, I’ve heard you’re the man to know around these parts.”

Of course I am, baby. 

This was how my conversations usually went. Compliments, flattery, sucking up…anything to get Russ Becker to take that next step. I was the golden ticket really. Get me on their side and their entire career was set. 

We talked some more, or she did some more sucking up more to me, to be a little more accurate. Still, something about her had set off just the tiniest twinge of déjà vu. Had I met her before? Did she look like someone—an actress, maybe—I’d seen once or twice at one of these dinners? I wasn’t sure.

“So, tell me about your new program,” Iris said. A curl of her hair had fallen over her left eye, and I had to rein back the urge to gently place it behind her ear.

“Which one?” I grinned. 

“The top-secret one.”

I laughed. “That’s going to take just a little more convincing from your end, Iris.”

“Well, I’ve seen the prototypes,” she said with a smirk.

“Good try, but we haven’t developed any prototypes yet,” I said. That was a lie, but she didn’t need to know the skeletons inside my business. Our labs were in the process of developing an ultra-strong carbon fiber blend that was soon poised to take the tech world by storm. Our first prototypes had had a very positive reception, but there were also a ton of kinks that needed to be ironed out. Kinks that no-one outside top management needed to know.

Iris studied me for a second and flipped back the curl of that had fallen over her face. Her eyes almost looked like green liquid pools under the dark golden lighting. “So, CEO Becker, I haven’t seen your wife around,” she said. “How is she doing? Amber, right?”

I took a big gulp of my drink. Let it scorch down my throat. She was being very cool and I had to work on showing I wasn’t caught off guard. “Yes. Amber,” I muttered. “She wasn’t feeling too well. Migraines.”

“Oh, I get migraines too,” Iris said, making an attempt to give me a sympathetic pout. “They’re the worst.”

“You know it.”

I was trying not to stare too long at her luscious lips. Or her long neck. It was the color of peach yogurt and begging to be bitten. So she’d done her research. Amber, my wife, was twenty years my junior. I was forty-three, so she looked just as much of a bimbo as you’d expect. Fake blonde hair, permanent fake lashes, surgically enhanced breasts, and a Brazilian butt lift to boot. The media loved to talk about us. The secret about Amber, though, was that she actually had a brain. She went to Berkeley and got her master’s degree from USC, and what did she do with all those years of education? She married rich so she wouldn’t have to work another day of her life. Smart.

The DJ decided to switch things up right at that moment. A slowish, sultry number filled the hall and couples headed over to the dance floor. Iris didn’t waste a second. She grabbed my arm and we followed the others and began to dance. The gown she had on did a perfect job of showing every delicious curve of her body as she swayed in front of me. She clasped her fingers with mine and twirled herself around and pressed her back across my chest. I didn’t care who was looking at us right then. If the media and the gossipy old bitches wants to talk about Russ liking young blood, I thought, I’ll let them fucking talk. In truth, I knew my lawyers could shut all of them up before they even opened their mouths. 

Iris smelled like jasmine and freshly lotioned skin coupled with something a little more sharp and tangy, like pepper. I was quickly hypnotized by that scent. My blood pounded as we swayed together and my crotch jostled against her ass. I hoped to god she could feel my oncoming boner. I wanted her to know I was a married man ready to play. Some women get a rush from that, and I had a feeling she was one of them.

Iris took my hand and pressed it down the front of her, sliding my palm down…down. I wondered if my hand was over her thigh or her gown, but it didn’t fucking matter as long as I was touching her. 

She leaned back and whispered in my ear, “There’s something about you, Mr. Becker…” Her voice was dripping with desire. “I don’t know what it is, but I get a feeling when I’m around you. It’s like we know each other.”

I was surprised by that admission. “You know, I felt that too,” I said. “Have we met before?”

“That’s impossible. How could I forget meeting a man like you, Mr. Becker?”

“Then maybe we’re soulmates.”

She laughed. “Good try, but I’m not that easy.”

She turned around and faced me. I had this intense urge to ask if I could kiss her, right in front of the others, but that would definitely be a mistake. It was too much of a risk even for a risk-taker like myself. So I let the matter rest. For now. 

“Mr. Becker…” 

“Call me Russ. Please.”

“Russ, I can’t even begin to imagine what it’s like to be a CEO. I’ve heard it’s one of the most stressful jobs in the world, and I guess I can sort of see it.” She giggled while I rubbed my eyes and hoped I didn’t look like a corpse. “Don’t you want to take a break for a while? Relax?”

“Never,” I said. “This is what it takes to run an empire. Besides, I’m not a lazy bastard.”

“I never said you were,” she whispered. “I guess that’s why I was drawn to you. I like men with baggage.”

She turned around and grabbed my crotch stealthily. I hissed out a breath, feeling my cock harden in her grasp as I scooted to the side so people couldn’t see us. So she was a risk-taker. Like me. I liked that. A part of me wanted to drag her to the toilets and do her right there. I could tell she wouldn’t have been opposed to that. Women liked married dick— it was as simple as that, really. I don’t think I’d ever had as many girls flirting shamelessly with me until after I’d tied the knot. That was the curse of marriage. 

“I have to go now,” Iris said suddenly.

I pouted. “Don’t leave me hanging like this,” I said. 

“Do you have a good memory?”

I shook my head. “My memory is terrible, honestly. Why do you ask?”

“Even better then,” she said, giggling. She leaned in very close like she was about to bite off my ear. “521 Clotilde Ridges. Tomorrow. Ten p.m. I’ll make it romantic.”

Then she fluttered her fingers at me and made her way to the exit, not looking back even once. I was breathless, and I could still feel the heat of her breath in my ear.

“Mr. Becker?” Someone was tapping me on the shoulder. I turned around and locked eyes with a young woman who did a little excited jump that made her breasts jiggle. 

“I’ve heard so much about you!” she cooed.

“Oh really?” I asked, giving her a one-sided smile. 

We started talking, even though I knew I was going to be on auto-pilot for the rest of the night. Because my mind was somewhere else entirely…thinking about someone else. 


CHAPTER 2

I came to my senses later that night. I came home past midnight to Amber wearing her sheer satin robe. The outline of her dainty lace bralette and thong was clearly visible under the fabric. Locking into her dark gaze, I carried her to our bedroom and undressed her. I fucked my wife thinking about the mysterious woman I’d had met that night. Iris. I thought about how her eyes had been brighter, her hips more rhythmic, and her scent…god, her scent. How she’d nestled up against me and taken my hand to touch the front of her thigh. I thought about her invitation. Sure, I was a risk-taker, but there was a line between taking risks and being an idiot. I had a reputation and a company and, of course, a wife. I had responsibilities. I wasn’t stupid. 

No, I thought as I finished inside Amber. Meeting her would be taking it too far. 

I learned an important lesson when I became wealthy: temptation can sometimes be the devil in disguise. When money isn’t a limit anymore, you have to set yourself some rules, or you might just end up going crazy. Just because you can do something doesn’t mean you should.

My decision was cemented when I left my house the next morning. If Iris had really been serious about our romantic rendezvous, well, she was going to be disappointed. I was a busy man with important things to do. 

The first thing I did when I reached Becker Industries was what I usually did: a slow walk-through of the office. I liked to see my employees working hard in the morning, and I liked to show my face, looking all grim and determined and focused. There was nothing better than seeing an ocean of heads bowed down working in silent concentration like a nicely oiled machine. I took my blazer off at that point. I always kept the office a little too warm in the spring and summer. You don’t want people to get too comfortable in a work environment—the smell of their sweat was really the smell of my success.

Next, I walked to our lab and did the same thing, keeping an eye out for any slackers or idlers. I wasn’t shy about firing people to send a message or teach the rest of them a lesson. Good business was all about making sacrifices, right?

When I walked back from the lab I bumped into my assistant, Lori. Or she bumped into me. She was red in her round face and she wore a particularly unflattering blouse. It was too tight on the arms and belly area and made her look like one of Willy Wonka’s oompa-loompas. 

“We have a big problem, Mr. Becker,” she began. Her anxious, high-pitched tone had already started to irk me since it was barely ten in the morning. “I have Morris from the facility waiting for you to call back. There’s been a major malfunction in one of our machines, and he needs your approval to move forward with the repairs. Before you worry, Mr. Becker, I want to say the cost is thankfully within our budget, but the problem is it’ll take three days to get the equipment up to scratch, which, as you know, is going to delay…”

I held up a hand to cut her off. “How about you get me my fucking coffee first?” I asked, annoyed. “You expect me to deal with this without coffee?”

Lori’s ruddy cheeks got even redder. “It’s…it’s on your desk, Mr. Becker.”

