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Chapter 1

Introductions & Handcuffs

	

	This desktop was riddled with viruses, and Nate knew they were from downloading videos from risky Russian porn sites. Nate stood and stretched, allowing his home-brew app take care of business. This was the office of a middle-manager. Sure, he had a real office with a door he could lock and blinds to close for masturbatory purposes…but seriously? Anyway, it wasn’t Nate’s business. He was the lead IT guy for the whole company, spread across four states, and porn-related situations like this were not uncommon. They were almost unheard of in the desktops, laptops, and tablets of those seated out in the cubicles. Those employees were, for the most part, too afraid of being caught with smut on their company-funded hardware. Those in the real-deal offices were a different breed.

	Nate had nothing to do but wait while his virus-snatcher ran, so he snooped on the computer to see what the gentleman was into. Ah. Gang-bangs and bukkake. Not Nate’s thing. And actually, fluids shot all over a poor girl sorta grossed him out. He didn’t judge, people liked what they liked, and he didn’t care.

	He closed the smut folder just as the office manager in question returned, graying hair and glasses. “About done?”

	“About. A few more minutes and you should be up and running.”

	“Great, great. The big boss needs you in her office next.”

	“Big who?”

	“Sorry. Ariana Bandini. CEO.”

	“The big, big boss.”

	“The biggest.”

	“Never met her.”

	The man paused and brushed his tie as if it had crumbs on it. “She’s actually pretty chill. Not quite down-to-earth, but not intimidating unless she’s pissed at you.”

	“Thanks for the heads-up. Where’s her office?”

	After Nate’s app finished cleaning off the desktop, he packed up and walked with his case to the office suite of the CEO. A pretty brunette secretary sat at a desk before the big door with the large nameplate: Ariana Bandini, CEO. Nate identified himself and was waved to enter.

	The office was a corner suite with a view of the buildings and river downtown through the floor-to-ceiling glass. Silhouetted with her back to him was, presumably, Ms. Bandini. She cut a nice figure in her wrap-dress that stopped an inch before her knees. She turned and walked toward him. Her raspberry blonde hair was affixed in a French twist. Her dress was black, her legs dropped from the hem bare into black high heels that had to be three inches high, and open-toed, red toenails catching the daylight from the huge window. Nate had just been told that she wasn’t intimidating, but her beauty alone would cause most men to get weak in the knees.

	“The IT man. Nathanial, is it?”

	Voice like velvet. Between her glamorous looks and that voice that could command an army with a whisper, Nate wondered why she wasn’t a movie star. “Nate,” he replied, sticking out his hand as she offered hers. Ms. Bandini’s hand was warm and dry, smooth and soft, her grip firm.

	“Call me Ariana.”

	“Pleasure. So, what’s the problem?”

	“My laptop. It’s over here.”

	He followed her back toward her desk, a hulking thing that must have weighted a ton. Nate grew up learning fine carpentry from his father, and knew this desk was old. Ornately carved in a vine and leaf motif, fashioned of “Madagascar rosewood and Gaboon Ebony,” he said as he studied the grain.

	Ariana stopped, a hand on the polished, dark desktop, and smirked. “No one has ever walked in here and correctly identified the wood in this desk.”

	“It’s beautiful. A gorgeous work of art.”

	“Isn’t it? It was once the desk of some British merchant in Ghana when it was a colony. Lucky find, amoral history.”

	Nate ran his finger down a corner, feeling the edge of the intertwining vines, admiring it. “Magnificent.” He looked up. “Sorry, I was quite taken with your desk, and that’s not what you called me in for.”

	“No worries. If I could take one thing with me when I died, it would be this desk.” She sighed. “Anyway. Business. My laptop,” she gestured to it on the desk alongside an array of stacked trays of paperwork, a blotter, and a thirty-inch monitor for her desktop computer.

	“The issue?”

	“Ransomware.”

	Nate blinked. “That can be serious.”

	“Yes, but if it’s too serious…well, we’ll talk about it. There are several very important files I can no longer access. I already received the demand for half a million. I didn’t reply.”

	“Good thinking. I’ll check it out, ascertain the situation.”

	“Excellent. I’ll be in the adjacent room. Just shout and I’ll hear you.” Ariana exited through a side door.

	Nate wondered what was in the other room. Or rooms. How much space did a CEO of a mid-sized national company need, anyway? He smiled to himself. It wasn’t about needs, was it? It was about gratuitous opulence. He set to work. Most ransomware cases were nearly impossible to crack, but he set up his laptop and connected to hers via USB, and allowed his brute force app to give it a shot. As that ran through its paces, he looked out the window. The view: seventeen floors up. Glass and granite facades of the surrounding buildings stood in the afternoon sun, a testament to humanity’s ingenuity and art. Nate loved skyscrapers, and every mid-to-large downtown was forested with them. This one he sat within was just two blocks from the river, waves glinting in the sunshine of a clear, blue day.

	As the app churned, he employed his other laptop to check on security updates and recommendations sent to Ms. Bandini, CEO. Well, she had failed to integrate the latest security software to her laptop. This was given to her last week, and the ransomware attack occurred this morning. This would be useful if she tried to lay the blame on him or his team.

	His app chimed. Good. Apparently the criminals were amateurs. If they had been true professionals his app would not have been able to break in. He quickly went to work protecting her files with an encryption code of extraordinary complexity. The laptop was accessible again. So, while here, he did a little snooping. 

	It didn’t take long before he discovered sensitive photos and videos. Unlike the middle-managers, these were interesting. Very interesting. Arousing. Women tied up with rope, handcuffed, gagged with cloth or rubber balls with straps, bound to chairs, to posts, blindfolded with leather implements or basic cloth. Dressed in office attire like suit jackets, pantyhose, dresses, high heels. Or quite undressed, in their underwear, or topless, or not wearing a stitch. Nate was fascinated. And felt a tugging in his pants. As an IT guy who looked at the contents of computers and accessories every working day, he saw everyone’s porn. Some as links, some as saved files. Always visible to him, the digital devices like the confessional, and like the priest, Nate maintained the secrets. When he discovered good bondage like this, things he didn’t have, he always discreetly downloaded. And the contents of Ariana’s drive were scorching hot. Her laptop was top-of-the line, and so was his equipment, so he collected gigs of great stuff in short order. He managed peeks here and there, stuff he’d peruse at his leisure at a later time.

