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		Come on, Katie, you can do it.

		I look up at the towering office block in front of my, shielding my eyes from the bright morning sun. My hand shakes with tension. I’m beyond nervous – butterflies are running an assault course in my stomach – but I can’t show it. This is the head office in San Francisco, the building operated by the company CEO… and his son. I can’t afford to be nervous now. Showing nerves is weakness and weakness is certain doom.

		My gaze sweeps over the building, from the gleaming silver letters of the company name at the top, all the way down to the revolving door to the lobby at the base. I take a breath and try to calm myself down, but it doesn’t help. The last time I stood in front of this building, I was preparing to make a presentation to the CEO and the board. This time, I’m preparing for my first day serving directly under the CEO’s son, the second-in-command for the whole company. I am Katie Morgan, Head of Saving Money… or whatever they choose to call me.

		Am I feeling so nervous because of the position I’m in? Or because of the man I will be working under?

		When I think about him, the butterflies in my stomach complete their assault course and go back to the start for another round.

		Him.

		Jonathan Whitman. The CEO’s son. The second most powerful man in the company, and my new boss. I haven’t seen him since… the night he claimed me for himself.

		

		****

		

		The first time I met Jonathan Whitman was two weeks ago. It was here, in this very building. I gave the last presentation of the day. When it was over, he asked a question and somehow that lead to the two of us having – not an argument, I guess – a strong disagreement. His father sided with me, and that put me directly in Whitman Junior’s sights. I still lay awake at nights thinking about what happened next.

		Jonathan Whitman found me in my hotel as I drank my sorrows away. He summoned me to his room. He told me that I needed to be punished for embarrassing him. He ordered me to strip for him, right there in front of the windows, where anyone could have seen me. He forced me… well, maybe forced is the wrong word, he didn’t force me to do anything. He ordered me to do things and I did them without hesitation. I don’t know why I felt compelled to do the things he commanded, but I followed his every order.

		I still feel the heat in my cleft when I remember that night. The things he did to me. The things he made me do. The way he controlled me, possessed my body and spirit, and never once raised his voice or got rough with me. He controlled me with his words, with his presence. He made me undress before him, in front of the window where the entire city could see. He made me pleasure him with my mouth by those same windows. Then he made me ride him in a chair, with all of San Francisco watching me rise and fall on his thick shaft, my legs open for all the world to see. He claimed me for his own that night in every way possible, even throwing me on the bed and pounding me from behind until he finally climaxed. Everything that happened on that night was at his command and I loved every intensely erotic second of it. No man has ever controlled me, dominated me, possessed me, so completely as he did that night. The things he made me do… the things he did to me… I felt the warm glow of good sex for days afterward. I felt the heat of his member and the sweet stickiness of his semen inside me for a week.

		But once it was over, he told me to go back to my own room. Hours of intense, passionate, erotic pleasure, and I woke up alone, confused, hungover, and feeling sore. I haven’t seen or spoken to Jonathan Whitman since that night.

		

		****

		

		Here I stand, on the edge of the next chapter of my life. The voice in my head says that this is a mistake. I should not have agreed to this. I should have stayed back in my tiny regional office New York, or quit the company, or tried to sue for inappropriate behavior. I’ve never had a one-night stand, let alone with someone I work for. I’ve never let a man do half the things Jonathan did to me that night. And now I’m going to be working directly under him. This must be the definition of insanity.

		I take a breath and walk around the side of the building, pacing back and forth in the little alley. It’s dark and cool and covered in shadow, as the building blocks the morning sunlight. If I was a smoker, this would be the perfect time to take a drag. My hands shake violently. Maybe I should start smoking right now. Maybe it would calm the nerves. Maybe all those people you see smoking outside office buildings are trying to settle nerves because they had sex with their bosses.

		What am I most nervous about?

		The question keeps bugging me. Am I nervous because of the sudden, unexpected and shocking promotion to a newly-created department that I will be overseeing? Or are these nerves because every time I call Jonathan Whitman sir, it will remind me how I gasped out the word while begging him to fuck me harder?

		A little of both, I guess.

		I take another long, deep breath to try and steady myself. It doesn’t work. The air in the alley stinks of trash and rotting garbage. I cough and walk back around to the front of the building.

		The streets are steadily growing busier. Older people in business wear and younger people wearing ironic ‘fashionable’ clothes bustle back and forth. Food vendors sell warm breakfasts from carts. Everybody looks down at the floor. Everybody looks like they have a case of the Mondays.

		I start walking towards the revolving door at the base the building – my building, I remind myself – and try to steel my nerves. It doesn’t help. I want to stop and think and have one last chance to back out and run back to my newly-rented apartment, but I can’t. I’m now part of the moving sea of people, a mass of humanity surging along the sidewalk. I can’t break away from the pack. There is nowhere for me to run. Some of the crowd break away, making a beeline directly for the revolving door. I am swept along with them like a raft on a storm sea. I am dragged along with the tide, slowly nearing the revolving door, the spinning entrance to my destiny. I can’t stop. I can’t escape. I can’t run.

		I step into an empty section of the door and step carefully through, my heart pounding, hands shaking, breathing hard. I feel like I’m underwater, desperately swimming toward the sun, my chest burning from holding my breath so long.

		Then it’s all over.

		I step into the main lobby. Take three steps. Pause. People stream past me from the revolving door, heading to the barrier entrance on the far end of the lobby. Running along the wall to my left is a reception desk, with a young woman sitting behind it, smiling blankly at everyone as they pass her. I’m the only person standing still in the lobby. Everyone else is moving quickly toward the barrier, toward the offices. They swipe their passes and the barrier opens one by one.

		I walk over to the reception desk and wait for the woman on the other side to look away from her computer screen. After a few seconds, she turns her gaze toward me, that blank smile on her lips. I open my mouth to talk. The phone on her desk rings. She holds up a finger and answers the phone. I close my mouth again and lean against the elegant wood frame of the front desk.

		The woman behind the desk talks into the phone quietly, nodding in agreement with the person on the other end of the line. I glance around the lobby, watching people walk quickly across the smooth floor, studying the swipe passes they scan over at the barrier to access the offices.

		‘Katie?’

		I turn back to the woman at the desk. She puts the phone back in its cradle and looks at me with a pinched face.

		‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘hi I’m Katie.’

		You idiot! Of course she knows that.

		‘Mister Whitman is expecting you,’ she says. ‘He says you’re late.’

		My eyes widen and I feel the bottom fall out of my stomach. I check my watch.

		‘Am I?’ I say. ‘It’s not even eight thirty…’

		‘He says you were to report to him at eight exactly.’

		‘I didn’t know that,’ I say, my voice weak and pathetic.

		‘You are to take the executive elevator straight to the top floor.’

		‘Okay,’ I say.

		The woman holds out a swipe pass.

		‘Use this to pass through the barrier.’

		I take the pass in trembling fingers.

		‘Is he…’ I say, trying to form the words, ‘is he mad at me for being late?’

		The girl smiles but doesn’t say anything. She politely waits for me to leave.

		I turn toward the barrier, the entrance to the building and get swept up in the rush of people – no, not people, my new colleagues – as the mass of people wash across like the lobby like a wave. I have no time to be nervous. Before I know it, I’m standing before the barrier. I swipe my pass over the little black card reader.

		The card reader emits a loud beep and flashes a small red light. The barrier doesn’t move. I swipe again. Another beep. Another red flash. The barrier still doesn’t move.

		There are people behind me waiting to pass through the barrier. I can feel their irritated stares on my back. My cheeks start to burn. I swipe the card again, but the machine beeps and flashes at me a third time.

		‘I’m sorry!’ I say to the man standing behind, a large, middle aged-man with thick eyebrows and quivering jowls. ‘It’s not accepting my pass!’

		The other barriers open and close quickly and efficiently, allowing people through. Some of the people standing behind me move to one side impatiently and pass through the other barriers. The man behind me purses his lips, making his jowls quiver in annoyance. I would find it funny if I weren’t so mortified.

		‘Try it again,’ he says in an irritated voice.

		I swipe the card again. Still nothing happens. The man behind sighs impatiently. I feel my cheeks turning red. A security guard steps up, pushing through the flow of people filtering through the other barriers.

		‘There a problem here, miss?’ he says, eyeing me with suspicion. His hands hang loose at his side, but I notice his pepper spray holster is open and ready. For a second, I wonder how many crazy women try and break into the office every week for the security guard to require pepper spray.

		‘My pass,’ I say, holding it up. ‘It’s not being accepted.’

		The guard holds out his hand. I give him the pass, my cheeks still reddening, feeling like a school girl caught passing notes in class. He inspects the pass carefully, one eyebrow raised, his lips pursed. Behind me, the large man with the jowls sighs again and shifts his weight from one foot to the other. I get the feeling the man is too large to easily back out of the barrier stall and use another entrance.

		The guard’s eyes flick across the pass, then my face, then the pass once more. He nods slowly.

		‘Looks alright to me,’ he says.

		‘I hope so,’ I say, trying to make light of the situation, ‘I’ve only just received it.’

		The guard hands my pass back. He removes his own security tag, leans over the barrier, and swipes it across the card reader. The light flicks green and the barrier opens, almost hitting the security guard in the arm as he pulls back.

		‘Thank you so much!’ I say in hushed tones as I pass him. My cheeks are red and people are staring at me. I try to ignore them and brush a strand of hair behind my ear as though I don’t feel completed humiliated right now.

