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Erica Lambert stood in the office bathroom, studying her appearance. Her black pencil skirt clung tightly to her body, the slit in the side showing a small yet tantalizing amount of thigh. The crisp white blouse she wore hugged her figure; her sizable breasts threatened to burst through the buttons at any moment.

Taking a deep breath, Erica reached into her purse and grabbed her lipstick. The red color made her lips look even fuller and contrasted sharply with her fair skin. Adjusting her outfit one more time, Erica turned to leave the bathroom, determined.


Today is the day,
 Erica told herself. Today you get that promotion.
 Her heart fluttered with anxiety when she thought of the CEO waiting for her in his office. Gabriel Taylor was a harsh man; his piercing gaze was enough to wither the most confident of men. But she couldn’t afford to back out now. She needed this promotion. Erica had just broken up with her boyfriend of three years and moved out on her own. She had more bills now and couldn’t afford to keep working the same desk position any longer.

Her heels clicked loudly on the tile floor as she approached Gabriel’s office door. Before she had the chance to knock, the door swung open and a small blonde woman exited quickly. She hurried past Erica, tears in her eyes.

“He’s so mean
” Erica heard the girl mutter. Her heart leaped into her throat as she wondered what she was getting herself into.

“Are you going to stand there all day?” The deep voice roused Erica and she turned to see Gabriel staring her down. His broad shoulders filled the doorway and Erica found herself admiring the way his finely tailored suit fit over his muscular physique.

“In” Gabriel ordered Erica before standing back to let her pass through the doorway.

Erica, startled by his callousness, wordlessly did as he said. The scent of his cologne surrounded her as she brushed past; it was spicy and exotic yet held the unmistakable undertone of a sweet musk. It embarrassed her to feel a slight wetness between her legs as she sat down in a chair across from Gabriel’s desk.

His office screamed wealth at Erica. There was a large floor-to-ceiling window on one side providing a spectacular view of the city. Everything in the office was of obvious high quality. She spied several gold pens organized neatly on the desk. I guess this is what the life of a billionaire looks like 
she thought to herself as Gabriel picked up one of the pens and faced her.

“Erica. You’re here about the assistant position” It was a statement, not a question that Gabriel addressed to her. Erica nodded yes and couldn’t help flushing as his gaze trailed down her body, lingering lengthily on her breasts. She crossed her legs uncomfortably and Gabriel’s cool blue eyes flashed up to meet her bright green ones.

“You know being my assistant isn’t an easy job.” Gabriel stood up and walked around to lean on his desk, facing her. “I’m a…demanding person to work for.” He smirked slightly, giving Erica the impression he was sharing a joke with himself.

“It’s ok” Erica stuttered out. She added, more confidently, “I can do it. I’m great at organizing and scheduling.”

“Are you good at following orders?” Gabriel interrupted her prepared answer.

His question caught her off-guard. “Uh, yes. Yes, I can follow orders.”

Gabriel let a slight smile cross his lips. “Wonderful. Get on your knees.”

Erica stared at him, not sure if she heard his statement correctly. But as her eyes trailed down, she saw a growing bulge in his pants. Uncertain, she flicked her eyes back up to his face. Gabriel was virtually expressionless, watching her like a hawk, but Erica could detect a hint of eagerness in his eyes.

“I gave you an order. Follow it” Gabriel pressed her, not taking his eyes away from her body. Erica shivered. She needed this job.

Hesitantly, she moved off the chair and got onto her knees. Gabriel moved forward to stand directly in front of her. He reached down and ran a finger across her cheek and under her chin, tilting her face up towards him. Slowly, as if savoring her position, he unzipped his pants.

Wetness trailed down Erica’s inner thighs as she faced Gabriel’s cock. She was nervous. Erica hadn’t had sex in months and Gabriel’s cock was so much bigger than her ex-boyfriends.

“Suck it” Gabriel gave her another order.

Erica reached out and placed her hand around his shaft. Slowly she leaned in and drew her tongue up his penis, licking from the bottom to the tip. Gabriel let out a small moan followed by a sharp intake of breath as Erica wrapped her lips around the top of his cock. She began bobbing her head on his dick, her hand moving in steady solidarity with her mouth.

The warm wetness made Gabriel harder than he knew could be. “Fuck…your lips look even better wrapped around like that.” 

