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A Glimpse Inside


B
ruce crouched beside her, hands exploring her body. A heavy palm landed a swat on her ass and she moaned, arching to offer him better access.


He chuckled and reached for her breasts, instead, mauling the delicate flesh. Cruel fingers pinched and twisted her nipples. They were sensitive—an ex once made her cum just from playing with them—and his touch sent pain lancing through her on electric arcs that connected straight to her clit.



She throbbed. Her whole body—whole
 being
—throbbed; all just one nerve for him to manipulate, ravage, and have his way with.



The pain egged her on. She gagged herself on Anthony’s cock, forcing it down her throat with sheer willpower. His moans of delight and fingers gripping her hair provided all the reward that she needed. Knowing that she gave him pleasure was more than enough.



“Such a wet little cunt,” Bruce growled as he rubbed her soaked slit. “If you’re dripping from just sucking cock, I wonder how you’ll react to taking it?” Two fingers speared inside, impaling her on their thickness.


Read on for the full story!


Giving Her All


Chapter One


A
lone with Benny in the club’s back office, Marissa sat on the edge of the leather sofa, knee almost touching his. She tried her best to appear as pitiful as she felt. It wasn’t hard—she was desperate.


Despite her best efforts, Benny sat reclined in his armchair, face impassive.



“Please, Benny, just let me pick up some more shifts. Another two or three nights, that would be plenty—”



“Not. A. Chance.”



Scowling, Benny folded his arms across his chest. Though well past his prime, with a receding hairline and a square jaw covered in stubble, Benny still had the solid build of a bull. One with a bit of excess pudge, perhaps, but wild and strong nonetheless. And with the stubbornness to match.



“It wouldn’t be fair to the other girls,” he continued in a milder tone. “They’d complain, there would be drama—you know how it goes. Nothing personal, I just don’t want any trouble.”



“Benny! Come on—how long have we known each other? I just need this small favor…” She leaned forward and let her hand fall on his arm. “I can’t take no for an answer—my back is against the wall here.”



Touch light and sensuous, Marissa stroked his arm just as she’d done when dancing for dozens of men in the past. Perfected into an art, the right touch could separate even the most stoic and shrewd businessmen from their wallets faster than they could say, ‘I’d like a private room!’



As a stripper, she was just such an artist.



“Can’t we come to some arrangement?” she asked, batting her lashes.



Benny snorted. “This—what you’re doing—is cute and all. Maybe if I was ten years younger and didn’t have a wife and two daughters at home, I’d bend you over my table, pound those sexy holes you’re giving away, and give you the cash you need outright.”



“So why don’t you?” Marissa pouted and withdrew her hand. No one had ever turned her down like that before. “It’s not like anyone will ever find out. It’ll be our secret and I’ll do anything—”



“Anything? Good.” Benny grinned, and Marissa smiled, too. Hope surged. It vanished when he continued speaking instead of undoing his belt. “But it won’t be for me. Like I said, I’m not interested in this sort of thing…anymore. But if you seriously need the cash and will put out for it, I may know some people who’re buying. And willing to pay. Good money—more than enough to cover what you’re looking for. You’ll even be able to buy another fancy handbag.”



A handbag sounded good. She glanced at hers, down on the floor by her feet. Benny probably thought it was designer and that she wanted money to fritter away on more pointless, extravagant luxuries. In reality, it was just a good knockoff. She didn’t need money for toys.



But if he thought she’d earn enough to afford them…



“I’m interested.” Marissa crossed her legs and tapped on her lower lip, deep in thought. Something smelled fishy. “Though I sense there’s a ‘but’ coming. At least, I hope there is, because this sounds too good to be true. And if even you don’t know the catch, then I’ll be
 really
 worried.”



Benny chuckled and rose from his seat, heading toward the small desk that served as his private mini-bar. “You have good instincts. No wonder the patrons rave about you. Want anything?”



“Sure. Got any scotch?”



He arched an eyebrow and chuckled again before nodding. From the back, he dug out a bottle and poured two glasses. Benny handed one to her and resumed his seat. “These guys… They ain’t your average customers. They don’t want a lap dance or blowjob. Hell, even spreading your legs won’t be enough.” He took a swig and fixed her with his gaze. “They’re into the kinky shit. Ropes and whips—know what I mean?”



Marissa’s breath caught and pussy clenched. Ropes and whips? Her mind raced, flashing to the dozens—if not hundreds—of stories on that very topic, saved on her hard drive at home. Not to mention the countless photos depicting those things…



When it came to ‘ropes and whips,’ she knew a thing or two.



Still, there was no need to let Benny in on her private sexual tastes. He was a nice enough guy, and a great man to work for, but they weren’t
 that
 close.



“So they’re into kinky sex,” she said, voice even. “That’s nothing I can’t handle.”



“Heh, if you say so.” Benny swallowed down more whiskey and Marissa mirrored him, sipping on hers. The fiery liquid burned going down, in the most pleasant way.



“Alright, hang on and I’ll get the info.” Benny stood from the armchair and headed for his desk, rummaging through his Rolodex.



Only he would still keep using a piece of crap like that instead of saving his information in a phone like a normal person. Old habits truly died hard.



After a while, he pulled out a slip of paper with a triumphant grin and showed it to her. “Here’s the number. Call them and set up a meeting. They’ll tell you when and where to come in, plus all the other details.”