		My first day on the job and I’m thirty minutes late. My first day on the job and everyone saw me get stuck behind the barrier. My first day on the job and I’m already wondering what the hell I’m doing.

		I step into the elevator with a dozen other people and press for the top floor, the executive floor. I feel eyes on the back of my head. People wondering who I am and why I’m going to the top floor. Maybe they’re thinking I’m some sort of assistant. Maybe they think I’m delivering a message. I glance at myself in the reflection, hoping I’m dressed appropriately for my job. I’ve chosen a plain, knee-length black dress with a red belt and red shoes, with pantyhose covering my legs. My hair is tied back in a ponytail. The dress covers my cleavage, but hugs my body nicely. I’ve tried to strike a balance between ‘approachable’ and ‘professional’.

		The elevator rises through the building. People get on, people get off. I try to wear a fixed, neutral expression, something vaguely friendly, but not too memorable. Nobody looks twice at me.

		Soon, I’m the only one left in the elevator. Everyone else has gotten off at previous floors. It’s just me and my reflection, rising through the building. My heart thunders in my chest. Blood rushes through my ears. I can’t hear anything. I take a long, slow breath. My fingers shake.

		Two weeks ago, Jonathan Whitman made me his slut.

		Now I’m working on the same floor as him.

		

		****

		

		The doors softly ping open. Beyond them is a large reception area, with a high ceiling and dark floors so polished they reflect the lights hanging from the ceiling. The walls are panelled in oak.

		I step out of the elevator. The doors softly close behind me. I am now trapped on the executive floor. My shoes click and clack on the floor, loud enough to echo. There are doors along the corridor. All of them are closed. I followed the corridor along, and see a reception desk at the far end of the cavernous space. A young black woman sits behind the desk. She’s extremely beautiful and slim, wearing a sleek deep blue dress. She looks like exactly the kind of woman I’d expect to be hired by high-level business executives to handle visitors to their floor.

		‘Good morning,’ she says, rising from behind the desk. She steps around the desk and approaches me with one perfectly manicured hand held out to me. I take it. Her skin is soft and warm. I notice that she wears high heels. They tap on the floor with every step. She smiles at me. ‘You must be Katie.’

		‘Yes, I am,’ I say, feeling very plain and underdressed next to this woman.

		‘So glad you could make it,’ she says. She releases my hand and turns, gesturing for me to follow. She begins walking down a corridor to one side, heading deeper into the floor. ‘How are you now? Have you found a place to live?’

		‘No,’ I say, wondering how this woman knows so much about me. ‘I’m holed up the hotel right now, with all my stuff in storage.’

		‘Pleasant change of pace, though,’ she says. ‘Living in a hotel, I mean.’

		‘Yes,’ I say. I don’t mention that I’m staying in the same hotel as last time. The hotel owned by Jonathan Whitman. The same hotel where I spread my legs in front of the windows while he fucked me.

		‘It’s a lovely hotel, isn’t it?’ she says, with a knowing smile.

		‘Yes,’ I say. Apparently, I don’t need to say anything. I hope to God she doesn’t know any more than that.

		She stops in front of a door at the far end of the corridor. This door, like all the others, is made of sturdy oak. It’s closed, with a thin gold plaque bearing the name of the man I’ve dreaded meeting for the past two weeks.

		Jonathan Whitman, COO.

		‘He’s been expecting you,’ the lady says, her hands clasped together in front of her.

		I take a moment and steel myself. This is it. The moment I’ve avoided thinking about ever since the morning I woke up alone in bed, with his thick come trickling out of my slit, into the sheets.

		‘What mood is he in?’ I say, whispering.

		She looks at me with a quizzical expression.

		‘Is he happy?’ I say. ‘Mad?’

		She smiles and knocks on the door.

		‘Yes,’ comes the response, muffled by the thick wood.

		The woman gestures towards the door, waiting for me to enter. I give a half-smile and reach out to the door handle. My fingers shake. My heart hammers against my ribs.

		The door bursts open from within and Jonathan Whitman stands in the doorway, looking down at me, an expression of displeasure on his face. He wears a smart black suit and a pale blue shirt, with a deep blue tie. Somehow the colors make his steely eyes seem even harder.

		‘Katie,’ he says. ‘Glad you could finally join us.’

		I open my mouth. Try to think of a response. Can’t. Close my mouth.

		‘Thank you, Lauren,’ he says.

		The beautiful black woman smiles at him – and not just a polite smile, but a knowing smile, the kind of smile a woman makes when she has a secret. Lauren smiles knowingly and nods politely and walks away. I hear her retreating footsteps clicking and clacking back along the corridor.

		Now it’s just the two of us. Jonathan and Me.

		‘Come in,’ Jonathan says. He steps aside and holds the door open, gesturing with his other hand for me to enter the office.

		I walk past him, trying to keep my face neutral. I pass just an inch away from him. My heart races. I step quickly into his office and pause. The room is large, designed to impress visitors with its comfort and opulence. It’s a wide room, with bookshelves and maps along the wall nearest the corridor. The opposite wall is taken up with enormous windows that overlook San Francisco. The windows are almost the size of the wall itself. A chill runs through me when I remember the last time he and I looked out a large window across the city.

		The focal point of the room is an enormous desk at the far end. The wall behind the desk is covered with certificates, photographs of Jonathan and his father, Whitman Senior, and a shelf covered by various trophies and awards. The desk is neat and uncluttered, with a computer to one side so that people can talk with obstruction. There are two large visitor chairs opposite the desk and a large leather couch at the far end of the room. This feels like a space that is more lived-in that a home.

		‘Take a seat,’ he says, closing the door. ‘Let’s get started.’

		I sit on the edge of one large, padded seat facing the desk. I don’t want to allow myself to feel comfortable in this office.

		He walks across the office, slowly drawing closer to me. Every footstep is like a drumbeat. My heart races faster with each one.

		‘How are you?’ he asks, from behind me.

		The question catches me off-guard. I stammer for a second before I find the right words.

		‘F-fine,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry if I’m late. I thought eight thirty was…’

		‘We’ll discuss that later,’ he says, stepping around behind the desk. He sits like a king on a throne and places his hands on the desk, palms down, one on top of the other. He fixes me with that cold, arrogant gaze. ‘There will be a punishment for your lateness, naturally.’

		I grip my knees tight.

		‘Punishment?’ I say, my voice weak.

		‘We’ll discuss that later,’ he says. ‘For now, we need to get you set up on the system and up to speed. My father has a copy of the presentation you gave last time. He is very keen to get your ideas in place. In fact, he wanted to set you a target of saving the company two thousand dollars in the next quarter.’

		My heart skips a beat. Holy shit, seriously?

		‘But I upped him to three thousand,’ he says, and that cruel, calculating smile spreads across his lips once more.

		‘What happens if I don’t manage that?’ Even though I ask the question, I already know the answer.

		‘We’ll decide on your punishments later,’ he says.

		I look him in the eye, trying to hold my gaze level, trying to project an air of confidence and power.

		I won’t let you push me around.

		‘Is that why I’m here?’ I say. ‘For you to have your way with me?’

		His face hardens.

		‘You are here to do a job,’ he says, ‘to the best of your ability. Don’t take it for granted. And definitely don’t try to resist me.’

		‘Resist you?’

		‘I am in control here,’ he says. He rises to his feet, leaning over the desk, looking down at me with his cold, clear eyes. ‘Make no mistake about that, Katie. I want something, I get it. I command something, it happens. You remember what happened last time I told you what I wanted.’

		I have a vivid recollection of being face down on a bed, my legs spread wide, his member buried deep inside my dripping sex as he climaxed.

		‘I remember,’ I say.

		‘Good,’ he says, and that cruel smile reappears on his face again.

		I won’t let you push me around.

		‘We’re not doing that again,’ I say. ‘I am not having sex with you. I shouldn’t have done that. I was… drunk. I was weak. Not again.’

		‘But you liked it.’ Not a question. A statement.

		I look away from his face, at the framed photos and certificates on the wall behind him. My cheeks burn with humiliation. Yes, I liked it. I loved it. Jonathan Whitman fucked me better, longer, harder and deeper than any man I’ve ever been with before. He dominated my body and my mind. He made me get on my knees and pleasure him with my mouth while he counted down from ten. He made me beg to let him come. And I did it all with a smile, because I wanted to do it.

		I won’t let you push me around.

		‘We’re at work,’ I say, keeping my tone level and civilised. ‘That happened in a hotel room. Not here. It’s not appropriate. Do I need to make a complaint with HR?’

		He blinks, flinching like I’ve just pulled a gun. It’s the first time I’ve seen anything resembling weakness from him. I cheer internally. Finally, a victory for Katie!

		Jonathan leans along his desk. He presses the intercom button on his phone. It hisses for a second, then I hear Lauren’s voice, distorted through the speaker, as she answers.

		‘Lauren,’ he says, ‘would you come here for a moment? Bring the toolkit with you.’

		He clicks off and stands next to the desk, hands clasped together behind his back. He looks at me with a cool, level gaze. He isn’t smiling anymore.

		Silence descends between us like a heavy fog. I still grip my knees to stop my hands from shaking. I’m trying to figure out what exactly this toolkit is that Lauren is bringing. I’m imagining something painful and unpleasant. He strikes me as the type of man to have a box of dangerous tools to hand in an office.

		After a long, awkward moment in silence, the door opens and Lauren enters. She walks past me and stands next to Jonathan, holding a black, black, leather attaché briefcase in one perfectly manicured hand, the kind of case spies use in the old movies.

		‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘Katie here needs a short lesson in office politics. You don’t mind, do you?’

		‘Not at all, sir,’ she says. Her voice is eager. Keen. Hungry.

		He places the case on the desk, opening facing in my direction, and clicks both locks open. He lifts the lid, making sure I can see what’s inside. The contents of the case are different to what I had imagined. The ‘tools’ within are not hammers or drills or knives or any of the horrifying things I had imagined a few minutes ago.

		Inside the case are items I recognise from the shelves of various adult stores I’ve passed through in my life. Whips. Paddles. Ball gags. Blindfolds. Handcuffs. There looks to be more inside the case, but I can’t see the next layer. Some lay on the bottom of the case. The whips and the paddles are secured to the top half of the case by a leather strap, staring out at me. My eyes widen in shock. I catch Lauren looking at me and see her smile grow wider.

		‘Would you care to select a tool, Lauren?’ he says, gesturing to the open briefcase.

		Lauren leans over the case, a smile on her face. She extends on slender arm and reaches inside. She searches through the case with her perfectly manicured fingers, looking for something I can’t see. Then, as though she hadn’t seen them already, she reaches up, takes hold of one of the paddles, and gently frees it from behind the strap.

		She wears that wide, knowing smile again as she hands Jonathan the paddle, handle first.

		‘Very well,’ he says. ‘Get in position.’

		Lauren pushes the briefcase along the desk, clearing a space. As she does, she lays her top half along the smooth wood, bent at ninety degrees, her perfect ass angled toward Jonathan.

		I get a strange feeling in my stomach. Like I know exactly what is about to happen, but I can’t stop it or look away.

		Lauren looks straight at me. She bites her bottom lip in anticipation. Her hands slide back along the desk, to her hips. She takes hold of the bottom of her deep blue dress and she lifts it up. The material rises like a curtain on stage, exposing her legs. Her thighs. Her perfect ass. I swallow uncomfortably as I realise that she isn’t wearing any panties.

		‘I believe in discipline,’ he says. He stands next to Lauren’s bare ass, the paddle held in one hand, his eyes fixed on my face. I can only watch. I’m rooted to the spot, unable to move. ‘I believe that nothing is impossible if a team works together. If you want something, and you work hard, you get it. Sometimes, however, you need a little discipline to make sure everyone is working hard.’

		He raises the paddle, then swings back down. The smooth, flat surface of the paddle connects with Lauren’s bare ass, hard. The dull, wet smack echoes around the room, reverberating in my ears. Lauren’s ass ripples with the impact. She gasps and a soft, sensual moan escapes her lips.

		‘Discipline,’ he says, ‘is one thing I value. Another is trust. The other is loyalty. Together, those three values form the cornerstone of own company. Without them, we are nothing.’

		He raises the paddle again and brings it down again, even harder. The smack makes me flinch. I would scream if he spanked me like that, but Lauren’s eyes roll back in pleasure and again she moans softly.

		‘Take Lauren, for example’ he says. ‘She is exceptionally well trained. She understands the value of discipline. She is obedient. She is loyal. She is trustworthy.’

		Smack.

		She moans.

		Something strange and unexpected begins to happen inside me. I try to deny it. I try to ignore it. I try to push it away. But I can’t. I’m watching a man I slept with spank a woman I don’t know and there’s a familiar heat building between my thighs. I swallow and lick my lips and breathe softly. My eyes fix on the paddle as he slowly raises it again. I’m starting to enjoy this display of power and control.

		‘But these values work in both directions,’ he says. ‘Lauren knows that I am also disciplined. All she has to do is say the word, and I will stop spanking her.’

		Lauren bites her bottom lip, a naughty smile on her face. She isn’t going to say stop. No way.

		Smack.

		She moans.

		‘She can trust me,’ he says. ‘She can trust me to be sensitive when required.’ He places a hand on her ass. The cheek is red. It looks painful, throbbing. Lauren sighs at his touch. ‘She knows the difference between pleasure and pain and she trusts me not to cross it.’

		Smack.

		She moans.

		He adjusts his hand. Brings the paddle down on her other cheek.

		Smack.

		She moans.

		‘And she knows I am very loyal to her needs.’

		Smack.

		She moans.

		Lauren lies on the desk, her naked ass in the air, cheeks reddening from the impacts. She breathes hard, her body rising and falling in quick, rhythmic movements. He places a hand on her bare ass and she whimpers.

		‘Lauren was just like you when she started,’ he says. ‘She thought that she was better than me, that she could rise above it all. You know what I did?’

		‘No,’ I say. My eyes flick all over the scene in front of me, from the exquisite pleasure on Lauren’s face, to her red ass, to the paddle in Jonathan’s hand, to the smile on his face. ‘What did you do?’

		‘I simply showed her that she was wrong.’

		Smack.

		She cries out in pleasure, her body convulsing with delight.

		‘Would you like more, Lauren?’ he says.

		She nods and grins at me.

		‘Later,’ he says. ‘Thank you for your help. You may return to your desk now.’

		She stands and lowers her dress. He holds out the paddle. She takes it and places it back in the briefcase. She clicks the briefcase shut, picks it up, and leaves the office. A few seconds later, it’s like nothing happened.

		‘So, you’re saying,’ I say. I pause. My throat is dry. ‘You’re saying that if I don’t do a good job, you’ll – what? – you’ll spank me?’

		‘No.’ He smiles broadly, a wide, genuine grin of happiness. ‘I’m saying that if you do a good job, you’ll beg me for it.’

		

		****

		

		I spend the rest of the morning being shown around the offices and introduced to the other senior executives by Lauren. I recognise most of the faces from the presentation I made two weeks ago. The men are cordial, the women polite. The tour goes smoothly. Lauren makes no mention of the scene that just unfolded. Nobody asks about that loud spanking noise. Lauren doesn’t even walk with a limp.

		Eventually, Lauren brings me to a small office one door along from Jonathan’s. The room is plain and undecorated, a far cry from the luxury next door. A single desk and an old office chair stand in the centre of the room. This is a computer on the desk. The walls are the same plain, dark wood as the rest of the floor. There is a single window on one wall.

		‘This is where sir would like you to work,’ Lauren says. ‘This way he can be close by if you need him.’

		She turns to leave.

		‘Hey,’ I say. She pauses and turns back to me. ‘What, um, what’s the deal here?’

		She gives me that quizzical look again.

		‘The deal?’ she says.

		‘Is this, like, some kind of S&M club?’ I say. ‘Like, we all lift our skirts and he spanks us?’

		She shakes her head sadly.

		‘No,’ she says. ‘This is a professional workplace. It just so happens that sir expects a certain standard from his colleagues and I, personally, am very happy to meet that standard.’

		‘Does he spank everyone with a paddle?’ I say. ‘Or that just you?’

		‘My relationship with sir is none of your concern,’ she says. ‘Just be glad you’re a part of it.’

		‘Do the others know?’ I say. ‘The other executives.’

		‘Everyone has their secrets. Sir likes to keep his personal kinks private and trusts me to do the same.’

		‘You keep calling him sir,’ I say.

		‘As should you,’ she says. ‘He likes it.’

		‘What’s he going to make me do?’ I say.

		‘Your job.’

		‘Is this… is it normal?’ She gives me that quizzical look again. ‘I mean, is it normal to have a boss who spanks you and makes you give him blowjobs?’

		She looks stunned.

		‘He doesn’t make me do anything,’ she says. ‘I want him to spank me. But I’ve never given him a blowjob.’ She glances at the wall that separates his office from mine. ‘God, I would love to suck his cock. I asked him, once. Asked him if he wanted to make love to me. You know what he said to me?’

		I shake my head.

		‘He said that only somebody truly special would be allowed to do that.’

		Lauren turns and leaves the room. She closes the door on me and I am left alone with my maddening, crazy thoughts.

		

		****

		

		I spend the rest of my first day getting connected on the system. I read email reports the other executives have sent to me, all outlining the total overhead spending on each of their departments for the previous quarter. My job, I guess, is to make sense of this information and try to find ways to bring the costs down across the entire company.

		I shift in my seat from time to time as I have little flashbacks of Jonathan spanking Lauren right in front of me. I’m not shifting because the thoughts make me uncomfortable. Quite the opposite. It makes me feel hot inside. I enjoyed watching it. I wanted to take part in it. I wanted him to spank me while Lauren watched.

		I become painfully aware of the feeling of my underwear rubbing against my cleft. I take a drink of water and try to focus on my work. It’s long, tedious, and confusing.

		The day wears on. I glance at my watch and realise it’s almost five. A few short weeks ago, I would be packing up my desk, ready to head home. How things change.

		My thoughts are interrupted by a knock on the wall. I snap upright, looking ahead, waiting. The knock comes again. On the other side of the wall, Jonathan is summoning me.

		I stand up from behind my desk and adjust my outfit. Gotta make sure I look presentable. I smooth out the wrinkles in my dress and pause for a moment before I open the door.

		‘Yes, sir?’ I say, opening his door.

		He gestures for me to come in and sit down. I do as I am told, sitting on the edge of the chair again. He doesn’t look up at me for a few long seconds. When he does finally raise his head, he fixes me with long, cold look.

		‘Sir?’ I say, a little unsure. Have I done something wrong? I don’t remember.

		‘My father would like to see you,’ he says.

		I nod slowly. Whitman Senior. The CEO. The head of the company.

		‘He’ll probably ask you how your first day has been,’ he says.

		‘Sure.’

		‘Don’t forget that you work for me,’ he says.

		‘Yes, sir.’

