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Alice spent the last fifteen minutes of the staff and faculty meeting biting her bottom lip and curling her toes as much as her narrow pumps allowed. She held an adjunct teaching position at the University of Illinois at Chicago, so she had little to no say in anything discussed at the meeting. Still, she had to attend. Her required presence was one of the many pressures she dealt with that had led Alice to a very particular website. 

Her initial search was innocent enough: "stress relief." She'd expected discount yoga classes, stress dolls shaped like supervisors, and the like, but on the third page Alice found Nielsen's Stress Consulting, LLC. Now she couldn't focus on anything else if she wanted to—not that she wanted to think about anything else. Nielsen's Stress Consulting was a bit coy, touting the efficacy of its romantic counseling, but delving further into the site and its reviews revealed much more. People, mostly women, talked about release and exhilaration. And then there was the disclaimer that appeared in Nielsen's Terms of Service, which one had to agree with to make an account and request an appointment. Alice had felt shock and relief: 

"Note that Nielsen's Stress Consulting, LLC. is not a brothel nor does Nielsen's Stress Consulting, LLC. endorse sex trafficking or illegal prostitution. Clients of Nielsen's Stress Consulting, LLC. purchase counseling services. Any sexual conduct that then follows between consenting adults is wholly separate from any transaction conducted with Nielsen's Stress Consulting, LLC. or any of its contractors."

There was more in a legalese that was beyond Alice, but she'd learned enough. So she submitted her application for an appointment and gave permission for the company to perform a background check. And then she'd received an incredibly polite and professional email informing her that she had been approved for an appointment today at 4:15 pm.

 

* * *

 

Alice smoothed her skirt over her thighs as she took a seat on the El. Seven stops and she'd be there. She took a deep breath, more a gulp, of the air that suddenly felt very close. No one in her car looked familiar, but she'd taken the train from a stop often used by students. She'd had a nightmare the previous night about a student in her Late Victorian Gothic class raising his hand to ask how often she frequented brothels. 

Six stops, she thought as the El came to a halt. She'd barely noticed the train moving while she thought about her nightmare. Sweat formed between her shoulder blades and Alice frowned. She didn't want to go into Nielsen's smelling of sweat. Thinking about it only made her more nervous.

Submitting her appointment request had been something of a struggle for Alice. Work as an adjunct didn't pay well and the traditional values she'd been raised with made it difficult to reconcile herself with visiting Nielsen's. 

Undoubtedly, other people would look down on what she intended to do, but she'd been determined since she first found the company's website. She spent all her time on her mostly thankless teaching position, following rules and taking orders. The check she'd written might be better spent on loan repayments from a strictly logical standpoint, but Alice knew she deserved some relaxation. With finals coming up, she needed it.

She spent her remaining time staring out the windows, watching the scenery and counting stops. Nielsen's was tucked away on the top floor of one of many corporate buildings in the area. As the train came to a stop and she stood, Alice wondered how many if any of the people around her—in the car, on the street—knew what Nielsen's Consulting was. She doubted any of them knew, but it would've been rather funny for someone else on the El with her to be going to Nielsen's.

Alice made her way down the steps to the street and walked to the building that housed Nielsen's on its top floor. The air in the building was chilly, causing her sweat to become icy on her back. She smiled at the people she passed on the way to the elevator, focusing on the clicks of her heels on the tile floor. It distracted her from the compulsion to blush. Although she doubted anyone in the building's lobby knew her business, Alice couldn't help but imagine every person she passed knowing exactly why she was there.

At least no one got on the elevator with her. Alice tugged the back of her loose shirt a few times to help the sweat evaporate and took inventory of her appearance in the reflective doors. As she'd been at work, she'd twisted her dark blonde hair into a bun at the nape of her neck and wore minimal makeup, including a light gloss on her lips. They were plump, and she'd always considered them her best feature. 

She wore a loose top tucked into a waist skirt that fell to her knees and accented the smallness of her waist in comparison with her round hips. She leaned towards the doors, trying to see how her mascara had held up. Alice liked her light grey eyes, but she suspected they got lost at times. There was nothing for it now though so she patted her hair and straightened up, carrying herself well as the elevator reached the top floor and the door opened before her.

The office was done in blues and greys and looked irreproachable. The elevator opened into a waiting room that could've been that of a doctor or lawyer's office, but its decorations were much more luxurious than either. No old, well-thumbed magazines adorned the darkly stained wooden tables that sat among the modern couches.

Alice made her way to the desk at which a handsome man in his mid to late twenties sat. "I'm Alice Renfrow. I have an appointment at 4:15," she said as she stopped before the young man.

