
        
            
                
            
        

    





Learning to Surrender




Book Five

Powerless






A Story of Discipline, Submission,
Exhibition, and Humiliation






By Jessica Whitethread

Copyright 2016 Jessica Whitethread














Reader Advisory: This story is part of a
series intended for mature audiences only and which features
intensely erotic situations, an enigmatic and dangerously sexy
billionaire, the younger woman he draws under his spell, forced
exhibition, public humiliation, discipline, dominance, and rough
sex. All characters are 18 or older.




No man has ever made Heather feel the way
Troy does, but no man has ever asked so much of her in
return. When can she trust he knows exactly how much she can
take, and when is she right to be afraid?

Every choice feels like its leading to
disaster, and the only thing that makes sense is to give in ...









Preview

 


The rideshare driver who picked her up took a little
convincing that he was authorized to drive into the charter
terminal at the airport. He was smarter she had given him credit
for at first glance, and he could tell Heather wasn't providing the
whole truth when she said she was on some sort of approved parties
list. But after being promised a generous tip, he agreed to
try.

Twenty minutes later, there they were pulling up to
the access gate of the charter terminal. Heather leaned out to wave
at the security guard, and thankfully he had been working the
previous Friday when she and Troy had flown out en route to Italy.
He motioned them through without stopping them.

She spotted the familiar white limousine waiting out
closer to the concourse, and directed the driver to drop her off
next to it. She couldn't stop thinking about coming here for her
first time three weeks ago, when she was still so awed by the idea
that someone like Troy Baldwin wanted to see her again. It was
funny how she was always meeting him at the airport, as if he came
down from somewhere more important just to see her.

But what an unhealthy attitude, she realized. It's
that kind of thinking that got me into this mess. He's just
someone. He's amazing and thrilling and I fall apart when he
touches me, but he's just human. He's just human and I'm just
human. No more and no less. If I can't accept that I deserve him, I
don't have any business being here. What's between us can be real.
I can make it real. If he doesn't think that's what he wants, I'll
show him it is. I will.

It was a nice little mantra. Repeating it felt good.
It helped pass the minutes that seemed to stretch like hours. The
wind bit into her skin, whipped through her hair, made her feel
like she was waiting at the edge of the world, trying to reach
across it.

After a lifetime, a cold, dreadful lifetime, she saw
a jet approaching along the network of runways.

Heather's courage almost failed. She had nowhere to
run, no way to leave, and it was still so hard to stay still,
watching it come. Her heart was in her throat. Her palms hurt where
she'd been pressing her nails into them. If the plane had been
waiting for her to be ready, it never would have come.
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Powerless

 


Heather was done feeling powerless.

She was done entrusting her happiness to things she
could not control. She was done with the uncertainty and the doubt
and the heartache. Well, no, the heartache wasn't going anywhere.
Not for a while, at least.

She hadn't seen or heard from Troy in a week. By
Monday she had trained herself out of the habit of checking her
phone every ten minutes for a new message from him. Nothing was
coming. She'd shut off lines of communication, and he'd gotten the
message, not that he'd tried hard enough for her to feel bad about
it.

She needed the space to remember who she was. What
did she used to do for excitement? Had she really forgotten what to
do with herself in just a month? That was sad. It was sad and she
was determined to prove it wasn't true.

"Hey, Denise, it's Heather. It's been too long. We
should do something. Call me back." Her voice sounded high-pitched
and weak, even on this side of the phone line.

Next she tried Amanda, of course. She, Denise, and
Amanda only ever hung out as a group, even back in college.
Voicemail again. It didn't mean anything, obviously. Everyone was
busy in the middle of a Thursday evening, but it still made her a
little anxious.

Who else did she know that would be down for a night
out? All her old friends were getting married to dependable guys
and moving out of the city. Once she'd tried taking Tim out to
dinner with two other couples, just to be able to spend time with
people she never got to see otherwise, but the contrast between the
married couple's relationships and the casual whatever that Heather
and Tim were doing was so depressing that she never tried it again.
But before she could get too stressed about how few real friends
she had left, her phone rang. It was Amanda, and she was game.
Denise was, too: Friday at 8 pm at a little cocktail bar off
Newsome street. Heather was actually excited. This was the kind of
thing she should have been doing, not diving headlong into flings
with selfish billionaires.

"Hey hey!" she called out when she found her two old
friends at the far corner of the bar in 'The Olive and Toothpick.'
"Hey, Heth," Denise said, jumping up and hugging her. Denise was
the blonde, benevolent little queen bee, with the same pretty,
slightly round face and big smile she'd had since she was a
teenager.

Amanda was the quieter one, with dark hair, soft
eyes, and a biting sense of humor that often took people aback when
they initially assumed she was just the shy type.