“Then you should’ve waited,” I said sternly. “I have some more urgent calls to make. Let Morris wait. Come meet me in another hour.”

“Will do, Mr. Becker. I’ll…I’ll do better next time.”

Her awful muddy-colored blouse was making me irrationally angry, so I waved her off. “Well then. Off you go.”

It was eleven hours later when my day drew to a close, and things hadn’t really gone any better. It had been problem after problem: unhappy clients, order delays, equipment issues…when one thing got solved you could be sure another one popped up. To add to the mix, Amber had called to let me know she was heading out of town with her brother. I knew what that meant. She was going to spend the night flirting with her brother’s so-called friends and it would probably be past two by the time she got back, if she got back at all tonight. 

I blinked. My eyelids were suddenly feeling like lead weights. I’d had a rough night the day before, barely getting a full hour of sleep. I was really running on fumes. I curled my fingers into fists and banged them on top of the table. The pain that shot up my wrists felt satisfying. A photograph of me and Amber toppled down, but I didn’t bother picking it up. I was pissed the fuck off, because no one seemed to have a fucking clue how difficult it was to be the CEO sometimes.

Except…

Someone did. 

Iris.

I can’t even begin to imagine what it’s like to be a CEO. Don’t you want to take a break for a while? Relax?

Iris was right. I just needed to fucking relax. I just needed a fucking distraction. 

I hurried to my car and opened up my phone. I clicked on my Notes app. There, written with plenty of typos, was the address that Iris had whispered into my ear. I wasn’t too sure about the house number I’d scribbled down, but if I drove there I was positive I could knock on a few doors and find the right place. 

It occurred to me how little I knew about Iris. We’d spent what felt like ages chatting that night, but she hadn’t really disclosed much about herself. Where was she from? Was she single? What did she do for work? She was a closed door. A mystery.

Yet another thing that intrigued me about her. 

I stomped on the gas, and felt all the tension in my neck and arms finally relax. 

Temptation may be the devil, but even the devil needs a real good fuck once in a while…


CHAPTER 3

I was almost certain I’d made a mistake. 

My GPS had taken me to the middle of an alley. Frowning, I switched on the light from my phone and waved it around me. To the left was an abandoned shed, a towering wall of sheet metal that was tainted red and gray with rust. To the right was what looked like an equally abandoned building, built with red brick. An ominous-looking garage door sat on the center of the wall. 

The alley smelled weird. I crinkled my nose and walked out of it, and crossed the road to talk to the only other person I’d seen around here. It was a young man in a hoodie, working on a piece of graffiti in total darkness.  

“Hey, Banksy,” I called. “Care to help me out here?”

The man spun around and smiled. He peered down at the phone I was holding up, squinted, and seemed to take a long time to answer. Then he coughed, spattering my phone screen with his spit. His eyes bulged as he took in my suit, and for a second I thought he’d grab my phone and make a run for it, so I tightened my grip on the phone case and asked him sternly, “Well? Do you want to help me or not?”

He swallowed noisily and pointed back to the alley. His finger was right at the red-brick building I’d seen earlier. “Yar in da right place, Mister.”

“You’re wrong. I can’t be,” I argued. “I might’ve gotten the number wrong. It’s a residence—”

I was cut off by a deafening sound. The motors of a garage door opening. I turned, and there, bathed in the light before her, was Iris. 

I was relieved at first, then confused. What the hell was someone like Iris doing inside an abandoned garage? But all my worries zapped away as I began the trek towards her. I was blown away by how good she looked. She was wearing a little red number like it was Valentine’s day—long fluffy sheer sleeves, a halter-style neck with a very low bustline. She was temptation, alright. 

“I thought you were never going to come,” she said. She leaned forward, expecting a hug and a kiss on the cheek, and I gave it to her. Kissing her like that made my heart flutter.

“What are you doing here?” I asked her in a light accusatory tone. 

“Well…” She hesitated, then stepped back so I could take a look at the interior. “I live here.”

“No, you don’t.” I searched her eyes for the truth, but got nothing. Maybe this was why the girl was clinging onto me. She’d become unexpectedly homeless and needed a little help getting back on track. Or a lot of help. Well, I wasn’t opposed to helping her. Men were natural providers and wealthy men did have obligations. But it all depended on her giving me what I want. 

Iris played with her hair as she led me inside. She was wearing a pink headband that went well with her red dress. Her stilettos tip-tapped and her long earrings swung as she walked. Now this is a girl who knows about style. 

I stared around me. I’d expected to see a crumbling interior, peeling walls and rubbish strewn everywhere and a blanket on the floor, but surprisingly, but the inside of the garage told me this was a woman who was trying to make the best of a living situation. It was clean, lit well, and furnished with unusually luxurious pieces: velvet couches, a four-poster bed, a Turkish rug, a gold bar cart, and a painting of a naked woman spread out on a bed of rose petals. Holy cow. She really was living in this dump.

“Did I say just how glad I am that you’re here?” Iris drawled, pushing her body towards me and trailing her fingers down my shirt. “I was getting pretty lonely tonight.” 

I thought of Amber, but just for a split-second. “You’re a bad girl, Iris.”

“And you, sir, are a bad, bad boy…” she whispered. 

That got me hard. “I haven’t shown you my bad side yet.”

She bit her lip. “Oh yeah? Then show me. Daddy.”

I leaned down and kissed her aggressively. She moaned and hummed into my mouth and I had an instant boner. Sliding my hands down the side of her hips, I let them circle back to her ass and squeezed her cheeks hard. I’d thought Amber had the prize for the perfect ass. It was perfectly round and toned, but Iris’s were bigger and softer, and desperately needed a tongue tasting every inch of it. 

Iris stared up at me. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Please,” I said. 

She gave me an odd look. “Say that again.”

“Say what?”

“Please.”

“Please get me a drink. Please.”

She gave me another look, like she was happy.  I undressed her with my eyes as she poured me a glass of whiskey. I wondered whether her nipples were big, like her ass. Maybe they were big and pink…or brown…with cute little knots on them. I imagined licking them, and my throat suddenly felt as dry as a Sahara.

Iris brought over the drinks and we both sat on the couch. I took a big sip, sighing as I felt it heat me up from the inside out. 

We talked some more, and Iris was starting to look more and more inviting. So was her bed. She offered me a second glass of whiskey. By this time, the lack of sleep was getting to me. I yawned, a little embarrassed. 

“Bored already?” Iris asked, grinning. 

“No, I…I…” I tried to explain I hadn’t had much sleep but for some reason I couldn’t get the words out. My head swam, my vision dimming. I battled to maintain consciousness but I was losing. My glass fell to the floor, spilling out its contents on the Turkish rug. My body felt sluggish, and suddenly all I could think about was curling up and sleeping for a hundred years.  

Night fell as my lids fluttered shut. 

The world faded.
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CHAPTER 4

The first thing I realized when I woke up was that I was naked. 

No. Not naked. I was still wearing my underwear. And my work pants, though the bottoms had been pulled and rolled up to the knee. I was somewhere cold. As cold as a deep freezer. The chilliness seeped through my skin, making my teeth chatter. My arms felt strangely stiff when I tried to move them. I looked down and realized I was on top of a bed, my arms chained to the railing. Underneath my body was a thick black waterproof lining, like one of those sheets you see on hospital beds for patients who couldn’t control their bowel movements. 

I shook my wrists furiously, trying to break away from the steel chain, but it was no use. I had no energy, and the cuffs were so strong they almost twisted my joints. I groaned in pain.

“Oh, hello, Mr. Becker,” a low female voice drawled. “Or should I say Rip Van Winkle? I’m not going to lie, you had me worried for a minute there. I thought you were never going to wake up. ”

A woman zoomed into view. I blinked. My eyes were so dry that each time they closed they felt like pins stabbing my skin. Even through the pain, I recognized her. The red dress. The dark hair. That hot body. 

In a spine-chilling flash, everything flooded back to me. 

“Who are you?” I spat. 

Iris laughed. 

“Iris?” I said. “What the hell is this?”

She started to speak but stopped when a phone rang. It was my ringtone. She calmly walked to the couch, where the rest of my clothes sat all bundled up in a ball. She’d…undressed me while I was sleeping. Or unconscious. She’d actually unbuttoned my shirt and stripped off my cotton vest…gone through my personal things. Maybe she’d even taken a peek inside my pants. The thought suddenly made me seethe. 

She violated me. 

I wanted to kick her. Wanted to kick myself, for being stupid enough to get into this mess. 

“Oh, look,” she said, holding my phone screen up. “It’s your wife. Should I answer?” Her lips curved slyly.