		‘I own you.’

		‘Yes, sir.’

		‘The last time you spoke to him, you embarrassed me,’ he says. ‘You remember what happened last time you embarrassed me?’

		Summoned. Stripped. Fucked in front of a window. Bent over a bed. Filled with come.

		‘Yes, sir. I do.’

		He nods, satisfied. Then he stands up. I do the same. I follow him to the door and we step out into the corridor. We walk about halfway down the corridor, heading back towards Lauren and the reception desk. Jonathan pauses before a door and raps twice on the wood. The door is as plain as the others. The only difference is the brass plaque bearing the name of the occupant. Frank Whitman.

		Jonathan turns the handle and walks into the room. I follow him into another plush office. Whitman Senior smiles at us from behind his desk, his wrinkled face lifting. Sure, he might be an older guy, but he gives off the impression that he’s bursting with energy and might break into a dance at any moment. He gets to his feet and walks across the office to greet us. I stand meekly behind Jonathan, my hands clasped together at my waist.

		‘There you are!’ he says. ‘I’m so glad you accepted my offer.’

		He walks over to us on light feet, as jubilant as a child on Christmas morning. He takes my hand and shakes it in both of his.

		‘So very good to see you again,’ he says. His sparkling smile is infectious and puts me at ease. He’s so much warmer and friendlier than his son.

		‘Thank you so much for everything,’ I say. ‘I still can’t really believe it’s happening.’

		‘With a talent like yours,’ he says, ‘I’d be a fool not to snap you up!’

		Jonathan steps behind his father, out of the old man’s line of sight. He looks at me over his father’s shoulder.

		‘How are you finding it all?’ Whitman says. ‘I trust you’ve been show around?’

		‘Yes, I have,’ I say. ‘Everyone’s been extremely nice to me.’

		‘Excellent! I hope my son has been behaving?’

		I catch a look from Jonathan. His eyes flash in anger. I hesitate for a second.

		‘He’s been very nice,’ I say, a little flat and unconvincing.

		‘Showing you the ropes, I trust?’

		Not the ropes. He’s been showing me the whips, paddles, gags, blindfolds, and handcuffs. But not the ropes. Not yet, at least.

		‘Yes, he has.’

		‘Good, great.’ Whitman Senior gestures for me to take a seat in front of his desk. I do. I feel comfortable enough to lean back into this chair. Whitman doesn’t sit in his own seat, however. He sits down in the other visitor’s chair, perched on the edge, facing me. Jonathan takes up position behind him, leaning against the wall, arms folded across his chest. He watches me, face impassive, eyes burning.

		‘I’m sorry I haven’t been around much today,’ he says. ‘I usually like to get a little more hands-on for the first day on the top floor, but I’ve been swamped. Did Jonathan explain the company values?’

		I glance at Jonathan. A wicked smile spreads across his lips.

		Raised paddle. Bare ass. Smack. Moan.

		‘Yes,’ I say. ‘He has made the values quite clear to me.’

		‘Excellent, excellent!’ The old man has a way of disarming me. I feel relaxed, comfortable, welcome. Even with Jonathan glaring at me. ‘I’d like to be honest with you, if I may. Your proposals were impressive. Very impressive. But that’s only half the reason I wanted you to join us on this level.’

		I nod slowly, not quite understanding. Jonathan frowns. This is news to him, too.

		‘To be perfectly honest,’ Whitman says, ‘what most impressed me about your proposal was the way you stood up to my son.’

		Jonathan looks like he’s just been slapped. I bite my lip to stifle a laugh.

		‘I want more people like you,’ Whitman says, oblivious to his son’s reaction. ‘So many people are too afraid to talk back, or stand up what they believe in. We’re surrounded by yes-man and nodding dogs here. I’ve brought you up here for two reasons. Firstly, I want you to try and save our company as much money as possible.’ He glances back over his shoulder. ‘What was the target we agreed on?’

		‘Three thousand dollars this quarter,’ Jonathan says.

		‘Three?’ Whitman says. ‘Sounds a little high for the first quarter. Let’s say two. Two thousand dollar saving across the company. That’s the target.’

		Whitman turns back to me. Jonathan’s face clouds over in anger. I recognise that look. The last time I saw that look was the night he called me to his hotel room and punished me. My heart skips a beat. I feel a jolt of anticipation in my cleft.

		What the hell is wrong with me?

		‘Right, so, yes, firstly you’re here because I want you to help us get our outgoings under control,’ Whitman says, unaware of his son’s rage building right behind him. ‘And, secondly, I want you to put my son in his place.’

		I feel like all the air just got sucked out of the room. It would be hilarious if it wasn’t so insane. The old man wants me to stand up to his son. The son wants to punish me for doing that exact thing.

		‘You want me to…’ I say.

		‘Stand up to Jonathan, yes,’ he says, nodding sagely. ‘Nobody else has the guts to do it, so I’m charging you with this responsibility.’

		Jonathan’s face darkens. He flexes his fingers.

		‘So, what do you say?’ Whitman says. ‘Do you think you can handle it?’

		Jonathan shakes his head, glaring at me, his eyes burning right through me.

		‘Yes,’ I say.

		Jonathan’s nostrils flare.

		‘I don’t see how this is relevant,’ Jonathan says.

		‘You don’t see a lot of things,’ Whitman says, with a sharp, clear tone. ‘Go on, you tell him. It’s your job now.’

		‘You don’t… see a lot of things?’ I say.

		Whitman laughs and claps in delight.

		‘Excellent! This is going to be very enjoyable.’

		He stands up. I do the same. He places a hand on my back and guides me to the door. Jonathan follows.

		‘You’ll fit in very well here,’ he says. He opens the door. I step through. Jonathan follows. I can feel seething anger rising off his boys. ‘I’m glad your first day wasn’t too strenuous. Well, it’s quitting time now. I imagine you’re eager to get out of here and enjoy the sun. Have a good evening and I’ll see you tomorrow at eight thirty again.’

		He closes the door, a twinkle in his eye, and I am shut in the silent corridor with Jonathan.

		‘My office,’ he says, his voice low and soft and dangerous. ‘Now.’

		My heart is in my throat. I follow him along the corridor, my footsteps clicking and clacking like gunshots in the empty space. The oak walls seem to grow darker as I near his office. He opens the door and holds it for me. I step into his office. The door swings shut, echoing like an explosion in the small space.

		Jonathan mumbles angrily to himself, pacing back and forth across the room. He rubs his chin and sweeps his hair back as he paces. Then he stops dead in his tracks and glares at me.

		‘It seems that I didn’t punish you enough last time,’ he says.

		I close my eyes like I can’t bear the news. I don’t want him to punish me. I don’t want to work in a place like this. But why does my heart skip a beat at the thought of it? Why do I feel warm, wet excitement building in my sex at the idea of this man punishing me?

		‘Why?’ I say, opening my eyes and gazing at his darkened, handsome face with as defiant an expression as I can muster.

		‘What?’ he says. I can tell from his reaction that nobody has ever challenged him like this before.

		‘Why do you need to punish me?’

		He steps up to me. An inch from my face. I can feel the heat of his body. I can smell him. The last time we were this close, we were naked and I was bouncing in his lap.

		‘I need to punish you,’ he says, ‘because I can’t punish him.’ I don’t say anything. He starts ranting, looking away from me, talking as if he’s forgotten I’m in the room. ‘Stupid old man. Still treating me like a child. In a few years, I will be running this company. He’ll do everything he can to stop it. Old bastard. Stupid old bastard.’

		He looks at me again, suddenly realising that I’m still here.

		‘Hands on the desk,’ he says.

		I swallow and lean forward. I place my trembling hands on the desk, palms down. The wood is cool.

		‘Usually I’m lenient and generous when it’s a first offence,’ he says. ‘I usually give them a choice. Not the full toolkit. A choice of two toys. But this isn’t your first offence, is it?’ It’s your second. And that’s much more serious.’

		I look over at him, pleading with my eyes. Please, it’s not my fault!

		He shakes his head, dismissing me. He begins to unbuckle his belt.

		‘Do you have anything to say?’ he says.

		‘You enjoy this, don’t you?’ I say, my voice heavy with conflicting emotions. ‘You enjoy this.’

		He removes his belt one long, smooth motion. It swishes through the air. My heart races faster imagining all the possible uses he might find for that belt.

		‘Do you want to punish me?’ I say. ‘Is that it?’

		He folds the belt in two, then pulls the leather taut. It snaps hard. I flinch.

		‘That’s it, isn’t it?’ I say, fighting to breathe, fighting to keep talking, fighting to resist. My hands are still on the desk, palms down. The wood is warm under my skin. ‘You enjoy this. You want to punish me. You enjoy punishing people. Everything you’ve done today, it’s all been to humiliate me and embarrass me, just so you can justify punishing me.’

		He steps in close to me, gripping the leather belt so tight I can hear it squeak. His eyes blaze like a wildfire.

		‘You made me think I was late,’ I say. ‘You tried to change my quarterly goals. Hell, I bet you even told the receptionist to give me a bad pass!’

		He leans into my face. Close enough for me to feel his breath on my skin. He reaches out with a hand. Places it around my throat. Holds my throat, not hard, but applies a little pressure. Enough to tell me who’s in charge here.

		‘And for what?’ I say, still talking regardless. ‘Because you’re mad at daddy?’

		He stiffens. He fingers squeeze my throat a little harder. I meet his eyes and I see cold, hard fury.

		‘That,’ he says, ‘that… was too far. Open your mouth.’