Had it really been two years since they'd gotten
together like this?

"You guys look fantastic," Heather said, sliding onto
a stool beside them.

"Thanks, so do you," Denise said, maybe a bit
unconvincingly.

Was it that obvious? Heather was actually feeling
pretty good tonight. Better than she had all week.

"What are we drinking?" she asked.

"Get the Winnowweave," Amanda advised. "Nobody has
any idea what it means or what's in it, but it's fantastic."

The drink was a cloudy reddish color, a bit fruity,
and went down dangerously easily.

It didn't take long to feel like just a drink with
old friends. They caught up on each others' news. They talked about
the good times: the shenanigans they used to get into back in their
early twenties were enough to make their thirty-year old current
selves feel a little guilty, or anxious. Had they ever really been
so young and foolish?

Amanda was still working as a paralegal at a firm
across the river. The work never stopped. She'd started to find a
balance between work and personal life that had eluded her for her
first few years in the job, she said brightly. But Heather couldn't
help but notice she wasn't really talking about going to law school
the way she used to.

Denise was doing something with advertising these
days. Or public relations. Or maybe it was something about the
'Communications Development' that she kept referencing. It wasn't
really clear which. She was making decent money now, which was
definitely a change, and it was probably worth it even if it came
with a mouthful of a job description, days full of endless and
useless meetings, and a company structure so convoluted she really
had no idea whether there was a real career in it for her or just a
position for as long as business was good.

"Don't get me started," Denise was saying as their
third round arrived. "You know me when I get started."

"What are friends for?" Amanda encouraged her.

"My boss is just a bitch," Denise said simply. "You'd
think she'd have gotten over herself after getting demoted the
first time, but at this point there's no helping her." She glared
into the polished wood counter. "I didn't come out here to be
pissed off about this. Sorry. Let's talk about something else." She
looked around. "Let's talk about which one of us that hot redhead
in the corner has been glancing at for the past twenty
minutes."

"Which one?" Amanda asked.

"Five o'clock, group of four."

Heather snuck a glance herself, and had to agree with
Denise's assessment. The guy in question was broad-shouldered with
good cheekbones and a short beard. He had a whiskey in his hands,
and his eyes were clearly wandering in their general vicinity.

"Heather, definitely," Amanda concluded.

"Why me?"

"I don't know, why don't you invite him over and ask
him?"

"I think he's got Denise-itis," Heather
disagreed.

"How selfless of you," Denise said. "Not true,
though. I wish, but it's obviously you. Aren't you in the market?
You said you were between guys, didn't you?"

"Ah, yeah," Heather admitted. She had thought a fun
night out, a few drinks, and a bit of harmless flirting was exactly
what she needed. It had sounded good, in theory. "Well, very
recently between things," she confessed.

"Oh, really? Was it serious?" Denise changed
directions on a dime.

"It was only three weeks, well, almost four," Heather
played it off.

"Well, four weeks is long enough time to mope. Let's
get you back in the action."

"No, I mean the relationship was only four weeks. It
ended last Friday."

Denise looked confused. "Three weeks, Heth? That's
not a relationship. That's a fun night and a long breakfast."

"I didn't say it was a relationship. I just mean
maybe I'm not in the mood for captain ginger over there."

Denise cast Amanda a meaningful look.

"Jake all over again," Amanda said.

"This is not Jake all over again," Heather objected.
"I wouldn't fall for that a second time around. I'm not a kid
anymore."

"Yeah, but you'll always be a hopeless romantic,"
Denise said, waving her off. "You can't get so worked up over a
little fling like this. You've heard we're in the twenty-first
century, right?"

"Oh, so that's why all the carriages are running
around horseless." "Look honey," Denise said, "there are two kinds
of guys out there. There are the kind that are good for a fuck or
two, and there are the kind who will pay the bills and take the
trash out. I've seen women waste their lives waiting for some kind
of religious experience. You have your fun and when you get the
chance to get out of the game with a good one, take it. Honestly,
that's all there is. It's not personal."

Heather nearly choked on her drink. "There's pretty
much nothing not personal about it."

"Well, you know what I mean. You have to get back out
there. It's a numbers thing."

Heather put up her hands, giving in. Wasn't this what
she had picked these two friends for? They were the ones who knew
her well enough to call her on her bullshit. "Okay, okay. I didn't
come along to be a wet blanket. If he comes over to say hi, I'll be
nice. Maybe he's got a cute Irish accent or something."

His name, it turned out, was Kevin. He didn't have a
cute Irish accent; he was from Maryland. But he did have a nice
smile and something of a sense of humor. It wasn't a chore to talk
to him, at least. He was in small business finance with a degree
from a good school.

