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		Come on, Katie, you can do it.

		The delivery guy smiles at me with polite indifference, holding out the plain brown package toward me. I stare at him. Stare at the box. I’ve only been living in this apartment for a couple of days, and I sure haven’t ordered anything.

		Which means…

		Which means it came from the only person who knows my new address.

		It came from him.

		I take the parcel from the delivery guy and mumble my thanks. He turns on his heel and I close my apartment door, heart thumping in my chest. I carry the plain brown cardboard box with both hands through my tiny apartment, stepping around piles of half-sorted clothes and dodging partially assembled furniture.

		I sit down in the one fully built chair I currently own and stare at the box in my lap. My heart thumps loudly. I know who sent this. I don’t know what’s inside. But I know who sent it to me.

		Sir.

		I slip my fingers under the box flaps and carefully peeling back the tape keeping everything sealed firmly in place. My heart rate quickens as the final seal breaks. I take a breath and ask myself – do I really want to know what’s inside?

		Yes.

		I rip off the tape and open the lid.

		Inside is another box. This one is white and elegantly wrapped in a pale blue bow. It looks like the kind of box you would get for choosing the ‘gift wrap’ option at a store counter. I take it out of the delivery box and drop the brown cardboard casing to the floor. My fingers tremble as I stroke the blue bow, wondering what was going through his mind when he selected whatever it is that’s inside this box. It’s almost impossible to know what that man thinks at any time. He’s never given me anything before now, so this sudden arrival at my door as I’m getting ready for work – coffee half-drunk, hair a mess, still wearing a panda nightshirt – is like a bolt out of the blue.

		For the past month, I’ve been playing a strange game with my boss, Jonathan Whitman, the second-in-command at my company. He likes to set me tasks and challenges – strictly not work related, of course – and I have to try and complete them. It began the morning after he tied me up in his office and brought me to orgasm after orgasm. He ordered me not to wear panties into the office the next morning. I obliged, but chose to wear dark suit pants that day so nobody could tell. He took this as a challenge, an act of disobedience, and our game progressed from there.

		Game… is that the right word for what we do? I guess so. I wouldn’t use the word relationship to describe us. I don’t think Jonathan knows what that word means. He likes to tease and tantalize and torment me. He loves to play with my mind and drive my body to the edge. He enjoys pushing me out of my comfort zone and making me want to try new sexual experiences. If I tell him that I don’t want to try something, he sets that as my next task. But he won’t have sexual intercourse with me. He’ll drive me crazy and make me climax – sometimes more than once – or sometimes he’ll force me to edge several times over the course of a day, before telling me to go home without any relief. I’ve almost worn out my battered old vibrator thanks to days like these.

		Like I say, I don’t know what we are. I don’t know if there’s a word for the kind of relationship that Jonathan and I have right now. I wouldn’t call him my boyfriend. I don’t even call him my boss.

		I call him sir.

		He appeared in my life just six short weeks ago. I had never met him before. I flew out from New York to San Francisco to give a presentation to the company board and accidentally made Jonathan look stupid in front of his father and the other executives. He found me at my hotel that night – halfway through drinking myself stupid – and summoned me to his room. To this day, I don’t know what possessed me to go. But I did. And he opened my eyes to a whole new world.

		Before Jonathan, the kinkiest thing I had ever done was use blindfolds or handcuffs in the bedroom. Until I met him, I didn’t know what my body truly desired. I thought having a single orgasm and curling up with a half-asleep lover, feeling strangely unfulfilled and yearning for more, was perfectly normal.

		Once he entered my life, everything changed.

		I feel as though my time on this earth can be split into two distinct halves. The first half is everything Before Jonathan. I was a good girl. Hardworking. Dedicated. Focused. I had a couple of boyfriends – the last one was almost serious, we lived together for a while – but nothing too extreme. I was plain and vanilla and – now that I look back on my sexual experiences – painfully reserved.

		My life After Jonathan is almost the complete opposite. I’m a bad girl. I’m distracted at work. I tremble with anticipation and dread every time my phone buzzes with a message from him. Every sexual experience he puts me through is so far removed from what I used to do with my boyfriends that it’s totally unreal. Two months ago, I was a shy girl trying to prove herself to the company, living with a straight-laced boyfriend in a crumbling relationship. Now, I’m a bold, outgoing, sexually adventurous woman living in a strange city, regularly being driven to orgasm by a master I barely know. Two months ago, the kinkiest thing I ever did was allow a boyfriend to blindfold and tie me up. Now, Jonathan regularly spanks me and uses vibrators to stimulate my aching sex and I’m completely forbidden to wear panties in my office.

		Before Jonathan.

		After Jonathan.

		Whether this is a good thing or a bad choice, I can’t say. I’m sure some of my old friends back in New York would be appalled at how easily I gave myself to him. Hell, the old Katie would be horrified by how quickly I fell under his spell. I’m not even sure that I could explain myself to the old Katie. How do you explain a relationship – acquaintance? Kinky friendship? – like the one I have with Jonathan?

		Whatever it is that Jonathan and I have, it’s exciting and erotic and always fun. Every day is an adventure with him. I never know what he’s going to make me do next. He might insist that I wear a certain outfit, or call me into his office and demand that I orgasm before he will allow me to get back to work. Sometimes I put up a fight and argue and try to push back, but he always wins. Letting him win is – for me, anyway – part of the thrill.

		So, what does Jonathan – my sir – have in store for me today, I wonder?

		I gently pull at the blue bow until the ribbons fall open, exposing the smooth, creamy surface of the box beneath. I place my hands along the edges of the box. My heart beats faster now, the anticipation getting to me. In the deepest recess of my mind, I hear a voice tell me to hide the box and claim it never arrived. Another voice – a sultry, sexy, seductive voice, the voice of my inner slut, the voice of the beast my sir awakened in me – says, Open it, you fucking wuss! That second voice knows me so well. Even in spite of my nervousness, my womanhood feels warm and tingly.

		The lid slips effortlessly off the box. I toss it to the side and look into the box, hardly daring to breathe. Scented rose petals are scattered on top of the packages, leaving a delightfully sweet aroma that lingers in the air around my head.

		Inside the box are three thin parcels, each carefully wrapped in thin tissue paper than same shade of blue as the bow. On top of these parcels is a single piece of crisp, white card, neatly folded in half. I pluck it from the box and open it up. Inside the card is a message from Jonathan, written in his neat, elegant, flowing script.

		

		Katie,

		You will wear this today. All of it. No excuses. The package is tracked. I will know when it arrives. There will be an inspection.

		J

		

		The informal J at the end is the closest that Jonathan will ever get to a love note.

		I bring the card up to my nose and inhale, trying to detect his scent, but the only odor left is that of the scented rose petals. I can imagine him writing this note for me, maybe in the store where he bought it, hunched over the cash register, a smile on his face. Maybe some of the shop assistants asked him who it was for. Gift for that special lady, sir? I wonder how he responded. Does he think of me as his special lady? I really don’t know. Lauren, the secretary for the executive floor at the office, once told me that Jonathan would only let a woman suck and fuck him if she was special. The first time we hooked up – or he punished me, or we fooled around, however you want to describe it – he forced me to suck his cock with my hands above my head. Then he took me to the bedroom and mounted me in the most incredible, erotic frenzy of passion I’ve ever experienced, before he flooded me with his come. I’ve never told him this, but when he fucked me that time – face down on the bed, my whole body screaming for more – it was the first time I had ever gone bareback before. None of my previous boyfriends had come inside me like that. I had talked about maybe going onto birth control once with my last boyfriend, but then he dumped me and moved out before we could take that conversation any further.

		I shake my head, clearly the fog of my memories. Heat continues to grow in my cleft, a dull, sticky warmth that spreads throughout my womanhood. How does he always manage to do this to me? He isn’t even close by!

		Get a grip, Katie, says the voice inside my head. Not the sexy, slutty voice. The other voice. You’re acting like a teenage girl at a concert. He’s not a rock star. He’s your boss.

		That voice is right, of course. I shouldn’t be acting like this and I know it. But Somehow Jonathan always manages to find a way inside my head, attacking my senses and stripping away all my inhibitions. He’s more potent than the strongest liquor.

		I set the card aside and carefully peel open the first parcel in the box. It takes me a few moments to realize what the first item is.

		At first, it looks like a strange collection of leather straps, held together by small metallic rings. There doesn’t appear to be any rhyme or coherence to the design of the straps. Some areas have large holes, some have smaller gaps.

		I lift the weird collection of straps and rings out of the parcel and hold it up to the light, frowning in confusion. What is this? Am I supposed to wear it? Then its hits me. I know what this is. It’s a harness outfit. The leather straps will stretch over my body, exposing my breasts, lifting my figure, and tightening against my skin. It is an outfit that will make me look – and feel, more than likely – utterly incredible and totally slutty, all at once.

		My eyes widen as I study the straps and metal rings in closer detail. I have never worn anything like this before. Haven’t even considered wearing something like this. Not once has it ever crossed my mind to buy an outfit made of leather straps and wear it for my lover. The sexiest thing I’ve ever purchased was a pink, lacy babydoll chemise. This thing, right here, is on a whole other level.

		I carefully place the strap outfit on a box, making sure nothing gets tangled or caught up. The last thing I want is to explain to sir how I messed up his plans for today because the boob hole got caught in the butt ring.

