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She'd only known him a few hours, but
already she wanted to learn how it felt to please him. He left
her with a necklace that he says marks his property, and deciding
to put it on has promptly turned Heather's life upside down.

Troy spends half his time in a private jet,
has to dodge reporters when out in public, and by now he owns half
the city skyline Heather's always been such a sucker for. He has
the power to do anything, but does he want more from her than she
can give him in return?









Preview






Wind whipped into the passenger area as the driver
opened his door, carrying with it the jeers of the men he had cut
off. In a moment he had hurried around to open the door for
Heather, and then she was outside, the wind and noise of the jet
pouring over her. In such an empty space the earth seemed to fall
away on all sides, leaving only a huge, darkening sky above her and
the lights of the airplane as it settled to a stop only a few yards
away.

Flashes from behind her made her turn, and she
realized the men who had been waiting were photographers. It was
such a surreal moment that she almost didn't turn in time to see
... him. He was stepping out of the plane. For a moment he was
framed in the light of the doorway, his silhouette beckoning,
perfect. God, had she really managed to wait five days for
this?

Troy came lightly down the steps and closed the
distance between them, holding his hand up in exasperation against
the flash of the cameras. Several people emerged behind him, but
Heather didn't recognize them from his previous retinues at the
office.

His smile as he approached could have lit up the sky.
He paused in front of her and looked her up and down. "The only
thing I've been wanting to see," he said. "And here you are."

"You call me and I come," Heather answered. She
fingered shyly at the necklace at her throat.

He was about to say something when a bulb flash from
particularly close by made him look up in annoyance. "Come on," he
said, taking her by the wrist and leading her into the waiting
limo.

She started to slide over him into one of the forward
seats, but as the door closed he took her by the waist and pulled
her back against him. He buried his face in her neck, kissing her
sensitive skin, and she fell backwards into his grasp with a little
laugh. She wriggled against him and felt a thick, growing shape
nestle against her ass.

"You don't know how much I've been looking forward to
see you again," he breathed in her ear, his hands gathering her
into him and brushing tantalizingly over her sides and breasts.

She managed to twist slightly in his lap and press
her lips to his. God, he felt good against her. Was it normal to
feel this way about someone she barely knew? Was it okay? "You
think I don't?" she responded, unable to keep the naked lust out of
her voice even if she had wanted to.

She felt the limo start to move and slipped sideways
into the seat next to him, never letting herself lose contact with
his body. "Who were those people taking pictures?" she asked.

Troy made a dismissive gesture. "They're from the
Post. They're doing a story claiming I turned down the Unbordered
Humanity Award because the Rockland Charity Board and I had a
falling out."

She didn't know what any of it meant, but it sounded
important. "Did you?"

"Is that what you've been waiting to know about me
for the past 5 days?"

Heather laughed and kissed him. "No, I guess
not."

She didn't notice the world as it flew by outside. In
his arms after such a long, long wait, felt like all the bliss she
needed. Well, it was enough for the moment. More would come soon:
she could feel that guarantee in every brushing contact.

They were back at his apartment in the blink of an
eye, riding the glass-lined elevator up to the roof of the city. He
couldn't keep her hands off her, and it felt so impossibly good to
think that the past few days might have been as hard for him as
they had been for her. He kicked open the heavy door to his
apartment and pulled her inside, already peeling back the delicate
little garment she had worn for him.
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Property

 


The bliss of a new romance is a funny thing. It feels
like it hangs in the air, and everyone around you simply must be
feeling the same way. It's absolutely impossible to think about
anything else. And why? Why stop replaying it over and over and
over, at least until the next chance to see him? Is there anything
better to be thinking about?

Heather wasn't sure she had managed to stop grinning
like an idiot for a moment since that incredible night. It felt
like it had been her whole weekend, not just a fleeting Friday
evening. But Troy had had business come up in Chicago, and he
wouldn't be back until Wednesday. Now, on Monday morning, the
prospect of going in to work and pretending the world hadn't
changed seemed like the most jarring notion in the world.

She shuffled forward as the morning line at 'Roast to
Perfection' shortened by one.

"Miss Crowley?"

Heather turned in surprise at her name. A small woman
with dark hair and glasses was slipping up besides her. She seemed
anxious and jittery.

"I'm sorry, I feel like such a creep," the woman
started in a burst. "It's just, I always see you in here, you know.
I live just down the block, so I stop here in the mornings and
recognize you sometimes. And I thought if I could just talk to you
away from the clinic for a minute, you know, then maybe I could
explain. I - if Craig knew I was here he'd go absolutely
ballistic."

Heather motioned her to slow down, starting to place
the vaguely familiar face. "Okay, help me catch up. You're Craig
Lockton's secretary at his practice."

"That's right," the woman nodded. "My name's Megan.
And I'm really not the sort of person to try to make business
personal or anything, I just know that Craig wasn't going to really
explain the issue with the payment - I mean, I can't tell you how
stubborn he is or maybe you know - he's just proud is what he is
..."

Heather put a hand to her forehead. "I take it you've
been waiting for me for a while?"

The woman nodded jerkily, a little surprised.

"You probably didn't need to be drinking coffee the
whole time."

The line moved forward again and the barista on the
left was now free.

"Alright," Heather said. "There seems to be a
caffeination disconnect here. Let me get my order and we'll talk
for a minute, alright?"

The woman's whole body seemed to slump in relief.
"Thank you. I just know if you let me explain - I'm over there."
She pointed to a table in the corner.

 


 


 


 


"And you want to talk to me about the payment,"
Heather began for her as she took a seat across from her timid
ambusher five minutes later.

"That's right," Megan blurted gratefully. "I know you
said you couldn't do anything, but I thought maybe if you
understood why... Craig's always good with finances, even with the
other doctors always expecting him to get every new piece of
equipment that some cute saleswoman gives them a brochure for -
sorry, not that I - I mean, I don't mean you, of course ... "

Heather took a long drink of her coffee. "No, of
course you didn't. What's the issue exactly?"

"It's one of our patients," Megan explained. "She's
on her husband's MHS through the Air Force, but the program's
funding just got cut again and the insurance is going to stop
covering her treatment. It's at the worst possible time, but
apparently the procedure she needs hasn't gone through trials for
her specific diagnosis, or something like that. I don't understand
all of it, I really don't. But the woman's got three kids, and
she's in really bad shape."

Heather let out a long, deflated breath. Suddenly her
coffee didn't taste quite so good. "So Craig treated her only to be
told after the fact that none of it was covered."

Megan shook her head. "It's scheduled for next month.
He told her he'd pay for it himself." Her voice was suddenly thick
with emotion. "I can't tell you how many times I've seen him do
this. He's ... a really amazing man. Some months I think he loses
money. Only, it's been such a bad quarter. There was storm damage
on the ... but you don't care about any of this. God, I'm sorry. I
can't believe I came here and cornered you when you were just
trying to get your morning coffee. Forget I was here. I ... just
wish there was something I could do so, so badly, I'm just - I
didn't mean to put you in a difficult position."

"No, it's alright," Heather said. "I'm glad I know. I
wish he would have told me." Megan sniffed. "He'd never do it in a
million years. He's like a mule." She stared gloomily down at the
empty cup in front of her. "I can't imagine what he'd say if he
found out I told you."

Heather reached out and put a hand on the woman's
arm. "He's lucky he has someone like you there thinking sense."

Megan smiled ruefully. "That's what I tell always
him, but I'm not sure even I believe it most days. All I've done is
interrupt your morning when you've already said there's nothing you
can do."

Heather chewed on her lip thoughtfully. "When I
talked to him the other day he seemed to think he'd have the
payment together by the fifteenth of next month. Is that a sure
thing?"

Megan nodded uncertainly. "I think so. Honestly most
of what I know is just what I learn eavesdropping."

"Well, maybe we can make something come of this,"
Heather said. "How about you give me your number and when I've
talked to my boss I'll call you right away and let you know what he
says. Who knows? Maybe we can find some middle ground."

Megan leapt to her feet and Heather had only an
instant to get her coffee out of the way before the small woman was
hugging her fiercely. "I could tell you were the right person," she
stammered gratefully. "Just knowing you'll try ..." The thought
seemed to chasten her mid-sentence. "What kind of chance do you
think, knowing your boss, I mean?"

"Let's take it one step at a time," Heather told her.
"Where there's a will, there's a way." She groaned inwardly at the
trite phrase, but you couldn't look at this woman, close to tears,
and not say anything. Maybe there was some truth to it.

 


 


 


She was feeling significantly less optimistic as she
tapped on the door to her boss John Malcolm's office later that
morning. Earlier, when she'd asked to have a moment with him, he
had given the impression that that request alone was a lot to ask.
Now she was going to walk in there armed with nothing but a
feel-good story and ask him to look the other way as
twenty-thousand dollars went quietly missing.

Well, whatever else you wanted to say about Heather
Mary-Anne Crowley, you had to call her brave.

"You realize who we were just acquired by, don't
you?" John asked her when she had presented her case.

"I - of course I do. But sacrificing ... customer
relations for the sake of a payment that will likely be up-to-date
by the time you're giving your quarterly report anyways -"

He waved a hand to cut her off. "Customer relations?
Believe me; I know the corporate spin just fine. The point is it
sets a precedent."

"What precedent? Who's going to know?" she pressed.
She had come in more or less resigned to a "no," but the more she
thought about it, the more the answer bothered her.

"Everyone who matters," John said unequivocally.
"This sort of thing gets handled by the finance guys for a reason,
and even if I wanted to I couldn't change that."

"I'm not asking you to change that. I'm just asking
you to make a phone call."

"They're a completely different division, and I'm not
going to go to my boss's boss the second week under new ownership
and tell him we're opening a charity to subsidize our clients' bad
business decisions."

"Well that's a funny way of putting it. He's trying
to save a woman's life."

"That's up to him, and if he wants to do it then he's
going to have to do it standing on his own two feet. It doesn't
belong on our balance sheet."

Heather was right on the verge of asking John if he
remembered what it was like to be a human when she caught herself.
She closed her half-open mouth and took a deep breath. This wasn't
his fault. He wasn't saying anything she hadn't said to Craig the
first time around.

"So no chance I can do anything for him?"

"No."

She nodded, trying to remember how to be gracious.
"Alright, sir, thanks for giving me a minute to make the case," she
said.

"Bring me some fresh meat to sink my teeth into and
maybe next time you need a favor up the totem pole there'll be
something to go to bat with," he told her as he picked up his phone
and called in his secretary.

Heather nodded tersely, gathering herself and
standing.

"You heard we're under new ownership, right?" he
called after her as she pushed out the door.

She sat seething at her desk for a good twenty
minutes before Nicole came by to see what was going on.

"I - " Heather started, trying to put everything into
words.

The way everything in this office was couched in
numbers and percentages could really start to wear on a person. The
human reality behind the business always found a way to get lost,
and for some reason it was bothering Heather a lot more now than it
had just a couple weeks ago. Maybe it was because she had always
thought of the people actually running the company as impossibly
distant entities: holding companies within holding companies within
holding companies, fund management firms ... who knew, really. They
plodded along to the beat of the dollar, and all the little people
had a job just so long as they could serve the same master.

But since meeting Troy, that whole understanding of
the world had shifted. She had fallen into such a strange chasm
between the world of business and personal relationships. It was
jarring to hear her boss talk about Troy in such reverential,
distant tones, never suspecting the much more intimate sense in
which Heather could now say she knew him.

She was getting ahead of herself, is what she was
doing. One little dinner and suddenly she thought her opinion
mattered. Maybe at the end of the day, she was just trying to keep
too much inside. She had managed to stay quiet about a secret as
big as a house, and the growing dissonance had her close to
bursting. She had to spill it to someone or she might just
explode.

She had held out long enough. "Can you take an early
lunch?" she asked Nicole.

Nicole nodded.

"Okay, let's go get something to eat downstairs."

 


 


 


 


"You WHAT!?" Nicole burst out in disbelief.

"I bumped into him. That night. As I was leaving, I
ran into him near the door."

"You told me you went home."

Heather looked down at her wrap and shrugged. "I
didn't know if it was anything. I was kind of embarrassed to be so
wrapped up in it, honestly. But maybe it's actually something."

Nicole looked like she'd been hit by a truck.
"Actually something?" she repeated.

"I saw him again on Friday. We had dinner, and ... a
nice time."

In some ways it was profoundly cathartic to see
Nicole's head swelling up like a melon. There had still been a tiny
part of Heather that was convinced this was all a dream. It was
Nicole's disbelief that brushed away the last shreds of nagging
doubt.

"I - but - " Nicole spluttered.

"He's in Chicago until Wednesday, but he said he'd
call me when he got back."

Nicole took a deep breath and put a hand to her
forehead. "I honestly don't know whether I'm more amazed at the
news or mad at you that you didn't tell me. I ... I mean that is
seriously girl 101."

"Sorry, I just had to figure it out for myself at the
start." There was still a lot Heather had no intention of sharing,
but the big news was out. Things like ... the necklace, that sort
of thing Nicole didn't need to know about.

"What's he like?" Nicole asked at last, as though not
really believing she was entertaining the idea with such a normal
sounding question.

"He's surprisingly down to earth," Heather said. "...
but definitely not all the way on the ground," she was forced to
concede in the same breath. "He owns basically everything. You
should see his apartment."

"And you have seen it?"

Heather flushed. "Well, I guess so."

Nicole waved her hands. "Okay, start at the absolute
beginning and when you've spilled all of it I might start thinking
about forgiving you."

"It was right after I left you at the bar area,"
Heather explained. "I slipped out and was headed down the corridor
we came in by, and the door opened and a bunch of people spilled
in. They were all looking around like they were waiting for someone
else, and then he came in. Honestly, if I had had time to hide, I
would've, but I just got stuck right there in the corridor,
gawking. I remember thinking ... I remember thinking the women were
really beautiful ..." she trailed off, a sudden pang of self-doubt
creeping into her voice at the memory. Who had those women been?
Were they friends of his?

"Hold on, hold on," Nicole said, realizing what
Heather was saying for the first time. "You don't mean you ran into
him out in the street. You mean 'in the club' as in 'in the club.'
You mean inside Club Dye."

"Yes."

"He was at a BDSM club."

"Yes."

Nicole began to say something and then looked down
and seemed to be scrutinizing her food, deep in thought. "You
know," she started after a minute. "Randall did tell me Club Dye
gets some high rollers. I assumed he meant like an occasional
C-list celebrity who wanted an edgy reputation or something. I just
didn't ..." Her eyes narrowed in grudging acceptance of this
unexpected truth. "Our new corporate overlord," she concluded at
last with newfound respect. "I suppose they say the richer you are
the more you can afford to have unusual tastes."

Heather shrugged, uncomfortably aware of what was to
be the next subject of the conversation.

"So what was it like?" Nicole asked. "What did he
want? Was it weird? I bet it was really crazy stuff. Does he have a
dungeon?"

"Nobody has a dungeon," Heather scoffed. "It wasn't
anything crazy. I - well, I was kind of nervous and he saw that and
was really nice about it."

"So you wouldn't do what he wanted?"

"I didn't say that."

"Tell me, tell me, tell me!"

"There's nothing to tell."

Nicole considered her for a moment, and then decided
Heather was either genuinely telling the truth or too stubborn to
be coaxed into doing so. "Well, there will be," she said. "Men like
him never show all their cards right at the start."

Heather laughed before she could stop herself. "Men
like him? What does that mean? You don't know him at all. I don't
either, for that matter."

Nicole sniffed. "I've been with guys who are into
that sort of thing, believe me."

"Yeah? You mean Randall? You met him the same night I
met Troy."

Nicole rolled her eyes at Heather's familiar use of
the name 'Troy' but didn't comment. "No, I don't just mean Randall,
but things are going really great with him, anyways."

"Oh yeah?"

Nicole managed to last about ten seconds pretending
she was going to hold out on Heather as punishment for having been
denied such a juicy secret for the past two weeks, but then her
determination gave out in a rush of tumbling, breathless
exuberance. "He's just really amazing. Have you ever been with
someone who just makes you feel alive? Do you know what I mean?
Maybe I don't even know. He's got everything I thought I wanted and
it doesn't even come close to describing it. But, I mean, he
absolutely does have the stuff I did know I was ... I mean, I could
fall asleep for the rest of my life with the image of him with his
shirt off on the inside of my eyelids." She shivered a little and
pressed her legs together. "I've seen him just about every night
this week and it still doesn't feel like enough. I keep telling
myself I can't get too caught up in it." She shook her head and
laughed. "When did I turn into such a teenager?"

Heather smiled to herself. "I know what you
mean."

"He's just incredibly accomplished. I can't imagine
doing everything he's done, going everywhere he's been. And all his
friends, too. Two of them will be talking about some place like
it's just down the street and I'll pretend to be following along
and then the next day I'll look up the city they were talking about
and it's some provincial capital in Brazil. I just - honestly,
Heather, I don't know."

"Don't know what?"

Nicole's face had lost its wide smile, and she looked
out the window of the business park cafe with a worried look on her
face. "If I fit in. That's what I don't know. If it's something ...
that can keep going on. Like always winds up with like, right?"

"Oh don't talk that way, if it's that good I'm sure
those little things will smooth out. You're great. I bet they love
you."

Nicole made a face. "They turn to me and ask me these
questions like what do I think of this painter or how often do I
get to some theater in south downtown. The worst is when they ask
something like 'what do all your friends think' about some new art
installation. And I just give these evasive answers like ...
something, and I don't know anybody that thinks about that stuff. I
feel like the weird outsider and at some point they're going to
start seeing me that way."

"No they won't. You're not weird and you're not an
outsider. You're just meeting new people. It's a good thing."

Nicole brightened. "Maybe you could come out with us
some night. I mean, it might be as uncomfortable for you as it is
for me, but it won't be half as bad as being there alone. Please?
I'll bribe you."

Heather laughed. "Bribe how?"

Nicole got a wicked gleam in her eye. "I'll write you
a good peer review to impress your new boyfriend."

"He's not my boyfriend."

"Well, maybe if you let me work my magic."

"If he's read so much as a single employee review in
the past five years, I'll give you a million bucks."

Nicole smiled sweetly. "I bet he's read yours."

"Very funny," Heather said sarcastically, but her
expression changed as she had to acknowledge her friend was
probably right. She shook her head. "And you think you're out of
your league."

"Oh, but that's fine. Good old Troy's out of
everybody's league, so he's totally used to it," she said, nodding
sagely. "Troy Baldwin from Club Dye," she repeated after a minute
as her brain circled back around to the indigestible information.
"If you want to mess around with that, you'd better strap in,
honey."

 


 


 


 


 


 

 


 


Wednesday could not come soon enough, and when it
did, it set about proving Nicole right by the fastest route
possible.

"At the airstrip?" Heather had asked when she first
heard his request over the phone. "I don't even know how to get
there."

"Call my driver and tell him where to pick you up,
then," Troy insisted. "He just shows credentials at the private
aviation entrance. You think I won't make it worth your while?" His
tone had mischief running all the way through it, and Heather had
to duck down behind her computer to hide the stupid grin on her
face.

"Okay, okay. You know I'll be there. You said seven
o'clock?"

Four hours later she was sliding into the back of
that same long white limo. She had managed to dash home after work
and slip into a little green dress she'd been saving for even she
hadn't known what. The fabric only reached mid-thigh, and she could
feel the rich, soft leather of the seat against her skin as the
chauffeur closed the door behind her. The interior's expensive
scent was heady - even intoxicating - as the limo pulled out into
traffic and set off across town.

At the exit for the airport, the limo pulled around
beyond the public terminals and up to a security gate. Beyond the
gate lay an ocean of tarmac, wind-swept and empty. Two cars were
parked in-line about a hundred yards out along the taxi-way, and
she could see a couple of men leaning against their hoods, chatting
casually, one face illuminated in the dusk by the orange glow of a
cigarette.

She hunted around until she found a button that would
roll down the partition and scooted towards the front of the limo.
"So this is where he'll come in?" she asked.

"Always does," the driver said. "Should only be a
couple minutes."

"Is it a big plane?" she asked, looking out at the
sky and feeling a very small.

The man shrugged. "Big enough. Takes maybe thirty if
you pack them in there, but that's only when they put in the extra
seats. If he needs to fly any bigger he just charters. I think it's
not many, this time, though, so he'll have it spread out nice. You
think this rig's set up, you should see what they can do with that
bird." He whistled softly and shook his head. "I was almost a
pilot, you know," he said.

"Oh yeah?"

He shrugged and gestured at his face. "Colorblind.
What can you do? Oop, time to go." He revved the engine back to
life as a medium-sized jet turned a corner out on the airfield and
started to approach. With a smooth little maneuver he brought the
limo around to block off the two men lounging on the trunks of
their cars and parked the limo with a low, satisfied click of
gears.

Wind whipped into the passenger area as the driver
opened his door, carrying with it the jeers of the men he had cut
off. In a moment he had hurried around to open the door for
Heather, and then she was outside, the wind and noise of the jet
pouring over her. In such an empty space the earth seemed to fall
away on all sides, leaving only a huge, darkening sky above her and
the lights of the airplane as it settled to a stop only a few yards
away.

Flashes from behind her made her turn, and she
realized the men who had been waiting were photographers. It was
such a surreal moment that she almost didn't turn in time to see
... him. He was stepping out of the plane. For a moment he was
framed in the light of the doorway, his silhouette beckoning,
perfect. God, had she really managed to wait five days for
this?

Troy came lightly down the steps and closed the
distance between them, holding his hand up in exasperation against
the flash of the cameras. Several people emerged behind him, but
Heather didn't recognize them from his previous retinues at the
office.

His smile as he approached could have lit up the sky.
He paused in front of her and looked her up and down. "The only
thing I've been wanting to see," he said. "And here you are."

"You call me and I come," Heather answered. She
fingered shyly at the necklace at her throat.

He was about to say something when a bulb flash from
particularly close by made him look up in annoyance. "Come on," he
said, taking her by the wrist and leading her into the waiting
limo.

She started to slide over him into one of the forward
seats, but as the door closed he took her by the waist and pulled
her back against him. He buried his face in her neck, kissing her
sensitive skin, and she fell backwards into his grasp with a little
laugh. She wriggled against him and felt a thick, growing shape
nestle against her ass.

"You don't know how much I've been looking forward to
see you again," he breathed in her ear, his hands gathering her
into him and brushing tantalizingly over her sides and breasts.

She managed to twist slightly in his lap and press
her lips to his. God, he felt good against her. Was it normal to
feel this way about someone she barely knew? Was it okay? "You
think I don't?" she responded, unable to keep the naked lust out of
her voice even if she had wanted to.

She felt the limo start to move and slipped sideways
into the seat next to him, never letting herself lose contact with
his body. "Who were those people taking pictures?" she asked.

Troy made a dismissive gesture. "They're from the
Post. They're doing a story claiming I turned down the Unbordered
Humanity Award because the Rockland Charity Board and I had a
falling out."

She didn't know what any of it meant, but it sounded
important. "Did you?"

"Is that what you've been waiting to know about me
for the past 5 days?"

Heather laughed and kissed him. "No, I guess
not."

She didn't notice the world as it flew by outside. In
his arms after such a long, long wait, felt like all the bliss she
needed. Well, it was enough for the moment. More would come soon:
she could feel that guarantee in every brushing contact.

They were back at his apartment in the blink of an
eye, riding the glass-lined elevator up to the roof of the city. He
couldn't keep her hands off her, and it felt so impossibly good to
think that the past few days might have been as hard for him as
they had been for her. He kicked open the heavy door to his
apartment and pulled her inside, already peeling back the delicate
little garment she had worn for him.

There was nothing elaborate or refined about the way
he took her. His strong grip pinned her arms above her head as he
mounted the bed over her. The raw aggression of his lust for her
was unexpected and thrilling, making each instant more intense than
the last. From beneath him she managed to pull his shirt over his
head and pull his body down against her, feeling his skin and
muscled weight press against her. He freed her from her bra and
grasped one of her breasts as he pressed his lips to her throat.
She closed her eyes, letting out a moan of breathless pleasure and
anticipation. He had moved between her legs, and when his groin
pressed down against her the long, hard shape of his cock made her
moan again. She was so impossibly wet for him.

He pulled himself from of his underwear and pushed
into her. It sent a shudder all through her body: a pure,
instinctual ecstasy. He filled her so perfectly and fully.

"You have no idea how badly I've wanted to be inside
you," he breathed, pinning her more tightly back against the bed
with one hand and holding her hips up against him with the
other.

She could feel the throbbing pulse in his cock as he
grew even bigger inside her. Her body squeezed at him, gratefully
wrapping around the hard, hot shape of his shaft.

He plunged into her and back out with the urgency of
a man who had been waiting days to get his hands on her again. Each
thrust sent a wave of pleasure through her almost too intense to
contain. She was going to come.

She orgasmed helplessly, giving into the feeling as
he drove pleasure into her very center. Her fingers clutched at the
bedspread and her body clenched around the feeling and around him.
"Oh God," she finally managed to gasp.

He drew out of her and stepped down from the bed,
pulling her up with him. In a blissful haze, she submitted to his
physical prompting and let herself be bent over the edge of the
bed, her tits slipping pleasurably over the silken bed sheets, her
ass thrust out.

With a groan of desire, he pushed back inside her
from behind. With a hand on her hip and the other pressed against
the curve of her ass, he pulled her against him and drove into her
in simple, welcome lust. With each thrust, the tip of his cock
pushed in against that one perfect spot deep inside her, and she
knew she was going to come again. With each thrust, too, she felt
his sack swing forward and hit her swollen lips and clit, driving
her absolutely crazy.

She put her hands to her breasts, clasping them tight
and closing her eyes again as her body flushed in ecstatic heat,
rising and rising in intensity until it broke again, all the way
through her, body and mind and everything.

It was like being in another world, feeling herself
be taken like this. Her body constricted with the acute delight,
tightening again around his heavy cock, and she felt him change
inside her as he reached his edge. He pulled her back, driving his
cock fully into her. His hot, thick seed pumped into her and filled
her, and her body squeezed at him in gratitude, milking out every
last drop of liquid. At last it had run its course, and he pulled
her against him with strong, possessive arms as he lowered himself
and rolled her, staying inside her with her buttocks to his thighs
as he held her. She luxuriated back against the feel of his body
and savored the feeling of his breath on her neck and shoulder.

"Wow," she breathed. "I had almost convinced myself I
dreamed the last time."

She felt his answering smile against her cheek as he
kissed her. "Next time I'll be sure to get in a good pinch to clear
things up."

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


He took her twice more that evening, aggressive and
with the urgency of a man who had wanted her for days and who could
have been held away only by a thousand intervening miles. But it
was obvious it didn't take days to work up an appetite, for either
of them. For the rest of the week, every day was split between the
excruciating hours of work and the blissful hours of the evening.
Work slid by all too slowly, but by the end of the day, it still
felt as if she had spent all of it with him, in his arms.

But she soon learned that their reunion had been
unusual for him. Troy wasn't often one to forget himself in the
moment, and wasn't often one to lose control. Control is what he
always, always possessed, of himself and those around him. Feeling
him exercise that control over her was a game he would slowly teach
her to want, love, and eventually crave.

It started slowly, but unmistakably. Her experience
in the blindfold had been spontaneous and chaotic, but the new
world he progressively introduced her to was slow, exquisite, and
endlessly tantalizing.

It really was a game, learning what he liked and
wanted from her. It was an endlessly rewarding game, and even her
missteps came with their own form of excitement and reward.

They did nothing like the bondage she had witnessed
in the club, at least not yet. There was no physical restraint
whatsoever. It was a psychological power. It was how he made her
feel. It was the way she hung on his every word, her breath held,
waiting to hear if she had been good or bad, and whether the next
step in their dance was punishment or pleasure. The difference
between them could be so subtle as to go completely unsaid.

It was on Saturday morning when the training had
begun in earnest. She had woken from her sleep, wrapped in the
luxurious bed, eyes scrunched hard against the thought of getting
up, until that delightful moment that now came once each morning
when she remembered who she was getting up to. The warm thrill of
reality lit her up inside, and she reached out to feel his body
next to hers.

Her eyes flew open and she sat up, looking around. He
was nowhere in sight. A new game? She wriggled out from the sheets
and was about to pad into the kitchen in search of him when she
noticed a slip of paper on the floor where it had just fallen. It
must have been left beside her as she slept.

"Out, but back soon. Find the outfit in the top
drawer by the door and put it on."

Heather quickly confirmed that he was indeed out of
the apartment and then circled back curiously to the sleek dresser
by the door of the bedroom. It was empty except for a small dress,
so thin as to be almost see-through. She drew it out and held it
up.

She immediately found herself blushing. It was short,
with a light, wispy hem and a grey line that accentuated soft cups
that promised to leave a great deal of bust exposed. The thought of
wearing it was ... seriously turning her on, but that didn't mean
it wasn't intimidating. But if he wanted it, then she would do it.
That pattern had been established. It felt light as air as she
shimmied into it, and she pulled it down until the fabric was taut.
She felt up the back of her thigh, running her hand halfway over
the round of her ass before she encountered fabric. She stepped to
the mirror to evaluate the effect.

Her blush deepened at the sight of herself. Her
breasts nestled soft and half-bare in the morning light falling
across her from the curtained window. She marveled that she could
feel so much more exposed with clothes on than she had naked
beneath his body in the heat of passion. Maybe it was because it
was so clear what all of this was for. It was deliberate. It was
for display, not any of the fast urges of the moment, but slow,
lingering nakedness, emphasizing her vulnerability in every
anticipatory moment.

She had barely had a chance to digest the feeling it
evoked in her when she heard Troy return, closing the door behind
him and moving something around in the entrance hall. She hung
back, suddenly shy as she looked at herself in the mirror. Maybe
she was a prude, but it felt so unnatural to go prancing around
like this in such an open, palatial apartment. After a minute of
hearing him move around, she heard something clink with a
distinctly metallic sound. The combination of curiosity and
eagerness to see him overwhelmed her hesitation, and on instinct
she slipped her lace bra into place and went out to greet him.

He looked up to see her in the hall that came from
the bedroom, pink-faced and arms folded across her front. He cocked
his head as he admired the effect, his eyes roving slowly down her
form.

"I saw your note," she said shyly.

"I see that," he agreed, admiring her openly and
simply. "You look every bit as lovely as I thought you would."

She took a step into the room, looking around to see
what had made the clinking noise, but nothing seemed new or out of
place.

"Don't worry about that now," he said, noticing her
curiosity. "Come here."