But if he was trying to hit on her, he was pretty
indirect about it. Heather had been getting used to a steady diet
of earth-shattering sex - there was no way of rewriting history to
deny the way Troy could make her feel when he wanted to. Going
suddenly from that to ... nothing ... had NOT been easy. Heather
wasn't going to lie to herself and pretend she didn't have one very
specific motive for making a new friend. And Kevin didn't seem to
be getting the message. 'What does it matter what I do?' she wanted
to yell. 'Tell me you want to possess me. Show me how good it will
feel to let myself go in your arms, be overpowered and dominated
and fucked until I can't stand up.' But of course all she said was,
"I'm in sales at a medical equipment company," and he of course
nodded politely and asked how she liked it.

Heather needed another drink.

It was unfair to make judgements after twenty
minutes, but all she kept thinking was that if he was this passive
now, this was going to be Tim all over again. An evening of
planning and coaxing and hints just to get the simplest type of
attention and intimacy. Was that what she was going back to? How
quickly she'd forgotten what it was like to fend for herself.

"I knew a guy in high school everyone called Big
Red," she told him, slurring her words slightly. "Anyone ever
called you that?"

He laughed. "No, not really."

"We never really knew where he got the nickname. I
heard rumors, though. But those rumors would be going around
whether there was any truth to them or not. Girls will be girls,
right?"

Kevin didn't seemed to be picking up what she was
saying, and she was starting to get bored. Her friends had been
advocating a change of venue - there was a good club down the
street - and Heather went to collect them.

It was called The Bright, and the line outside
stretched half a block. Heather had suffered a couple minor
heartbreaks at the hands of Denise's more than competitive charm,
but she forgave her friend instantly when Denise led the three of
them to the front of the line, chatted with the bouncer for all of
thirty seconds, and then beckoned Heather and Amanda to follow her
inside.

A wall of sound and heat met them on the threshold.
By this late in the evening, the place was humid chaos, but Heather
wasn't really sober enough to mind. The three women wound out onto
the dance floor and were quickly enfolded into the thick crowd.
Everything was pounding music. Everything was moving bodies.

Heather found a couple guys to dance with. The
movement was bluntly erotic. Her head was swimming, but this made
sense. Not these two, though. And not the third one, either. Was
there anything less sexy than a man who thought he could just press
himself against her without so much as trying to make eye
contact?

The rest of the night was lost in a blur, euphoric
and useless and loud. By the time Amanda came around to collect
her, it must have been two in the morning. The three women split a
cab west and mumbled their goodbyes, promising to be in touch.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


The following morning, very few things that had made
sense the night before still did. One truth dominated all others:
if she managed to survive this headache, she was never drinking
again.

By eleven, she had managed to swallow a glass of
water and crawl into the kitchen. She sat and contemplated whether
she was capable of eating any of the food in her fridge without
getting sick. No, she concluded. But the cool tile floor felt a bit
soothing against her forehead.

Was this what it felt like to relive her youth? Was
this really the answer?

By the time she had concluded that she would, in
fact, survive, she had moved on to the next most pressing concern
on the list. She was depressed. She was horribly, tremendously
depressed. She had gone out telling herself she could dance away
her problems, possibly find a nice, handsome band-aid for her
loneliness, and remind herself that she didn't need Troy to be
happy.

Being with Troy had made her feel powerless. She had
opened herself up to him, and all she could do was hope that he
would reward her in kind. She had felt naked and afraid, so afraid
that she'd do almost anything to find some kind of equilibrium. But
if it was powerlessness she was running from, nothing compared with
the powerlessness of a heart bursting with love and no one to give
it to - no one to share it with. She had nothing to focus on. The
horizon stretched on and on, and she was nowhere closer to
understanding who she was or what she wanted than she'd been years
ago.

It had been nice to see Amanda and Denise again. They
had been good friends for a long time. But they had grown apart;
they were different people now. If spending time together meant
pretending to be back in college again, then Heather didn't think
her liver could afford too many such reunions.

Heather missed Nicole. They had been seeing each
other less and less since the night at Club Dye. In fact, the
evening at the art gallery had really been their only time together
outside of work in weeks, and after getting blindsided by
Anastasia's little comments, Heather had been about as talkative as
a doorstop.

When Heather called her up, she was amazed to hear
her friend's spirits seemed much like her own. Nicole was going to
end it with Randall.

"I think he sort of expects it," she said. "I don't
want to be the woman who hangs around longer than she's wanted. He
just doesn't want to be the bad guy, or I bet it would be over
already."

"But why? I thought things were going so great with
you two."

"I just don't belong with those people. Capulets and
Montagues and all that. I'm not going to keep fighting it."