"Hello, Miss Renfrow," he said, looking up at her and smiling. His warm brown eyes almost caused her knees to buckle. "I'll just need you to confirm the forms you filled out online and then have a seat."

"Of course," Alice said but only after she missed a beat looking at him. At least he was probably used to it, she told herself as she looked over the forms he'd handed her. "Um, do you have a pen?"

"Yes, I'm sorry. I should have given it to you with the paperwork." He handed her one from his desk, and his fingers traced over hers lightly when she took the pen from him. He felt very warm. Alice cleared her throat as she handed the pen and papers back. Until he'd touched her, she hadn't realized how keyed up she was

"Thanks, I'll just have a seat and wait now."

"I'll call your name when he's ready for you, Miss Renfrow."

"Okay," she said as she took a seat on the nearest couch, crossing and then uncrossing her ankles.

Can this "he" I'm meeting with be half as attractive as the man at the desk? she wondered

Without an answer, Alice's mind skipped back to her office. On her desk sat two stacks of papers to grade, a half-finished article, and the twenty or so articles that made up her article's bibliography. Her jaw clenched as she formed her to do list for the rest of the week and maybe the weekend.

"Alice Renfrow," a deep voice said.

Not the receptionist. She opened her eyes. No, not the receptionist at all.

The man with short, white blond hair had, she supposed, emerged from a hallway on the other side of the receptionist's desk. He stood well over six feet tall with impossibly broad shoulders and a chest she could tell was athletic through his suit.

She began to raise her hand, like one of the freshmen in her class, but realized it would be ridiculous. "I'm Alice," she said as she stood. Recalling no one else was waiting, she blushed.

"I'm Tobias Nielsen," he said in his throaty growl. "Follow me to my office?" Alice said of course and followed him eagerly, reminding herself it would be inappropriate to jog. Thankfully Tobias walked slowly and allowed her to keep up despite his long stride.

"So Tobias Nielsen as in the owner of Nielsen's Stress Consulting?" She looked up at him as she spoke; her eyes were the same height as his lips. Up close, his pale blue eyes and high cheekbones above a closely cropped beard mesmerized her.

"Yes," he said, glancing down at her and stopping at a door near the end of the hall. "Nielsen's started as a pet project of mine, so to speak. My office." He opened the door and stepped aside to allow her to enter.

As she passed him, she caught a rich, woody smell, probably the sort of expensive cologne she could never afford to give as a gift. He stroked two fingers from her bare shoulder to her elbow.

"You have beautifully smooth skin, Alice."

A line of goose bumps broke out behind his fingers, following them like a ship's wake. He paused with his fingertips at her elbow and the left corner of his mouth turned up in a lopsided smile when the goose bumps caught up with his touch.

He knows exactly what he's doing to me.

"Thank you, Mr. Nielsen," she said breathlessly.

"Tobias will do." He took his hand away from her arm. "You can choose where we talk if you'd like." He motioned towards his office's interior. Alice had honestly forgotten where she was heading.

His office was long and floor to ceiling windows comprised the wall opposite her, framing a stunning view of the city. The room itself appeared to be divided into two areas: a darkly stained desk with several chairs gave the impression of a typical office against one wall. A grouping of low-slung couches around a wide coffee table against the other wall added an air of intimacy to the room.

The couches struck her as too familiar so Alice walked towards the desk, taking a seat in one of the chairs in front of it. The choice had the ring of a test, and she wondered how she'd done. 

Looking over her shoulder, Alice watched Tobias close the door and make his way towards her, clearly not minding her eyes on him. He'd watched her choose and walk to the desk, observed her. Alice felt certain he was testing her. 

He took the seat behind the desk and relaxed, eyes back on her.

"So what brought you to Nielsen's today, Alice?"

She didn't have an answer and his blue eyes didn't make thinking of one any easier. She took a breath.

"I looked up ways to deal with stress a little while ago and ran across your company. I think the approach is intriguing."

Tobias nodded.

"What has you so stressed, Alice?" He leaned forward as he spoke, placing his elbows on the desk. Something about his eyes and the tilt of his head filled her with the desire to be wholly honest.

"I'm an adjunct professor and it's a lot of pressure to perform. And it doesn't pay all that well. My contract's renewed on a yearly basis so there's not much guarantee and I'm always looking for tenure-track positions."

"I see. What do you teach?"

"English literature, specifically the Nineteenth Century. I did my dissertation on the Aesthetes if you're familiar with them." Thinking about what she studied and taught relaxed her, loosened her shoulders and back.