		I clamp my lips shut.

		‘Open. Your. Mouth.’

		I squeeze my lips tighter. I feel them turning white.

		‘I don’t care whether you open them or not,’ he says. ‘It would be easier for you if you did.’

		Something in his face makes me relent. His eyes blaze, but there’s a softness in his features. He wants to punish me, yes, but he doesn’t want to hurt me.

		I slowly open my mouth for him. He keeps my throat held tight in one hand. With the other, he raises the belt. It has been folded in half twice, making it thicker than two fingers. He places the belt in my mouth sideways, the ends hanging out past my cheeks, like a dog with a stick.

		‘Bite down,’ he says, almost gently.

		I bite down on the belt. My teeth sink into the leather.

		‘You will regret that,’ he says. His voice is still soft and low. Almost caring. As though he doesn’t enjoy what he is about to do. He traces a finger down my cheek, still holding my throat with his other hand. ‘You think you see right through me, don’t you? You think you’re so smart. You think I’m a savage, don’t you? I’m a caveman, dragging my knuckles and grunting. That’s how you see me. Well, you’re wrong. About all of it. I’m going to prove it to you. Deep down, everyone is the same. Everyone loves to get rough. Everyone craves the firm hand.’

		He releases my throat and steps back. I can still feel his hot fingers on my neck. He takes off his jacket and hangs it over the back of his chair.

		‘You see,’ he says, ‘there are two kinds of people in this world. There are achievers and there are deniers. Achievers recognise their needs. They know what they want and how to get it. I’m an achiever. I want success. I want money. I want a beautiful woman to present her ass and beg me to spank her. And I know how to get all those things.’

		He starts walking around the desk again, back toward me. I follow him, my heart pounding in anticipation. He begins rolling up his shirt sleeves, like a man preparing to get down and dirty.

		‘The other kind of people are deniers,’ he says. ‘The only difference between deniers and achievers is honesty. The achiever is honest about what they want. The denier pretends to be appalled, or disgusted, or horrified, or acts as though they’re so much better than everyone else, when really – deep down – they are same, identical in every way. You want my punishment. You crave my firm hand on your body. But you deny it because you don’t think it’s right or decent or appropriate, or any of the bullshit you’ve been fed your entire life. Women desire one thing above all others.’

		There are two sharps raps on the door. I freeze and look towards the door, like a deer in the headlights. The door opens. Lauren slips through and closes it behind her. I hear sounds of movement in the corridor – footsteps, doors closing. It sounds as though everyone is leaving for the day. Lauren stands in front of the door, attentive, hands in front of her.

		‘I’m finished for the day, sir,’ she says. Her eyes flick toward me, leaning on the desk, a belt between my teeth. I see a subtle change in her expression. A lustful glint in her eyes. A slight parting of her lips. A lift in her chest as she raises her breasts outward a fraction of an inch. She wants to be where I am now.

		‘Thank you, Lauren,’ Jonathan says.

		‘Can I be of assistance?’ she says, her eyes darting from me to him, back to me.

		‘Not this time, thank you.’

		‘Will that be all, sir?’

		‘Yes.’

		Lauren pauses for a second, as though wanting to say something else. She looks at me one last time. She runs her tongue across her teeth. She turns and leaves. There is another short burst of sound from the corridor as the floor empties for the day. Then the door swings shut and all is silent, except for my breath, rasping through the leather belt between my teeth.

		Jonathan walks across the office. He locks the door with a soft but definite click and slowly crosses the floor back to me.

		‘Where was I?’’ he says, muttering to himself. ‘No, it doesn’t matter. What does matter is that you stepped out of line. You need to learn a lesson.’

		He stands to my side and starts to take off his tie. He pauses as he lifts it over his head, still in a loose loop, and smiles to himself as he gets an idea. He places the tie around my head and cinches it in place, covering my eyes like a makeshift blindfold. I cannot see. I am bent over his desk. There is nobody else on this floor of the building.

		My heart pounds like a bass drum. My mind is filled with images of all the things he could do to me here and now. I could resist him. I could take my hands off the desk. I could shove him aside and run.

		But I won’t. A deep, dark part of my mind wants this. My body wants this. I try to tell myself that I don’t – to force myself to believe that I don’t – but it’s not true. I feel a fire sparking into life inside me. Heat spreads through my sex. Maybe it’s the fact that we’re in his office. Maybe it’s because I know we shouldn’t be doing this. Maybe it’s because it feels so wrong, so naughty, so wild. My body yearns for the kind of satisfaction I experienced last time he took control of me. I need that feeling again, that intense, exquisite, primal explosion of sexual frenzy he brought out in me last time.

		I’m not the kind of girl who bends over for guys like this, I swear. I don’t have one-night stands with rich men, and I don’t let people order me around in the bedroom, and I definitely don’t let guys spank me before they buy me a drink. I like to be romanced. I like to be wooed. I like to be seduced. Everything Jonathan Whitman does is the opposite of what I like in a man. Maybe that’s why I crave it so much.

		He steps into place behind me. I can feel his body against the curve of my ass.

		‘Last time I punished you, it was mostly for my benefit,’ he says. ‘I got carried away. I enjoyed it because you enjoyed it.’ He places his hands on the curve of my waist. ‘I won’t make that mistake again.’

		His hands slide down my body to the bottom of my dress. My heart skips a beat as his hands touch my legs. I feel his warmth through the thin pantyhose on my legs as his fingers slide back up my body, this time underneath the dress.

		‘Keep your hands on the desk,’ he says.

		I try to reply. My words are muffled by the belt.

		‘Shh,’ he says. ‘You’re here to listen, not to speak.’

		His hands push my dress up, lifting it, exposing my pantyhose and my underwear. I feel a surge of embarrassment as my panties become visible to him – they’re not exactly sexy. A pair of old, faded pink panties that once had white paw prints on the fabric. They’re old and comfortable and I was not expecting the CEO’s son to bend me over his desk like this. I might have worn a different pair if I’d known. I might have flown back to New York if I’d known. I moan into the belt as his hands grasp my firm ass.

		‘I like these,’ he says, tugging at my panties. ‘Don’t like these.’

		He pinches the pantyhose in his fingers and pulls it, stretching the thin material. Then he grabs it tight with his hands and pulls, hard. The sheer satin tears noisily, a hole opening wide across my ass.

		I gasp into the belt.

		He straightens up behind me. He caresses my ass. Squeezes the firm cheeks. Gently pats my ass once. Twice.

		‘Very tight,’ he says. ‘I enjoyed that last time, too.’

		He pats my ass again, a little harder now.

		‘I want to be sure that you understand your role in this company,’ he says. ‘Work hard, meet your targets, perform your job to the best of your ability, and I will reward you.’ He spanks my ass, once, sharp and sudden. I feel my tight cheeks ripple with the impact. My cry goes unheard through the belt. I am under no illusions what he means by reward.

		‘Disappoint me, underperform, or slack off, and you will be left wanting,’ he says. He takes his hands off my ass. I freeze, anticipating the hard slap of a firm palm. Nothing happens. I wait, breathless, for something to happen. Still nothing. I gently shake my hips.

		‘You see?’ he says. ‘You understand how this works already. You want the reward, because the alternative is so much worse.’

		Smack.

		His hand strikes my ass, hard. The sound of his palm striking my flesh echoes like a gunshot in the small room. I groan into the belt, my teeth grinding down into the leather. I feel him step back from me. I hear his footsteps moving across the office, slowly, deliberately, pacing back and forth.

		‘Our values,’ he says, getting further away from me, ‘are discipline, trust, and loyalty. I don’t punish you like this to discipline you. I do this to show you what happens when you do a good job. I trust you to tell me if you don’t like it, or if you want me to stop.’ He pauses. I make no sound. He continues. ‘And I expect you to be loyal to me, and me alone.’

		His footsteps draw nearer, stopping next to me. I feel his hand resting on the back of my head.

		‘In return, I will take care of you,’ he says. ‘I will be exactly the man you want me to be. I will trust you completely. And I will be every bit as loyal to you.’

		Smack.

		I scream into the belt. More, more, more!

		He takes a handful of my hair. Not enough to hurt, but the gesture forces me to bend my neck and arch my back.

		‘You liked last time, didn’t you?’

		I say nothing.

		‘Answer me.’

		Smack.

		I moan and bite the belt and nod. Why am I letting him do this? Why I am enjoying this?

		‘Have you ever been fucked like that before?’ he says.

		I shake my head.

		‘Do you want to be fucked like that again?’

		I nod, eagerly.

		‘Do you want to be fucked like that now?’

		I pause. I can hardly believe what I’m hearing.

		Smack.

		‘Answer me.’

		I nod.

		‘Good.’

		He releases my hair. Steps behind me. His fingers slip inside my panties and pull them down, hard. Cool air touches my wet lips. I gasp in surprise, the belt still clamped between my teeth.

		Then, without warning, I feel his red-hot, throbbing shaft against my sex. My body stiffens and I clench my fists and bite down on the belt and let out a muffled cry as he forces his thick, pulsing length into me. My wet sex accepts him eagerly, stretching to accommodate his thick manhood, and he pushes forward firmly until he sinks all the way inside.

		I toss my head back and moan into the belt. With my vision removed, it feels more incredible than before. I can feel him so much more intimately than last time. The sensation of his shaft is intense and takes my breath away as it fills me so completely.

		‘Keep your hands on the desk,’ he says.