	Once that little task was finished, he unleashed his own virus onto her machine, which locked it like it had been with the ransomware virus. But far more secure. And, of course, he had the keys to unlock it.

	“I have news!” Nate announced. She had said to shout, and he hoped this was sufficient.

	The door opened in seconds, Ariana striding in, a small, hopeful grin playing at the corners of her crimson lips.

	Nate stood from her desk and arranged his face to grim. “I’m afraid the news is, less than stellar, to put it as gently as possible.”

	Ariana’s face fell.

	“There’s no hope of breaking in today, and frankly, I’m unsure if I can get in at all.”

	The sea change in her expression was rapid as a fury hardened her eyes. Her voice, welcoming before, now edged with steel. “On that laptop are several files I need access to, and if they are unreachable by tomorrow evening, the company stands to lose several million dollars. I need you to concentrate on this task, and this task only.”

	“Even if I do, there are no guarantees—”

	“I understand that. And now you need to understand this. The Directors will be unhappy enough that they may be motivated to fire me. I don’t have a contract with a golden parachute. I will be shadowed by my failure to have my data under iron-clad security. And you’re the head of our cyber-security team, are you not?”

	“Yes, but—”

	“You would be out the door before me. It’s not just me that will be pilloried.”

	“If I may explain a few things, Ms. Bandini?”

	She replied with a curt nod.

	“You didn’t upgrade your laptop with the security plug-in we sent to you last week—”

	“I don’t have the time—”

	“And we don’t have the access to do it for you.” Nate took pride in interrupting her for the first time, and in the crinkling of her brow that registered her indignation. “That upgrade was specifically designed to patch a possible risk, an opening that had been exploited by the ransomware attackers.”

	“Are the files on my laptop retrievable or not?”

	“I believe so.” Nate paused for a little drama, and turned and he reached into his case on her desk. “I’ll be needing something from you.”

	“What? Passwords? Other devices of mine?”

	Nate found what he needed. He extracted the silver handcuffs and dangled them from his fingers. “I’ll need your submission.”

	The shock that crossed her face, her lips forming an exquisite O, her eyes round with the surprise, pleased Nate. This was a gutsy, gutsy move, but he went with his gut, despite the logical side of his mind screaming “No!” on repeat. He knew she liked to be dominated. Lots of women with power liked to be a subbie in the sheets. She wasn’t unique. But given her very high position and the amount of power she wielded, Nate bet she had a difficult time finding real fulfillment. Sure, she probably paid for it, and that scratched the itch, but fulfillment. That might be a big puzzle piece missing in her life. So here he stood, handcuffs in hand, offering a little bit of fulfillment.

	The astonishment only lasted seconds before she regained her composure. And a barely restrained fury. “What are you doing?”

	Nate smirked. He allowed the wheels behind those pretty green eyes to turn. And click.

	She nodded slowly. “So, you noticed some files on my laptop. And to have access to them, you must have cracked the virus holding them hostage. My laptop is free.”

	Nate lowered the dangling cuffs. “But I locked it again with a little something of my own.”

	“Did you, now? To what end? To blackmail me into playing submissive to you in those handcuffs?”

	“You could fire me, Ariana, but with my impeccable record and skill set in such high demand, I’d be with another company within a week.”

	“I suspect that your programming fingerprints are all over that virus that has my files locked. That’s evidence of your crime. And a crime it most certainly is.”

	“Touche. But before I’d be prosecuted the company would lose the millions, and you’d lose your position. So, Ariana, we’re into the same things, we both know that. I can release your laptop—at this second if you desire—and you can do whatever you want. I will do this, at your word. Or, I can leave it locked and you can play the game that I’m blackmailing you.” Nate held up the handcuffs again. “After we play the game, I’ll set your laptop free. And then you.”

	Her eyes looked from the cuffs to Nate. Calculating. Without another word she turned away from him, facing the glass wall and the skyscrapers in the afternoon sunlight, and placed her wrists behind her.

◆◆◆

	The cold metal clicked on Ariana’s offered wrists at the small of her back. This was exciting, adventurous, and risky. Was she making a huge mistake? That was the biggest factor in the excitement. A lot was riding the line with this employee whom she allowed to shackle her.

	Were IT guys blue or white collar? It wasn’t so much a matter of class standing that concerned her, it just added a little bit more to the situation if she allowed a working man to be her overlord for the next hour. Or so. There had been no pre-game discussion, and that added another dimension to the game just beginning.

	So, here she was, wrists handcuffed behind her by this stranger she had just met perhaps twenty minutes ago. He gripped her by her arms above her elbows and pointed her in the direction of the open door to the rest of her suite. She wondered if this man had ever been in an office suite like this. If he were expecting a conference table on the other side, well, he was to be soon surprised. That was the door on the other side of the desk, not this one.

	He marched her through the entry, “Whoah. You sleep here?” Nate asked.

	“Sometimes.”

	At the far end of the room stood a four-poster bed with heavy columns and a black canopy. The duvet was silk, black, threaded with silver. A rather large black leather sectional occupied the corner to their left, a coffee table in the center of the conversation pit, glass and exposed metal. A wet bar to their right, between them and the glass wall.

	Nate walked her to the bed and placed her back and wrists against one of the posts. Turning her to the side, he unlocked one wrist and arranged her so both of her hands were behind the column, and locked her there. He looked her up and down, his little smile telling her he liked what he saw, and left the room, back into the office.

Nerves hollowed out her stomach. When was the last time she had been as rattled as this? Before she landed this cushy and prestigious job, surely. Ah. It had been several years ago, working for a different company. She lorded over fifty-some employees, her best taste of power until then. She had met someone for a blind date, recommended by a dear friend, a friend that knew her all too well. By the end of dinner he had talked her into being bound and gagged in the passenger seat of his sportster, she didn’t remember what kind of car it was, that wasn’t important. Her hands had been bound with rope in front of her and roped to her thigh. The man, without asking, took a blade and sliced off one leg of her pantyhose, stuffed the leg with a balled up white napkin from the restaurant, and gagged her. After binding her ankles together and tethering them to something beneath the seat, he drove off. And fast. Scary. And such a memorable thrill. Helpless and hoping to all the gods his driving skills were top notch. They were. 

	That man had come with a recommendation. This man, this Nate with the strong arms, the dark hair, the deep brown eyes, the confidence, and employed as the Head of IT and Cybersecurity, had not. And that was risky aplenty. She was at work during office hours. Several hundred people toiled in the cubicles just beyond the wall to her right. Exciting indeed. The afternoon would determine if this would be as exciting as being bound and gagged and driving at over a hundred miles an hour.