“No,” I gasped. 

“No, what?”

“Please,” I said. My throat suddenly felt very sour. I’d fallen into this trap as easily as a naive baby lamb entering a lion’s den. A strange mix of hurt and hate was bubbling up inside me, even though I was still having trouble processing the situation before me. 

What the hell was going on?

Iris pressed the red button on my phone. She started to type, her nails clinking on the screen. “Sorry, babe,” she narrated. “In the middle of a big meeting right now. It’s an important one. Maybe the most important one of my life. Might spend the night in the office. Love ya!” She smirked and pressed send, then tossed the phone on top of my pile of clothes. She shimmied over and sat on the bed next to me. I couldn’t help but flinch.

“If you think you’re going to get away with this, you’re wrong,” I hissed. 

She laughed again. “It’s just so funny. You think you’re invincible, don’t you?”

“I am invincible. You know who I fucking am. And I’m telling you to stop this game you’re trying to play right now.”

“Or what?” Iris asked, her eyes widening mockingly. 

I didn’t answer. How had I even thought about fucking this chick? I hated her. Yes, hated. I hated her for making me beg. For laughing at me like that! Me! Russ Becker! A homeless chick laughing at me!

My eyes flicked to the exit. The garage door was locked up. Iris leaned over and turned her fingers into a stick man and ran it up and down my belly. Her dark hair fell over my chest, tickling it, and I had to bite my tongue so I wouldn’t bark at her to get away from me.

Iris started to rub on my nipples. She pinched and pulled at them, then rubbed them in little circles. I stared at her, still not believing what I was seeing. My vision was still a little blurry, and everything had a sort of dream-like quality to it. She was playing with my body. Like I was some kind of toy. A sea of rage started to boil inside me. If only I had these stupid cuffs off my wrists, I could overpower her. She was a tiny thing, after all…and I was a big, strong man…

“Really, Russ? You haven’t figured out what all this is about?” Iris asked, her green gaze boring into mine. “You’re smart. Smart enough to be a billionaire.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I growled. I knew my face was getting red with all the anger and frustration—my neck and cheeks felt hot like I was coming down with a fever. “I just know you’re not going to get away with this!”

Iris closed the distance even further between us and placed her palm on my neck. She brought it down to my chest again, then ruffled my chest hair playfully. “Men like you disgust me.”

“What have I done to you?” I asked scathingly. “You’re the one who approached me at the gala. Flirted with me. Gave me the invitation. I assumed you were interested in me.” I shifted uncomfortably on the bed. My hands were ice-cold and the weight of my arms hanging from the chains was more than a little uncomfortable. “If this is about money,” I continued. “You know I’ll be more than willing to help you. I’ll set up an apartment for you so you can get yourself back on the right path again.” 

Iris was looking at me strangely. “What have you done to me? You do have a fucking terrible memory, Russ.”

Another flicker of recognition dawned on me. There was something about her voice…and those eyes…where had I seen her before? I racked through my brain, hoping for a spark from a long-lost memory, but it was like trying to wade through tar. My head just wasn’t cooperating. 

Iris and I…we had met before. That part I was sure of. But where? Where?

And then suddenly the hook I was fishing with sank into the depths of my mind and caught something. I held on and hurled it out, and my blood turned into ice.

“You’re not Iris,” I choked. 

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m not?”

I shook my head. Swallowed. Blinked fast. “You’re…you’re…Helena?”

Iris laughed and clapped her hands. “Well done!” she said. “You get a kiss.”

She pecked me on the cheek.

And that was when I realized I was in deep, deep shit. 


CHAPTER 5

Back then, Helena Atkinson had been my employee.

She’d also been fifty pounds heavier. Maybe a hundred pounds. I looked at her, still trying to settle the disconnect I had in my brain. She was almost unrecognizable now—she looked younger and maybe ten times more beautiful—though I could see her breasts were as big as they were before. Some women are cursed with saggy tits after weight loss, but that didn’t seem to be the case with Helena. 

How long had it been? Three years…three whole years since she was fired. Since I fired her. Helena had been a thorn on my backside since the day she’d joined Becker Industries as the lead of our R&D team. She’d just completed her PhD in Telecommunications Engineering at the University of Texas and…I’d really thought she was a rarity. I was sure she’d be a quick thinker, a good problem solver, and a great leader. The truth, though, couldn’t have been more different. Helena turned out to be an unhinged rebel and thought she could run the show without any of my input. Any CEO worth their salt will tell you employees like that can be very dangerous…and now that had turned to be true… 

I’d assumed this game was just about financial extortion.

But I was wrong. This was something more. 

The bitch had come back to turn my life into a living nightmare. 

“Helena,” I began, trying to sound patient and understanding. “You’d always been such an incredible employee. I regret how we had to part ways.”

Helena scoffed. “Regret? Why would you regret it? You got everything you wanted, didn’t you?”

“Nothing I did was personal. It was just business.”

Her eyes were like daggers. “No, Russ, do you see how I’m living now? It’s personal. It’s always been personal.” She sneered at me, and for a second I could really sense the revulsion all over her face. “You had your filthy lawyers hunt me down so I wouldn’t talk to the media or get help. I had to run, Russ. I don’t have a home. I wonder if you even know what that feels like. Maybe it’s time I show you!”

“Are you threatening me?”

In response, she pulled her dress up over her head. I felt my breath catch in my throat. Her big, pendulous breasts were barely covered by her bra and they swung gratuitously with even the slightest movement. Her body was exquisite in every sense of the word and her skin was dreamy, not a scar or ripple or bulge to be seen. How could this even be the same person? This wasn’t Helena. This was pure sex on a platter.

She walked over to the sink and took out a bowl from a dusty cabinet. I was too hypnotized by her body to notice what she was doing until she sat back on the bed with a bowl full of soapy water…and a razor. 

“What the hell is that for?” I asked, alarmed. 

Was she going to kill me with that razor and then clean up the murder scene? 

Helena just smiled and leaned forward, her breasts swinging right in front of me. I gulped. She unzipped my pants and gave them a tug, slipping them down to my feet. She did the same thing with my briefs. I was suddenly exposed and in the presence of a sexy girl dressed just in lingerie. Blood rushed downward and my cock was swelling up before she was even touching it.

“Wow, Russ,” she breathed. “You have such a big, strong cock. I can’t believe you’d been hiding this from me all this time.”

I groaned as she gripped my shaft and started to pump up and down. 

“How does this feel?” she said. 

“You won’t get away with this, Helena. Mark my words.”

I hated how strongly I was responding to her touch. It was impossible not to, not when her hand felt so soft. Not when I was so close to her cleavage. For the first time in my life, I was lost for words. Hadn’t I dreamed of this the night before, while I was fucking my wife? But what was even happening right now? How had it all gone so fucking wrong? 

“I remember those days like it was yesterday,” she breathed, jerking me off at a soothing pace. “The hype. The excitement. My team had been working for months, day and night, like clockwork. You loved seeing it.”

And I had. I had flashbacks to how often I’d visited the lab in those days, sometimes in the middle of the night. I’d see the scientists hard at work, sweating over the deadlines I’d set them. The invention—a special type of carbon fiber that could bring out a multi-paradigm shift in many industries—was going to be the key to my success. And if it worked, it was going to be very lucrative for the people involved. 

And that, of course, turned some of them into vultures.

I moaned as Helena squeezed the base of my penis and ran her fist all the way up to the top, creaming her fingers with my oozing precum. I was disgusted at myself for being so turned on by the girl who was keeping me captive but still pleasuring me. Her hands thumping up and down, making my cock throb and ache with desire. But I was a man, and wasn’t a man basically a robot when it came to shit like this? I couldn’t think…couldn’t plan for my escape…not while she was doing this…

“What the fuck?” I gasped when I felt something prickle my asshole. “W-What the hell are you doing?”

Helena stayed silent. She had pushed my butt cheeks apart just enough so she could use my own precum to lube up my asshole. She scooted down to the middle of the bed, on her knees and lifted my legs, wrapping them around her hips. Then she inserted a finger into my hole. My ass seized up, tight as a drum around her finger. I started to buck and the invader slid out of my ass, leaving my moist hole puckering.

“What is this shit?” I rasped. 

“I figured you’d know,” Helena said coldly. “Considering you’re the asshole here.”

A little chill ran down my spine and through my legs, making the ends of my toes tremble. The insides of my stomach were churning away, like whatever crap I’d eaten at the office was about to burst out of me. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the sting I still felt in my ass from Helena penetrating it. Did she really think she could get away with what she was doing to me? She was way more naive than I’d given her credit for. 

