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It was just a chance encounter at the back of
a club where she didn't belong in the first place. That was all
it took to turn Heather's life upside down.

She's only known him a few hours, but already
she wants to know how it feels to please him. He left her with a
necklace that he says marks his property, and with each passing day
the urge to try it on has been growing ...









Preview






A shy smile came unbidden to her lips. It seemed a
relief after the past week that her fears were in the open, and
that maybe they had been unfounded from the beginning. A small step
forward pressed her back against him and her nose brushed up
against his throat and jaw as she sought his lips. His firm hand
pressed against her waist and he took the glass of wine from her
weak fingers as he kissed her. She heard him set it down with a
clink, but her eyes were closed in the bliss of feeling his
form.

Before she knew it, they were in the bedroom. Its
soft egg-shell walls seemed to go on forever in the dim light,
circling around to the broad bed against the far side. She stumbled
slightly as his hand disappeared from her waist, but he returned
after only a moment, a black, silken cloth entwined within his
fingers.

"A little taste of the other side," he said, offering
it to her.

She took it uncomprehendingly. It was impossibly soft
and cool to the touch, and she ran her fingers through it in
innocent appreciation. "A taste of what?" she asked after a
moment.

"Powerlessness."

And then she realized that what was in her hand was a
blindfold. She took in a sharp breath, looking down at it with
renewed trepidation. But the reassuring warmth of Troy's touch came
back to her. She remembered that incredible feeling when she had
thought she was, or at least could be, the woman he wanted her to
be.

The thought of objecting never entered her mind.
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Playing with Fire






For three days, the necklace lay on the dresser by
the mirror of her bedroom, hidden behind a coffee cup in a way that
might even have looked accidental to an untrained eye. But it was
never truly far from Heather's mind.

At times, Friday night still all felt like nothing
but a strange dream. She wasn't, Heather told herself, the kind of
woman to go googly-eyed over celebrity. Neither was she the type to
chase around the richest man she could find. She had expected to
live out her life without ever being tempted by the allure of a man
like Troy, and now by the strangest and most inexplicable
circumstances, the new possibility dominated her thoughts.

Not that he had left her any way to contact him. The
evening had ended in a rush: a town car depositing her back in
front of her apartment building after Troy had stopped her the
hassle of calling a cab. And just like that, he and his world had
turned the corner and vanished from sight.

She would come and hold the little chain in her
fingers, turning it slightly so that it would catch the light from
the windows. All the danger and all the excitement of the world she
wasn't supposed to want seemed caught up in that little piece of
precious metal.

It wasn't until Sunday that she had decided on
impulse to put it on. It clasped at the back of her neck and fit
tight to the base of her throat so that she could always feel it on
her skin. Like a collar.

That first time she had put it on, she had only
lasted a moment. She looked at herself in the mirror, her eyes big
and her face blushing furiously. And then she had taken it off and
returned it to the hiding place designed so precisely to look like
it wasn't a hiding place at all.

 


 


 


 


 


"You know, the thing about it is, I was really
starting to have hopes for you," Nicole was telling Heather as they
ate lunch together that Monday. "When you told me you were down for
it, I thought, hey, my girl's finally starting to let her hair
down. And then bang, you jilt me ten minutes into the evening."

Heather had already apologized, but contrition was
obviously not Nicole's end-game.

"Anyways," Nicole went on. "Randall and the rest of
them are great. They're just open-minded, you know? Free. That's
exactly what I was hoping for when I suggested it. Randall owns
these three coffee shops over north of Plateau. I swear we must
have been there talking until one in the morning."

"He seemed very nice," Heather offered her upbeat
friend.

"And Anastasia and Kurt were amazing. They're in
theatre. He's Shakespearean. They said when they get him drunk they
can always set him off doing Hamlet. I mean, they're so
sophisticated. I think she's in more musical stuff, but I don't
know. With a name like Anastasia you'd think it would be other way
around. It's so dark and mysterious, and she doesn't shorten it or
anything. Not once did anyone call her Ana or anything like that.
But it's very pretty, I guess." She took a big bite out of her pita
sandwich. "What about you? Did you just go home and take a bath
like you always do?"

Heather shrugged evasively. "Something like that. I
guess I just wasn't ready for what I thought I was ready for."

Nicole patted her on the back sympathetically. "Well,
I'm really proud of you anyways. Trying new things isn't always
easy."

 


 


 


 


 


By mid-week Heather had taken to putting on the
necklace when she was around the house. Even something as simple as
sitting and reading a book took on an air of sensual anticipation.
The small chain tugged like a whisper at her throat when she moved,
reminding her silently that she was obeying.