		Taking a deep breath to steady myself, I open the second parcel. I gasp at what’s inside.

		Nestled neatly in the center of the pale blue tissue paper is a black shirt. Well, it looks like a skirt. To be honest, it’s probably more like a belt. From waistband to hem, this skirt is shorter than my forearm. It would barely cover my ass.

		I lift the skirt from the box, feeling my eyes bulge out of my head. I’ve never worn anything like this before. Not even in my wild and single party days, when I would hit the clubs with my friends and… ah, who am I kidding? I’ve never worn anything like this skirt because I’ve never dressed in anything so revealing before.

		Underneath the skirt is a second item of clothing. This is a white blouse. At first glance, it looks like any other white blouse on earth. Perfect for the office. But, as I study the blouse a little closer, I see that the front is low cut. Like, super low. Almost down to the freaking belly button. If I wore this, my breasts wouldn’t just be revealed, they’d be damn near completely exposed!

		I swallow hard, feeling my heart pitter-patter against my ribs. I can’t wear this. Surely, he can’t expect me to wear this? Not for work, for God’s sake?

		There is one more parcel in the box. This one is smaller than the other two. A cube shape, neatly wrapped in that pale blue tissue paper. My fingers tremble as I grasp it and slowly lift it out of the white box. The little parcel feels light in my hand. I slowly unwrap the tissue paper and reveal the final gift my sir has sent to me.

		Inside the tissue paper is a small cardboard box. On the front of the box is a picture of the contents. My eyes trace the image, seeing without comprehending. Inside this box is a small device made of purple silicon. It is shaped like a teardrop, with a base on a tiny stalk at the thick end. Set inside this base is a piece of clear plastic, designed to look like a jewel. I know exactly what this is, although I’ve never used one before. Even if I didn’t know what was inside the box, the words Booty Plug are printed underneath the image, driving home the point with remarkable frankness.

		My boss, my kind-of-but-not-really boyfriend, my sir, has bought me a butt plug.

		I let out a long, low breath, trying to accept everything that has just happened. It is way too early in the morning for this. For God’s sake, I’m still in my pajamas and I haven’t had a coffee yet! I can’t process all this.

		My fingers move on their own, opening up the little box with the picture of the purple silicon plug on the front. I pull out the inside and see the plug resting in its protective layer of plastic. It’s not too big – maybe as long as my little finger and only slightly thicker than my thumb at the widest point. It doesn’t look all that intimidating. Jonathan’s penis is far bigger and thicker than this.

		I glance into the box and see a hollow at the bottom, an empty indentation in the plastic protection. Something is missing from the package. I look at the front of the box again and my jaw drops open.

		Bluetooth Remote Control Vibrating Booty Plug.

		The remote is missing. Something tells me that I already know exactly what has happened to that.

		I stare down at the pile of erotic gifts in my lap. I’ve dressed up for my boyfriends once or twice in the past. Somewhere in one of the bags containing clothes I have yet to sort through is a suspender and corset set a former lover once bought for me. But I have never in my life owned so many sexy outfits or toys at one time. And I’ve sure as shit never done anything with my butt. One time an old boyfriend tried to slip his finger in my ass while he was fucking me from behind and I damn near hurled myself over the bed in response.

		He expects me to wear this today. Wear what, exactly? Which part does he want me to put on?

		I dig out the little card with his elegant, flowing handwriting on the front and read it over again.

		You will wear this today. All of it. No excuses. The package is tracked. I will know when it arrives. There will be an inspection.

		That seems pretty cut-and-dry. No room for loopholes or misunderstanding or pretending he wasn’t clear. I can’t claim not to know what he meant. He sent me three parcels, he expects me to wear everything that arrived.

		A thrill runs through me. Dull, warm excitement spreads throughout my womanhood. A nervous tingle of erotic anticipation. This is insane. Completely, utterly, totally crazy. He can’t really expect me to do this, can he? What kind of boss would order his underling to dress like a total whore at work?

		I lift up the little box with the picture of the purple silicon booty plug on the front and feel my pulse quicken. I’ve never done anything like this before. Not one damn part of this. I’ve never worn bondage gear or a short skirt and low-cut blouse or a butt plug. Jonathan wants me to do all three at once.

		What to do? I could call in sick. Jump on a plane. Go live in the Bahamas somewhere. But I just put down a month’s rent for this place. I can’t even afford a McDonald’s right now.

		My watch alarm bleeps, reminding me that time is still moving, despite the shock I’ve endured already this morning. Shit. I gotta get dressed right now, or I’m gonna be late.

		I throw my – what do I call these? Presents? Challenges? Bribes? – into the box and carry it into the bedroom. I kick off my pajamas and toss them on the bed, standing naked in front of the mirror. My body still looks good. Maybe a little thinner than usual, but I’ve been so stressed from working and moving into this place that I’ve barely eaten at all for the past couple of weeks. My breasts still look good – firm and ripe. My mound is smoothly shaved, as sir always insists. I brush my hair into a tight ponytail and lift the harness straps out of the box.

		It takes a good few minutes to figure out how this is supposed to be worn. It’s less of a kinky outfit and more like assembling an Ikea product. Eventually I manage to slip my legs inside and pull the rest of the outfit up around me, until the straps sit snug against my skin.

		I look at myself in the mirror, checking out how the harness sits. It looks good. My breasts look amazing, each mound cupped by a triangle of leather straps, the soft pink nipples contrasting against the dark material of the harness. I like the feel of the straps on my skin. I love the comfortable yet tight grip of the leather around my inner thighs, close enough to my womanhood to feel naughty, yet just far enough away so it doesn’t rub.

		Next, I take out the skirt and slide it up my smooth legs. It fits me perfectly. I don’t know how Jonathan always knows my size. I straighten out the skirt, marveling at how cute it looks on me. Sexy, yes, but I feel kinda cute in it. It’s a short skirt, but just long enough to hide the straps.

		I slip the blouse into place, adjusting my breasts to fit inside the absurdly generous cut in the front. This top exposes way more of my chest than I’ve ever revealed before – especially at the office – but thankfully it’s not sheer and I can’t see the straps or my nipples through the fabric. Small mercies, I guess.

		Then it’s time for the final part of my ensemble. I tip the little cardboard box onto the bed and watch the purple plug roll out. It’s so small and cute. How is it supposed to stay in my butt without underwear?

		I grab the plug and open my bedside drawer and push the panties to one side. There, at the bottom, is a half-used tub of lube, a memento from my last relationship. Sometimes I wasn’t completely excited when he wanted to have sex, so the lube was always useful. I take a little blob of silvery gel on my finger and rub it into the silicon, coating it in a nice, even player of lube. Once it’s glistening all over, I bend over and gently touch my finger to my asshole. The lube is cold and I shudder. I breathe slowly and stroke the remaining lube over my tightest, most intimate hole. It feels… weird. Not unpleasant, but unusual. I’ve had guys try to slip their fingers in my ass while fucking me from behind in the past and I never enjoyed it, but this feels strangely enjoyable. Maybe because I’m doing it to myself, or because my sir wants this to be done. I don’t know.

		When my ass is finally ready, I reach back and touch the tip of the plug to my asshole. It feels cold and unnatural at first. As I gently push the base and my asshole slowly opens to accept this new intrusion, a wave of erotic delight washes over me.

		Holy fuck. This feels incredible.

		I moan in shock and arousal at the feeling. I’ve never had anything in my ass before, but this feels electrifying. Tingles run the length of my body. My nipples firm and harden. My sex glistens with dew. My lips part. My eyelids flutter. My toes curl. God fucking damn this feels good.

		And then my ass greedily swallows the plug in its entirety, closing around the stem at the base and gripping tight. It’s done. It’s in. I am no longer a stranger to anal play. Sir has crossed my final boundary.

		I stand on shaking legs and check myself out one final time in the mirror. Aside from a slight pinkness to my cheeks, I look fine. Nobody would ever know what lurks beneath this too-low blouse and too-short skirt. Nobody except me… and him.

		Every tiny movement seems to shift and rock the plug, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. It hasn’t been inside my ass for a full minute yet, but already my sex is drenched with excitement.

		I slip on a pair of comfortable sneakers and grab a light – but long enough to cover my outfit – gray coat. It completely covers my body, making me feel safe and protected.

		Once I am finally ready, I walk through my half-finished apartment and out into the hallway.

		My sex aches for release.

		

		****

		

		I feel as though everyone’s eyes are on me, but, in reality, nobody is looking my way.

		My walk to the bus stop is just as uneventful as always. I leave my building and walk along the streets, joining the swarms of other morning commuters. Some people are dressed for the office; wearing smart suits, knee-length skirts, formal shoes. They look tired. Many people clutch Starbucks cups, taking occasional mouthfuls and grimacing. I see plenty of younger, more casually-dressed people, too – one of the more common sights in a city like San Francisco. Back in New York, I would never have seen so many young men sporting enormous bushy beards or wearing jeans and plaid shirts to work. I would also never have seen so many young women with brightly colored hair or wearing deliberately clashing blouses and pants or walking along with big, unfashionable scarves draped around their shoulders. Many of these alternative-looking people drink from a clear coffee cup filled with some kind of green-brown sludge – probably something decaf, made with soy milk, and given a fake Italian name. It never ceases to amaze me how different the cultures of cities can be. New York is full of people in dark suits with sombre expressions, while San Francisco feels like half the population are heading to work straight from the local skateboard park.