"Only Oscar Wilde really, not my area," he said with a small grin. Alice smiled in response. Her family and many of her friends wouldn't even talk to her for this long about her work. "When did you have sex last, Alice?"

Her breathing stopped.

"I . . ."

"Don't be shy," he said, reaching across the desk and resting a hand on her arm. His touch burned red-hot. "I assure you it's a very standard question and there are no wrong answers."

"Really?" It had been nearly a year. It seemed like a wrong answer or at least an embarrassing one.

"Alice," he said as he released her arm, "women come here as virgins, as married women who've not been touched in years. Just be honest."

"Just over eleven months," she said reluctantly.

"Why do you think that is?" His expression remained so calm and while it kept Alice from panicking, it made her keenly aware of how far from such calm she felt.

"I'm very busy. I could dress better, I think, and probably work out more."

"Are you often self-deprecating?"

Nervous laughter flooded out of Alice. "I guess so."

"Well, that is a shame," Tobias said. "You're a very beautiful woman, Alice." She blushed again, but excitement flooded her as well—or it wanted to despite her skepticism.

"How often do you tell women that in this office?" I could've given my defensiveness and doubt as reasons.

His eyebrows rose. "Seldom actually, and only when I firmly believe the truth of my statement. Do you generally take compliments so poorly?"

"I don't know," she said, staring at the floor before meeting his gaze again. "I'm very nervous. You're incredibly frank."

"True enough. Do you take issue with my frankness?"

Alice shifted her weight as she considered the question.

"It makes me anxious," she said, "because I'm not used to it, but I like it. I appreciate your honesty."

"What would you say you're used to?"

"Academic cattiness and questions that lead to red tape and busy work, students who don't understand their own culpability." Saying it felt good.

"I imagine that's terribly frustrating, but you keep at it?" His face changed, but Alice couldn't interpret the expression.

"I love my work. The actual literature lets me escape all the little, accompanying annoyances." Tobias nodded as she said "escape".

"If I told you to strip until you only had on your shoes and your makeup, what would you think?"

Alice stared at him, shocked after he'd lulled her in to comfort, but it provided her with an answer. "I'd be shocked so I don't know how much thinking I'd be doing." Once her surprise wore off, a pleasant heat began building inside her.

"Would you do it?"

"Would you?"

Tobias laughed and reclined in his seat. "Would I strip when told to do so? It would depend on who gave the order. Your answer, Alice?"

She wrung her hands above her lap and watched them, avoiding Tobias's gaze for the moment. "If you ordered me to strip right now, I would do it." Once again, he nodded in affirmation while his face defied scrutiny. 

"I'd like to ask you a question," she said. She was curious, but Alice's real interest was in seeing whether she could catch him off guard.

"Go on."

"How do you manage to get away with this? I read the disclaimers, but surely enough motivated officials could give you trouble."

He didn't respond for several moments and Alice flushed deeply, wondering if she'd offended him. Should she apologize? She bit her lip nervously. Had she blown it?

He spoke then, as though he'd only waited so he could watch her squirm.

"Do you think my business does well, Alice?"

The feeling he wanted to humiliate or at least toy with her didn't leave and Alice was tempted to walk out in a huff. It struck her as the right thing to do, the haughty, proud thing, but she didn't want to.

"I imagine it does. You sell—or, according to you, don't sell—a popular product."

"I do very well, Alice. This is not my first venture though I think it will be my last. It is my favorite even though it's not my most lucrative and I'd like to keep it small.

"This business will always exist just far enough below the radar and I already have the sort of clients who will ensure Nielsen's stays open. They simply love it too much to let it go."

"So what, you're a millionaire? Nice stock portfolio?" She loved his self-assurance and calm, but she couldn't defeat her own urge to be flippant.

"Billionaire, and the stock portfolio is lovely."

Alice nearly fell out of her chair. She'd never spoken to a billionaire before. They were practically a separate species from the people she saw in her own life. Though now Tobias Nielsen was part of her life, sitting across the desk with his eyes fixed on her.

"Don't forget to breathe."

She dipped her head and obeyed. She had stopped breathing and he'd noticed first.

"Sorry," she said, barely managing a whisper.

"No need." He leaned to the side and opened a drawer while he continued speaking. "I have a proposal for you, Alice. It's one I don't make lightly and as such I hope you won't take it lightly."

Her heart pounded against her ribs, reminding her of hummingbird's wings. How did this become so serious so quickly? How did he manage this effect?

Tobias set a plain grey book on the desk between them before propping his elbows on the desk and clasping his hands. Alice reminded herself to continue breathing.