It stirred something in her, and on such evenings she
got more and more turned on as the little reminders mounted until
she couldn't concentrate on what she had been doing any longer. She
would retreat into the bedroom, extract the vibrator from the
shoebox underneath the bed, and finally let her thoughts wander
where they were always trying to go that week since the encounter
at Club Dye. She could still remember the look on his perfect face
as he had looked her in the eye and said he wanted to possess
her.

But even when she indulged those brief memories, she
held back. Even then, she knew there were things she wanted which
she didn't dare think about, and what scared her more than anything
was that if something more came of Troy's sudden appearance in her
life, it would lead her precisely towards those things.

By Thursday, Heather was putting on the necklace the
moment she got home from work and not taking it off until the
following morning. She loved having a secret. She loved the slight
tightness against her skin. She loved lying almost naked between
her cool, soft sheets, feeling the tight band against her throat.
But the thought of trying to wear it in public was still far from
her mind.

That is, until the necessary motivation arrived.

"Heather."

"Yes, Mr. Malcolm, I'm listening."

"You seem distant."

"Sorry, sir. I was just surprised."

"Well, I'm just telling you this so that you can have
those reports for me before Mr. Baldwin arrives tomorrow."

"Why did you say he was coming, again?"

John Malcolm was thickly built, ambitious, and always
a manager whose first concern was making himself look good when his
bosses where in the building. His shirts were always blindingly
white, and right now he was standing next to Heather's desk with
the look of someone quickly losing his patience. He rubbed his head
in exasperation. "Honestly, Heather, it's like you've been
somewhere else this week. Mr. Baldwin's coming to help us implement
the changes to the management structure he sent around last
Tuesday. That's why it's very important that I have the latest
sales numbers, or I'm not going to do a very good job of justifying
our overhead."

"I can have that for you before 5 today, sir."

"Alright, I'll look forward to it."

And he stomped off, leaving Heather to catch her
herself in the middle of subconsciously reaching a hand up to her
bare throat.

 


 


 


 


 


She was repeating the gesture the following morning
as she stepped across the threshold of her apartment, this time
with better reason. The small gold links felt so delicate between
her fingers, it was strange to think they could be what was making
her so nervous.

The thing about a secret is the more you protect it
the more terrifying it is when you decide to bring it out into the
open. She couldn't shake the feeling that every eye that glanced at
her in the street could guess exactly what she was wearing and what
it signified. She had no idea what she was doing or why she was
doing it, but all she could imagine anyone else seeing when they
looked at her was that woman on the leash in the club, her body
trussed in elaborate leather, soft and vulnerable as it lay exposed
for her leash-holders' pleasure and all to see.

She was also very wet, and didn't foresee that
changing any time soon. Every little movement tugged her mind back
to the tiny piece of jewelry. It was really quite amazing,
actually. She'd have thought her brain would eventually learn to
tune it out.

At work it was worse, because people there knew her
and noticed the change. When Bill Latham, a handsome man in his
early fifties with a desk across the row from hers, complimented
her new necklace, she blushed a deep crimson and mumbled her thanks
with a thick, clumsy tongue.

She didn't know whether the morning was crawling by
or flying. Each moment seemed to last forever, but there were so
few of them before ... things would start to happen. Was she ready
for this? Was it 9:50 already? But 7:59 had taken so long to become
8. 9:50 couldn't possibly be here already.

But there was that now familiar hush as one by one
every person in the office stopped what they were doing. They were
all concentrating very hard on the door and on how to look like
they were concentrating on something more productive. The sound of
twenty people holding their breath could be surprisingly
deafening.

And as if in response to the silence as much as the
cause of it, there they were: the same retinue filing in the door
at exactly 3 minutes to ten. She turned to her desk and stared
fixedly at the computer in front of her. She felt roughly capable
of staying still. Try anything more demanding than that and
anything could happen.

Really, she came a good bit closer to acting
indifferent than she would have given herself credit for an hour
earlier, or at least that's how she seemed to anyone not close
enough to hear her heart pounding in her chest.

Mr. Malcolm and the executives were on the floor for
maybe thirty seconds, and then they went into the conference room
and closed the door.

Everyone in the office seemed to let out their breath
at once, and as color started to return to her face, Heather
managed to begin reviewing her plan.

The door to the conference room was directly across
from her. All she had to do was time a little excursion so she was
getting up out of her desk and passing by it as the meeting ended.
It would seem like a chance encounter, but he would see what she
was wearing.

She slipped open the third button on her blouse to
ensure her collar wouldn't hide the delicate gold band. What if she
died of anticipation before she got the chance to pull her little
stunt?

"Hey."

"What?" Heather asked distantly.

"I said can't you hear your phone ringing?"

She looked down in surprise, then up at Katie who had
stopped on her way past Heather's desk. "Oh, right. I was just -"
She shook her head and picked up the phone.

"Heather Crowell with Mitchell Medical Suppliers,"
she said distractedly.

"Heather, it's Craig Lockton."