	Nate returned, closing the door behind him. He had his computer satchel with him. What else did he have in there? Was he always ready for some surprise BDSM? He knelt by her feet and pulled a coiled length of rope from his bag and scootched her ankles together and began the process of binding. He cinched and used the excess to moor her to the bottom of the bedpost. His work was professional-grade and swift. Now standing beside her, eye-to-eye, he produced Ariana’s phone. “Tell your secretary you’ll be in a private meeting for the remainder of the day. And you aren’t to be disturbed.”

	Ariana licked her lips. “She might sense in my voice something is amiss. She’s very perceptive.”

	“That’s a solid quality in a secretary. But I’ll take my chances, and you play it straight.”

	Nate held her phone in front of Ariana’s face, and the phone beeped its recognition. It queried for a PIN. “I see you have two-factor security. Very nice. I’ll need those numbers.”

	She smiled at him. “I’d prefer not to.”

	“Well, well, someone is asking for something a little…motivating.” He placed a hand on her chest, pushing her against the post, pressure increasing. 

	Their eyes remained locked. Her breathing became constricted. If he kept going, she might not be able to draw breath. The shadow of pain rose within her ribs. Nate applied the pressure slowly, leaning into it incrementally. The air in her lungs eased out. She found that she could only get a tiny bit back in. Not enough to speak. She nodded. Nate removed his hand and lifted the phone. Ariana breathed freely and deeply. After a few replenishing breaths, gave him the six numbers and her secretary answered promptly. “No visitors until the end of the day,” said Ariana.

	“Understood,” was her secretary’s quick reply.

	Nate killed the connection. “That’s that.”

	“At five she will give me a text asking if I need further assistance.”

	Nate glanced at her phone. “Something that won’t be a worry for another hour and a half.”

◆◆◆

	Nate couldn’t believe this was happening, that he had pulled this off. But here she was, Ariana Bandini, CEO, bound standing to a post of her bed in her office suite during working hours. This had to be his finest catch, ever. Her beauty, her power, all his for the next while. If he played this right, it wouldn’t just be a highlight of his life, there might be more to come. He visited the company headquarters eight to ten times a year. Something like this to look forward to would be sublime.

	He determined to go easy on her. He got a look at maybe one percent of her laptop porn collection. A lot of office women bound and gagged, often in the work settings. They had been undressed and hassled, but he didn’t see anything more than a spanking going on. The CEO preferred to be helpless, but not savaged so much? He’d test the waters.

	As he bent down to retrieve more rope from his IT kit, something caught his eye, the eye that had grown up sizing up wood. He went over to the other post at the bed’s foot and ran his hand along it. “Well, someone’s been chained to this post. He looked at the height of the marks. “Someone exactly your height.”

	“So you’re not the first to shackle me here,” she replied.

	“That’s not important. What’s important is you telling me where the toy chest is.”

	“You don’t have all the toys you need in your little case?”

	“I can’t fit much in here. But here,” he opened his arms expansively to indicate that an entire universe could be held in this suite, “I believe you might have a treasure chest or two. And I like choices.”

	“Check the nightstand.”

	Nate pointed. “That little thing?”

	Ariana nodded.

	The nightstand contained three drawers. He opened the bottom one. Gags. Ballgags, bit gags, pump gags, cloth wadding, rolls of tape of several varieties…a nice little collection, and everything looked to be quality. Naturally. She could afford the best. Even high-end duct tape.

	The second drawer contained leather restraints and coils of braided silk cord.

	The top held two books, fiction and not erotica, and several vibrators. The nightstand indeed held enough implements for a fun afternoon, but he was curious if she had a wardrobe of costumes, or maybe a cage somewhere. Maybe all that was stored at her casa, which he figured was one impressive crib.

	Back in the bottom drawer he picked out a black bit gag and a red ballgag. He held them up, inspecting. What sort of mood was he in? Ballgag, he decided, and replaced the bit and approached his powerful and beautiful waiting captive.

	“Open.”

	Her lips parted as ordered. He slid the ball past her teeth. It filled her mouth perfectly. Ariana’s hair was up in a French twist, so it was relatively easy to get it buckled tightly with no hair tangling. The strap contained only two notches. This was a gag custom-made to lock inside her mouth perfectly.

	Nate retrieved a few of the coils of silk woven rope from the nightstand, arrayed them on the bed. He chose one. Kneeling by his standing captive he looped it about her bare thighs above her knees, made a cinch between, knotted it behind. He had never used silk rope before. Slick, slippery. As long as the knots were proper and tight, there would be no loosening. After the knot behind her knees he used the rest of the loop to lock her knees straight to the post.

	Another long rope was plucked from the bed and he eyed Ariana’s chest, wanting to do a harness that would keep her back secured to the post. But first, he slipped a finger beneath the top of her dress and gauged her reaction as he felt the creamy smoothness of the tops of her ample breasts. She eyed him levelly. 

	The ”Mmmm” through the ballgag he received as a response was little more than a grunt of protest. Or maybe a dare?

	He decided to take it as a dare. Less than an hour ago they had met, and he had her bound and gagged and now he untied the sash that held her wrap dress together. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders. Beneath lay her tits encased in black satin, a bra topped with lace across the top. Nate grasped the front clasp and released them from their own bondage. Pink nips with areolas the size of half dollars. “You have fantastic tits.”

	He eyes stayed cool. He pinched one nipple ungently.

	“Mmmm!” This grunt was more resistant.

	“I complimented your beautiful breasts. You should express your thanks.”

	Nate received only a glare. He reached up and pinched and twisted, increasing pressure until she relented, shaking her head and mmmphing repeatedly until he released her nipple, which now reddened angrily.

	“Thank me. For the compliment.”

	“Mmm,” she growled.

	Nate took her left nip in hand this time, reveled in her eyes growing large right before he pinched and twisted harder than before. This had to hurt!

	Ariana thrashed and pulled and jerked in vain for release as she squeezed her eyes shut and moaned—and then screamed—behind that red ball. She opened her eyes now watery from taking the punishment

	Nate didn’t let up for a few beats, but rather he alternated the twisting to and fro. “Thank me.”

	She nodded vigorously.

	He stopped and stood back, arms crossed. His eyebrows went up, waiting for her thanks.

	“Mmm?”

	“Yes, I meant verbally, through that gag. Thank me for my gracious compliments.”