"Despite whatever impression you may have formed about me, I seldom have much to do with clients here beyond brief meetings. When it comes to sex, fucking, making love, screwing, I try to find the most suited contractor or employee with whom to pair them. Not just for sex obviously as that would be illegal, but I imagine you follow me."

He raised his eyebrows. Hearing him say "fucking" so casually had set her head spinning and she had yet to fully recover. The reality of her situation set in and left according to Tobias's will apparently.

"I do," she managed to say after a further pause.

"Excellent. Now, this is what I like to think of as my studbook though it contains women as well as men and even some people less easy to define. Nielsen's promotes and caters to diverse tastes.

"After I have introductory meetings with clients, I present them with this book and let them choose which consultant or consultants suit them. Sometimes I even bring several of them into this room for further review.

"I can do this for you, Alice, but I don't think you want me to."

With that, he settled back into his chair, leaning to one side: an image of relaxed comfort.

Alice sat ramrod straight, processing and not believing what he was getting at.

"I think you'd like me to take you on personally, Alice. And before you blush prettily or develop anxiety at the prospect, I'm open to this arrangement because I think you have great potential. You could be just what I'm looking for."

She laughed nervously. "Now this sounds like a job interview." Her apprehension colored her voice. Many people might miss it, but she knew Tobias would notice.

In a way she couldn't place her finger on, his face assumed a predatory cast. She couldn't think of another way to describe it and she combed through books and explored words for a living.

"Something like that, Alice. I think your stress and frustration come from feeling like you're in and out of control simultaneously. You have all this weight on you and all these schedules and responsibilities, but you still have to take charge in the limited way you're allowed.

"I think what you want is a sort of escape. I imagine it's why you love books. I'd like to aid in that escape, but my way of aiding would be guiding, taking control. I would dominate you and I do mean in the sense of BDSM."

How could anyone be this confident and upfront? Alice wondered how this meeting could follow her faculty meeting. They'd talked about fire safety and curving exams.

"Is this something you would like to try, Alice?"

Someone appeared to have glued Alice's lips together; it took so much effort to open them. Her brain ran through dozens of objections, reasons this was a terrible idea.

"Yes," she said. Her response surprised her, but it had a rightness to it like coming home at the end of a long day.

"Good. You need to know I will push you as far as I can."

Alice mumbled what was probably a "yes."

"I'm a fan of the safewords 'yellow' and 'red' with the former to stop whatever's just begun and the latter to stop everything, to 'end the scene' if you will. I am assuming you have little to no experience in this area?"

"None," Alice said. This really did remind her of slipping, of falling. But maybe more like jumping, leaping—she loved it. Warmth surged though her body, something sweet but primal.

"You'll need to be trained then and it's never too early to begin. Stand."

She jumped. "Now, really?" Shouldn't she go home? Maybe think this over, read an article about it?

"Stand," he repeated in a hard, demanding tone. "I told you I'd push you and I don't like procrastination." 

Alice pushed her chair back and stood. Anticipation rushed through her, leaving a frantic tingling in its wake.

"If you are sincerely too afraid or hurt, use the safewords. Whatever people may think, trust and safety are integral to what I'd like to do with you, but you will not use them as excuses to disregard me. Understand?"

"Yes, Tobias." She rubbed her palms over her skirt. It felt ridiculous to stand in front of him like this while he sat and observed her, but the heat and tingling remained. She couldn't deny enjoying herself even while her mind registered embarrassment. You look like a fool, she told herself.

"I asked you about undressing earlier. Do it now, shoes off too."

Alice's breath hitched. She expected some logical voice within her to scream and demand she turn, leave, not look back, but there was no little voice. She wanted this.

 Don't look back, she did tell herself. But instead of any voice chiming in to say this as she fled Tobias's office, she used it to reassure herself as she unzipped her skirt. 

"I want you to give in to me with full understanding. I intend for you to gain pleasure through pleasing me, not simply as a reward. I want the act of pleasing me to please you. And when you fail, I will punish you. Make no mistake: I can be a sadist, but my goal will not solely be to hurt you."

His powerful voice strummed something deep inside her. Alice pushed her skirt down, not waiting for it to fall on its own. Cold air wrapped itself around her exposed stomach and thighs.

He looked at her body only after he finished speaking. Her skirt lay on the floor beside discarded pumps and she unbuttoned her shirt slowly. A fight preceded every motion. Should she do this? No, yes.

Recognizing she wanted it made it easier and harder. She felt ashamed but exhilarated, aroused but apprehensive.