"Nicole, that's a play about two families who were
murdering each other. I don't think it compares with you feeling
slightly awkward that you didn't go to some private college with a
Renaissance Philosophy department."

"Do you have to be like that? You act like you don't
get what I'm saying at all."

Heather sighed. "Sorry. I get it more than I wished I
did, honestly. It just sucks that the world is like that
sometimes." She glared out the window at the late afternoon sun,
chewing on a lip. "What does Randall think? Does he get that you're
feeling like this?"

"I don't know - he can't not see it. He's more like
them than he's like me."

"You know, it's pretty obvious when someone's
embarrassed by their date. Don't you think it means something that
he keeps taking you out to all of these things? He could be making
excuses to keep you away from them, but he's not."

"I suppose."

"I mean, I don't know him like you do, but you've
said such great things about him. I've honestly never seen you so
happy. And now you're not going to give him any benefit of the
doubt that he might understand and want to help. Maybe he doesn't
give a shit that you're different from his usual crowd. Maybe he
actually likes you for it." Heather was starting to get exasperated
with her usually headstrong friend. Every person has to walk their
own path, but talk about manufacturing problems. How Heather envied
her that her biggest problem in her relationship didn't actually
have anything to do with the two people in the relationship.

"I've spent all weekend getting my courage up to deal
with the problem. Don't try to talk me out of it," Nicole said.

"You're not dealing with anything. You're just giving
up!"

There was silence on the phone, both ends of the line
seemed taken aback by the sudden vehemence. Heather was looking at
the floor, realizing just how angry she had gotten, realizing why.
It had taken her saying the words to someone else, hearing them
aloud, to realize who she was actually talking about.

"Nicole?"

"Yeah?"

"Am I being stupid about Troy?"

She didn't answer right away. "Maybe. I don't know.
You said he was a complete asshole to you last week. A rich douche
is still a douche."

Heather sank into a chair in the kitchen, blinking
back a tear. "I don't know. God, Nicole, I just wish I knew one way
or the other. Maybe I was just angry when I said that. Maybe it was
my fault."

"Your fault?"

"I don't know. I just ambushed him. I let these
thoughts build up inside and then I just ambushed him. It must have
sounded so ungrateful after the way he's been for me. I just ... I
just never stopped thinking it was too good to be true ..."

There it was. The truth. She knew it the moment she
said it.

"I never gave it a chance," she went on after a
second. "I just kept waiting to get hurt. I was so, so sure it was
coming. I made it come."

Nicole was quiet. But Heather had come to a
realization. "I'm sorry. I have to go. I just ... Let's talk at
lunch tomorrow. Don't do anything as stupid as I have. I mean, I
don't know - it's your choice. But let's do something tomorrow. It
sucks how little we've been hanging out."

"Yeah," Nicole agreed. "It has."

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


"What do you mean you can't put me through?" Heather
was trying not to get angry at Troy's secretary. The woman was just
doing her job.

"He's in the air. It's against the charter line
regulations to patch a call through without explicit prior
approval."

"He's flying?" That explained why he hadn't picked up
his cell phone. She felt better after that. The thought of Troy
glancing at her name on the caller ID and ignoring it had put a
cold, hard knot in her stomach.

"Yes, ma'am."

"Where's he going?"

"He's been at a conference in Tokyo. The appearance
was posted in his public bulletin. Otherwise, I wouldn't even be
authorized to tell you that much. I'm sorry, but you'll have to try
again later in the day."

"Okay, well thank you."

She hung up the phone and was calling a rideshare
before she even registered what she was doing. The airport. Was
that too much? Was it desperate? No, she had to see him. It had to
be in person. What would she even say on the phone? What would he
even say?

And if he didn't want to see her ... well, she didn't
want to think about that right now.

The rideshare driver who picked her up took a little
convincing that he was authorized to drive into the charter
terminal at the airport. He was smarter she had given him credit
for at first glance, and he could tell Heather wasn't providing the
whole truth when she said she was on some sort of approved parties
list. But after being promised a generous tip, he agreed to
try.

Twenty minutes later, there they were pulling up to
the access gate of the charter terminal. Heather leaned out to wave
at the security guard, and thankfully he had been working the
previous Friday when she and Troy had flown out en route to Italy.
He motioned them through without stopping them.

She spotted the familiar white limousine waiting out
closer to the concourse, and directed the driver to drop her off
next to it. She couldn't stop thinking about coming here for her
first time three weeks ago, when she was still so awed by the idea
that someone like Troy Baldwin wanted to see her again. It was
funny how she was always meeting him at the airport, as if he came
down from somewhere more important just to see her.