Erica paused. She took her mouth off his dick and a line of spit kept them connected. It inevitably broke and landed on her chin. She resisted the urge to rub her pussy as she looked up at Gabriel.

Leaning back in, Erica pushed his cock up and took his sack into her mouth. She sucked gently, swirling her tongue around the balls as she reached up and began pumping his cock with her hand. Gabriel let out another soft moan.

His noises encouraging her, Erica took his cock back into her mouth. Gabriel, unable to control himself, reached down and grabbed a handful of her soft hair. He forced himself completely into her mouth, enjoying the look of her eyes watering while she tried not to gag on his full length.

Gabriel released her, and Erica gasped for air before starting to slurp noisily on his cock again. His dick was rock hard, twitching as Erica’s lips moved up and down. He could feel the buildup of pressure in his groin signaling that he was close to completion.

“Faster” He whispered huskily. Erica sped up dutifully. Saliva dripped off his cock onto the ground as Erica followed the trail of her mouth with her hand.

Warm liquid filled Erica’s mouth as the waves of Gabriel’s orgasm crashed over him. She swallowed the first load and kept sucking as small aftershocks spurted more into her mouth. Above her, Gabriel moaned at his release.

Abruptly, he pulled his cock out of her mouth and tucked it away. He walked behind his desk and sat down, leaving Erica kneeling on the floor. Her lips were swollen and red, her cheeks flushed, her pussy quivered. Confused by his sudden change of attitude, she got to her feet.

“Um…” Erica rearranged her skirt, unsure. Gabriel’s eyes flicked up at her from his paperwork.

“I suppose I can give you a trial.” He smirked. “We’ll see this time next week if you get the job permanently.”

Erica was speechless. A trial?
 She stood staring at Gabriel, but he continued to focus on his paperwork, virtually ignoring her. She walked slowly to the door, dazed by both her own actions and Gabriel’s treatment of her.

As she walked down the hallway to the elevator bank, Erica’s thoughts wandered to the young woman she had seen exit Gabriel’s office before her. Had he asked her to do the same? He couldn’t have,
 Erica thought. He offered a trial position to me.


The woman was right though, Gabriel was
 mean. Erica had never been given orders like that. She didn’t even know why she had submitted so easily. Her heart fluttered nervously. If that was just the interview, what else would she have to do for this job
?

◆◆◆

Early the next morning Erica dressed carefully in a pale pink dress before heading to the office. The dress showed off more than a bit of cleavage and clung tightly to her figure. Not sure what was in store for her, she wanted to look her best. Just one week,
 she thought to herself. Just do what you can to get the job.


Erica knocked meekly on Gabriel’s door. At his barking “come in”, she swiftly stepped inside the office before she had time to change her mind. Gabriel was sitting at his desk, engrossed in what appeared to be business reports.

He seemed unfazed by Erica’s presence in the room, not once looking up to greet her. Slowly, Erica crossed the room and sat down in front of him. Still, Gabriel did not acknowledge her. Not daring to speak, Erica continued to sit. The seconds turned into minutes, then turned into hours. The morning sun had found its place high in the sky before Gabriel looked up at her.

He took an appraising look up and down her body before speaking. “I have something for you.”

Gabriel stood up and moved to the large filing cabinet behind him. Taking out a small key from the pocket of his suit, he unlocked the bottom most drawer. As he removed an item from the bottom, Erica strained her eyes to see the contents of the drawer. She was wary about his words, but mostly just grateful he had decided to start speaking to her.

Turning, Gabriel held up what appeared to be a small black necklace. As he got closer, however, Erica realized it was a dog collar. In place of a name tag, a small diamond sat encased in silver.

“You will wear this.” Again, it wasn’t a question. Thoughts flew through Erica’s head; she wasn’t sure how to respond.

“For how long?” She stumbled the words out.

“Until I say so.” Gabriel placed the collar on her lap. “Even when you leave the office you are not to take it off.”

Erica pulled a face. She couldn’t wear this in public. What if people saw?


Gabriel smirked at her expression. He knew what she was thinking.

“I will
 know if you take it off.” Gabriel’s words were tinged lightly with threat. The skepticism crossing Erica’s mind dissipated. She completely believed him. She didn’t know why, but his words sounded dangerous enough to quell her urges of disobeying.

With shaking hands, Erica unclipped the collar and fastened it around her neck. The jewel rested against the notch between her collarbones. She flushed as Gabriel stared her down, clearly enjoying the sight of her unease.