"I understand," Alice said, slipping her shirt off and letting it fall to the floor. Wet heat built between her legs and she swallowed nervously before removing her panties.

What about the windows? 

Focusing on Tobias, she stepped out of the underwear.

"Good, you have a gorgeous body, Alice." Tobias stood and walked around his desk. "For now, eye contact is fine and I'll use your name, but know that I'm easing you into it."

A hysterical giggle made its way out of Alice's mouth before she could stop it. This was easy? Stripping in front of a stranger in a strange place? Her arms moved jerkily as she unhooked her bra. She stood completely naked in this man's office, a perfectly businesslike and normal setting interrupted by her nudity.

He stopped in front of her, not a foot away. "Hair down." She undid her bun, too enthralled by his chiseled face to look more at his broad shoulders and chest. She could get lost in that face and the rich smell of his cologne.

Tobias cupped her chin and looked down at her, appraising her face and then her body. Alice shuddered in fear and desire. Her nipples stiffened though she thought she might have a panic attack at any moment.

"What I am going to instruct you to do next is both very simple and terribly difficult, but we both know it's something you need, Alice."

Her breath caught at the sound of her name and her knees nearly gave as though they'd been replaced with water. His hand below her chin radiated heat.

"Give yourself to me. Trust me and submit to me."

"Yes, Tobias," she said, her voice fast and throaty.

"Say 'Thank you.' Remember I'm letting you do this, agreeing to take you on." He ran his thumb over her lips, not immediately letting her answer. 

"Yes, of course. Thank you."

"Good," he said. Two fingers pressed against her sex's opening. Remaining upright was a strain. His touch sent a shockwave through her body. "Well, don't you already have a soaked cunt." 

"Yes, Tobias." She tilted her pelvis, pushing closer. This base desire was to new her. Alice needed him like an animal in heat.

"You don't object to the word 'cunt' then?" He slid his fingers along her slit, pushing her open further and breaking her concentration. "Do you, Alice?"

"No," she said, wishing he would let her focus on his touch.

"And why is that? I suspect I know the answer, but I'd like to check."

At the word "check," his fingers slipped inside her, teasing the soft walls of her core, her g-spot.

She moaned quietly and leaned forward, pressing her chin against his hand. He slid his fingers almost entirely out before pushing into her again. Her eyes fluttered closed. It had been too long.

"Answer my question or I'll stop."

Alice forced her eyes open and bit her lip. "It's from Old English and isn't necessarily an insult. It's not a slur."

"I knew playing with a professor would be fun," he said with a smile, clearly enjoying himself. The motion of his hand sped up and she gasped.

She looked down, wanting to see him fuck her with his fingers, but she paused to appreciate the sizable bulge straining his pants. Whatever calm he possessed, he wanted her and that thought only made Alice more wet.

She reached to lay a hand on his growing erection, but he stepped back as soon as she made contact with the fabric of his trousers.

Though standing still, Alice nearly stumbled as his fingers pulled out of her and he loosed her chin. He stepped out of her reach entirely and she felt cold and small without him.

"Who is in charge here?" 

"You are," she said, looking at the floor and her bare feet on the rich carpet.

"Who should be in charge? Look at me when you answer." Alice met his eyes.

"You should be."

"Correct," he said. He sat in the chair she'd occupied before he'd given her orders. "Clear my desk. I want it done tidily and quickly. You will ask permission to touch me in the future. In fact, you will ask my permission to do many things, Alice. And you will come to like it."

His voice soothed her as she transferred the papers, books, and office supplies from his desk to the floor. The idea of him watching her do this, bending and kneeling in unflattering positions, left her in a permanent blush, but she hadn't ruined things and her pussy still ached for him.

She glanced at him several times as she worked and found him watching her. He observed her differently than the men she'd caught checking her out in the past. Or maybe she preferred his gaze. He made her feel sexy.

Alice began to bend from the waist more, to display the length of her legs or the curve of her ass when she could. She wanted him to want her. 

"Nicely done," he said once she finished and stood facing him.

Alice smiled, pleased to have done well.

"Now get on the desk and fuck yourself."

Her willpower alone kept her mouth from dropping open. She could see on his face that he enjoyed toying with her and Alice wanted to pass his tests, to prove herself to him.

"How should I sit on the desk?"

"You're doing it for my entertainment so make sure I have a good view. Face me."

"Yes, Tobias."

She sat on the desk in front of him and then pushed herself back. If he wanted to, he could touch her and she hoped he would. She opened her legs and reached down to stroke herself.

