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		Come on, Katie, you can do it.

		I sit in the boardroom of the CEO’s office, trying not to fidget in my chair. I keep my hands under the table so nobody can see them shaking. I’m nervous – butterflies are dancing the tango in my stomach – but I can’t show it. This is the CEO’s boardroom. Showing nerves is weakness and showing weakness is certain doom.

		Thankfully, nobody else’s eyes are on me for the moment. The other men in the boardroom – all wearing their finest, freshly dry-cleaned suits for the CEO – are all eyes front, watching Jonathan indicate to a PowerPoint slide and talk numbers. Jonathan is the CEO’s son, the second-in-command of the entire company. He talks fast, gestures with authority, and I feel his gaze sweep over me like a searchlight every time he surveys the room. Not only am I making a presentation to the most powerful people in the entire company, but I’m staying overnight in a strange city, and I have to make my speech right after Jonathan, the number two man on the company ladder. Talk about nerve-wracking.

		I glance away from the man at the front of the room again, down to the stack of notation cards in my lap. I’ve got my presentation pre-loaded on a USB, gripped tightly in my hand, the palm starting to sweat. The room is feeling hot and small, the men on each side of me sitting far too close. I consider popping a button on my shirt, but don’t want to send the wrong message. I don’t know how these men would react. I’m the only woman here and I don’t want to be remembered for opening my shirt and revealing my assets. I did enough of that in college.

		Jonathan continues to talk in his fast, used-car-salesman way. He’s an entertaining speaker – quick, eloquent, just amusing enough to avoid making a dull, dry speech without being too over-the-top. And it helps that he’s quite easy on the eye. He has a handsome, youthful face. I can’t pin his age down for certain, but I know he’s older than me by at least five years. His hair is dark and short, perfectly styled. His hands are smooth, manicured. This is a man with both the money and the will to look after himself. His body is covered by an immaculate suit – I’ve seen people get married in less fine garments – and he looks to be well built, a little taller than myself, even in my heels. He looks like a man who has lived his whole life in this sort of arena – a rich, powerful, smooth talker. And I’m supposed to go next.

		You can do this Katie. It’s just a normal presentation. This one just happens to be on the other side of the country.

		I keep repeating the line, over and over. I’ve made this same presentation several times already to various people lower down on the company ladder. The only difference here is the people listening to me. These people have the power to do things – to make the changes I’m suggesting.

		Or fire me if they want.

		I take another deep breath and close my eyes. I try to visualise the ocean. I try to hear the waves lapping against the shore. I try to imagine my skin prickling under the heat of the sun. It’s my way of calming down, a method for stopping my panic from getting out of control.

		I slowly open my eyes. I’m back in the boardroom. Nobody has noticed my little mental trip to the beach. Nobody except…

		Jonathan’s gaze is fixed on me. He keeps talking, his lips still moving in that rapid-fire way he has, still gesturing fiercely like a man who knows what he wants. But his eyes are locked on mine. I detect a gleam in those eyes, a hint of something I can’t quite put my finger on. Some kind of inner strength. A fire burning bright within him. The barest suggestion of a wild animal, kept within a tight cage. He looks at me as though assessing me, like a man in a restaurant examining his steak. His eyes fix on mine as though I am the only one in the room The butterflies in my stomach tango faster than ever now – is it because he’s the CEO’s son, or because of the way he looks at me, studying me with a fiery, yet slightly cruel way?

		But then he looks away, back to the wall behind him, gesturing at the figures and bar charts displayed there and the moment is gone. When he turns to face the room again, that steely, burning gleam in his eyes is gone. I shake my head. I must have imagined it. Why would the number two man in the company have fixed his gaze on me? I’m nobody important. I’m just here to make a cost-cutting presentation. I clench my fists under the table and force myself to breathe, slowly, in through the nose, out through the mouth.

		You can do it, Katie.

		Then suddenly there is a loud noise that interrupts my thoughts like an explosion – applause. The men in the room are applauding. Jonathan smiles to the assembly and nods his head in deference. I join in on the applause, a full second later than everyone else. Nobody appears to notice. Nobody, that is, except Jonathan. He glances towards me again, freezing me in place, that fire still burning in his eyes.

		Jonathan takes his seat at the right hand of the CEO, Mr Whitman, the most powerful man in the room. I shudder to think how much he’s worth. Mr Whitman exudes power and control, his hands clasped together, face set. He surveys the room with a careful eye.

		‘Any questions?’ he says to the room at large.

		Yeah, do I have to go next? I think to myself.

		‘Good,’ Mr Whitman says. He nods to Jonathan. ‘Good presentation.’

		‘Thank you,’ Jonathan says, a faint smile crossing his lips.

		‘Next up…’ Mr Whitman says, glancing at the agenda for today, ‘we have Katie Morgan from our New York branch.’ He glances at the room and finds me quickly. I’m the only petite blonde in a sea of dark-suited men.

		‘Welcome, Katie,’ he says. ‘Thank you very much for coming all the way over here.’

		‘Hello,’ I say, raising a hand in welcome to everyone around me. I hope they can’t tell how nervous I am.

		‘How are you finding San Francisco?’ he asks.

		‘It’s nice,’ I say. ‘Very different to New York – people actually smile at each other on the street here.’

		There is a small murmur of polite chuckles from the room.

		‘Katie,’ says Mr Whitman, ‘I understand you’ve got an idea for saving some money in the next financial quarter?’

		‘Yes, sir,’ I say.

		‘The floor is yours.’

		I stand up and walk around the other men at the board table. I can feel all their eyes on me as I carefully move around the room. I take a few deep breaths. I have been preparing for this moment for two weeks and now I’m terrified. Why is this so nerve-wracking? I’ve rehearsed this over and over. Everyone else in my company has agreed with this presentation – that’s why I’m here. All I need to do is make the same speech again.

		I take my place at the front of the room and look down at my note cards. The first one reads, Knock ‘em dead!!

		‘I have some slides,’ I say, holding up my USB drive, hoping that my sweaty palm isn’t visible to the room at large.

		‘Plug it in,’ Jonathan says. He gestures to the computer to my left in the corner of the room. His eyes fix on me, sweeping up and down. I feel as though he’s searching me for something.

		I turn my back on him and plug the USB drive into the computer. A box pops up on screen and open up the drive. There are a few quiet chuckles in the room as they read the name of my USB drive – Katie’s Awesome Stuff.

		The presentation opens up on the first slide and all eyes are fixed on the title – Cutting Costs without Cutting Morale. I take my place in the centre of the room and prepare to begin.

		‘Hi everyone,’ I say. ‘I’m Katie, and-’

		‘A little louder, please,’ Jonathan says.

		I pause, heat rising to my face.

		‘Oh, sure,’ I say. I clear my throat and try again, projecting my voice more this time. ‘Hi everyone, can you all hear me?’

		There is a sea of nodding heads bobbing back and forth.

		‘Okay, great,’ I say. My voice wavers slightly from nerves. The butterflies in my stomach are performing an enthusiastic waltz now. ‘Hi, I’m Katie, thank you for listening to me today,’ I say, slowly gaining confidence. I read the first card in my hand. Knock ‘em dead!!

		‘Earlier this year, I was asked to look into potential ways to save money in my branch in New York,’ I say. ‘After a few months of careful study and paying close attention to all our incomings and outgoings, I found some ways to save money. Potentially thousands of dollars, and potentially across the entire company.’

		My audience is rapt, polite, and paying attention. I allow myself a glance around the room before I continue. My eyes meet Jonathan’s. He is fixed on me again, in that same way as before, with fire in his eyes and a thin smile on his lips, as though he’s enjoying some private joke.

		I pause for a moment. Forget what I’m saying. I look away from Jonathan, from his fiery eyes. I turn to the wall behind me and touch the button to bring up the next slide.

		I continue my presentation, trying to keep everything flowing smoothly. I explain the slides as they come up, explaining any discrepancies, trying to make sure everyone understands where I’m coming from and the point I’m making. It’s tough and nerve-wracking, especially with the owner of the company occasionally frowning and making notes on the pad in front of him.

		But all that pales into insignificance compared to how I feel under Jonathan’s gaze. I am constantly aware of him watching me, observing me, that thin smile stretching his lips. He is so sure of himself, so confident. I can feel the heat of his gaze on me as I speak. I do my best to ignore him, but there’s something about the way he’s looking at me that keeps distracting me. He has the expression of a wolf eying a helpless lamb. I feel exposed with all these eyes on me, as though there’s nothing I can do to stop him.

		Finally I reach the last slide of the presentation.

		‘Of course,’ I say, ‘these are purely hypothetical projections based on current available figures for the previous quarter, aiming at a best case scenario. But if each of does our bit for the company, we can all save thousands of dollars a year, without losing one member of the team.’ I pause for effect. ‘Thank you very much for your time.’

		The men of the board break into polite applause. Heat rushes to my cheeks as I stand there and accept their congratulations.

		‘Does anyone have any questions?’ Mr Whitman says, looking around the room.

		‘Yes,’ says a voice.

		Jonathan.

		I look at him as his eyes burn right through me, that thin smile on his lips. He seems aware that he makes me feel uncomfortable and I get the impression that he enjoys it.

		‘You said earlier that we could save money by switching to an alternative parts supplier,’ Jonathan says, gesturing with his hands as he speaks. ‘But we have a contract with our current supplier – one that we have honoured for years. Are you suggesting that we cut loose our long-time partner just to save a few bucks?’

		I glance down at my cards, flicking back through to the relevant information.

		‘I would hardly call five hundred dollars a quarter a few bucks,’ I say. ‘In fact, my branch is one of the main users of the parts we order from this company, and I have to say, I believe that we can get higher quality for a better price elsewhere.’

		‘So you would choose to nullify a long-existing agreement over cutting overhead?’ he says. He speaks fast, but his tone is calm.

		‘Personally,’ I say, ‘I would never choose to cut overhead. A substandard employee can always be made an exceptional one. But a low-quality part will always be low-quality.’

		I glance at Mr Whitman. He nods slowly, appreciatively.

		‘I realise that we might have longstanding agreements,’ I say, ‘but surely if those agreements aren’t good enough, we should have the right to find alternatives?’

		‘We can’t,’ Jonathan says.

		‘Why not?’ I say.

		The atmosphere suddenly tenses up. I have just spoken back to the boss’s son – in his own boardroom.

		‘Why not?’ he says, repeating the words, apparently confused by my questioning him. ‘We can’t because we have a longstanding agreement with our partners! It’s a bond of loyalty and trust, that’s why not!’

		‘Well, I think our partners are screwing us,’ I say.

		Jonathan flinches like he’s been shot.

		‘Excuse me?’ he says. He clenches his fists on the table, glaring at me.

		‘That’s quite enough,’ Mr Whitman says, defusing the situation. ‘Katie, you’ve made a lot of excellent points. Rest assured, we will definitely be looking into you proposals. I think that’s quite enough for one day. If there are no more questions…?’

		I look around at the rest of the board. Nobody moves.

		‘Then I’m calling it a day,’ Mr Whitman says. ‘Thank you very much for coming all the way here, Katie. And thank you for an excellent presentation.’