		The air is chilly today. A cold breeze whips past me, flicking at my hair and making my bare legs shiver. I’m even more grateful for this enormous coat now. I couldn’t imagine trying to do this in the middle of summer with nothing to hide my shame. Even though nobody looks at me twice, I still feel embarrassed and wild and naughty.

		The plug shifts inside me with every footstep, sending tiny jolts and tingles of pleasure through me. I’ve never felt anything like this. So wrong and yet so right – like everything Jonathan makes me experienced. I unconsciously clench my butt, worried that the plug will suddenly slip out and clatter to the sidewalk in front of a sudden crowd of schoolchildren. It doesn’t, of course. The plug is designed not to fall out.

		The straps of the harness rub against my skin as I walk, too. The metal rings are unmoving and unyielding, yet they feel oddly comforting on my soft body. The straps around my inner thighs grip me like a firm hand, tight and comfortable. The combination of straps, plug, and no underwear is causing that familiar erotic warmth to spread throughout my womanhood. It feels so freaking naughty to be walking around like this. If anyone knew what was under my coat, I’d probably get arrested.

		I board the bus and take a seat near the back, next to a window. Nobody looks my way, but I still keep my eyes down, focusing on gazing out the window at the passing scenery. An overweight, silver-haired man with a Bluetooth device clipped to his ear sits down next to me. My heart flutters in my chest. This man has no idea what dark secret his fellow traveler is harboring! I glance around the bus at all the other passengers, wondering if I’m the only one who has a naughty, wicked secret. Maybe the woman standing up and talking animatedly on her phone has a little girl fetish. Maybe the driver is a furry. Maybe the guy sitting next to me likes to wear women’s panties. Maybe-

		The bus rolls through the streets, every little shudder, turn, and vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through the plug nestled between my cheeks. I place my hands on my bare thighs and focus on the journey, trying to ignore the delicious, erotic sensations rippling through me. It’s not easy. The low, constant rumble of the seat only makes the plug’s gentle bump and shift harder to ignore. I squeeze my thighs together, but that only makes it worse. I can feel the incredible wetness emanating from my sex, the raw, yearning, burning need of my own arousal. Without underwear, the sensation is both more explicit and erotic than ever before.

		My phone pings with a new message. I carefully slip it out of my bag and angle to screen away from the guy next to me. My cheeks are warm. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard.

		The message is from him. It says:

		Good morning.

		I swallow. The bus makes a sharp right turn. I squeeze my thighs together and inhale a sharp breath. The text box is still open, three little dots bouncing up and down in a looping animation. Jonathan has not finished his message.

		After a brief pause, a second sentence appears on my screen.

		I see that you got my package.

		Part of me wants to reply with a joke, to say something stupid like, You’ve given me your package before, but he won’t appreciate my hilarious gag and will probably be offended that I interrupted him.

		A third message arrives.

		Shall we find out if it works?

		I frown for a moment, wondering what he’s talking about. Then it suddenly dawns on me. My thumbs touch the screen, moving quickly, trying to tell him, No, not now, I’m on a bus! But it’s already too late.

		A second after his message arrives, I feel the plug burst into life. A slow, steady, rhythmic pulsing begins from within the teardrop shape that nestles in the tight tunnel of my butt. My body reacts to this unexpected – but not unpleasant – sensation at once. I clap a hand over my mouth to suppress a groan.

		My body contracts and clenches and I almost curl into the foetal position in my seat. I grip my thighs, squeezing my legs tight together, and focus on trying to breathe. My toes curl. My muscles tense and squeeze, trying to stop this incredible stimulation from over taking me completely. It’s not easy. The plug vibrates in gentle, pulsing waves, forcing ripples of delight up and down my body. Just as one ripple seems to reach my brain and finally dissipate, another wave begins. The sensation is indescribable. I’ve experienced a similar sensation once before, about a month or so ago, when Jonathan used a remote-control vibrator to drive me to the edge – and far beyond. This feeling is like that, but also totally different. The knowledge that these vibrations are coming from my ass – in public, no less – makes it even more wildly erotic than I could have imagined possible.

		Another message appears on my phone. I can barely read it.

		Feels good, doesn’t it. Let’s try stage two.

		The vibrations grow more intense. I inhale sharply and fight to keep from moaning or gasping or crying out. The powerful vibrations rock my insides, making my teeth shudder as the world becomes a surreal blur of colors. I can’t hear anything. I can’t see anything. It’s taking all my willpower to suffer in silence.

		The silver-haired man in the next seat shifts his weight.

		Oh, crap! I think, he can feel it!

		He looks around, confused, and checks his own phone for the source of the buzzing. I lean forward a little more, curling up as though suffering from a painful stomach cramp, and lift my butt off the seat just enough to stop the tremors reaching my neighbor.

		This position seems to satisfy his curiosity, but it only increases the intensity of the sensations traveling the length of my body. I bite my hand almost hard enough to break the skin.

		It’s too much! It’s too much!

		Tears form in the corners of my eyes. My feet shudder, shoes tapping on the floor, with every pulse of the plug. This is excruciating.

		The silver-haired man stares at me, worry on his face. I probably look insane right now. Hunched over, fists clenched, teeth on edge, cheeks red, on the verge of tears – just another crazy commuter on the morning bus.

		Air hisses through my gritted teeth in shallow, gasping drags. The steady whup-whup-whup pulses through my body. I feel like I’m on fire. I can’t hold it in. I can’t keep quiet. It feels too good!

		Then the vibrations stop. I finally gulp a lungful of air and sit back in my seat. I’m panting. My brow is sticky with sweat. My body feels like I just did a hundred sit-ups, and there’s a strange – not unpleasant, but unfamiliar – burning sensation in my ass. I’ve made deep marks in my bare thighs and there are teeth marks in my hand.

		The silver-haired guy stares at me with frightened eyes. He probably thinks I’m going crazy, or about to attack him, or start screaming down the bus.

		‘Cramp,’ I say to him, with an apologetic shrug.

		He nods and turns his attention away from me, as though afraid to catch whatever I’m carrying. I close my eyes and deep long, slow breaths, trying to get my heart rate back under control.

		My phone pings once more. I can almost see the smirk on Jonathan’s face as he composed the message.

		I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.

		And just like that, my torment is over. It was a tease, a taste, a sample of things to come.

		You bastard, I think. I close my eyes again and focus on breathing slowly. My right leg shakes uncontrollably with the aftershocks. I can feel sticky heat on my inner thighs. Dammit, I haven’t even started work yet and I’m already a trembling mess. What else does my sir have in store for me?

		

		****

		

		I feel so conspicuous walking through the lobby. Everyone else is dressed in professional office attire – suits, long skirts, elegant dresses, etc. I’m wearing a long coat that doesn’t reached my knees. Everyone can see my bare legs.

		Am I walking funny? It’s hard to tell. The plug seems to be affecting my movements, throwing off my stride. I keep unconsciously clenching my butt, even though it’s not going to fall out.

		The elevator to the executive floor seems to take an eternity. I keep my eyes on the floor, not daring to look at anyone in case they can tell what secrets lay beneath this coat. The elevator slowly empties as the car ascends the building, people drifting out onto their floors one by one, until I am the last one standing.

		I realize that I’ve been holding my breath and exhale in one long drag. What the heck is wrong with me? Why did I agree to do this? It makes no sense. I love my job, why do I keep sabotaging it by playing these ridiculous games with my boss? If something happened or someone found out… I don’t even want to think about what might happen.

		How long can I keep playing these games? How long do I want to keep playing these games? A guy like Jonathan Whitman can get any girl he wants. He’s rich enough to go anywhere and do anything, so I don’t understand his infatuation with putting me through the ringer like this. What does he gain from it? He barely ever touches me. We haven’t had full sex since that first night in his hotel room. Whenever he sets a task or makes me fulfil some sexual goal, his focus is on me – talking to me, watching my face, encouraging me on. It’s almost like he doesn’t get pleasure out of sex, but instead draws his enjoyment from watching someone else submit to his will.

		He once described me as his masterpiece. About a month ago, when he locked me in place in his office and tormented me with a vibrator, he made some big speech about how much he loved to push people beyond their limits. He talked about the two kinds of people – achievers and deniers. People who either know what they want and aren’t ashamed to go after it; and people who pretend to be above their own base desires. Once I came to terms with my own wants and needs, I joined the achievers camp and Jonathan promised to walk the rest of the way with me.

		But, again, how long can I keep playing this game? Nothing made me put this outfit on today. I am my own woman, I could easily tell him to shove it up his ass and walk away… so why don’t I?

		The truth is – deep down – I love it. I love playing his game. I love being the center of his attention. I love being the focus of his desires and fulfilling these naughty goals and pushing my own boundaries. And, above all, I love the fact that I should not be enjoying this. It feels wrong to submit to a man – and just any man, but to my boss – and play these twisted games at work. It’s so, so wrong and that makes it feel even more incredible. Would I be wearing this ridiculous get-up if he didn’t tell me to do so? No, of course not. And as aggravating as it was to be reduced to a quivering wreck on the bus earlier, it was also one of the hottest moments of my life.

		So, yeah, I’m a mess. A walking contradiction. A girl who has never tried anal, walking around her workplace with a vibrating plug in her ass.