		He starts pumping me, hard, pounding my body, his thick shaft stretching my yearning entrance, filling me up as he slams against my naked ass. It feels like he’s still fully dressed, with his hard member released through his zipper. Somehow, this knowledge makes the moment more erotic and more intense, like he’s so desperate to be inside me that he doesn’t want to waste time undressing.

		I moan loud, the sound echoing off the walls of the office. He fills me again and again, his red-hot length growing slick and wet with every invasion of my tight tunnel. I keep my palms on the desk, my fingers desperate to clench and grip the wood. I bite down on the belt so hard I’m sure I will tear the leather. The tie remains in place over my eyes, driving me wild. My other senses are heightened, and it feels electrifying. His cock feels bigger, hotter, harder than before. My slick entrance burns brighter with every delicious stroke, yearning for more.

		He grabs my waist and pulls my body back into him, slamming my ass against him, forcing his manhood deeper inside me. My excited, desperate moans are muffled by the belt. Being blindfolded and gagged like this only makes me feel more aroused. Being forced to keep my hands on the desk only increases my excitement. Being fucked from behind through my torn pantyhose only makes me wetter. I moan and cry and scream, but every noise I make comes through the belt as muffled breathing.

		‘This is what you want, isn’t it?’ he says. ‘This is how you want to be fucked.’

		I nod and lean my head back as his grip tightens on my waist. I’m close to a powerful climax already. My tight entrance grows tighter around his length, my muscles trying to hold him in place.

		He spanks my left ass cheek once, hard. I cry into the belt in delight. He spanks my right cheek, too. It stings and I love it.

		‘Are you going to come?’ he says.

		I nod and whimper.

		He spanks my ass again, one firm, stinging slap on each cheek. I feel him slowly step away from me and his length glides out of my yearning, burning sex. I whimper again, feeling my mounting orgasm fade like a tidal wave that becomes part of the sea again. I shake my hips, desperate for more, needing to feel him inside me again. I feel empty, I feel unsatisfied. I want more. I need more.

		‘You didn’t think I was going to let you come, did you?’ he says.

		I shake my hips again and bend forward more, displaying my wet sex for him.

		‘No, not this time,’ he says. ‘It’s not going to be that easy for you.’

		I take my hands off the desk and take hold of my tender ass cheeks and spread myself open for him.

		‘I said, hands on the desk!’

		He spanks my ass again, much harder than before. This is a punishment slap. I cry into the belt and put my hands back on the desk. My fingers are shaking with pleasure.

		‘No, no,’ he says. ‘I told you what this was. You need to learn your lesson. You need to understand how things work here. You don’t get to insult me and be rude to me. And you sure as shit don’t get to come over and over. No, this time, you are going to pleasure me. And you don’t get to come until I say. Am I clear?’

		I whimper again.

		‘Am I clear?’

		I nod.

		‘Good,’ he says.

		I feel his hands on my body. He grabs the dress and pulls at the zipper. The fabric opens and loosens and falls away from my body. He slides the dress down and into a pile on the floor. He unclips my bra and my firm breasts spill free, hard nipples begging for attention.

		But he doesn’t touch my breasts. I hear his footsteps as he moves around the office. He walks around to the other side of the desk. I hear a drawer open. I hear something get lifted out. The drawer closes again. His footsteps draw closer to me.

		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.’

		He grabs the back of my neck and pulls me upright. I keep my hands on the desk and stand on unsteady legs, still blindfolded, still gagged, with this new toy buried inside me, held in place by my panties.

		‘The toy inside your tight little pussy right now is called the love tickle,’ he says, talking slowly and calmly. I fight to concentrate on his words. Every movement of my body makes the love tickle move and touch new, unfamiliar places inside my sex. It feels nice. It feels very nice.

		‘The love tickle is similar in design to most vibrators,’ he says. ‘I’m sure you are familiar with the basic mechanics. There is, however, one key difference between the usual vibrators and this one.’

		I hear something metallic rattle near my face, as though he’s holding something up. It sounds like a keychain.

		‘This vibrator is remote controlled,’ he says.

		Before I have time to absorb the implications of what just said, I hear a small mechanical click coming from the keychain item.

		A sudden, intense wave of bliss smashes into me, sending shockwaves through my body like an earthquake rippling through a city. The little rubber toy inside my pussy seems to explode into life, vibrating with such intensity that I forget to breathe for a moment.

		‘Hands on the desk,’ he says softly.

		I realise that my hands have raised up from the wood. I dutifully place my palms back down on the desk. The wood feels warmer than it did before. My legs twitch. My toes curl inside my shoes. Under the blindfold, I screw my eyes shut. The powerful, throbbing vibrations inside me quickly become overwhelming. I see stars. I hear the roar of the ocean and feel the tidal wave begin to rear up once more.

		Click.

		The vibrator shuts off and falls still.

		‘You see how this works?’ he says, still in that dangerous, quiet voice. ‘I press the button and you get a little burst of pleasure. I can make you scream whenever I want. Your body is now under my total control. You understand how this works, yes?’

		I remain perfectly still. I’m breathing hard. It’s difficult to remain calm in this situation. Every part of my body feels like it’s been dipped in lava. This is too much, it’s too much…

		Click.

		I fall forward onto the desk, screaming into the belt. My legs tremble. My ass shakes. My fingers grip the desk so hard I could claw my name into the surface.

		Click.

		‘I asked you a question,’ he says. ‘I asked if you understood how this works.’

		I nod, weakly. My head feels heavy.

		‘Good,’ he says. ‘You’re starting to understand your role in all this.’

		He places one firm hand around my throat. I sigh. What is it about the way he touches me that makes me feel like this?

		‘Come with me,’ he says.

		I stand and he carefully walks me across the office, his hand still around my throat. My steps are unsteady and slow. I feel lightheaded. I have no idea where I am in the room any longer.

		‘Stand,’ he says, and releases my throat. I stand still, feeling the vibrator still clamped inside my tight slit. I flex my fingers and grip my hands together. I hear him moving nearby. I hear small metallic tinks and clinks.

		‘Lift your arm,’ he says. His voice comes from my right, so I raise that arm. Something cold and metal snaps around my wrist. He moves to my left.

		‘Other arm.’

		I raise my left arm and feel the same cold metal snap around my other wrist. Even in a blindfold, I know that sound. I recognise that feeling. Handcuffs. But my hands have not been handcuffed together. They feel as though they are both connected separately to something else.

		‘You’re probably wondering how much more you can take,’ he says.

		I nod.

		He stands right in front of me. I can feel him. I can smell him. His warm breath touches my cheek. He must be slow close to me. his lips must be a fraction from mine.

		‘You will take exactly as much as I want you to take,’ he says. ‘When you think you can’t possibly take anymore… when you beg me to stop… that’s when I begin.’

		I whimper.

		He steps to my side. Something heavy and metallic clangs above my head. I hear a strange noise. It takes me a minute to realise what it is. A rope squeaking through a pulley. He pulls on a rope next to me. I feel a gentle pressure on the handcuffs strapped around my wrists, a gentle pressure that pulls my hands up.

		I sigh with arousal as I realise what’s happening. My hands are slowly raised above my head, pulled by a rope, until I stand in a lose Y-shape. When my arms have no room to move, he stops pulling the rope and my hands are lock in place, restrained above my head.

		‘Now for your legs,’ he says.

		I shake my head.

		He grabs my face, squeezing my cheeks together.

		‘I wasn’t asking your permission,’ he says. ‘I’m telling you what’s going to happen. Be glad I am courteous enough to warn you.’

		Click.

		I scream into the belt as the love tickle explodes inside me again. It feels like a firework bursting into a shower of red-hot sparks against my most sensitive parts.

		‘This is the lowest power setting,’ he says. ‘There are two more.’

		I cry out against the leather between my teeth, begging him for mercy, pleading with him to be gentle. He either doesn’t understand or he doesn’t care.

		Click.

		I lean forward, panting, my arms held in place by the handcuffs.

		‘Now for your legs,’ he says again.

		I nod.

		I hear him move around the office for a few seconds. I feel weak. Dizzy. Like I need to lay down for a year and a half to recover.

		He returns to me and I feel a handcuff snap around my left ankle. He gently slips he’s hands between my feet and pushes my feet apart. I widen my stance until I feel another handcuff snap around my right ankle. My feet are about a meter apart. I try to move my feet, but I can’t. It feels as though there’s something in place between my feet. I can’t close or widen my legs.

		‘This,’ he says, ‘will keep you in place for tonight’s entertainment.’

		I’m breathing hard, my firm breasts rising and falling, nipples hard, dripping sex contained inside my faded pink panties and torn pantyhose. My hands are handcuffed above my head. I can’t move my arms. My feet are strapped around a restraint of some kind, maybe a metal bar. I have his tie around my eyes as a blindfold. His belt is a gag between my teeth. I have done some of these things with previous lovers – blindfolds, gags, restraints, etc, but I have never done all of them at once, and I’ve never done any of them while standing up.

		‘This room is my sanctuary,’ he says. ‘It is my domain. My pleasure room. I work here. I take pleasure here. Tonight, I shall take you here, too.’

		I whimper.

		He steps away. I hear a chair being moved closer. The squeak of leather as he sits down. He is sitting down a few feet in front of me, watching.

		‘There are very few things I enjoy in this life,’ he says. ‘I didn’t have the luxury of growing up like a good boy. The only thing I found pleasure in was tormenting others. My father…’ he pauses for a second, ‘…was not a good man. I learned to turn my frustrations onto others. I learned to enjoy those frustrations and I learned to embrace tormenting others. Do I make sense so far?’