		He claps again, prompting a second wave of polite applause from the assembly. I glance at Jonathan. He isn’t clapping. He glares at me with those fiery eyes, as though he’s planning how to make me pay for this at some later time.

		

		****

		

		San Francisco is very different to New York. For starters, New York is flatly laid out on a strict grid system, while San Francisco is frequently punctuated with long, winding roads, with hills and valleys making frequent occurrences. There are plenty of other major differences too, including the vast number of vegan restaurants, the spectacular views of the bay, and the trams that screech and rumble along the main streets with surprising regularity. The thing that took me most by surprise is the air. New York air smells, tastes, and feels old and used, like you’ve already breathed it in. The air in San Francisco has a different quality to it, a freshness that tastes different. I can imagine laying in the sun in this city. I would never dream of doing that back home.

		I walk out of the company offices and take a long, deep breath of the air. I can see why the bay area attracts all the major technology companies – the views, the fresh air, and the sunshine all make me feel so much more energised and alert than New York, even though I’ve just finished a long day of meetings and presentations. People bustle about their business on the sidewalk as I try to remember which direction my hotel is. Unlike New York, nobody swears at me for daring to pause on the street. People simply walk around me and carry on with their lives.

		I step off the path, pausing on a narrow strip of green grass between two buildings. There is a small bench on the grass and the afternoon sun shines down directly on this small space. You’d never find anything like this in New York – a little space to sit down and take a load off in the middle of the city. I sit on the park bench and turn my face towards the sun.

		My presentation probably couldn’t have gone any worse. I rub my hands over my face, trying to block it out of my mind, but I can’t. I pissed off the CEO’s son, the second most powerful man in the entire company. I can still remember how the atmosphere in the room changed suddenly, from professional and business-like to tense and hostile. I can picture the way the other board members shifted uncomfortably in their seats, like they were trying to edge away from me. Of all, I can still picture the look on Jonathan’s face when his father shut him down. The hostility in his eyes. The glare he shot towards me.

		I take my phone out of my bag and turn it on. I have a new email from Aiden, my boss back New York and a couple of text messages from David. My heart sinks when I see his name on my screen. I ignore David for the moment and open the message from Aiden.

		Katie! Good luck in San Fran! Please call me when you get out!

		I dial Aiden’s office number and put the phone to my ear. Five thirty in San Francisco. Must be, what, eight thirty, nine on the east coast now? The phone rings twice, then my boss picks up.

		‘You’re working late,’ I say.

		‘Responsibilities of management,’ he says, and I can hear his smile. ‘So tell me hotshot, how’d it go?’

		I pause for a second before I answer.

		‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It went well. I definitely got my point across. And I think Mr Whitman listened to my points. I saw him making notes while I was talking…’ My voice trails off.

		‘But…?’ Aiden says.

		‘But what?’

		‘You paused. Before you responded. You paused. Is that a good pause or a bad pause?’

		‘I’m… not sure,’ I say.

		I hear Aiden sit up straight in his chair. I can picture him in the office, tie askew after a long working day, face tired, empty takeaway box waiting to be thrown in the bin. His voice is full of concern.

		‘Katie?’ he says. ‘What happened? Did you forget your lines?’

		‘Worse,’ I say, leaning down with my head between my knees.

		‘You forgot the slides?’

		‘Worse.’

		‘Jesus,’ he says, ‘did you turn up drunk and take a shit on Whitman’s desk?’

		‘I should have,’ I say. ‘It would be less embarrassing.’

		‘What the hell did you do?’

		I sigh and rub my face. I sit up and look around. People continue on about their lives, walking past this little green patch in the sun. Nobody is paying attention to the woman who potentially just firebombed her career in front of the entire board. It seems almost cruel to have the sun shining on me right now. I miss the grey cloudy skies of my home city.

		‘I think I pissed off Whitman Junior,’ I say.

		Aiden makes a long whistling sigh through his teeth, like a man in severe pain.

		‘Christ,’ he says, ‘how the hell did you manage that?’

		‘It wasn’t like I meant to do it!’ I say, a little louder than I intended. A couple of people glance over at me at they walk past. ‘I just… I don’t know, he tried to put on the spot and dismiss some of my claims. So I stood up to him.’

		Aiden makes that long, low whistle again.

		‘What did Whitman say?’ he asks.

		‘He interrupted before Junior could get worked up,’ I say.

		‘Oh my God,’ Aiden says.

		‘I didn’t mean to get so… I don’t know,’ I say. ‘I just didn’t want him to dismiss me like that.’

		‘You need to be careful,’ he says.

		‘I know,’ I say. ‘I’m going back to my hotel to hide under the bed.’

		‘That’s not what I mean,’ Aiden says. ‘I heard a story once about a guy who upset Jonathan Whitman. Wasn’t even a high-up employee, either, it was just some tea boy who put the wrong milk in his coffee. I heard Whitman Junior made him the head of our Alaska division.’

		‘We don’t have an Alaska division,’ I say.

		‘Exactly,’ Aiden says. ‘Look… just be careful. From what I hear, Jonathan Whitman is not the type to let things go. He likes to punish people.’

		I groan out loud. Some more people glance over at me, the crazy lady making weird noises on the little bench.

		‘Come back here as soon as you can,’ Aiden says. ‘I can look after you here.’

		‘My flight’s not until tomorrow,’ I say. ‘I’m going back to my hotel now. Hopefully I won’t accidentally piss off anyone else on the way there.’

		‘Alright hotshot,’ Aiden says. ‘See you when you get back.’

		I hang up and sit on the bench, head in my hands.

		‘Oh fuck,’ I sigh, letting out the second word as a long, low cry of pain. I screw my eyes shut, trying to block out the world. It doesn’t work. The world is still there.

		And so are some familiar faces. Three members of the board filter past in the throng of pedestrians. One of them notices me sitting on the bench. He smirks as he turns his face away and my heart sinks. They must have talked about me after I left. Maybe Jonathan Whitman made plans to send me to Alaska. Or Siberia. Or the middle of the Atlantic.

		I glance down at my phone. There are still two messages from David waiting to be read. I don’t have the heart to read them now. I already know what they’re going to say.

		‘I need a drink,’ I say to nobody in particular.

		As the sun starts to set behind the office buildings to the west, I get up from the bench and rejoin the bustle of people as they walk along the roads, heading wherever they’re going. I wander around for a while, not heading in any particular direction. I watch people going about their lives. The men talking excitedly on the phone. The women sitting in the coffee shops. The couples walking hand-in-hand, gazing at each other with loving eyes. As the sun sets and the sky over head cycles through a variety of golds and oranges, I slowly make my way through the streets, breathing the air, letting it fill my lung and refresh me. Before the meeting, I had all these plans to spend my night exploring the city. I was going to take the tram, visit the golden gate bridge, take a selfie overlooking the bay, do anything and everything I could do in one night, sleep be damned! Now I am slinking back to my room, tail between my legs, where I will drink until I forget what planet I’m on. Katie Morgan, the woman who destroyed her own career, drinking alone. Story of my life.

		Eventually my feet return me to my hotel, the Four Seasons on Market Street. I’m so glad this trip is on the company – no way I’d ever pay this much for a bed for one night. It’s a beautiful hotel, with beds are bigger than my entire living room back home. The views are stunning, especially if you ride the elevator up to the top floors. I walk through the lobby, gazing lovingly at the beautiful oak panelling on the walls, listening to the carpet muffle the click and clack of my heels as I cross the floor. The receptionist glances up at me from behind her desk, a big smile on her face. I nod in reply, unable to even pretend to be happy. I jab the elevator call button with my finger, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. My phone burns a hole in my pocket, messages from David needing to be read.

		I’ll read them in my room, I think. I don’t want people to see me when I read them.

		The elevator doors open silently. A few people spill out; a young couple, smiling happily at each other, and an older man in a suit. None of them look at me as they pass. I enter the lift alone and press the button for my floor. As the elevator rises, I check myself out in the mirror. I look smart, professional, business-like. That needs to change. I’ll get to my room, read what David has to say and then take a long shower. Maybe I’ll dress up tonight, see how much I can drink in the hotel bar before the company refuses to pick up the tab. A condemned woman has the right to a last meal, right?

		The elevator doors slide open on my floor. I step out into the silent corridor. Everything smells fresh and clean, totally different to my apartment back home. The carpet is a few years old, but still soft. My heels sink into it, as though I’m walking on a cloud.

		I reach my room for the night and swipe my keycard. The door lock whirrs and opens. I push the door open, click the light on, and sit down on the bed as the door clicks shut behind me. The room has been cleaned, even though I’ve only spent a single night here so far. My suitcase is still where I left it. My night shirt and pyjama shorts are still folded up on the chair where I left them. I didn’t bother unpacking my clothes, I was only going to be here for two short nights.

		Finally, I can’t put it off any longer. I have to face reality. I take out my phone and scroll through the messages, the two most recent ones David sent to me.

		The first reads, It’s done.

		The second reads, Left the key with the landlord.

		And just like that, a major part of my world changes. When I get back to New York, there will be nobody waiting for me. Nobody to hold me in bed while I talk about how badly I fucked up today. Nobody to hold me.

		David had lived with me for the last six months. I thought things were going well. Then we just… stopped working. We didn’t spark anymore, we didn’t click. We shared a bed, but felt so distant from each other. And now he’s moved out. I didn’t think it would hurt this bad.

		Tears roll down my cheeks and I lay back on the bed, sinking into the expansive mattress like a hot coal in the snow. My boyfriend has left me and I pissed off the CEO’s son. Not bad for a Thursday.

		I stare up at the ceiling for the longest time, watching the shadows move as the sun slowly sinks, swallowed by the curve of the earth. The world keeps turning. No matter how bad things are, the world keeps turning. Nobody else cares about your problems.

		After maybe a half hour of wallowing in self-pity, I decide that enough is enough. I’m going to get dressed up and try to drink the hotel bar dry. I climb off the bed and start taking off my clothes. I don’t bother folding them up – it’s not like I expect to ever need to wear them again. After today, I’ll be flipping burgers the rest of my life. I toss my underwear in a pile and step into the shower. The water crashes down over me, warm and soothing. I gasp in delight as the warm water cascades across my skin, hitting all the right spots, cleansing me, making me feel new again.

		Twenty minutes later, I’m drying my hair with the room hairdryer, trying to decide what to wear tonight. I bought a couple of different outfits with me for tonight, depending on how the day went. First up, a slinky party girl cocktail dress. I was planning to wear this just in case the board asked me out for drinks to celebrate my presentation. The idea seems even more ludicrous now than it did when I was packing. My second option: my lucky dress, a rather tight number with a short skirt and a slit up the thigh, with a low cut on the neck to show quite lot of cleavage. I brought it in the vain hope that I could catch someone’s eye while staying in this strange new city. No idea whose eye I was supposed to be catching, but men tend to glance at a woman when her prized assets are on display.

		My hair dry, I start work on my makeup, applying each layer with a skilled and practiced hand. It feels good to be able to make myself look nice again. David and I rarely went anywhere together, so I had no need to dress up and look good. Finally, I apply a deep red lipstick and examine myself in the mirror. I hardly recognise myself.

		Now I just need to choose the dress for tonight. Do I opt for sultry and classy? Or should I go with revealing and slightly slutty?