But what an unhealthy attitude, she realized. It's
that kind of thinking that got me into this mess. He's just
someone. He's amazing and thrilling and I fall apart when he
touches me, but he's just human. He's just human and I'm just
human. No more and no less. If I can't accept that I deserve him, I
don't have any business being here. What's between us can be real.
I can make it real. If he doesn't think that's what he wants, I'll
show him it is. I will.

It was a nice little mantra. Repeating it felt good.
It helped pass the minutes that seemed to stretch like hours. The
wind bit into her skin, whipped through her hair, made her feel
like she was waiting at the edge of the world, trying to reach
across it.

After a lifetime, a cold, dreadful lifetime, she saw
a jet approaching along the network of runways.

Heather's courage almost failed. She had nowhere to
run, no way to leave, and it was still so hard to stay still,
watching it come. Her heart was in her throat. Her palms hurt where
she'd been pressing her nails into them. If the plane had been
waiting for her to be ready, it never would have come.

 

But it came anyway. The door opened. Two men stepped
down the stairs. Neither of them was Troy.

Heather was suddenly embarrassed. She shouldn't have
come. She was making a scene, and Troy had associates, friends, who
knew ... here with him. She didn't know what she'd have done if one
of them had been a woman.

They looked over and noticed her, and one of them
said something over his shoulder into the door of the jet. And then
Troy emerged, and his eyes flicked to Heather and stopped. He
stopped. He stood in the doorway, looking down and across the long
paces of empty tarmac.

Heather had a moment to wonder if she looked alright.
She had been checking herself in the window of the car the entire
ride over, but now the wind had blown everything out of position,
and there he was, looking at her, the distance too great for her to
read his expression. If she didn't manage to breathe soon, she
would probably pass out right there on the spot.

She saw Troy say something in answer to the two men,
and they stepped back to let him pass. He approached her slowly,
not hurrying.

"Heather," was all he said when he reached her. His
face was somber. Was he happy to see her? She couldn't tell.

"Oh Troy," she said, with a lightness in her voice
that fooled no one. "What a surprise I run into you here. I was
just passing through."

His face cracked into a bit of a smile. That made her
feel a little better. A little bolder.

"I just wanted to let you know I realized I'm an
idiot," she said. "I thought you'd get a kick out of that."

He considered her for a moment in that way that he
sometimes did: his head slightly cocked, his eyes on her. It was a
look that never failed to root her to the spot, looking back,
wondering what he saw. Wondering so hard it was painful. "Why would
I get a kick out of that?" he asked.

"Well, everybody likes being right, right? So I just
came by to say you were right." It felt trite, saying it, but it
was good to be saying anything at all. "I mean, I meant those
things. I meant it when I said I wanted something real. I just ...
I don't know how to tell you how much I'm into you, and how much I
want this to be something." She let out a little self-deprecating
laugh. "I thought I could just play it cool, you know? But it all
just bottled up and backfired. I'm just sorry, is all. I acted like
a child. You didn't deserve that. I went off instead of just being
honest about what I wanted, and it was totally unfair. If you hate
me for it, it'd break my heart ... but I'd get it. I -"

But he quieted her with a hand to her cheek. "Don't
be like that. It wasn't your fault. It was mine. I was a complete
asshole. I still can't believe I acted the way I did, and I just
told myself ... I don't know, the usual lies. The usual things that
make it so easy to wall myself off from the things I've done wrong.
I was wrong, and when you left I was too proud to chase you,
because chasing you would have meant admitting I was wrong."

He took a long breath, and she could see for the
first time how emotional he was. It took her by surprise, much the
way his anger had surprised her a week ago. It made her realize how
little she really knew him, and at first she hated that idea. But
the more she looked at him, the more it felt like a blessing. There
was so much more to know. So much the people around him never saw.
She wanted to learn more. Would he let her?

"It's just," he went on, "I get so used to being
surrounded by people who think I'm some kind of superhuman, that I
can do anything. Women bend over backwards to be with me and please
me. I ... it's so easy to take it for granted

- to think that's how it is and how it's supposed to
be. And then someone comes along who I start to care about, and I'm
too stupid to realize I need to treat her differently. I'm too
stupid to treat her with respect. And I'm sorry. I'm sorry for
everything I said."

"I'm sorry," she repeated, tears in her eyes. It felt
so good to say. Isn't that funny? She could have stood on that
tarmac for hours just feeling him hold her and saying "I'm sorry"
over and over. His thumb wiped the wetness away from her cheek and
he pressed his lips to hers. She kissed him back, feeling love and
relief and gratitude so intensely that she didn't know if she could
stand it. God, had kissing anyone ever felt so good?

After a moment, he pulled back. She opened her eyes
and looked up at him. He glanced over his shoulder at the waiting
limousine and the two men who had exited the plane with him. He
looked back at her.