“Look,” I said. “If you’re going to tie me up and keep me prisoner in this dump you call home, the least you can do is give me a proper fucking blowjob!”

Helena gave me a blank look. When she spoke again, her words were barely louder than a whisper. “I hope you’ll take that back, Russ. For your own sake. Or you might just get punished.”  Her fingers were reaching down my butt again, ignoring my cock entirely. 

“Punished?” I snorted. “Did you forget who you’re dealing with here? I’m telling you…you’re going to get it once all this blows over.”

“I don’t really think Russ knows what he’s up against.” Helena smiled and suddenly I noticed the long black wand in her hand. She waved it around in front of my nose. “Now take it back. Or you’ll get kissed by the stick.”

I was irked by just how gorgeous her face looked even with her anger. Those cheekbones and those lips seemed to be carved by sirens, made purely to tempt and deceive. If this had been a parallel universe, I would’ve kissed her and fucked her so hard her lips bled and her brain turned into scrambled eggs. 

“I’m not worried about a fucking stick,” I said gruffly. I was running on rage, and Helena was about to set me off. “Hit me. Go on, I dare you, you stupid little girl.”

She gave a little shrug. She tipped the wand down toward my dick.

And then I screamed. 


CHAPTER 6

Pain.

Lots of it. 

My cock felt like it was on fire—except it was a weird, tingling kind of fire that made made all the muscles in my penis writhe and squirm. It seemed to go on forever, but when my cloud of confusion faded away, I realized what I’d felt wasn’t really pain, but the harsh tremors of an electric shock.

“Didn’t know Mr. Becker was such a wuss,” Helena said, smirking. “And that was just the warm-up, silly.”

She brought the stick down on me again, placing the edge right on the tip of my cock. 

I screamed again. Now the pain was real, alright…and it hurt like the devil. Searing heat, and then it was like a thousand ants biting me at once, and then a thousand scorpions joining in on the party. I started yelling—telling her I’d do anything if she could just put that damn stick away. Helena just giggled like a psychopath. She started moving it, up and down, very slowly, and then placed it right underneath my balls, causing an erection to bloom right in front of my eyes. I needed to cum…oh god…

“Give you a blowjob?” Helena snarled. Her nostrils flared. “Mr. Becker, I’ll make sure you’ll be the one giving me a blowjob by the end of this!” And then she slapped me across the face. 

I was going to squirt very soon, so I didn’t even feel the slap. I was just looking down at my penis, where precum was oozing out from the tip like a gushing river. Helena stopped with the stick and brought out a gold buttplug. She rubbed it around my cockhead, covering it with my fluids, then scooped my ass cheeks open and thrust it inside my hole. I moaned as my asshole widened, straining to take in the object. Then the entire thing was fully in me, and I could feel my hole almost pinch close, sealing the buttplug inside it.

My cock was still throbbing, but now so was my ass.

I just stared at Helena, dazed and feeling slightly stupid, and extremely embarrassed. I’d let a chick stick a fucking plug up my ass like I was her little bitch. Acid rose up at the back of my throat, and I was suddenly nauseous. I’d come here looking for some fun and look where it had got me. I was trapped and alone with a dangerous woman, with no way out. Maybe I never should’ve tempted the devil. 

“Tell me the truth, Russ,” Helena whispered. She pressed her tits together using her sticky hands, then used the same hands to stroke my face. “Do you want me?”

I gritted my teeth, trying to avoid looking at those plump breasts but failing. Why did she have to be so hot? “I don’t know,” I said hoarsely.

She picked up the razor that had been lying by her backside. Its blade glinted under the garage lights. “Sorry, Russ, but answers like that just won’t do now. I need you to be straight with me.”

“I don’t understand the game you’re trying to play here.”

“Oh really? Then let me make that very clear.”

She smiled and pulled out a bottle of shaving cream. She flipped open the top and squirted blobs of it all over my thighs and crotch. Then she lathered me up until every inch below my bellybutton was covered with it. My cock was still hard as stone, and for a second I thought she was going to lick the cream off me. It was a crazy thought, but Helena was crazy.

Instead, Helena lowered the razor little by little, her ominous eyes glinting. The blade slipped along my leg in one smooth motion. She dunked the razor into the bowl of soapy water and wiggled it around a bit before doing another strip. I was too confused to speak while she did all this, but I thought the best thing now would be for more to shut up and do what she said. Who knew what she else she could do with that razor?

When she was shaving off the hair right underneath my abdomen my erection grew back full-force. 

“You like that, huh?” she said, grabbing my cock so she could shave all around it. “Doesn’t it feel nice?”

I wanted to say no, that it didn’t, and that she was a sick girl, and that I was now potentially scared for my fucking life but I stayed silent. What kind of twisted game was this?  

She was sexually exciting me for a reason, and using me to get what she wanted. But what did she want? How far was she willing to go to get revenge? The worst part was, my mind was still foggy and I couldn’t think clearly. Nothing even close to this had ever happened to me before. My head clashed with a confusing bunch of emotions—hurt, shame, sadness, rage. Could I even be blamed for what was happening? I’d come here expecting a wild night, but had ended up being taken hostage by one of my former employees. How the fuck could I have predicted this?

If only I could somehow get my phone…

When my crotch was all done Helena grabbed a wet washcloth and gave me a little bath. Water sloshed all over the lining underneath me and dripped onto the floor. She used a small towel to dry me off. 

“Pretty,” she murmured. “You look exactly how I pictured you would.”

I stared at her. What did she even mean by that?

“You liked firing me, didn’t you?” she said, spreading that shaving cream all over my chest and lathering it into my face. “You wanted to send the others a message. That they just had to shut up and hand over everything to you and forget about the clause in our contracts that gave us a stake in your company. And it wasn’t enough to just fire me. You killed my reputation. You said I stole company secrets and talked to competitors behind my back so that no employer would ever hire me again. You didn’t just kill my career, you killed me.” She lifted my face to hers and her lips curled into a scowl. “Do you even get that? What you did to me? Do you?”

Her anger was actually starting to heat up the room. I was sweating under the layers of shaving cream. 

“I’m a CEO, Iris,” I said. “You have to understand sometimes we have to make difficult decisions. I didn’t want to let you go, but I didn’t have a choice. I was just following my lawyer’s advice.”

“Bull-fucking-shit.”

“It’s true!” I lied. “The market was tough and we had to make sure we protected the company.”

Helena straddled me and socked me hard in my freshly shaved crotch. Stars exploded inside my head as I felt the impact all the way up to my tailbone. 

“I’m tired of your stories, Russ,” she said. “So I’d like you to shut up now.”

She began shaving my face. I was breathless, my balls aching, the pain slowly subsiding into a foggy throb. Nobody had ever talked to me like that before. Nobody had punched me ever, let alone punched my balls. Then she moved onto my chest, and arms, and armpits. She shaved everything. I stared down at myself. It looked like I had the silky smooth skin, the creamy sort of skin I’d always admired in women.  And that was when I realized I’d made a fatal mistake. By giving her this one thing, she’d gotten her foot in the door. I shut my eyes and exhaled. And suddenly a weird thought popped into my head. I imagined finally making my escape and going back to Amber and her finding out what had happened. That I’d been kept prisoner and shaved from neck to toe. I could hide the part about the butt plug, but I’d never be able to keep the shaving a secret from her. What kind of a man would she think I was, letting a woman fuck up my body like this?

How could I even take my power back?

You’re a fucking idiot, Russ. What the hell have you done to yourself?


CHAPTER 7

One thing was becoming very clear. 

The longer I stayed here, chained to the bed, the less likely I was going to emerge with my dignity intact. 

Shame rose inside me, and I was scared. Very scared. My voice came back and I started to talk.

“Helena. I’m sorry.” My voice was shaking, betraying my fear. “What I did to you…it was unthinkable. I was a bad boss and I treated you so badly you shouldn’t forgive me. You and I both know I’m getting what I deserve right now. But I also know you have a heart. I know you’re better than this.”

“You’re growing bald,” Helena said nonchalantly. “Have you ever considered a toupee?”

I paused. “I’m forty-three,” I said. “I’m old.”

“Yes, you are. It’s a good thing I have just the right wig for you.”

I flushed. My hair (or the lack of it) was actually my worst insecurity—I thought it aged me and made me look probably a decade older. I’d spent thousands on treatments, but nothing had ever worked, though doctors kept promising me magic potions and quick fixes. 

Helena opened up a cupboard positioned by a loudly buzzing fridge. When she took out her wig, my body went cold. It wasn’t a man’s wig. It was long and Barbie-blonde with short layers placed at the front. It was like something Amber would do to her hair, except it wouldn’t look so cheap and slutty. 