Alice had never had a man watch her touch herself before and her first movements were light, apprehensive. Was she doing it right? Was this meant to embarrass her?

Tobias sat fully clothed as he watched her and the knowledge of her own nakedness and vulnerability pounded through her. She tried to find the teasing mindset she'd had while clearing the desk, but this was so different

"Close your eyes and lie back, Alice."

She hesitated and obeyed, angling her body to allow one hand to cover her sex. At least all of her had been on display when she made room on his desk. Now Alice's most intimate place was front and center. Without thinking, she adjusted her hand to cover more of herself and shuddered at her own touch. How could she still be wet and turned on?

"I saw the way you reacted to your own touch, Alice. Concentrate on that feeling. Move your fingers. I want to see you trace that slit of yours."

"I don't think my liking this makes sense," she said, but she did as he said while speaking, feeling her own wetness and heat. She touched herself with more certainty and moved her hips under her hand.

"It doesn't have to make sense. I want you to stop thinking like that. Who is in control of your pleasure, Alice?" 

His deep voice made her hot. Alice circled her slick opening more quickly before pressing her fingers against her clit. "You are," she said.

"Good. Now, slide your fingers into yourself. I did say to fuck yourself after all." She heard laughter in his voice but also arousal. And something else, dark and fierce.

"Yes, Tobias." She stroked herself again to ensure her fingers were as wet as possible and then slipped them inside her, remembering the sensation of Tobias's fingers in her.

"You seem to like taking instruction," Tobias said.

"I do, yes." Her words came out more huskily than she expected. Knowing he was watching her and enjoying it thrilled her. She cupped one breast and then the other with her free hand, teasing her nipples back into hard peaks.

"Sit up again and look at me now that you're more comfortable." Disobeying appealed to her, unsure of whether this change might break the spell and leave her nervous once again, but she had to listen to him.

"Yes, Tobias," she said, sitting up and opening her eyes. He'd been right of course. Seeing him again only quickened her breathing and her cunt released a new wave of wetness as it pulsed around her fingers. Tobias looked less formal with his suit jacket draped on the arm of the chair.

Her eyes immediately found the strained fabric at his crotch. The idea of his hard-on so close sent wanton desire through her, but she knew not to reach for him. She had to obey.

"Will you fuck me?" She didn't think she'd asked that question before in her life, but Tobias had told her to ask permission.

"Would you like me to stand up right now and take you on that desk?"

Images flooded her mind and Alice nodded feebly as heat built in her core and at the base of her spine. The fantasy of Tobias entering her nearly sent her over the edge. "Please," she said. "I'm so close."

He shook his head. "Don't come, not yet. But do you like this?" He stood and began to undo the closures of his pants. Tobias stood practically between her legs because of how she'd positioned herself and she thought she could feel the heat coming off his body.

"Yes," she said. How could he be so calm while she struggled to put together short answers? God, she wanted him. Even his denying her didn't do anything to stop the pulsing building in her.

"Would you like to feel my cock? Feel how much I want to be inside you?" He let his pants slip to the ground and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the boxer briefs that barely contained him.

"Fuck yes, please," she said. Her breathing became lighter and she began to arch her back unconsciously. "Please."

"I know I said I'd control you, but I will make you learn some self-control. You must not orgasm unless I allow you to, understand?" 

"Yes," Alice said, but she didn't think she could manage. She released her breast and slowed the hand between her legs, but she was so close.

"You will learn self-denial because I want you to, Alice." As Tobias spoke, he slid his underwear off and revealed his large, thick cock before laying one of his hands on her bare thigh. He wrapped the other around the base of his erection.

His arousal and his touch were too much for Alice as she unintentionally moved the base of her hand against her clit. Her orgasm swept through her, stiffening and then releasing her muscles as her pussy squeezed around her fingers.

She didn't notice Tobias had undressed completely until she came down, but the disappointment on his face kept her from fully enjoying the view of his sculpted body.

"I doubted whether you would manage to control yourself this first time, but I thought you would at least last longer."

Alice's hazy mind had trouble processing the words, but she knew she'd let him down. "I'm sorry. Please give me another chance." Failing him almost sent her into a panic and shook her from her daze quickly. "Please."

"Oh, I'm not done with you, Alice. I'm going to punish you." Excitement returned to his face and a wicked smile parted his lips. He leaned in and drew one finger up her neck and to her chin. Alice quivered, both afraid and turned on.

Punishment. What would that be like?

He stepped back from her and moved the chair, giving her an opportunity to watch his now naked body. She criticized herself for not trying to wait to finish. Another minute and maybe she'd have been allowed to press a hand to his taut abs or grip one of his biceps as she came. 