		When I put it like that, there’s no contest. I slip into a pair of lacy panties and carefully pull my lucky dress down over my head, trying not to smudge my face as I do so.

		I take a deep breath and check myself out in the mirror.

		Who is that gorgeous woman looking at me? I think to myself.

		I adjust the dress here and there, making sure it fits right and shows off the right parts. Hips – check. Ass – double check. I adjust my breasts, making sure the swell of my cleavage is plenty visible. No need for a bra in this dress, and the girls look fantastic, if I do say so myself. Besides, no matter how drunk I get, there’s no chance in hell I’m going to make more of a fool of myself than I already have.

		Taking one final look at myself in the mirror, I pick up my bag and head out of the room. I feel totally different now. Sure, everything’s gone to hell today, but now I have something to look forward to – namely the bottle of several bottles.

		I step into the elevator next to an older couple, who look like they’re dressed for a night on the town, all black ties and pearls. I smile to myself as I catch the man’s eyes trailing over my body in the mirror. His wife notices too and nudges him with her elbow.

		The elevator doors part again and I walk out into the lobby and turn off to walk through to the Four Seasons hotel bar. I smile to myself thinking about that older man’s eyes on me, the appreciative expression on his face. It feels good to be so admired. Sometimes a girl needs to feel appreciated.

		The Four Seasons restaurant is a beautiful, elegant space with soft lighting and deep mahogany browns. The oak panelling from the lobby walls continues here, with booths surrounded by large leather couches, and wooden bar stools that stand sentry by a large bar area. On one wall are large bay windows that look out on the surrounding buildings. This is a room you can get lost in. Once again, I’m glad the company is picking up the tab.

		The restaurant is half-empty now. It seems that most people choose to dine out in the city. The few people eating here appear to be businessmen, enjoying a late dinner, probably going over the fine points of various contracts, or comparing paychecks, or whatever it is that businessmen do over a late dinner.

		I take a seat on a stool at the bar and place my bag on the wooden surface. Like everything else, the top of the bar is immaculately clean. I can almost see my face in the wood.

		The bartender saunters over and asks what I would like to drink. He keeps his eyes on mine, not glancing down my top, even though my breasts are perfectly poised if he wanted to look.

		‘What kind of cocktail would you recommend?’ I ask.

		The bartender grabs a cocktail menu from below the bar and holds it out to me. The pages are filled with pictures of freshly made drinks in cold glasses glistening with condensation, so good you can almost taste them. Beneath each image is a brief description of the drink in the most elaborate terms possible. Why does it take so many words to say, tastes good, gets you drunk? That’s all anyone really cares about when it comes to alcohol.

		‘Tell you what, sugar,’ I say, looking from the menu to the bartender’s kindly brown eyes, ‘I’ll start from the top left and make my way to the bottom right, how does that sound?’

		He grins at me and tucks the menu away and begins making my first drink. I watch as he mixes ice and mint and various bottles of liquor together until he places a glass filled with bright green liquid in front of me. It looked even better than the picture.

		‘To your health,’ I say, raising the glass. I take a large mouthful through the straw. It tastes exquisite and warms my whole body on the way down.

		‘My pleasure,’ says the bartender.

		‘Keep me topped up,’ I say, stroking the cool glass with a finger. ‘Put it all on my room. Company’s paying.’

		‘Yes ma’am,’ he says, grinning.

		I sip my drink and watch the world go by. The restaurant slowly empties out. Plates are taken away, tables cleaned, floors wiped. A well-oiled machine operates smoothly before my eyes. People become less interested in eating as the night wears on. A few people glance in my direction. A few guys look me up and down, knowing smiles on their faces. A few women observe me, some with admiring expressions, others more judgemental. I don’t care. I really don’t.

		My first cocktail goes down easily. The second is fruitier, much sweeter, and takes longer. I’m halfway through my third – a smooth, velvety drink that makes me tingle inside – when I become aware of a presence nearby. You know that feeling, when somebody’s watching you? The hairs stand up on the back of your neck, you can feel their gaze on your head. I have that feeling right now, and it’s not just the odd guy checking me out.

		I casually turn left and right on my stool, scoping out the room, trying to find the source of my discomfort. I see a few small groups of people on one side of the room. Couples, groups, tour parties. All laughing and talking and drinking. Nobody paying any attention to the half-drunk girl at the bar with her breasts threatening to spill out of her top.

		I turn to see the other half of the room. More small groups. Still nobody watching me. I turn back to the bar, but then I see him. Not just him, but him.

		Jonathan Whitman.

		Sitting by himself at the other end of the restaurant, a single tumbler of – scotch? Whiskey? – sitting on the table in front of him, untouched. His eyes are fixed on mine, his face set in that same expression as before – a cold, cruel anger, eyes blazing, lips twisted in a thin smile.

		My heart nearly stops in my chest. I turn back to the bar, my fingers shaking as I clutch the cool glass in front of me.

		It can’t be him! It can’t be!

		But I was certain it had been him. I’ve never seen that expression on anyone else’s face before today. I take a long pull on my straw, feeling the delicious warmth of the liquor spreading through my body. It gives me the courage to look again.

		Jonathan Whitman still watches me from the back of the room, still with that expression, that calm, cold, fiery face.

		I turn back to the bar, cursing myself. I’m so distracted that I don’t notice the bartender take my empty glass away and put a new cocktail in front of me. I take another long drink, flinching in surprise when the liquid hits my tongue. This fourth cocktail tastes fruity, but sour. I wince as it slips down my throat, contrasting the velvet warmth of the previous drink.

		The bartender moves away from me, to a young couple at the far end of the bar, leaving me alone. I glance around, hoping to find somebody nearby so I can try to act as though I’m with them. But there’s nobody else close to me. Everyone else is sitting at the tables, or at the other end of the bar. I was sitting by myself but now, for the first time since I sat down, I actually feel completely alone and isolated. It’s as though I am naked under a searchlight’s beam.

		Even without glancing over my shoulder, I know he’s there. I can feel his gaze on the back of my head, searing right through my body. Aiden’s words from earlier echo in my mind.

		Jonathan Whitman is not the type to let things go. He likes to punish people.

		What kind of punishment does he have in mind for me? My body squirms with the thought. Is he here to fire me personally? Going to give me my transfer papers for the Alaska branch? Maybe he’s just letting me know that I won’t get away with making him look bad in front of the board.

		My fingers shake as I clutch my cocktail glass. I take another long drink. The liquor is starting to affect me now. I feel like I’m underwater, my head floating separately from the rest of my body. Why is he here? How did he find me?

		‘Not enjoying that one so much, huh?’

		The bartender’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts.

		‘Huh?’ I say.

		‘The drink,’ he says, indicating my glass. ‘You’ve been nursing that one longer than you had all the others combined.’

		‘Oh,’ I say. I take a sip. It doesn’t taste as good now. ‘It’s fine, just… uh, you see that guy?’

		‘What guy?’ he asks.

		‘That guy.’ I try to nod my head in Jonathan’s direction without making it too obvious. ‘Sitting at the back. By himself. Looking this way.’

		‘Yeah,’ the bartender says. ‘I see him. What about him?’

		‘He’s bothering me,’ I say. I lean across the bar and take the bartender’s hands in mine, knowing that my breasts are probably on full display right about now. ‘Would you mind, sugar, asking him to leave for me? I’d be very grateful to you.’

		Now, for the first time, I see a crack in the bartender’s smooth, professional exterior. His eyes glance down at the swell of my breast for a second. Then he looks over towards Jonathan. He lets go of my hands and steps back a fraction, out of my reach.

		‘That might be difficult, ma’am,’ he says.

		‘Why is that?’ I say, feeling my heart sink.

		‘That’s Mister Whitman,’ he says. ‘He owns the hotel.’

		His words hit me like a cold wave, leaving me shivering and sober.

		‘He… owns the hotel,’ I say, slowly.

		‘Yes, ma’am, he does,’ says the bartender. ‘I’ve never met the man, but I understand that he’s a very fortunate individual. The sort of man who can afford to do whatever he wants.’

		I sigh and sit back on my stool. I sip at the cocktail, but I can’t taste anything now. I am numb, inside and out. I feel like a fish, suddenly aware that it’s trapped in a net, unable to get free. I can’t afford to stay anywhere else tonight. I can’t get another flight home. I am staying under Jonathan’s roof tonight.

		Time passes. All around me, people enter the restaurant, have their drinks, leave. Tables are cleaned, spilled on, cleaned again. People come and go. Waiting staff bustle back and forth. I feel like I’m watching the entire room on time lapse. The ice in my cocktail melts, the drink forgotten. Time passes until the bartender is wiping down the surface of the bar, glancing towards me every few seconds as if checking I’m okay. The restaurant is almost closed. There are more wait staff than customers now.

		Then I feel a presence at my side. Somebody standing next to me. I stiffen, knowing exactly who it is without turning my head. It’s him. I keep my hand on the bar, terrified to move. This must be how gazelles feel when the lion is upon them.

		Jonathan Whitman leans closer to the bar. He places a finger on my napkin, just an inch from my little finger, and drags it slowly across the surface of the bar, towards him. Then, with infinite care and precision, he takes a pen from his suit jacket and writes something on the napkin.

		Then he turns and walks away. I hear his footsteps disappear behind me, fading away as he leaves. After a long moment of trying to control my breathing, I look down at the napkin, wondering what message he left for me. I’m expecting it to read, You’re fired, or something like that. But this surprises me.

		On the napkin, in neat, elegant script, are four numbers. 3902.

		I stare at the napkin for a long time, trying to understand what it means.

		Then it dawns on me. Thirty-ninth floor. Room two.

		His room. Jonathan Whitman’s room in the hotel. Almost at the top of the building. And he wants me to go to him.

		I am frozen in panic. What could he possibly want with me? Is he going to lock me in his room and scream at me? Is this how he plans to punish me?

		Or…, says that little voice in the back of my head, maybe he wants you for something else…

		What else could he want with me?

		What do men and women do in hotel rooms?

		My heart skips a beat in my chest. No. No way. No chance in hell. There is no reason for me to think he wants that.

		The numbers burn into the napkin, black digits on white paper. They seem to grow larger as I stare at them. What do I do here? The way I see it, I have three options. Option one: I go to my room, pull the duvet over my head, and pray it all goes away. Option two: I gather my things, head to the airport and try to sleep there tonight. Option three: I go to his room.

		Of the three, option two is the least appealing. I slept in an airport once before, a few years ago. I don’t want to repeat that experience ever again. That leaves me with options one and three. I should go to my room. I should pull the duvet over my head. But if I do that, I’ll never know what he wanted from me. And I’m not the type to run and hide from anything or anyone.

		So that leaves only one choice. I go up to his floor and find out what he wants from me. He might shout at me. He might fire me. But if I don’t go, I’ll never know why he wrote that number down on the napkin.

		I drain the last of my cocktail – it tastes more like water now – and leave a decent tip on the bar. The bartender has treated me well tonight. I get to my unsteady feet, probably looking like a baby deer trying to walk for the first time. Strong cocktails and high heels will do that to a girl.

		I gather my things and slowly walk across the floor of the restaurant, back towards the elevators. I am the last patron to leave the restaurant tonight. The waiting staff smile and nod politely to me as I leave, tiredness written on their faces.