		I nod.

		I hear the soft tap of an expensive-sounding alcohol decanter opening. I hear liquid splashing into a small glass. The tap of the decanter being closed again. I detect the soft scent of alcohol. A spirit. Bourbon, maybe.

		‘As I grew older,’ he says, ‘these torments became sexual in nature. I enjoyed the physical act of love. I enjoyed its intimacy. I enjoyed the feel of a woman against my body. but what I liked, what I really liked, was this.’

		Click.

		My body jerks and shakes. The restraints clink and tink and clang at my wrists and ankles, but they hold firm. I can’t go anywhere. I can’t do anything. All I can do is take it.

		My pussy clenches around the device, squeezing it tight. This only makes the vibrations feel somehow more powerful. Shockwaves crash through me. The tidal wave roars deep inside me.

		Click.

		I go limp, panting into the belt. I hang from the restraints, barely strong enough to hold my head up.

		‘Sex is fine,’ he says. ‘It’s fun. But what’s better than sex is pushing someone to their limits, making them feel as though they can’t possibly take anymore – then going even further. That, to me, is art. You, right now, are my masterpiece.’

		I whimper. I can’t open my mouth wide enough to spit the belt out. I think my teeth have dug grooves into the leather.

		‘But before we get started on the real fun,’ he says. ‘I had some punishments to inflict on you, didn’t I?’

		I shake my head. No. Please, no.

		‘Yes, yes I did. You were late this morning. That needs to be dealt with. And you tried to upset me earlier by bringing my father into our argument. Two crimes. Two punishments.’

		I shake my head again. It’s all I can do right now.

		‘What’s an appropriate punishment for this?’ he says, in mock thought. ‘I know. One minute for each punishment on the second speed setting.’

		Click.

		The love tickle bursts into life in a frenzy. I thought it was powerful before, but now – holy fuck. My pussy grips it tighter, involuntarily, and the vibrations send exquisite shudders of intense pleasure through me. I fight to keep breathing, but it becomes difficult. The tidal wave roars higher and wider and surges towards shore. It feels bigger than any climax I’ve ever felt building before.

		The seconds tick past. My fists clench. My nails dig into my palms. My toes curl. My knees shake uncontrollably. It’s more intense than any erotic sensation I have ever felt before.

		I feel his hands by my mouth. He gently eases the belt out from between my teeth. I open and close my jaw. I didn’t know how much my mouth ached.

		Then the tidal wave smashes down over me. I forget everything else. My entire body rocks and shakes and struggles against the restraints.

		I scream in delight – a long, loud, primal cry of utter, impossible ecstasy. I have never, ever screamed like this before. I have never, ever, felt like this before. My body is exploding at once, every nerve ending, every pore, every fibre of my being is bursting with life and energy.

		I gasp and moan and cry out and take long, deep gulps of air, but the orgasm still sweeps through me, growing more powerful by the second. I want to clamp my thighs together and squeeze, but I can’t move my legs. The pressure building inside me is enormous. I feel like I’m trapped underwater, just out of reach of the surface.

		‘One minute,’ he says, barely audible over my screams of delight. I can hear the smile in his voice.

		I still have sixty long seconds left to endure.

		My body shakes uncontrollably, rattling the restraints, pulling at the handcuffs. It’s no use. I am trapped here. The love tickle continues its relentless, unstoppable assault on my burning sex. My pussy feels like an erupting volcano, my juices burning like lava on my inner thighs.

		‘Please!’ I moan, the word stretching out for several long syllables, ‘please, sir!’

		‘I’m sorry, Katie,’ he says. ‘You brought this on yourself.’

		‘Oh fuck,’ I say, my voice almost hoarse from screaming.

		A second tidal wave crashes down over me. It feels more intense and more powerful than the first. I don’t scream. I don’t cry out. I can’t I have no breath left. My mouth gapes wide open. My fingers claw the air. My knees give out, but I’m held upright by the bar between my legs. I twitch and trash helplessly.

		Finally, I get enough to moan and this, deep, guttural roar of orgasmic power rips out of my mouth. I didn’t even know I could make a noise like that.

		‘Good, Katie,’ he says. ‘Good.’

		‘How – much – longer?’ I cry, my voice rising to a shrill note.

		‘Ten seconds.’

		I moan over and over. The device keeps up with its intense, powerful vibrations. My body jerks and rocks and hangs limply in the restraints.

		Then, finally, it is over.

		Click.

		I pant hard. I can’t even think straight.

		‘Well done, Katie,’ he says.

		‘I can’t,’ I say. ‘Too much.’

		He kisses my damp forehead.

		‘Would you like more?’

		I pause. I can’t take any more of this. It’s too much. It’s too intense. My body is exhausted already. I need to stop.

		But I nod.

		‘That’s the right answer,’ he says. ‘But we have a problem, Katie.’

		‘S-sir?’

		‘I told you earlier that you weren’t going to come until I came. Seems to me that you just came.’

		‘I’m sorry, sir. I couldn’t help it.’

		‘You’ll have to make it up to me.’

		I nod.

		He lifts the tie away from my eyes and off my head. I blink in the sudden light. My vision is blurred and it takes a few seconds to get my bearings. There is a visitor’s chair directly in front me, about a few feet away. A half-empty crystal glass rests on the floor next to the chair. Jonathan Whitman stands to my left, a dark, satisfied smile on his face. He holds a rope in his hand.

		I watch as he gently winches the rope back down. My arms slowly lower back in front of me. I finally see the device he has strapped me into. Each wrist is attached by a pair of handcuffs to a metal rod. The rod is raised and lowered by a rope pulley up into the ceiling, the mechanism hidden behind the drapes above the windows.

		The windows!

		I glance over my shoulder. I realise that I have been on display this entire time, like a store display. The sun is setting over the city. Rush hour traffic is over. The other office blocks are dark now. How many people watched me just now? How many people saw me present my body to this man and submit to his twisted will?

		He continues lowering the rope. The rod hangs from the handcuffs now, dangling between my wrists. It becomes heavy and I pitch forward, onto my hands and knees, my feet still forced apart.

		He finally stops lower the rope and clamps it into place. I am on all fours now, in front of the chair, still restrained by the ropes and the bars.

		Jonathan sits down in the chair, just in front of me. His rock-hard erection still springs free through his zipper. It is still slick from fucking me earlier.

		‘You were very well behaved tonight, Katie,’ he says. ‘For your good behavior, I will give you a choice.’

		I swallow hard and look him in the eyes.

		‘I want you to make me come,’ he says. ‘Pussy, mouth, or ass. Your choice.’

		My body trembles as I consider the options. My pussy can’t take anymore. My entire body can’t take anymore.

		‘Mouth,’ I say.

		‘Very well.’

		He leans back into the chair, relaxed and ready, his throbbing erection waiting for me. I look down at my hands, still restrained, still locked into place around the metal rod.

		‘Are you going to release me?’

		‘No.’

		I crawl on all fours toward him. It is hard to do with my wrists and ankles handcuffed to the restraints. The metal bars drag on the floor beneath me as I slowly pull myself along the floor to my prize. I am a few inches away when the rope goes taut. I glance back behind me. The rod between my wrists is still connected to the ceiling and it’s stretched as far as it will go. I try to raise my hand to grasp his firm shaft, but the rope stops me short. I lean forward and kiss his beautiful cock. I can reach him with my mouth, but nothing else.

		I glance up at him. He smiles at me. I run my tongue along his shaft, tasting myself on his skin. I stretch my neck as far as I can and take him inside my mouth. Being restrained makes this difficult, but I’m so turned on right now that it’s hard to think straight. The only thing running through my mind right now is that I need his come. I crave it.

		His hot, delicious shaft slides down to the back of my throat. He lets out a small, satisfied sigh, his hands on the armrests of the chair, and watches me work. I slide his length all the way into my mouth a few times, making it nice and wet. I can taste his excitement on the tip of his shaft, a salty, manly flavor. It drives me wild with desire. I crave his release.

		Last time I took him in my mouth, he wouldn’t allow me to finish him. This time, I am determined to make him come with my mouth.

		The restraints and the ropes make this challenging. I can only reach him with my mouth, and I am forced to stay on my hands and knees. He has designed this moment to be as difficult as possible for me, I am sure. But I’m not going to give him the pleasure of watching me struggle.

		I keep my eyes fixed on his as much as possible as I suck his hard member. Though he keeps his face as still as possible, I see a thousand tiny changes in his expression. He’s enjoying what I am doing to him. I flick my tongue across his head and over his shaft, from the tip to the base and back again.

		‘Earlier I told you about the two kinds of people in this world,’ he says. ‘Achievers and deniers. Those who know what they like, and those who pretend otherwise.’

		I take his length to the back of my throat and make a deep purr that sends vibrations up his shaft.

		‘Last time we met, you were a denier. You tried to deny how much you enjoyed my little games. How do you feel now? Do you still deny yourself my pleasures?’

		I fix my eyes on his and slowly take his member deep inside my throat, until his entire length is between my lips.

		‘Satisfactory answer,’ he says. ‘I was hoping you would agree. I don’t believe you would have agreed to work for me if you didn’t enjoy this.’

		I bob my head back and forth, taking him in and out of my mouth faster and faster, fucking his shaft with my throat.

		He lets out another little sigh of pleasure. The sound spurs me on, pushing me to work harder. I need his come. I crave it.