		The elevator stops on my floor and I step out into the hallway of the executive offices. No matter how many times I walk through this place, it never ceases to amaze me. With its high ceiling and dark polished floors and oak-panel walls, it feels less like an office and more like an old library. I walk the short distance to the front desk, where a beautiful black woman wearing a pale blue business suit sits, her face tilted town to her computer screen.

		‘Good morning, Lauren,’ I say, coming to a stop in front of her. ‘How are you today?’

		The executive secretary flicks her eyes in my direction. The barest hint of a forced smile pushes up the corners of her lips.

		‘Fine,’ she says, returning her attention to the computer on the desk.

		Her coldness catches me by surprise. When I first started working here, I thought Lauren would be my ally in the bizarre sexual world of our boss. Whenever Jonathan wanted to explain a new desire or show me a particular kink, he would summon Lauren to his office and make me watch as she demonstrated what was expected. Hell, on my first day in his office, Jonathan ordered Lauren to bend over his desk and he spanked her with a paddle from his so-called toy box.

		But in the following days and weeks, Lauren was summoned less and less to his office. Jonathan began to focus all his attention on me instead. Her attitude toward me slowly changed over time, becoming frosty and distant, before this more recent turn into downright hostile territory.

		It hurts that Lauren is acting like this around me. I never asked to replace or remove her in Jonathan’s eyes. I honestly though that the two of us would work together as his submissive women, but instead she has been completely forgotten. I have no idea how long she’s worked here. No idea how long how long she has enjoyed Jonathan’s attention and affection. It’s no wonder she dislikes me.

		‘Lauren,’ I say, keeping my voice down. I want to talk to her, to smooth things over, to make it right. ‘Can we talk?’

		‘Mister Whitman has asked to see you in his office as soon as you arrive,’ Lauren says, not looking at me.

		‘Jonathan?’ I say, confused by the sudden change in how she refers to our boss. ‘You mean, sir?’

		She looks at me with the coldest eyes I have ever seen and says, ‘He is not my sir.’

		Then she grabs her coffee cup and walks away, leaving me alone at the desk. I listen to her footsteps echoing off the dark walls, before the door to the break room opens and closes, plunging me into total silence. I let out a long sigh, wondering how on earth I could have ended up in this situation.

		I follow the hallways around the floor. I pass the closed doors, each bearing a plaque and the name of a high-level executive on the front. I snatch occasional sounds of muffled voices or telephones or faint music from behind each door. Every step draws me a little closer to him, to my sir, to the lion’s den.

		My feet feel heavy and my knees threaten to buckle with every step. My heart thunders and blood rushed through my ears louder than a monsoon downfall. Each little movement makes the plug shift and touch new parts of my ass, driving me crazier and crazier. I can feel how goddamn wet I am. My inner thighs are red hot and almost sticky with excitement. It’s not even eight thirty yet and I’m already a fucking wreck.

		I reach his door and stop. I take a long moment to catch my breath and regain my focus – not easy, with the plug and the straps and my wet pussy and hard nipples.

		Come on, Katie, I tell myself, repeating my personal mantra once more, you can do this.

		I raise my hand to knock. His muffled voice cuts me off.

		‘Come in, Katie,’ he says.

		He knows. Of course he does. He always knows. I turn the handle and open the door and step inside his domain.

		‘Good morning, Katie,’ he says, looking up from his desk.

		‘Good morning sir,’ I say, closing the door.

		‘Lock it,’ he says. I do as I’m told and click the door lock into place.

		His office is the same as always – more like a home than a workplace. Comfortable chairs and tables at the near side, with his wide, spacious desk and leather office recliner at the far end. Windows perforate the opposite wall, the drapes thrown open to welcome the morning’s slowly rising fall sunshine into the room. I glance up at the window nearest the comfortable guest chairs, a tremble running through me. I catch a glimpse of the carefully-hidden restraints tucked away behind the drapes.

		I approach the desk and stand before him, hands clasped in front of my stomach, like a schoolgirl waiting for the headmaster to address her. He types a few keys on his computer, ignoring my presence for a long, silent moment. His desk is one of those heavy dark wood builds with a pane blocking off one side, so his feet are nestled inside a small cubby hole. I glance out the window. Flags silently flutter in a heavy breeze. Brown leaves swirl and flutter.

		‘Lose the coat.’

		I snap my attention back to him. Jonathan – sir – is staring at me over his desk, hands clasped together under his chin. He looks at me with his usual implacable expression – patient, serene, with only the tiniest hint of the raging tempest within. He is both solemn and wild at the same time. I’ll never understand who anyone can be both those things and flick between the two so effectively.

		My fingers grasp the zipper on my coat and I ease it down in one fluid motion. None of my previous anxiety shows. I’m in his domain, I’m with my sir, I am safe. He’s here and that’s all that matters. Nothing bad will happen to me now.

		I hold the coat open, showing him the outfit underneath. The low cut blouse. The tiny skirt.

		‘I said, lose the coat.’

		He speaks firmly but clearly. This is not an invitation, but a command. I shrug off the coat and toss it onto one of the chairs. I place my hands at my side and look down at him. His eyes sweep my body, the corner of his mouth twitching upwards in satisfaction. My heart races. I have pleased him! Sir is happy with me!

		‘Wonderful,’ he says. ‘How do you find the plug?’

		I nod slowly, biting my lip. Christ, it feels sensational. The feeling of being full – even right now, standing still – is almost overwhelmingly erotic. My inner thighs are soaked with arousal.

		‘Use your words,’ he says, gently chastising me.

		‘It feels… different,’ I say. ‘Different to how I imagined it would.’

		‘But you like it?’

		Again, I nod.

		He leans back in his chair, surveying me with a clinical eye. He says, ‘I’m glad you like it. One of my greatest pleasures is introducing you to new sensations. That plug is training your ass… for something much bigger.’

		A cruel smirk touches the corners of his lips and I know exactly what else he plans to fit in my ass. The thought makes my heart race.

		‘Do we have time, sir?’ I ask, barely daring to hope that he might claim my ass here and now, over his desk, during work hours.

		‘We have all the time in the world,’ he says. ‘I have a meeting this afternoon with my father and an outside agent. Until then… you’re all mine.’

		He holds up a small purple box between one finger and his thumb. It’s the same shade of purple as the booty plug. I know exactly what that is and what it does.

		‘Inspection stance,’ he says.

		I take a breath and do as he says. He surveys me with an impassive expression. I stand with my feet apart, a little wider than my shoulder. I interlace my fingers together behind my head, elbows raised. I am vulnerable, exposed, and utterly at his mercy.

		He moves the little purple box left and right. I follow it with my eyes. Then he presses the button.

		The plug jerks into life in my ass. I gasp and throw my head back, fighting to keep from crying out in pleasure. His office is soundproofed, but I don’t want to risk anyone hearing me right now. I look at him, my sir, pleading with my eyes, begging him to stop tormenting me. It feels too good. I can’t think. I can’t breathe. All that matters is the feeling, the waves of rapturous delight pulsing through my most intimate hole, to the very core of my being.

		He presses the button again and the plug returns to its former silent nature. My body shakes and trembles, but I remain in position. Jonathan nods slowly and puts the remote on his desk. He pushes his chair back and taps the heavy wooden desk with a hand.

		‘Come here,’ he says. ‘Hands on the desk.’

		I walk around the desk on nervous feet, my heels tapping on his wooden floor. He watches me silently as I walk, my thighs clamped together to stop a flow of excitement from gushing down my legs. I reach his side of the desk and place my hands down on the cool wood surface a few inches apart, fingers spread, exactly as he showed me.

		‘You look phenomenal,’ he says.

		His praise makes me tingle almost as much as the plug did. I smile to myself, heat creeping to my cheeks. Why does he have this effect on me? I’m a grown woman, I shouldn’t be blushing like a child because a handsome man said something nice about me.

		‘Do you enjoy these tasks I set for you?’ he says.

		I hesitate for a brief moment, then say, ‘Yes.’

		‘You paused.’ He places a hand on my bare thigh. The heat of his touch sends waves of pleasure through my skin. ‘Tell me.’

		‘It’s just…’ I swallow. ‘I wish we didn’t do this at work. I feel sexy, but totally uncomfortable, sir.’

		‘I see.’ Now it’s his turn to pause for a moment. ‘Actually, I have something to tell you-’

		The shrill buzz of the intercom interrupts his thoughts. Lauren’s voice comes through the speaker, a little distorted and metallic, but perfectly clear.

		‘Mister Whitman, your father would like to discuss today’s meeting with you.’

		Jonathan jabs a finger on the microphone button and says, ‘I’ll talk to him later.’

		Lauren starts to speak again, but Jonathan hits the mute button, silencing her before the first word can come through.

		‘Where were we?’ he says, placing his hands on my thighs and gently squeezing.

		‘May I ask a question?’ I say, struck by a sudden thought.

		‘Just one,’ he says. ‘And be quick.’

		‘What happened to Lauren? She said you’re not her sir anymore.’

		His hands pause on my legs.

		‘I have relieved Lauren of her duties,’ he says. ‘From now on, she will serve only the role listed in her contract.’

		‘I don’t think she’s happy about that.’