The thought sent a tremor through her.

He turned to face her and Alice's thoughts went in two distinct directions: the gorgeous men of Classical art and literature and the hot, wet throb lingering between her thighs. Well, it had been lingering; it began to grow in intensity again.

"Stand and face the desk, Alice."

She complied eagerly.

"Hands on the desk." She put her palms on the varnished wood, bending slightly to do it. She waited for his touch, vibrating in anticipation.

"Slide your hands towards my chair and bend at your hips. Do not stop until your heels are off the ground. I want to see that round ass of yours in the air."

"Yes, Tobias," she said. Enthralled and unsure, Alice bent forward until her breasts pressed against the desktop and she stood on tiptoe. What happened now?

"Grip the edge of the desk. You will keep your hands there until I give you permission to move them. If this goes well, I'll tie you to the desk sometime."

Bondage had never crossed her mind before, not in a serious capacity at least. She started to consider it as she took hold of the desk, but Tobias's hands on her hips drove any thought away.

Alice trembled as Tobias's cock bumped her ass. She couldn't see it, but she recognized the heat and insistence of it. Instinctually, she pushed against him, but he shoved her forward roughly. She gasped as her thighs hit the desk. Her excitement only grew.

Can he see how wet I am, how ready? Is he looking?

She started to crane her neck to look back at him.

"No, eyes forward. Now." She locked her eyes onto the desk's wood grain. She could just make out her reflection in the polished surface.

"Yes, Tobias."

"I assume you've never been spanked before? Not like this anyway."

"Never, Tobias."

"Excellent." He slid his hands from her hips to her ass and roamed over her curves. Tobias backed up and she missed the head of his dick on her skin instantly, but the warm circles traced by his hands helped distract her. 

Now and again—on a schedule she wasn't privy to—he'd run the tip of one finger over the swollen, tender lips of her pussy. As he toyed with her, Alice gripped the desk with white knuckles and whimpered.

Tension filled her and begged for release she knew only he could provide. Her nipples hardened painfully against the desk's surface, but she liked it and curved her back more to push her breasts into the smooth wood.

When she lifted her ass higher, he spanked her for the first time. Alice yelped as the impact jolted her forward, tweaking her nipples further. Pain washed through her and she bit her lip, gripping the desk harder still. 

The pain scared her, but before she could say "yellow," arousal ripped through her. With the sting of his hand came bright, hot pleasure.

Without a word, Tobias spanked her again and again, giving attention to one cheek and then the other. After the first smack, Alice didn't yelp, she gasped and moaned on impact.

At first, she tried to form thoughts. Am I a masochist? How can I like this? Soon the rhythm he set destroyed anything coherent. Instead, Alice found herself lost in waves of pain and pleasure that left her sex dripping and throbbing.

"Enjoying yourself?"

"Yes, fuck yes." Her voice surprised her: frantic and ragged. Alice heard need in his voice too, but she knew she was closer to the edge and going over would be his call.

"Doesn't seem like your punishment is feeling like punishment then does it?"

Abruptly he stopped. As though he'd been holding her up, Alice collapsed onto the desk; her wobbly knees no longer able to support her. She laid her cheek against the cool wood and gasped.

Catching her breath might be nice, but was he stopping? It was the last thing in the world she wanted. Focusing through the pangs of her desire, she saw Tobias go around the desk and open a drawer.

The sight of the foil-wrapped condom he pulled from it sent her heart pounding. A fresh wave of heat thrummed between her legs.

"I wonder if you enjoyed your punishment because you forgot what your good behavior could earn," he said as he rolled the condom down his shaft. "Would you like me to fuck you now, in my office?"

She tore her gaze from his cock to his handsome face with sweat beaded in his hair.

"Please fuck me, Tobias, please."

He nodded and stroked her face before walking back around the desk. She began to prop herself up, but his firm hand between her shoulder blades pushed her back down.

"This position has worked so well for us, Alice. Why change it now?"

He cupped her ass with his free hand for a moment and his touch sent shocks through the flesh he'd made so sensitive. She writhed as he squeezed her sore skin and muscle, wanting to get away and wanting him to spank her again.

"You will have some bruises tomorrow," he said nonchalantly as he removed his hand and pressed the head of his cock against her engorged clit. "Get into the position you were in earlier."

Alice moaned and pushed her hips up again despite the tired ache in her feet and legs. If he would really take her like this, she had to let him.

"Very nice. I like this angle much more." He ran the tip of his cock along her opening, still teasing her. Alice longed to back up and feel him slip into her, but she knew she had to wait. Impatience had cost her his touch earlier.