"You doing anything right now?"

She laughed, tears still in her eyes. "If I was I'd
cancel it." His arm felt so good around her. It was like her body
had been made to be held like this.

"Good," he said. "Let me shake the two suits."

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


It had been the longest car ride of her life, sitting
quietly, watching Troy talk business as the limo diverted to make a
stop at the Amex Global Headquarters. The two men, whom Heather
surmised to be the CEOs of Amex and Elt-Systems, had shot her
occasional, curious glances, but otherwise ignored her. It had left
her free to watch Troy, his little movements, his casually
authoritative tone, the line of his jaw, the way his steady gaze
held to whoever was speaking to him. Even these two enormously
powerful men had seemed differential to him.

She'd watched him fondly and triumphantly. She felt a
new emotion of attachment to him that she'd never dared feel
before. She'd revealed herself, her insecurity, her need to be
loved, her intense and secret hopes. She'd done it wrong, bungled
it all up, made a complete mess of things, but at the end of the
day he knew who she was, really was, and wanted her. That little
bit of knowledge made the misery of the past week feel like a
million years ago.

And then they were alone and back at the suite, and
the door was closed and the rest of the world vanished and was
forgotten in a second. She only had eyes for him, and he only
looked back at her.

They didn't talk very much. They had said what they
absolutely had to say out on the tarmac. More needed to be said;
they both knew it. They knew they had to talk more about what had
happened, but right now seemed like such a silly time to do it. It
was over. They both needed that fight to be over so desperately
than any words at all seemed both silly and dangerous. Why say
anything?

He took her to the bed and kissed her. She let
herself sink back into the soft covers, releasing every muscle and
every anxiety and every fear. He pressed against her, kissing her,
his body so perfect and strong and comforting against her. What a
simple world it could be, when it was just him and just her,
pressed against each other, holding each other, lips brushing, eyes
closed. What a perfect world. What a welcome, perfect world.

His hands made her feel possessed and cherished,
wanting and wanted. He ran over the curves of her body, the soft
shapes of her breasts and the yielding line of her thighs. His
breath and lips were warm on her throat. His nose brushed her cheek
and his face pressed into her hair.

She ran her hands through his hair in response. She
felt the rich thickness of it, the way it could be both coarse and
soft. She traced her hands down his back, feeling the muscles bunch
and relax, feeling the thickness of his shoulders and the litheness
of his body. It was a religious experience being here, touching
like this, being touched like this.

Heather had been in relationships in which the couple
hurried to have make-up sex after a fight, because having sex meant
that everything was alright. This wasn't that. This was a
communion. This was the act of two animals out in a storm,
overwhelmed just to find with each other the dry place and the warm
body they had each been desperate for. Their touches were a
language, and the act of love was a quiet, intimate gratitude for
each other. It was a healing.

The passion was slow and soft at first. It rose
gradually, almost as if they weren't noticing that their hunger for
each other had been physical as well. But when he took her, when he
brushed her last piece of clothing aside and pushed himself into
her, it was perfect and all-encompassing.

She didn't want to come. She just wanted to feel him
inside her, the throb of his cock inside her body. She just wanted
to feel him pull her against him, powerful and steady. It was
perfect. It should have lasted forever.

But then he did what he always did to her. He made
her want to come, eager to come, ready to come, and then come.
Three times, in slow crescendo, until he pushed himself deep inside
and emptied himself into her, pumping her full of his seed as her
grateful body curled and tightened around him, milking every last
drop from him and into her. A final absolution.

 


 


 


 


 


Heather got the impression that Troy changed
apartments like clothing, always moving on to something new: a
luxury unit in his most recent high-rise development, a few months
at a quiet little place on the coast, a flat in London or a
brownstone in New York. But she knew that as long as she lived, she
would never forget that suite at the top of the Williams Tower,
where she had first known bliss. It was here that she had first
felt him hold her, where she had thought she would lose him
forever, and where she now lay watching him sit at the end of the
bed, talking idly on the phone as he toyed with the sheet. His
shirt was casually open, and his sleeves were rolled up those
thick, perfect arms.

He was a magnificent creature. He wasn't going
anywhere, even with the world at his feet. He was hers.

She liked the sound of him conducting business. He
never let it distract him for long enough to bore her, and she
loved the casual command of his voice: the way he could speak with
no inkling in his head that the person on the other end of the line
wouldn't do exactly as he said. It was a power she knew all too
well. It could thrill her and overtake her and leave her gasping
and wet and ready to be dominated. She assumed - or at least she
hoped - other people didn't get quite the same pleasure out of
it.

 


He hung up the phone and looked over at her. "What
are you doing over there?" he asked contentedly.

"I'm not doing anything," she replied with arch
innocence. "Can't I enjoy a view?"

He grinned. "Nothing's free." He climbed the bed and
laid down beside her, gathering her in to him with an arm, nestling
her shoulder against his side and her cheek against his chest. "Now
to decide the price." She wriggled in closer against him, relishing
the heat of his body against hers, and pressed her ear to his
chest. She could hear the slow, safe sound of his heartbeat.

He let out a long sigh. "I missed you this week," he
said simply.

"I missed you, too. Way too much, probably."

She felt him kiss the top of her head. "Let's not do
that again."

"Agreed."

Her eyes felt a little heavy, lying there so
comfortable and warm. He was stroking her hair, twirling it
slightly between his fingers.

"How were things otherwise?" He asked. "Is work being
good to you these days?"

The question took her aback a little, at least enough
to wake her up. Had he ever asked that before? At times it had
seemed like he went out of his way to pretend that neither of them
existed when they weren't around each other.

"Well, I guess not," she confessed.

"Tell me."

And before she knew it, she was telling the whole
story of Dr. Lockton's practice and the missed payments and the
uninsured woman. She told Troy about how she hated that she
couldn't help. She told him that she'd thought going to work at a
medical equipment company would feel like being part of a system
that cured people and healed them - as best as she could do without
ever having had the chance to go to medical school or anything. But
now this, and suddenly she was working against the people she
wanted to help. She told him how the entire thing just made her
feel powerless and part of the problem: predatory and
money-obsessed and useless. As she talked, she forgot it was his
company, or that she was trying to cost him money, and just said it
all, tumbling out like only the truth could. It felt good. For the
first time, what she had with Troy felt a little bit real:
something that was more than just fun, more than just sex and
adventure. It was two people in a bed together, two people living
life together. It was just a glimpse - just a glimpse of what might
be - but in its own way it felt more important than anything that
had come before it.

"I'll make a phone call," he said thoughtfully. "It
shouldn't take much trouble to clear this up. You should have
mentioned it to me sooner."

"I - well, I just didn't think I should," she
admitted.

He looked at her and he understood. "Trying to do the
right thing," he said. "It's why you're different. Go write down
the information for the practice. Next time I speak to Bob Parker
I'll have him set it all straight." He kissed her. "In the
meantime, I think tonight is a night to go out for a good dinner. I
feel a thousand times lighter than I have all week. We'll open a
bottle of good champagne."

"Dinner sounds nice," Heather agreed happily.

"Good, go write down the information, then," Troy
told her. "I'll call the car around." He grabbed her ass playfully
as she scooted off the bed. She managed to escape with a
undignified shriek of laughter, and went off in search of paper and
a pen. She knew exactly what he meant when he said he felt so much
lighter. It was a good day for celebrating. She found a pad of
paper on the table beyond the main dining room, but a pen was
proving harder to come up with. Walking back down the hall that led
to the bedroom, she noticed a door ajar to a small office. The
space was so big that it still didn't surprise her in the slightest
when she noticed a room she'd never seen before. Without really
thinking about it, she reached for the first set of drawers and
opened them in hopes of something to write with. They held a stack
of what looked like management contracts under a letterhead she
didn't recognize. She briefly wondered whether she was somewhere
she shouldn't be, but all she needed was a pen, and there was bound
to be one in a desk like this somewhere. She wouldn't read
anything.

The next set of drawers seemed more promising: the
usual desk jumble of staplers, paperclips, a calculator or two, but
still no pen. She opened the one immediately below that, but again,
nothing that looked like something to write with. She had already
started pushing it closed when her brain registered what she was
looking at, and her hand slowed, and then pulled it back open.

It was a medal tray and it seemed to be holding some
kind of decoration, like a brooch pin or something. No, it was a
medal, she realized sheepishly. A military service medal. But the
little gold object was almost unrecognizable. Several deep grooves
marred its surface, its points had been bent inwards or flattened,
and the red and white ribbon had been almost entirely separated
from delicately crafted golden ring. It was upsetting just to see
such beautiful craftsmanship destroyed so haphazardly.

Heather's phone was in her hand in an instant, and an
internet search presented her with several possibilities for what
the little object had looked like in its original, pristine state.
Reading down the list froze her in her tracks: the National
Intelligence Cross leaped out as the most likely candidate. So not
military. Intelligence. Civilian, probably.

Looking back down, her eyes fell on the piece of
paper beneath it. It was a hand-written note, scrawled at an angle
across lined notebook paper. She was reading before she could stop
herself :

"I thought it was a joke, too, but the Security
Council's obviously decided the best thing to do is to paper over
the bullshit and double down with some phony medals. That makes
this a goodbye. I hope you won't think too badly of me when you
look back on the shit I got you mixed up in. For better or worse,
you're not that kid anymore; you've actually got a couple coins to
rub together now. I hope you do well for yourself, even if I'll
never understand how or why you did what you did. - MA"

She reached the end of the letter and realized she'd
stopped breathing. Everything had stopped. She went back and reread
it. What was this? She wasn't supposed to be seeing this. What was
she doing in here?