I thought about Amber finding out that not only had a woman shaved off all my hair, she’d gone ahead and made me wear a prostitute wig. Would she laugh at me? Would she think I let it happen to me because I secretly enjoyed it? Would she think about divorce?

Fuck my pride. Fuck my ego.

Fuck my dignity.

I need to get out of here.

“Helena, please,” I pleaded. It was like someone else’s voice was coming out of me—the voice of a lost, desperate man. “This is crazy. What are you doing?”

“I told you to shut up,” she said. “I do what I want here. And if it’s putting a wig on you, then I’ll fucking do it.”

She tried to stretch the wig over my head but I started shaking my head like a lunatic so it wouldn’t stay. She socked me in the balls again. When her knuckles met my soft nuts, I was seeing red. I felt so helpless when she proceeded to place and pin and the wig over my head, and then combed and fanned the layers with her fingers. That was when I wanted to cry. Which was completely unlike me. I never cried. Grown men who cried were pussies—that’s what my father used to say. And I was many things, but I wasn’t a pussy. So even though my tears threatened to spring out with no warning, I clenched my face hard so I could hold them in. My employee wasn’t going to make me cry. No way.

So I stayed silent as she continued to dress me up. Like I was a mannequin or something—a female mannequin. She started off with makeup after dotting and massaging in some moisturizer on my face. She used a pink sponge that was shaped like a teardrop to dab sandy-colored liquid makeup all over my forehead, cheeks, nose, and chin, then used light strokes to blend it all in. She used a lighter tint under my eyes, this time blending it out with her fingertips. And even though it made me want to shout and scream and spit at her angelic face, I found that my body was reacting to her. 

I wasn’t used to this. Being demeaned and humiliated like I was a nobody. But there was something about Helena’s dominating presence and our history that was turning me on. Her hot body didn’t help.  

I held my tongue while she used another pink sponge and pressed it into a container filled to the brim with a banana-colored powder. She applied it under my eyes along the length of my nose. The sponge felt wet to my skin. She brushed the excess away and dusted a dusting of golden-brown powder all along the contours of my face: my temples, cheekbones, and jawline. 

I tried to channel all my shame and confusion and fear into anger. And as I sat there fuming with nothing else I could do, I started thinking about revenge. A perfect act of retribution. My thoughts were spiraling into darker and darker places—fantasies where I’d trap her in a small room and get payback myself. I’d spank her bottom so hard and then I’d lock her up and stretch those meaty thighs over my shoulders…I’d make her worship my dick until her tears fell upon my balls…

Helena was working on my eyes. She was brushing on browns and purples and dark ashes and blurring the edges with the tip of the sponge. She lined my eyes with a black eyeliner and swiped through several lashes of mascara. She coated my lips using a tube of peachy-nude lipstick that smelled like raspberries. By the end, I was wearing so much makeup it looked like a mask. 

“Please, Helena,” I whispered. “Think about my wife. She did nothing to you. Let me go home to her.”

“I really don’t give a damn about that bimbo wife of yours,” she hissed. “By the way, she was cheating on you back then too. Brought all sorts of men over to the office when you weren’t around. She was such an exhibitionist.”

Anger flared inside me, and for a moment I let my mask of calm slip. 

“Fuck you, lying cunt,” I said. “You might think you’re winning now, but you will regret this. I’ll make you regret this.”

It felt good to let the anger out, but I was sure she’d punch me in the balls again. I braced myself for the pain, but she just laughed. Laughed like she didn’t see me as a threat at all. Rage roiled inside me, and I just wanted to hit her across the face. I curled my fingers into fists and shook them, but the chains kept me practically motionless. I closed my eyes to stop them from twitching and leaking. I used to be a multi-millionaire, but now? I was just a powerless toy at Helena’s mercy. I’d been left with nothing because of her. 

To my shock, the moment I opened my eyes, Helena was leaning in. She planted a little kiss on my lips. Her lips tasted like saltwater. She cushioned her bra against my hairless chest and lay her head there, like she was listening to my heart beating. I smelled her hair and I got a whiff of that jasmine, peppery scent. She was so sexy, and in spite of her cruelty, I could feel myself melting for her.

“Save the energy for later, babe,” she murmured. “We’re just getting started.”

When she pulled back I noticed my peach lipstick had rubbed off on her, which meant some of her red lipstick must have rubbed off on mine too. 


CHAPTER 8

There was this one time in the past when Helena and I had clashed.

It had taken place at the office. She’d somehow gotten access to some private meeting notes that revealed my plan not to honor her contract. She stormed into my office, where Amber was sitting (we were still dating at the time, and I liked bringing her over to show her around the company) and literally spat at me. She went on and on about how what I was doing was wrong and that I had to ‘man up’ and do the right thing by my employees. She didn’t care that my girlfriend was right there, witnessing some bitch tromp all over her man. So I’d just laughed at her and called her a rage queen and told her she’d got it all wrong and to haul her ‘giant fat ass’ back to work (maybe not in such a crass way, but then again, I was known for my biting tongue back then too). And then Helena had just looked at me and said, “If the papers are true, Russ, I swear…I’ll take you down.”

Of course I hadn’t taken her seriously. What man would? I was Russ Becker, and who was she? A fucking nobody, that was who. So I told her to calm down in my most patronizing voice and take the rest of the day off if she needed to and to get her face out of my office because I had more important things to do. 

That memory had come to me easily as I lay helplessly in her bed. I swear…I’ll take you down…had it been a threat? Had I been wrong not to take her seriously? Maybe she’d been planning this all along, waiting for the perfect opportunity to get me, and I’d been a dumbass to think she’d fade away just like all the others. 

“What are you thinking about, Ruby?” Helena asked. She was seated on the couch, wearing a robe, one leg dangled over the other, sipping on something.

I cringed at the name she’d called me. Ruby? It sounded like a pornstar. I sucked on my teeth and put on a poker face, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of knowing I was regretting everything I’d done. “Nothing.”

“I think it’s about time you address me the right way, Mister,” she said. “Call me boss.”

I swallowed. “I was thinking of nothing…boss.”

“Cut the attitude and let me hear you say it again.”

“I was thinking of nothing, boss.”

“Nice. Very nice,” she whispered, taking a big sip from her mug. “In any case, you look nowhere near manly enough to be sporting an attitude, girlie. That’s for sure.”

Ugh. I hated how the tables had turned…

“Are you cold?”

I nodded. 

“Maybe it’s time to put you in some clothes then.”

She set the mug down and yawned. She went to her cupboard and took out a pair of panties. They were white with little roses printed all over them. Definitely not something Amber would wear…but fuck, was she going to make me wear them?

“What do you really want?” I asked glumly, then quickly added, “Boss?”

“I want you to wear these panties,” Helena said, and smiled. 

She slid them up my legs, doing it slowly, probably to make me feel how soft they felt against my freshly shaven skin. I hated the way my dick jutted out from underneath them. It looked so wrong. 

Then she told me I needed to wear a bra. I watched as she rummaged through her shelves and took out a bra, the color matching the little roses on my panties. The cups were huge and it was obvious it was designed for big-busted women like her. 

She walked back to the couch and picked up my phone, then angled it on top of a ledge on the wall to the left of us. The screen clearly showed me on the bed, or the slutty, bound, feminized version of me, and it was disgusting.

“What’s happening?” I asked her, my voice quivering. “Boss?”

“I had the pleasure of using some of your proprietary technology while you were sleeping,” she said, smirking. “I adjusted the settings of your Meetings app. It’s voice activated to livestream to the company intranet whenever I say a trigger word. So I think you can fill in the blanks. Don’t try anything smart if you don’t want to make a surprise appearance for your evening townhall meeting.”

One word stuck out to me with neon-like clarity.

“Evening?” I blurted out.

“Yup. You slept for 18 hours straight. Sleep deprivation will do that to you.”

It wasn’t sleep deprivation, I thought hotly. 

When Helena bent down to uncuff my left wrist, my heart began pounding like a panicked horse. There was nothing more I wanted to do than grab her and tackle her onto the bed, and force her to uncuff the rest of me. But that image from my phone screen was pretty much burned into my mind. What would my employees think if they saw me like this? No one would think a woman was really keeping me captive like this. They’d all laugh behind my back and call me Russ the faggot with the crossdressing fetish! I'd end up on the news as the world’s worst boss. 

Nothing could top that on the humiliation scale. My escape would come at a huge cost, and the cost was not something I was willing to take. There had to be another way. I just had to be patient. 