He moved his hand from her back upwards into her now mussed hair and pulled lightly. She exhaled sharply at the new pain and Tobias slid into her, filling her with his full length.

Tobias pushed into her purposefully, finding her most tender, sensitive spots with every thrust. Alice curled her fingers against the desk and her toes against the carpet as she gasped, another climax already building inside her.

Moving faster, he lost none of his intensity and Tobias's fervor echoed the earlier spanking. Every time his hips met her ass, pain sang through her again in the same way, but it was joined by the sensation of him pounding into her. 

Tobias's thrusts jolted her body against the desk and her sweat-slick skin created a slippery friction that thrilled Alice. She arched her back and lifted her body just enough for her breasts to move more freely under her, gliding along the hard surface. Tobias allowed her that liberty and maintained his light tug on her hair until he slid his hand to her chest instead.

She threw her head back as he made a circle around her stiff nipple and moaned as he pinched it. Before she could respond more, he'd moved to her other breast, making sure it got equal attention.

His touch made her think of heat lightning in heavy clouds, charging through her body from her curled toes to her panting mouth, from her breasts to her clutching cunt. Alice moaned, losing herself to the roughness of his hand against her breast and the width of his cock spreading her swollen lips.

The hand not on her breast pushed into the small of her back, forcing her into a more exaggerated arch and moving her hips away from the table. Tobias's next thrust brought the underside of his cock into long, rubbing contact with her clit.

Alice shoved herself back now, making sure his cock made as much contact with her sensitive nub as possible. Her vision clouded and the thrum in her core grew, quickened.

"Please let me come," she said, hoping he heard her. She couldn't control the volume of her own voice anymore, but Alice would do anything to be allowed to come with this gorgeous man inside her. "Please."

"Do it," he said. "Touch yourself." It was the most he'd sounded like he was giving orders, his voice gruff and deep. Hearing him, she didn't need to touch herself. 

Her orgasm crashed through her and she pulsed around him, pulling him into her. She felt his release too, a new heat, and it pushed her further, deepening her pleasure. She screamed and gasped, tensing against the desk and against his body.

Tobias moaned behind her and continued to slide in and out of her until he'd finished. As he slipped from her, Alice felt his body press against hers and she turned to see him leaned into her, arms braced against the desk as he too caught his breath.

The warmth of her orgasm still pooled inside her and sent tremors throughout her body as she lowered herself to the desk completely. She watched the way his abs expanded and contracted as he panted and reveled in the heat of his body pressed to her.

"It doesn't feel at all like a job interview now," she said.

He chuckled and made eye contact with her for the first time since this had begun. "I imagine that's good news for both of us."

Closing his eyes briefly and taking one more deep breath, Tobias pushed himself up and took a step away from her. Although Alice enjoyed watching how every movement prompted this or that muscle to flex, she missed his heat. But she didn't know if she could stand. Her body seemed so spent. How would she walk back to the El?

Tobias ran a hand through his short blond hair. "How do you feel? Beyond this not seeming like a job interview that is."

"Very tired," she said. "Very, very tired."

"Not unusual. Can you sit up?"

Alice considered this for a moment and then nodded. Curling up on the desk and sleeping had more appeal, but coming hadn't put a stop to this new desire to please Tobias. Trembling, she lifted herself up and shifted into a seated position, fighting the exhaustion that wanted to tug her to the floor.

He stepped closer to her again and placed his hands on her shoulders. The softness of his touch seemed odd now, but she welcomed it in her tired state.

"You did very well, Alice."

His approval filled her with warmth, not just sexual but truly satisfactory. She'd pleased him.

"I am more certain in your promise as a submissive, but what I have in mind will be much more intense than today. Are you still willing to explore that?"

Sensible rejections again ran through her mind, but she couldn't deny the euphoria of letting Tobias dominate her. If this was only the beginning, she couldn't wait for next time. "God, yes."

"Good. I'm happy nothing scared you off." He squeezed her shoulders lightly.

Alice didn't know what to make of his affection now. She'd never dabbled in BDSM and had no clue if this was normal or part of the Nielsen's package. "So do I make a return appointment on my way out?"

"Oh no, I think it's safe to say we've found a way for you to relieve your stress. One consultation seems to have done the trick, no more need to go through the front desk."

"So what should I expect next time?"

Tobias smiled and cupped her chin as he had earlier. "We'll begin your training, Alice. Beyond that, there are some things that should remain a surprise."

"Yes, Tobias," she said. The words sent shivers through her.
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