She’d expected a card, but what Benny held was an old slip of paper with a number and the name Anthony scribbled on it. Marissa looked from it, to her boss.



“Uhh… Benny, this
 is
 something I can handle, right?” Something about the unmarked number and Benny’s attitude made her wary. Benny was old-school. He’d been around the block and knew how to handle himself. It wasn’t normal to see him so cagey. “All the secrecy is creeping me out.”



“How the hell should I know?” A look of irritation crossed Benny’s features. He slumped back in his seat, drink in hand. “All I know is they’re into some serious shit. Rough sex, gang bangs, sadism, you name it. I don’t know if they’re shooting porn or catering for wealthy clients or what, but the higher you go, the more depraved people’s tastes get. So—you want the number or not?”



Marissa chewed her lip and asked herself that very same question. It sounded like trouble. Her instincts screamed for her to reject the offer. Anything that sounded too good to be true usually was—everyone knew that.



But she needed money, and fast. None of her other leads had panned out, either.



With a sigh, she nodded and held out her hand. “Yeah. Girl’s gotta do what she’s gotta do, you know?”



“I know.” With a rueful shake of his head, Benny deposited the slip in her hand. “Tell me what happens if you ever come back to this dump after playing the big leagues. I’ve been curious for a while. Never had another girl interested enough to take up the offer…”



“Count on it,” Marissa said, with more confidence than she felt. “This will just be a one-time thing for quick cash. I’ll be back begging for shifts before you even notice I’m gone.”



Chapter Two


S
hit.


Shit shit shit shit.



The thought bounced through Marissa’s mind on an endless loop as stood, waiting and tapping her foot, anxiously fiddling with the strap of her bag.



It was late. Sunset was hours ago, and while the alley she found herself in wasn’t part of a bad neighborhood, it wasn’t particularly nice, either. There was no way it was a coincidence. The location was so nondescript and forgettable it had to be purposeful.



The door bore no sign or marking that could identify it. It didn’t even have a handle. There was only one tiny buzzer, tucked away in the wall by the door. A cursory glance would have missed it entirely, but she had her mysterious phone contact to guide her.



After leaving Benny’s with the number, she’d called it immediately and received a set of instructions. The mystery contact’s requirements were clear. She was to arrive in this alley, at this exact hour, and ring the buzzer. No more, and no less. Further instructions were to be given only upon arrival.



Whether it was for security or to weed out the timid, the whole thing stank of secrecy like a spy novel. Marissa had no clue what awaited her on the door’s other side. Only one thing was certain.



This was, without doubt, one of the stupidest things she’d ever done.



A noise came from inside the door. Metal grating on metal, like a deadbolt being unlocked.



The door swung open and revealed a large, tough-looking man. Dressed in a neat black suit and built like a freight truck, he looked like a goon from an action flick. Only judging by his rugged face and cold, calculating eyes, he was no extra or regular bouncer. She’d been around enough unsavory types to know.



A thrill of terror crawled up her spine. Had she stumbled into some kind of mob operation? Would they kill or kidnap her into the sex trade or something? Would anyone know if that happened?



Or would people assume she bailed and skipped town—just another missing person report to file and forget about?



Silent, the thug surveyed her with an inscrutable expression before stepping back and nodding for her to enter.



Marissa stared, torn between fight and flight. There were other sources of income. She had a few things she could sell… But no. She’d already come this far. All that remained was to take a chance and pray for the best.



With a deep breath to steady her nerves, she stepped inside. The mute giant pulled the door shut behind her and slid the heavy deadbolt back into place.



They were in a small room, littered with broken crates and old newspapers like someone homeless had lived there for years. A single fluorescent light flickered above, providing the room with fitful illumination. Further in, another door awaited them on the room’s other side.



The man led her to it and pulled a card from his pocket. He waved it over the door’s electronic lock and, with a beep, it swung open.



This was wrong. It was all
 so
 wrong. The secrecy, the multiple layers of locks, her peculiar escort… Fuck, she should never have come.



But Marissa wasn’t a quitter. She squared her shoulders and followed her escort inside, only flinching a little when the door shut soundlessly behind them.



Down a hall and a winding flight of stairs, they headed deeper. The further they went, the more curious—and frightened—she felt. A rhythmic thumping sound came from somewhere, growing louder as they proceeded. Before long it coalesced into something she’d never expected.



Music. Loud music, blasting from somewhere further within.



Were they approaching a
 literal
 underground club?



Her escort used his card to open one final door and a wave of sound crashed into Marissa. They stepped into another world.



She looked around, gaping. Bright lights flashed overhead, swiveling and casting multicolored beams everywhere. All around them people laughed and danced to the loud, pounding music that reverberated through Marissa’s core.



It was a club. After all that walking and secrecy, they had truly come out in a club—and an extravagant one, at that.



Purple and pink light fixtures dominated, casting the place in a seductive, sensuous glow. Everyone she saw looked well dressed and wealthy. Pretty serving girls wandered around, delivering drinks, dressed in skimpy outfits that left so little to the imagination, even Benny would have looked twice.



Whatever this place was, it wasn’t normal. Marissa felt like she’d fallen down the rabbit hole.



“Come.”



With a start, she stared at her grim-faced escort. It was the first word she’d heard him say. “Just lead the way.”