It was an old client. One of the first she ever
brought in as a new hire. She always tried to do right by him, but
right now really wasn't the time. She looked around, as though
hoping to see an escape button appear on her desk. "Craig, hi. How
are things running?"

"Well, we've got a bit of a problem on our end. Can
you stop by the practice sometime this morning?"

"Oh. Well, Craig, I hate to say it's a hectic time,
but -"

She heard a muffled sound over the phone and he said
something to someone in the room with him that she couldn't quite
make out. "You know I'm pretty low-maintenance for all the money we
send your way," he told her after a moment. "I wouldn't be asking
just to make noise. Around the clock access, right? That was the
promise you made when we signed that deal. Look, I've got to go.
Anytime before noon and we can get a few minutes to talk." He hung
up.

"But I ..." she trailed off into the dead
receiver.

She glanced back at the closed meeting room and down
at the phone. She knew where her responsibilities lay, but ...

 


 


 


 


There was a bitter lump of disappointment in her
stomach as she rode the elevator down to the parking level half an
hour later. She had stalled as long as she could, but in the end
there was nothing else to do but drive out to Craig's practice.
Troy had still been in the meeting, almost certainly oblivious of
her little plan. Maybe he had already forgotten her entirely.

She had had a chance to take things further. He had
offered her something new - this incredible, talented, successful
man had found her interesting enough to spare her a second thought
- and this had been her chance to say yes. All the courage it had
taken to put on that little gold band this morning was forgotten in
light of the gesture's inadequacy. This had been her shot, and
she'd missed it.

She spared a glance for the pristine white limo
waiting in the temporary parking lane in front of the building. It
was probably for the best. That wasn't her world, and sooner or
later everybody had to face reality. Better that it stop before she
had a chance to make a bigger fool of herself than she had
already.

 


 


 


 


"I'm serious, Heather. A six year working
relationship - always on time, always to the letter - should buy a
little leeway here. How many hundreds of thousands of dollars has
your company seen from my practice?"

Heather took a deep breath and tried to ground
herself in the intimate surroundings of Dr. Lockton's back office.
"I certainly sympathize with that, Craig," she said. "But you
probably know the terms of the payment contract you signed even
better than I do. We're not some payday lender. If you can move
some money around on your end, that's your business, but if the
check doesn't come in when it's supposed to, we terminate the
lease. It's really that simple."

"Are you telling me Mitchell Medical has never
renegotiated one of these contracts?"

"I'm really not the one who makes that call,
Craig."

"And you're not going to take the issue to someone
who could," he pointed out.

She looked around, uncomfortable under the scrutiny.
"I serve that the pleasure of my bosses," she said. "We have a new
ownership." She noticed the secretary casting glances into the room
from her reception desk down the hall. "I want to do well for
him."

The doctor seemed a little uncertain why she had just
said that, and Heather flushed.

"I just mean - ah - you'll have to talk to our
financing department about missing the next payment. There's
nothing I can do."

She made her apologies and escaped. Her face was
flaming. She was certain that she had made a fool of herself, and
the impression only grew as she drove back to the offices.

Sure enough, the limo was gone and the ambient buzz
seemed to have returned to its normal bored lull. She had started
to sit down when she noticed the folded piece of paper tossed into
the corner of her desk. She opened it to find a scrawled
handwriting in dark ink.

Augustin's, 7:30.

She hid her reaction with a trembling hand. With a
glance around to see if anyone had noticed it, she slipped the note
into her bag.

 


 


 


 


The night was cool as Heather made her way down the
sidewalk towards Augustin's on Riverside Ave. An evening breeze
stirred over her skin and seemed to flow through her dress as
though it weren't even there. She wore the necklace - in fact had
not taken it off since that morning - and put her finger to it as
she walked. She had grown attached to it. She had begun to
appreciate the change it had brought about in her life, a small,
inconspicuous little artifact that prevented her from ever slipping
back into the dull, muted boredom and frustration she had lived
with for years.

Lights shone out of the businesses as the sky
darkened. The storefronts were bright and warm and filled with the
designer clothes and high end accessories this four block stretch
of Riverside Ave was known for. Nestled in among them was
Augustin's, a quiet little restaurant no one ever seemed able to
get a table at - not that anybody she knew could have afforded more
than a drink there anyways.

Heather was in a tremendous mood. She should have
been nervous or apprehensive or any other of a thousand things that
a person should be in those circumstances, but she wasn't. She was
smiling. She had a feeling the night had good things in store.

"Good evening, ma'am," the hostess said as Heather
stepped in off the street. She was a tall, dark woman, well-suited
to stand guard over the realm of exclusivity behind her. Dishes
clattered distantly, and the artful lilt of music was ushering out
from beyond the corridor that led into the main dining area. "You
have a reservation?"