“Perfect.” He sat back down at his desk. “There’s an empty office down the hall. Use it. I put some paperwork in there for you to organize. I’ll come get you when I need you.”

Erica nodded and got up to leave. This entire encounter had left her with an ominous feeling, and she wished for nothing more than to be left alone.

She found the office easily and slipped inside before anyone had the chance to see her. On the desk, as Gabriel promised, there were several messy stacks of paper. She sat down and let out a deep breath. She hadn’t realized how tense she had been when facing Gabriel until now.


Is this worth it?
 Erica pulled out her compact mirror to try catching a glimpse of the collar. In the reflection, Erica could tell it looked like a simple black choker. But she knew. And Gabriel knew. Sighing, Erica turned to the paperwork. She began sorting them according to the instructions left on the desk. Just one week
.

◆◆◆

Erica stayed in her office for the rest of the day. There was no sign of Gabriel, or anyone else for that matter. Long finished with the sorting, Erica lingered past five o’clock, unsure if she needed to inform Gabriel of her departure or not. Eventually, Erica grew restless and decided to see him on her way out.

As she approached Gabriel’s office, however, the interior appeared to be dim. She knocked. No answer. She knocked again, slightly louder. Again, there was no answer. Erica stood on her toes and peeked in the small window panel near the top of the door.

The office was completely empty. Erica tried the handle, but already knew it would be locked. Frustrated, she turned and hurried out to her car. He left me there without saying anything.
 She was fuming.

The entire drive home Erica mulled over Gabriel. His choice to simply leave her alone in the office was rude, but Erica couldn’t help looking for excuses. Maybe he had an emergency. Or maybe he was so busy he forgot she was there. She was
 awfully quiet today. But Erica suspected this was some kind of test. He wanted to see what he could get away with.

Upon arriving home, Erica went straight to the bathroom. She wanted to bathe off the day and forget about it. Looking at herself naked in the mirror, she touched the dog collar hesitantly. She toyed with the idea of removing it, but the nagging feeling that Gabriel would know stopped her.

Erica ran her hands down from the collar and across her breasts, stopping to give them a light squeeze. Her pale pink nipples hardened with the touch. Seeing herself completely bare, save for the collar, roused a warming sensation deep in her body. She could feel the lips of her pussy become wet as the arousal swept down her.

Gently, Erica reached down and ran a finger over her clit and through her lips. She gave her nipple another firmer squeeze. Circling her fingers over the top of her pussy, she sat on the floor across from the mirror, legs wide open. She reached down between her legs and slowly inserted a finger into her pussy. She let out a soft moan at the sensation. Keeping one hand stimulating her clit, she moved her finger in and out.

Erica looked up and locked eyes with herself in the mirror. She remembered Gabriel ordering her to her knees and a jolt of electricity ran through her. She inserted another finger into her dripping pussy and began thrusting harder. As she arched her back, the leather collar cut into her neck, leaving her breathless.

Her fingers grew frantic, pumping in and out of her pussy as she massaged her clit. Her hips began grinding uncontrollably. Erica thought of Gabriel holding her hair and forcing himself into her mouth. It was too much for her. She let out a wild moan as she climaxed, her hips bucking up to meet her thrusting fingers. Her clit twitched under the stimulation.

Erica had never orgasmed this hard before. She collapsed backward and laid on the bathroom floor panting. She removed her fingers from her pussy and brought them up to her face. They glistened with her own juices. Erica felt a mixture of disbelief and satisfaction in her actions. She had never felt more sexually awakened in her life. But it bothered her how much Gabriel’s behavior aroused her. She wasn’t used to it.

Erica climbed to her knees and started the shower. She wasn’t going to worry about it anymore tonight. She would just have to wait and see what the next day would bring.

◆◆◆

Erica went straight to her office the following morning. Another large stack of paperwork greeted her. Gabriel had sprawled new written instructions on top. Erica got straight to work, deciding not to stop by Gabriel’s office that morning. He obviously didn’t feel the need to inform her of his comings and goings, so why should she?

Despite her mind being made up, however, Erica felt a twinge of hesitation. She wondered if Gabriel expected her in his office and what the consequences would be of her not reporting to him. She decided she would visit him as soon as she finished with the fresh stack of paperwork.