		The lobby is silent and empty, save for a man sitting in a chair, surrounded by baggage, talking quietly into his cellphone. I press the call button for the first elevator and wait for a moment until the doors silently slide open for me. I step inside the little elevator, feeling like a mouse walking into a lion’s open mouth. The doors shut slowly behind me. My finger hovers over the floor buttons and for a brief second, I think about pressing the button for my floor I could still do it. I could still go into my own bed and lay down and forget about the rest of the world until my flight tomorrow.

		But I don’t. I press the button for the thirty-ninth floor and feel the elevator lift and raise up, sending me up through the building, to where Jonathan Whitman waits for me. I examine myself in the mirror. Aside from the drunken gleam in my eyes, I still look good. I adjust the top of my dress. The girls are straining to be free. I should at least attempt to look semi-professional, even if I am halfway drunk.

		The doors silently open and I step out onto the thirty-ninth floor, the lair of the beast himself. The corridor looks similar to the one on my floor, but feels more expensive, more exclusive. The carpet is newer, and there is a fresh vase of flowers on a nearby stand.

		Opposite the elevator is a door marked with a number five. Next to that is a sign reading, Floor 39: Presidential Suites. To my right are room numbers above five. To my left are room numbers below five. I turn to my left and begin walking down the corridor. The rooms here are much larger than on my floor – there are much larger gaps between doors. It takes me a good few seconds to reach room four. Then I pass room three.

		Then I reach room two.

		Jonathan Whitman’s suite.

		I pause before the door. Collect myself. Take a few deep breaths. Make sure I’m ready. I’m ready. I’ll never be ready.

		I knock on the door. It’s already open, a gap visible between the door and the frame.

		I carefully, slowly, push the door open. A sudden mad thought grips me – what if I misinterpreted the number on the napkin? What if I’m drunkenly barging into someone’s hotel room while they’re in bed?

		But the door swings open all the way and I see him. Jonathan Whitman. He sits on a large chair facing the door on the far side of the room, still holding a tumbler of what looks to be whiskey. The presidential suite is enormous. There’s a bedroom, a bathroom, and a living room – probably more too, but that’s all I can see from here.

		‘Enter,’ he says, voice full of authority. He speaks softly but clearly. He speaks as if his every word has always resonated with its audience. He speaks with the same commanding presence as his figure.

		I do as he commands and step into the room.

		‘Close the door,’ he says.

		I turn and push the door firmly closed.

		‘Lock it,’ he says.

		My shaking fingers find the key and turn it. The lock clicks softly into place. I am now trapped in here with him.

		‘Come here,’ he says.

		Again, I obey, as though compelled by some invisible force. I try to resist, but I can’t. There’s something about him, some primal, dominant force that I can’t possibly and up against. He is firmly in control here, and he hasn’t even done anything… yet.

		I walk across the expansive room to where he waits, a king on his throne.

		‘Sit,’ he says.

		Yet again, I do as he tells me. I sit on a chair opposite him, practically sinking into the soft cushions. I wait in silence for a long moment. Then he lifts the tumbler to his lips, drains the liquid inside, and places the empty glass on a table to one side.

		‘You impressed the board today,’ he says.

		I try to speak but my throat is dry.

		‘You impressed my father today,’ he says. ‘Not many people can claim to do that. But you can.’

		‘Th-thank you,’ I say.

		He holds up a hand to silence me. I clamp my lips shut.

		‘But this leaves us with a problem,’ he says. ‘I control the board. I control the company. Therefore I control you. But you spoke out of turn today. I can’t have that.’

		I bite my lip. This is it. He’s going to fire me.

		‘Therefore,’ he says, ‘I need to punish you in some way.’

		My eyes widen in fear. What the hell does he plan to do to me?

		‘I had a lot of ideas tonight,’ he says, ‘for how to do that. How to punish you. At first I thought I would have you downsized. Or demoted. Or transfer you to some backwoods hellhole in the middle of nowhere. But imagine my surprise when I saw what you’re wearing tonight.’

		I glance down at myself. My breasts heave, barely constrained. My hands shake, the fingers laced together in my lap. I cross my bare legs.

		‘That’s a lovely dress,’ he says. ‘Take it off.’

		I stare at him for a moment, not sure if I heard him right.

		‘Take… it… off?’ I say, repeating him, speaking slowly, as though he spoke in a foreign language.

		‘The dress.’

		‘My dress.’

		‘Do you have trouble hearing?’ he says, eyes blazing in spite of his calm demeanour. ‘Your dress. Your lovely dress that squeezes your ass and shows off those perfect breasts of yours. I want you to take it off.’

		I look all around the room, expecting a hidden camera crew to burst of a side room in fits of laughter. But they don’t. Everything is quiet. The lights of San Francisco gleam and sparkle thirty-nine stories below us, unblinking, unbroken. It’s just the two of us in this room. My hands smooth the lap of my dress, unconsciously. My heart races in my chest.

		This can’t be real. This must be a joke.

		But his eyes fix on me, freezing me to the spot. Heat rises to my cheeks. There’s something about the way he looks at me – about the way he’s been looking at me all day. That burning anger, that intense desire. This man is dangerous. Exactly how dangerous – I’m willing to find out.

		‘Why are you still sitting there?’ he says. ‘I have given you an instruction.’

		‘I don’t…’ I say, my voice trailing off. Alcohol, tension, stress, emotional turmoil, and desire, all mix together inside me, forming a heady cocktail that makes me feel as though I am floating far above the world, looking down on myself in this hotel suite.

		‘You don’t what?’ he says. ‘You don’t take instruction? You don’t want to take your dress off?’

		‘Yes.’

		‘Katie Morgan,’ he says, fire in his eyes. ‘Employee for seven years. Recently split from a log-term boyfriend. Hardworking, diligent, worked her way up the ladder. Currently advisor to the manager for the New York office. Never uses the internet for personal reasons while at work. Never late back from lunch. Always clocks in on time. Frequently stays late if needed.’

		‘You’ve looked me up,’ I say, trying to keep my voice level.

		‘I know everything about you,’ he says.

		‘Everything?’ I say.

		‘Everything.’ He sits back in the chair, looking like a ruler surveying a kingdom. ‘Stand up.’

		I hesitate for a second. His eyes flash with anger. Then I feel myself getting to my feet, once again propelled by an invisible force. My body isn’t listening to me. My body is responding to him.

		‘Good,’ he says, eyes sweeping over me. ‘Now hold out your right hand.’

		I do as he tells me.

		‘Bring your right hand to your left shoulder strap.’

		I obey him.

		‘Slide your fingers under the strap.’

		My fingers touch my shoulder. The skin is hot and smooth.

		‘Remove the strap from your shoulder.’

		I do as I am told. The strap falls away, exposing my skin to him. My heart is pounding.

		‘Good,’ he says. ‘Now put your left hand under right shoulder strap and do the same.’

		I raise my left hand, slide it under the strap, push it off my skin. My shoulders are exposed to him. I am acutely aware that I am not wearing a bra under this dress, an outfit that is now clinging to me with very little holding it in place.

		‘Turn around,’ he says.

		I turn to face the wall behind me, hands at my sides, heart racing. He stands up, walks up behind me, every footstep echoing around the room. He pauses behind me. I can feel his presence, his heat, as he stands behind me, not moving, not saying anything.

		Then I feel his fingers on the zipper. He slowly, carefully, patiently unzips my dress at the back. I feel electrical tingles cross-crossing my body like lightening in a thunderstorm.

		The zipper reaches the bottom. He lets go and returns to his seat.

		‘Turn back,’ he says.

		I turn to him, looking down at the floor, face burning. The dress is only being held up by my curves now.

		‘Look at me,’ he says.

		I look him in the eyes, those deep, dark eyes, filled with passion and fire.

		‘Now take the dress off.’

		I swallow. My fingers shake. My throat is dry. I want to run from the room, ride the elevator down a dozen stories and hide under my bed. But I know he would find me. I know whatever he has in store for me would be a hundred times worse if I tried to escape him.

		I reach up and take hold of the dress. My heart is pounding louder than I’ve ever known it.

		This is crazy! He can’t do this!

		But he can do this. He is doing this.

		I pull the top of my dress, watching his reaction as it falls away and I expose my body to him. His expression doesn’t change, but I see his hand grip the chair tighter and his lips part to let out a long, soundless sigh. The dress peels away from my body, from my breasts, revealing my hard, excited nipples and flat stomach.

		‘Good,’ he says, softly.

		The dress falls to the floor, exposing my legs and panties. I glance towards the large windows, expecting to see crowds of people staring at me in my underwear. But nobody is there. We’re thirty nine floors up. All I can see are the lights of the city, far below. Nobody can see me, but the knowledge that I can see everyone else is exciting. I’ve done anything so risky before. I’ve been a wild girl, but this is all new territory for me.

		‘Panties,’ he says.

		My heart thumps harder than a cage fighter’s punch.

		‘What?’ I say, knowing – and dreading – the answer.

		‘Take them off.’

		Why do I find this so exciting?

		‘No,’ I say.

		‘No?’ he says, eyes flashing again.

		‘I won’t do it.’

		‘Yes you will. You’ll do whatever I tell you. You’ll do it because if you don’t, I will destroy you. I’ll fire you. I’ll take you to court. I’ll buy your apartment building and knock it down. You are mine. You belong to me.’

		I screw my eyes shut and slip my thumbs in the waistband of my panties. Why am I even doing this? Why does he have this control over me? Why aren’t I running for the door?

		‘Take them off,’ he says. ‘I won’t ask again.’

		I hesitate. He gets to his feet again and storms across to me. I try to move, but my dress is around my ankles and I’ll trip. He grabs my panties in his hands and pulls – hard. The elastic tears clean off, snapping against my ass. I flinch, completely naked before him, with all of San Francisco looking on. He holds my destroyed panties in one hand, a lacy trophy.

		‘Open your mouth,’ he says.

		I do as he says. He puts my panties in my mouth, gagging me.

		‘Can’t have you making too much noise and upsetting the neighbours,’ he says. I stare at him with fear in my eyes and hunger in my body. How does he bring out this in me? This is wrong, this is bad… and yet…

		‘Would you like me to tell you how I plan to punish you, Katie?’ he says.

		I nod.

		‘I am going to possess your body,’ he says, looking directly at me. He talks calmly and slowly, completely the opposite of the excitable salesman he was at the presentation earlier today. ‘I am going to make you beg. I am going to make you scream, right here, where the whole damn city can see you.’

		My eyes flick towards the giant bay windows. I want to refuse, but my panties gag me. I want to step backwards, but I’ll trip. I raise my hands to defend myself, but he grabs my wrists. He’s surprisingly strong.

		‘I am going to do things you’ve only dreamed about,’ he says.

		He pulls me toward the bay window. I almost stumble as I step out of my dress, but he holds me upright. I try to fight him off, to push him away, but his grip is firm on me.

		He spins me around to face the window. The cold glass touches my body, the surface freezing against my warm breasts. He lets go of my hands. I press my palms against the glass, trying to steady myself. I am thirty nine stories up, pressing against a wide bay window over looking the city at night, wearing only a pair of high heeled shoes.