She looped the bra strap through my free arm, then tied me up again. She uncuffed my right wrist and did the same thing, making sure to lock me in quickly again. She scooped my chest into the cups, giggling a little. I did have tiny man tits because of my age and I didn’t have the time to go to the gym. Then she stuffed some tissues underneath so that from the top all you could see was my actual flesh, as if I really had giant breasts. 

“Very, very pretty,” she said. “You look just like a doll, Ruby.”

I had to rein back the urge to glare at her. Helena picked up the red dress she’d been wearing earlier and removed its fluffy sleeves. She pulled the dress up my hips and slipped the halter neck over my head. I looked down and could see the dress looked really tight and unflattering. If I’d seen the same fit on a girl, I’d be annoyed. 

“Now for the final touch.” Helena glided my legs into a pair of black stockings and squeezed my feet into a pair of high-heel wedges that seemed as long as skyscrapers. 

“Sit up nicely,” she ordered, and then she grabbed my phone and snapped a few pictures of me. She showed them to me from the edge of the bed.

What I saw stunned me into silence. 

Helena had turned me into a woman. 

It was the worst thing you could do to a man, let alone a man like me. 

I couldn’t keep a straight face as I stared back at her. Her eyes were like burning jewels, and something about them told me I was really turning her on. Maybe it was me being trapped like this, a man she hated, completely vulnerable and under her heartless control. Was she giving me a taste of my own medicine?

“Is there anything else I can do for you now, boss?” I asked. “Like licking off the floor?”

She stomped toward me and slapped me hard. “Keep up that attitude and I’ll destroy your ass, slut. Now apologize.”

I did. I tried to make it sound as sincere as possible, but she just slapped me again, and asked me to redo my apology. Her palm was stained with my makeup, and that just made her angrier, so she made me stay very still while she went over my face with powder. 

Then she straddled me and kissed me. 

“Just admit you want this,” she breathed, pressing her tit into her face. “You want my body. You want to fuck me. You want to please me.”

Oh, Jesus. I wanted to say no, to tell her I hated what she was doing to me but the words just wouldn’t come out. Butterflies were suddenly fluttering in my stomach as her bra strap loosened and rode down her arm, exposing her breast and the tender pink flesh of her nipple. I finally broke and kissed her nipple and then I started sucking it. She sighed with pleasure, wrapping her arms around my neck and fluffing my long hair as I tasted her. Her soft body pushed against me and my cock was getting hard and I could feel it trying to protrude out of my panties. She pushed my face away and bent down and kissed me. I kissed her back and our tongues met. Her hot, wet mouth was making me delirious, and the feelings I’d had for her back at the gala hit me again, all at once, and I moaned. This is what I’d come for. 

When we pulled apart, she rode up my body and sat on my face. My tongue met her clit, and I almost orgasmed because of her smell. I sucked on it, then slid my tongue down to enter her. I felt high under her spell, and the need to please her thrummed through my bones. I made her wetter than she’d ever been and then I circled back to her clit to finish the job. She came like she hadn’t cum in a decade, moaning at the top of her lungs and her damp thighs shivering. We locked lips again, both of us tasting her juices. This time she held on like she didn’t want to let go of me. 

“You’re hotter than you’ve ever looked,” she breathed. “I like you much better like this. It’s another side of you no one gets to see. So pretty and so…submissive.”

“I…I want this, boss,” I murmured, wishing I could touch her creamy face and the lips she’d just kissed me with.

Her gaze sharpened. “How much do you want this?”

I struggled to think of an answer. “More than you’d ever know.”

She cupped my left breast and squeezed. It was humiliating to see her do that, and it made me remember who had control over my body. “I want you to give everything to me.”

“Everything…?”

She smiled. “I've thought about this for a long time,” she said. “Don’t you think you owe your financial success to me? So here’s what’s going to happen. I’ve opened up an account overseas, and trust me, it’s untraceable. You’re going to transfer a big chunk of money into that account.”

“A chunk? How much are we talking about?”

I was disappointed she was even talking about money. I’d thought she was really into me—why else would she have kissed me like that?—and now, her real plans had cheapened that moment. 

You’re such an idiot. Of course she’s after your wealth. She’d drain you dry if she could!

“I want half,” she whispered. “50% of what you’ve made since I left. Go on, baby. I know you want to do this. Make me happy.”

I did some quick math in my head. There was no way I could explain that kind of loss to my partners.

“60%,” she said boldly. “Because you waited. Let me make one thing clear: I know your dirty secrets. I’ll make sure everyone knows how you fucked over the team who made your invention.”

“Okay!” I huffed. 

She brought over my phone, and I walked her through the transfers. I had to use my offshore accounts and savings to keep what I was doing from coming to light, but it was effectively making me bankrupt. She had me in a corner. How was I really doing this? It felt like a bad dream, one of those all-consuming nightmares you get when you haven’t slept for a week in a row. She’d been planning this for a while—maybe years—making sure no one could tie the transactions back to her. It was terrifying to think about, but somehow my cock was throbbing while I burned up my wealth in front of my own eyes. My former employee was extorting me, and all I could think about was how sexy she was dominating me like this, leaving me more vulnerable than I’d ever been. 

I still wanted to bite back. There was so much more at stake now…about people finding out what had happened to me, and even worse, finding out that I’d liked it. My wife would be furious and my reputation would be down the toilet. Would she even want to be with me now that I had no money? I was scared, but now I was lost in the heat of the moment and I might just be going down along with the flames. 

As soon as the deed was done, Helena reached up and uncuffed me. Right then I could have made a run for it. Maybe she’d been stupid enough to trust what I’d said, about wanting this. But I also didn’t know where my phone was, and she still had those incriminating pictures of me. 

You’re just making excuses now. Was I? My freedom was worth it, wasn’t it?

Or did I really want this?

This was all so fucking confusing. 

“Get up,” Helena said. “I want to take you for a ride.”

“A ride?”

She nodded. “That’s an order.”

The threat was left unsaid. 

The idiot inside me still wanted to fuck her. Desperately. I watched as Helena got dressed in a simple white tank and pair of jeans, then headed to my collection of stuff on the couch. She picked up my watch and my jacket, and wore them both. Then she took out my wallet and went through it, smiling to herself as she saw the number of credit cards and the fresh wad of cash inside it. 

She pocketed it, turned to me and smirked. 


CHAPTER 9

Outside, it was like I’d just stepped out of a cave. Even though it was apparently evening, it still wasn’t dark as I would’ve liked. A crossdressing middle-aged man would’ve been harder to spot at night, but apparently I didn’t have the luxury. 

Banksy was still there, sitting on the curb this time, smoking a joint. When he saw me and Helena, his mouth dropped open. I blushed hard, knowing he recognized me as the fancy guy he’d seen yesterday, and that he was probably wondering what the fuck had happened to me.

Helena chose to drive my Mercedes. Inside my car, I felt stuck and trapped again. Maybe by the end of the day the Mercedes would be hers too—she definitely looked good in it. She hadn’t told me where she was taking me, but I didn’t have the guts to ask. 

As she drove, Helena would sometimes look over at me just to give me a cold smirk. And each time that happened, my cock would throb so hard I thought I’d cum just like that, and I’d feel how wet my panties were and remember what she’d done to me and I’d throb even harder, which was so pathetic. Here was my sexy ex-employee, draining everything I had from me, yanking me around like a spineless puppet, holding me at her mercy, and…why the hell wasn’t I doing anything about it? Maybe it was the sexual tension filling the air between us. Maybe it was because I still felt her lips on mine and the heat of her tongue swirling inside my mouth and the squelch of her pussy. Maybe the guy I thought I’d been all my life wasn’t the real me at all.

Helena stopped at a crowded street. I instantly ducked my head, hoping people outside couldn’t see me.

“Get out, slut,” she snarled, slapping me on the arm, and I found my legs obeying her instead of me.

“Walk faster, slut!” she shouted as we began walking down the street. She was pinching the back of my dress and pushing me along like a mother cat. My big breasts were visibly bouncing with each step, and people were turning their heads around to stare at us. 

Would I have anything left by the end of this?

A cold blast of air-conditioning hit us as Helena led me inside a small store. It took me an embarrassingly long time to figure out exactly what kind of store it was, and when I did, all I wanted  to do was melt into the ground. A young couple was in there, browsing the selection of vibrators on sale by a scantily dressed mannequin. 

I heard the blond girl giggle and whisper, “That’s a freakin’ dude in a dress!” and the guy whispered back, “At least he’s got a bigger rack than you, Lisa…” and the girl giggled even louder. I glared at them, hoping to intimidate them, but the girl just pointed straight at me and continued to laugh. 