		I feel him stiffen behind me and immediately regret speaking out of turn. My hands clench on the desk, bracing for his sudden and swift punishment. But – this time – it doesn’t come.

		‘I don’t care what makes her happy,’ he says, his tone as sharp as cracking whip. ‘From now on, I am yours exclusively.’

		Emotions clash in my heart like armies on a battlefield. Sadness for Lauren. Shock at the sudden change in his tone. Happiness that he didn’t punish me. Delight that he wants to be my sir.

		But one thought rises above all the others:

		He’s all mine!

		Jonathan stands s up behind me, his hands sliding beneath the hem of my tiny skirt and casually flipping it over my ass, exposing me to him. His warm, strong hands squeeze my ass and a sigh escapes my lips.

		‘Enough,’ he says. ‘I want to enjoy your new toys.’

		He leans over me, pressing his body against mine, allowing me to feel the fabric of his pants on my bare ass. I keep my hands on the desk and my eyes forward, not wanting to show any weakness. He grasps my shoulders and says, ‘I once asked if you were an achiever or a denier. Do you know the answer to that question now?’

		I nod.

		‘What is your answer, Katie?’

		‘I’m an achiever,’ I say. ‘I know what I want.’

		‘And what is that?’

		‘Whatever you want to do to me, sir. I want it all.’

		He makes a satisfied chuckle behind me. I hear one the many drawers of his desk slide quietly open, wood dragging on wood. I hold my breath, not wanting to sound shy or nervous or scared – I’m none of those things. My fear ended as soon as I stepped into his office. He reaches into the drawer and removes something. I keep my eyes fixed in front of me, not daring to move without his express permission.

		‘Gather your hair,’ he says. ‘Lift it up.’

		I do as he says, taking both hands off the desk and sweeping my hair up into a tight ponytail, making sure every last strand is in place. He stands behind me and stretches his arms forward. Something hard and round and plastic touches my lips.

		‘Open,’ he says.

		I open my lips and the object slips between my teeth, jamming my mouth open and simultaneously blocking it. I know exactly what this is. It’s a ball gag.

		‘Hands behind your back,’ he says.

		I do as I am instructed again, placing both hands behind my back, palms open and facing him, as he prefers. Cold metal snaps into place around my wrists. Handcuffs. I am plugged, gagged, handcuffed, and totally at his mercy.

		Exactly as I like to be.

		‘Comfortable?’ he says.

		I nod. I can feel drool already trickling from the corners of my mouth, seeping around the plastic ball. How long before my jaw starts to ache like this?

		‘Bend over,’ he says. ‘Lean on the desk.’

		I place my face and breasts on the desk, exposing my ass to him once more. His hands grope and squeeze my butt cheeks. I don’t move or flinch. He spanks me once. I don’t move. He spanks me again, harder. I inhale sharply through my nose. His hand slips between my legs and cups my burning, dripping sex. The feel of his palm against my womanhood sends electric tongues of pleasure coursing through my body. It feels so wonderful. So perfect. So good.

		‘Shall we begin?’ he says.

		I nod, but a loud thump on the office door makes me jump.

		‘Oh, for God’s sake!’ comes a muffled voice. The voice of Jonathan’s father, Frank, the owner of the entire company. ‘Open the damn door, boy!’

		‘Fuck,’ Jonathan says, hissing under his breath.

		My heart leaps into my throat. What the hell is the CEO doing here now? What if he catches me like this? In my panic, I freeze in place, hands on the desk and my ass exposed.

		‘Get under the desk,’ Jonathan says. ‘Don’t let him see you. I’ll make him go away.’

		I try to move, but fumble and slam my leg into the desk. Pain shoot through my thigh. Pens rattle on the desk. Jonathan steps away and walks across the office. He turns and jabs a finger at me. I ignore the pain in my leg – that’s gonna bruise, Katie! – and curse my clumsiness. I crouch down into a ball – really tricky to do when you’re wearing heels and your hands are cuffed together like this – and curl up on my knees under his desk.

		My body trembles with adrenaline and fear and excitement and arousal. This is crazy. I feel like I’m seventeen again, hiding in my boyfriend’s closet when his parents came home early. But this situation is way, way crazier. I could be fired. Hell, I could be arrested! Jonathan could lose his job. The scandal – oh, fuck, the scandal! – could get into the press. My face could be plastered over all the front pages across the nation. I’d forever be known as the woman who dressed like a filthy slut and let her boss shove a vibrating butt plug in her ass in the workplace. I’d never find another job again. I would have to change my name. Change my face. Move to Thailand and work in a titty bar.

		Get a fucking grip, Katie!

		The voice that fills my mind is not my own. It is the voice of sir. It soothes me. Calms me. Helps me see this situation logically. I’ll hide here until the visitor leaves. Then I’ll go back to my own office and never open the door again until everyone else is gone home.

		I hear voices at the doorway. Frank and Jonathan. Low but forceful. Then the sound of the door opening and several pairs of feet entering the room. My heart hammers in my chest now. Why are they in the room? Why won’t they go away?

		‘I wasn’t expecting this to happen yet,’ Jonathan says. ‘I thought we were meeting this afternoon. I haven’t prepared any of the paperwork.’

		I hear the sound of furniture squeaking as people sit down. They’re in the seats on the other side of this desk, just a few feet away from me. They have no idea I’m here! No idea that the office slut is underneath her boss’s desk wearing fetish clothing, with a plug in her asshole. Fuck! I’m going fucking crazy here!

		My heart punches my chest like a boxer going to town on a bag. How long is this gonna take? Why does this have to be right now? Why couldn’t I have slipped out of here sooner?

		‘Doesn’t matter. Let’s get this started,’ Frank says. Even though I recognize his voice, the tone surprises me. In all my interactions with Frank, he’s been polite and kind and damn near fatherly toward me. This man is totally different. This is Frank the Businessman.

		‘It would be better to rearrange the meeting,’ Jonathan says, his forced politeness almost painful to my ears. His footsteps slowly walk back around the desk. I see his legs as he sits back in his chair and pulls it a little closer to the desk, trying to block me from sight.

		‘I don’t have time for that,’ says a third voice. This is also a man’s voice, but I don’t recognize it. ‘My plans have changed, it’s now or never, boys.’

		The door opens and another person enters the room. I hear the soft tip-tap of heels on a hard floor and immediately know who this new intruder is. Lauren. I hear her set a tray of coffees down on the desk and step back.

		‘Lauren,’ Frank says, ‘stick around. We might need notes.’

		Lauren’s footsteps tip and tap across the room, drawing ever closer. She walks around the desk and sits in a small seat tucked into the corner of the room, a notepad on her slender thighs. She’s in the perfect position to see my hiding place. I cower back behind Jonathan’s legs as much as possible.

		That’s when I see it. On the floor. A good few feet away from the desk. Out in the open. Behind Jonathan’s chair. It. A small purple box with several buttons on the front.

		The remote control for my butt plug.

		The ball gag muffles my gasp. The sound is lost amid the continued conversation of the three men above me. How the hell did it wind up over there? It must have fallen off when I slammed into the desk a few seconds ago. Oh, shit! Oh, fuck! What the hell am I gonna do? What if someone sees it?

		Someone does see it.

		Lauren’s head turns toward the purple object on the floor. It must stand out like a beacon against the dark wooden floor. She leans over to get a better look at it. My heart freezes mid-beat. My hands bundle into tight, terrified fists at the small of my back. I watch Lauren bend down and pick up the remote control, confusion written on her face. She sits upright and turns it over a couple of times. Then realization dawns on her face. She knows exactly what this object is. She knows exactly who would need something like this. Her eyes slowly raise, tracing a clear line through the air like a searchlight, until she looks at the one place where a small woman could hide in this office. Our eyes meet. Me, under the desk, cuffed and plugged and gagged, cowering behind our boss’s legs. Her, on the chair, sitting in the corner, out of our boss’s eyeline. She looks right at me.

		I beg Lauren with my eyes. Please, please, please… But she merely smiles. It is a cruel, taunting smile. It is not a kind expression on her face – she resembles a cat who knows she can toy with a mouse at her leisure. She leans back in her chair, notepad and pen poised in front of her, and gets comfortable. The purple box slips out of my sight, into her hand. She ignores me and turns her attention to the meeting at hand.

		Minutes pass. Long, slow, torturous minutes that drag like hours. I watch her work, taking rapid notes, her mind on other, more important tasks. I hear muffled conversation – Frank, Jonathan, the third man – all speaking at leisure. Nobody is in any hurry. How long am I going to be down here?

		Then it happens.

		The booty plug comes to life in my ass, pulsing and vibrating and throbbing. My teeth clamp down, but the gag forces them apart. My mind is lost in silent horror and pleasure. I try to squeeze my thighs together, but that only makes the pleasure more intense. The sound of my own ragged breathing is as loud as a scream in my own ears.

		Nobody hears.

		I clench my fists tighter, willing myself to stop from screaming out loud or making a single noise, and look out from behind Jonathan’s legs. Lauren’s eyes are fixed on a point somewhere in the room behind me. Her pen swirls back and forth over the notepad, taking hurried notes. But I see a small upward curve in the corner of her mouth. She knows what she has done. Hell, she probably has plenty of experience in what this feels like, too.