		Jonathan Whitman grabs me roughly from behind. One arm snakes around my body, his hand grabbing my throat firmly. The other heads south, coming to a rest at my sex. I realise for the first time how aroused I am by this experience. Not just the way he’s taking control of me – the way he summoned me to his room, made me strip for him, and the way he has me doing this in front of the whole city. My sex is burning with heat and desire. I can feel how wet I am as his fingers gently explore my folds.

		‘That’s it,’ he says. ‘Just like that. Hands on the glass. Let them all see you for what you are.’

		‘What am I?’ I ask, my words muffled by the panties gagging me. I fight the urge to moan at the feel of him.

		‘You. Are. Mine.’

		He spreads me now with his fingers, opening my sex for the whole of San Francisco to see. There were lights flickering on in all the surrounding buildings, but I can’t see anyone looking up at us. That doesn’t mean there weren’t people watching us, however. There could been hundreds of people looking this way at that very moment, watching me give myself to him, watching as he carefully teases my body, manipulating my sex, making me want him.

		‘Tell me,’ he says, his hot breath on my neck, ‘have you ever been punished before?’

		I think back through my life and all my previous lovers. I’ve used handcuffs. I’ve experienced blindfolds. I’ve enjoyed being spanked. But I can’t say those things were ever done in punishment.

		I shake my head, biting down on the panties in my mouth to stop a moan escaping as his fingers gently swirl and tease my lips. Part of me wants to turn around and hit him. The other part of me wants to let him carry on. I don’t want this… but I don’t want to stop it, either. The way he touches me… the passion in his eyes… the feel of him against me… it doesn’t feel wrong.

		‘Good,’ he says, the word almost a whisper in my ear. ‘Good. I’ve been looking forward to this since I sat in the bar and saw you in that dress. A girl like you deserves to be punished.’

		I look at him in the reflection, my body gently rocking with his hand as he explores me. He keeps one hand on my throat, not squeezing or hurting me, but letting me know who is in charge. It feels possessive and dominant and I like it.

		His eyes meet mine in the reflection. A cruel smile stretches his lips.

		‘Would you like to know what I am going to do to you?’

		Say no. Say no. Say no.

		I nod and stifle another moan, biting hard into my own panties. I have to fight to keep my hands on the glass. I want to lean back into him, to run my fingers through his hair, to squeeze his bulging manhood, but I can’t. He is in total control of my body – and my mind.

		‘I am going to make you scream,’ he says. ‘I want you to know that first and foremost. You are going to scream. I am going to make you scream. You will come for me and you will come harder than you have ever come before. I will make you beg me to let you come. Do you understand?’

		I nod again. He gently slips two fingers inside me. I moan into the panties.

		‘Your body is mine,’ he says, ‘for however long I want it. Nothing is off-limits. If you tell me you don’t want me to do something, believe me, I will do it. If you beg me not to fuck your ass… the only part of you I will fuck is your ass. You. Are. Mine.’

		I moan again, the sound muffled by the gag in my mouth. His fingers tease me with expert precision, carefully touching me, probing my hungry slit. My heart pounds in my chest. My body yearns for more. I want to hate him. I want him to bend me over and fuck me.

		His hand gently squeezes my throat, adding to the intensity of the moment. I have never been possessed like this before, never been owned and controlled and dominated like this. A part of me can’t believe I’m letting him do this to me.

		I should go. I should go I should go.

		I moan again. He pressed into me from behind. I can feel his hard length against my ass, growing stronger and harder with each passing second. Again, I fight the urge to take my hand off the glass and caress him.

		His fingers dance across my sex. I gasp and moan with each careful movement, feeling him probe, tease, touch, swirl and caress my intimate areas with incredible skill. It’s like he knows exactly what I want. Not even my longest boyfriend knew how to do this to me.

		‘I am enjoying this,’ he says, and kisses my neck. His lips are hot enough to leave burn marks on my skin and I moan his name into the panties. He keeps kissing me as his fingers slowly build up the speed of their movements, gently bringing me closer to climax. I can already feel it building in the pit of my stomach. ‘I am enjoying you.’

		I try to reply, but the gag stops me. All I can do is concentrate on breathing. Even that is starting to get harder. He gently bites my neck. The feeling of his teeth on my skin is incredible. He can do whatever he wants to me.

		‘I wonder how many people are watching us right now?’ he says. ‘How many people are watching you give yourself to me?’

		I don’t care. I try to look through the window, but my eyes can’t focus on anything. All I can feel are his expert fingers, getting faster and faster as they touch me. I have to fight to stay upright.

		‘Are you getting close?’ he says, humour in his voice. He bites my neck again, a little harder this time.

		I nod, my breath coming fast and hard now. I can feel my climax building.

		‘Don’t come,’ he says. ‘Not yet. I don’t want you to come yet.’

		I whimper into the gag.

		‘You have to earn it,’ he says.

		He carefully removes his fingers from me. My body reacts, my sex hungry for more, needing him, wanting him back inside me. I feel as though something is missing from me, like I’m somehow incomplete.

		‘Turn around,’ he says.

		I do as I am told. I let go of the glass and turn to face him.

		‘You have to earn the right to come,’ he says.

		I nod.

		‘Take the panties out of your mouth.’

		I take them out of my mouth and throw them on the floor.

		‘On your knees,’ he says.

		I slowly fall to my knees before him. The bulge in his pants is at eye level. It looks seriously impressive.

		He looks down at me.

		‘Take my cock out,’ he says.

		I reach up to his zipper and carefully pull it down. My heart is racing. No man has ever ordered to pleasure him before, I’ve always done it because I wanted to.

		I reach inside his pants and gently open the flap in his shorts, feeling the heat of his body on my fingers. I slowly grasp his shaft and lift it free of its confines.

		My eyes widen as I see it for the first time. It is a magnificent cock. Easily large enough to hold with both hands. It’s thick – heavy, even – and is lined with bulging veins. The head is a dark red in color. The shaft throbs at my touch, as though drawing strength from me. My sex quivers with anticipation as I study his length. My ex-boyfriend was reasonably good in bed, but his manhood was nothing compared to this.

		‘Place your hands on top of your head,’ he says.

		I do as he tells me.

		‘Interlace your fingers.’

		Again, I obey, interlacing my fingers on top of my head.

		‘Do not move your hands.’

		I look up at him.

		‘Is this my punishment?’ I say.

		‘No,’ he says. ‘This is where you beg for leniency.’

		He places his hands over mine and guides my head towards him. I open my mouth, looking up at his face as his shaft slowly passes my lips, touches my tongue. He lets out a long, satisfied breath as his member enters my mouth. I open wider than usual to fit him in. My eyes widen in surprise as his thick head touches the back of my throat and I realise that his entire length isn’t quite all the way inside my mouth.

		I slowly move my head back and forth, gently getting used to his size, his taste. I stroke the underside of his shaft with my tongue and purr excitedly, sending little vibrations through his manhood.

		I want to use my hands and stroke his firm shaft. I want to tease him and caress him and stroke him while I taste him. Usually my lovers let me take the lead when I’m pleasuring them, but Jonathan has pinned my hands to my head. I can only use my mouth and tongue to satisfy him. My body responds to him. I can feel my sex growing ever hotter in anticipation. If he can dominate me like this before he even takes his clothes off… what does he have planned for the rest of the night?

		I’m not sure what’s crazier right now – the fact that I’m doing this, or the fact that I’m enjoying this. He’s authoritative, controlling, dominant. He knows what he wants from me and I have no doubts that he’s going to get it. Maybe I’ll fight back. Maybe I won’t. Either way, I don’t have much of a choice in what is going to happen tonight.

		Usually I love giving blowjobs to my lovers. I love how powerful I feel when his shaft glides along my tongue. But he has somehow stripped me of this power. I’m on my knees, in front of the window, hands on my head, powerless before him. I want to pleasure myself while I taste him. I want to tease my yearning sex. I want to squeeze my firm breasts and pinch my hard nipples and push myself back the edge of release again. But Johnathan has made it very clear that I am here to please him. He will tell when it’s my turn, I’m sure.

		‘Good,’ he says, talking softly, looking down at me. ‘That’s good. You want to make me happy, don’t you? You want to please me?’

		I moan in the back of my throat, sending little vibrations along his shaft.

		‘I want you to please me, too,’ he says, his hands still on top of mine. ‘I don’t want to punish you, but you need to be taught a lesson.’

		He talks softly and firmly, now starting to rock his hips back and forth, as though gently fucking my mouth. The feeling is incredible. I am totally powerless, totally his. I feel his length almost at the back of my throat with every gentle stroke. My tongue flicks and slides and caresses his throbbing member with desperate hunger. I want more. I need more.

		‘You humiliated me today,’ he says. ‘It’s only fair that I repay the favour. Everyone can see you sucking my cock right now. On your knees, sucking my cock. Where you belong.’

		I moan again on his shaft. He starts to increase the speed of his thrusts.

		‘Suck it harder,’ he says. ‘Suck it like you mean it. Or do you want me to punish you?’

		I start to move my head back and forth now, meeting his thrusts, taking his manhood deeper into my throat with each stroke. I moan and groan and look up at him with wide eyes. Guys love that.

		‘Good,’ he says. ‘Very good.’ His lips are stretched into a cruel smile as he fucks my mouth. I make little gagging sounds and his smile widens. This is what he wants. ‘Here’s what I am going to do. I am going to let you have your hands back. I will give you permission to touch me. And then I am going to count to ten. That’s how long you have to prove to me that you are sorry.’

		I groan a response. I can’t speak. His thick shaft fills my mouth. It’s taking all my focus not to gag. He suddenly lets go of my wrists and puts his hands behind his back.

		‘One,’ he says.

		I spring into action like I’ve been training for this moment my whole life. One hand wraps around the base of his shaft. The other caresses his balls, lovingly, as though trying to tease them to climax.

		‘Two.’

		My hand slides effortlessly up and down the base of his shaft, the skin slick from my mouth. I suck frantically on the head, my eyes locked on his.

		‘Three.’

		I flick my tongue across the head, savouring the sweet-sour taste of him. I moan again deep in my throat.

		‘Four.’

		I stop caressing his balls and use two hands to stroke and squeeze his shaft. I gently suck the tip of his member, treating it like a popsicle.

		‘Five.’

		Halfway there and he’s not even breathing hard. I stroke his length faster and faster, desperate for his release.

		‘Six.’

		I suck passionately on the head of his shaft, moaning in my throat, looking up at him, stroking him. I’ve never had a man resist like this.

		‘Seven.’

		I keep stroking his shaft.

		‘Come for me,’ I say. ‘Please!’

		‘Eight.’

		He speaks calmly, but I can see that he’s breathing harder.

		I take him deep into my mouth, as deep as I can go. His head touches the back of my throat. I fight the reflex.

		‘Nine…’

		I look up at him and lean back, letting him slide out of my mouth. His shaft glistens. I stroke it a couple more times, flicking my tongue over his head.

		‘Ten.’

		He places a gentle hand on my forehead. I let go of his shaft and sit back. I’m overcome by disappointment. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. I feel like I’ve failed.

		‘You did well,’ he says, gently stroking my hair.