	Her teary eyes looked confused, then she made a decent effort. “Ahhh errr.”

	“You’re welcome. Why was that such a trial? Don’t test me again.” Nate set about that chest harness. The rope crossed between her breasts with the erect, and now crimson nips, over both shoulders, behind her back, around the post. He made sure it was tight enough to somewhat restrict her breathing. When complete, he cupped a breast. This was his usual instinct when breasts were first revealed, but today, someone was begging for a little punishment. Her breasts were the real deal. Heavy, heavenly. Naturally beautiful and a CEO? This had to be pretty rare.

	He let go of her breasts with reluctance. There had to be more bondage toys here. The nightstand only contained restraints. An armoire stood to the side of the bed, likely acting as a small closet and dresser. And possibly storage for fun things. He opened the big doors, hearing Ariana’s muffled protests behind him, which gave him a bit of arousing joy. Nothing quite like invading the privacy of your tied up and gagged plaything. Nothing but hanging dresses, blouses, and other clothes. The drawers below might be interesting, so he opened the top one. He pawed through slacks, jeans, and sweatpants and discovered nothing of interest.

	The bottom drawer contained panties of assorted styles and colors (“Mmmmm!” shouted Ariana), socks, pantyhose, and beneath all of that, a rubber spanker, a few pairs of nipple clamps, and a small, fun-sized flogger with seven tails. He picked up the nipple clamps that had a black, bulbous weight dangling beneath. But they didn’t have hardly any heft. Closer inspection revealed them to be vibrating nipple clamps! Nate had never encountered these. He flicked one on to judge the vibe and to make sure they were charged. “Nice,” he said aloud. Ariana couldn’t see exactly what he exclaimed over in the armoire, but the little buzzes surely reached her ears.

	He took the clamps and the little flogger with him to the bed. Concern wrinkled her brow as he approached. He sat the flogger on the bed at the corner she was bound. Nate smiled and dangled the nipple clamps in front of her. “These look like fun. You have fine taste in sex toys.”

	Her expression didn’t change.

	“I gave you a compliment.”

	She nodded and said, “Ahhh errr.”

	“You’re welcome.” Nate took the first clip, opened it and slowly approached Ariana’s left nipple. She drew in breath, but didn’t try to twist away. He didn’t adjust the pressure with the little attached screw. He figured it was set to a point she liked. Or could barely stand. Either way, it was now fastened to her nipple. He didn’t turn it on. The second one he also placed with care. Now both her nips were clamped and had the vibrating orbs dangling below. He flicked one on, eliciting a “Mmmm!” Then the other. Little buzzing bees on her tits. Her eyes became half-lidded with the pleasure. She really did like these things.

	Nate determined she had been a good captive and deserved a little pleasure. And he liked watching. What a sight she was, bound standing to that post, tits out and clamped, mouth ballgagged, dress down around her waist with her black panties peeping out, just a smidge at her right hip.

	After a moment of admiration, Nate took the flogger in hand. Ariana’s eyes popped wide. Nate gave the little thing a test thwap on his hand. It had some bite. He determined to be cautious. She didn’t give him any limits before they began. People should always talk about limits before playing, but he felt that was a big part of the thrill with her: not knowing where all this could go. Spontaneous play on a workday in your workplace. He admired her strong penchant for taking risks. But this could backfire on her someday.

	Then again, how risky was playing with Nate? She could have him fired for being an asshole. But he wasn’t an asshole, had no interest in affecting a total asshole in roleplay. Also, he wanted to dally with that Red Sonja of a body much more. Still, he could whip her silly and skip town for good, considering the play worth the pay. The thought brought up his grin. Ariana, nipples abuzz, raised her eyebrows.

	He stood, flogger in both hands. Appraising. Where to start? He reached back, flogger pausing high above his head, loving the sudden fear in those wide, green eyes, before coming down with a moderate swing, striking across both tits, tits and clamps swinging. And stinging.

	“Mmmm!”

	He backhanded for another swipe.

	She recoiled, not expecting that one, twisting away from the strike. Adrianna could twist in the manner she was tied, but not much. A bunch of her hair fell from the French twist, speaking of twisting. Nate liked some of her hair hanging across her left shoulder. This was getting hotter by the moment. He stepped to the side, angling for the breasts she tried to hide from the sting, and swatted again and again, loving the little yelps from the other side of that ballgag.

	 He lifted the skirt of the dress and began whipping the tops of her thighs. Not the most sensitive of areas, but since she was tied standing with her chest forward, Nate decided to attack the flesh available. Her yelps raised in volume and intensity as he concentrated on one thigh, the other, both, an on for a couple of minutes, the reddening streaks becoming scarlet.

	He paused. He allowed her dress to fall.

	Ariana breathed in and out through her nose rapidly and shallowly, head hanging, nipples still vibrating. Her breathing had been a little constricted with his ropework. Nate cautioned himself to be mindful of that. It was an ultimate form of domination, to control one’s very breath, but that had to be tempered with good sense and caution. 

	Nate pocketed the small flogger and removed the buzzing bees from her nips and threw them to the bed once turned off.

Ariana raised her head with obvious effort, her gaze fixing him directly.

	Great temptation nearly brought out the flogger for more titty smacks, but he didn’t reach for it. He judged it was time to see where his new captive was at in this realm of roleplay. Reaching behind her head, he unbuckled the leather strap of the gag. He extracted it slowly, dabbing some saliva on her bottom lip and chin with his sleeve. With the ballgag still in his hand, he waited to see if she would speak without being prompted.

	She licked her lips, eyes a touch bleary. “This has been an interesting afternoon.”

◆◆◆

	After releasing Ariana, Nate brought in her released laptop with the new security enhancements. She had to ditch her dress since she had marks above the low neckline and below the hemline. An incautious dom, she deemed him. Imprecision and carelessness had always irked her. But those data points were largely dwarfed by the bondage fun. Nate didn’t overstep. He kept his eyes on Ariana’s, gauging her reaction to each new thing before diving in. In the end, he hadn’t been that incautious, she concluded.