"Ah, I'm here to meet someone," Heather said. "Has
anyone taken a table for Baldwin yet? I might be a little
early."

The hostess's eyes snapped up, and she evaluated
Heather with renewed interest. "We have his table prepared," she
said more differentially. "I think Mr. Baldwin is still expected.
Would you like to be seated while you wait?"

"Ah, alright," Heather agreed. The sudden tone of
respect was unfamiliar and even a little disconcerting.

The woman led her down the corridor, through what
looked like the main dining hall, beyond into a second corridor,
and at last into a smaller room of maybe half a dozen tables. All
were occupied except for the setting by the window.

Heather caught her breath at the beauty of it. Its
white tablecloth and silver place settings shone pristinely in the
gentle glow of fading dusk and winking city lights. The view looked
out over the river, unobscured by the buildings that had blocked
the water from the street.

She sank into the chair the hostess had pulled out
for her, and barely noticed as the woman poured a glass of wine
from a bottle chilling in a bucket of ice in the center of the
table.

"Is there anything I can bring you?" the woman asked
politely.

Heather looked back up at the woman as though just
remembering she was there. "No, I'm alright, thanks. Ah, thank
you."

The woman smiled and backed away, and Heather was
left to contemplate the strange new world she now found herself
in.

She didn't know how she sensed he had entered the
room. Maybe there was a slight rustle that passed through the other
patrons, or maybe she caught a strange reflection in the window.
Maybe her body knew before her brain did, and she instinctively
looked around for why her chest had become tight and her mouth was
suddenly dry.

She scrambled up out of the chair as her eyes fell on
him. It was a silly thing to do, maybe, a bit girlish. But there
she stood, swaying slightly, a blush in her cheeks as she watched
his eyes find her. He smiled.

"You look beautiful," he said by way of greeting. His
eyes glittered as he looked at her, lingering for a moment on the
base of her throat.

Heather's blush deepened. "I ... figured on the
off-chance it was you who left the note on my desk, I might as well
try to look presentable."

His answering smile sent a little thrill down through
her stomach, and it washed through her all over again that she was
really here.

"The hostess called this your table," she said to
cover herself.

Troy shrugged. "The man who owns the building's a
good friend of mine. This block used to be an absolute dump, and I
told him if he had any brains he'd get his foot in here before the
values blew up. I mean that's how everything in this part of town
was, but you could just tell to look at the location ..." He
snapped his fingers. "Now you can't even recognize it. Let's just
say he did well for himself. I knew this chef from Turin - amazing
talent, but you'll find out - and I said to my friend if you want
to thank me, give this guy a shot. Let him open a little place
where he'll get noticed." He gestured around. "Even when I'm right
I'm usually not this right. People wait months for a table here
these days."

"You do?" Heather asked, flattered.

He realized her assumption and couldn't contain a
smile at the idea that he had been referring to himself. "No, well,
I mean, most do." He waved off a waiter and poured himself a
generous glass of wine from the bottle between them. He drank it
deeply and with relish. "Do you like swordfish? No, don't answer
that. I can tell you do. I have an excellent eye for that sort of
thing."

It had never occurred to Heather in her life that she
had feelings one way or another about swordfish, but there was
something about the way he said things that made it easy to
believe. Now it was her turn to try unsuccessfully to hide her
smile. "That's very impressive. Can you tell anything else?"

He closed one eye and made a show of considering her,
first through the curved glass of his wine and then framed between
his thumb and forefinger. "They say when confronted with a
dangerous opponent, the last thing you can afford to do is let them
suspect how much you know."

 

Heather laughed. "Dangerous?"

Troy bowed his head slightly in acknowledgement. "Not
half as dangerous as I am, of course, but I think you'll do."

"I'm learning out all kinds of things about myself,"
Heather murmured.

"That's generally when things get interesting, yes,"
he agreed, his eyes lingering once again on the delicate little
band that sat tight on her throat.

She blushed fiercely and looked out the window. "It
was too pretty not to try on," she said evasively.

He let that slide with a passive smile and seemed
content to let the implicit little lie stand unchallenged for the
length of the meal, at least.

But for Heather the little exchange could scarcely be
banished with something as simple as a patient smile. She had
become so wrapped up in the celebrity of who she was here with that
at times she really had almost forgotten the context of their first
meeting, a context that all but assured that putting on a necklace
and pretending it wasn't a collar would be far from the most daring
thing she'd be expected to do.

The lie beneath the lie, the lie she had been telling
herself from the beginning, was that she was willing to try it if
that was the sort of thing it took to have a once in a lifetime
fling with the city's most powerful man. The reality was much more
intimidating, and its evidence stood out in the flushed color of
her skin, the feeling of wetness in her groin and the sensitive
fullness of her breasts when she caught sight of her collar in the
window. Did a man like Troy want a struggle? Because deep down,
there was nothing that excited her more than the thought of being
controlled...