		‘You didn’t come,’ I say.

		‘I wanted to,’ he says. ‘You were very good. That was… extremely pleasant. You have a very talented mouth.’

		‘Are you going to punish me?’ I say, looking up at him with wide eyes, desperate to lean forward and take him in my mouth again.

		He nods. I let out a long sigh of disappointment. My body yearns for him. He felt so rich and thick and delicious between my lips. My sex burns with desire and jealousy. I desperately want him to take me, here and now. I need to feel that red hot member parting my intimate lips and filling me up.

		Johnathan calmly tucks his firm member back in his pants. I see it jabbing the fabric, trying to be free. I lick my lips.

		He turns a chair around to face the window and sits in it. He pats his leg.

		‘Come here,’ he says.

		

	
	
		

		Midpoint
	
	
		I crawl over to him on my hands and knees. When I’m close enough, he places a hand on the back of my neck and gently guides me. I follow the strong grip of his hand and lay across his legs, my naked ass sticking up in the air.

		‘Is this how you want me?’ I say.

		‘Yes,’ he says.

		He trails a finger down my body, from the base of my neck to the curve of my ass. I shiver. It feels good.

		‘You have a very talented mouth,’ he says. ‘I will take that into consideration.’

		Then, suddenly, he lifts his hand off my ass and brings it back down again with a sharp smack. I gasp and cry out in shock. I reach a hand around to touch my ass cheek, to try and stop it from stinging so much. He grabs my wrist with one hand and holds it tight. Then he brings his hand down on my ass again, slapping the other cheek. I cry out again and wriggle, trying to fight him, trying to get free, but I can’t.

		‘This is your punishment,’ he says, and slaps my ass again with a smack, alternating which cheek receives the blow. I wince. I’ve been spanked by guys before, but never this hard. They always ask me if I’m okay afterwards too. I don’t think this guy is going to do that. But even though the slaps on my ass hurt, they send shockwaves through my body. My sex begs for release. I yearn for more.

		Smack.

		‘Tell my why I am punishing you,’ he says.

		Smack.

		‘Because – ouch! – I upset you – ouch!’

		Smack.

		‘And how did you upset me?’

		Smack.

		‘I was – ouch! – I was rude and spoke out of turn.’

		Smack.

		‘And what did you do?’

		Smack.

		‘I embarrassed you.’

		Smack.

		And?’

		Smack.

		‘I won’t do it again.’

		Smack.

		‘No, you won’t.’

		Smack.

		I cry out again.

		Then he stops spanking me.

		‘You’ve hurt my hand,’ he says. ‘Kiss it better.’

		He puts his hand in front of my face. I kiss it tenderly, lovingly, slowly. I gently kiss the red palm. I lick the digits. I suck each finger in turn.

		‘Is that better?’ I say.

		He lifts his hand above my ass again.

		‘Is that better what?’ he says.

		‘Is that better – sir?’

		He lowers his hand and gently caresses my tender ass cheeks. They throb and sting from the spanking. The simultaneous feeling of pain and pleasure is a heady mixture. A naughty thrill spreads through my body; the feeling of enjoying something I shouldn’t.

		‘Yes,’ he says. ‘My hand feels much better now. Thank you.’

		That’s the first time he’s said something nice to me since I pushed open the door. How long ago was it since I was sat in the bar? It feels like a lifetime ago.

		I feel like a different woman.

		‘I want you to sit on my lap,’ he says. ‘Face the window. Let everyone see.’

		I carefully do as he instructs, turning to the window, looking out over the dark city. I lower myself gingerly into his lap, my ass throbbing as I put weight on it.

		‘Lean back into me,’ he says.

		I do, pressing into him, my head leaning against his shoulder. He shifts his weight and leans down beneath me. With a careful movement, he frees his throbbing manhood again. I feel it spring up against my inner thigh. Once again I get a naughty thrill. His hands move again, snaking around my body. One squeezes and kneads my breasts. The other reaches up and gently squeezes my throat. I let out a soft moan at the feeling. What is it about having my body controlled by this man that drives me wild?

		He adjusts his position beneath me, carefully moving his legs. He hooks his knees beneath mine and gently parts my legs, opening me wide in front of the window, where the whole city can see me. I’ve never been so turned on in my whole life. Before this, the naughtiest thing I’ve done was that time I gave an ex-boyfriend a blowjob in the park. This is something else entirely. If you had told me last week that I would be doing this – not just spreading my naked body before a hotel window, but all of this – I would have laughed. Now I’m here, naked and on display from the top of a San Francisco hotel, and I feel totally at peace. I feel like I was meant to be here. This is all part of my punishment and I accept it.

		Oh, God, do I accept it!

		Jonathan shifts his position beneath me. His delicious thickness stands tall and proud, gently pressing into my sex, his purple head brushing against my intimate lips. It takes all my willpower to stay where I am. I want to take him inside me, right now. I am desperate to feel him pushing into my aching sex. I have never been so desperate, so hungry, for a man to enter me as I am right now.

		‘Oh, God,’ I moan, leaning back into him, feeling his strong hands on my throat and my breasts, ‘please, sir, please…’

		‘Yes?’

		‘Please fuck me.’

		‘Are you sorry?’

		‘Yes, sir. I’m so sorry. So very sorry. It will never happen again.’

		‘Good,’ he says. ‘I want you to guide me inside you. I want you to make me believe that you’re sorry.’

		I reach down with my right hand and grasp his firm, hot member. It feels so thick and strong in my hand. The skin is still slick and slippery from my mouth. I feel a shiver of anticipation trickle through me. I adjust his length carefully, bringing it in line with my sex, and wait for permission.

		‘You may begin,’ he says.

		His hands gently make their way down my body, coming to rest at my hips. I slowly, softly, carefully, position his thick head against my wet entrance. My intimate lips are burning with heat and desire. His manhood feels like a flaming brand against my body.

		I gently lean forward and take his length inside. The thick head of his shaft slowly pushes inside my sex, opening my entrance, stretching me wider than I expected. I close my eyes and moan and sigh his name as he gently guides my body with his strong hands on my hips. The world fades away around us. I could be in a four seasons hotel in San Francisco, or I could be in a broom closet in Siberia. I could be on the moon for all I care. Right now, my entire world is the man sitting beneath me, slowly, gently, effortlessly gliding his thick, pulsing cock inside me. There could be thousands of people staring up at us right now, watching me give myself to him. I don’t care. I couldn’t stop even if a meteor was falling from the sky right now. I need this. I need him. The strong, tough man who controls me and tells me what to do and makes me need his touch. I had no idea what a real man could be like.

		Until now.

		‘That’s good, Katie,’ he says from behind me, his voice heavy with passion. ‘You feel fantastic. Tight.’

		I moan for him, unable to form words right now. My mind has completely shut down. I can’t think straight. All I know is that I need more.

		I sink down into him, pressing my tender ass cheeks into his lap, until I feel his entire length fill me completely. I let out a long, passionate moan of pleasure at the sensation and lean back into him, my head on his shoulder, and I gaze up at the ceiling.

		His hands roam my body again, his exploring fingers sending little jolts of arousal through my skin. I’m breathing hard as my muscles tighten involuntarily, trying to keep his shaft buried inside me. I feel one of his hands reach my breasts and gently squeeze the firm mound of flesh. His other hand snakes south, across my stomach, until it arrives at my cleft. I gasp as his fingers carefully probe my sex, finding the firm mound of flesh beneath my intimate folds.

		‘I believe I gave you an order?’ he says, gently moving his finger in a gentle circular motion on my cleft. I cry out with the intensity of the feeling and lean forward again, pushing myself upright with my hands on the seat.

		I gently lift my body up, my feet still on the floor, and I feel his length slowly sliding down, the thick head brushing against the inner walls of my sex as it does. I moan again, wanting to tell him how good he feels, how much I love his cock inside me, but I can’t find the words. The only sound that escapes my lips is a low oh of raw sexual delight.

		‘You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?’ he says. I hear cruel humor in his voice. His hands again find their way to my hips and he gently uses his strength to guide my body as I begin my slow descent back into his lap.

		‘Y-yes,’ I say, able to gasp out the word between moans.

		‘You’re not here to be pleased,’ he says. ‘You’re here to please me.’

		His grip tightens on my hips and he pushes me down, hard, into his lap. The impact forces his length deeper inside me.

		‘Oh, fuck!’ I say.

		I lift myself up again, moaning as his member glides along my burning sex, and lower myself. The feeling is one of purest, explosive pleasure. He fills me completely. I can feel his shaft throb and pulse inside me. I love the feel of his strong hands on my hips, pulling me down into him, pushing his manhood deeper inside me with every stroke.

		I gently build up my pace, slowly reaching a steady rhythm. My body is crying out for more, to have him take me and enter me. I know I can’t keep going much longer. It’s too much. He’s too big. The pressure building inside me is too intense…

		‘Sir,’ I say, the word escaping my lips in a breathy gasp, ‘I’m going to come…’

		‘Did I give you permission to come?’ he says.

		‘N-no, sir,’ I say, gasping, moaning, trying to fight to stay in control, feeling the climax welling up from deep within me.

		‘You may come,’ he says.

		His words act like a starter pistol on my entire body. The climax explodes outwards from the very core of my being, long, loud, and powerful. I cry out his name. My hands grip the chair. My body clenches and releases and convulses. I feel my vagina muscles tighten and grip around his shaft. I gasp and take a huge gulp of air, like I’ve just surfaced from beneath the waves. The whole time, he keeps gently guiding me with his strong hands, keeping my body moving up and down on his length. My climax doesn’t exactly subside. Like a large wave preparing to crash against the shore, I feel my climax quell for a brief second, before it rears up and washes over me a second time, even larger than before. A long, powerful moan of primal pleasure escapes my throat, a wordless, formless cry of purest ecstasy. My legs twitch. My fingers grip the chair. My toes curl. I close my eyes and see stars. He stops moving me up and down. I sit in his lap, feeling my burning sex grip his thick shaft, and slowly come down to earth. It feels like my entire body is on fire. His breath touches the back of my neck and I shudder. His fingers grip my hips and I shudder. His manhood throbs inside me and I shudder.

		‘Oh, God,’ I say, in a passionate sigh. ‘That… was…’ My voice trails off. I can’t find the words to describe what just happened between us.

		‘Can you stand?’ he says. For the first time, I sense concern in his voice.

		He gently cups his hands under my ass and lifts me up. I moan again as his length slowly slides out of me. It’s a strange feeling. On the one hand, I know my body can’t take any more. On the other hand, I feel empty without it.

		I carefully rise to my feet, standing naked, proud and exhausted in front of the windows. My knees buckle and I pitch forward, but Jonathan catches me. His strong hands grab me and hold me steady. He stands up behind me, his length touching my ass, still wet and slick from my climax.

		I turn to face him as he stands over me. He looks so calm, so serene, so perfectly at ease. If it wasn’t for the thin sheen of sweat glistening on his brow, you would never know that he had just given me the biggest, most intense orgasm of my life.

		‘Can you walk?’ he says.

		My knees are weak. If he lets go, I might fall to the floor in a crumpled heap. I shake my head. I can barely stand on my own right now. I’ve never felt like this before. Is this what sex is supposed to feel like?