	Ariana and Nate sat on the sectional sofa, her in a Sherpa-lined burnt sienna bathrobe, and he still in his work clothes of jeans, faded blue polo with the company logo, and his worn athletic shoes. Looking at him the whole time she had been cuffed and roped to that post she had felt like she was slumming. Yet, not so much. She knew the range of his salary, and so not quite slumming, even though she possessed a far higher benefits package for doing far less work. Just a little out of her class, if such things really mattered to her. They did, in some respects. When Ariana aimed to have a truly good time, she thought her class was nearly useless. People who have accumulated too much money (unless they were artists or musicians) tended to worry far too much about what other people thought. Pity. Sometimes a woman in a huge house wanted to do acid and molly and have her ass spanked and shouldn’t have to hide it. It’s not the year 1900. Let people do their things.

	Yet the woman having her thighs and tits whipped in her corner suite during office hours was somehow out-of-line, if judged by the corporate world. She would have spent the afternoon masturbating, anyway. What’s the difference if she had the help take a little paid vaca to have a little fun? He certainly didn’t mind. It was his idea, after all. Nate probably had more fun than I did, she mused. Likely he was pre-cumming when slipped that ballgag past my teeth. She thought he might be the type that would explode at the very sight of a woman bound and gagged. She was thankful he wasn’t so gauche as to actually cum on her. They had just met. That would have been over the line in a mildly gross way. Nate certainly was not gross in Ariana’s book.

	Her phone chimed. Ariana’s secretary: Anything else today?

	Have a wonderful evening, she typed back. She adored her secretary. She made a mental note to give her a raise next month.

	“It’s quitting time,” she said to Nate, still looking at her phone, scanning emails and texts.

	“I think I quit a couple hours ago.”

	“I don’t know.” Ariana graced him with a small smile. “The boss approves of your work during that time.”

	His shoulders relaxed. Not completely, but noticeably to Ariana. “That’s good to hear. You’ve been hard to read since the, uh, work. And not so talkative.”

	“And since I’ve been untied and ungagged you’ve been, well, a little mousy.”

	Nate looked a little stung. “There’s role-playing, then there’s you as my boss. My boss’s boss, actually.”

	“It’s all role playing. We do what we need to get ahead or have fun. And both of those duties require different roles.”

	Nate nodded. “A good way to put it.”

	“I have worn numerous masks to get to where I am.”

	“Cheers to you.”

	“Thank you. Schmooze when needed, be a tiger where necessary.”

	“Right. It’s not uncommon for someone dominant in the daytime to be submissive at night.”

“And vice versa.”

	“Right. Yeah. Roles.”

	After a small pause, Ariana said, “You took a huge chance doing what you did today.”

	Nate grinned. “I did, didn’t I? Maybe a little stupid, but I was pretty sure I read you right.”

	“You did. And I thought it was another boring day at the office.”

	“Happy to have saved you from that. I saw that were into the same kind of stuff—”

	“That’s not a pass to do what you did.”

	“I know, I know, not what I was getting at. Some of the pics I saw were taken in this room.”

	Ariana chuckled. “Someone has an eye for backgrounds.”

	“So, you like to do a little dom work?”

	“It’s not like that. Yes, sometimes, rarely, but that’s not what that was. I allow a friend to use this place for her bondage shoots. I enjoy watching.”

	“You don’t join in?”

	“Sorry, no bondage photos or videos of me have ever been taken. I’m not Natasha Flade.”

	“Is she—”

	“A lawyer who left her career to be a bondage model. She’s in my collection.”

	“Ah, yes. I know of her. Great stuff.”

	Nate glanced at the clock above the huge TV screen. “I’ll be back tomorrow in the morning.”

	“Oh? Didn’t finish your work today?”

	“No. A big project came up.” Nate slyly grinned.

	“These things happen.” Ariana stood.

	“So, will you be around here tomorrow?”

	“In the morning, then off for a few days in Detroit.”

	“Oh.” Nate stood up, his reluctance readable in his face. “I could drop by—”

	“Have a good evening, Nate. It’s been fun.”





Chapter 2

Longing, Art, Photography




Nate’s mind was abuzz with the session with Ariana yesterday. He could barely concentrate. The visual of her lips around that ballgag had him cumming several times in his hotel room last night. What a day.

And then she shut him out. He felt a little used. It was all fine, he reasoned, he had the time of his life. The whole thing was special since she was a gorgeous CEO and he rigged the game with his trap of her laptop. Yeah, that could have went all downhill and fast and he would have been shitcanned. Despite his boasting about his skills being in high demand, it never looks good to be shown the door like that and his next job would have been a serious pay cut. So, he decided to enjoy the memories and get on with life.

The day dragged on, but he had the office’s servers secure and running optimally by end of day. Friday. An Uber took him to the airport and he headed home.

In his garage on Saturday he thought he would lose himself in a woodworking project he’d abandoned last year. He aimed to replace his small bathroom’s plain vanity with something far better, with carved mermaids in relief. He planned for the mermaids face one another, one cabinet door to the other. One, the left, was mostly done, her scaley fish body and tail already detailed to perfection. Her human half remained amorphous. He set to work, his tools feeling a little alien after having been left alone for so long. But he got into a rhythm and stuck with it, only breaking for sips of coffee. Lunchtime had passed as he looked over the work. The slender arms were done, the open hand finished. He was happy so far and didn’t want to quit.

By the time dusk darkened the garage door windows, his stomach was loudly crying foul. But he was so, so close. The eyes, the beautiful eyes. He blew sawdust and tiny wood curls and stood back to appraise before giving into the complaints of his gut and get some food.

That face…those tits. He had carved Ariana into the cabinet door.

◆◆◆

The following Thursday Ariana returned to her office from a useless meeting. She had scheduled and set up that meeting, but she knew it was largely a waste of time. Listening to upper management go on about their reports, or make suggestions, or just complain, made everyone feel like they were doing work. Like a hamsters on wheels. She knew they hated it. She didn’t care. Ariana suffered the same meetings, why not carry on tradition and have them in the office a little more and not on their three martini lunches or…golf. Ugh. What a waste of lawn.

She passed her desk and went straight for the adjacent suite. Here stood four lights on tripods, her friend the photographer with a very cute new model tied to one of the office chairs borrowed from a vacant cubicle.

“Afternoon, ladies,” she greeted the two.

Phoebe, the photographer, was in the middle of wrapping model Ivy’s chest to the chair with white rope. Phoebe’s jet-black hair was coiffed into an attractive bob that Ariana admired for its simplicity. Tall, thin, smallish in the breasts but a crackin’ ass in tight, ripped jeans that currently faced Ariana. The CEO wasn’t that into girls but Phoebe was fine with Ariana pinching her butt sometimes. Which she now did. That impeccable butt.

“Hey, concentrating,” replied Phoebe. “This is Ivy.”