As each hour passed, Erica became more anxious about the prospect of seeing Gabriel. It’s your job,
 she reminded herself. You’re his assistant, you shouldn’t be nervous to see him.
 Eventually, she couldn’t focus on the paperwork and heaved a sigh.

“Bored?” Erica jumped as Gabriel’s sharp voice cut through the room from the doorway.

“N...no…I was just…” Erica trailed off as she caught sight of Gabriel’s smirk.

“I didn’t see you come in this morning. I thought you quit on me.” Gabriel sauntered into the room and stood across the desk from her.

Erica flushed as she looked up into his eyes. “No, I was just getting a start on this work. Did…did you need me to come by every morning?”

Gabriel appraised her slowly, leaving Erica to squirm in the silence. “Yes, I do actually. If you’re going to be my assistant, you at least need to come by and see if I need any assistance
.” He spoke the last word slowly, letting it roll off his tongue in a sultry fashion.

Erica nodded, determined to appear professional. “Ok, I’ll be sure to stop by.”

Gabriel gave a noncommittal sound of agreement before turning to leave. “Come with me.”

“What? Now?” Erica stood quickly, almost toppling her chair.

“Yes. Come.” Gabriel walked out of the room and headed towards the elevators. Erica quickly gathered her purse and hurried out of the office, catching up as he entered the elevator.

“Where are we going?” Her question hung in the air as Gabriel stared at the elevator doors in silence. Erica rolled her eyes and resigned herself to not knowing. He certainly wasn’t volunteering any information.

As they exited the building, Erica spied an elegant black car waiting for them. Gabriel opened the door and climbed into the backseat, leaving it open for Erica to follow. The interior was a soft black leather with seats large enough to fit two people. A small tray stood between the passenger seats with champagne in the middle of a tub of ice.

Erica was in awe. This was a level of luxury unknown to her. Beside her, Gabriel sat watching for her reaction. She sat back in the chair calmly and looked ahead, not wanting to give him what he wanted.

“Do you want to know where we’re going?” Gabriel asked quietly.

“No” Erica sniffed, not taking his bait. “I’ll find out when we get there.”

Gabriel chuckled, “You’re getting feisty.” He reached over to her and gently pulled on the collar. “Remember who’s assistant you are.”

Erica’s muscles tensed at the touch of his fingers. It was soft and electric at the same time. She steeled herself and gave a small nod, still looking forward. Gabriel leaned back in his chair, his face once again unreadable.

The drive was smooth, Erica could see the city swiftly pass by through the car’s tinted windows. Before long, they slowed to a stop outside of an impossibly tall hotel building. Gold gilding decorated the corners and the top of the large awning.

Gabriel strode around the car and headed inside the lobby. Erica followed, struggling to keep up with his pace. Once inside, Gabriel stopped short and turned to address her.

“We are meeting business associates to discuss property purchasing. As my assistant, you will need to pay close attention. Take notes. And it wouldn’t hurt to show a little more cleavage.”

Erica glanced down at her dress. It was already showing more than could be considered professional, but she tugged it down a little further. The cool air-conditioned air brushed across the top of her breasts. She shivered.

Gabriel looked at her approvingly before making his way to the elevator. Moments later, they were on the 25th
 floor being seated at a restaurant. As she looked around at the interior, fine dining looked back at her. The floor-to-ceiling windows let in the golden afternoon light; the glasses and silverware on the table sparkled welcomingly.

Erica peered over at Gabriel, who seemed at home in this environment. While Erica was uncomfortable surrounded by such obvious wealth, he fit in completely. She admired his strong chin and tanned skin, and the way his suit was perfectly tailored to his body. She even found herself comforted by the smell of soap and cologne emanating from him. Shaking her head, she pulled out a notebook from her purse. She was here to work, not daydream.

A glass of wine was placed in front of her, and she looked up to see Gabriel motioning for her to take a drink. Erica grimaced; she rarely liked wine, especially not red wine. She dutifully took a sip and was pleasantly surprised at the robust flavors. So surprised, she took another, deeper swig from the glass.

Gabriel spoke softly. “Don’t get carried away there.”

Erica carefully placed the wine back on the table. “I’ve never had red wine that tasted that good.”

“You have a lot to learn then.” Gabriel left his wine untouched on the table. Erica figured the meeting time was soon as he kept his eyes fixed on the door, waiting.