		He leans down behind me. He slips one arm behind my knees. The other braces my shoulders. Before I’m even aware of what is happening, he scoops me into his arms and lifts me up. He holds me to his bare chest, lifting me like a new born baby. I look up at him. He smiles down at me. For the first time, his smile is not cruel or icy. It is warm, caring. He carries me across the hotel room, away from the window. I watch the ceiling, wondering how many people watched us have sex in the chair. I hope they enjoyed it as much as I did.

		The next thing I feel is soft, thick bed covers in my back as he lays me horizontally across the enormous bed. I feel like I could sleep for a week right now, but he looks down at me and I see his thick manhood standing tall and proud, the purple head slick and shiny with my juices and I know he isn’t finished with me yet.

		‘Please,’ I say.

		‘Please what?’

		‘Please, sir,’ I say. ‘Please be gentle. I can’t take any more.’

		He smiles at me again, this time with an icy edge to the warmth. He leans down over me. He gently slips his hands beneath me and lifts, rolling me onto my front. I am face down on the thick bed, my arms out in front of me, my tingling ass exposed to him.

		I feel the bed shift as he climbs up behind me. His strong hands grasp my ankles and gently part my legs, exposing my wet and aching sex once more. I’m breathing hard, partly due to exhaustion, partly due to excitement. He’s already fucked me harder and more thoroughly than any other man I’ve ever slept with, and he’s still able to go for more.

		‘I am going fuck you,’ he says. ‘And I am going to come inside you.’

		I nod. I know I should insist on protection, but I want it. I want to feel him climax. I want to feel the heat of his love inside me.

		‘Good,’ he says.

		He climbs over me. Gets into position. He is leaning down over me, his powerful arms pressing down into the bed. I feel his thick head pressing forward, touching my entrance again. I let out a soft moan and lift my hips to let him in. He presses forward. My soft moan becomes a sharp, breathy gasp as he fills me all over again. I am exhausted. Spent. Empty. All I can do is let him inside and grip onto the bed with my fingers.

		From this position and this angle, his thick head touches new parts of me. I feel it against the inner walls of my sex, pressing into me in new, thrilling places.

		‘Oh, holy shit,’ I say. ‘Sir… that feels amazing…’

		I hear him give a soft laugh. He begins to gently rock back and forth, thrusting into me with his hips. I see the veins standing out on his strong forearms as he supports his weigh. I breathe and moan into the bed as he slowly quickens his pace, pumping my aching, dripping sex again and again in long, smooth strokes. He softly sighs my name and my body tingles.

		I turn my head as much as I can towards him. He is smiling at me. I moan his name as his length gently fills me up. I’ve never met this man before today, but this feels so natural, so right. I feel like I was put on earth for this very moment, to experience this pleasure. I was made for him and he was made for me.

		‘Please, sir,’ I say. ‘Please come in me. I want you to come in me.’

		‘Do you deserve my come?’ he says.

		‘Yes! Oh, God, yes!’ I say.

		The pressure is building inside me again. I can feel it. This time, there is no stopping it. There is no controlling it. This feels like a wildfire coursing through my body, overtaking everything in its path. I stop thinking. I can only focus on my ragged, heavy breathing. I turn my face back to the bed, letting it muffle and hide my moans.

		He rocks back and forth harder now, his body slapping into mine, sending little ripples across my ass with each impact. My body rocks each time and my moans become steadily louder.

		‘Please!’ I say again, begging him. ‘Please! I can’t…’

		My breath catches in my throat. My body tightens and tenses once more. Then the wildfire overtakes me completely. I feel it engulf me, the pressure exploding out of every pore at once in a massive burst of orgasmic pleasure. I grab hold of the bed, my knuckles turning white. I scream his name, the sound muffled by the bed. My toes curl. I bite the bed covers.

		He thrusts harder now. Faster. Deeper. Filling me more and more. His body slamming against my ass harder and harder, overtaken by the need for release.

		‘I’m close, Katie,’ he says.

		‘Yes!’ I say, my teeth still clamped around the bed covers. I lift my hips higher, offering myself up to him, needing him to come deep inside me.

		For a long, breathless moment, the world seems to slow down around me. My breath is hot on the bed covers clamped between my teeth. My heart races in my chest. My back is arched, hips raised, body ready. His long, smooth thrusts fill me, his thick head almost reaching the entrance to my womb. He takes one hand off the bed and places it on the back of my neck in a firm, controlling way. I love it.

		Then he gasps. I feel his cock twitch and pulse and jerk upwards inside me and a spray of hot, thick come launches from his head. I feel it splash and crash against my inner walls, coating everything. It feels red-hot and syrupy inside me. He continues thrusting as his cock twitches twice more, sending smaller plumes of semen deep into my body. I feel our juices mixing and mingling, coating his shaft, trickling through my sex. My body rocks and shudders.

		His thrusts come slower now, more gently than before. The passionate fire that consumed us withers and fades, leaving hot embers in its wake. My body relaxes. I stop biting the covers. My hips sink back to the bed and I feel his shaft slowly withdraw. This time I don’t feel empty as he pulls out.

		Jonathan lets go of the back of my neck. He plants a gentle, tender kiss on my back, between my shoulder blades. I let out a contented sigh.

		He lays on the bed next to me on his back. I watch his chest rise and fall. I watch the smile spread over his face. He rolls on his side, facing me.

		‘Did I please you, sir?’ I say.

		‘You did,’ he says. ‘You did very well, Katie.’

		‘Thank you, sir.’

		He reaches out a hand and gently rubs my shoulder in a surprisingly intimate manner.

		‘I think this is going to work very well,’ he says.

		‘What will, sir?’ I say, voice thick with exhaustion and confusion.

		‘You and I,’ he says. ‘Working together.’

		I frown. I’m flying to the other side of the country tomorrow morning. I’ll probably never see this man again.

		‘What do you mean?’ I say, before quickly adding, ‘sir.’

		‘My father was very impressed by your proposals,’ he says. ‘He wants to form a team to spearhead your cost-saving initiative across the whole company. And he wants you to lead it.’

		My brain can’t process what it’s hearing right now.

		‘Huh?’ I say.

		‘You’re being promoted,’ he says. ‘As of next Monday, you report to our head office here in the city.’

		‘Me?’ I say. This can’t be right. He must be pranking me. This has got to be a cruel joke.

		His hand gently moves down my body, sending warm little waves through my skin.

		‘Yes, you,’ he says. ‘And you’ll be reporting to me… personally.’

		‘I’ll be… working for you?’ I say.

		‘Yes,’ he says. ‘We’ll be working very closely together.’

		I have no idea how to handle this. A few hours ago, I was getting drunk a hotel bar, certain that I was going to be fired. Now I’m being promoted to work for the CEO’s son, the very man who just had sex with me. I shift my hips. I can still feel his hot spend, trickling around my sex. I swallow nervously.

		‘It’s a lot to take in,’ I say. ‘I’ll have to move.’

		‘The company will help you,’ he says. ‘You can stay in this hotel until you find a place.’

		‘What about…’ I say, trying to phrase my question as delicately as possible, ‘what about us? What about this?’

		‘I want to see you again,’ he says. His hand reaches the small of my back. ‘I’m hoping you’ll accept the offer. I would enjoy having you work beneath me.’

		His hand follows the curve of my ass. I exhale softly.

		‘I think I would like that, too,’ I say.

		He smiles. It is a bright, genuine smile.

		‘But what do I call you?’ I say. ‘You know, around the office?’

		His smile widens. He leans towards me and gently kisses my shoulder.

		‘The same thing you’ll call me outside the office,’ he says. ‘You call me sir.’

		

		Katie’s twisted romance continues in The CEO’s Son II: Following His Orders. Keep reading for a red-hot preview!
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		The CEO’s Son II:

		Following His Orders

		

		‘Are you an achiever, or are you a denier?’

		

		Two weeks after Katie and Jonathan shared an erotic night of red-hot passions, she finds herself working for him at the company’s head office. Full of doubts and conflicting emotions, she tries to keep her head down and get through her first day without causing any problems.

		

		Jonathan, however, has other ideas. Women like Katie need to be shown the ropes, figuratively and literally. And if Katie refuses to get in line, he’s got plenty of ways to punish her…

		

		My body is trembling with desire and arousal and anticipation. My warm breath rasps through the leather belt between my teeth. My wet sex burns between my thighs.

		‘I have two kinds of toolkit,’ he says. ‘I call them naughty and nice. Like Santa. I give nice girls nice rewards, like earlier. Lauren had been very good, so she got a nice treat. You, however… you have not been nice. You get the naughty toys.’

		My heart is racing. My mind is spinning with possibilities. What in the hell is he going to do to me?

		His footsteps move across the smooth floor again, until he stands behind me. I give my hips a small, gentle shake, almost subconsciously, craving his warmth inside me. I feel the tidal wave inside me slowly subside. The ocean is still rough and roaring, but the moment has passed. I feel a strange, hollow numbness, like I missed out on something wonderful.

		His hands touch my burning sex. I cry out hungrily, my pleasure muffled by the belt. His fingers part my sticky lips, opening me wider. I prepare myself to receive his manhood once more, but the thing I feel gently pushing inside me is not him. It feels smaller, colder, and made of rubber.

		I whimper into the gag, wanting to know what is doing to me.

		I feel a short, thick sex toy slowly inserted inside my yearning hole. I moan at the feel of it, but it’s not him. I want him, not this – whatever this is.

		His hands slide down my legs and grab my panties and he pulls them back into place, covering my sex, still with the toy inside me.

		‘This,’ he says, ‘is your punishment.’
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		By day, Andrea Martin is a housewife and erotic fiction writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters.

		

		I can’t speak for anyone else, but I love the idea of a man who can summon me to his room and force me to act out my wildest, most depraved fantasies with him like this… I thought this was going to be a short, simple done-in-one tale, but the idea grew on me. Now I want to see what else Jonathan Whitman can do to Katie…
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		Until we meet again,

		Stay beautiful

		

		-AM

		x

		

		xxxandreamartin.tumblr.com

		

		Please read on for samples of my other stories I hope you’ll also enjoy!

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin:

		

		Hustled

		

		When Madison agreed to go on a second date with Chad, this isn't what she had in mind...

		A biker bar. A pool table. A high-stakes game with two tough bikers. Madison had better be prepared to bet big, because these guys play to win, and there’s only one prize they have in mind tonight…

		

		‘Relax, little girl,’ Tank says. ‘We’ll take good care of you.’

		‘Your boyfriend needs to be taught a lesson,’ Butch says.

		Tank steps up close to me now. I look up at him, over the vast expanse of his chest. My heart rate increases.

		‘We know how to treat a woman,’ Butch says, behind me. His body presses into mine, trapping me between them. I couldn’t run even if I wanted to. The intoxicating feeling of danger pervades my senses. I thought I was into Chad because he was a bad boy… then I met real bad boys.

		‘How do you boys treat a woman?’ I say, my heart pounding now. Why do I feel so excited?

		‘A woman like you?’ Tank says. He takes hold of my chin in his huge hand. ‘You don’t like posers like that asshole. You need the real thing.’