“Hi!” chirped Ivy with a smile. Adrina loved her adorable freckles. She looked like a college student. Her mousy brown-blonde hair hung just past her shoulders, waved back from her face in an office-appropriate style. Her burgundy top and skirt were tight, shirt shorter and top lower-cut than considered real office wear, but showing off the legs and boobs (perky C-cups, estimated Ariana) were part of the “tied-up secretary” fantasy going on here. Her wrists were bound to the chair arms, her lap to the seat, her legs in taupe pantyhose were bound at the knees and ankles. All the rope was from Phoebe’s white shiny woven nylon collection.

Ariana went to the bar and grabbed a green juice she made that morning. She sat on the sectional sofa with a relieved sigh to enjoy the show. “Is Phoebe treating you well, Ivy?”

“She keeps tying me up and gagging me.”

“Oh! To be treated like a princess!” replied Ariana with the back of her hand over her forehead.

Pheobe, finishing up the chest ropes, said, “You’re welcome to join her.”

“If you ever come over without all this,” she gestured to the lights, “then, sure. I’m still worn out from last week, though.”

Ivy’s eyes grew big as she smiled. “What happened last week?”

Phoebe answered, “Some guy came over to fix her laptop and she let him tie her to the post of the bed over there.”

“Really?” piped Ivy.

“Not exactly how it went down.” Ariana sipped her green juice. “But it was a good time.”

Phoebe, a hand on Ivy’s shoulder, told her, “Ariana went on and on about it when I was here Monday. And she’s still going on about it.”

“I am not! I just mentioned—”

“You can’t stop talking about him, even though his name and everything is ‘top secret!’” Phoebe fluttered her hands, mocking the big deal it wasn’t.

Ariana placed a hand over her chest in faux offense. “Well. I’ll never tell you about my little trysts again!”

Phoebe looked to Ivy and whispered loudly, “She always tells me.” She walked to the light stand furthest left. “Would you like the honor of gagging our lovely model?”

“Why thank you! The way you’re talking, it’s me you’d like to gag.”

Phoebe lowered the light by a foot. “Always true. Nothing different about today.”

Ariana rose and dug through Phoebe’s gag bag. It didn’t take much thought. As soon as she saw this freckled university student bound to the chair she wanted to push a wad of cloth past her lips. But did she want to tape over the wad, or a wrap? Ariana was decisive about everything in her life except when it came to bondage. She wanted to do all the things, all at once. Impossible. She had to choose.

Duct tape.

Phoebe finished adjusting the final light and picked up her expensive-looking Canon from an end table. “Good choices. How about I shoot you giving Ivy a hand gag-closeups of her face only—and then the whole gagging process?”

With the white cloth in one hand and the roll of tape in the other, Ariana shot Phoebe a withering look.

Phoebe met her gaze with a gleam in her eye and a smirk. “No one, not even your mother or sisters, will know you by your hands. And it’ll be fun.”

Phoebe had requested similar things in the past and she always declined. They had talked enough that Phoebe knew her weak points. She loved her hand covering a woman’s mouth. And she loved that done to her. She rarely indulged the former. Here was a golden opportunity Phoebe dangled. She still said nothing.

“The camera frame will never stray from the tight closeup,” promised Phoebe, “and you can look at the pics when your part is done, and delete them all if you want.”

“You can put your hand over my mouth,” added Ivy with a smile. “It’ll be fun.”

Was this planned? thought Ariana. Are they working together? Well, having Ivy chiming in, looking so adorable all tied to that chair, her resistance was broken. “All right.” She sat the gagging materials on the couch and approached the smiling, tied-up bondage model. Ariana stood behind her, eyebrows up at her photographer friend.

“Go ahead. Hand over her mouth.”

Adrian’s palm covered Ivy’s supple, warm lips.

“Tighter,” said Phoebe.

“Mmm!” murmured Ivy.

Ariana loved the little vibrations of that mmm into her palm.

Click…click…click…

“Nice! Widen your eyes in surprise, look right into the lens.”

Ivy responded as instructed.

“Fantastic!” Phoebe grabbed the wad from the sofa and handed it to Ariana. “Hold her face with your right hand, beneath her chin, like you’re forcing her to open her yap, and hold that cloth to the side of her face. We’ll progress slowly. Don’t get in a hurry.”

Ariana nodded, taking pretty Ivy’s face and squeezing.

Click…click…click…

Ariana inserted the balled cloth into Ivy’s mouth as Phoebe took the photos. Once every thread was past Ivy’s teeth, Phoebe handed Ariana the tape. She pulled a strip from it and pressed it over Ivy’s lips. Two more strips made an ‘X’ over the straight line of the first layer.

“Nice! Bravo,” said Phoebe. “You’re starring role is over.”

Adrina moved to the front of Ivy and gazed at the pretty damsel with tape over her lips, her jaw kept open by the cloth she’d tucked within. “Are you all right honey?” Honey? She never called people that.

Ivy nodded, eyes smiling.

Ariana held her hand out for the camera. She flicked through all the photos, making sure Phoebe had kept her promise and made no mistakes. She trusted Phoebe, but she wanted to see the photos now. “I sort of wished Nate would have used cloth packing on me.”

Phoebe cackled. “Nate, huh?” She pointed to Ariana as she laughed, “She’s talking about him again!”

Ivy laughed through her gag.

Ariana sighed. “Godammit.”





Chapter 3

A Fair Monday




	Monday, Ariana didn’t need another issue springing up. A manager, a good one, tendered her resignation. No notice, she busied clearing out her office at the moment. In the morning meeting, a manager she needed to replace kept veering off-topic with his favorite pet project that Ariana had already nixed twice.

	And now, her laptop sat frozen before her, worthless. A virus warning blinked red, but she couldn’t get her security software to do anything. She couldn’t get anything to do anything. A hard power-off brought up the same warning, nothing working now no matter how much she pounded the keys or slammed the mouse to her desk.

	She could call the office’s regular IT guy up here. But she wanted Nate’s expertise. In every sense. She admitted it now.

	It hit her: Did Nate do this? Leave a little something on her laptop as a way to get back into her office? And perhaps inside somewhere else? That sly son of a bitch. She was certain of it as she gave it more thought. He had uploaded the latest and best versions of the security software, which she allowed to update several times in the intervening week, and here she was, locked out again. No one else reported any issues. Just her.