He didn’t reply. Only turned and wove his way through the club, dodging patrons and serving girls with equal grace. She trotted at his heels, looking about, examining everything.



Some patrons looked at them with curiosity, but most didn’t bother to spare even a glance. The working girls scurried about, dressed in identical low-cut, black mini dresses that bared plenty of cleavage and didn’t reach past upper thigh. A thick leather collar completed each outfit.



Only a few girls met her eyes, but none looked distressed or abused. BDSM getup notwithstanding, the place couldn’t be bad if it treated its employees well… Right?



They headed deeper inside and passed out of the main area. The sounds of music and chatter fell away behind them, growing faint until they rounded a corner and stepped into a back office. Two older men dressed in suits sat on a rich, leather couch, playing cards on a glass coffee table.



“Oh, good.” One of them, a tall man with silvery hair and lean features, looked up and discarded his cards. “You’re right on time.”



“I…” Marissa swallowed. The men looked pleasant enough and she felt silly for her earlier fear, but this was no time to relax. The situation screamed interview and she needed to make a good first impression. “I’m Marissa. Are you the one I talked with on the phone?”



“That would be me, actually,” the second man answered. Despite his age, he looked fit and healthy, with a full head of brown hair, graying at the temples. He smiled as he scrutinized her. “I’m Anthony.”



“And I’m Bruce,” the taller man said. His eyes shifted to her escort. “You can go, we’ll be fine.”



The big guy nodded and left without a second look. With his overbearing presence gone, the atmosphere felt brighter already. Still, she didn’t know who he or the two men before her actually were. The true nature of this place—and her role in it—eluded her.



“So… What’s this all about?”



“You tell us.” The man called Bruce chuckled. “You’re the one that called.”



“What my friend means,” Anthony added, “is there are options. Various roles you might be suitable for… And you’re free to do as little—or as much—as you like.”



The way Anthony watched her, like a prize—or perhaps a piece of meat—was unnerving. But Benny had warned her of this. Said their tastes ran dark and deep. She came here prepared for that.



“As little or much of
 what
, exactly?” Marissa demanded. “I came here because I heard it’s a good opportunity. But I’m not agreeing to something before I hear all the terms.”



Anthony laughed and leaned back. “Spunky. Nice curves and a big rack for a girl of her size, too.”



“Yes…” Bruce nodded in agreement. “With that attitude and those looks, I can think of quite a few who’d be interested in her.”



Marissa stared at the pair, unsure whether to be angry or flattered—or perhaps even horny. It was humiliating to be discussed like an object, but humiliation had always been one of her kinks, so…



She gritted her teeth and fought off that line of thought. “I’m right here, guys! Interested in me for
 what
?”



“To rent you, of course. For
 whatever
 the clients like.” Bruce smiled as Marissa barely suppressed a gasp. “That’s what we cater to here. We scout promising talent from strip clubs and agencies all around the country—”



“The whole world, really,” Anthony added.



“—and offer them options based on their interests—and capabilities. So how about it, Marissa? You can be one of the waitresses you saw on the way in or a stripper at one of our clubs. Or, if you’re game, we can discuss more lucrative options.”



Marissa swallowed. It felt like she was on the cusp of getting in over her head, if that hadn’t happened already. If their organization was as global as they claimed, and had high-end clients like they implied, even being a stripper could be very lucrative. The crowd at Benny’s had never been big on tipping, while the people she passed here looked like they had money to spare.



But she needed cash, and fast. Waiting for tips to roll in wasn’t an option.



“I didn’t come here to screw around,” she said, with more courage than she actually felt. “As they say, go big or go home.”



Chapter Three


A
 wide smile bloomed on Anthony’s face. “Excellent. Ever since you called, I was hoping you would agree.”


“I haven’t agreed to anything—yet.” Marissa crossed her arms. She wouldn’t let these guys push her around, no matter who they were.



“That’s fine. You want to hear more, first—it’s only natural. But so we’re clear, we haven’t hired you, yet, either.” Bruce gave an apologetic look. “There’s still the matter of your audition.”



“
What
?” Marissa glared from one man to the other. “Is this secretly some casting couch shoot? I’m not a moron—I’m not falling for any tricks. Either cut to the chase or I’m—”



The words died on her tongue, forgotten in an instant. Her eyes bugged out of her head at the sight of the thick wad of cash Bruce pulled from his pocket.



There must have been thousands—no,
 tens
 of thousands—of dollars there.



Bruce chuckled and flipped through them without a care. “I wouldn’t ask you to perform for free.”



“We cater to the most high-end clients,” Anthony said. “Men—and women—who know what they want, and will pay exorbitant sums for it. But they need to be treated with respect and discretion, too. We can’t hire just anyone for this. And we find it works out better for everyone if we keep our employees rich and happy. That way, everyone wins.”



“And besides—I like you. It’s rare for someone to come in here and make demands. So here’s a starting bonus.” Bruce counted out five crisp one hundred bills and slid them across the coffee table toward her. “Money paid up front for you to strip, dance, and…give Anthony a lap dance. Deal?”



Stunned, Marissa stared from man to cash and then back. “Seriously? Just for that?”



“Very. This is only a small taste. The further you’re willing to go, the more I will pay you.”



It was too good to be true. There had to be a catch… But Bruce looked serious.