Two men entered the dining room quietly, both dressed in suits as fine as Gabriel’s. They were older, but no less intimidating. Their faces bore the strict expressions that came from a life of negotiating deals.

“Mr. Taylor” The larger of the two men arrived at the table and extended his hand for Gabriel to shake. Gabriel stood and took it, addressing the two men.

“Mr. Sander, Mr. Davis. A pleasure to be meeting with you today.” Gabriel motioned for them to take their seats. Erica admired the way his voice turned silky smooth when addressing the men. She struggled to imagine refusing a business proposal that sounded like that.

“This is my assistant, Erica.” Gabriel introduced her, and she nodded at the men, feeling very conscious of her collar. They regarded her with a mild disdain that made her skin prickle.

“I thought we agreed no assistants, Gabriel.” Mr. Sander spoke coldly, dropping his formalities.

“You may have agreed to that, Mr. Sander, but I did not. She will take notes during our meeting.” Gabriel spoke firmly to the two men, challenging them to argue.

Erica held her chin up defiantly as Mr. Davis scrutinized her. Mr. Sander dropped his gaze as Gabriel stared him down. “Let’s get on with this then.” He muttered.

Gabriel motioned for wine to be placed on the table in front of the men and took a slow sip from his glass, making it clear they were working on his time, not theirs. He insisted on making small talk with the men throughout the meal. They fidgeted as they ate, clearly not interested in anything other than business.

Eventually, dessert was finished, and Gabriel sat finishing the rest of his wine. Erica, who had loved every moment of the extravagant meal, sat happily, her purpose at the meeting forgotten. The wine had her feeling warm and lightheaded; the food left her comfortably full.

The silence between the men lasted several more minutes before Gabriel spoke. At last, business was being addressed. Mr. Sander and Mr. Davis perked up, both leaning into the conversation. Gabriel lightly tapped Erica’s knee under the table, signaling her to write. She pulled her notebook in front of her and looked expectantly at the three of them.

Mr. Sander gave her a dirty look before starting his proposal. Though Erica did not understand the places they were talking about and the terms they were using, she assiduously copied down every word exchanged by the men. Mr. Davis glanced at her every time he talked, bothered by her presence. Erica payed no mind and continued her work.

It had been several hours by the time the meeting came to a close. Erica’s hand ached and her notebook was almost half full. Gabriel stood next to her and shook the men’s hands again as they left the room. He waited several minutes after they had left to turn to Erica and pick up her notebook.

“Hmm” He flipped through the pages “Looks like you did a fine job.”

Erica, still stretching her hand, was taken back by his compliment. “Oh…thank you. Why did you need me to write it all down?”

Gabriel handed the notebook back to her. “Mr. Sander and Mr. Davis are…shady, to say the least. Last deal we made, they attempted to change the terms halfway through our contract. I figured I’d keep them in line by having you write down everything they say.”

Erica smiled, thinking of the glares she had received from the men. “That explains why they seemed to hate me.”

“Turns out you’re useful in more ways than one.” Gabriel threw a wad of cash down on the table for the bill and headed to the exit. Erica flushed and followed him out to the car.

They rode back to the office in silence. Erica watched the sun set as she looked out the window, contemplating her position. As harsh as Gabriel was, she couldn’t help feeling a spark of something when he looked at her. And she was starting to like the way he gave her orders so callously. Erica was so lost in her thoughts she hadn’t realized the car had stopped. She looked around to find Gabriel peering at her.

“Would you like to sit here all night?” He unbuckled his seatbelt, then reached over and unbuckled hers, his hand brushing lightly across her waist.

His touch lingered on Erica as she exited the car. She checked the time. It was past five, and past time for her day to be over. But before she had the chance to cross the parking lot to her own vehicle, Gabriel grabbed her hand and pulled her back inside the office building.

Instead of taking the elevators in the lobby, Gabriel dragged her to a sizeable conference room at the back of the building. Erica could barely see through the frosted windows, but she could tell it was unoccupied except for a large table.

Gabriel locked the door behind them and lifted Erica up onto the edge of the table. He pushed her down until her back touched the table, slowly removing his tie before reaching over to her hands and binding her wrists together.

“What are you doing?” Erica’s breath quickened at the sight of him standing between her knees. The fabric of the tie cut uncomfortably into her skin.

“A good assistant doesn’t ask questions.” Gabriel leaned over her, his exhale tickling her neck.