	Ariana should be angry. He had given her this little opportunity to get back with him. Ariana texted him: Laptop locked. Reply ASAP.

	She waited. After ten minutes, it struck Ariana that this was such a dom move. His virus had been timed, so he knew when it would hit her. He was over in his office, waiting for her call. And now, making her wait.

	Ariana smiled. She liked this. Strategically put in her place. Tapping a fingernail on the Madagascar rosewood top of her desk, she thought this Monday wouldn’t be so bad after all. With her phone she looked up flights from his city to hers, found one that left in an hour and a half, and bought the ticket. The flight was direct, an hour and fifteen minutes. If he got his ass on it, he would arrive in three hours. She sent the ticket via text: Be on this flight. This is an emergency.

	Ariana wanted to see if he dropped everything and came running. She knew he was the one pulling the strings. And that turned her on.

◆◆◆

	Nate saw the first text. Right on time, as expected. He waited, and was rewarded with an airline ticket. This was too perfect. He made a few calls, got other techs on his jobs. Some of those would be running behind, now, but he had more important business to attend to. The CEO needed him, fer chrissakes. He had a plane to catch, and soon.

	He left the office. He had a go-bag already prepared in his trunk with his own stash of things. Things he couldn’t carry on the plane, so he’d have a bag to check. Any bondage player who used the airways knew the score: no floggers or restraints were allowed in the passenger cabin. He could be a kinky terrorist. In his travels he had been lucky. Nothing had ever turned up missing. Friends hadn’t been so blessed, and were too embarrassed to fill out the forms to be reunited with their leather cuffs or their cat o’ nine tails. The luggage guys banked on this, and the thieving bastards got away with some expensive free stuff.

	Arriving in the destination airport, he retrieved his bag of essentials and kinkies, got into an Uber for the twenty-minute ride to the office. There had been no meal on the plane, and Nate felt the need for lunch grumbling in his belly. He delighted in having the driver pull into a drive-through, making Ariana wait a little longer. As he dined on the splendid fast-food burritos, he went over what he’d like to do to her, and wondered what she was wearing. Why wonder? Send me a pic, he texted. The terseness of the order should get her going. He knew she wasn’t going to send anything racy.

	Ariana didn’t attach text. Her jacket, buttoned below her bosom, was black. Beneath was a white camisole top, low cut. The angle was high, giving him a peek at her cleavage. This was going to be one fine Monday. He wondered where the skirt ended. Mid-thigh? He hoped for mid-thigh. And shoes? He sent, Shoes.

	He chuckled, knowing she would bend over to take that shot. Her heels were black with two straps, one over the foot, one around the ankles. Closed toe, rounded. He wasn’t that into shoes, he just needed her taking orders. This was a fine prelude. 

	“Sir? We’ve arrived.”

	With all the fun and his mind elsewhere, he didn’t notice. “Pop the trunk, my man, and I’ll tip you on the app.”

	The driver wished him a good day and Nate took his bag and headed in through the revolving door. He made a pit stop to brush the burrito ingredients from his teeth, and then approached the desk of Ariana’s secretary. “Go right in sir, you’re expected.”

	That, I am, he thought as he opened the door to find the CEO behind that gorgeous desk, hands steepled and a tiny smirk. Nate closed the door, approached, bag in hand. “Laptop problems?”

	She nodded.

	“First thing I’ll need from you, is your hands behind your back.”

	Ariana buzzed her secretary. “No visitors, no calls.” She stood, smoothed her skirt (just a smidge below mid-thigh), walked to the side of her desk, turned, and crossed her hands at the small of her back.

	Nate had his own rope at the ready, and laced it about her wrists, cinched, knotted, and spun her around to face him. Her eyes flicked to his before casting to the floor. He grasped her about the waist beneath her jacket, appreciating the silk for a moment before slipping his hands beneath for the touch of her skin. He had missed her. He was glad she had responded immediately to his sleeper virus.

	Releasing her, he rummaged in his bag and was struck by indecision. This rarely happened. He cut his eyes to his subbie, hands behind and eyes down, standing and waiting. She’d been such a good girl. He decided to give her a treat. A choice. He leaned toward using the ballgag with the face harness, but, he was interested to see what she preferred. He balled up a white cloth, then extracted the big ballgag. He held them and said, “One of these will go in your mouth. You must make the choice.”

	She lifted her eyes, her greens darting to each. She pointed with her chin to the balled cloth.

So be it. “Open.” Ariana allowed the cloth to be stuffed within. With a thin, black scarf he tied it in place, leaving her lips in an “O” bisected by a line of silk. Lovely. Placing a hand on the side of her face, he forced her eyes to his. “Clap your hands.”

	She responded with three claps.

	“That’s the safe word.”

	Nate took her by her bound arms and prodded her ahead into her private quarters through the door.

◆◆◆

	Ariana was positioned at the foot of the bed. With more rope in hand, Nate slipped it into the cinch and he hoisted her arms up behind her. Strappado! She didn’t try to look behind, but she knew he fastened the ends of the rope to one of the bars of the bed’s canopy. This was strict! She was bent over quite a ways, stressing her shoulders and her ankles in the high heels that she now cursed. They were expensive and comfortable for everyday work wear except when your workday included being bound strappado.

	She felt his hands on her ass, at first caressing, then fondling. She heard her skirt being unzipped. It fell to the floor. He groped her ass over her panties, hands running to her thighs, inside and out. She had missed his touch. She regretted being foolish and prideful in not getting in touch before his virus went off this morning. Her panties were shucked to the floor and she stepped out of them, a bit off-balance considering her stressing position. She reveled in his discovery of her wetness. Ariana didn’t usually get aroused so quickly but she’d been thinking about this all morning. Why did she delay this?

Nate’s touch was gentle. Surprising, considering the last session. “Mmmm,” she moaned through the gag. The cloth he used was pretty large and kept her mouth propped open and muffled her expressions of pleasure.

	Then he appeared before her, kneeling so they were eye-level. His half-grin told of his immense pleasure at having her like this, at having free rein to touch her everywhere. The bottom of her camisole hung down and he pulled it forward. He grasped her breasts beneath her lacy, black bra. The front clasp was undone and her breasts swung freely, and his hands kneaded them like orbs of splendid treasure. Ariana felt captured and worshipped. She had an inkling this was just the warm-up game. Something more was coming, likely with stings and bites.