I was so self-conscious I barely registered the things Helena was putting in her cart. The next thing I knew she was dragging me to the counter, whipping out my credit card. I cringed as the bill went up and up, and just like that, she spent even more of my money. The I’d pretty much sweated and bled for years and years. She made me carry the bag back to the car, slapping me on the ass this time when she thought I was walking too slowly when the fact was I was trying hard not to fall flat on my face. The wedges she’d made me wear were uncomfortably tight. 

“You might want to wear your seatbelt, slut,” she said as we took off again. “But then again, those boobies of yours look big enough to save your life.” 

I chewed on my teeth so hard I thought they might crack. You still have time to get out, Russ, I thought. Just grab her by her arms and take control of the wheel…she’s humiliating you, for fuck’s sake. What the fuck is wrong with you, you fucking masochist? But my cock was swelling and craving her. Was it even a cock now? It might as well have been a clit, now that I was wearing panties with flowers all over them…

I suddenly thought about Amber. She must’ve been worried to death now that I’ve been gone for nearly twenty-four hours. Sometimes we could be distant, but we never went a whole day without at least calling or texting each other, and even though it was mostly me checking in she’d come to expect my calls by now. So Amber must’ve called at least my friends by now, and pretty soon, someone would trace the location of my phone and find me, and everything that had happened to me would come to light. Russ Becker, CEO and founder of Becker Industries, reduced to a panty-clad, nipple-baring sissy in an outrageous cheating scandal. This was the same Russ Becker that other men worshipped. I knew for a fact there were plenty of people who’d lick off my toilet bowl because they wanted to suck up to me that much. Well, they wouldn’t do that now, would they? Not after they found out what happened to me…

That was when it hit me I might really lose everything. 

All that hard work for nothing. All the blood, sweat, tears, time, and money… 

A wave of anger took over me and my heart started to pound like it was about to  malfunction. I reached down and held onto the bottom of my seat and squeezed so my fists just wouldn’t go flying wherever they wanted. I exhaled and tried to focus on the view in front of me instead. 

But now the roads were starting to look familiar, and I could finally figure out where Helena was taking me. And my chest grew cold with terror and then hot with rage.

Five minutes later, my captor and I had our first fight. 

Our first real fight. 


BAD BOSS
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CHAPTER 10

Helena zipped through the gates and into the underground parking of Becker Industries with the ease of a fox stalking a rabbit. It was close to four in the evening now, and the parking lot would be teeming with people in an hour. 

The moment she killed the motor, I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled. I wasn’t really thinking, but I knew I had to stop being such a pussy and stand up for myself. Helena gasped as I swung my arm around her falling neck and held on from behind.

“You did something to me, didn’t you?” I hissed. “I don’t know what you put in that drink, but you did it to make me submit. To humiliate me.” All ten of her nails were digging painfully into my arm but I didn’t let go. “Well, let me tell you something, Helena. You were a fucking pain in the ass then, and you’re a pain in the ass now, and I hope you’ve had your fun because it all stops now. And I hope to God you fucking rot!”

Helena pressed her nails in hard enough to leave crescent-shaped scars on my skin. I gritted my teeth in pain. 

She laughed.

Her elbow came flying and slammed onto my stomach. 

I groaned, holding onto her by a thread. I wasn’t sure now if I wanted to kiss her or kick her. I was a mess. But then something struck me right in the balls and that was when I saw stars. 

“Get in the backseat,” Helena said, and the tinge of calm amusement in her voice made my heart sink. I scrambled to the back and tried to hug my crotch the best I could. 

“Look,” she said, looming before me like a phoenix rising from the ashes. “If you just cooperate, I’ll be done soon. But if you keep digging your heels into the ground, things are just going to get worse for you. I’m not all that sure, but I bet you still want some of your body parts to work when this is all over…?”

“Yes, boss,” I said quietly. 

“Good girl.” Helena unzipped her jeans and pulled out the bag of sex toys from the front. She unwrapped one of them—a thick dildo with a swollen red head. She inserted the dildo into a triangular slot attached to a black harness and brought it up her legs and hip. “You know, the day you fired me, Russ, I sat in my car in this same parking lot and cried for an hour. Then I made a promise to myself. One day I was going to make Russ Becker go down on his knees and beg for my cock.” She looked straight at me and I could see the hint of fire in her eyes and suddenly I felt the electricity sizzle between us again. “And I said I’d do it right here, in the exact same spot your words made me cry.” She flopped down on the rear seat and placed her hands behind her head, relaxing into the soft leather. “So get down on your knees and let me see you beg for my cock, slut.”

Cringing, I knelt down on the floor mat and swallowed. The dildo stared at me. I would’ve thought it would’ve been impossible for a girl with a cock to turn me on, but something about this was weirdly different. Helena with a penis should have seemed like a biological monstrosity…but in fact, it didn’t even seem like a dildo at all. It looked like it had been a part of her all her life.

Helena looked at her watch—my watch—and yawned. “Don’t know what you’re waiting for, slut. I’d get to it if I were you.”

“Please, boss, may I suck your cock?” I asked meekly. 

Helena raised a brow. “Where’s the enthusiasm?”

“Boss, I really want to taste you. Your cock is so big it’s making me so thirsty for it. I’ll be so grateful if you let me suck it.”

I felt my ears burn up with shame as the words left me. Helena’s eyes widened just a little, like she hadn’t been expecting that, and my heart skipped a beat. She took hold of her shaft and pushed it in the direction of my mouth. I swallowed again and braced myself. 

The dildo head was glossy, as if it was slick with real precum. My lips touched it, and for a second the urge to puke was overwhelming. But as soon as I parted my mouth, Helena bucked slightly and the dildo slipped inside. 

Carefully, I rested both my hands on Helena’s knees and began my blowjob. There was no grace or beauty to what I was doing—unlike Amber who moaned and sexed up her eyes and had great rhythm while she blew me. Instead, I was very mechanical and stiff and cautious holding onto Helena’s spread legs so tightly my knuckles turned white. 

She brought down her arms and held my head with it. She wasn't as rough as I thought she'd be, and in fact she was pretty gentle. She gently coaxed my head to bob up and down a little further so that each time I descended I was swallowing up more of her. 

We kept this going for several minutes—her urging me to take in and suck more of her length while I obeyed her. She didn’t speak, just sort of ruffled my Barbie hair, sometimes playing with the front layers, and sometimes clutching the sides of it with both of her hands so she could remind me who was in charge. I was confused. If our roles had been reversed I would’ve thought she was the romantic boyfriend and I was the pretty girlfriend who was doing this for the first time. Why was she being so gentle with me all of a sudden? Hadn’t this been just about revenge for her? Didn’t she want to slap me again, or force her cock down into my throat so she could humiliate me? 

And then I was panicking for another reason: her cock smelled so good. I thought my mind was playing tricks on me, because it had kind of a plasticky smell to it before. But then it dawned on me that all I was smelling was Helena, because she was quickly becoming wet under her panties. Was she really getting horny seeing me like this? I lifted my head and stuck out my tongue, letting it glide underneath the cockhead, and then traced a vein towards the base. Helena started to moan, like she was really feeling it. My little cock was shaking too, straining forcefully against my panties and my dress, and I had the sudden urge to pleasure myself. I looked up at her, my eyes wide and slightly teary, wondering whether she knew what I was feeling. Her gaze burned into mine and I felt so vulnerable. She looked so fucking powerful wearing my blazer. 

We were both really getting into it—Helena gyrating, whacking her cock into the back of my mouth, our breathing ringing against my ears, when suddenly she just said, “Stop. I need to fuck you.”


CHAPTER 11

My mouth dropped open.

I didn’t have time to react, or ask her what she meant by that. All I knew was my heart was beating very fast and my body felt very weak at the thought of losing my anal virginity at the ripe old age of forty-three. Helena slid open the car door and went outside, and then she grasped me by the hips and pulled me so my legs were half-way out of the car, my ass was facing her, and my face and nose were squashed down against the floor mat. 

“Please, boss, please…” I whimpered when she hoisted my dress up to my waist and pulled down my panties so that everything below my hips was exposed. 

She pulled on my plug, removing it with ease and leaving my ass feeling empty. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten about the butt plug. 

“I haven’t done anything like this before, boss…” I said. I was breathing very hard and itching to move, but fear had me frozen in place. “Please, boss! Will it hurt?”

“It’ll start feeling good soon,” Helena said, as if that was going to reassure me. 