		‘People like you and I,’ he says, ‘we’re achievers. We know what works for us and what doesn’t. We don’t lie to ourselves and pretend that we’re somehow better or worse than anyone else. I enjoy giving pleasurable torments. You enjoy receiving pleasurable torments. There’s nothing wrong with either thing.’

		I let his wet manhood out of my mouth and flick my tongue across the underside, keeping my eyes fixed on his face the whole time.

		‘I guess what I’m trying to say is… I’m glad we met.’

		I pause a second. That sounded sincere.

		‘Don’t stop,’ he says. ‘Unless you want me to fuck you elsewhere?’

		I return my focus to his beautiful cock and suck it gently, sweetly. His words echo through my mind. I’m glad we met.

		‘You’re very good,’ he says. ‘Very good…’

		He closes for a moment and sinks back into the chair. I use my lips and tongue to kiss, caress, and tease his shaft. This would be so much easier if he would let me us my hands...

		I keep sucking him. Keep teasing him. Keep tasting him. I will him with my mind to come. I moan on his shaft and take him all the way into my mouth and flick my tongue across his head and fuck him with my lips. I hear his breathing change and deepen; little groans of pleasure escape his lips. The sound drives me wild.

		‘I’m getting close,’ he says. ‘You want me to come?’

		I moan on his shaft.

		‘You want me to come in your mouth?’

		I moan again.

		‘Let’s make it a little more challenging,’ he says, with a wicked smile.

		He lifts a little black box between his finger and thumb. I’ve never seen this before, but I know exactly what it is and what it does.

		‘Perhaps a little stimulation,’ he says, ‘on the highest setting.’

		My eyes widen and I am about to beg him not to press the button, but it’s already too late.

		Click.

		The love tickle bursts into life once more, vibrating with incredible power inside my aching sex. My scream is muffled by his thick manhood. I stop sucking for a few seconds. My body feels like it’s being turned inside out.

		‘Don’t stop!’ he says.

		I clamp my lips around his shaft and try to focus on pleasuring him, but I can’t. The vibrations feel like they’re punching a hole through me.

		He sits upright and grabs my head with both hands and rocks his hips, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. The sensations are too much for me to handle right now. The vibrator overpowers my sex. His cock fills my mouth. His powerful hands grip my hair. He pulls my head down on his length again and again, fucking my mouth. I hear him sigh and groan I love it.

		My body rocks and shakes and shudders with the power of the vibrator. It’s taking all my willpower to remain on my hands and knees with my mouth open.

		‘Yes!’ he says. ‘Fucking perfect!’

		He fucks my mouth faster and harder, his strong hands gripping my head tight. If my body wasn’t so exhausted already, I would be close to climax even without the vibrator. I love the way he uses my mouth. I love the way he uses me.

		‘Look at me,’ he says.

		I gaze up at him, my eyes watering a little. His face is twisted into an expression of deepest pleasure, eyes shining, lips parted, a throbbing vein of concentration in his temple. His wicked smile widens for a second and he lets out one final groan of delight.

		He comes in my mouth. It is a hot, thick, sticky, delicious load. He keeps fucking my lips as he comes, his cock twitching and throbbing with every release, forcing his come deep into my throat. I almost gag for a second, but keep myself under control. I keep my eyes on his. I try to swallow his release, but there’s too much to take. I feel it trickle over my lips and chin as he pumps my mouth again and again.

		After a few delicious seconds, he begins to slow. I manage to swallow his warm load as much as I can. I suck his thick head and flick my tongue over his shaft, making sure I got all of it. His wicked smile widens as he watches me clean his manhood with my tongue.

		‘That’s good,’ he says. ‘Very good. You’re well trained.’

		The vibrator jerks and jolts my sex. It’s starting to become painful. He notices something in my expression and dutifully presses the button.

		Click.

		The vibrator finally shuts off and I can breathe once more. My body relaxes.

		He slowly eases his length out of my mouth. It is slick with saliva and glistens in the office light.

		I stay on my hands and knees, breathing hard. I can feel his come on my chin. My makeup is smudged. My hair is a mess. My pantyhose is ripped and ruined. My panties are probably soaked through.

		‘You look beautiful,’ he says.

		I smile at him.

		‘Thank you, sir,’ I say.

		‘Are you okay, Katie?’

		‘Yes, sir. That was a lot of come. I wasn’t expecting it.’

		‘I haven’t come since the last time we were together.’

		He slips his softening manhood back into his pants and carefully zips himself back up. Then he stands up and moves around me. I try to process what he just said as he gently unlocks the handcuffs on my ankle. Has he seriously not pleasured himself since we had sex two weeks ago?

		Jonathan kneels next to me. He kisses my forehead gently, tenderly, lovingly. Then he inserts a key into each handcuff at my wrists and frees me from his device.

		I am too weak to stand right now. He reaches under me and helps me to my feet. He carefully lowers me into the chair and pulls my soaked underwear and torn pantyhose off. I gasp as he gently slides the vibrator out of me. My head spins from the intensity of the pleasure he’s just put me through.

		I sit in his chair, naked, his come on my chin, my wet sex pressing against the cool leather, and watch him carefully hide his sexual equipment. He pulls a rope by the window and raises the metal rod that secured my wrists back into position. The contraption is hidden behind the venetian blinds at the top of the window. He picks up the bar that secured my feet and returns it to a hidden space under his desk. In a few moments, the room is returned to normal. You would never know that this luxurious office was also his den of depravity.

		He stands in front of me. I lift my heavy head and offer him an exhausted smile. He holds up my panties, my pink, faded, soaking panties.

		‘I’m going to keep these,’ he says. ‘A little memento of your first day.’ I nod, not really comprehending. Keep them. Keep them all. ‘And I want to implement a new dress code for you. From now on, no panties.’

		‘None?’ I say, my voice as tired as my body.

		‘None. I will be inspecting you to be sure. I want your pussy to be accessible to me at all times.’

		‘Yes, sir.’

		‘Are you tired, Katie?’

		I nod.

		‘I’ll take you home.’

		He lifts me out of the chair. He’s surprisingly strong. I can’t remember if I knew that already. He helps me get back into my bra and my dress and zips me into place. I feel naughty knowing that I’m not wearing any panties beneath this dress. My wet lips feel inflamed and fat from how hard I came. I haven’t felt this faint after an orgasm before. Not even after the last time we met.

		I take a tentative step toward the door and stumble. He scoops me up into his arms and carries me. I put my arms around his neck as he walks across the office and into the corridor. The building is silent and dark. His footsteps tap on the smooth floor as he walks past closed doors and silent rooms. The reception desk is empty. I wonder what Lauren is doing right now. I wonder if she’s thinking about me, and wishing she had been allowed to stay in the office.

		I feel lighter than air, as though I’m floating through the building. In Jonathan’s strong arms, I feel safe and happy. How strange it is to feel this way. Twelve hours ago, I was on the edge of a panic attack whenever I thought his name. Now he’s carrying me to the elevator because he’s made me come so hard I can’t walk.

		He pauses in front of the elevator. I hear him press the button and the elevator pings. He looks down at me, cradled in his arms like a baby and smiles to himself.

		‘What?’ I say. ‘Why are you smiling?’

		‘You have come on your chin,’ he says.

		I cover my face with my hands in embarrassment. He laughs quietly.

		The elevator doors ping open and he steps inside. He presses the button for the lobby and the doors ping closed again.

		I close my eyes for a second. When I open them, he is gently placing me in the back seat of a cab. I look around in confusion and close my eyes again.

		I open my eyes. He is gently placing me in a large, soft bed. I lift my head and look around. It’s my hotel room. A lamp gently illuminates the room from a nightstand.

		‘Did you carry me all the way here?’ I ask, confused and exhausted.

		‘No,’ he says. ‘We took a cab.’

		‘Oh,’ I say.

		He helps me undress. I lay naked on the bed. My inner thighs are warm and sticky. I’ll shower in the morning. Right now, I need sleep. I’m beyond exhausted.

		He leans down and kisses my forehead again.

		‘I’m an achiever,’ I say in a soft, tired voice.

		‘Yes,’ he says, smiling at me. ‘You’re an achiever. You’re my perfect little achiever.’

		I smile and get comfortable. I am naked and warm and happy. I reach out towards him. I can’t feel him near me.

		‘Can you stay with me?’ I say.

		He doesn’t respond.

		I pat the bed, trying to find him. He’s not there.

		I open my eyes and look around. The room is dark and quiet. Hours must have passed since he left.

		I sigh and lay back down, a little hurt that he didn’t stay the night. That’s twice now he’s made me experience something wonderful and twice he didn’t stay with me afterwards.

		I feel crazy for wanting him to stay. I feel crazy for wanting my boss to sleep in the same bed as me. I feel crazy for being sad that he left.

		As I drift back to sleep, a final thought crosses my mind.

		What a fucked-up life I lead.

		

		Katie’s twisted romance continues in The CEO’s Son III: Serving His Needs, coming soon.
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		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

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Power Play

		

		Husband and wife Derek and Kat are nervously preparing to go to a restaurant for dinner with her boss, Don Maclean. Neither knows the reason for this meeting, but they’re both hoping to make the best of it.

		

		As the night wears on and the couple start to unwind, Don makes his power play – an offer that shocks the couple. All they need do is give in to this alpha male’s demands.

		

		Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand.

		‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. ‘They’re a gift from Don.’

		She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat.

		‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says.

		‘Thank you,’ I say.

		‘Don’t thank me,’ she says.

		‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don.

		He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy.

		Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter.

		Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed.

		They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting.

		Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side, black on the other. I see the letters XL stencilled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member.

		‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’
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