		I screw my eyes shut and try to push it all away, to somehow ignore the sensation of these vibrations coursing through my tight little asshole. But it’s completely impossible. It feels so fucking good, despite the fear gripping my heart right now. In fact, that fear somehow makes this moment even more overwhelmingly erotic. I haven’t felt this way since… since…

		Since Sir ordered me to put my hands on the hotel window and spread my legs for everyone to see…

		My body shakes and rocks in silent, uncontrollable pleasure. I curl into a ball at my sir’s feet, forcing myself to stay quiet, unable to breathe, desperately hoping I don’t slip and crash into the desk. The three men keep talking, oblivious to my situation.

		Drool coats my lips and my chin, dripping down to the floor in silvery droplets. A few strands land on Jonathan’s shoe. I ignore them. He’ll probably forgive me when I explain. If I get the chance to explain.

		The relentless vibrations continue. I start gurgling in the back of my throat. Holy shit, this is intense! I can feel the burning fire of an explosive climax building in my belly. I can’t ignore this. It feels too good! Thick, syrupy juices trickle down my thighs. I don’t dare look back, in case there’s a pool of my lust on the floor.

		I glance up at Lauren, tears swimming before my eyes. She lifts up the notepad, still apparently making copious notes on the front. But I see two fingers on the back of the pad. She taps the paper with those fingers. It takes me a second to understand what she’s trying to tell me.

		Too late, I realize. Stage two. The vibrations suddenly kick up a gear. My body rocks and shudders in silent pleasure. This is the most exquisite agony I’ve ever felt. My pussy must be damn near gushing right now. My inner thighs are soaked and sticky. My asshole burns from being used so much, but – goddammit! – it feels so fucking good.

		I close my eyes and place my forehead on the office floor, hoping the cold wood will somehow save me. It doesn’t help. It only makes my body shudder in time with the pulsing vibrator. I can’t breathe, I can’t think.

		If this goes on much longer, I’m going to come!

		What can I do? I can’t move. I can’t make a sound. I can’t even get Jonathan’s attention. All I can do is stay where am I and try to fight the incredible, impossible, delectable pleasures of the vibrator as it buzzes and trembles and throbs inside my tight asshole.

		The fire in my belly becomes a white-hot inferno. I feel it burn me from the inside out. I can’t fight it. I can’t stop it. I am going to orgasm. Here. Now. Like this.

		My eyes roll up. Stars explode across my vision. I lose all feeling in my fingertips and toes. I gasp into the ball gag, spit flying from the corners of my mouth. It takes all my energy to stay upright and not to fall over and smash into the desk. I spread my knees wider on the floor and feel warm, sticky trickles of arousal dribble down my legs. It’s overwhelming. It’s beyond overwhelming. I can’t take this anymore. Can’t take this. Can’t-

		I blink several times, forcing the world back into focus, and see Lauren’s cruel, taunting smile. She can see me in her peripheral vision. She’s loving every moment of my torture. But she’s not doing it for her own pleasure, like Jonathan does. He torments me and enjoys my reaction. Lauren is doing this to hurt me, to humiliate me, to punish me for taking her place as his favorite toy.

		And she’s going to break me!

		She taps on the back of the notepad with three fingers. I shake my head, begging her silently not to do this, not to increase the vibrations, not to push any further-

		It doesn’t matter. The vibrator goes into overdrive, pulsing and throbbing more violently than ever before. It feels like nothing I’ve ever experienced. The vibrations touch every part of my tight asshole at once, sending wave after wave through my entire body. I can feel the vibrations in my teeth. It hurts, but in the good way. My body is exhausted, pushed to the limit – beyond the fucking limit – but I am totally at Lauren’s mercy.

		And she has none.

		I climax over again, little gurgles escaping my throat. Jonathan hears. He shuffles his feet on the floor to mask the noise. I can’t help it. It’s the only way to ease the incredible pressure that threatens to consume me from the inside out.

		My hands shudder, causing the handcuffs to rattle. I hear sir tap on the desk with his fingers and move paperwork around, muffling the noise. I can’t even think. I don’t care if they catch me, I just want this to be over! It’s too much! Far too much!

		My mouth and my pussy gush with juices. I can’t control my own body anymore. I’m a passenger in my own mind. I see Lauren’s cruel smile once more through tear-glistened eyes.

		Orgasm after orgasm rips through me. I lose count of how many after three. They all begin to merge into one. It stops feeling good. My body becomes too sensitive. Far too sensitive. Pleasure slowly turns to pain. Each fresh orgasm begins to hurt my aching, sore body. My asshole burns from the constant pressure and endless buzzing. I can’t feel anything anymore. Nothing except the vibrator. I am continuously dripping from each end.

		Finally, Jonathan moves. He stands up and walks around the desk. I hear low voices talking, but can’t tell what they’re saying. All I can hear is my own ragged gasping through the ball gag. Lauren stays in her chair. She has stopped writing. Her eyes are fixed on me. Her face is a picture of triumph. She holds the notepad up, concealing part of her body from the rest of the room, and uses it to block her other hand. I see the remote control in her hand. She grins, bends down, and slips it into her shoe. No way I will be able to get it back now. It’s hers.

		She stands up and walks out of my sight. I hear Lauren’s heels tapping on the floor, then the sound is lost amid my own gasping, drooling, whining breaths. I stay where I am for the longest time, cheek pressed against the floor, eyes rolling in my head like a drunk, feeling my body ache and burn with every tremble of the vibrator.

		The office door opens. I can barely comprehend what that sounds means. After an eternity, the door closes again. Footsteps rush toward me. Loud, heavy footfalls. I look up into the flushed, smiling face of Jonathan Whitman.

		‘It’s done,’ he says. ‘Now we can…’

		I collapse onto the floor, more liquid than woman. He bends down and slides his arms underneath me, concern on his face.

		‘What’s wrong?’ he says. Then he hears it. The slow, steady whirring of the vibrator inside my asshole. ‘Dammit, how did that get turned on?’

		I try to answer, but it’s impossible. Even if the gag wasn’t obstructing my mouth, the only sounds I can produce right now are faint gurgles. He lifts me to my feet. I collapse forward onto the desk. My legs have no strength left in them. He unclasps the handcuffs. My arms flop to my sides. I try to reach back and remove the plug, but I can’t. There’s no strength left in me.

		‘Here,’ he says, ‘sit in my chair.’

		I want to stop him, to push him away, to give some warning that my soaking pussy will surely ruin his beautiful leather office chair, but I can’t. He eases me back into the seat. I lop onto the leather, my limbs rubbery and weak. I can barely hold my head up. Jonathan kneels between my legs and reaches under my ass. His finger and thumb grasp the base of the plug and pull it free. I shudder all over for a final time as the vibrator blazes one last trail through my aching and exhausting asshole. He twists the head of the base open, exposing the mechanics inside, and breaks the circuitry, killing the device once and for all. The vibrations finally come to a stop.

		He tosses the broken plug in the trash and unclips the ball gag from around my face. More drool falls from my aching lips. I try to say something – to thank him, maybe – but I can’t. I’m finished. I’m broken. I can’t even see straight.

		‘Katie?’ he says, kneeling at my side, concern all over his face. ‘Katie, are you okay?’

		I open and close my mouth and look around, blinking like a stunned cow.

		‘Katie?’ he says again, pressing a hand on my shoulder and shaking me. ‘Can you hear me?’

		I nod. The world swims before my eyes. He sounds as though he’s taking through a tube, like he’s ten feet away from me. Relief floods his face.

		‘What happened?’ he says.

		I try to respond, but I can’t. All the air has been sucked out of my lungs. All I can do is sit here, leaking all over his beautiful leather chair, and pant breathlessly. I can’t even raise my arm.

		He takes my hand and kisses it. Even in this state, the tenderness of his action shocks me. I stare at my hand for a moment, as though his lips have discolored the skin.

		‘I’m glad you’re okay,’ he says. ‘I don’t know what happened, but that was a lot more than I wanted you to endure. God, I hope that wasn’t on for the whole thing… we were talking for over an hour.’

		An hour? God, it felt like a whole day had passed under that desk. It felt like I had gone freaking crazy a hundred times over waiting for my torment to end!

		‘But tell me this,’ he says, his lips curving upward in the semblance of a smile, ‘did you enjoy it? Did you like anal play?’

		I nod again. I want to tell him how many times I came. How hard I climaxed under that desk. How much I loved the feeling of being utterly helpless. How much I loved the feeling of that plug filling my tight asshole. But I can’t speak right now. I can’t do anything.

		‘I can tell you did,’ he says. His hand slips from my shoulder and finds my bare thigh. Goddamn, his hand feels incredible on my skin! ‘Your pussy is practically gushing.’

		His hand slides along my thigh, drawing steadily closer to my aching, pulsing, dripping womanhood. My lips are swollen and pussy. My entrance is wide open and desperate for relief. God, I need this!

		‘Now that my meeting is over,’ he says, ‘I’ve got the whole day. Don’t worry, I’ll assign your work to the floor below. All I want is the pleasure of your company. And the pleasure of your pleasure…’

		His fingers brush my burning lips and my body shudders. How can something this good also hurt me at the same time? Fuck, I want him to touch me. I need him to touch me. But my body aches so bad right now. Even the lightest touch of his fingers against my slit sends waves of fresh agony coursing through my pussy.

		‘Please,’ I say, panting, the word sounding so weak and pathetic right now. ‘I can’t… I can’t… it hurts. My body’s so sensitive.’