Reaching down, he pulled on the neckline of her dress, exposing the black lacey bra underneath. Greedily, he pushed up her bra and let her breasts fall onto her skin. Erica gasped as he cupped his mouth over one pink nipple and moved his hand up to play with the other. She could feel them harden beneath his touch.

“You like that?” Gabriel moved his mouth from one breast to the other.

“Mm, yes” Erica sighed.

Gabriel’s touch halted. “You will call me sir.”

Erica’s body ached for his touch, but still she hesitated. The words felt unnatural coming out of her mouth.

Gabriel stared down at her expectantly. “Say it.”

“Yes…yes, sir” Erica turned her face to the side, her cheeks becoming hot.

“That’s better” Gabriel stood and pulled her towards him, so her ass was hanging off the table ever so slightly. Pushing up her skirt, he moved her panties aside and ran his finger down her pussy.

Erica breathed heavily; she could feel wetness beginning to drip out of her. Without warning, Gabriel shoved a finger into her pussy, causing her to cry out. She moaned at the sensation of his finger pulsing in her. Slowly he removed it, then brought his hand to her mouth. Erica could see his finger glistening where it had entered her.

“Open.” Gabriel commanded. Erica shook her head and tried to move her hands up to stop him. The binding made it hard for her to move freely.

“I said, open.” Gabriel repeated his order with a hint of authority in his voice. Powerless, she unclenched her jaw enough for Gabriel to slip his finger in. Erica immediately tasted herself on him. It was sweet and musky and slightly salty all at the same time.

Between her legs, Erica could feel Gabriel becoming rock hard. The cloth of his pants pushed against her snatch, the fabric rubbing against her tantalizingly. She looked up into his eyes and saw a spark of lust as she sucked on his finger.

Gabriel moved his body back down until he was kneeling at the end of the table. Roughly, he pulled off her panties and spread her legs wide with his hands. Erica jerked as he began to gently lap her clit with his tongue.

He thrust his fingers inside her again and for several long minutes there was only the sound of Erica’s moaning in time with his tongue movements.

Giving her clit a final suck, Gabriel stood and began removing his pants. Erica watched as his large package pressed against his underwear, straining for relief. Desire ran through her body when it sprang loose from his underwear. He was standing so close to her pussy she could feel the heat radiating off of his cock.

“Tell me you want it” Gabriel demanded, rubbing the tip of his penis up and down her pussy lips.

Erica’s body shook. She had never felt aroused like this before. It was electric and rough.

“I want it” Erica whispered.

Gabriel poised his tip at her opening. “What do you want?”

“I want your cock” Erica spoke a little louder. Gabriel remained motionless, torturing her.

“Please, sir,” Erica panted “Please…I want your cock now.”

A smile crossed Gabriel’s lips. His assistant was learning. Silently, he obliged, plunging his throbbing cock deep into her waiting pussy.

Erica moaned with each of his thrusts. She couldn’t help it. He was so deep inside of her that his balls smacked into her ass. She could feel his pubic bone grinding against her clit.

Gabriel fucked her relentlessly. He enjoyed watching the way her creamy tits bounced as she was skewered on his cock. He picked up the panties resting on the table beside him and shoved them into Erica’s mouth.

Erica was too dazed to stop him. Her breathing came in rapid bursts as she struggled for breath through the lace in her mouth.

Picking up his pace, Gabriel slammed his cock into Erica. She couldn’t take it anymore. Her back arched off the table as she came. Gabriel could feel her pussy convulsing and tightening around his dick. He grabbed her hips and pounded into her with a renewed vigor.

As he reached the edge of orgasm, Gabriel pulled his dick out and deftly moved Erica off the table and onto the floor. The sight of her kneeling in front of him, hands tied, panties stuffed in her mouth, hair sticking to her neck in sweaty strands, was enough to trigger his climax.

Gabriel shot ropes of warm cum onto Erica’s face and all over her tits. She breathed heavily, still winded from her own orgasm, as he finished.

“You know, I think I will
 make you my permanent assistant.” Gabriel took a step back from her, admiring his work. “You learn fast.”

Erica removed the panties from her mouth. She had never felt like this before. Dirty and fulfilled at the same time. But she got the job. And she liked 
how Gabriel treated her. There was no doubt in her mind that she would accept this position, and all of its duties.

Erica looked up at her boss. “Thank you. I look forward to our time together.”
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