◆◆◆

	Having her tits hanging and swaying like this and in his hands was a delight from Kublai Khan’s pleasure dome. Nate added kisses and nips. He was uncertain if Ariana wanted anything out of their encounters than the bondage. The whole week he couldn’t stop thinking about her, but reminded himself this was pure lust. What else could it be? After all, how much did they converse? Hardly. But they sure got along well when she was bound and gagged.

	Nate straightened up and positioned her so her face and tits were on the bed, her hands still up behind her. A little adjusting with her strappado tether angled her bound wrists up a little more, out of the way of the coming action. She didn’t react, so he knew he didn’t push her too far. Her flexibility was admirable. He was more than ready to go, to sink his shaft into her wet garden of delight.

	He undid his belt with one hand and kneaded her ass with the other. Unzipped with his left and stroked her clit with his right, making her moan some more. As his pants fell about his knees he slipped inside. He gripped her waist and thrust, his hips slapping her ass. Ariana moaned up ahead, face to the side, her gag visible, her hair loosening from the French twist and obscuring part of her face. But not her lips and gag. This was getting him too hot too fast. He didn’t want to blow it all this second. He slowed down. After several slow strokes, he pulled out. Time for something different. This whole scenario had him on the edge. He wouldn’t mind staying on the edge.

	Discarding his jeans and boxer briefs he loosened the knot of her gag. He pulled the wadding from her lips, her eyes on his posing a question, but she didn’t speak. He hauled her by the shoulders so her face and tits were off of the bed again. She stood, bent over, from the strappado position. He offered his glistening, throbbing member to her lips.

	She took him.

◆◆◆

	Ariana was surprised by the very sudden turn of events. His cock was a decent sort, girthy aplenty, long enough, curved just a little toward the ceiling, and glistening with…her. And it tasted like…her. Which was okay. The whole pussy-to-mouth action had a huge humiliation component, and she bobbed on his member like the captured slavegirl she had become this afternoon. With her maneuvering ability she managed to press his head against the inside of her cheek, to rapidly wag her tongue across the underside of his shaft, but when she leaned forward to take him into her throat and suck, that’s when he cried out in pleasure. It didn’t take long to divine his weak spot in the oral arena. She repeated that. He grasped her hair and pushed himself into her throat. She could do this, her gag reflex was minimal. Ariana turned her mouth into a vacuum pump and felt his hot cum blast down her neck in three quick bursts.

	He sat hard on the bed next to her face, puffing. He remained only a minute before hopping up again. He scurried away and returned with a new, dry, balled up cloth. He held it before her lips, and she accepted that, too. She didn’t expect to be gagged again. Once packed in, Nate stretched tape across her face. It wasn’t tape, it was a wrap, stretchy, and it compressed the cloth into her mouth, pressed her lips to her teeth. Ariana needed relief from the strappado position, but here she was receiving more stress from a tight packing gag.

	Nate climbed off the bed again. She could hear him fumbling in that bag of his. More rope? Her legs were free, but tied like this, any kicking would be feeble. But he appeared to like the tying bit. 

	Whap!

	She screamed into her excessive gag as the sting of the flogger radiated across her naked ass. The shock and surprise, as well as the bite, induced that scream.

	Whap!

	That time, it was all sting, no surprise. She squinted her eyes and braced for the coming blows.

◆◆◆

	Even though Nate was spent, he was determined to give that perfect CEO ass a thrashing. Who knows? His boner might return in short order after taking his leather flogger to her creamy cheeks for a while. Her muffled verbal responses to each hit sent chills of pleasure zipping through him like lightning. When her ass reddened from pink to red to speckled crimson, he relented. Sweat made tiny rivers down his face and neck. His captured office queen was a little wet about the brows herself.

	She’d been good. Perfect, really. Enough of the sting, time for a reward, even though she was enjoying the thrashing. If she weren’t, she could have clapped her hands to stop the action at any moment.

	He threw the flogger on the bed and in her nightstand chose from her selection of vibrators. He chose a purple clit massager, a small thing, but he’d witnessed one in action before. Ariana must like it to have it in the nightstand. What more of endorsement did the little thing need?

	Back behind her, he revved it to life, cupped it to her clit with his free hand as an anchor at her hip. Her head popped off of the bed and she squealed, not unlike he’d stung her with flogger, but a little different. Pure-pleasure, not pain-pleasure. He knew her notes now. At least as translated by the gag.

	Nate couldn’t see the controls as he held it to her. He could feel them, and touched one, and he was right, that was the “+” that made it vibrate faster. She wriggled her ass. He held on, pressing it to her, his middle finger on the plus, raising it higher. Releasing pressure, he moved it back and forth as she squatted down, seeking that pressure again. Nate returned the pressure, and she pumped and writhed against it, her raw ass grinding on the inside of his forearm.

	Her stifled cries rose in pitch, her back arched for a moment, before she collapsed to the bed.

◆◆◆

	Ariana nuzzled her master as they cuddled in the bed. Her ass was sore and throbbed a little. It also radiated heat like an oven. She lay on her side, nose to Nate’s neck, feeling spent in a blissful way. “We might have to move you here to headquarters.”

	Nate cleared his throat. It sounded like he was on the verge of sleep, now fully awake at her statement. “Sounds like a raise.”

	She giggled. “That can be arranged. Is that all you’re thinking about?”

	“That wasn’t at all what I was thinking about. It just hit me that I’d better ask right now.”

	“Pragmatic.”

	Nate sighed. “To a fault sometimes.”

	“Well, think about.”

	After the smallest of pauses, he replied, “This town’s pretty cool.”

	She slapped him on the chest. “Sure. That’s why you’d move.”

	“This is all going pretty fast.”

	“Says the guy who handcuffed me twenty minutes after introductions.”

	Nate laughed. “Touche.” He stiffened, then untangled his limbs from hers and left the bed.

	“Where are you going?”

	“My phone. I have something to show you.”

	Ariana rolled over on her back, decided that was still a bad idea, and went back to her side, propping her head up on her hand.

	Nate crawled back into the bed beside her, flicking through pictures on his phone. “Here. Look at this. I’m carving mermaids on a bathroom vanity.”

	She took the phone from his hands. Nate looked expectant and proud. And apprehensive. She studied the mermaid rendered in wood, the tail swishing in an “S.” slender arms down and straight out from her body, long hair curling in the underwater scene. “You did this? You’re really talented. It’s beautiful.” She looked closer, used her fingers to zero in on the human half of the mythical creature. “Oh my God! Is that me?”




END


If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page! Could there be a part two? Yes!
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