She approached him with small, tentative steps, and
he watched her come with that same look on his face. When she
stopped in front of him, he put out a hand and caressed her cheek
with a thoughtful look on his face. He pushed a strand of hair
behind her ear and let his fingers trail slightly to down to her
throat and come to rest beneath the small inset stone of the
necklace she now always wore for him.

"I'm really astonished that I chose so well in the
moment," he mused after a minute. "I didn't even know you then, so
maybe I can't take credit for coming up with a necklace that suits
you so perfectly." He considered it. "I suppose it would have been
hard to find something that wouldn't look beautiful on such a
breath-taking woman."

"Thank you, Troy," she said softly.

He shook his head. "When I gave you this, I said it
meant something, and that when you wore it, I wanted you to wear it
because you wanted what it symbolized. Do you remember that?"

Heather nodded. "You said it meant I ... belonged to
you."

"That's right," he agreed. "That's what it means. And
when you're wearing this necklace, I want you to call me
'sir.'"

Her eyes snapped up to meet his. "Sir?" she
confirmed.

"That's right."

What they had been dancing around since the beginning
was suddenly out in the open with that one little word. It wasn't
just innuendo any more. This was the last chance to pretend she was
here for something other than ... what she was here for. Had it
always been so difficult to breathe?

"Yes, sir."

He took in a long breath and the sound of the word,
his eyes briefly closing. "Good. Now go back into the bedroom. In
the drawer where you found this outfit, there was also a small book
and a pen. Bring them here." His tone was soft but firm. It felt
good to do as she was told. It felt good to obey.

She found the book in the drawer tucked into a back
corner where she hadn't noticed it only a few minutes ago. She
brought it back to him in the foyer and offered it to him, but
instead he gestured her to put it on a small table.

"Open to the first page," he instructed. "Draw a line
down to split it in two."

She did as told.

"On the left, write 'Wardrobe Disobedience', and
across from that, the number 10."

She began to follow his instruction and then paused,
looking down at what she was writing. "I - " she started.

"Yes?"

"Ah, nothing."

"Nothing, sir."

"Nothing, sir," she repeated.

She felt her face growing hot as she scribbled '10'
in the right-hand column. She straightened and turned back to him.
She didn't know whether she was nervous or excited to see where
this was all going. She couldn't deny there was something thrilling
about it. He seemed to know exactly how to string her along, slowly
introducing her to the idea that she was about to be ... punished.
She was getting more than a little wet.

"When I ask you to present yourself in an outfit for
me, this is where I want you to be," he said, pointing to where she
stood by the table. "You'll bring the book and open it to the
correct page, right where it is now."

"Yes, sir."

"Now take the bra off and give it to me."

She did as told, feeling her nipples already stiff as
her breasts slipped from the cups and settled into the softly tied
support of the dress. She disentangled the shoulder straps and
offered it to Troy, who took it and set it behind him.

"And the panties, too."

She found herself blushing anew as she bent down
slightly and pulled them down her thighs. The cool air of the room
flowed over her hot, damp sex, making her realize anew just how wet
she was getting. She stepped out of them and handed them over in
turn.

"When I give you an outfit to wear for me, that is
the only thing I want you to be wearing," he said. "Do you
understand?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed.

"Good."

"Now we're going to make sure you remember your first
lesson."

She nodded, her heartbeat rising. He took a seat on
an armchair beside the table, his legs slightly apart. "Here," he
said, gesturing at his knee.

She lowered herself across his lap as he had
indicated. She didn't know whether she was more taken aback that
this was happening, or how it was affecting her. His authority felt
so absolute that the thought of commenting or objecting never came
to her mind. He was right; she had been bad. She had known that she
wasn't doing what he had asked her to do, but she had disobeyed
anyways, because she had thought she was in control. But he was in
control. He was the one who decided. And punishment felt right. She
... wanted to be punished.

His hands took her first by the hips, adjusting her a
little in place. He cupped her breasts and moved them so they
wouldn't get squeezed against his thigh. A soft breath escaped her
lips at the firm touch, and she wriggled slightly against him,
reveling at the humiliating position.

"This is where you wind up when you're bad," he
explained. "Each time."

"Yes, sir."

She felt his hand on her thigh, running up and over
her ass, pushing the bottom of the dress up until it rested on the
small of her back, leaving her naked below the waist and the firm
round of her ass exposed and ready for him.

She gasped as she felt his hand move between her
legs, running over her lips and parting them slightly. His thumb
brushed against her hole and traced her juices up and circled her
clit.

"Good," he said. "I can tell you're paying attention.
Now count for me."
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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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