		He clicks his tongue against the roof of his mouth, frowning in disappointment.

		‘That’s unfortunate,’ he says. ‘But there are always… other avenues we can explore.’

		Before I can ask what exactly he means by that, my sir stands up. His zipper is now in my eyeline, his bulging, throbbing package lurking beneath.

		‘I trust that your mouth is not too sensitive?’ he says.

		Strength suddenly returns to my arms. I reach up and unzip him in one fluid movement, despite the trembling in my fingers. He takes off his suit jacket and tosses it aside, hunger written all over his face. I reach inside his pants and unbutton the flap on the front of his shorts. My hands can feel the incredible heat wafting off his throbbing manhood. God, I crave his satisfaction!

		I ease his length free, marvelling once more at its perfect size and shape. How is a man like him blessed with the most perfect cock I’ve ever seen? It doesn’t make sense. His shaft fills my hand – fills both hands – and still there’s plenty left over. It pulses with life and energy; yearning for a soft, wet hole to fill; seeking a willing slut to bring this beautiful erection to climax. No matter how many times I see his cock, no matter how many times I please his cock, no matter how many times I taste his delicious come, I’m always in awe of how fucking perfect my sir’s cock truly is.

		I open my mouth. He steps closer to the chair, thrusting his manhood at my willing lips. He glides inside. I make an involuntary purr of delight as his shaft slips across my tongue and pushes to the back of my throat. He groans with pleasure as my lips encircle his thick shaft, gripping his cock tight, my tongue caressing the sensitive underside in slow, repetitive movements. He tastes better than ever.

		He places a hand on top of my head, gently guiding my movements, slowly easing me forward and back, allowing my lips to slide up and down his shaft. He stays where he is and uses my mouth to get himself off. There is nothing on earth that turns me on as much as being used like this – but only by him.

		I let him fuck my mouth like this, bobbing my head back and forth along his shaft, letting little groans of pleasure escape my lips every so often. My arousal only makes the soreness worse. My gut feels like it’s been pummeled by a prize-fighter.

		‘This is good,’ he says. His satisfaction feels like a drop of liquid courage that trickles all the way down my throat, to the very back. I want to do more. I want to please him. ‘Your mouth is so perfect, Katie. I would like to come down your throat.’

		I moan onto his shaft, forcing my head forward, taking every perfect inch inside my mouth. My eyes water with the effort, but I hold him there, controlling my gag reflex and willing myself not to disappoint him. It’s so rare that I am allowed to pleasure him like this. Usually our games only revolve around me climaxing – or, worse, being denied at the last instant – so the fact that he wants to come in my mouth is a huge achievement for me.

		He begins to move my head faster now, fucking my mouth quicker and quicker, using my lips and tongue and throat to pleasure himself. He groans deeply now, losing himself to the feel of my mouth slowly working its magic on his cock. The sound of his pleasure is like a beautiful symphony to me. I love it.

		I continue to build my pace, willing him to climax for me, tasting his arousal on the tip of his cock. He is getting closer with every passing second. I feel it. I know my sir’s pleasure. I have given him this pleasure many times now and I recognize the signs. He is just a few short minutes away from pumping my throat full of his hot, bittersweet come.

		‘What the hell is going on here?’

		I jerk my head back, shocked, and look toward the source of the voice, clamping my legs together in fright. Frank Whitman stands in the open doorway, his face a mixture of horror and rage and disappointment. Over his shoulder, I see Lauren, her dark face a picture of victory.

		What the hell am I supposed to do right now? Drool coats my chin. He probably saw my pussy. Hell, he definitely saw me giving his son a blowjob. All I can do is stare at Frank, my eyes bulging out of my head, and wonder how long he’s been standing there.

		‘Why don’t you fucking knock?’ Jonathan says, anger in his voice, as he tucks his slippery cock back inside his pants.

		‘I don’t need to knock,’ Frank says, ‘I own the fucking door.’

		He strides into the office, slamming the door behind him. I feel myself cowering into the chair, unable to move or say anything or look away. Tears prick the corners of my eyes again. Tears of fear. Tears of shame. Tears of sadness.

		Frank looks from his son to me, the wrinkles of his once-kindly face deepening into fierce, furious crevasses. The man who once took my side against Jonathan now looks as though he wants to hurl me out the window.

		‘You,’ he says, his voice dripping with acid hate, jabbing a finger in my direction, ‘you were supposed to reign him in. I counted on you to put a stop to his bullshit!’

		‘You leave her out of this,’ Jonathan says. He steps toward Frank, but the old man shoves him back with surprising strength.

		‘Shut up,’ Frank says, almost growling. ‘I will deal with you later.’

		‘I can explain,’ I say, with no idea how I’m going to explain any part of this.

		Frank turns back to me. His face is so contorted with anger that I almost gasp in shock. I have never seen this side of him. Not once.

		‘You stupid fucking slut,’ he says. ‘I thought you were different to all the other worthless two-bit whores I’ve hired over the years. You were the only one who ever stood up to him. But now I see that you’re just another goddamn cunt-’

		Jonathan roars in anger and lunges at his father. I curl up in the seat, horrified, as the two men grab at one another, slamming against the desk. The computer falls to the floor with a thunderous crash, smashing and splintering. A coffee cup overturns and shatters. Paperwork goes flying. Frank’s cheeks redden with rage. He shoves at Jonathan, but the younger man clings on tight, teeth bared, incoherent snarls filling the air. They push forward and back for several long moments, arms flying, raining blows on one another.

		‘Don’t you ever fucking call her that!’ Jonathan says, slamming his father against the desk, fists curled around the old man’s collar. ‘Don’t you ever say that to Katie again!’

		Frank stays where he is for a moment, pinned up against the desk, barely staying upright, only held in place by his furious son’s hands. His eyes flick from Jonathan’s red face to my pale, terrified face.

		‘Have you gone mad?’ Frank says. ‘You’re really gonna do this? For what? For her? Another worthless slut? There are thousands of girls like her in every city in the world! What the hell makes her so special?’

		‘Because I love her!’

		Silence falls across all three of us, as thick as a blanket. For a long, long moment, the only sound is the two men’s ragged breathing. I stare at Jonathan’s face, barely able to comprehend what I’ve just heard.

		He loves me.

		I thought he was affectionate towards me. I thought I was special to him. Not once, even in my deepest, darkest, wildest dreams did I ever dare to hope that maybe he loved me. The thought had never even crossed my mind.

		‘You – you what?’ Frank says, bewildered.

		‘I love her,’ Jonathan says. The words seem to deflate him, to take all the rage out of his body. He releases Frank’s collar and stands back and turns to me. ‘I love you, Katie. I don’t know if you feel the same way. But I love you. I’ve never felt this way before with anyone.’

		He reaches out a hand toward me.

		I open my mouth and the words fall out. I never even have to think about them.

		‘I love you too, Jonathan,’ I say.

		‘That meeting today – that was me selling my percentage in the company. As of this moment, I quit. Will you come with me?’

		‘Where?’ I say, staring up at him with awe.

		‘Anywhere.’

		I take his hand and stand up. My legs are still unsteady, but he helps me to my feet.

		‘Goddammit,’ Frank says, pushing himself off the desk and straightening his crumpled shirt and loosened tie. ‘God fucking dammit, boy. You listen to me. You can sell your share or the company – my company – that’s fine. But if you walk out that door with her, you’ll never work in this town again! Mark my words, boy, bimbos like her are all the same! She’ll bleed you dry and dump you the second your bank empties!’

		Jonathan laces his fingers through mine and smiles at me. His cheeks are red with anger, but his eyes are bright with happiness.

		‘Are you sure?’ I say. My head is spinning. So many crazy things have happened today, and it’s not even lunchtime yet.

		‘More sure than I’ve ever been of anything.’

		He smiles and we walk across the office.

		‘You fucking idiot!’ Frank says from behind us. ‘Don’t done running back to me when she dumps you! I know exactly what that little whore is!’

		Jonathan opens the door and lets me walk ahead. Lauren stands in the hallway, listening. Her eager smile drops when she sees me.

		Jonathan – my sir, the man who loves me – turns back to his father and says, ‘You don’t know shit, dad.’ Then he closes the door and turns to Lauren. ‘If I still worked here, you’d be fired. Enjoy working for that asshole.’

		He takes my hand again. We walk along the hallway together. If any of the other executives heard the fight, they keep their doors shut. We walk all the way around the floor until we reach the elevator. I press the button and we step inside.

		The last thing I see as the doors slide shut is Lauren’s stunned face, wondering what the hell just happened.

		I know the feeling.

		

		###

		

	
		

		Epilogue:

		Becoming His Wife

		

		Come on, Katie, you can do it.

		My heart hammers like a rocker giving a drum solo. I can’t even hear the ocean over the sound of my racing heart. I force myself to breathe and calm down. I open the window and gaze out at the crisp, clear, azure sea, as perfect and still as a mirror. Tiny schools of tropical fish swim past, heedless of my worries.

		Why am I so nervous? This is what I want. This is what he wants, too. The both of us, together forever. I grip the window frame, taking long, deep gulps of the sea air, smelling the salt and feeling the dry breeze on my skin. All I’ve gotta do is walk down an aisle. That’s all. I can do that. One foot in front of the other. How long is the aisle? Ten, twenty feet? That’s nothing. I’ve walked further in higher heels than these.

		I catch a glimpse of my face reflected in the window. I look like a totally different woman. These past few months have completely changed me. Being with him has completely changed me. My skin glows. My eyes shine. I look like a woman who has found her place in the world. Hell, I feel that way, too.

		Right now, my makeup is flawless. I have beautiful red lips. Glowing cheeks. Deep blue eyeshadow that makes my eyes gleam like jewels. My hair is braided into flowing chains that run along the sides of my head. I look so stunning that the reflection doesn’t even resemble the woman who left her place of employment six months ago, running away with the CEO’s son. It seems so crazy how quickly life can change on a dime. This time last year, I was working out of the New York office, living in a crappy apartment, and stuck in a failing relationship. Now I’m on a tropical island, about to walk down the aisle and marry the man who stole my heart and ran away with me. Where will I be this time next year?

		The door to my bridal room opens and the wedding planner enters. She’s a beautiful slim woman, with skin bronzed by the sun and dark hair that flows down to her shoulders. She speaks with a wonderful velvet voice, her accent deep and dreamy.

		‘We are ready for you now, Miss Katie.’

		I smile and close the window. I feel calmer now. Settled. I know that I can do this. I can do it because he is waiting for me on the other side. All I need to do is walk to him. Then I will become Mrs Katie Whitman.

		The wedding planner holds the door open for me. I grab my bouquet and take one final look at myself in the mirror. One final look at Miss Katie Morgan, before she disappears forever. Miss Katie Whitman looks perfect. Her tight white dress clings gently to every curve, accentuating her bust and hips. It hags off the shoulder, with a simple pearl-studded belt running around her waist. I blow my reflection a kiss and leave the room.

		I follow the dark-haired woman through a short hallway, to another door at the far end. We pause for a moment – only a couple of seconds, but time seems to stand still. My destiny is on the other side of this door.

		Then the woman nods and pushes open the door. I step through into the bright sunlight. Jonathan stands twenty feet ahead of me, at the end a wooden gangway built over the water. His face brightens as he sees me. A handful of people sit in the few available chairs, their heads turned toward me. Behind Jonathan, the sea stretches on forever, until it meets the cloudless horizon in the far distance. My skin tingles under the baking sun. I have no idea how Jonathan can wear a suit in this heat.

		Music plays from small speakers mounted on the wall above my head. The bridal march, played on a piano.

		Tears suddenly well in my eyes. This is real. This is really real. My Jonathan. My sir. My love.

		For the rest of my life.

		I hold my head up high and put one foot in front of the other and walk down the aisle to be with the man of my dreams. The man who fills my heart and soul more than any other. The man who awakened the beast inside me. The man who showed me what life and love could really be, under the right conditions. The man I call sir.

		The man I will always call sir.

		Forever.

		

		###
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		I can’t believe this story took so long to come together! It was my own fault. I had a few pages of notes leftover after I finished part two, but it was all character stuff – nothing sexy. Every time I tried to write this final chapter, I kept focussing on the fact that this is the end of the trilogy. Instead of having fun and writing something sexy, I kept trying to make it this big, climactic event, and that’s not what I do. Hopefully this final story brought everything to a swift and satisfying conclusion for you. As for me, it was an uphill struggle, but worth every moment.
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		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 fantasizing 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 antagonize one of the guests – a large, strong, black man with a fiery temper, who threatens to get her fired if she doesn’t obey his orders. How far is Jenna willing to go to keep her job? And can she satisfy this stranger enough to be forgiven?

		

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

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

		‘Because I need this job!’

		‘I don’t care.’

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

		‘I don’t care,’ he says again.

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

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

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

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

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

		‘Can’t?’ he says. ‘Or won’t?’

		‘Won’t.’

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

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

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

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

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

		‘I’m sorry,’ I say.

		‘Not like that.’

		‘Then how?’

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

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

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

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin:

		

		Bad Girl: Caught by the Cop

		

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

		

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

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

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

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

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

		She gasped at that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

		‘You should be, Ms Delastro.’

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

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

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

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

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin:

		

		Know Your Limits

		

		‘There’s a fine line between pleasure and agony.’

		

		Bridgette is the office bitch. Mean, demanding, and always riding her employees hard, she’s nobody’s friend and that’s the way she likes it. Despite her appearance, Bridgette has a secret – once a month, she visits her favorite BDSM club and submits to strangers for rough no-holds-barred encounters. This time, however, things are going to be a little different. Bridgette has upset the wrong guys and they’re keen on a little payback…

		

		My new master, my mystery man, pulls a drape across the door, enclosing us in total, erotic darkness. Anything could happen to me in here. That thought makes my cleft – my aching, patient, endlessly unsatisfied cleft – tingle in desperate need.

		He pauses for a moment, looking me up and down again. I start to get the feeling that either he’s new at this, or he’s not sure where to start.

		‘What do you want to do to me?’ I say, hoping to prompt him.

		He points to the X-beam. My body reacts, heat flushing my womanhood, heart skipping a beat. God, yes. Make me surrender.

		I walk over to the beam and stand in position, legs parted, arms raised. He follows and grips my wrist and snaps the first restraint into place with a little fumbling. I can’t tell if he’s new to this or nervous. The ‘strong and silent’ game he’s playing is cute, but it’s gonna get old real fast if he doesn’t tell me what he wants.

		My master snaps my other wrist into place. I test the restraint carefully – not too tight, but not much give, either. The knowledge that my hands are helplessly pinned above my head makes me tingle and throb all over again. whoever my master is… I want him to dominate me.

		After my wrists are restrained, he locks my ankles into place. One, then the other. I am now restrained, totally helpless and immobile, arms and legs attached to the beams. He steps back and looks at me, eyes flashing within his mask. That look in his eyes makes my sex clench. I need this, Oh, God, do I need this!

		‘Okay,’ I say, breathing hard but trying to sound calm, ‘before we begin, my safe word is velvet. Do you want me to call you sir, or master?’

		He stares at me, not comprehending for a moment.

		Something distracts my attention. Movement.

		I look up in the direction of the movement. Behind my master. To the black drapes hanging on the far side of the room. They wave and part and someone steps out.

		Not someone. Two someones.

		Two people step out of the drapes and walk further into the light. Two additional men. Like the first, they’re wearing the masques distributed by the front desk. Plus the black gloves. They’re also wearing shirts and dark suit pants. The first guy looks like he was dressed as a professional, but when the three guys come together, it looks like they’ve all come straight from the office.

		‘Well look at that,’ says one of the newcomers.

		‘All trussed up and nowhere to run,’ says the other.

		‘Alone at last,’ says the third man, that one I thought was my master for this session.

		My heart races now, in spite of the heat spreading throughout my legs. Three masters? I didn’t sign on for this… but do I dare turn them down?

		‘What the fuck is going on?’ I say, my eyes darting from one masked man to another.

		The front man, my master, the one who tempted me into this room, raises a hand to the mask and lifts it up. I stare into the face of my captor and the ground opens up beneath me.

		‘You!’ I say, in shock and horror and panic.

		‘Yeah, me,’ Hayden says.

		The two men behind him take off their masks as well. Chase and Wyatt. My employees are here. In my club, my sacred place. I try to move, but I can’t. It’s too late. Far too late.

		‘What the fuck are you doing here?’ I say, almost hissing in anger. For the first time in my life, I feel ashamed of my kinks and fetishes. These men have crossed a line, an invisible boundary. They haven’t just humiliated me, they’ve invaded the one space I treasure outside work. They’ve seen a side of me I never wanted to share. But the worst part of all-

		They’ve taken control from me.

		‘You know,’ Hayden says, ‘it took us a little time to figure out what the hell this club place was. Your diary wasn’t very clear.’

		My diary. My fucking diary. It all makes sense now. When I came back from lunch, my diary was on the desk, instead of the drawer. They read my diary.

		‘What the fuck are you doing here?’ I say again, my voice rising in anger this time. ‘You can’t fucking be here!’

		‘Such a mouth,’ Chase says, face gleaming with dark amusement.

		‘Is that any way to speak to your masters?’ Wyatt says.

		‘Masters?’ I say, almost laughing. The idea that these men – my underlings, my minions, my employees – could be my masters is laughable.

		‘And what are you going to do about it?’ Hayden says. He steps forward, staring me down. In my heels, strapped to the beam, we are almost the same height. He steps so close to me that I can feel the heat of his body against mine. ‘Come on. Tell me. What are you gonna do about it?’

		‘You’re fired,’ I say, meeting his level gaze, my eyes blazing. The restraints keep me in place, but I lean my neck forward as much as possible. ‘All of you. Fucking fired. Right now.’

		They laugh, amused at my outrage. That hurts more than anything. They’ve never laughed at me. Never dared. But the balance of power has shifted now. I am not the one in control here. They are. And they know it.

		‘Fine,’ Chase says. ‘We don’t fucking care.’

		‘We’ve had enough of your bullshit,’ Wyatt says. ‘You fucking cunt.’

		Hayden touches my face with his gloved hand. I try and pull away, but I can’t. There’s no give in the restraints and nowhere to pull away to. I am powerless and helpless… and so fucking aroused right now. Though the idea of submitting to them appals me, but there’s something about how wrong this whole situation is that turns me on more I’ve ever felt before.
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