A sound announced Troy had come searching for her.
Heather looked up in panic, and managed to dart out into the
hallway just as he rounded the corner. Upon seeing her, he
stiffened.

"Were you - what were you doing in there?" he asked,
a tightness in his words she'd never heard before.

"Nothing. I - nothing," Heather blurted. "I was just
poking my head in to see if there was a pen on your desk." Her
heart felt like it was going to hammer out of her chest. She'd
never seen him look like this. "It - I mean, it's so weird that you
don't keep one in the bedroom. I'm always thinking up things to jot
down at night, you know? It feels like lying in bed trying to fall
asleep is the only time I actually think at all. I never remember
anything that occurs to me unless I write it down the second it
pops into my head. Sometimes I wonder if I've got some kind of
deficiency or if everybody's secretly like that and they just
pretend to have perfect memories. I think my mother actually did
have one - a perfect memory I mean - but then she wasn't normal in
any sense of the word, you know?"

Heather was babbling, but it seemed to be enough. The
relief in Troy's posture was almost amazing. "Oh," he said, "I
guess I'm just used to having people around to write things down
for me."

"That makes sense," Heather agreed. "You probably
have a lot more to keep track of than most people anyways. I'm sure
if you tried to write down little notes to yourself about
everything you had to remember it'd just be one big mess and it
wouldn't actually accomplish anything anyways. When something's
really important I put it on my kitchen table, and if it can wait a
while I'll stick it in a pile on my little desk or coffee table or
something. Even I lose track of them, and I barely have anything
important to do anyways. Sometimes I'll find a little post-it note
when I'm vacuuming and I'll realize there was someone I was
supposed to call back like four weeks ago. Isn't that awful? But
that's why important people have secretaries, of course. And you
have about four of them, I think, don't you?"

"Well, only one of them works for me full-time," Troy
said distractedly, shutting the door to the office behind her. "The
others are just general executive assistants for the companies I
work through."

His arm brushed Heather's side as the door clicked
shut, and she jumped a bit skittishly before she could stop
herself. There was a hardness in his face that hadn't gone away as
quickly as the tenseness in his shoulders.

"The limo's coming around out front," he told her.
"It'll be ready for us by the time we make our way down. You'll
have to remember to give me the information about that doctor later
on."

"Of course, thank you," Heather said. "Really, I ...
I can't tell you how much it means to me that you want to help
them."

"I'm happy to."

She kissed him and turned down the hallway in front
of him to find her shoes and coat. Oh, and her underwear would be
good, too. She tried to ignore the funny sensation that it felt
different to have his eyes on her, all of a sudden.

Over the course of the meal - and it was spectacular
enough to make just about anything better - she could see Troy
becoming himself again. By the time the waiter had arrived with the
most beautiful creme broulee Heather had ever seen, she had almost
forgotten the way Troy's face had looked in the hallway. What did
it matter? Just one little, probably meaningless reminder that they
had so much more to explore and learn about each other.

Troy's smile still made her stomach light. His
attention still made her feel like the most important woman on
earth. His casual touch still got her wet - every single time - and
his caress still made her ache for him.

The truth was that it was easy to forget. It was
natural to be happy. Troy was a light in a dark room, and he shone
so brightly that she didn't want to do anything but look at him.
There was time enough in this life to find worries and arguments
and fears and problems. When Troy was happy, he was handsome,
generous, funny, perfectly in control, endlessly interesting,
darkly intriguing. He warranted his own star in the sky. Nothing
could be so bad that it justified missing out on this.

It was enough to be around him, be with him, touch
him and feel him touch her. Love him.

What a funny word it was, love, creeping in at a time
like this. Who really knew anything about love, anyways? Maybe it
was dangerous to love a man like Troy. She'd told herself that it
was - told herself over and over and over again. And what had all
that gotten her?

No, she'd learned her lesson with that. No sense
spending all her time watching the horizon for oncoming storms.
Today was here. Today was bright.

"Tell me," he said to her as they walked back out
into the light-filled city night. "You've been hiding from me for a
week. Have I lost all my progress getting you well-trained?

She felt his arm, casual and firm around her waist,
and breathed in the smell of his body and savored the feeling of
his closeness and the easy power he held over her. "Maybe," she
said with a luxurious little shiver. "I just completely lose track
of myself when I don't have a firm sense of discipline. You really
can't look away for a second."
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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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