		There is a tension between the three of us, a feeling of excitement and danger in the air. Butch’s hand slides down my waist, to the curve of my ass in these tiny shorts. He pats my ass, gently.

		Tank’s hand moves from my chin, tracing my face, head to my neck. He lets his hand rest at the base of my neck.

		‘I could scream,’ I say. The thought of what they might do next is intensely exciting, but I don’t want them to have an easy time with me.

		‘Go ahead,’ Butch says.

		‘I could fight,’ I say.

		‘You could try,’ Tank says.

		Butch grabs my wrists from behind. Pins my hands together at the base of my spine. I can feel his strength.

		‘What makes you think I’ll let you?’ I say.

		Tank grabs the front of my jean shorts. He grips me with one large hand, the other placed behind my neck still. I am completely in their power right now. And a dark part of me really likes it. Another part of me says that this isn’t right, that I don’t know these guys and I don’t know what they have in mind for me. I push that voice away. I’m in way too deep now. Chad lost the bet to these guys. Chad lost me to these guys.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		One for the Team

		

		Ava is a high school student who spends her days admiring Carl, the captain of the football team, and her nights fantasising about being dominated by a strong man.

		

		In an effort to try and get closer to Carl, Ava decides to try out for the cheerleader squad, but in doing so she finds herself trapped in the showers, with the entire football team. When fantasy and reality collide, will Ava be able to keep up?

		

		‘Guys,’ I say, ‘please…’ I look around at them, begging them with my eyes not to embarrass me for accidentally walking in here. One time a couple years back, a guy got busted sneaking into the girls’ changing room. He got humiliated so badly he had to move schools. I don’t want that to happen to me, too!

		But the faces of the guys surrounding me are not cruel, or mocking, or taunting. Exactly the opposite. They look excited. They look as if Christmas has come early… and I’m the present they found under the tree.

		Every one of the guys is naked and wet from the shower. They’re all different shapes and sizes. Some are tall, some are short. Some are thick and wide, some are tall and lean. Some are dark-haired, some are fair-haired. Some are black, some are white. None of them seem to care that they’re naked. Nobody is in a hurry to dry off and get dressed. Nobody is in a hurry to go home. They’re all watching me with interest.

		‘I’m so sorry,’ I say, ‘please…’

		‘Please what?’ says the big guy holding me.

		‘Please can I go?’ I say.

		‘Not yet,’ he says.

		My heart races. I try and break free, but he holds me firm. I feel the others pressing in around me, drawing closer. I glance at them. They’re all looking at me in this strange, peculiar way I can’t quite understand. Then it dawns on me. These boys are all looking at me like the king looks at the maiden. With hunger, desire, lust.

		And I’m surrounded by them.

		I should be frightened. I should be terrified. And I am… a little. But there’s something else in my brain, some other sensation, a strange feeling that I can’t quite place for a few moments.

		I feel excited by this, in the same way that I feel excited when I read about the king forcing himself on the maiden. The atmosphere is charged. Electric. Erotic. Every single guy is looking at me with hunger in his eyes. Like a predator studying its prey.

		And I am helpless before them.

		Suddenly, they move. Other hands reach out and grab me. They grip my arms. My legs. Some grab a firm handful of my hair. A hand grips my throat with controlled power. My arms are quickly pulled behind my back.

		I cry out and squirm and kick and buck and fight with all my might, but it’s useless. I might as well try and fight the ocean. Each one of these guys could overpower me by himself. In a group like this, I don’t stand a chance.

		Round hands grab me, pawing at my body. They grope my breasts, squeezing the swell of my chest through the tight cheerleader shirt. Other hands grab my ass, cupping my cheeks under the tiny skirt. I squirm again, telling myself repeatedly that this is wrong, this is wrong, this is wrong…

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Room Service

		

		Jenna has been working at the Halfway Hotel for less than a week and it’s not going well. Between small mistakes and large errors, Jenna has managed to antagonise one of the guests – a large, strong, black man with a fiery temper, who threatens to get her fired if she doesn’t obey his orders. How far is Jenna willing to go to keep her job? And can she satisfy this stranger enough to be forgiven?

		

		‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please don’t get me fired.’

		‘Why not?’ he says. ‘Why shouldn’t I? First, you ruined my meal. I heard you drop it on the floor in the kitchen, you know. Now I catch you sneaking around my room at night. Why shouldn’t I get you fired?’

		‘Because I need this job!’

		‘I don’t care.’

		‘Please! I’m begging you.’ I look up into his face again. tears roll slowly down my cheeks. I know my mascara must be running again, leaving black trails over my white skin.

		‘I don’t care,’ he says again.

		‘What,’ I say, my mind reeling, trying to catch my breath, ‘what can I do? Please, tell me.’

		He bends down, his face right in mine. He smells clean and fresh. He cups my chin in one large black hand.

		‘I think you know exactly what you can do to make this right,’ he says.

		My eyes flick away from his face, to the sizeable length hanging free between his legs.

		‘Oh no,’ I say. ‘No, please. I… I can’t.’

		‘Can’t?’ he says. ‘Or won’t?’

		‘Won’t.’

		He stands up and releases his grip on my chin. He lifts the phone out of the cradle again.

		‘Then I guess I have no choice,’ he says. ‘You’re getting fired, girl.’

		‘No!’ I say, almost sobbing. ‘Please! There must… there must be some way…’

		He looks down at me with one eyebrow raised, his finger on the button to call the front desk.

		‘There is a way,’ he says. ‘You can save your job, girl. You can beg for forgiveness.’

		‘I’m sorry,’ I say.

		‘Not like that.’

		‘Then how?’

		He puts the phone back in the cradle. He places one hand behind my head. He pulls my head closer to him, gently, but applying enough pressure to let me know that he could overpower me if he chose.

		I look up at him, into his eyes, his dark, burning eyes. That cruel smile is back on his face.

		‘I hope nobody needs you for the next hour or two,’ he says. ‘Because your ass is mine now.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Bad Girl: Caught by the Cop

		

		Vicky Delastro is a bad girl who lives life by her own rules. She seduces rich, married men, steals from them... and runs away. It's a trick that's worked many times in the past, but how will she react when she meets a cop determined to punish her?

		

		‘Turn around, place your hands on the vehicle,’ the cop said.

		She did as she was told in silence, trying to remain calm. She was afraid, she was panicking. What if this doesn’t work and he pulls me in? But her body was betraying her. She could feel incredible heat emanating from her sex, her lips wet from the intensely naughty thrill of being caught. Making a successful getaway was one thrill, but getting caught was something else entirely. I may have to make myself come a few times tonight, she thought, even as the cop stepped in close behind her.

		Suddenly Vikki could feel rough hands running over her clothes, across her body. He was patting her down! Shit, I could be in real trouble here. But as his hands patted and caressed her body, she felt herself surrendering to the pleasure of his touch. He wasn’t exactly gentle, but there was something in the commanding way he took control of her that she liked, something she’d never experienced before.

		She felt his hands move lower across her body, down to her waist, around to her front, touching her stomach. She bit her lip to keep from groaning as his hands seemed to dance across her pubic bone. Then the cop went to his knees behind her and his hands went to her thighs.

		He slowed down now, stroking her smooth skin with his rough hands, pushing her legs apart to pat her down better. She wasn’t wearing pants, so she couldn’t think of any reason he’d need to frisk her legs… until his hands moved up, between her inner thighs and he cupped her burning sex with one strong hand.

		She gasped out at that.

		‘There something about your situation you find arousing, ma’am?’ he asked. ‘Most people are frightened of me when I stop them.’

		She had no answer to give. It took all her willpower not to cry out as his hand stroked her thong, sending jolts of pleasure through to her dripping folds.

		‘I asked you a question.’ His voice was stern, tough.

		‘I just… I like… the feel… of your hand…’ she said, gasping as his hand stroked and touched her.

		‘You’re not afraid of me?’ he asked.

		She grabbed hold of the car, desperately trying not to moan or cry out in some embarrassing way. Vikki shook her head.

		‘You should be, Ms Delastro.’

		She shuddered. How the hell did he know her name?

		But there was no time to think about it. She felt his other hand reach up and lift her skirt, exposing her ass to the world.

		‘What are you going to do to me?’ she said, trembling in a mixture fear, pleasure and anticipation.

		‘Isn’t that the question,’ he said. ‘Isn’t that the question.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Bull’s Account:

		One Night, One Offer

		

		Tyler is a bull. He lives on the road and spends his time staying in hotels all across the world. His specialty is seeking out married women who need a little spark in their lives and seducing them. Tonight, Tyler has his eyes on Mia, a lonely woman in need of a strong, dominant man. She is about to enter Tyler's world of intense, erotic pleasure...

		

		‘Keep going,’ I say. ‘Don’t stop now.’

		You grasp my shorts with both hands now, one on each side, and gently pull. You reach the base of my manhood. Then you expose the shaft. Then you see its thick, throbbing length. Then finally the head springs free and my erection sits upright, tall and proud. I watch your eyes shine with desire as you study my member, your prize, your gift for tonight. You want this so badly. I can tell.

		Finally, you ease my shorts down my thighs, and off. You toss my shorts and my pants to the floor, forgotten. I am totally naked before you. I am totally ready for you.

		You look at me, asking a question without speaking. I nod.

		You reach out with one hand and gently grasp my shaft. I let out a sigh. Your soft, warm hand feels wonderful on my length. You smile to yourself, apparently pleased with what you see. You give my member a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

		‘You’re still dressed,’ I say. ‘We need to do something about that.’

		‘What do you want me to do?’ you say.

		‘Take off the bra,’ I say.

		You reach behind your back and unclip the clasps. I watch as you gently remove the bra and free your heaving breasts. They are wonderful. Big and juicy, with small, hard nipples.

		‘Now the panties,’ I say.

		You get to your knees and slip your thumbs into the elastic of your panties. You slip them down your thighs. I can see that you also take care of your intimate region – there’s a small patch of hair above your cleft, but it’s trimmed short and looks freshly maintained. I wonder if you shaved it earlier today to feel sexy when you put on the dress?

		I watch as you slowly remove your panties and throw them behind you. Now we’re both naked. You and me. Two consenting adults. No responsibilities.

		‘Come here,’ I say.

		You come. I pull you in close and kiss you again, hard and passionately. You lay on top of me and press your warm, soft, naked body into mine. We meld into one together.

		After a long, passionate moment, you break away the kiss. You whisper three little words into my ear.

		‘Please fuck me.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Slut Wives:

		Desperate Measures

		

		Newlyweds Sarah and Bruce are struggling to make ends meet. Between raising their baby daughter and trying to turn their crumbling house into a decent place to live, they’re barely getting by. Bruce spends more time driving trucks than he does at home, and Sarah is beginning to feel the burden of their financial worries.

		

		When Sarah goes to Bruce’s boss to beg for her husband’s raise, he makes an alternative offer instead, one that changes her life. If she agrees to have sex with him, he’ll pay her two hundred dollars. At first, she is horrified. But how long can she survive before she resorts to desperate measures?

		

		I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes.

		Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave.

		But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to.

		Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts.

		His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it.

		‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’

		I feign ignorance.

		‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’

		His hand gently squeezes my throat.

		‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’

		‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’

		‘Fifty.’

		‘What?’

		‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’

		I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like noth