I felt something wetten the crevices of my ass and then Helena was squeezing her penis into me. My hole tightened, trying its best to push the invader back out, because this was a lot bigger than the plug and probably two-and-a-half inches wide. Helena grunted and just kept pushing past the resistance. Her scent was so strong and then I was craving her. I needed anything of her to be near me, even if it was her cock inside my ass. 

When she rammed the entire cockhead inside my hole, she thrust forward and I could feel it gliding through my passageway. She flattened my butt cheeks against her palms, like she wanted me to open me up like a flower. It hurt. I was still tense and fidgety, and I think that was why it was hurting. I wanted to cry, but my eyes were dry. I was suddenly struggling to take in air—my lungs felt tight and my head was woozy. I still couldn’t wrap my head around what had happened to the man I’d once been. I’d gone to meet Helena as a cocky millionaire expecting a nice sexual adventure and a distraction, and now I had a fake penis in my ass. 

And Helena was fucking me.

She wasn’t just working her way inside me, but really fucking me, the way a man fucked a woman.  It was so wrong…it felt wrong…and strange…and good? Did it really feel good? I was drowning in all of these brand new feelings…

Someone in my car was moaning loudly. 

And I realized it was me. 

I couldn’t stop. 

Helena spanked me, causing me to groan. I could feel her cock inching even further inside me, like there was a secret path in there that defied gravity and logic. Just how long was an asshole? 

“Get out,” she ordered. “I want to fuck you here.” 

I turned my head and realized she was pointing at the nearest cement column. 

My face felt all clammy at the thought. “But, boss, people will see us…”

Helena put her hands on her hips and smirked. “I said get out.”

There was something about that sexy smile and commanding voice that just made me wanted to throw everything in the air. A little thrill ran through me and I knew I wanted to submit. I needed her to take me again, and I didn’t care where. 

I walked toward the column and spread my legs. Warm air spread through me as I hiked my dress up exactly like a girl would do and hugged the pillar, lifting one leg up and resting it against the curve of the concrete. Then I closed my eyes and licked my lips and waited.

“You’re such a good girl, Ruby,” Helena whispered as her arm wound around my waist and she entered me. 

“I’ll do anything for you, boss…” I moaned. 

“Such a slut…” her voice ghosted against the shell of my ear. “I bet your wife doesn’t know what a slut you are.”

I thought about Amber and my heart sank. I couldn’t believe I was betraying her like this. It was bad enough to find out your husband was fooling around with another woman. But finding out your man was dressed like a total slut and getting banged with a strap-on? Amber would freak out. 

Helena started to gyrate her hips with the dildo still inside me, drawing herself back and forth, and I could feel it press all around on the insides of my asshole. I squirmed, trying not to scream from the pleasure. I was still so new to all this. I swept some of my long hair over my shoulder and willed some air to reach my neck. I was sweaty but in a good way— the way you were after a light but energetic workout. Gripping onto the column, I raised my ass and started to bounce slightly. I wanted to feel every inch of my captor’s parts. 

Helena yanked my dress up to my chest, and then I felt her lips sizzle on my skin. She kissed all the way down my naked back—loud, rough kisses that were raw with lust. And then she was biting me. Her teeth wedged into my skin like she wanted to eat me, hurling her hot breath with each cut. 

This is too much…too hot…

“Fuck you, Russ,” she whispered. “Look where I’ve got you, you fucking sissy. The whole world will find out soon and we’ll all be laughing at you!”

My eyes flew open. 

“No…”

Helena laughed. She was fucking me hard and fast now, full of posessive hatred. My sissy cock felt massive and was pointing at my belly, my balls heavy and swinging violently. 

“No!” I gasped. 

A stream of cum shot out of me. And then another. And another. My head spun as pleasure swept me up like a hurricane. Helena’s hand was around my cock and she was jerking me off. Her cruel laughter echoed in my ears…and then she pulled out and I collapsed to the ground.


CHAPTER 12

I opened my eyes and blinked. 

I was in a fetal position but with my hands on my ass, my head against the concrete floor. The sounds of people talking, whistling, and walking filled my ears. My people. The work day was over and here I was, completely exposed. The only reason I hadn’t been spotted yet was because I was partly hidden by the pillar I’d been fucked against. 

I sat up, and straightened one leg with great difficulty, and then the other, then bent forward to get rid of my torn stockings and heels. Seeing the state I was in filled me with shame. My blood ran cold as I remembered Helena. Where was she? I quickly looked around me, but didn’t see her.  

Then I heard footsteps, and my heart stopped. 

A woman screamed. I twisted around to see Lori, my assistant, wearing another one of her badly-fitting blouses. She’d dropped her handbag, and her phone, several coins, and a half-eaten apple wrapped in a piece of tissue had rolled out of it. Her bottle of water had fallen too, water seeping out and darkening the ground.

“Mr. Becker…is that you?” she asked, her eyes wide. 

“Yes,” I mumbled, trying to roll my red dress down but it was stuck up the widest part of my thighs. That meant my assistant could see my tangled panties and my shriveled cock hanging out. I stretched comically hard to grab Lori’s bottle and gulped down all the leftover water. 

“Um, are you okay?” Lori asked nervously.

“Okay? Can’t you see?” I snapped. “I was fucking kidnapped.”

“Oh,” she said. Her lower lip started to tremble as this processed this news. “W-w-what should I do?”

“Call the cops! Bitch!” I said, and rolled my eyes, trying to save face more than anything. 

Lori flinched and stepped backward like she wanted to run away from me. But then she muttered, “Oh wait, my phone!” and hurried over to pick it up, but then all she did was snap a photo of me. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked sternly.

Lori giggled. 

I stared at her, horrified. 

“I’ve been working under you for two years now,” she said, mirroring my stern tone back to me in a way that made my spine snap back to attention. “And you’re always so rude and talk to me like I’m a slave, even though I work so hard so you.”

Fuck. I hadn’t expected this from Lori of all people. 

“And look at you now,” she continued, sizing me up with a smirk. “No better than a street prostitute.”

“Fuck you,” I spat. “You’re fired.”

“No,” Lori said. “You’ve got that wrong, babe.” She snapped a few more photos of me. “These pictures will easily be worth a million…at least. So, Mr. Becker? You can’t fire me. Because I quit!”

And then she strutted away, rocking her hips left and right.  

“Wait!” I yelled. 

Lori stopped. “Yes?”

“You’re right,” I said. “You’re one of my hardest working employees. It’s about time I give you a raise and a promotion.”

Lori folded her arms across her bulbous chest and peered down at me. “I’m listening.”

“It’ll be a 100% raise,” I said, thinking quickly. “And your new title will be chief of staff. On top of that, you’ll receive bonuses every quarter. Please don’t leave me. And…uh, delete the photos.”

Lori tapped her heel as she chewed on my proposal. “How about this…a 200% hike on my salary, plus I get an all-expenses paid vacation with my sweetheart starting next week. And we get to do that every year. Also, sometimes my feet get really sore and tired from all the running around you ask me to do. So I’m going to expect a personal foot massage from you every day so I can relax before I leave work.” She smiled cheerily. “Oh, and I think I’ll keep the photos. I need something to keep you in line in case you back down from your promises, Mr. Becker. Don’t worry, your secrets are safe with me.” She winked.

“They better be,” I croaked. 

As soon as Lori sped away, I crawled back to my car. There, on the passenger seat, was my wallet. And my phone. I scrambled to unlock it, dreading the barrage of messages and missed calls I surely had. My brows furrowed as I furiously tapped the screen. Apart from work emails and messages, I had nothing. I’d been missing for twenty-four hours, and no one—not even my wife—had batted an eyelid. 

I threw my phone away, rested my head against the steering wheel, and sobbed. I felt totally crushed. Defeated. And so fucking lonely. 

Is this what I’d fought so hard for? 

I opened my Photos app and saw the pictures Helena had taken of me. Even after everything she’d said, I had a feeling if I stayed silent about the whole thing, she would too. She’d just wanted to teach me a lesson I’d never forget, and now she was probably on the run with my money, leaving me broken. My masculinity had been kicked and punched to the ground and she’d stomped over all the pieces. The only thing I had left was shame.

What could I do? I decided the best course of action was for me to cut my losses now and not press charges, and never let another soul find out what had happened to me. 

Oh, Helena. 

Even after all this, my heart still ached for her. I knew there was a part of her that was attracted to me. Maybe even liked me. I’d felt it in the way she kissed me and bit me and—yes—even humiliated me. I was still ravenous for her cock, but she’d just disappeared, like a thief in the night. 

Maybe…just maybe, she’d come to see me again. 

One day, I thought as I fired up my car and sped out in search of a hotel room. A boss could only hope.


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,
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