Anthony watched her, his expression calm—if a little bemused. “We can take it back and you’re free to leave if you prefer. Though you’ll need to sign an NDA for us, to make sure you don’t—”



“No,” Marissa shook her head and set down her bag, “that’s not necessary.” With a flourish, she tossed off her jacket and revealing the tight, spaghetti-strap tank she wore underneath. “I’ll do it.”



The men smiled and leaned back, eyes fixed on her like ravenous wolves, hungry for what was to come.



Marissa paused. To dance without music was like a painter working blind. But she was a professional. The deep bass filtering in from the club’s sound system provided enough of a beat and she got to work, dancing and swaying, shaking her hips as her torso twisted and hands roved her body. Touching what the men could only see.



She tossed her head back and cupped her breasts, moaning louder than she intended. The two filthy rich men before her were quite handsome, now that she thought about it. And very much in control. As an exhibitionist and a submissive, this was exactly the situation she’d always craved.



Marissa turned and teased at lifting her top only to stop and lean forward, twerking her ass for their viewing pleasure. Dressed in tight yoga pants, she knew the view left little to the imagination, just as she intended.



By the time she lost her top and turned back to them, both men sported sizable bulges. She licked her lips at the sight. Every performer enjoyed an appreciative audience, and she was no different.



She kicked her shoes off, wriggled her hips, and slipped out of her pants. In just bra and panties, she danced for the two older men. Her hands grew bolder, caressing the swell of her breasts, over her flat tummy, and down—coming perilously close to rubbing her pussy.



A flush crept from her cheeks to her chest. Nipples hardened. Goosebumps broke out on her skin. The lust in the men’s eyes egged her on, made her want to tease and push further. To shatter the facade of calm self-control they still wore.



Bruce grunted his approval as Marissa unsnapped her bra, then growled when she refused to let it fall. Instead, she toyed with them, dancing closer and turning, twisting, shaking her hips before finally letting it drop.



A sharp intake of breath made her skin prickle and lips curl in a smile. Anthony’s bulge was even more noticeable now, tenting his pants and making clear what he wanted. She danced over and straddled him.



“One lap dance, coming up,” she whispered in his ear in her stage voice, husky and breathless.



Bruce chuckled off to the side somewhere but Marissa paid him no mind. She focused only on Anthony, slipping her hands along his surprisingly strong shoulders and chest. Hips bucking and grinding, she rode him, teasing his straining cock. With a moan, she bit on her lip and pressed closer, bare nipples grazing the fabric of his clothes.



This felt
 good
. She was getting way too into the game.



“Why don’t we make things more interesting?” Bruce suddenly asked. “Another five hundred for you to sit on that table, slip off your underwear, and get off for us.”



Marissa froze, panty-clad mound pressed against Anthony’s bulge. “For real?”



“Is it too much? Okay, then do as I said but talk dirty during it. Show us how filthy and wanton a whore you can be.”



A whore. Most strippers didn’t like that term or people who conflated what they did with prostitution. But Marissa wasn’t like most girls. The insult just made her wetter.



With a smile, she slid off Anthony’s lap and slipped out of her panties. Cold air brushed her hot lips, tickling the bare skin. It was fortunate she just waxed yesterday.



She perched on the table, hands exploring and sending tingles rippling through her body.



“Spread those knees,” Bruce ordered.



Finally, a man who knew what he wanted and didn’t hesitate to demand it. It made her core throb to obey his commands.



She smiled and opened her legs, fingertips sliding down, teasing apart the folds of her sex to probe at her entrance. A moan escaped her. Each touch felt electric. On stage at Benny’s she never got to play with herself. Guys who ordered private rooms always wanted to do the touching—and were invariably bad at it. Pleasuring herself for money was an experience she never imagined she’d get to enjoy.



Marissa licked, then sucked on a finger, going down on it like a cock. She held eye contact with Bruce, getting it wet before pushing it inside her pussy.



“I’m soaked,” she said, moaning and raising her knees to give them a better view. She pushed a second finger inside with ease, her cunt greedy for more. “Just aching to be filled…”



Anthony stared, rubbing his cock through his pants but Bruce only smirked.



“Is that the best you can do?” He sat up, glaring with an intensity that filled her with fear and excitement. “I already know you’re a horny little slut. I want to hear you tell me something I
 don’t
 know.”



Marissa’s nipples puckered, hardening to diamond pebbles that could cut glass. “Like… like what? I’ll tell you whatever you want to hear, sir.”



He arched an eyebrow, lips quirking. “Tell us what you’re thinking—right now. What’s running through your mind while you play with your cunt for two men you just met.”



She groaned, biting her lip as her pussy spasmed around her fingers. Bruce knew the perfect words to stoke the fire inside her.



“I’m horny… Soaking my fingers… Because I like showing off.” She whimpered and spread open wider, teasing her clit with her free hand. “That’s why I started as a stripper. The money was almost secondary… I just wanted guys to watch me. To see how hard I can make them and how bad they want to fuck me.”



“Dirty girl.” Despite his words, Bruce smiled.



“I…” Marissa let out a moan. She couldn’t believe she was about to say this. “I used to hope they’d get handsy and push me to do more.”



“That they’d put you in your place and treat you like the little whore you are, you mean?” Bruce’s eyes glittered with barely suppressed desire.



“Yesss. That’s what I want—what I
 need
. A guy to just use me, to pound me and show me who’s boss and take what’s his!” As her breathing grew ragged, her words slurred together. She was so close. Her pussy dripped and ached, clit throbbing painfully, heartbeat racing.



She’d meant to put on more of a show for them but she couldn’t wait—she needed release and needed it
 now
.



“Stop,” Bruce said. The air of authority in his tone brooked no discussion or second-guessing. But she was so close…



Marissa stared at him, wide-eyed, and kept going. She could feel the orgasm brewing inside her. So close that—



“I said
 stop
.” Bruce’s eyes flashed. The smirk disappeared, replaced by something cold and frightening that made her imagine being locked in a dungeon, to be used and abused at his leisure. “Filthy little whores have to earn their orgasms and I changed my mind about yours. You’ll work for it.
 Really
 work for it.”



Chapter Four


W
hining, Marissa pulled her hands away from her soaked slit. Suddenly empty, her pussy ached for attention. But much as it pained her, she had to obey.


Not because Bruce paid good money and satisfying his whims was the lifeline to that. No… She obeyed because his presence demanded it. If the man said he wanted to take her then and there, free of charge, she wouldn’t mind. In fact, she’d probably thank him while cumming again and again on his cock.



“She gets so into it, she ends up becomes a brat, doesn’t she?” Anthony commented, laughing.



“Brats are the most fun.”



Marissa blushed, squirming. Even as a child, no one had ever called her a brat.



“On your knees.” Bruce stood and removed his belt. “You know how to earn your reward, don’t you?”



“Sucking cock, sir,” she whispered, pussy dripping as she got on the floor and crawled to Bruce. Moving on instinct, she undid his trousers and dragged them down with his boxers, freeing his cock. Already hard, it sprung up before her, veiny and thick. Only average in length, he more than made up with his girth. Her mouth drooled in anticipation.



“That’s right. You’ll service both our cocks now… And maybe you’ll earn your reward.”



Marissa nodded and reached for his length, but Bruce wasn’t done.



“It’ll be five hundred for your mouth. Each.”



Her jaw dropped as Bruce counted out ten bills from the wad in his hand and set them down with the other thousand she’d earned. She had been ready to do it for free! “Thank you—”



“Thank me with your mouth, cunt.”



With a moan, Marissa wrapped her lips around his cock. She’d thank him. She’d show him what she could do and crack that iron control of his if it was the last thing she did!



Anthony pushed the coffee table aside and moved to her other side. Devoid of trousers and jacket, he sported only a shirt and a rock hard erection. She grabbed it and stroked him while bobbing up and down on Bruce, tongue swirling to massage the head, then pressing forward until she gagged on his length. Like a desperate whore, she sucked and slurped on his cock.



“Fuck…” Bruce gripped her by the hair and shoved more of his cock in her mouth, head bumping the back of her throat. She gagged and he relented, only to grab her head and try again once she caught her breath. “Take it. Open up that throat and show me how good you are.”



She shuddered as his cock pushed past her gag reflex and into her throat. Panic overtook her as she struggled to breathe, but Bruce paid her no heed. Gripping her by the hair he fucked her mouth like it was a cunt, using her as a toy for his pleasure. Spit ran down his cock and dripped from her lips. Tears welled in her eyes. Each time Bruce pulled back she had time for one heaving gasp before his cock shoved down her throat once again.



As suddenly as it began, Bruce pulled out of her mouth and she collapsed to the floor, coughing and gasping for air.



“That’s a good girl.”



A shiver ran through her at the words
 ‘good girl’
, starting right from her core. Face a mess and blinking tears from her eyes, she looked up to see his sadistic, pleased smile.



“So much flirting that I’m starting to get lonely,” Anthony said. He grabbed her hair and hauled her toward him. “Let’s see if you’re as good as Bruce says. Open up.”



Marissa didn’t hesitate. The humiliation, the praise, the loss of control… All of it worked together, making her horny and eager to please. She swallowed his cock and played with his balls, struggling to deepthroat him the way she had Bruce.



Bruce crouched beside her, hands exploring her body. A heavy palm landed a swat on her ass and she moaned, arching to offer him better access.



He chuckled and reached for her breasts, instead, mauling the delicate flesh. Cruel fingers pinched and twisted her nipples. They were sensitive—an ex once made her cum just from playing with them—and his touch sent pain lancing through her on electric arcs that connected straight to her clit.



She throbbed. Her whole body—whole
 being
—throbbed; all just one nerve for him to manipulate, ravage, and have his way with.



The pain egged her on. She gagged herself on Anthony’s cock, forcing it down her throat with sheer willpower. His moans of delight and fingers gripping her hair provided all the reward that she needed. Knowing that she gave him pleasure was more than enough.



“Such a wet little cunt,” Bruce growled as he rubbed her soaked slit. “If you’re dripping from just sucking cock, I wonder how you’ll react to taking it?” Two fingers speared inside, impaling her on their thickness.



Marissa gasped and cried out, quivering with surprise and delight. She would have begged for more if her mouth wasn’t so full, but Anthony gave her no chance to thank Bruce. Growling like a beast, he thrust forward and fucked her face, only a little less brutally than Bruce had done.



She gagged and struggled to breathe anyway. Trapped between the two men, violated from both ends, she felt her body careen toward an orgasm. The pressure kept building, growing inside her, heading toward the inevitable cliff.



Until, suddenly, Anthony pulled out and left her panting and drooling all over herself. “How about we up the ante?”



She stared up in confusion, while behind her Bruce chuckled. He stroked her clit, fingers still deep in her cunt, and leaned close to growl in her ear. “He means that we fuck you. A thousand per hole—how does that sound?”



The number was staggering.
 Two thousand
, just to fuck the two men? Two thousand for less than an
 hour
 of her time? If she were any less horny, she might have hesitated—simply because the offer was too good to be true.



“Fuck me,” she spat, well past the point of worrying. Even if she got nothing for it, at that moment she simply wanted to cum. “Shove your cocks in me and fucking fuck me already!”



Chapter Five


B
ruce chuckled. Rather than give her what she wanted, he grabbed her throat, fingers still buried inside her and stretching the walls of her cunt. “Is that any way for a whore to talk?”


“Fuck…” Her pussy clenched and drooled around his digits.



“Wrong again. I want to hear you beg.”



“Please…
 Please
, give it to me. Fuck me.” The hand around her throat tightened. Lightheaded and desperate, she whimpered. “Please! D-daddy—”



Something bestial flashed in his eyes. For just a moment, his control broke. With a growl, Bruce pulled free of her and tore at his clothes. “Mount Anthony.”



Disappointed that he wouldn’t fuck her first, Marissa got up. Anthony waited for her on the couch, his shirt gone. He watched with a smile as she approached and straddled him.



“I wanted to fuck you since the moment you walked in.”



She smiled and gave his cock a few strokes, smearing the precum before angling it to her entrance. His cock wasn’t what she truly wanted, but it still felt good as it stretched her lips and pushed deep into her aching pussy.



“Mmm… Then go ahead. Fuck me.” She wrapped her arms around his neck and rolled her hips, grinding her clit on him. If she got the pressure right, she could probably cum before he did. “Tonight I’m your dirty little plaything.”



Anthony moaned and grabbed her ass, fingers digging in painfully hard. “That’s right… Bought and paid for.”



She whimpered, clenching around him. Even if he wasn’t Bruce, she was already so close. Being reminded that she was here for money—whoring herself out to strangers—made her hotter than she ever would have believed. Dancing on stage didn’t hold a candle to this.



A new hand suddenly appeared on her ass. Marissa looked back in surprise, then grinned when she saw Bruce standing there.



He smirked back and gave her rear a hard smack. “Stupid slut. I said mount him—I didn’t think I needed to specify that you ride him, too.” He smacked her again, even harder. Between his words and the sting, her core heated and throbbed, but Bruce wasn’t done. His finger found and pressed on the puckered ring of her ass.



She froze. No one had ever touched her back there. A few guys had tried, but she always considered it an exit only lane. But Bruce didn’t know that. Even if he did, she didn’t think it would stop him.



Or that she wanted him to.



“Bounce on him,” he commanded.



“Y-yes, sir…” She bit her lip, quivering from all the emotions boiling inside her. Excitement. Need. Lust. Fear…



Bruce spat on her asshole and pushed a finger inside the tight, virgin hole. He held it still, but each bounce and roll of her hips forced it in deeper. Instead of fucking her, he made it so she impaled herself on him. She wasn’t just losing her virginity—he forced her to wantonly hand it over to him.



“So tight… Don’t tell me you never had anything back here?”



“No…” Her breath hitched, heart fluttering as beneath her, Anthony teased her clit. “Never.”



“How unexpected.” Even without seeing Bruce, she could hear the smile in his words. “But a deal’s a deal. A thousand ‘per hole,’ I said, and I meant it. I’ll enjoy breaking you in.”



A second finger pushed inside, stretching Marissa’s ass painfully wide. But horny as she was, cunt stuffed with cock, she didn’t care. She wanted the pain and the violation. To have Bruce use her and mark her and claim her. The money wasn’t even a consideration at this point. She just wanted to be
 fucked
. Dominated the way she’d always craved.



The fingers pulled free, for a moment leaving her empty and pining for more. Luckily, Bruce didn’t make her wait long. In seconds she felt the broad tip of his cock nudge her sphincter.



It felt huge. Had he always been this big? Panic flared as he pushed, forcing the monster inside her.



“Please!” She gasped and shuddered, pleasure and pain coursing through her. “It’s so big—go slower—”



“Shut up.” Bruce’s voice was cold and harsh. He grabbed a fistful of hair and pulled her head back, arching her back painfully as he forced his length deeper inside. “You’re going to take it and you’re going to love it like the horny, depraved bitch we all know you are.”



Oh God.
 Oh God
.



A wail escaped her. The inhuman shriek exploded from her lungs as a wave of torturous ecstasy crashed into her. The pain, the degradation, the inescapable nature of her situation—everything rolled together and collided, exploding and tipping her over the edge.



Pleasure beyond any orgasm she’d experienced roared through her as she convulsed and screamed on their cocks. Sparks and colors filled her vision. She was falling, flying, lost and consumed.



Marissa collapsed onto Anthony’s chest, limp and weak, panting for air as her heart raced.



The men gave her no chance to recover. Even as aftershocks made her tremble and spasm, Bruce forced his cock deeper inside, growling obscenities the whole while. Calling her a slut and a whore, a filthy fucktoy for them to enjoy and much more. The words blended together, mixing with the searing heat of her ass being stuffed and the delicious feeling of fullness that came from having two cocks inside her at once.



She floated on a cloud, taking their cocks; a willing and eager doll for their use.



“Don’t you dare go limp on me.” A hand cracked down on her ass, jolting her back to awareness. Bruce rocked his hips and forced more cock inside her tight hole. “Stay with me! I want you to feel every second.”



With each thrust, he got deeper inside and could move his hips a little bit more. His size filled her, stretched her, and threatened to tear her apart. The pain and pleasure mixed, elevating one another.



The men fucked her in counterpoint, Bruce slamming in when Anthony would pull out. Alternating back and forth, they built up a rhythm.



Whimpers and moans escaped her lips in a continuous stream. Her vision swam. Pulse raced. Soaked cunt squelched with each thrust. The pain faded away, replaced by mindless pleasure.



She pushed back against Bruce when he thrust, craving more. “Pound me. Like you. Mean it!”



With a growl he grabbed her by the shoulders and slammed inside, hips smacking her ass. Pain seared her insides, making her clit throb from urgent need.



The men pounded her, vicious strokes ramming inside her. Sandwiched between them, all she could do was accept it. To scream and cum on Anthony’s cock as they used her, pumping faster—faster still—breath coming in gasps as sweat beaded their bodies.



Anthony stiffened and moaned. A burst of hot seed blasted inside her, filling her. Bruce hammered another few strokes and then he came too, ropes of hot cum spurting deep into her formerly virgin but now well-used hole.



She collapsed, utterly spent. Bruce pulled out with a content sigh, and Anthony gently rolled her off him. She sprawled on the couch, weak and quivering, overloaded by the multiple orgasms. Everything in her eyes swam. Brain felt mushy. Thoughts scattered like water through a sieve.



“That”—Bruce smiled and gave his head a shake—“was an exemplary performance.”



Marissa stared. Performance?



Anthony chuckled as he stood and searched for his clothes. “You passed the test. With flying colors, I might add.”



“You earned your money—every cent. And our recommendation. The way you responded to degradation and pain, and how easily you orgasmed… There are clients who’d pay a lot to enjoy you.”



“Th-thanks, I guess?” Heat tinged her cheeks, despite the silliness of being embarrassed in front of men who’d literally just paid to fuck her. “It’s been my kink since forever, so I couldn’t hold back. Surprisingly hard to find guys willing to go as far as I want.”



Bruce chuckled. “Excellent. Then we can help one another, because the clients we have will make the two of us seem like pussycats.” He smiled wolfishly. “Interested?”



Her pussy clenched. Even drained and fucked to a near comatose state, her body responded to the mere
 idea
 of what Bruce promised. There was only one answer.



“Yes.”



Epilogue


D
awn broke by the time Marissa finally made it back to her apartment. Exhausted beyond belief, she collapsed on the couch and stared up at the ceiling.


She was rich.
 Richer
, at least. The thought made her head spin.



Four thousand dollars earned just like that. All it cost was her time… and anal virginity.



She smiled and squirmed, feeling how sore she was back there. How sore she was
 everywhere
. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so sexually fulfilled.



With a content sigh, she pulled the stack of crisp bills from her purse and turned them over in her hands, feeling their weight. With this much cash, she could rest easy. She wouldn’t lose her tiny apartment or have to ration her meals.



More importantly, she could finally get ahead of the ballooning interest on her debt.



But Bruce promised her more. Much more. So much that she could say goodbye to fears of loan sharks coming to collect on what they were due.



All it would take was servicing the wealthiest, kinkiest clients. The ones with the money to pay for whatever their kink happened to be. The thought of what that might entail filled her with fear and excitement in equal measure.



No matter the risks, it was an opportunity she couldn’t pass up. And who knew… Maybe she would enjoy it as much as she had Bruce’s “test.”



Marissa pulled out one more thing from her purse. A rich, embossed card with Bruce’s name and number etched on it in gold ink. She’d call him and tell him to set it up. Come what may, she was in.



She’d see this all the way through.



For His Pleasure


Chapter One


D
ressed in a fluffy bathrobe and hair wrapped in a towel, Marissa stepped out of her bathroom feeling rejuvenated.


How long had it been since she had the breathing room to decompress and start the day with a nice bath? Since she could relax, without fear of how she would pay the next set of bills? She no longer remembered, but it had to have at least been the better part of a decade. The bath salts she’d finally tried were certainly a gift from somewhere around that time.



She paced the room, bare feet padding the carpet as she finished drying her hair when the phone rang.



The number was unfamiliar but she answered anyway. There was a chance it was her new employer, Bruce, who’d said he would be in touch once he got a new client lined up. It could also be one of the girls from Wicked, the strip club where she worked. Or—maybe—
used
 to work. But even if she was no longer on the schedule, she’d gladly go in if someone wanted her to cover a shift.



“Hello, Marissa speak—”



“Marissa! And here I was thinking you’re avoiding me. Turns out all I had to do was use a number you wouldn’t recognize.” A shiver coursed through her. The deep bass voice was one she’d recognize anywhere. “I was worried. After all, what if something happened to you? I was almost ready to send someone for a house-call. You know, to make sure that you’re doing well.”



“Th-that’s not necessary! I’m fine, Ray, I swear.” She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to quiet her breathing. There was no reason to be afraid. She had money now. “I’ll even have this month’s payment ready on time. The full amount—I know you dislike how I would always run late—”



“That’s right, I do. But you know what else I dislike?
 Being played for a chump!
” Rage filled his voice. Her shiver turned to full-body trembles.



Ray was a loan shark—the kind you’d expect to see only in movies, breaking knees with an iron bat. Unfortunately, that was just another way fiction fell short of reality. He was very much real and highly dangerous.



And she owed him money—lots of it.



“Don’t know how you did it—don’t really care—but imagine my surprise when I hear little Marissa is flush with cash and paying off Danny. I’m
 dying
 to know why he gets his before me.”



“I…” She paced around her living room, thoughts racing. “Daniel—he collects early, and I still owed him for last month so I just thought—”



“You. Thought. Wrong.” She recoiled as if slapped. “I don’t like waiting for scraps. You owed me the longest, so you pay
 me
 first. And now I’m out of patience. I tried to be lenient because of your old man, but that’s done. I want my payment next week. The full sum for the month. Either that, or we’ll be having a very different conversation. An
 in person
 conversation. Don’t disappoint me.”



The call cut off.



Marissa lowered her hand and stared at the phone screen for a long moment before sitting heavily on the couch. She pressed her face in her hands.



Fuck
.



She’d been careless. The brief taste of riches she got from Bruce had made her forget how dangerous Ray and the other loan sharks could be. How jealous, with what they saw as their “territory.” Not that she’d had much of a choice. Her debt to Daniel was the smallest and most overdue. She thought that by knocking it out first, she could earn a little peace of mind and keep everyone happy.



Clearly, that was the wrong decision. Her influx of wealth did not go unnoticed, and now Ray had her on his radar. When he said something, he never went back on his word. No matter how she pleaded, she knew there’d be no changing his mind.



The problem was she didn’t have the money. Between rent, basic necessities, and her debt to Daniel, she’d already burned through the four thousand dollars she got from Bruce. Worse, he had nothing concrete lined up for her. The best he’d offered was some rich European businessman who would stop in the city in two weeks. Apparently, the man wanted a girl for some fun of the “tie-up and overload with orgasms” variety. It was her kind of thing and her eyes had lit up when Bruce told her about it.



But two weeks was too long to wait. Ray or one of his goons would come knocking long before then, and she didn’t think Bruce would appreciate her arriving to work with black eyes and broken fingers.



Perhaps Benny, the owner of Wicked, could—



She discarded the thought. With her departure, others would have already claimed her shifts. There was nothing Benny could do about that, not if he still wanted to keep the peace and avoid rustling anyone’s feathers. Not that dancing as a stripper would square her debt, anyway. Not on such short notice. She needed something more.



That left only Bruce or praying for a miracle. She hated to beg for his help, but she hated waiting helplessly even more. With her back against the wall, this wasn’t the time for modesty or false pride. She couldn’t afford to be picky with her life in the balance.



Biting her lip, she pulled up his number from her contacts and hit dial. The phone only had time to ring twice before he picked up.



“Bruce here,” he said, his tone brusque. “You’re still free for almost two weeks—is there something else I can do for you, Marissa?”



“I, uh… was wondering if you had anything else for me. Anything at all.” She hesitated, unsure how much she should tell him. “There’s a situation—I need money sooner than I expected.”



He was silent for a long while. “There is someone else. A new visitor coming to town, so we haven’t matched him with anyone yet. But I’m not sure this is someone you’re ready to handle.”



Marissa gritted her teeth. Why were men always either trying to shake her down for money or else looking to protect her as though she didn’t have a brain to fend for herself?



“Whatever it is, I’m sure I can take it. Or, at least, decide for myself.”



He remained silent, as though deep in thought.



“Please.”



Bruce sighed. “It’s not someone I’ve worked with before. All I know is he has a taste for sadism and girls who genuinely get off on it. Sort of like you,” he added with a laugh. “But his reputation and request are all I have to go on. The problem is that he’s new. I won’t be able to vouch for his trustworthiness… or discretion.”



Fear of Ray overrode the fear of whatever this unknown sadist might do. “When can you set it up? Can it be this week?”



“Tomorrow, actually—he’s only in town for one night. The short notice is why he’s still unclaimed.” Bruce paused and she heard the sound of shuffling papers, then muffled voices. “If you’re confident you can handle it, I’ll give you the job.”



“Please. I’d appreciate it.”



“Sure, it’s your head. Or ass, rather.” He chuckled at his own joke before continuing. “You should spend the day getting ready. Pamper yourself a little. Perhaps buy some new clothes. Something elegant and high class for him to tear off you. It’s important you make a good first impression for our continued relationship with this man.”



Marissa grimaced. “I don’t think I have the money for all that.” In fact, she knew she didn’t. Not unless she got Benny to agree to let her work the club tonight, after all.



“What happened to your starting ‘bonus?’”



“It’s gone. I had…expenses.”



Silence reigned for several long moments.



“Well. I don’t know your circumstances… But if you don’t look your best and get turned down, it will reflect poorly on the company. That’s something we can’t have. But I’ll tell you what—come down to the club. Do a quick service for me, and I’ll give you enough money to cover the expenses.”



Her pussy clenched. After the “test” Bruce and his associate, Anthony, gave her last time, it was easy to figure out what sort of service he wanted. “I’ll do it—just tell me when.”



“Excellent.” