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Introduction

No Nursery Rhyme was originally conceived as a short story for the Shelled Nuts series. As I began to write it, I realised I had enough material for a novella. So, here it is as a standalone work.

If you’re familiar with the Shelled Nuts series, you’ll know what to expect here. If not, Shelled Nuts is a series of short stories which contain the fetish theme of male castration, with very feminine femdoms at the heart of each story.

These stories do not treat castration in a realistic manner, rather imagining it as a wicked, but highly erotic, sexual act performed by gorgeous contemporary women. The focus is fantasy and fun, not horror and gore.

While No Nursery Rhyme is a variation on this theme and a much more expansive story (let’s say it has a slow burn rather than a quick snip), if this subject is not to your taste, then please don’t purchase this book.


— ONE —

Conan Reid pounded the weights, trying to make his muscles burn hotter than the question occupying his mind. It had been niggling away at him from the depths of his subconscious for some time. Now it had surfaced, he couldn’t ignore it, no matter how hard he pushed his body.

Was Samantha the last woman he would ever take to bed?

Most men would say he was crazy to consider such a question. Samantha was a one-in-a-million catch. She was loving, intelligent, beautiful, successful... and if that wasn’t enough, she was also the sole heir to a large family fortune. Conan hadn’t won her affections and then her love without serious competition from many other worthy suitors.

Now they were approaching five years of marriage. His executive career at Elite Marketing, the leading firm in the city, was going from strength to strength. Samantha also had a good career running the administration for a national park. She didn’t do it for the money.

They had friends, regular reservations at Michelin star restaurants and a top floor apartment in the city. They made love once a week, usually on Saturday night, and twice a week when on vacation. Conan understood this was considered normal by ‘decent society’ as relationships transitioned from the honeymoon to the comfortable phase. Also, that it was a healthy amount of sexual activity for a couple. As far as he was concerned, ‘decent society’ had way too much to say about how people had sex.

He switched to the rowing machine to get the burn going through his thighs, core and arms. He’d convinced himself he could live with ‘once a week on a Saturday night’ because life was about as good as he had ever dreamed. They had a bright future together. He couldn’t claim she was a bad lover either, even though their choice of positions was limited to on top or underneath.

He rode the machine harder, pushing every muscle in his body to its limit, trying to drown out the voice that persisted in asking him why he should feel so unsatisfied.

He wasn’t one of those men who had the compulsion to stray. He’d had plenty of opportunities to do that and hadn’t taken one yet. There was no point in being modest about it. He knew he had classic good looks with sharp cheekbones, a chiseled jaw, jet black hair and smouldering brown eyes, not to mention a sculpted, muscular body which he kept in excellent physical shape. Women took long looks when he walked into a room. It wasn’t uncommon for men to do so too.

Having a fantastic body was also the reason he did occasional modelling jobs, only for clients of the firm, always the female ones. They generally made a special request for him to model because he had ‘the right look for their product.’ What they really wanted was to see what he looked like beneath his suit and, if they were lucky, get the chance to find out if he was sporting the complete package to go with the body and the looks. He did, not that they were lucky enough to see him completely naked. Marketing executives worked with the tools at their disposal. If his clients wanted to fantasize about taking him to bed, it suited him fine if it meant he kept their business.

It wasn’t that he didn’t love Samantha either. Love was such a complex emotion. Happiness, sadness, even anger were black or white. Love was infinite shades of grey. He enjoyed her company, her body, the look on her face when he walked into the same room.

So what was it then? The rowing machine thrummed with each pull and he smelled hot oil as he increased his momentum. She was safe. Their relationship was safe. It was comfortable, like an old pair of gym pants reserved for lazy Sunday afternoons.

He pulled harder as if trying to tear the machine apart, to work his body until it hurt. Pleasure and pain were intrinsically connected. The exercise hurt and it felt good. But he knew it was more than that. He was pulling at the machine as if he could reach the end of the loose thread in his mind.

Yes, most men would call him crazy to suggest there was anything wrong with his relationship or life, but Conan Reid wasn’t most men. He’d known from an early age, at the onset of his sexual awakening, that he had cravings ‘decent society’ considered sinful. He thought he could live without those desires. Clearly, that point remained unresolved.

His Fitbit alarm buzzed, reminding him it was time to wrap-up his workout. The distraction was welcome, allowing him to put his unwanted thoughts to the back of his mind and focus on the day ahead.

On the surface, his career looked as bright as his personal life. A recent promotion had come with the opportunity to make partner in the firm and gain a shareholding. Although it had been delivered with broad smiles and friendly pats on the back, it also came with the expectation he would get the kind of results that would keep the partners smiling when they checked their bank balances.

The promotion had also come with a new portfolio of accounts. Today, a group of new interns were joining the firm to manage the extra workload. Two were being added to Conan’s team, only one would survive the trial period. With the pressure to prove he could make an ongoing impact on the company’s bottom line, he had to get the best work out of his pair. His professional future depended on it. Now was not the time to dwell on sexual dissatisfaction. He needed to be on top of his game, with sharp wits and a cool head.

He took a shower, scalding hot to sluice away the sweat, then biting cold to reinvigorate his senses. With every pore tingling, he dried himself off, had a close shave and styled his hair. Now he was clean and groomed, it was time to pick a cologne. He settled on Amouage Reflection Man. Not too little. Not too much. Some men made the mistake of wearing too much. He wanted people to smell his cologne only when they entered his personal space. It was like an olfactory signature. Amouage was a good choice for the day ahead: subtly sweet, woody and with a hint of bitter oranges. It was complex and alluring, inviting and mysterious, just what he needed to make an impression.

Next, he went through his wardrobe to pick out a suit. He pulled out a Tom Ford made-to-measure charcoal suit with peaked lapels, matched it with a wide-collared white shirt and a Windsor-knotted grey silk power tie. Some people dressed for an office. For Conan, his suit was his armour. He dressed for battle and set his sights on nothing less than a win.

Feeling its comfortable embrace, Conan buttoned his jacket. He felt good, ready for action. He steeled himself to prepare for breakfast with Samantha. As was their routine, she had showered and dressed while he had worked out. Then they had breakfast together before parting for work.

Conan took a moment to look around the apartment as if trying to see it for the first time. The open-plan kitchen and living area was white and airy, looking out at the majestic city skyline through ceiling to floor tinted windows. The beech timber floor added natural notes to the pale grey soft furnishings and leather lounge suite. The kitchen and breakfast bar had white marble bench-tops and the few expanses of bare wall space were home to paintings by artists with reputable names. Although the decor was modestly presented and styled, few people lived in such luxury. He knew he should wake up every morning feeling like he’d won the lottery.

Samantha sat at the breakfast bar sipping her coffee and nibbling on an apricot Danish. She looked up and smiled as he approached. He smiled back, the crooked one he reserved exclusively for her. He usually used it when he wanted her to know he thought she was beautiful and needed to be taken to bed. Today, he used it for defence. He didn’t want her to sense there was anything wrong, especially when it came to matters of the bedroom. He couldn’t contemplate talking to her about his suppressed desires until he’d found the answers within himself. She wouldn’t understand. Any discussion would only cause harm. It was the one and only thing she didn’t know about him. For the time being, their relationship was better off that way.

Still looking at his life from a fresh perspective, he applied it to Samantha, imagining he was meeting her for the first time, trying to recall the first impressions she had made on him. She was an elegant beauty with straight ash-blond hair, hazel eyes, a small straight nose and lips that weren’t full, but her slight natural pucker made them very kissable. She was taller than the average woman and kept her athletic figure in top shape with a regular regimen of yoga and Pilates. Today she was wearing a cornflower blue skirt suit which brought out the warm pink and yellow tones in her skin. Aside from the fact she came with benefits—a lot of benefits—she was a highly desirable package for any man wanting to win her affections. How had he forgotten he was that man? Looking at her now, how could he possibly want for more?

Her smile wilted and he realised she had sensed his thoughts. She rested her coffee cup on its saucer. “You okay, Con?”

“Sure,” he said, grabbing his cup and taking a sip. It was hot, black and strong, just the way he liked it. “Just lost in thought. We have new interns starting and I need to break their spirit before they get any bright ideas about moving up the ladder too fast.”

She shook her head. “You’re a wicked man, Conan Reid.”

“Wicked?” he said, trying his best to look affronted.

“Very wicked,” she said, standing and walking over to him. She took the cup from his hands, plaited her fingers around his neck and drew him in for a kiss. It wasn’t the usual quick peck to say goodbye. It was long, eager and deep: a kiss that was meant to start something more, or perhaps a kiss shared by longing lovers who were being forced to part ways.

“What was that for?” he said, as she withdrew to draw breath.

She held him in her warm gaze. “I thought you needed to be brought back to the here and now. Sometimes I feel like you’re holding onto the past, like wearing this silly tie,” she said, giving it a playful tug.

“Oh really? Well, you can indulge that idea if it makes you kiss me like that.”

“You’re a lost cause, Conan Reid, but I still love you,” she said and kissed him again.

Tasting her sweet kiss, he again wondered why he felt so restless. Perhaps all he needed was to take her up to their bedroom and relieve his frustration. The idea started to get him stirring below the belt. He wrapped one arm around her waist and took a handful of her firm bottom in the other to press her close to his body. Her mouth remained wet and willing, yielding to his hungry kisses.

“I’d like to take this upstairs,” he said, as their lips parted, “but I’d better get going. Duty calls.” He gently eased himself from her embrace.

She straightened his tie, a habit she had formed to conclude their morning farewells, as if he wasn’t properly dressed until she had given him the finishing touch.

“Why do you continue to wear this silly thing?” she said. “Formal is out, casual is in. The only men still wearing ties are lawyers and show-offs.”

“Gotta look sharp for the shareholders and the brass.” He gave her a quick peck on the cheek and headed for the door before she could start a full-blown conversation on the subject.

Her kisses lingered on his lips as he rode the elevator to the foyer, the sweet taste taunting him with the fact he now put business before pleasure. Hell, he now put conforming to ‘decent society’ before pleasure. How had his life ever come to this?

At seven in the morning, the street was already busy with the hustle and bustle of people making their way to work. Conan took a deep breath of the cool morning air and waved down a cab.

Settling into the back seat, his thoughts dwelled on the conversation about his tie. He didn’t wear it to impress the partners and shareholders. He doubted they would notice if he came to work in a heavy metal T-shirt and jeans. However, not wearing a tie meant letting go of a part of himself. He wasn’t ready to do that, not yet.

He wrung his hands and felt his wedding band pinch against his knuckle. He twisted it off and held it between his thumb and forefinger, turning it this way and that, watching the early morning light glint along the edge. He thought back to the time when he hadn’t worn a ring at all, when he would have laughed at the idea of making such a commitment.

Instead of returning the ring to its rightful finger, he dropped it into his left pocket. As he did so, the frustration he’d experienced all morning came into focus. He missed the challenge of the old days, the thrill of the hunt and the spoils of success. That was the reason he was wondering if Samantha would be the last woman he would ever take to bed.

Back then he’d been sharper, hungrier, a dominant predator. What if married life had made him lose his edge? Yes, he missed those days of freedom very much indeed. He thought back to the weeks before he had met Samantha. The redhead, yes, she had been his final conquest, the woman with hair like cherry chocolate and a bust that made it hard to keep his gaze focused on her face.

He toyed with the wedding band in his pocket, the pocket which had once contained very different items, like a cloth muzzle gag and a pair of nipple clamps with cruel little teeth that bit into tender flesh. What was her name? Lisa... something. He still couldn’t remember her last name, but he’d never forget the evening they had spent together. He closed his eyes and allowed himself to relive those delicious memories.


— TWO —

Five years ago

It had been a hell of a day that had rolled into a hell of a night. By the time Conan had ensured Farm World’s brand spanking new website would go live on time, it was ten o’clock.

“Goddam farmers,” he said, running into his colleague Max on the way to the elevator. Max was also looking wired from the big push. His dark blond hair was ruffled from having passed his fingers through it too many times. It was his anxious twitch and the reason he always got cleaned out at the poker table, not that anyone was going to make him aware of his tell.

The slap of their leather soles on the tiled floor echoed through the glass-walled hallways of the near-empty offices, where only a few people remained. Conan was proud of his team. They worked tirelessly when a job needed to be done. Outside the city twinkled with so much light the skyscrapers looked like silhouetted, ghostly giants.

“I mean, how many farmers actually go shopping online in the middle of the night? Don’t they all go to bed at dusk?”

Max snorted a laugh. “You’d be surprised.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m just blowing off steam. Hey, you wanna grab a drink and unwind?”

Max ran his fingers through his hair. “I should really get home. You know, Grace always waits up.”

“Just one,” pressed Conan. “It’ll do us both good.”

Max nodded as they exited the elevator. The night air was fresh and cool. Conan slipped his finger into his collar to loosen his tie. There was a stylish bar called Equilibre just down the street. The music was good, not too loud to have a conversation, the bar was well-stocked and the decor was a modern twist on the look of a traditional gentlemen’s club with lots of black glass and chrome. Lou, the owner, was polishing glasses behind the bar in traditional barkeeper’s black and whites. When he saw Conan and Max, he directed them to a vacant booth with a nod of his head.

“Hey, Lou. Two of the usual,” said Conan over the hubbub. The bar was busy, not packed, but most of the tables and booths were taken. There was a mix of people of various ages, some winding down after the day, others gearing up for the variety of attractions and entertainment available in the city after dark.

They slid into the booth, which was large enough to seat six in its leather embrace. Moments later Lou arrived with two dirty Martinis which he carefully placed on the black glass tabletop without spilling a drop. Conan thanked him and immediately took a large sip, followed by a bite-size snack of two salty green olives spiked on a toothpick. The alcohol warmed his throat and he grinned. Max had also demolished half his drink. The weariness had disappeared from his face and he grinned back. Conan couldn’t help but wonder what Max would be like if he loosened up more often. He suspected Grace did more than wait up. She probably kept his balls safely locked away in her purse.

They blew off steam discussing the day at work and by the time they’d finished a third Martini, the angst had turned into laughter. Max was surprisingly witty when he let his hair down. Conan wiped a tear from his eye. The laughter was doing him good but he still felt pent-up inside.

When the hair prickled on the back of his neck, he instinctively turned to see who was looking at him. Two women were seated a few tables away: a petite blond and a voluptuous redhead. The blond was busily chatting away, half to her smartphone by the look of it, but the redhead was staring right back at him. As their eyes met, she averted her gaze, seemingly embarrassed to be caught in the act, but her eyelashes fluttered and she chanced another glance in his direction. When she saw Conan was looking back at her with an appreciative smile, her glistening candy apple lips returned it.

He rose, walked straight to their table and introduced himself. They giggled nervously, the redhead more so than the blond, but they readily agreed to join him and Max for a drink.

It wasn’t long before Max excused himself and went home. The blond was told, in the secret unspoken language known only to women, to also make an exit, discreet or otherwise.

Conan and the redhead were soon alone and now he could focus all his attention on her. Her name was Lisa. She had long, thick and glossy auburn hair. He guessed she used a rinse to give it an enchanting crimson sheen in the dim light. It framed her blue-grey eyes to best effect, which Conan studied to reduce the temptation to stray to her bust. Natural or otherwise, she was generously endowed for her slender frame. Her cherry satin blouse revealed just enough cleavage to get him aroused and snugly fitted her body leaving him wanting to see more.

Conan swallowed his drink. “Look, why don’t we forget the idle conversation and get straight to what we both want?” he said, looking her straight in the eye.

She responded to his question by finishing her own drink and fetching her handbag from the seat.

Then they were off, with his hand at the small of her back, onto the street and into a cab. She didn’t hesitate to give the driver her address: a good apartment building a few blocks from the park.

He slid his arm around her, drawing her close to place soft kisses on her neck. She smelled like apple blossoms. He worked his way to her mouth, discovering the rhythm of her kiss with gentle brushes of their lips. She tasted like raspberries and eagerly opened her mouth in the hope he would advance further.

He knew it would please her very much if he did, but he craved much more than straight sex. His tastes had advanced with his appetite and if this were to be satisfying for them both, he needed to master the woman he intended to bed, so she would allow him to do whatever he wanted with her body. She didn’t know it yet, but she would thank him for it too.

Women were blessed with more erogenous zones and pleasure centres than men. The first step to making her malleable and submissive was to discover which of her zones were most sensitive. On more occasions than he could recall, he had made a woman gush without going anywhere near her clitoris.

He let her mouth linger in expectation as he kissed her neck again and explored her body with playful caresses. He stroked her thighs, traced her hips with his fingers, gently circled her waist. Her scent changed as his hands explored further up her body, going from a sweet apple scent to musky rose as she became more aroused.

As he traced the line of her breasts, she sucked in a sharp breath. Jackpot. Now he kissed her fully on the mouth and took her in his arms. The way she melted into the kiss and his embrace told him everything he needed to know about what she was like in bed. She was submissive by nature. It never failed to surprise him how a submissive was unerringly drawn to a dominant, as if compelled by a force beyond their control. This was going to be an excellent night indeed.

The cab driver got a healthy tip as they arrived at her building. Her apartment was a one-room studio on the twelfth floor. In the mood he was in, Conan didn’t bother to take in the decor. He led her straight to the bed, which had a red duvet with white love hearts and pink sheets. She definitely had a penchant for red.

They kissed some more while they lost their jackets and bags to a pile on the floor. She was so eager now, craving his mouth like a drug. He slipped off his tie and looped it around one of her wrists while her hands swept over his chest. She barely reacted as he spun her around and brought her hands together with his tie in a figure eight behind her back.

“Hey!” she protested, realising what he was doing.

He looped the silk round her wrists twice more and tied a knot. “Relax,” he said, turning her to face him again. “I’ll look after you.”

Her protests quickly evaporated as he kissed her again and eased her onto the bed. She was wide-eyed now, clearly in a territory she’d never explored with a lover. He ripped open her blouse, sending buttons scattering across the room. Her front fastening bra made it easy to set her delicious breasts free. They were magnificent, firm and round with large pink-brown aureole and protruding nipples.

He straddled her, pinning her legs together between his thighs, and leaned down to begin a long, slow tease of her nipples. They sprang erect and hardened at the first flick of his tongue. She drew a sharp breath and let out a breathy sigh. He gently moistened each nipple with warm licks and playful nibbles. Her breath became fast and shallow and her breasts rose and fell in sync with the rhythm of his kissing.

Then he set his hands to work, softly stroking her with his fingertips, up and down, lightly brushing her nipples at the end of each pass. Slowly he began to massage her breasts, cupping them in his strong hands, finishing each stroke with firmer tweaks of her nipples. As he increased his speed and intensity, she closed her eyes, her breath quickening in moans and gasps. The way she was responding, he doubted she’d ever been touched with such intensity by a lover anywhere other than her clitoris.

Now her arousal was escalating toward a peak, he concentrated solely on her nipples, working them between his thumb and forefinger, stretching them, kneading them, pulling them eagerly as if he was trying to milk her dry. She drew a long, sharp breath and tensed underneath him, nearly there, so close to orgasm, needing only a few seconds more. He held them stretched out as far as they would go and paused.

“Oh, God, don’t stop!” she said.

That was sufficient pleasure for now. She would have to earn her orgasm and that meant he needed to be similarly aroused. He reached over and grabbed his jacket, searching the left hand pocket to find the nipple clamps that travelled with him wherever he went. Before Lisa knew what was happening, he had attached one to each of her hard, sensitive nipples.

Her eyes sprang open and she demanded to know what was happening. Her voice faltered as he unrolled his cloth muzzle gag, fastening it over her lips and strapping it on tight. When the shock of surprise wore off, she would feel the clamps, a sharp painful pinch that wasn’t going to go away anytime soon. Her highly stimulated nipples were going to have multiple new experiences on this particular night, but that wasn’t all she would have to endure.

The predator inside him needed satisfaction, an explosive release. He unzipped her skirt and pulled it off along with her panties. She was a natural redhead after all, with tidy, short-cropped red curls above her pussy lips. If she liked the colour red so much, why not give her some more?

He sat on the edge of the bed, slung her over his knees and admired the globes of her round bottom, her pale skin, the delectable cleft leading to her tiny pink anus. He started to spank her, not easing into it as with their foreplay, but soundly so he also felt the sting in his palm. Now she found her voice again, pleading, begging, crying out with each slap. He didn’t relent or ease off the force of each stroke.

Pleasure and pain were closely connected in the human brain. Experienced together, one amplified the other, creating a sublime synergy that intensified the eventual release beyond belief. Doubtless, she was unhappy about what he was doing to her now, but when it came time to reward her with pleasure again, she would cum harder and longer than she ever had in her life.

Holding her powerless in his arms while he steadily broke her was making him hard. She would feel it too, pressing into her stomach like a metal rod. He kept up the spanking until she cried out like she deserved the punishment, but he didn’t stop until he had covered every inch of her round cheeks, spanking until it turned the colour she so adored.

When he was satisfied she was ruby-cheeked to his liking, he lay her onto the bed on her stomach and parted her legs. Taking her by her enviable mahogany locks, wrapping them in his fist like a rein, he thrust his cock inside her, burying it balls deep.

He started slowly, taking his time between each savage stroke, letting her feel every inch of his size inside her tender walls, right to the back of her pussy. He was going to give her the hardest pounding of her life. She may not have known what was going to happen when she’d taken him home, but he was going to make sure this was a night she’d remember for the rest of her life.

She started to moan beneath the gag, deeper than when he had been kissing her breasts, as the combined sensations took her to a new level of euphoria. He gave her another hard slap on her burning bottom to remind her she wasn’t allowed to cum until he allowed it.

Pulling her hair tight in his fist, seeing her clamped breasts bouncing against the sheets, her bottom bright red from the spanking... he felt his own orgasm beginning to swell. He slapped her again as he rode her, driving his cock deep and hard into her again and again.

Reaching his peak, he felt the cum thunder from his cock, pumping and pulsing until he was spent. He let her go and she collapsed onto the bed, panting for breath. Judging by the amount of moisture that had run down her inner thighs, she’d cum too, likely many times.

He removed the muzzle from her mouth and tenderly kissed her lips. Her mouth responded, drinking him in like she hadn’t had water for a week. He released her hands and she wrapped her arms around him, holding him in a tight embrace. Both totally spent, they dozed for a few hours in each other’s arms. Eventually, he prised himself loose and started to dress.

“Where are you going?” she said.

“Gotta be somewhere.”

“Stay,” she said, reaching out her hand.

He shook his head and she immediately looked like she was about to burst into tears. As he knotted his tie in place again, she scrambled out of bed and knelt in front of him.

“Stay! Please! I’ll do anything you want!” She unzipped his pants, trying to take his cock in her mouth. He pulled her away and planted one final kiss on her lips. “Another time. Thanks for tonight. You’re quite something.”

As he walked out the door, he knew there wouldn’t be another time. She had been fun, just what he’d needed to relieve the tension of the day, but too easy. He was a predator, he craved a challenge, the thrill of the hunt, mastering his prey, savouring the rewards of success with her tied up and at his mercy. There was no challenge if she knew what was coming and was happy to take it—or indeed, wanted to take it—if it meant she could have him in bed for one more night. It was time to find a new conquest.


— THREE —

“You’re quite something,” mumbled Conan as he emerged from his reverie, realising now why he only remembered her as Lisa ‘something.’

He felt the pull of the cab’s brakes and opened his eyes. He put the fee on his travel account and joined the throngs of people on the busy street. It always amazed him how quiet the city was at this time of day when it should have been deafening. There was only the sound of the traffic and the irregular beat of so many shoes on the pavement. Everyone was in their own world, distant from the rest of humanity, even though they were only separated by a pair of earphones, a hot coffee in a paper cup or a smartphone screen. In his case, it was those sweet memories of the past. Why couldn’t he let it go and be satisfied with his life now?

At half-past seven, the office was already in full swing, even though most employees weren’t expected, according to their contracts at least, to start for another hour yet. Many would still be at their desks for hours after their working day was meant to be over. This was the price for working for one of the best firms in the city: long hours to get results and make money. Elite Marketing held the accounts for national retail giants, global corporations and many well-known household brands. They represented Hollywood celebrities, sports stars and A-list models.

When the invitation came through for him to make partner, he would join a group of some of the most influential people in the country. If that had happened five years ago, he could have used his influence to indulge his cravings at will, rather than relying on chance encounters with women out for a night on the town. However, he would never have made partner at such a young age if he hadn’t met Samantha.

Conan felt sorry for the interns who would be trying to make their mark in an hour from now. He wouldn’t want to be in their shoes again. Right now they were being welcomed with warm handshakes and praise from the partners. On his first day at Elite, Conan remembered feeling like he’d hit the big time. They had no idea what they were really in for.

To gain an internship at Elite Marketing, you first had to rise to a senior position at another firm. Elite then gave you a chance to start again at the bottom. For all the pleasures he’d sacrificed, chiefly his freedom as a single man, his marriage had accelerated him toward the position he was in now, taking years, perhaps decades, off the pursuit for professional success. Why couldn’t he have his cake and eat it too? Indeed, this was the point he had been wrestling with all morning, the point he had to resolve.

He strode into his office and fired up his computer. His PA had arranged his files in their order of importance and in line with his schedule. There was also a pot of steaming coffee and his favourite mug. It was black with bold white lettering that read: Have a nice day! On the base of the cup, seen only when it was raised to his lips, was a cartoon hand flipping the bird.

He filled his cup to the brim and opened the top file. It contained the resumes of his two interns. Of the six total, five were men and one was a woman. His pair had good experience working on reputable accounts, with awards and recommendations from people that mattered. Except, none of those accolades mattered now. The only thing that mattered was results. They had to excel or exit. It was a tough gig where only the tough and determined survived.

The sole woman had been assigned to his team. Although he’d read her resume from cover to cover several times, he flicked through it again. Her name was Mary Rose. He laughed under his breath. Roses didn’t blossom in this particular jungle. They withered and died. How long would she last? A week? A month at best?

The memories he’d relived in the cab had left him in a charitable mood. He’d assign her to the Farm World account. It was 100% perspiration work, no inspiration required, an endless churn to produce collateral that needed to be delivered to a strict schedule. If she could take that, she might stand a chance against the boys. His alarm buzzed, so he swallowed his coffee and made his way to the atrium where the formal welcome was to be made.

The annual ritual was surrounded by too much pomp and ceremony for Conan’s taste. He leaned against a wall at the back of the atrium and allowed himself to be lost in the gathering. The atrium was a large, octagonal room trying hard to look like a lawyer’s library, with bookcases stuffed with leather and gold bound books, plush cream carpet to soften noise and awards plastering the walls.

Max ushered the group inside and the chattering lowered to a murmur. It felt odd to see Max after the vivid memory of the night five years ago. He looked like he’d aged more than five years, with grey hair in his temples and worry lines starting to show at the corners of his eyes.

Max currently held the honour of leading the proceedings, having made partner last year. When Conan rose to the same status, he would take over and make sure these formal introductions were a more dynamic affair. It was so close now he could taste it. All he had to do was stay on target.

As the interns arrived, there was a bubble of conversation as each was introduced to the gathered staff. Conan stifled a yawn and checked his watch. He had a lot to get through and hoped this wouldn’t drag on for too long.

“You’re now working with the best of the best,” said Max, bringing his speech to a close. Conan started to pay attention again. His name would be called soon. “Work hard, have fun and make us proud.” The crowd applauded politely. “Eric and Robert, you’re with me. Steve, Alex, you’re with Jack.” Conan gritted his teeth. The second pair were the favourites if they’d been assigned to Jack, who looked after many of the firm’s high profile clients. “Ryan and Mary, you’re with Conan.”

With the conclusion of the introductions, the three duels began. It was the way the company worked: hire two people for one position and let them fight it out to see who survived.

Conan casually saluted the pair to identify himself in the crowd. He gave them a once over. Ryan was lanky, a head taller than most people in the room and grinning like he was eager to please. Mary was an odd one: a brunette, reasonably pleasing to the eye, but dressed like an old maid. She had a shapeless white blouse buttoned up to the neck, an ankle-length grey woollen skirt and she clutched her handbag to her stomach in the most demure way.

Conan forced a smile and led them down the corridor. Even when he wasn’t in the mood, he could still turn on the charm. He quickly went over his welcome before handing them over to Sue from human resources, who would take them through their induction and initial training.

Ryan and Mary. What a pair! Ryan definitely held pole position in this particular race if Mary’s personality was anything like the way she dressed. He sighed and shook his head. On first impressions, she had no chance.

He returned to his office and tried to bury himself in his work, attempting to drown out the other thoughts that still demanded satisfaction. It was a losing battle. He had to come to terms with the man he had been then and who he was now, to find out if he could come to a happy agreement in his psyche.

He closed his eyes and followed the thread from earlier, recalling what had happened one week after his delectable night with Lisa something.


— FOUR —

Five Years Ago

It was fair to say that Conan had been to many good parties, but the one held by Arnold Keane was on an entirely different level. Arnold Keane was the founder and owner of Keane Corporation, and Elite Marketing wanted their business. He was a true rags to riches story, a man with an incredible nose for business opportunities, who had risen from nothing to build a fortune that now had him ranking on several popular lists of multi-millionaires.

The cocktail party was held in the garden at the front of Keane’s rural mansion, to celebrate Keane Corporation’s twenty-fifth birthday. The garden was the size of a football field, with a tree-lined driveway, ornate hedges, artistic flower beds and an artificial stream which had it’s own waterfall and pond. The wine was French and the hors d’oeuvre on offer included rare delicacies like beluga caviar, white truffles and Wagyu beef.

The three hundred or so guests were being entertained by celebrities and the music was being performed by the city orchestra, of which Keane was a patron.

Despite having the appearance of civilised restraint, Conan could smell the money in the air. He would bet a year’s salary that many of these people were wealthy enough to get whatever they liked, whenever they liked. Having that kind of money was great, but evenings like the one he’d had with Lisa could never give him the same level of satisfaction if bought. If he had to pay for a night like that, it became a business transaction. As such, was it still a genuine experience? Or was it a manufactured moment to gratify one party or the other? He liked the challenge too much, finding a partner and unlocking the door to their forbidden desires, making them submit to levels of pleasure and pain like they had never experienced before, or indeed expected.

Now wasn’t the time to dwell on such sweet thoughts. He had to unlock a door of a different kind, one that would get Keane’s signature on an agreement to manage his brand and marketing activities. Getting two invites to the party had been a feat in itself, calling in a favour from a client who played golf with one of the senior executives at Keane Corporation.

Much as they wanted a drink, he and Max had stuck with mineral water while they worked the crowd, shaking as many hands as possible, giving out business cards and gathering as much information as they could about how Keane liked to do business.

Jack could have his celebrity clients, schmoozing with actors, models and sports stars. When it came to business negotiations, Conan was king. It was a seduction of sorts too: hunting for clues, searching for opportunities to gain trust, putting together a winning pitch and making the deal. The overwhelming message was that Keane valued loyalty above everything else, followed closely by reputation and experience.

It was then Conan stopped mid-sentence and completely forgot who he was talking to and what their conversation had been about. He felt a lump form in his throat. A similar firmness was also stirring below his belt.

Through the crowd, he saw a flaxen-haired beauty. She was wearing a sleeveless black cocktail dress with a slash up one side that revealed a toned and shapely leg. She walked with the elegance of a catwalk model, with her head held high and radiating sophistication. In all this she was super sexy too, but not in a cheap way. It was the kind of beauty that could only be achieved by spending many hours in a salon and having the money to buy the most flattering clothes. She was the kind of woman that would make any man overflow with pride to have her on his arm at a function like this.

Yet, even though she seemed to know everyone by name, if his lip-reading was accurate, she was alone. What lovely lips they were too, bow-shaped and painted pale pink like ripe, succulent fruit. Conan swallowed hard as he scanned her from head to toe. He couldn’t wait to get her out of her black dress, certain her lithe, athletic body could take his brand of pleasure and pain for hours on end.

“Take this,” he said, handing his glass to Max, who only managed to grasp it at the last second.

“Er, Con, you know that’s—” said Max, evidently aware of his intentions. Despite being married, they’d been on many hunts together. Max was the right guy to have around. He’d never touch another woman let alone cheat on his wife. It gave Conan the freedom to pick and choose to his liking.

“I’ll make it up to you,” said Conan, making a beeline for the woman that filled his vision.

She paused her pleasantries with the other guests as he approached, taking him in with a neutral, but lingering gaze, then a subtle smile. Clearly she liked what she saw but didn’t know why yet.

She held out her hand. “Have we met?” Her voice was soft, her tone measured, her diction perfect. Conan guessed she had probably attended one of the best finishing schools in the country, if not the world.

“No,” he said, taking her fingers gently. He bowed to raise them to his lips and set a soft kiss on the back of her hand. There was no point in being coy about his intentions. He wanted her in bed. Meeting her gaze, he said, “We should rectify this oversight. Immediately.”

She blushed so subtly it was barely noticeable. Once again, it marked her as a woman well-schooled in etiquette and manners. “Ah, a smooth operator,” she said, with a slight flutter of her lashes.

This response was more difficult to read. Conan wondered whether she was shielding her embarrassment at being made to blush or if she was politely conceding that he had taken her eye.

“Do you prefer a man a little more rough around the edges?” he said, without breaking eye contact.

She regarded him for a moment. “No, I much prefer smooth... and direct.” Conan smiled. It was definitely the latter. She plucked a flute of champagne from a passing waiter. “Would you care for a glass?”

“I would, but I’m somewhat obliged to keep a clear head. Business is business after all.”

She took a delicate sip. “And what kind of business are you in?”

Conan sighed inwardly. He’d said those words so often in the past hour they had come out as a reflex. He hadn’t wanted to steer the conversation to work talk at all, rather set the tone for some pillow talk later on, but she had asked the question.

“I’m with Elite Marketing. We’d like to represent Keane Corp. We could do a lot with the brand.” He wanted to kick himself after making such a solid opening gambit. Now they were talking shop.

She raised a sculpted eyebrow and gave him a slight, but appreciative nod. “At least half the people here want more of Keane’s business. It’s the nature of the game. Apart from a select few, most are pretending to be something they’re not. Some because they have money, others because they want more of it. It’s refreshing to meet a man with nothing to hide.”

Conan took a moment. How had the subject of business managed to work to his advantage? It didn’t matter. This was looking like a win. She might very well be the first woman from this social class to make it into his bed. He wondered what else she might have learned at finishing school. It would make for a very interesting evening and he was looking forward to enjoying her body after she had been properly warmed up. However, he couldn’t tell her this. She would have to discover it for herself.

“We should all be true to our nature, in every aspect of life,” he said, accepting a champagne flute offered by a server in a white formal jacket and matching bow tie. He raised it in a silent toast. Their glasses clinked like a first tender kiss. He took a long, much needed mouthful. The champagne was also seductive this evening: the bubbles flirting with his tongue, the acidity stimulating his palate, the alcohol warming his throat.

“Now we’ve bared our souls, I should probably know your name,” she said, taking a sip from her glass.

“Conan Reid,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow. “Conan? Like Conan the Barbarian?”

“No, the O is a long vowel. It’s pronounced Conan, like Connor or Conrad.”

She smiled and laughed politely into her glass as she took another sip. “I’m just teasing. How like a marketing man to protect his own personal brand.”

Conan allowed himself to smile at her high society flirtations. She had spunk as well as class and he liked it. “I can be a barbarian if you like.” Their eyes locked. She didn’t miss a trick.

“I prefer smooth,” she said.

“And direct,” he added. “I’d like to see more of you. Tonight.”

She fluttered her eyelashes and he was sure he saw more than a hint of a rosy blush on her cheeks this time. “I’d love to, but I have... obligations. Dinner? Perhaps? Next Friday?”

He was impressed she was equally as direct, but she was also a woman with a schedule. Next Friday? It was Thursday. Was she going to make him wait eight days?

“What are the chances you could dispose of these obligations?”

“Not good, as much as I’d like to,” she said, rolling her eyes in a dignified manner. “Family matters.”

“I see,” said Conan, trying to keep his cool, which was quite difficult given how much he wanted to take this woman to bed. They agreed to a restaurant and a time. He was just going to have to wait, but it would be worth it.

How best would he enjoy her strong, athletic body? Perhaps he would tie her to a bedpost, with her arms behind her back so her firm breasts were thrust out. Perhaps he would give her a full frontal whipping with his braided cat-o-nine tails, lightly at first to test her resilience, then harder till her breasts, stomach and thighs were striped pink. When she begged him to stop, he would lash her for a few more minutes with just a bit more force. Yes, her body could take it. After he had awoken her mind to new sensations, she would know real pleasure when he gave her the reward of his cock, an orgasm that powered through every part of her body like ecstatic white light.

“It’s a date,” he said, holding her in his smouldering gaze. She wasn’t looking away or making any attempt to resist his advances. She wanted him just as much too. “Now we’re on intimate terms, perhaps you’d better tell me your name too.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said with an apologetic laugh. “I’d assumed you already knew.” She held out her hand, now seeming to expect another soft kiss on the back of her fingers. “I’m Samantha. Samantha Keane.”


— FIVE —

He remembered what had drawn him to Samantha now. It had been the thrill of the hunt, the prolonged chase for a woman so desirable in every respect of life, she was unobtainable for most men. He’d wanted to prove to himself there was no woman who was beyond his powers of seduction, no woman who wouldn’t willingly beg him to take her to bed.

By the time he’d proved he was right, he was so deep into a relationship there was no easy way of getting out. He’d gained more than he was prepared to lose.

The ring in his jacket pocket was his constant reminder of the fact he was committed. The devil’s temptations always came at a price. He’d been forced to lock up his bedroom desires and throw away the key. Damn, he wanted to experience that level of satisfaction again. Perhaps, if he started slow, he could bring Samantha round to the idea. It was worth a try.

Conan sat up as he saw Sue leading his interns toward his office. He’d have to pursue personal matters later. Now was the time for their informal interview, the ‘get to know you meet and greet.’ He liked to handle them one at a time so he could find out how each person ticked.

Ryan was as ambitious and eager to please as he was tall. He had an impressive resume, but he’d have to be knocked down to size if he thought he was riding the gravy train to the top.

The key to success at Elite Marketing was hard work. Or, he mused, having the right connections, such as a father-in-law who owned Keane Corporation. Arnold had opened many doors and helped Conan secure new accounts as well as signing Keane Corporation’s business. His personal life was so intertwined with his professional one, they could no longer be separated.

His head just wasn’t in the right place at all, so he gave Ryan the pep talk about working hard and sent him off with a portfolio of accounts. The quality of Ryan’s work would form the basis of his first performance appraisal, deciding the make or break for him or Mary. The odds were in Ryan’s favour based on what he’d seen of Mary. Yes, she also had a resume that was nothing to sniff at, but half the battle was having the mettle to take the pressure of the office.

With a sigh, he focused on the next meet and greet as Mary was admitted to his office. Again he was perplexed by the way she chose to present herself in an unflattering blouse and ankle-length skirt. While her attire conformed with the company dress code, it did her femininity no favours.

He’d always thought women were born with the ability to know how to make the best of their appearance, to accentuate their best qualities even if they hadn’t been blessed with great looks. Clearly, Mary was the exception to this rule. He indicated she should take a seat. She did so in a prim and proper manner, crossing her legs and keeping her back straight.

Conan felt a shudder of the past flow through his entire body like fire and ice as she adopted a submissive expression, lowering her head and maintaining a deferential gaze. Was this another example of how submissive lovers were drawn to dominant ones? He rejected the idea outright. She was a new employee and simply showing him respect. He really needed to get his head straight. Swallowing hard, he recited the company welcoming speech.

Her voice was soft and delicate, more like that of a young girl than a competitive go-getter trying to make their mark at a leading firm. “It’s good to meet you at last, Mr Reid,” she said.

“Conan is fine. Don’t let the suit fool you, we’re not that formal around here.”

Her baby blue eyes wandered to his tie. As a reflexive response, his fingers went to the knot and ran down the length to straighten it. Even though she was demure, he felt quite unsettled in her company, but he was unable to decide if it was in a good way or not.

“Conan is an unusual name,” she said. “I believe it means ‘little wolf’.”

He tried not to act surprised, impressed or pleased that she had both correctly pronounced his name and knew its meaning. If he were in her shoes, he would probably have done some homework on his new boss too.

Conan felt certain there was much more to Mary than met the eye. There was something odd about her, something out of place, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. He tried to examine her more closely without staring. Her chocolate brown hair was tied up in a severe bun, she wore glasses with large round lenses that did nothing to flatter her face, and she wore virtually no make-up, if any at all. An idea crossed his mind: perhaps her appearance wasn’t a lack of fashion sense at all. Perhaps it was deliberate.

“Yes, it does. Few people know that,” he said.

A brief smile crossed her lips, as if she was pleased to receive his praise. “I’m interested in the meanings of names,” she replied.

“Well, as we’re getting to know one another, why don’t you tell me what Mary means?” he said, making conversation while he tried to figure out why he was having such a heightened emotional reaction to her presence.

Her tone became more excited, again as if she was appreciative of his attention. “It has several meanings. In Hebrew, there are variations which translate to ‘bitterness.’ I prefer the meaning from the Christian tradition which means ‘beloved lady’.”

She met his gaze as she spoke the final words and then quickly looked away. Conan paused for a moment. Was she trying to make a personal advance? No, he must have imagined it. After all, they had only just met, barely spoken to each other for more than a few minutes. He told himself he was reading too much into this meeting, confusing it with the other thoughts in his head. Her look meant nothing. If they were anywhere outside the work environment, he might have considered reading more into it, but they were just two colleagues making conversation.

“It’s good to see you have a hobby,” he said.

“I have many hobbies,” she said. Her tone was neutral, but the way she lowered her gaze as she passed the comment made it sound mysterious.

Conan decided against pursuing any further discussion about their private lives. It was best to keep their relationship as professional as possible. Becoming friendly too soon always made it unnecessarily complicated to let people go, and it had already been decided that either Mary or Ryan would be let go.

If she’d done her homework on his name, he was sure she was aware of Elite’s policy about recruiting and retaining interns. It wasn’t like they made a secret of it.

A secret... his mind immediately followed that thread. The thing that bothered him about Mary was she struck him as a woman with secrets, like she had something to hide.

Keeping the conversation strictly about business, they talked about work and what was expected of her. As Conan went over the Farm World account he had assigned to her, he got a better chance to look her over. Multitasking had never been an issue for him, so while his mouth talked about work, his mind was busy visualising, stripping away her mask.

If her current appearance was deliberate, what would she look like if she allowed her femininity to shine? He let down her hair, letting it frame her heart-shaped face and spill down her shoulders and back. He removed her glasses and added touches of make-up to bring out the best in her features. She had large eyes, a slender nose and small, but full lips. By the way her blouse hung from her shoulders, he was sure she had generous breasts which would complete a mouth-watering figure, as her skirt couldn’t conceal her slender waist and the curve of her hips. As he started undoing the buttons of her high-necked blouse, he felt his pulse accelerate and his cock throb as it stiffened. He was grateful his desk was solid black, not like the glass walls of the office.

“Are you all right, Mr Reid?” she asked.

Conan realised he had paused mid-sentence. Damn, undoing the buttons of her blouse had rendered him speechless. Mary had a very good disguise indeed. It would fool most men, but not him. Underneath her matronly exterior was a very beautiful woman, trying very hard not to look it.

He apologised and continued to talk about work, which was hard with a dry mouth. Now he had visualised her this way, he could not unsee it. She was undeniably drop-dead gorgeous. If she were to realise her potential, she would be the kind of woman that gave men heart attacks along with the hardest erections of their lives.

He tried to let reason speak louder than his cock. Perhaps she didn’t want her looks to interfere with her career. Maybe she was in a relationship with a jealous partner who didn’t want other men, or women, lusting after her. Maybe this was entirely his imagination and his first assumption had been correct: she simply didn’t know how to make the best of herself.

He passed her a folder and she took it. As he took in the details of her hand he had the answer. Although she wore no nail polish, her nails were expertly shaped and manicured. Mary was burying her beauty underneath the guise of an innocent, plain wallflower. It took an effort of will not to examine the rest of her body as she exited his office.

At the start of the day, he’d felt the longing for another conquest like a dull ache. After meeting Mary, it had become a ravenous desire.

He couldn’t stop the thoughts now circling his mind. What would it be like to unmask Mary, to take her to bed and treat her to experiences like she’d never had before? She was exactly the type of woman he would have looked for five years ago: beautiful, demure, so ripe for the taking, a submissive drawn to a dominant for a night of decadent and devilish delights. If he was still the man he had been five years ago, he wouldn’t have hesitated to make the first move now.

He stuffed down the idea, even though his cock was keen to pursue it further... much further. No, he had to let the idea go. It was wrong on so many levels. He was Mary’s manager. He was married to Samantha. He had responsibilities.

Reaching into his pocket, he found his wedding band. It was still tight as he eased it onto his finger. Of course, there was a final deal-breaker. If Mary was as submissive as she appeared, she wouldn’t stand a chance against Ryan. In a few weeks, he would have to let her go. There could never be anything between them ever.


— SIX —

Even though his brain had told him to drop the subject cold, his cock remained in firm disagreement. Literally. He had to carefully nurse it all the way home without suffering the embarrassment men face if they are aroused in public.

As he threw open the apartment door he saw Samantha leaning over the breakfast bar with her nose in her laptop. She had a half-full glass of red wine beside it. Her cornflower blue skirt, like all her clothes, was tailored to accentuate the best aspects of her figure, which right now were the two beautiful round cheeks of her bottom pointed in his direction. His firm cock cranked up a few degrees at the sight of it. At the same time, he couldn’t help but pause to make the comparison between the sight before him and Mary with her choice of unflattering attire.

Samantha glanced in his direction and asked him about his day. He took off his jacket and threw it over the back of the couch without saying a word. She was absorbed by the laptop, so he padded across the carpet to stand behind her. He placed his hands carefully on her hips and drew her close. She let out a soft sigh and stood erect to press her body to his. He ran his hands down over her thighs and then gently upwards over her stomach to her breasts, feeling their softness through the firm embrace of her bra. She murmured a protest but her body said otherwise.

He held her close and swept her hair aside so he could kiss her neck while his hands continued to explore everything he could reach. Samantha didn’t have a particular weakness to his touch: she responded to any caress, as long as he was gentle. For a man of his sexual preferences and tastes, touching a woman with such restraint had been a difficult skill to master.

Their first lovemaking had been so gentle and tender, he’d handled her like a delicate flower, in case she might lose her petals if he stroked her too hard.

She had spun quite a web for him five years ago. Not only had she made him wait a week to see her for dinner, but their romancing had gone on for torturous long weeks before she had even let him kiss her. They hadn’t consummated the relationship for another three months after that and by then he had realised he was in so deep he couldn’t simply write her off and move on. Nor did he want to.

The deal had been sealed at the ‘meet the parents interview.’ Arnold had taken a shine to him. As a shrewd businessman, he was equally concerned about succession planning as his daughter’s happiness. On paper, Conan was a great match: he had a solid career with a reputable firm and the kind of good looks needed to breed beautiful grandchildren. Over brandy and cigars in Arnold’s personal library, they had closed the deal to have Elite Marketing represent Keane Corporation. With a subtle wink, Arnold had inferred there were much greater rewards in store if Conan treated his daughter right. He had backed this up with an unveiled threat about what would happen if Conan did anything to hurt Samantha.

From that moment, she became his porcelain doll, to be handled with absolute reverence in case she should develop even the smallest crack. He quickly mastered the art of keeping her happy, both in and out of the bedroom.

However, the wolf had been hidden away for too long. His lust for much more intense intimate acts was burning through his soul. Why should he deny himself? It was torture living like a saint. As he tasted the sweetness of her mouth, he gripped her tighter, letting her know this embrace was more than the flirtatious greeting of lovers, that he wanted it to go further, to an experience they had never shared before.

She responded to his assertive hold, melting into his embrace and kissing him as she had done earlier that morning, long and deep, exploring his mouth with her tongue. Lifting her under her bottom, he pulled her to him so she could wrap her legs around him, with his swollen cock pressed to her sex, separated only by their clothes. Kissing like first time lovers, he carried her up the stairs to their bedroom and laid her on their plush super king bed. She was flushed and breathing heavily, her lithe body taunting him with the possibility of forbidden pleasures.

He slipped off his tie and looped it in his hand. It had been five years since he’d last done this, but his hands remembered the technique as if it had only been a day. Silk was perfect, soft and strong, allowing him to bind a woman’s hands tightly without causing her discomfort or cutting off the circulation. All he had to do was slip the loop over one wrist, turn her on her back and she would be his captive, at his mercy, ready to be devoured.

Damn, he needed to take her to places she’d never experienced, to heights of pleasure and pain she probably wasn’t aware were possible. Perhaps he could start slowly and introduce her to dominance and submission by degrees. Surely she wouldn’t find a playful paddling too much to bear. He climbed onto the bed and slipped the tie around one wrist. Her eyes switched from their dreamy state to a strong, focused glare.

“What are you doing, Con?” she said, with a playful laugh that was disguising concern. She pulled her hand free. “Are you trying to tie me up?”

“Yes,” he said. “I want you all to myself.”

Her hands went to his chest, feeling the hardness of his pectoral muscles, gliding down his washboard stomach to his cock. “But then I wouldn’t be able to touch you.”

“Maybe it’ll be more exciting if you can’t,” he said, trying to get her hand in the silken loop.

Her mood shifted in entirely the wrong direction. “Stop it! You know I don’t like any of that weird kinky stuff!”

He wanted to protest, to tell her it wasn’t weird at all, but she was absolutely opposed to the idea. Not wanting to give up without trying, he ran his hands along her waist the way she liked to be touched. “How do you know if you’ve never tried?” he asked.

“I know!” she said. “And since when did you become interested in it?”

“I thought it might spice up our sex life,” he said, releasing the zip on her skirt.

She gripped his wrist, stopping him from going any further. “What’s wrong with our sex life?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly. She wasn’t having any of it and he was treading on dangerous ground. “Sometimes I just need you so badly it brings out—”

“The barbarian?” She stared at him for a moment, then broke into her soft, melodic laugh.

Conan winced inwardly. Why did she have to bring that up again? At least her mood was heading in the right direction again. “It makes me go a bit wild,” he said. “Seeing you lying there like that, well...”

She grabbed him by his collar and pulled him close to her lips. “Why don’t you tame the beast and make love to me?” She grabbed the tie and threw it across the room before pressing her mouth to his again.

They rolled about, undressing one another like hormone-fuelled teenagers discovering the joy of making out. Her hands were all over his body, squeezing softly, appreciating the hard contours.

He worked his way from her mouth down her body, kissing her neck, suckling her hard nipples, working his way across her stomach to the soft blond curls covering the opening to her sex. She didn’t need the wetness of his mouth to prepare her for his cock. She was already moist. He flicked her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. She moaned as he hit the right spot. He took her fully in his mouth, switching between sucking and licking as deep as his tongue could reach. He could taste her flowing juices and feel the heat building in her sex.

“Oh, Con, stop teasing and get on with it!” she said, moaning and running her fingers through his hair.

He laced his fingers with hers and pressed them to the sheets as he entered her. He was sure she would feel like they were holding hands, but it was sufficient enough to satisfy his urge to make her his captive. Damn, it would be such a turn-on if she struggled now, lying naked underneath him, pinned to the bed while he drove himself deep inside her, filling her with his cock.

He had always loved her body. It was so firm, so ripe for all manner of pleasure and pain, yet he’d had to lock those fantasies away in his imagination. Before he realised he was no longer filling her with long, slow strokes, the wild animal broke loose with a lust to play rough. He gave in to the need and thrust deep, giving her the full length and girth of his cock in long, powerful strokes.

She cried out and pulled her hands free so she could push him away. “Jesus, Con! Be careful! You’re much larger than the average man and it hurts when you do that.”

It hurt? He’d never known, but then again, she’d always insisted their lovemaking was gentle, always taken him inside her carefully, controlling his rhythm, speed and the force of each stroke. It wasn’t unpleasant, but she made love like she was afraid she would break something. The idea his cock could give her pleasure and pain was quite exciting. However, she had made herself quite clear. There would be no sampling of any flavour other than vanilla.

“Sorry,” he said, planting several soft kisses on her face. When he felt her relax he worked his way to her lips. She dissolved into him again. He drew himself up and over her, with his knees either side of her open legs. She grasped his shaft and eased him inside. In this position, he couldn’t give her his full length which helped him to resist the urge to thrust deep. Still, it remained as much of a mental effort as a physical one.

He rocked back and forth, filling her with his cock while he massaged her clitoris with the pad of his thumb. In moments, she was sighing, then moaning. He felt her pussy clench around his cock, growing suddenly hot and flooding with juice as she orgasmed. He continued to ride her, sustaining her pleasure. She clenched the sheets and let out a long satisfied sigh as she came again, stronger this time, her juices drenching the sheets.

He closed his eyes and worked his way to his own climax. It felt like treading a tightrope, so he allowed his mind to take him to the place that satisfied his desire. When he finally came, it was more a relief than the intense pleasure of unbridled lovemaking.

As he opened his eyes and looked into hers, he hoped she wouldn’t be able to read his thoughts. If she did, she would discover that to achieve his climax, he had been thinking about performing very different sexual acts... with someone else.


— SEVEN —

Over the course of the week, Conan did his best to focus on keeping his head in the right place, which was doing his job, loving Samantha and enjoying the fruits of everything he had worked so hard to get. They had made love three times since the incident with his tie. Each time, he had been gentle and attentive without a hint or mention of other possibilities in the bedroom. At least it felt more spontaneous than their normal routine of ‘once a week on a Saturday night.’

Perhaps they had just needed a spark to revitalise the passion they had felt during the early stages of their relationship. Back then, irrespective of her father’s warning, he had enjoyed the thrill of the chase, the way she had made him work for every small advancement in their relationship. It had been quite clear she wanted him just as much as he wanted her, but she had been determined he won her, refusing to give herself to him freely.

Hindsight was a blessing and a curse. How had it taken him five years to realise that Samantha just wasn’t the submissive type? As he thought about their lovemaking, he knew that no matter what he did, she never would be. She had been born to privilege. It wasn’t in her nature to submit.

He’d kept his wedding ring firmly planted on his finger and stopped wearing his tie so its true purpose wasn’t front and centre in his thoughts. It was foolish to entertain the idea he could somehow revive the pleasures he’d experienced as a single man. Samantha was his wife. The past was the past. Here, now, he was going to behave and be good.

He decided to bury himself in his work as therapy, focusing on maintaining the numbers that had him in line for making partner. Work would have to provide the satisfaction he was missing so much in the bedroom.

He swallowed a mouthful of too-hot coffee and relished the burn as it went down. There was nothing like a bit of pain to get his brain in gear. He breezed through his morning schedule with this newfound determination, compiling the briefs for his team, including the new interns. With a spring in his step, he personally distributed them to his team. It felt good to have focus, to close off any opportunity for a distracting thought to take control of his mind.

Reaching the end of the open-plan office where the creative team worked, he arrived at Ryan and Mary’s desks. Mary had been given the Farm World account and that was more work than one person could reasonably manage. He still thought she was behind in the odds against Ryan, but that was no reason to overburden her. They didn’t set people up to fail. It was bad business and could cost the company an account. Losing any account would be a strike against his name when it came time for the partners to vote on his future.

He handed Ryan a brief for a new account and was talking him through it when his neck prickled. When he looked over his shoulder he saw Mary look away. Then she glanced back, a telltale sign she had been watching him.

He went back to briefing Ryan but kept her in his peripheral vision. She was pretending to read a document, but her eyes were on him, running the length of his body, dwelling for much longer than they should on certain zones. He felt like he was being undressed, which was unusual to be on the receiving end of for once, but it was also quite arousing. He’d entertained many appreciative looks from women over the years, but never one that went to such detailed scrutiny. He liked it much more than he should, but he forced himself to put it aside. He didn’t need the distraction after making such a positive start at being good.

Throughout the morning, he noticed Mary passing his office, pausing to talk to people, always so she was facing him from behind the glass wall, taking furtive glances at him whenever possible. The manager in him wondered how much work she was actually getting done. He hadn’t seen Ryan at all since he’d dropped off the morning’s work. At this rate, Mary was on an express ride out the door.

However, the wolf in him was enjoying her obvious fascination with him, making him hungrier by the moment for the pleasures he had forsaken. He needed answers to both questions, professional and personal.

He positioned the guest chair opposite his desk in a place that should invite her to sit down. It was a simple, subtle test, but one that would speak volumes. Then he messaged her, asking for an update on her progress with the Farm World account.

She was at his door in minutes, knocking politely and waiting to be admitted. He waved her in. She crossed the carpet, still with her eyes lowered, so submissive from head to foot that it made his groin ache.

She laid a folder on his desk. “The update you requested, Mr Reid.” She remained standing, next to the chair. If she was relaxed in his company, she would have taken a seat. Or, she was waiting for him to invite her to sit, eager to receive an order and for him to give it. It was difficult to suppress a satisfied smile.

“Conan,” he corrected. The wolf in him was salivating at her display of formal obedience. He immediately started to imagine what it would sound like to hear her call him ‘sir,’ and he had to force himself to change his train of thought before the idea ran its full course.

Mary repeated his name, saying it slowly and softly as if it might sting her if she were to get it wrong in any way. He flipped through the folder, seeing she was entirely up-to-date with her work. She’d kept on top of it well. It would be interesting to see how it measured up with Ryan’s work, which had so far been first class.

“Thank you, Mary. I’ll let you get back to it,” he said, with a dismissive nod.

“Thank you, Mr... Conan,” she replied, looking like she didn’t want to leave. As he turned his attention back to his work, she finally did, giving him one brief, but longing look as she closed the door behind her.

He wondered if he had managed to confirm anything. Yes, she was clearly submissive and obedient, but most new employees were eager to please too. That would also account for her behaviour. It left him feeling confused, aroused and agitated. He was probably analysing the situation too much, allowing his personal cravings to get in the way of his better judgement.

“I have to be good,” he said slowly through clenched teeth.

During the team meeting later in the day, he felt her eyes on him again, watching him even when he wasn’t speaking. Looking around the table, he took a mental photograph of her expression as he glanced at her. She was a picture of concentration, embedding the features of his face into her memory as if she were studying for a test. Her eyelids were still lowered in the telltale look of longing. There could be no doubt about it now. She was harbouring feelings for him that went much further than a passing schoolgirl crush.

He concentrated on the business discussion as the thoughts of undressing her again sprang so tantalisingly into his mind. The boardroom table was glass and wouldn’t offer the same concealment as his office desk if he were to become aroused, which was dangerously close. His cock felt swollen, on the verge of a full-blown erection that would not go away until completely satisfied in the manner he desired. How lucky to be a woman and suffer only a little moisture between the legs if this happened in a public place. Before he could suppress this train of thought, he wondered if Mary was wet at this moment.

Unconsciously he turned to look at her. As he did, she took off her glasses, looked up and their eyes met and locked. Her lips parted as if ready to receive a kiss. All of a sudden, he felt like they were the only two people in the room, all other sight and sound fading away. They held eye contact for much too long, the period reserved exclusively for the intimacy of lovers. Conan felt his temperature rising. Damn, this was no mere connection, it was mutual hot-blooded lust.

He heard someone speak his name, shattering the moment beyond repair. It came as a crushing disappointment coupled with welcome relief, giving him a chance to gather his wits.

Mary was such a mystery. Any woman with feelings for a man would turn on her feminine charms, so why did she dress and behave like an old maid? He could only assume she knew he was married and was therefore keeping her distance for fear of being rejected. It hadn’t stopped other women though. He’d been propositioned by more women than he could recall, even when his wedding band had been plainly visible on his hand. Those eager to have him were quite willing to test the strength of his relationship with Samantha. To date, none had been worth it.

As he returned to his office, his head was thick with emotion about the moment with Mary. It had been electric, just like her blue eyes, revealed at last from behind the walls of her glasses. Sweet, submissive Mary was smitten with him. Perhaps she saw him as a good, but unattainable catch. Perhaps she was a hopeless romantic. If only she knew what a romantic encounter with him would actually be like. He couldn’t help smiling at the thought as he reclined into his chair. The innocent ones were always the best, always looking so helpless once they had been tied up, so utterly at his mercy, entirely unaware of what would come next.

To date, none had been worth it... until now. Could he have her for one night and settle his ravenous hunger? She wasn’t going to last at the firm anyway. It wouldn’t be long before the decision was made to keep Ryan and let her go. He could have a little fun, dominate her will, make her beg him to take her to bed. One night, then he would cut all ties and never see her again. Yes, it could be done.

To hell with being good.


— EIGHT —

Over the next week, Conan created opportunities to spend more time with Mary without overplaying his hand or doing anything that might make his colleagues start to whisper around the water cooler. It was the beginning of her training, giving her the attention she desired from him, then taking it away to leave her wanting more. Eventually, she would become desperate for him. It was only a matter of time.

Once she had reached that point, she would be primed and ready to do anything he wanted. If he was going to satisfy his hunger sufficiently enough to settle down and be good with Samantha, this needed to be a slow seduction with a magnificent climax, not a casual one night stand. It had to be perfect, leaving Mary eternally grateful that she had been able to fully please his darkest desires, if only for one night.

He had to take no chances about keeping it secret and that meant tidying up all the loose ends. He’d make a few discreet calls to make sure she was quickly employed at another firm and much too busy to be pursuing him. There had been others who had managed to track him down, desperate to have him back in their bed. It had been different back then though. He had been a free agent with nothing to lose. Now his planning had to be better than when he had been at his absolute best.

There was no doubt about their chemistry. Her body language, especially her eyes, spoke volumes, even though she remained coy and demure. If he held her gaze for too long, she would avert her face to hide her obvious delight. When she spoke, she was often slightly breathless as if her pulse was racing. It was difficult to keep his excitement contained, and doubly so because their mounting lust was still undeclared, but definitely real.

During the week he’d felt physically and mentally like he was five years younger again. He had more energy and was working out harder than ever before. His mind was sharp and focused. This was the edge he had been missing. The wolf was back on the hunt and it felt great.

He hadn’t taken to wearing a tie again, but he had his favourite solid silver-grey silk tie rolled up in his right hand jacket pocket where it could easily be retrieved.

Her first performance appraisal was due too, a timely collision for his professional and personal goals. As part of her training, she had to learn the consequences of not pleasing him, that it would lead to punishment. With only one night together, he needed her fully primed for the bedroom. His mind was awash with the thought of all the fun he could have with her. There were so many possibilities and if this were to be the last time, it would have to be the most memorable of all.

He booked a small meeting room with frosted glass walls for privacy. It wasn’t completely shielded from an outside observer, but anyone passing at the key moment, the end of their meeting, would only assume he was comforting an upset employee.

The adrenaline buzz at the thought of being able to dominate her for the first time set his pulse racing. Damn, he’d missed this so much. If only they weren’t in an office and were somewhere private. Instead of having a formal discussion about her work, he’d put her over his knee and paddle her round bottom till it was pink.

He kept his body language open and relaxed as Mary arrived. He noticed her nostrils flare and a brief nervous smile. He indicated she should sit. She did, keeping her back straight and legs pressed together. She was so obedient, so easy to train. He went through the required preamble, detailing the process and desired outcomes. His heart rate accelerated as he moved on to the next stage, letting her know she had displeased him.

He fixed her with smouldering brown eyes. “Your work needs improving. It’s not up to the standard we expect.”

In truth, he was being hard on her. There was nothing wrong with her work. He needed to get under her skin, to bend her to his will.

She blinked slowly. “What exactly has been wrong with it?”

Conan studied her face, waiting to see if a crack would appear. She was a picture of calm. He revised his analysis. She was a picture of sexy calm. Damned sexy calm. Dominating her while he was impeded with business rules and regulations was frustrating, but there was no alternative, at least, not yet. Their time in the bedroom would come.

He pressed her harder, bringing up her work on his laptop and taking it apart piece by piece, just as he wanted to undress her one item of clothing at a time, leaving her naked, completely at his mercy. She listened without saying a word.

Without showing any emotion, he pushed the box of tissues on the table towards her. She wouldn’t be the first intern he’d made cry. Her hands remained where they were, gently resting on her lap.

“So,” he said in summary, “I’m going to put ‘must try harder’ on your performance appraisal. I’m sure you’re aware this affects your chances of securing a permanent position here.”

She pursed her lips, holding her face in check, containing her feelings. Conan suppressed a smile, certain she was about to crack. She looked down and he expected to see tears splash onto her lap. Then she looked up, meeting his gaze. There were no tears in her eyes at all.

“No,” she said, her voice soft and serene. “That’s not what’s going to happen. You’ve had me writing product descriptions for a farming supplier. It’s junior work, hardly worthy of my talents.”

Conan narrowed his gaze. She was blatantly defying him. Had he underestimated the ease with which he had trained her thus far?

“Although, I have discovered that farmers get to play with some very interesting toys,” Mary continued. “Here’s what you’re going to put in your appraisal: I recommend we offer her a senior position with a salary to match.”

Conan recoiled. “Didn’t you hear what I said?”

She nodded, not letting him escape her gaze. “All of it. Every word. Spoken and unspoken. It’s the unspoken part which interests me most... coming from a married man.”

Conan opened his mouth to retort and realised he didn’t know what to say. She had artfully declared she was aware of their mutual attraction without actually putting it into words.

“I knew you wouldn’t deny it.” Mary stood up, smoothing the creases from her skirt in one elegant motion. “I’d send that off right away if you don’t want any awkward questions being raised around the office. And as you’ve given me the afternoon off, I’m going to go shopping to celebrate my promotion.” She turned and waved with a cute waggle of her fingers over her shoulder, not bothering to close the door behind her.

Conan took a moment to process what had just happened. Sweet, innocent Mary clearly wasn’t as sweet and innocent as he had first thought. She knew he wanted her and not just for her skills in the office.

It made him wonder who had been driving the relationship thus far. This play couldn’t have been a gamble on her part. If she’d been wrong, she would have lost everything she’d strived to achieve. She had too much to lose by making a bad judgement call. Therefore, she must have been confident he wouldn’t dismiss her because she knew how much he had to lose too.

She’d played him well, forcing him to choose between her and Ryan, or lose any chance of having her in bed. She had been waiting for the right moment to reveal herself, to play her hand. He had presented it to her on a platter, just sat there and confirmed she was right. Who had been training whom? The rose had thorns after all.

He let out a slow breath. Damn, he was out of practice. He should have seen it coming. She might have won this round, but the match was far from over. He closed his eyes and pictured her face, her body, what she might look like naked and all the things he would like to do with her when he had her to himself. Then he typed an email to human resources recommending she was given an immediate promotion and a pay rise.

“Game on,” he said, clicking send.


— NINE —

The next day, Ryan was given the order to pack up his desk. The fact Mary was now a permanent employee was merely a challenge, not a setback in Conan’s plans. Now he knew there was much more to her than met the eye, he preferred it this way. Up to her performance appraisal, it had been too easy. Greater challenges brought greater rewards and when he claimed his prize, it would be all the sweeter.

When the time was right, he’d have her eating out of his palm or from anywhere else that pleased him. Then he would break off the relationship and quietly move her on, preferably to another city where she would be far from making any reappearance in his life. It helped to know people with influence and power.

Mary was certainly special. He hadn’t felt this excited about a woman for a very long time. While he liked the idea of having something on the side who could satisfy him in a way Samantha never would, the risk of an affair becoming public was just too risky. The consequences of Samantha finding out would tear his life apart. He’d worked too hard for too long to make it this far. They could never share more than one night together.

He hadn’t been alone with Mary since her performance appraisal, so their conversations had been matter of fact. She’d been a picture of professionalism and hadn’t given anything else away. It felt like a tense truce between competitors, strategising when and where to make the next move.

He was making a coffee in the staff lounge when she walked in. The room was typically deserted outside the hours when people took meal breaks. Conan often used it to get some time to himself, for a chance to escape from always being on show in a glass office. It helped that the leather couches were comfortable and ideal for stretching out.

He met her gaze and broke the ice from their previous private meeting with an exchange of pleasantries. He noticed she now used his first name without hesitation, but the way she used it was like the way people use their lover’s name during foreplay, as if the sensual part of her had been awoken. He breathed slowly and tried to quell his excitement. She had such lovely lips which puckered as she spoke. He wondered what it would be like to recline in one of those leather couches, to have her on her knees with his cock in her small mouth.

“I know what you’re thinking. I can read you like a book,” she said.

“Is that right.” He chided himself internally for responding in a defensive manner. It would only confirm that she was right. At least he had managed to answer her challenge as a dismissal and not a question.

“Would you like me to describe what was going on inside your head?” she said, wetting her lips with her tongue.

He waved dismissively as if it didn’t matter to him either way.

“You were imagining taking me over to that black leather couch in the corner. I know you like that one. Before you sat down, I was lowering myself onto my knees, slowly unzipping your pants, pulling them down and then your briefs. While you reclined and closed your eyes, you felt the curtain of my hair over your stomach, the warmth of my hot mouth gently kissing your bare skin as I worked my way down to your swollen cock. Then you felt me take your head in my mouth, slowly sucking it, tasting the first of your salty juices in my mouth, wiping them clean with my tongue.” She paused. “How close am I?”

Conan responded with a nonchalant shrug. This was a bold move indeed, to speak so directly to his hidden fantasies. Although, he was secretly conceding that she had been right in her performance appraisal about having her talent wasted. She had quite a way with words. Why was he wasting her abilities on the Farm World account?

Mary’s tone was richly seductive. She seemed to be enjoying herself. “You felt me slowly take you deeper into my mouth, your balls tightening with the growing need to cum. You felt my long nails grazing your legs as I gripped your thighs to take you deeper into my mouth. As I sucked you, taking you for longer, going deeper each time, your desire to cum was starting to make your balls ache. Then I took them into my mouth, one at a time, sucking until they were at bursting point. Shall I go on?”

“Why not?” he replied, trying to keep cool, but he was feeling his blood flow hot.

Mary smiled. “Finally, you were imagining me taking you all the way, right to the back of my throat, sucking your entire length in my hot, wet mouth, eagerly, hungrily, wanting to make you cum.”

She approached him, standing as close as possible without actually touching him. He could smell her scent: roses, naturally. She was looking up at him, maintaining eye contact. He longed for her to take her glasses off as she had done at the meeting, so he could drown in the azure pools of her eyes. Whether she actually needed glasses or not, she didn’t need to look down to see he was hard as hell.

“You’ve never known such intense pleasure, never felt the need to cum so desperately. With my hand massaging your rock hard balls, urging them to release every last drop, with your cock deep in my throat, you cum harder than ever before, shooting creamy jets into my mouth, feel me drink it all, sucking you long after you’ve finished so not a single drop escapes.”

Conan was flushed and finding it difficult to keep his composure. He wasn’t hot for Mary any more, he was going mad for her.

“Mmm...” she said and swallowed. “I must say, you have a rather vivid imagination.” She raised her precisely shaped eyebrows. “You want me. You want me to do that to you. Desperately. Don’t deny it.”

There was no point in denying it. It had to be declared eventually. Conan simply wanted to drive the relationship so Mary was properly prepared for their liaison. However, she seemed determined to set the pace.

“If that were ever to happen, it would happen when I gave you permission and not before. I would have to punish you for assuming otherwise.”

She didn’t let go of his gaze. “You’re a very bad boy, Conan Reid. What would your wife say if she found out you were having thoughts like that... about me?”

It was time to dial it back a notch and take the upper hand.

“I see through you too,” he said. “I know what you’re hiding beneath your matronly disguise. You may fool everyone else with your sweet and innocent act, but not me.”

Mary smiled briefly. “So, we both wear disguises to hide our true nature. Does your wife know there’s a wolf hiding inside that expensive suit?”

“I’m just living up to my name.”

“What is it with men and your need to conquer women?” Her gaze was magnetic and he couldn’t look away. Damn, what would he have to do to wake up in the morning and see her looking at him that way? “Or perhaps it’s about conquering women who aren’t willing or available,” she continued. “Feel free to disagree.”

He felt suddenly exposed, like she could actually read his mind or hear his thoughts. He hoped his face wasn’t giving away the fact that she was right. He thought fast on his feet, trying to divert the conversation away from the fact that his desire for her was mounting by the minute. He wouldn’t be the first man to have an affair and certainly not the last. There were at least three others at the firm he knew about. He really had to have her now. She was driving him crazy.

“You can’t help yourselves, can you? Poor men... you just can’t stop making cum. When your balls are so full of it, you’re driven crazy with lust until you get release. Then your body starts making more and it happens all over again. It sets you on an endless quest to get satisfaction, but it’s an appetite that can never be sated. So you crave ever more exotic pleasures, hoping you’ll eventually find fulfillment. Let’s face it, a picture of a naked girl and your right hand really doesn’t cut it, does it?”

“You’ve clearly given this some thought,” he said.

She lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “How often do you need to cum, Conan? Once a week? Every day? More?”

He loomed over her, using his height to assert his dominance. “I cum when I’m ready.” She let out an oddly girlish giggle. “What’s your point with all this?”

“Patience, darling. If you’ve been paying attention, you’ll know you need a very special woman to give you the kind of satisfaction you crave. Evidently Samantha doesn’t.”

Damn, she was playing a strong hand. He decided it was time to act unimpressed. “And you could?”

“Oh, I know how to satisfy any man’s cravings. I’m not just another conquest who you use once and then discard because you’re bored. I can take you places you’ve never imagined, over and over again... but I don’t think you could handle me.”

Conan snorted a laugh. “I could handle you just fine.” Handling her would start with some solid punishment for her insolence, but he left that point unsaid. Hell he was hard. His hand went to his pocket to feel the soft silk of his tie. He was willing and ready to go right now if it were possible. “I know you want me just as much.” He’d said it. It was now out in the open.

“I do,” she purred, “but are you willing to accept a challenge?”

Conan shot her a curt nod.

“Confident! I do so like a confident man. I knew from the moment we met there was a special bond between us. Are you sure you’re willing to find out if I’m right?”

“I don’t think you know me as well as you think you do,” he replied.

“I know if I give you one night, before I’d even finished with you, I’d have you worshipping me, willing to let me do whatever I please to you. And you’d thank me for it and call me your beloved.”

Conan noted how she emphasised the word, reminding him of their initial conversation about the meanings of names. Had she forgotten he was the wolf? No, she had mentioned that before.

Having taken her mask off, this new Mary, or rather true Mary, was addling his brain. Damn, he liked her sassy attitude though. It would make handling her all the sweeter. If she liked confident men, he adored a woman who needed a firm hand to be put in her place. She was going to have to work hard for her rewards. “We’ll see about that,” he said dismissively.

She blew him a tiny kiss just as another staff member strolled into the room. “You might need to do something about that,” she whispered, glancing down, “before it gets embarrassing.”

Moving aside, she left him totally exposed, his bulging erection visible like a beacon on a moonless night. He quickly swivelled away, busying himself with the coffee machine until his arousal calmed down.

When he turned back, Mary had gone. He snorted a soft laugh and shook his head. She seemed determined to excite and infuriate him at the same time. All the better.


— TEN —

Now the three surviving interns were full employees, Elite Marketing held their annual barbecue as an opportunity for an informal get-together. It was always held at the managing partner’s property. He had an Arts and Crafts homestead with palatial grounds by the lake. Today, the orange tiled roof was in direct contrast to the solid blue sky. The white walls, with batons picked out in black, reflected the sunlight as if it were a modern magical palace. It was a fine example of tasteful, classic architecture, but designed to impress.

Conan didn’t bother to lock the doors of their orange-gold Bentley Continental coupe. He waited while Samantha applied a fresh coat of lipstick and checked her make-up. Despite being an informal affair, she was wearing a navy blue Prada dress with flared sleeves and a subtly layered skirt. Conan had settled for a white shirt and pale blue jeans.

Soon they were mingling with the crowd on the rolling lawns. All the wives, husbands and partners knew one another well, so the air was thick with conversation. Samantha was in her element in these situations. She began to work the crowd like a princess, ensuring she spoke to everyone.

Conan accepted a cool bottle of beer from a waiter in whites. They too were dressed informally, which simply meant having an open collar rather than wearing a bow tie. Naturally, the managing partner wasn’t working the barbecue. That was being done by a grill master who owned a Michelin star restaurant in the city. Everyone was trying to impress, but trying hard not to look like they were trying to impress.

Conan refrained from sipping his drink. He was thirsty, but not for beer. His eyes flicked over the crowd until he found Mary. She was wearing a yellow summer dress, playfully decorated with red flowers. As he’d now come to expect from Mary, it was ankle length and without a waist, concealing the shape of her figure. Indeed, everyone was dressed to impress, with the sole exception of Mary. It gave Conan a new appreciation for the fashion designer’s talent for making clothes that flattered the wearer, or not in Mary’s case. It was having the opposite effect on him though, arousing his appetite, making him hungry for the tender flesh concealed beneath.

Mary was talking to Caroline, a usually timid young woman who assisted the IT department. Caroline hadn’t been blessed with good looks, but unlike Mary, she had dressed to make the best of herself with olive green, fitted pants and a short black blouse that showed off her flat stomach. She looked quite sweet with her mousy hair down. Together, they were quite the pair.

Mary looked back at him and their eyes met, connecting powerfully as they had now done many times. Then her attention returned to Caroline. She appeared to excuse herself and wandered off as if admiring the trees, gardens and expanses of lawn.

Conan watched her go. Before she disappeared into a copse of trees shielding the gardens from the cool breeze that blew off the lake, she looked directly at him again. He knew it was an invitation of some kind and didn’t hesitate to sneak away from the party.

He walked in the opposite direction towards the house, where he could double back behind the trees and follow her unseen. His pulse raced as he walked briskly along the lakefront path. There hadn’t been a single opportunity to be alone with her since their vivid encounter in the staff room. They had both taken pains to keep their now declared lust hidden. Any conversation between them had been all business. Now he was eager to put pleasure first.

He found her standing beside a wooden gazebo with lattice walls covered with ivy. She was looking out across the lake, but turned to face him as if she knew he was there. He put his still untouched beer on a small picnic table inside the gazebo.

“How’s your imagination today?” she said by way of greeting.

“Active,” he replied.

The corners of her lips turned up in a mischievous smile. “An active imagination is supposed to be healthy, but it’s so disappointing to keep delicious fantasies locked away in your head. I’m sure you’d rather experience them for real.”

Conan glanced inside the gazebo and back towards the house. They were sufficiently out of sight of the gathering. Could he take her right now? He’d come unprepared with nothing to tie her hands or muffle her mouth if she were to make any noise that might attract attention. Hell, it was risky. The blood pulsed in his temples, burned through his body as he tried to weigh up the risk versus the reward.

“I don’t know what is real. You hide it away with your dowdy disguise,” he said, growling the words. He’d had enough of undressing her in his mind.

“Oh, it would be much too dangerous to take it off, especially for you.”

“Try me.”

Mary stepped into the gazebo and perched on the edge of the table. “You want to see what perfection looks like? Here? Now? If I do, I can’t take it back. It’ll drive you crazy, make you do whatever I want, make you burn for me... to become your beloved.”

Conan held back the need to tell her that he wanted to rip every inch of clothing from her body. He wanted it more than anything, but there was no way he was ever going to call her ‘beloved.’ He could break her. It was only a matter of time. Then he would have her.

“You should know that when I take off my disguise, I hide nothing at all.” Mary slowly gathered her skirt and began to lift it up. She exposed her feet and ankles. She wore a very flattering pair of yellow pumps that matched her skirt. As he had suspected from the start, she knew all too well how to make the best of herself. Her ankles were slender and inviting. Conan’s mouth watered. If the sight of her feet and ankles could have this effect on him, she was dangerously sexy indeed.

“It wasn’t so long ago that showing this much skin was considered indecent in public,” she said. “Any man lucky enough to get a flash of ankles could get quite aroused. Just as you are now. You hide it well, but I can see it in your eyes.”

Conan stepped forward, ready to speed up the show.

“I’m letting you look, not touch. If you take one step closer, I’ll scream ‘rape’ so loud, you’ll never live it down.”

Conan raised his hands in peace and remained at a safe distance. “I’ll behave,” he said, adding an unspoken ‘for now’ to his sentence.

She nodded approvingly and raised her skirt to her knees. Her calves were delicious, firm and shapely, the kind he could happily hold onto as he parted her legs. She was hiding a body that was as sexy as hell beneath her clothes. From the swelling in his pants, he wondered how long he could restrain himself from taking her right here and now.

He glanced up and saw she was intently observing his reactions, including the strong erection that had sprung up from the merest sight of her legs. She raised her skirt higher, revealing her thighs, pausing just before she bared her panties. Her thighs were just as scrumptious as the rest of her legs. Taking in the full view from her slender waist, to the curve of her hips and down her legs, she would drive men crazy if she wore a miniskirt or a pair of hot pants. It was most definitely the effect she was having on him now. His cock had gone from hard to throbbing. He couldn’t think straight, he was so consumed with lust.

“No comment?” she asked softly. Before he could react, she lifted her skirt to her waist and spread her legs.

Conan’s mouth immediately went bone dry. Not only was she not wearing any panties, but she also didn’t have a single hair on her pussy, the most exposed a woman’s sex can possibly be without soft curls to protect her modesty. His cock went from hard to engorged in a second. Hell, it was on right now! His heart raced. Did he have enough time to screw her senseless without getting caught? He stepped forward, but she stopped him with a raised hand.

“You didn’t believe me when I said I could get you to do anything for me, including call me your beloved. So I want you to take a good look, to see what’s between my legs. Look, Conan. There’s no need to use your imagination any more. Look at how smooth, hot and so very tight it is.”

She slowly parted her lips, revealing herself to him entirely. Damn, she was tight too. Her watermelon pink entrance was shaped like a teardrop, with tiny luscious labia pouting for a kiss. Her clit was a small, hard nubbin. He’d seen plenty of pussies in his time, but never one so damned perfect. His groin was throbbing at the sight of it. He’d never been brought so close to orgasm at the mere sight of a naked woman. It was like the first rush of teenage hormones all over again, the explosive need to cum at a lucky peak through a window of a girl undressing. However, this version had been cranked up to overdrive.

“Believe me now?” she purred. “Look at it, so perfect and tight that every thrust would be an effort. So tight it would squeeze your cock like no pussy you’ve ever experienced... or ever will. So tight it would leave you sore for days, aching from the effort of forcing yourself in and out of me. That’s what you want, isn’t it, Conan? To force yourself in and out of me... like a big, bad wolf.”

Conan couldn’t take the pressure in his pants. Hurriedly he tried to unzip them and free himself, but it was too late. After weeks of pent-up frustration, of desperate need to have her, his cock couldn’t take it any more. He felt the warm wet explosion in his pants and tried to suppress the grunt in his throat that followed the release.

Mary laughed. He wasn’t sure if she was amused, mocking him or actually enjoying herself. Perhaps it was all three. Dropping her skirt to cover herself, she slid off the table and approached him slowly.

“Ah, Conan, now you’ve seen perfection, you’ll think about me every time you jerk off, or every time you have sex with your wife. And when you cum, the only thing you’ll be able to think about is my perfect body. What other woman can make you feel the way I do? I am your beloved, whether you’ll admit it or not.”

Conan was speechless. Mary was close to him now, close enough that he could smell her, so feminine, like cinnamon and raspberries. Damn, she was irresistible.

“Until you accept that I’m the only woman who can fully satisfy you, until you call me beloved, that’s as close as you’re going to get to me.”

So, Mary was capable of taking control of these exchanges, but he would show her who was the real boss in the bedroom when the time came. She was certainly confident of her talents, but only he decided how he wanted to be satisfied. She’d caught him off guard, nothing more. If she continued to try to humiliate him, she would receive considerably more punishment than pleasure. He’d make it last for hours.

He knew he had to take back control of the situation. “You think you’ve got me all worked out. Believe me when I tell you the reality is quite different. Are you brave enough to find out?”

Mary held her composure, not showing even the slightest hint of doubt or trepidation at his challenge. Her lips parted slowly as she drew a breath, reminding him vividly once more of the perfect sight he’d seen between her legs.

Her voice was soft and breathy, but absolutely defiant. “Remember every detail, because you’re never going to get it... never going to know what it feels like to be inside me... how amazing it would make you feel... how totally satisfied. Now, every time you cum, you’ll only feel complete disappointment, because you’ll know you weren’t inside me.”

Conan drew a sharp breath. “Oh, I’ll have—”

“You might want to keep your voice down,” said Mary, glancing over his shoulder.

Conan turned and saw Samantha strolling across the lawn to meet them. He looked down at his pants. Why had he thought faded jeans were a good choice for a barbecue? The dark, telltale wet spot was clearly visible. He waved and tried to pull his face into a smile.

“Hey, babe,” he said, as she neared. “Come and meet Mary. She’s the new copywriter I was telling you about.” He introduced them with the customary swapping of names.

Mary held out her hand. “A pleasure to meet you, Samantha.”

“Likewise,” Samantha replied, taking her hand. “What happened to your pants, dear?”

Conan started. Damn, he didn’t realise it was that obvious. “Oh, I, ah... spilled my drink. Always hits that spot doesn’t it?” He forced out a chuckle.

Samantha looked at the still full bottle of beer resting on the picnic table. She picked it up and handed it to him. Conan took a long drink from the bottle, hoping the alcohol might numb his embarrassment and guilt. More than that, he hoped it would erase the memory Mary had etched in his mind, for the remainder of the party at least.

Mary let out a dreamy sigh. “We were just talking about the view. Samantha, don’t you think it’s just... perfect?”

As she emphasised the final word, all Conan could see was the vision of her exposed before him. He casually wiped his pants with the heel of his hand to hasten the drying out of the stain. The action did more harm than good, because he was swelling again at the thought of her.


— ELEVEN —

Conan had shared a very pleasant Saturday evening with Samantha, but he was finding it increasingly harder to conceal his distraction from her. She had done herself up as only she could, immaculate from head to toe in a fitted sapphire blue evening dress, and cooked him an excellent steak. Their conversation had been fragmented, jumping from one topic to another. He knew he had what meditation practitioners referred to as monkey mind.

After dinner, he nestled into the corner of their settee with his nose in the biography of a high profile sports star, while he finished the glass of Bordeaux which had accompanied the steak. However, his mind remained locked on another subject, not taking in the details of the book or the quality of the wine. It was the same subject that had dominated his thoughts since the work barbecue.

Samantha snuggled in beside him and rested her head on his shoulder. “What’s wrong, Con?” she said softly.

“Ah... nothing,” he said, turning a page. What could he say? Everything that had happened with Mary was a result of the fact he couldn’t share his unbridled desires in the bedroom with Samantha. They just weren’t made the same way, weren’t truly sexually compatible. He knew she could never understand what made him tick, so it was pointless to try to meet her on common ground. It would only destroy their relationship.

He wished there was a pill he could swallow to make it all better, but the only therapy that could remedy his condition was to have Mary. In all honesty, he wasn’t sure if one night with her would be enough to cure his cravings. What if she was right? What if she could satisfy him in ways Samantha never could? He felt like a man ripped in half, but forced to coexist in one body.

Samantha took the book from him and put it on the couch beside her where he couldn’t reach it. “You haven’t been quite yourself for weeks... since before your office party.”

“I’m just a bit distracted... work stuff. Nothing to worry about.”

She snuggled in close. “Want to talk about it?”

“No, it’s just work. You know, the pressure that comes with the drive to make partner.”

He felt her hand stroke the inside of his thigh, slowly working its way up to his groin.

“How about a distraction of another kind then?” She stroked his cock gently through his pants. Normally, he had no trouble getting stiff, but now it didn’t respond at all to her touch. She touched him more vigorously. “It has been weeks since we made love. Why don’t you take me upstairs?”

When he didn’t respond immediately, she unzipped his pants and pulled his cock free from his briefs. Hiking up her dress, she straddled him and planted her mouth on his while she tried to coax his erection to life. Her mouth was hot and eager, demanding satisfaction. Her hand was tight around his cock, eager to have him as ready as she was for sex. Still he couldn’t get hard.

He reached around her bottom and lifted her skirt to feel between her legs. Her panties were already damp with moisture. Pulling them aside, he felt his way through her damp curls to her clitoris. She released a soft moan between kisses as he found it.

As he massaged her, he couldn’t stop himself from making the comparison between Samantha and what he’d seen of Mary’s body. The memory of Mary with her skirt up around her waist and her legs spread wide immediately made him go hard.

Samantha let out an approving moan as she felt him stiffen, evidently thinking it was her efforts that had brought it on. Conan closed his eyes and tried to be fully with Samantha, but he couldn’t shake the vision of Mary baring herself to him. She was so damned sexy from waist to toe. What would she look like completely naked? The thought made his mouth water. He wanted to drive himself deep into her tight sex and feel it grip his cock as she had promised. Right now, there was nothing he wanted more than to have Mary underneath him, thrusting into her, making her take every inch of his cock over and over again.

He barely noticed as Samantha lowered herself onto him, easing him inside her wet warmth. She rocked her hips, taking him into her as deep as she could manage. He felt her hot breath on his neck, her lips on his earlobe as she started to nibble playfully. She began to pant and call out his name between moans.

He knew he should unzip her dress and slide it down so he could kiss her naked breasts, suckling her nipples the way she liked when she was riding him. His mind was racing, but it was focused solely on the thought of being with Mary. The rational part of his mind was feeling guilty for imagining being with another woman while he was making love to his wife, but the animal part, hungry for satisfaction, shoved it aside. The internal conflict left him in a strange state, mentally stimulated, but physically numb.

Samantha let out a long moan and he felt her grow hot and wet as she came. Normally it was enough to produce a reciprocal response or provide him with the stimulus to have his own orgasm, but he simply wasn’t feeling anything. Samantha continued to ride him, swivelling her hips to take him in and out of her in long strokes.

While she wasn’t interested in anything more than straight sex with a partner, he would never describe her as a bad lay. She knew how to make the best use of the tools in her box, but tonight, he felt like his ability to feel pleasure had been disconnected from the neck down.

She was trying her hardest to please him too. Sensing he wasn’t about to cum any time soon, she became more vigorous with her efforts, gripping the sofa above his shoulders so she could increase the speed of each penetration. Clearly she was enjoying it too, as she started to moan loudly. Then she wrapped an arm around his head and buried his face between her breasts as she came a second time, much stronger, her juices flooding him, her sex burning with the power of her orgasm. Yet, there was nothing happening for him at all.

Samantha continued to ride him, but slower now she was completely spent. “C’mon, Con,” she panted, “I’ve cum twice already. I don’t know if I can take much more.” He would never say she wasn’t a considerate lover either, making such an effort to see him achieve orgasm too.

He didn’t know what to say or do. He could hardly tell her the reason why he was only with her in body, that his mind was focused entirely on another woman. She eased herself off him and knelt between his legs. It immediately brought Mary’s fantasy to mind, the one she had described in such vivid detail in the staff lounge.

Samantha didn’t take him in her mouth though. She’d only ever done that a few times during the honeymoon phase. She took him with both hands and began to pump. The way he was feeling, or rather not feeling, if she took him in her mouth, it still wouldn’t make a difference.

He closed his eyes and immediately saw Mary’s lips, her tongue slowly wetting them thoroughly, her mouth opening to take the full length of his throbbing cock. Like a light being turned on, he felt the burn of erotic pleasure course through his stomach to his groin, culminating in the head of his cock. He imagined Mary swallowing him, taking his length to the back of her throat. He pictured his hand taking her by the hair, holding her so she couldn’t withdraw, making her suck him harder as she fought for air. He imagined her hands tied behind her back, powerless to resist as he pinched her nostrils, forcing her to suck him like her life depended on it. Damn, the sound of her squeals was such a turn-on, but before he let her breathe again, he would give her every last drop of cum. Yes, that was doing it. He could feel the onset of his orgasm, the swelling pleasure before the release.

Opening his eyes he saw Samantha instead, working his shaft, desperate not to disappoint him. The surge of euphoria vaporised in an instant. His groin pumped, but his orgasm felt mechanical, like something his body had to do without taking any pleasure from the act.

“Looks like you really needed that,” said Samantha, grabbing some tissues to wipe him clean.

He felt gutted, guilty and ashamed all at the same time. “I don’t deserve you, Sam,” he said.

“Don’t be silly,” she said, planting a small kiss on his shaft, which was softening much faster than normal.

What he really needed was to get Mary out of his system and out of his head, otherwise his sex life with Samantha was a lost cause. How had he let her get so deep inside his head? He’d underestimated her from the start, assuming she was innocent, easy to dominate, a submissive ripe for the taking.

He was out of practice, that was all, like an athlete who had neglected to train and then wondered why he hadn’t won the race. A diet of five years of vanilla sex without any forbidden fantasies had made him soft. That had to change, starting with a long night dominating Mary.


— TWELVE —

When Monday morning rolled around, Conan made sure he was all business as he stepped into the office. With Mary’s seemingly supernatural ability to read his mind, he couldn’t let her find out, or even guess about his disappointing liaison with Samantha two nights before. He kept his expression neutral, his tone considered and calm.

Passing by her office, he immediately felt the weight of her attention, even though she appeared only to give him a glance. He stopped to talk to a colleague, keeping her in the corner of his eye. A subtle expression passed over her face when he shared a joke with his colleague. She was annoyed he had ignored her.

At the morning staff meeting, she made a more direct play for his attention. Sitting in her chair with her arms straight at the sides, she struck the exact pose as when she’d bared herself to him at the staff barbecue. To an uninformed observer, she would appear to be reclining, but Conan knew it was much more. She was teasing him with the memory and taunting him with the idea that she might have her skirt hiked up under the meeting table at this very moment. It was a challenge, to see if he would succumb to the desire to take a look. There were a dozen ways to find out. He could drop his pen and look under the table as he bent down to pick it up. If he did, she would have her victory. It was time to shift her training to another gear.

He dropped his pen at an opportune moment so it would be noticed by all at the table. Glancing at Mary, he saw the briefest twitch at the corner of her mouth. He dismissed the apparent accident with a wave and continued with business.

When he didn’t pick up the pen, a colleague offered to do it for him. He told them it didn’t matter and that he would get it at the end of the meeting. Then he allowed himself to make eye contact with Mary, keeping his expression neutral. If she could indeed read his mind, she would know her challenge had failed, that she would have to try much harder to get his attention.

Then the tables would turn, as he would only pay her any attention when he was willing and ready. He felt a surge of adrenaline course through his body. It was like he’d regained some portion of the man he had used to be. It felt good. Damn good.

Later in the day, he decided to turn up the pressure a notch. He set a meeting with the young copywriter who sat opposite Mary in their open-plan office. Her name was Kaitlyn, an attractive young blond in the flush of youth. Conan leaned against a desk opposite Kaitlyn, so he could face her in full view of Mary.

While he had absolutely no desire to lead her on in any way, he decided to pull out a few of the old tricks he’d used in the past when he had wanted to seduce a woman. Chiefly, that meant guiding the conversation, asking her questions about herself, paying her indirect compliments and most importantly, giving her his full attention. At least, she would feel she had his full attention. He could do this and carefully monitor Mary at the same time. He wanted to see how she would react. She was no fool when it came to the unspoken language of seduction.

It took only a few minutes for her to take the bait. She took an elegant fountain pen from her drawer. It was glossy black and fat as a cigar. She took pains to slowly unscrew the lid, using her fingertips in the same motion as the first gentle strokes of foreplay to arouse an erection.

Conan took the opportunity to give Kaitlyn an approving smile. Mary paused, evidently frustrated that he had not shown any reaction to her teasing. She positioned herself in her chair behind the privacy screen, where she could not be seen by anyone but him. Then she screwed the lid to the base of the pen in the same slow seductive manner, holding the pen in such a way as to make it look like a phallus, with the bulbous cap near her lips.

He fought the desire to swallow the lump that had rapidly formed in his throat. She was testing his willpower. He had to meet it head-on, resist any and all temptation, to assert his dominance and show her she needed to try harder to please him.

This time he laughed at one of Kaitlyn’s jokes. As he anticipated, Mary shifted her efforts up another gear. She raised the oval cap to her lips and started to tease it with the tip of her tongue. She ran her lips along the shaft and gave the head the lightest nibble before he saw her cheeks undulate with slow, sensual sucks. Damn, she was good, even acting out a look of surprise at the first salty drops of pre-cum in her mouth. She licked her lips as if she relished the flavour and went back for more, nurturing more fluid with the tip of her tongue.

Conan had to counter and soon, because no matter how much he resisted, his body responded to an involuntary set of rules. There was no stopping the erection forming in his pants. In his current position, it would stick out worse than the wet patch on his jeans at the staff barbecue.

He took a pad of paper from the desk and said he wanted to take some notes. As if it were the first time he had seen Mary all day, he turned to her and asked to borrow her pen, not as a question, but as an order. She needed to learn he was in charge.

She licked her lips as she passed it to him and he caught the twinkle of a satisfied smile in her eyes. He thanked her and returned his focus to Kaitlyn. Concluding their meeting, he replaced the pen’s cap, tucked it into his lapel pocket and left without giving Mary a glance.

Round two had been much tougher, but he knew he’d come through the victor. She was no fool. He liked that about her just as much as her sweet body. She challenged him to be at his best. Knowing Mary as he did now, he felt certain their battle of wills was far from over for the day. There was no doubt about it: she would surpass all the women who had ever shared his bed.

Later in the afternoon, as he was relieving himself, he became aware there was somebody else in the men’s bathroom. The click of footsteps on the tile floor had the ring of women’s heels rather than the heavy slap of broad, flat male soles. Still in the middle of relieving himself, he was unable to see who was there.

“Mm... not a bad size. Not bad at all!”

It was Mary. He started and narrowly avoided making a mess on his pants. That in itself was a victory after the previous incident. She was standing behind him, leaning into the urinal to check him out. He quickly finished, zipped up his pants and asked her what the hell she was doing in the men’s bathroom. This was not a time for a cool, calm and collected response. This was a moment to assert his authority.

“You’ve seen me down there. Now I’ve seen you. It’s only fair,” she said, with an innocent shrug.

“It’s not a goddamn game of doctors and nurses,” he said, not suppressing the growl in his voice.

“Oh, sorry,” she said, adopting the tone of a person who has no remorse for their actions. She took the pen from his lapel. “When you forgot to give this back, I started wondering which was bigger. Can’t be angry at a girl for being curious.”

Out of nowhere, she grabbed him by the crotch, getting a good handful of his balls. He was so stunned it took him a moment to process and respond to what she was doing.

Mary spoke first. “Oh yes, you are a lucky boy, very well endowed. How big is it when you’re hard? I never got a chance to see it at the party.”

Conan collected his wits and grabbed her by the wrist, breaking her hold. Damn it, did she have to remind him of that again? All he had to do was twist her thin, pretty wrist and she would feel the full weight of his displeasure. He couldn’t though, not here, not now. Her time would come. He discarded it like he was throwing trash in the bin. “Listen, you can’t be in here or do that or—”

“Or what? You’ll contact HR and tell them I sexually harassed you?” She let out a sweet, soft laugh. “Who are they going to believe? You may be a married man... a reformed man... but you have quite a reputation with the people who know you from ‘the good old days’.”

“No, what if someone came in now and saw you doing that?”

Mary turned to the vanity and checked her hair in the mirror. “Ah yes, we’d need an excuse to hide the dirty laundry. We’re spin doctors. What would we say to get out of this one? How about you needed help with your prostate exam?” She giggled like a little girl who had said something very naughty in the wrong company.

Conan shook his head. Every time he thought he had Mary worked out, she was able to surprise him by doing the last thing he expected. Damn, it made him want her more than ever.

She’d already revealed some of what lay beneath the plain clothes that concealed her body. Could he get away with seeing more? Her left hand was hanging at her side while she gently patted her hair into place. It would only take a moment to bring this frustrating flirtation to a head. He could slip the tie from his pocket and show her what he was made of right here and now. The toilet stalls were quite spacious. He could take her in there and pound her perfect pussy so hard she wouldn’t be able to walk properly for a week.

He met her eyes, reflected in the mirror, quietly watching him. It took every ounce of his will to conceal his feelings. His lust for her was running rampant to the point he couldn’t think straight. He breathed slowly, taking command of his emotions.

How far was she willing to push him? This, by far, had been her boldest move yet, touching him in a way he could never do to her in the work environment. It was a direct test to see if he would give in to his desire for her at the expense of losing his life as he knew it.

If they were discovered and word got out he was having an affair, he would lose Samantha. There was no question of that. If he lost Samantha, Elite Marketing would lose Keane Corporation as a client. If they lost Keane Corporation, he would likely lose his job. No, there was no way anyone could ever know what he wanted to do to Mary, over and over again. These flirtations couldn’t go on any longer though. He needed to resolve his lust for her and soon.

He turned, threw open the door and marched back to his office. He couldn’t shake the vision of her, reflected in the bathroom mirror. As he fell into his chair, he was certain she was still there, checking her hair, with a satisfied smile shaping her beautiful lips.

She might have thought she’d won this final round, but he’d also forced her to make a risky move to get his attention. The scales were tipping and soon he’d have dominance. It wouldn’t take long now. Soon she would be eating out of his palm, willing to do anything to please him. Then he would show her the consequences of playing these games. She would get a night she would never forget. After that, he would make sure she was well looked after, so they had no further interaction, and get back to his life. One night, that was all, where she would learn there was no way he was ever going to call her beloved.


— THIRTEEN —

When Conan looked up at the simple, yet elegant, black and white clock on his wall, he was surprised to see it was well after eight. The other offices were only dimly illuminated by the city lights. It looked like everyone else had gone home. He closed his laptop and flicked off the desk lamp.

The shareholder report could wait until the morning. His accounts were in great shape, with existing client spend up and more new clients on board. He knew he was on the cusp of making partner, so it was worth sleeping on the report so he could look at it in the morning with fresh eyes before sending it off.

He stretched his neck, pulled on his jacket and closed his office door behind him. While he waited for the elevator, he noticed flickering shadows in the light reflecting off the marble tiles. Following it, he saw movement coming from the back of the office at Mary’s desk. There were two figures there, illuminated in the half-light of a desk lamp averted away from the glass walls. The effect was like the light of an open fire in a dark room, mysterious and fascinating.

Mary was perched on the edge of her desk, facing a figure seated before her. Conan slipped into a shadow where he could get a better view without being seen. They were talking, but he couldn’t hear what was being said. The glass-walled offices offered no privacy from prying eyes, but they were quite soundproof. From her body language, there was some kind of negotiation taking place. He couldn’t see the subtleties of her expressions as her face was partly shadowed, but he could see she was enjoying herself, as she had the playful exuberance of a woman who was getting her own way.

The other figure stood. Conan drew a sharp breath as he recognised her silhouette: the slightly shorter and stockier figure that could only be Caroline. What were they doing together? Mary’s only involvement with IT would be if her computer was having problems and this didn’t look remotely like a technical visit.

Mary made a definite halting gesture as Caroline closed the space between them. Caroline stopped, nodded and slowly turned her back to Mary. Conan swallowed. What was she playing at this time?

Mary slid from her desk with feline grace. She reached into her jacket pocket and drew out an object. Conan strained to see what it was, but then Mary raised it as if she knew he was there and wanted him to see what she was doing. This was too staged to be a chance encounter. It was more likely Mary was taking her attention-seeking to another level. She would have known he was still in the office, that he would have seen she was too when he was ready to leave.

The object was a short, thin belt, no more than twenty centimetres long. Mary gathered Caroline’s hands behind her back and secured her wrists with the belt, pulling it tight before she clipped the buckle into place. Caroline willingly accepted her bonds without any struggle. Mary produced a second belt and fixed it above Caroline’s elbows, pulling them together in strict bondage. Grasping Caroline by the shoulders, she turned her about to inspect her handiwork.

Conan was much too fascinated by what was taking place to even think about interrupting. He wasn’t a voyeur by nature, preferring to be part of the action rather than a spectator, but the sight of Caroline being bound by Mary was having the effect on him which she no doubt intended, bringing on a yearning ache in his groin. His hand slipped into his pocket to feel the smooth silk tie that was yet to be used on Mary’s wrists. What an opportunity this would be if it didn’t entail so much risk. He didn’t think there was anyone else in the office, but he couldn’t be sure, and he couldn’t forget Caroline was part of this encounter too. No, he had to maintain control and let the scene play out.

Mary ran the back of her fingers along Caroline’s jawline and carefully brushed the hair away from her face. She inched closer, entering the personal space that belonged exclusively to a lover. Conan could see Mary smile as she stared deep into Caroline’s eyes. Caroline arched her neck, clearly opening her mouth in anticipation of a kiss.

Mary gently took Caroline’s head in her hands, running her fingers through her hair to the base of her neck. She leaned close enough for their lips to brush. Caroline’s body went stiff as their lips finally met, as if she had received an electric shock.

Conan didn’t need more light to know Mary was kissing her softly, working her way from the corners of her mouth to her neck, separating each kiss with playful bites and strokes with the tip of her tongue. Then she stopped and watched while Caroline quivered with her mouth open for more, like she had a desperate thirst.

Mary returned to Caroline’s lips, circling them with her tongue, probing inside her mouth, kissing her fully. Caroline’s hands strained against her bonds but she couldn’t escape Mary’s mouth. Mary increased the intensity of her kissing, moving across Caroline’s face to her nose, cheeks, chin and neck, but always returning to her mouth to draw deeply from it.

Conan saw Mary’s grip tighten as Caroline went weak at the knees, her body beginning to shudder. She held Caroline firmly, her kissing so animated it appeared as if she was drinking from Caroline’s mouth. It was a wonder Caroline could breathe. Caroline’s body shook and then went tense. Mary drew away, still holding Caroline by the neck and looking deep into her eyes. Finally, Caroline drew such a deep breath, Conan heard it through the wall.

Mary took a tissue and dabbed the corners of her mouth. As the light caught her face, he saw she had a small, but very satisfied smile. Then she knelt down and reached up under Caroline’s skirt, removing her panties. When they were down to her ankles, Caroline willingly stepped out of them. Mary dropped them on her desk. They exchanged a few words, none of which Conan could make out. Seeming to have reached an agreement or understanding, Mary removed the belts from Caroline’s elbows and wrists and tucked them back into her pocket.

Now free, Caroline made a swift departure from the office, looking this way and that like a guilty person fleeing a crime scene, pulling the door closed behind her as quietly as possible. He stepped out of sight as Caroline sped past, repeatedly pushing the elevator button until one arrived. Looking over her shoulder once, she disappeared into it and was gone.

Emerging from cover, Conan looked back towards the office and started. Mary was sitting on her desk staring straight at him. He swallowed, opened her door and walked in.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

Conan maintained a poker face despite the fact his heart was thumping. Her question confirmed his suspicions. The display had been entirely for his benefit, to get his attention.

“Quite an exhibition. Didn’t realise it was all for my benefit,” he said, with a shrug.

Mary adjusted her glasses. “Let’s call it a happy coincidence. Did you know Caroline was gay?”

“I suspected,” he said. He asked the next most obvious question, although he knew Mary had no interest in a relationship with Caroline. “Do you prefer women too?”

“I prefer a challenge,” said Mary. “Caroline has been developing a thing for me for a while now. She was bold enough to suggest that I didn’t know the pleasure that’s possible when two women make love.”

“And you replied?”

“I told her she didn’t know me. To cut a long story short, I bet her I could make her cum with nothing more than a kiss. She didn’t believe me.”

There was no need to ask if she had won the bet. “What were the stakes?”

Mary picked up Caroline’s panties and tossed them to Conan. He caught them. They were completely wet, soaked through with the juices of a powerful orgasm. He placed them carefully on the chair, showing no admiration for Mary’s victory. She had a point to prove. She wanted to demonstrate her skill. He wanted to show her she would need to do much more if he were involved.

“Why the belts?” he asked as if they were a more interesting subject.

Mary shrugged. “Oh, you know. In the heat of passion, hands have a tendency to wander. The bet was specific. Nothing more than a kiss. If she were able to touch something she liked, well then, I would’ve lost. Don’t you think she looked lovely tied up so tight?”

Conan contained his smile. Mary was good. She too could deflect the topic back to one that would arouse him. Quite rightly, he was picturing her in the same position but he didn’t say as much. They had a bet too, that he would call her his ‘beloved’ if they were to spend one night together. That was a bet she was about to lose. Yes, the old Conan was back and raring to go.

“Time we settled our own bet,” he said.

Mary slid off the desk, collected Caroline’s panties from the chair and approached him, holding them up so he could smell the musk of her orgasm. “She got one kiss. I’ll give you one night, but you have to play by my rules.”

Conan wanted to laugh, but he kept cool. She could set rules if she wanted. They would apply up to the moment he had her at his mercy. “Fine,” he said.

Mary smiled so sweetly, for a moment it was impossible to think she was anything but a picture of virtue and innocence. “Tomorrow night then. I’ll take the day off to prepare for the occasion. You will too. I want you in the right mood, relaxed and groomed from head to toe. I also want your big cock silky smooth, not a single hair.”

Conan snorted. “I’m a man. I’d look odd with a bald patch down there.”

“Then get waxed everywhere,” she said. “You’ll thank me when you feel how much it heightens your sensitivity to touch.” She tucked Caroline’s panties in his lapel pocket.

It was a simple list. He could manage that much if it meant he could get Mary out of his system at last. He would have one wild night of pleasure and pain to set him straight and then he could move on. “Where? When?”

“You know where I live,” she said, picking up her handbag and waltzing to the door. She turned and blew him a kiss. “As for the rest of it, surprise me.”

Conan waited until he heard the elevator doors close. “Oh, I will,” he said. “That’s one point you can absolutely bet on.”


— FOURTEEN —

It was straightforward selling Samantha the alibi. A client had asked him for a personal favour: to model for a new unisex salon chain. They’d planned a two-day shoot to do the commercial and supporting marketing collateral. He would be staying overnight in a hotel as shoots typically went on for fourteen hours or more.

It wasn’t the first time he’d done this, so Samantha accepted it without question. She seemed more interested in the idea he would be getting a full body wax. If he read her reaction right, she was already wet between the legs at the thought of seeing him bare and smooth. Perhaps their sex life had a way forward, after he’d satisfied his lust for Mary.

He slept well and woke with more energy than he’d had in many years, five to be exact. He had a light workout to limber up and get his blood pumping. The heavy workout would happen in the evening hours to come.

Playing the part of preparing for a modelling shoot, he dressed accordingly, choosing a pair of jeans and a casual white shirt. He folded up his favourite tie and placed it in his right pocket where it could easily be retrieved. It was solid silver-grey with a subtle check pattern woven through. The choice was nothing to do with the tie being his favourite, rather what he thought would look best, knotted around Mary’s wrists. He felt the first stirrings of an adrenaline buzz. It wouldn’t be long now.

Samantha intercepted him before he could make his way out the door. “Leaving without saying goodbye?” she said, slipping her arms around his waist and pulling him close.

“Never,” he said, “just need to get a move on. It’ll be a big day.”

“It might be a big day tomorrow too,” she said, drawing him in for a kiss. “At least, we’ll need to explore something big and hard and smooth.” Her kisses got steadily hungrier. He had no idea she’d be so turned on by the thought of him having some body grooming. “Perhaps we might even try something a little different for a change...” she said, leaving the promise dangling.

“I definitely don’t deserve you,” he said, giving her one final kiss. As he went to pull away, she caught his lower lip in a playful bite, forcing him back for more. For a painful moment, he considered calling off the evening with Mary and coming home to her instead. Different sounded good. This new enthusiasm was good. If they could keep this spark alive, he could settle down and behave himself, finally tame the wolf once and for all.

Burning through the pleasure of the kiss came the memory of their disastrous liaison. No, the wolf needed satisfaction, to sate its appetite with Mary, or their unfinished business would leave him wondering what he had missed for the rest of his life.

Eventually, he managed to escape Samantha’s embrace and get on his way. He stopped in briefly at work to make a booking at a spa. Before he could, he found an envelope on his desk. It had his name printed on it with the crisp strokes of a fountain pen. It seemed Mary wanted to remind him of every encounter that had happened between them up to this moment. He ripped it open and withdrew a card made from thick, high-quality paper. It was a gift certificate for ‘The Works’ at The Country Retreat and Spa. Conan knew it well. It was one of the best in the city, located in one of the suburbs which had more millionaires than anywhere else in the city. At the bottom, there was a handwritten note. It simply read: My treat. M x

Conan couldn’t resist a wry smile as he retrieved his keys to unlock his desk drawer. Inside were two old friends, unused now for five years: the pair of cruel nipple clamps and a cloth muzzle gag. The gag prevented the wearer from speaking but didn’t completely muffle their voice. Mary would discover the heights of pleasure and pain at his hand and he wanted to hear her beg, plead and cry out. He stowed both in his pocket opposite his tie. Finally, he took off his wedding ring and dropped it into his watch pocket.

They would have to suffice as his selection of toys. He’d improvise with whatever he could find at her house. There were so many delightful opportunities to be had with simple objects like a hairbrush or a wooden spoon. If she owned belts designed for restraint, who knows what other toys he might find. Yes, this encounter needed to be driven by spontaneity. It would add to the richness of the experience.

The spa treatment turned out to be a perfect warm-up for the evening ahead. Conan had been waxed before, but never his entire body. The heat combined with the bright pain of hair removal was the perfect entrée to the main course of pleasure and pain ahead.

When it was done, he was surprised by how sensitive his skin felt, amplifying the sensation of even the gentlest touch. The treatment was followed by a sauna and massage, the best cut-throat razor shave he’d ever had, a facial and a soak in the hot mineral spa.

When he was dried and dressed, he felt a million bucks. The wolf had never been more ready to spend a night of sublime domination.

His mind was wild with the possibilities during the cab ride to Mary’s house. His body tingled with excitement. His cock was already swollen at the thought of having her.

Outside her front door, he took off his tie and prepared a loop, ready to slip it over her wrists so he could bind her hands behind her back. Then her body would be his to devour at his leisure.

He tried the doorknob. It was unlocked, so he didn’t bother to knock. Bursting in, he barely noticed the details of the lounge. His attention was entirely focused on Mary. She was standing in the middle of the room with her back to him. Even from behind, he could see she was free from her disguise at last, dressed in a diaphanous white gown that was designed for one purpose alone: seduction.

She turned to face him. Her milk chocolate tresses had been released and spilled down her neck and shoulders, framing her face. She wore mascara and dark eyeliner and her baby blue eyes stared back at him with such intensity he stopped dead in his tracks. Her full lips were a glossy, pale pink and curled at the corners into a knowing smile.

Conan’s mouth went completely dry as he took in the vision of her body, wrapped up in very feminine white lingerie: sheer thigh-high stockings, satin panties and a bustier that gave him a delicious view of her generous cleavage.

She wasn’t merely sexy as he had anticipated, she was so much more, a goddess of pure desire. Thunderstruck by the transformation from conservative, austere Mary to what she was now, his tie slipped from his fingers. She was such a vision of supercharged sexuality, he went weak at the knees. His head swam, feeling like he had been drugged by the sight of her, making it impossible for him to think straight or remain upright. His legs buckled and he slumped to his knees. What had she said before? Something about it being dangerous to reveal herself entirely, especially to him.

“What did you think you were going to do?” she said, slowly walking towards him. “Were you going to burst in here... show me what a big, bad wolf you are... tie me up... rip the clothes from my body... force my legs open...” She slid her thumbs into bands of her white silk panties, slowly pulling them down so he could see the smooth bare skin of her sex. “Is this what you wanted... to feel your cock thrusting in and out of me until you explode?”

All he had to do was reach out and take her. There was nothing to stop him, yet he felt so utterly powerless his body was numb.

“I can see it in your eyes,” she continued. “All that pent-up pressure in your balls making you wild with desire to have me over and over again, your hand smothering my mouth so you can’t hear me begging you to stop... only the desperate need to fill me with your cum.” With a flick of her hand, her pussy was gone, covered by white silk once more. “Well then, what’s stopping you?”

“I...” His mind was racing, thoughts blurred by the adrenaline flooding his system.

“Haven’t you figured it out yet?” She leaned in close so he could feel her hot breath on his face. He could smell her perfume, subtle and sweet, like roses and watermelon. Her lips brushed his with the promise of a kiss. It was totally and utterly intoxicating.

“I’ll tell you then. Now we have revealed our true selves to one another, you have realised your place. You know now, if you go back to Samantha, the rest of your life will be one disappointment after another. There are no other women for you now but me. I am your beloved.” She picked up his tie and held it out. “Prove me wrong!”

“I...” He wanted to take the tie but couldn’t.

“That’s why you are powerless before me, no longer the big, bad wolf. In my presence, you’re just an innocent little lamb. My little lamb.” She wrapped the tie around his neck and tied a knot to make a leash. “Do you know what I like to do with little lambs?” She licked her lips as if her appetite was now fully aroused. “I take them to my nursery,” she said. Conan had no idea what that entailed, but he felt certain he was about to find out.


— FIFTEEN —

She led him stumbling and crawling across the carpet to an adjoining room. Grabbing a handful of his hair, she pulled him upright and tossed him onto a bed. Conan didn’t resist as she tied him to the bed, hands and feet bound to each post. There was nothing playful about her knots. They were the type which only grew tighter if he were to struggle against them.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her as she went about her work. He was stupefied with lust. She was like a drug, rendering him helpless. Mary was making sure he would stay that way too. A pang of uncertainty mixed with fear brought him to his senses. He’d never been on the receiving end of being bound. What was she planning to do next?

In a moment of clarity, he became aware of his surroundings. The ‘nursery’ looked like a young girl’s room. The decor was entirely done in shades of pink, even the linen on the bed. The dresser, shelves and sofa were crowded with stuffed toys of every shape, size and animal variety imaginable. There were dolls with pretty dresses, fluffy heart-shaped cushions and vases of bright, colourful flowers. The only organised space was a white make-up table with a round gold-rimmed mirror. A voice deep in the recesses of his mind reminded him he had been told not to trust women who still collected dolls and soft toys, but it was much too late for that now.

Mary opened a drawer and took out a pair of sewing scissors with long pointed blades. Conan found his voice again and asked her what she intended to do with them.

“Shh,” she said. “No questions, no talking.”

With the grace of a seamstress, she opened the scissors and slid them from ankle to waist up each leg of his jeans. Setting the scissors aside, she pulled the ruined pair from under him exposing his bare legs. She ran her fingertips up and down each leg, with a look of approval on her face at how smooth they were after his waxing. Then she straddled him over his thighs and ripped open his shirt so she could run her hands over his chest, tracing the lines of his pectoral and abdominal muscles.

“Mm...” she said. “Now, shall we find out if you did everything I asked?”

Again the scissors appeared in her hand and she cut his boxers the same way she had cut his jeans. Pulling the tatters aside, she saw him entirely naked now, without a hair to cover his skin. She traced the lines of his pelvic muscles arriving at his cock. It immediately responded to her touch, thickening and elongating. Her appreciative smile vanished and she slapped it hard with the back of her hand. “I didn’t give you permission to be erect,” she said, scowling at him with her hand raised to strike again.

The pain or the shock of her sudden outburst made his erection relax. As he looked up, Mary was again smiling sweetly as she admired his body, running her hands over his hard, strong muscles.

Then he felt her fingers begin to explore a place no woman had ever been before, not even his doctor. The tip of one long, slender finger began probing his anus, loosening the tight ring to gain entry. He resolved to let her play with him this way if it meant he didn’t have to feel the back of her hand again. His cock was still smarting with the sting of the blow, but as she entered him with her finger, he squirmed at being penetrated this way for the first time.

Mary paused, ever able to read his mind. “Ah, this is new for you isn’t it?” He didn’t want to admit she was right. “How many pleasures have you denied yourself by not letting a woman use her hands?” Having gained entry, she eased her finger deep inside him, circling around until she found his prostate.

“What are you doing to me?” he said, feeling suddenly ashamed to hear his own voice sounding so meek.

“I promised you pleasures beyond anything you’ve ever experienced before. Relax! This is most enjoyable.”

Then she went to work, massaging his prostate, drawing her finger back and forth to drain its precious fluid. He felt a tingling sensation at the base of his cock and an aching need to push building deep in his groin. His balls immediately started to harden and grow heavy. As she worked, he could feel the tension between his legs grow stronger.

“Stop!” he said.

“Stop?” she said, her long finger having found its rhythm, working the fluid from his prostate. “Are you sure, little lamb?”

“Yes... no... I don’t know.” He didn’t know either. This was not what he had planned and the rational part of his mind was starting to feel quite uncomfortable to be in such a vulnerable position. Yet, what she was doing to him felt good too, even though it was strange and new.

She stopped, withdrawing her finger slowly. He was relieved, but immediately missed being touched by her in such an intimate way.

“Your rules,” he said.

She nodded. “Good, little lamb. And when you’re good, you get a reward.” She stood up and moved close to his face. As before, she began to peel down her silk panties, giving him a clear view of her delectable, smooth pussy. Then she removed them entirely. He swallowed hard, but his mouth was so dry there was nothing to wet his throat. His heart was pounding so hard he could feel it in his temples like a drum beat.

She lifted her panties and brought them close to his mouth. Taking his jaw with one hand, she eased it open and pushed her panties into his mouth. He could taste the buttery muskiness of her juices. Somehow his body knew that getting hard would only result in a firm slap again. He had no idea it was possible to be so intensely aroused without having an erection, but she was taking him places he’d never been before.

Mary reached across to the bedside table and pushed a teddy bear aside. Behind it was a roll of white duct tape. Tearing strips off, she taped his mouth securely, once across the lips, then above, below and in the middle again so the lower half of his face was covered with tape. Pressing the edges firmly in place with her fingertips, she caught his eye and smiled.

Then she sat between his legs again and returned to work, easing her finger deep inside him once more, massaging the fluid from his prostate, working it for every last drop, stimulating it to produce as much as his body would give.

“Poor men, you have such a need to cum that it drives you crazy. It makes your body betray you. You have to cum and cum or your balls get too full, rock hard, desperate for release.”

He nodded. Now, more than ever before in his life, he was feeling that need.

“Well, I’m going to make your balls fuller than they’ve ever been in your life. Imagine it, coming like a rocket, shooting jets of creamy juice over and over again, harder and longer than you ever thought possible.”

She became more vigorous as she milked him, forcing more fluid from his prostate into his balls. He had to admit her promise of an amazing orgasm excited the wild part of him, the part that wanted it regardless of the consequences. But the other part, the rational one, told him it was too dangerous. He’d crossed the forbidden line and now it could cost him his marriage. He made a silent promise that this would be the first and only time.

As soon as he looked at Mary, the promise was forgotten. She was so focused, her piercing blue eyes fixed on the task, only blinking occasionally. Her luscious full lips parted slightly as she started to breathe deeper with the effort. He could see her breasts swelling with each breath, pressing against the lace corset that barely held them in place. Damn, he wanted her so much and the need to cum was swelling in him, becoming unbearable.

She massaged him inside for many minutes, then stopped to test the hardness of each of his balls. “What do you think? Are they ready?”

He nodded. Hell yes, he was ready. When was she going to get on with it?

“Hmm, I’m not so sure. I want them so full you’ll feel like you have boulders between your legs.”

She leaned close and pressed a soft kiss to his taped lips, a kiss he wanted so much to taste but couldn’t.

“Trust me, it’ll be worth it,” she said. Standing up and wrapping a silk robe about her body, she headed for the door. “See you soon, little lamb. Don’t be naughty while I’m gone.”

He groaned and relaxed into the bed, the tension leaving his body as she left the room. Time passed, possibly a few minutes, perhaps much longer. It was hard to tell. Gradually he became aware of the effects of her massage. He could actually feel his balls filling, becoming harder and swollen. The aching tension between his legs grew in intensity and he started to feel like she still had her hands on each of his balls, squeezing them. Despite having his legs spread, he could feel them pressing against his inner thighs.

She came back after a while holding a bottle, which she set on the sideboard next to the bed. He arched his head and saw it was a bottle of silicone gel. His head filled with all the possibilities. If her panties were wet with her juices, she wasn’t going to need lubricant for straight sex. Nor would she need it for her mouth. Where then? Between her breasts? Did she intend to take him in her arse? Or was it going to be something he’d never considered?

Whatever she was planning, he hoped she would start soon. Hell, he’d never been so desperate to cum in his entire life. He would settle for her riding him just to feel her delectable pussy wrapped around his shaft.

She checked him again as if weighing fruit on her palms. “Better,” she said, “but I know you can make me more.”

Again he felt her finger probing inside him, forcing his body to make more fluid to fill his balls. While she worked she hummed softly. Through the sound of blood rushing in his ears, Conan realised she was humming Mary Had A Little Lamb.

The words, ‘And everywhere that Mary went, the lamb was sure to follow’ went round and round his head. This was as far from a nursery rhyme as he could possibly be. He lost track of time over how long she worked his body for her amusement.

When she was satisfied, she withdrew her finger to allow his highly stimulated prostate to empty itself fully. His balls were hard as rocks now, painfully full. His whole body ached with the need for release. If she didn’t let him cum soon he felt like they would burst.

“Yes, that’s good,” she said, stopping to test his readiness, squeezing each one in turn. “So hard. So full. So desperate to cum... but...”

Why the hell was there a ‘but’?

She looked at him and licked her lips. “I know I can make you cum more times than you ever have in your life, but once you’re spent, the fun will be over. I need you to last until I’m fully satisfied... and that takes all night.”

She raised her hand. Between her thumb and forefinger, he saw a small, thick green rubber band. She drew a sharp, excited breath as she tested it for resistance. Conan looked at the band, struggling to make sense of the situation. What was she talking about? Then the answer came to him through the desperate ache of his overfilled balls.

The rubber band was round, not flat, designed to have a secure grip without cutting flesh. It was a banding ring. Her gaze shifted to between his legs. Hell! He was now more than a little lamb in name, she was going to castrate him! He tried to cry out, but all he could manage was a muffled grunt through the layers of duct tape.

She raised a metal tool that looked like a pair of pliers and fitted the band to the spokes at the tip. Their eyes met once more. She wanted to see his fear as he pictured what was about to happen, as he finally got the answer to the question about what Mary did to her little lambs.

“This is making me so wet,” she said, stretching the band with the grips. Conan didn’t know what was more frightening: the fact it was actually happening, or the proficiency with which she did it.

In one smooth motion, she encircled his balls with her thumb and forefinger. With the other, she stretched the rubber band with the elastration tool and fitted it in place.

He flinched with the sting, but the pain was momentary. When it had passed he became acutely aware of the strain of taut skin at the base of his cock. It didn’t cause him any pain, not yet anyway, but he could feel it constricting his balls. He struggled against his bonds and felt them tighten too. What madness had overtaken him to lead him to this?

Mary toyed with the package, bouncing it lightly on her fingertips. “So damned tight! Delicious! My little lamb, all tied up and nowhere to go... and no way to cum. Just the way I like it.” She must have seen the look of desperation in his eyes and a satisfied smile spread across her face.

He shook his head, wanting her to take it off, to stop whatever she was doing. Through the mess of mixed emotions, he began to wonder how far she would go, how far she was capable of going.

Although she had presented the banding ring so innocently, he felt certain he was not the first little lamb she had worked on. He struggled against the bonds, trying to break free, but Mary had tied them as expertly as she had ensnared his manhood.

She was taking long aroused breaths, absolutely delighted by the sight. “Oh, yes! Keep struggling. It’s making me so wet.” She ran her hands over his body, feeling his superb physique, his bulging biceps fighting against the bonds. “Such a strong, powerful man... now so helpless.”

He ceased his efforts, having no one to blame but himself for being in this position. He had accepted her terms, agreed to it from the moment he had burst through her door.

“Now it’s time to give you a performance appraisal,” she said, taking his cock in her hands, beginning to stroke it.

Regardless of the shock, the fear and the band, he sprang up erect to her touch. It was firm but light, the rhythm of her strokes slow at first, pulling up and down, pausing before the next to allow his desire to build with slow intensity. With each stroke he felt the resistance of the band, blocking the flow of his juices.

Mary moaned softly when she saw he was unable to release his pre-semen. She squeezed a large blob of lubricant from the bottle and used it to make him slick and pliable. “Must try harder. Must stay hard so as not to disappoint,” she said, mimicking the tone he had used in her performance appraisal.

He’d had many handjobs, but none like this. Most women just tugged at his cock as if they were in a hurry to make him orgasm. Mary was working him to incredible hardness, drawing the experience out slowly. She was good, so very good. He felt like he’d managed to grow an extra inch, her technique was making him so hard. It was like she could read his mind, knowing exactly what she had to do next to make his need to orgasm burn. He could feel it rising. His heart was pounding hard, his body tight from his groin to his neck, every muscle clenched in readiness.

Mary climbed onto the bed, straddling him above his knees, legs spread so he could see her perfect sex. She was so aroused she was weeping juices down her inner thighs. She began to pump him faster, holding him hard at the base of his cock. Her other hand worked her clitoris, gently circling the tiny, hard nubbin. “Oh, yes!” she said. “Yes! Yes!”

Hell, his balls ached with the need for release and the castration band was only intensifying the sensation. Although muffled, his pleas to her to take it off went unheard. She was completely consumed by her own building orgasm. Her sighs grew louder as she neared it. “Oh, yes! Yes!”

He felt the deep pull before orgasm, his whole body clenching in preparation to pump himself dry. Damn, he needed to reach his peak. He’d never felt the need grip him so entirely, with such intensity. The strain of it filled every part of his body. He was so close, so ready, he needed it so much!

But the moment that should have given him an overpowering orgasm came as a crushing denial, the tight rubber band constricting his balls, preventing ejaculation. He could feel his crotch strain for release. He begged for it, wanting it so much, trying to hold on to the moment, hoping against all odds she might let him have it. Somehow his body knew it couldn’t happen, and resigned without making any further effort. As the moment slipped away, all he had left was the dull ache of dissatisfaction and the continued, urgent need.

Mary had been watching every moment: the build-up, the climax, the denial. She sucked in a deep breath, her body arching, hand gripping his cock like a vice. All he could do was watch as she achieved a long, shuddering orgasm. She arched over him, gasping and moaning with intense pleasure as she came again and again, her creamy juices pumping out in gushes with each orgasmic contraction, drenching his cock. When she was spent, she took several deep breaths and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

Lathing her juice over his groin, up his shaft and over his strangled balls, she met his eyes. “Mm... my little lamb,” she crooned, “it’s making me wet again just thinking about all the fun we’re going to have together.”

She looked around the room, focusing on the many toys and dolls like she was looking for one in particular. Her gaze returned to his and she gave him the sweetest, most innocent smile.

“Have you been wondering about my toys?”

He nodded.

“Would you like to see them?”

She stood up and glided over to the shelves without waiting for his response. She picked up a stuffed zebra toy and gave it a tiny kiss on the nose. Then she tossed it onto the floor and started doing the same to all the others.

Concealed behind the collection was an entirely different set of toys: clamps, paddles, whips and numerous other devices designed to give pleasure or pain.

“I have to keep my real toys hidden, or else someone might come in here and get the wrong impression about me.”

She pressed her forefinger to her lips thoughtfully while she perused the selection. “What shall we play with first? Oh yes! These two are so much fun together,” she said, picking up a penis pump and a strap-on phallus.

She stepped into the strap-on, fastened it firmly to her pubic mound and gave it a good tug to test it for readiness. “I’ll wear this one while you wear the other. Don’t worry, I’ll help you work it. I know you’re a little tied up right now.”

Conan swallowed hard at the thought. His wish for her to ride him had come true, but not as he had expected. He prayed it wouldn’t take Mary too long to achieve her satisfaction.

“Soon, little lamb.” She adjusted the band, tweaking it for the best, most secure hold. The matter of fact way she did it reminded him oddly of Samantha straightening his shirt and tie every morning before he left for work. Samantha! What was he going to tell her when he got out of this mess? More to the point, how long was Mary going to keep him like this?

“First, I need to make a call,” said Mary, picking up her phone. She tapped the screen and held it to her ear. After a moment, the person she was calling picked up.

“Hi, Samantha? I’m not sure if you remember me. My name is Mary... I work with your husband... yes, that’s right, we met at the staff party. Yes, that’s right, down by the lake.” She listened while Samantha spoke. “No, no,” she said with a playful laugh. “He didn’t spill his drink. I’d just made him cum in his pants.”

Mary’s expression told Conan that Samantha hadn’t reacted well to this information.

“No, I’m not joking,” she continued. “At the time, I think you knew, but chose not to see what was right in front of you. I think you’ve always known he’s not like other men, that he’s been hiding his true desires from you. Surely, there must have been signs.”

The silence that followed spoke volumes about the realisation that was taking place across the city in their top floor apartment.

“Anyway, I’m calling to let you know that he won’t be coming home tonight,” Mary continued. She paused. “No, he’s not away on a modelling shoot. He’s currently tied to my bed wondering if I’m going to let him keep his balls.” She sat down on the bed and began to stroke his strangled pouch. “Why? Because he’s now my bitch. Tonight, he is also understanding the truth about his secret desires. I doubt he would tell you, so I’m doing that for him. I think you deserve to know.”

Mary held the phone out to view the screen. Evidently Samantha had hung up. She put the phone back on the dresser and turned to face him, looking him straight in the eye. She leaned close to his face. He felt her hot breath on his cheek, her lips brush his ear.

“Ah, little lamb, don’t be upset about boring old Samantha.” She raised her hand and he saw she held his wedding ring between her thumb and forefinger. “I guess you won’t need this any more. What good is it anyway? You put it on and take it off as it pleases you.” She set it aside and he felt her hand slide down his stomach to his crotch to his engorged balls. “My band is so much better because I can put it on and take it off as it pleases me. And it doesn’t please me to take it off any time soon.”

Mary opened her bedside drawers and pulled out a small case that looked like a manicure set. She fitted a small pair of scissors to her thumb and forefinger, and opened and closed the blades. “You’d better please me, little lamb. Right now, these scissors are your friend. If you please me, I may use them to cut off the band.”

She dragged the tips of the blades across his strangled ball sac. “If you don’t please me, they won’t be your friend at all, because I’ll use them to give your balls a special trim. I do enjoy a bit of naughty snipping. And believe me, your balls aren’t the first pair I’ve taken out for two sweet snips. So stop whimpering and count yourself lucky that for now, I only have you wearing my band.”

In that moment, he knew everything Mary had said was right. He wouldn’t be going home to Samantha tonight, or any night ever again. From the moment he had laid eyes on her and felt the dangerous, burning desire, his marriage had been over.

He finally had the answer to the question that had been burning in his mind. No person was exclusively dominant or submissive. He wanted Mary to dominate him. He feared her and desired her to the point of worship. Even in his current position, totally at her mercy, she was irresistible. He didn’t want to be anywhere other than tied to her bed, completely submissive, willing to be her plaything, to surrender to all her whims and desires.

She had shown him that he too had been wearing a disguise, hiding his true self. However, she had done more than unmask him. She had exposed him to a side of himself he never knew existed. Now she was about to show him everything he truly desired and take him places he’d never thought possible.

Mary gave his balls a sharp pinch. “By now, I’m sure you’ve realised... these belong to me.”

She picked at the corner of the duct tape over his mouth and slowly peeled it away. The sting was a brief, welcome relief from the dull ache between his legs. She plucked her panties from his dry mouth and laid a finger across his lips.

“They belong to me,” she whispered. “To have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, till I’m ready to take my little scissors and snip them off.”

Conan swallowed. He felt her other hand grasp his balls, gently, but with a promise of another hard squeeze if she didn’t approve of his answer.

She removed her finger from his lips.

“Say it...”

“They belong to you... beloved.”
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