 


 


 


 


 


All in all she thought she managed to present herself
fairly well over the course of the meal. The wine helped settle her
nerves, and the genuine interest in learning about her that he had
shown at their first meeting hadn't waned at all.

She wondered briefly what it must be like to have
such an effect on people. Everywhere he went he was the center of
attention, the object of so many people's desires or aspirations.
Was it gratifying? Or tiring? Everyone who looked at him couldn't
help but want something.

She resolved she would not be one of those people.
Even sitting here with an impossibly handsome, charming, successful
man, she wouldn't lose herself in fantasies.

But only rarely did she get an opening to turn the
conversation back on him: to find something, anything, about this
enigmatic man. He had appeared in her life, so effortlessly and
commandingly, and she knew nothing about him. Every question she
asked had an easy, sly answer that, when she stopped to think about
it, told her nothing at all.

Was this a game he played? Was he simply private?
Lord knew if a woman he dated wanted to go to the tabloids, they'd
have a field day with anything she found out about him. Was that
it? Or was he ... hiding something?

But as the evening wore on, it was increasingly
difficult to care.

It was almost ten by the time he led her out onto the
riverfront path that passed below the restaurant. The night had
grown chillier since sunset and he put his coat over her shoulders
as they walked down by the slow moving water.

She nestled up against him, still a little cold in
spite of the overcoat draped around her shoulders. It smelled like
him, but nothing smelled like him as much as he did. She liked how
close they were walking together.

He put his hand to her cheek and absently pushed away
a strand of hair from her face, and she drew in a little
closer.

She had been worried he would be intense, even
overbearing. How does a man get to be someone like Troy Baldwin
without being overbearing? But this was completely different. He
was ... laidback. Relaxed. He laughed at her jokes, delighted to
see her at ease. Maybe most women weren't like that with him.

Or maybe it was another one of those signs, like the
necklace. I like a little backbone, his smile seemed to say. You're
going to need it.

The thought sobered her and she looked up into his
eyes, dwelling in their deep brilliance and seeing again that
restrained look of curiosity and lust, almost hunger, that made her
shiver in a way that had nothing to do with the night air around
them.

He returned her gaze, his face only a few inches from
his. They had stopped walking. "You're shivering," he said
softly.

"Am I?"

"I don't want you to be nervous." He seemed all too
familiar with the emotion showing plainly on Heather's face.

"I'm not," she lied.

"That's good," he said. "I can't tell you how tired
I've become of being surrounded by people who just say they want
what I want."

She understood it as the first truly open, honest
thing she'd heard him say. She believed him. Whatever it was he saw
in her, he desperately wanted it to be real. It wasn't a sentiment
she'd ever had directed at her, and now it came from the last place
she'd ever have expected. Somehow through everything that had
happened the past few days, she had never really entertained the
possibility that she was anything but a passing interest for him.
But now she believed he saw someone in front of him that mattered,
and she desperately wanted to know who he saw.

"Show me," she said.

He looked down into her face, reading her. His hand
was on her cheek, his thumb pressed gently below her chin. His lips
met hers with a slow deliberateness. She kissed him back eagerly,
maybe even fiercely, trying to push away the idea that she wasn't
everything he wanted her to be. But he held her back. His grip was
gentle but unyielding, and she contented herself with the feel of
his lips on hers, the scent of his body so close, and the hope that
she would feel more of him soon.



 


 


 


Troy's penthouse wasn't just on the top floor of the
Washington Tower. It was the top floor. It was at least the
second-to-top floor, too, if the spiral staircase leading down
beyond the foyer only spanned one level. But Heather had little
time to admire the surroundings. Her eyes were for only one thing,
the man whose hand rested against her lower back, firm enough to
remind her who was in charge, straying down the curve of her ass as
she moved.

Her breath was shallow as she caught herself staring
at him so openly that even given the circumstances she managed to
feel a little embarrassed. The lights of the city were a backdrop
beyond the 8 foot windows, but the million dollar view could not
have been more wasted just then. All the lights of the city were so
easily outshone.

"A drink?" he offered.

She nodded. "It seems like every new wine I have with
you is the best I've ever tasted."

Her fingers felt a little shaky as she took the long,
delicate glass he poured for her. She embraced the heady rush as
she tried to drown her nerves. She couldn't remember ever being so
anxious with a man. She couldn't remember ever wanting something so
badly and fearing it so much.

He turned back from the counter after pouring himself
a glass of his own, and his gaze held hers. All it took was a light
touch on her hip to draw her body against his. The soft, timid
curves of her form pressed and conformed to him, being anything he
wanted and needed her to be. She wondered if he could tell how
violently her heart was beating.

This second kiss was longer and deeper. She felt the
breath leave her body in a quiet shudder of bliss and longing.
Everything that she wanted was in that kiss, somehow both real and
tantalizingly distant.

He must have felt her tenseness, because he drew
back. His hand stroked her cheek questioningly as he noticed the
way she was trembling. Heather didn't know what to say or how to
explain.

"It's alright," he said softly. "There's nothing to
be afraid of here."

"I -" she struggled for a moment to put her fear into
words. "I don't know what I'm ready for."

He kissed her lightly on the lips, just barely a
brushing contact. "You'll enjoy this," he said. "You have my
absolute promise. I don't want to go any faster than you're ready
to."

She nestled her face into his broad chest and let out
a long, shaky breath. "I didn't want to ... I just thought I could
go with it. You don't think I'm ... not worth it?"

He laughed softly, not at her but at the idea, and it
was impossible not to feel better. "No," he said. "I have a
suspicion that you're going to be absolutely wonderful."

A shy smile came unbidden to her lips. It seemed a
relief after the past week that her fears were in the open, and
that maybe they had been unfounded from the beginning. A small step
forward pressed her back against him and her nose brushed up
against his throat and jaw as she sought his lips. His firm hand
pressed against her waist and he took the glass of wine from her
weak fingers as he kissed her. She heard him set it down with a
clink, but her eyes were closed in the bliss of feeling his
form.

Before she knew it, they were in the bedroom. Its
soft egg-shell walls seemed to go on forever in the dim light,
circling around to the broad bed against the far side. She stumbled
slightly as his hand disappeared from her waist, but he returned
after only a moment, a black, silken cloth entwined within his
fingers.

"A little taste of the other side," he said, offering
it to her.

She took it uncomprehendingly. It was impossibly soft
and cool to the touch, and she ran her fingers through it in
innocent appreciation. "A taste of what?" she asked after a
moment.

"Powerlessness."

And then she realized that what was in her hand was a
blindfold. She took in a sharp breath, looking down at it with
renewed trepidation. But the reassuring warmth of Troy's touch came
back to her. She remembered that incredible feeling when she had
thought she was, or at least could be, the woman he wanted her to
be.

The thought of objecting never entered her mind. All
she wanted was that feeling again. All she wanted was to be the
woman he saw when he looked at her.

Her fingers didn't even shake as she wound it once
over her eyes, shutting out the light and surrendering herself to
this man she only barely knew but had already come to trust so
inexplicably and maybe inadvisably. She tied it with a firm knot
against the back of her head.

She felt his hand against her neck and in her hair,
and then his lips were on hers again, ushering her into her
voluntary helplessness. She inhaled the rich scent of his body and
tasted his mouth.

She heard a rustle of clothing, and when he was back
against her his jacket and shirt were gone, leaving only a thin
undershirt that served no barrier at all beneath her fingers hungry
to feel the contours of his well-muscled chest and shoulders.

His fingers moved down to the hem of her dress,
caressing her smooth thigh as he lifted the garment ever so lightly
and began to draw it up. He brushed tantalizingly over her abdomen
and breasts. With a soft breath of intermixed pleasure and
nervousness, she lifted her arms above her head to let him slide
the light covering from her body.

She heard the soft rustle as he discarded it, and his
hands returned to his newly unwrapped toy. His touched moved over
her, caressing and appreciative and tantalizing. He seemed able to
convey appreciation and ownership in every flick and movement.

"Oh God," she breathed as she felt his lips press
softly to her nipple. His warm tongue circled it and it stiffened
obediently under his attention.

He moved up her breast and throat before pressing his
lips to hers again, this time more firmly and authoritatively. His
hand moved into hers and she followed him blindly, feeling the cool
floor against the bottoms of her feet and feeling her heart
pounding in her chest.

He lowered her down into a universe of comforters and
pillows. They seemed to suspend her softly, laid out for his access
and use, and in an intense, hungry moment she relished the image.
"Take me," she breathed. "Fuck me."

She felt him smile against her throat. "Giving
orders?" he murmured. He drew a slow line up her thigh and brushed
over the thin, damp cloth of her panties. Heather let out a softly
impotent moan and writhed weakly beneath him, desperate for a more
substantial touch.

His hands took her breasts more firmly this time,
cupping them and massaging at them. A gasp of pleasure escaped her
lips, and she arched her back up into his hands. She had never been
toyed with like this before. It was almost too much to take.

Again he brushed over the hot, full lips of her pussy
through the soaked fabric of her panties. He paused at the
waistband and slipped his fingers inside. He cupped her sex, the
palm of his hand pressing tantalizingly against her clit.

She was incapable of forming words. She felt an
orgasm rising in her. She was going to come. She was so fucking
ready.

But just before, an instant before, he drew back. His
hand pulled away from her. She cried out softly in frustration, but
already knew this was exactly what he wanted her to feel. She
pressed her thighs together in impotent desperation, but without
his touch the climax slipped away.

His lips pressed to hers as he relished the way his
touch controlled her. His fingers caressed softly: enough to keep
her urgently, painfully aroused but not enough to bring her
fulfillment. He was toying with her. He was playing with her. It
made her angry and powerless and helplessly turned on all at
once.

The anger was a hot reflex, and just as quickly as it
came, it was gone. She surrendered herself to the feeling. What he
wanted her to feel, she would feel. What he wanted to do with her
body, she would accept and experience.

Twice again he brought her to that desperate
precipice before gently holding her back from the edge.

She felt his weight leave the bed for a moment and
again the rustle of clothing. He mounted the bed and she felt his
weight settle beside her. His fingers hooked into the band of her
panties and drew them down her legs, leaving a cool trail of her
juices over the insides of her thighs.

She moaned softly as his hand retraced upwards. She
was so close. She was so impossibly close.

When he moved over and spread her legs, she could
feel he was naked. A thick, long shape throbbed hotly against her
thigh. She had never been so wet in her life.

He took her by the waist and moved between her legs,
bringing the hot length of his cock to rest against her eager
pussy. He moved down once, spreading her lips slightly with the
broad underside of his cock, and then he pushed it into her.

He filled her with a single, smooth thrust, and her
body responded immediately and overpoweringly. She climaxed. It had
felt like she had been holding back the orgasm her entire life. For
what felt like an eternity she was lost in the blissful, grateful
crimson of an ecstasy too long withheld. She could hear her voice
bouncing back off the walls, but she didn't care and couldn't have
held silent if she had wanted to.

He pushed into her again, this time - impossibly -
even deeper than before: stretching her and filling her more
completely than she would have ever thought possible. Her grateful
muscles squeezed at him and urged him deeper. She felt the heavy
weight of his sack against her ass.

She came three more times as he fucked her. Each time
it felt like it couldn't possibly go on, but his cock was
overpowering. It controlled her. It made her forget there was a
world around them. She was so completely and utterly out of her
depth that she didn't know if she wanted it to go on forever or if
she needed to be rescued.

After what felt like hours she felt a new urgency in
his movements and his cock seemed to swell inside her. He pushed in
impossibly deep and exploded come inside her, pumping her full of
his hot liquid. Her body responded, milking at him with eager,
grateful muscles, ushering more and more into her until it seemed
impossible there was any room left.

Her limbs were wrapped tight around him, holding him
deep inside her as she lived in that moment of his body in hers.
She gasped for air until she could breathe again, holding him
tighter still, and burying her face in his neck.

It would take her a long time to wrap her head around
what had just happened.

She pressed soft, affectionate little kisses into his
neck, and he lifted off her enough to greet her lips with his own.
She felt his hand reach around her head, running once through her
hair, before it settled on the knot of her blindfold.

He unwound it, and the world came back into
focus.

"That was ..." she struggled for words, and finally
settled on kissing him again instead. Her body felt alive. Somehow
both exhausted and vibrantly alive. Every inch of her seemed to be
humming.

He smiled into her hair. "I knew you'd be a fun
one."

He slid sideways off of her onto the bed and held her
against him with a thick, relaxed arm. She nestled closer and laid
her cheek on his chest.

"I didn't know what I was getting myself into," she
said.

He ran one broad hand up the line of her body,
brushing her ass and wrapping around her waist with a casual sense
of possession. "Maybe you still don't."

She chewed that over thoughtfully as she listened to
his slowing heartbeat. She had no doubt he was right.
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"What is it?"

Heather had looked up from the sofa to see Tim in the
doorway to the kitchen, eyeing her with a broad grin on his face.
He looked unusually good tonight. His light brown hair was a little
longer these days, pushed just off his face. His shirt was open a
couple buttons after their evening out, and fit him well enough to
complement the fullness of his shoulders and muscled chest. The
color brought out his eyes. She always forgot what a perfect hazel
they were.

He shrugged with a mischievous expression and made
his way into the room. "I was just noticing how elegant you look
when you hold a glass of wine like that."

"Oh yeah?"

He slid onto the cushion beside her and placed a
long, soft kiss on her throat. "Yeah."

She considered him playfully for a moment before
downing the contents of the glass in question and setting it aside.
"How about that?"

He laughed. "Less elegant. More fun. Still
gorgeous."

She leaned back and pulled him on top of her.
"What're you going to do about it?"

His lips met hers. "I'll have to think of
something."

He reached a hand down to her thigh and slid it under
her dress.

She shivered in anticipation. It could be hard work
to get to this point with him. It took a nice dinner and a fun
destination for the evening which she always had to come up with
herself, but it was usually worth it. For moments like these, it
was worth it ten times over.

She mimicked his motion and cupped a growing bulge in
the crotch of his pants. Something deep inside her trembled again.
The sensation of getting wet was something she'd never get tired
of. "I want you," she breathed. "Now. Here."

He pushed her dress the rest of the way up, brushing
his hands over her breasts with a soft, appreciative touch and
working the cloth over her head. He laid it aside and returned his
attention to her naked chest. His lips were soft as he kissed her
nipple, first with playful lightness and then with more serious
intentions.

A soft moan escaped from her mouth as she lay back,
savoring every piece of the pleasurable feeling. Her body felt
empty. She wanted him inside her, hot and hard.

She managed to get her hands around in front of her
and work open the buttons of his shirt. Her hands ran over his
chest, up to feel the heavy muscles of his shoulders and down over
his lithe stomach. She took his belt in her hand and tugged at it a
little before starting to open it.

He leaned back to help her, and she squirmed a little
as she felt the hard, hot shape of his cock press against her
thigh. She shifted a little and got an appreciative hand on his ass
before he shifted again to slide her panties down her legs and toss
them lightly across the room.

She tried to keep her sounds quiet as he entered her,
but it was hard. It just felt so good. Her body stretched and
tightened around him, her soft muscles massaging at the contours of
his cock and ushering him deep into her. She wrapped her legs
around his back and felt his taught ass against her calves and
feet. "Fuck me," she whispered.

He drove into her harder, deeper, and faster. He
could penetrate her to her very center with just a thrust of his
hips. She held him against her with one hand and knotted the other
in the fabric of the sofa beneath her. Even when it started slow it
grew intense, impossibly intense, as she felt the animal need
overtake him. She could feel how he wanted her in every inch of his
body and she reciprocated the feeling back, her toes curled, her
eyes closed. God, it was good to feel like this.

She started to come just as he did. He drove in
harder and harder, on the cusp, and then exploded inside her. His
hot liquid pumped inside her as she heard his harsh groan of
climax. She closed in on herself, tightening around him and around
the feeling of ecstatic pleasure burning out from her center.

For a long minute she lay gasping and savoring. She
loved the weight of his body on top of her.

Sex was tremendous. Sometimes she wondered why
anybody ever did anything else. Why didn't she herself do this more
often? She considered Tim with a half-closed eye. "That was
incredible," she breathed to him.

He rolled over to her side and kissed her cheek.
"With you, it always is," he replied.

She smiled and nestled against him. "You want to
spend the night?" she asked.

He brushed hair from her cheek with a finger and made
a pained expression. "We've talked about this," he said.

Her good mood weakened a bit. "Yeah, I guess.
Okay."

The cushion sagged for a moment beneath her as he
lifted himself up. She watched him collect his clothes one by one
and start to get dressed. She looked at the clock and contemplated
another glass of wine and a book after he was gone.

 


 


"It wasn't even ten," Heather was protesting to
Nicole the following day.

The two sales reps were taking a morning break over
the office coffee pot, sipping at the steaming liquid and cheering
up quickly as they complained about their week.

"Dinner, a show, and sex," she went on, "And it's all
over early enough that I still have to come up with a way to occupy
myself for the rest of the evening."

"Why do you even keep this guy around?" Nicole asked
her for what felt like the tenth time.

Heather shrugged a little self-consciously. "I mean,
it's not that the good parts aren't good … you know? It's just I
wish they came around more often. Sure, he can be a bit flaky and
he's terrified of anything that even rhymes with commitment, but
that's just how men are."

Nicole shook her head. "You know what your problem
is? You just get too hung up on what you know. You know Tim's not
the worst thing in the world and you think the universe will punish
you if you try to go out and get someone who will actually treat
you well."

"You're so melodramatic," Heather dismissed.

"Am I? What we need to do is get you out there and
broaden your horizons. It'll take you about ten minutes to see how
much better you could be doing than hanging around waiting for Tim
to decide he wants a real relationship."

The two women were having their favorite argument,
and so they barely noticed as the door to the break room opened and
Katie the intern came in.

"Any coffee left?" she asked.

"Just got one started," Nicole told her. "I thought
you were off this morning."

Katie shrugged. "John wanted all hands on deck for
the big visit this morning."

Heather gave her a quizzical look. "The big
visit?"

"You didn't hear? Troy Baldwin is visiting the branch
today. This morning. Sammy's waiting any minute to get the call
from downstairs that he's on his way up."

Both women tensed.

"The new CEO is coming here today?" Nicole asked.

It had only been three days earlier when they had
heard the news that Chapman Associates had been bought out, and by
none other than the Baldwin Group, a rapidly growing conglomerate
and personal empire of the city's newest and most ruthless
businessman. Handsome, intense, and growing richer every day by
unwholesome amounts, Troy Baldwin wasn't the kind of mystery
anybody could get close enough to solve. Few things could put more
fear into a sleepy little company than the prospect of coming under
his hand.
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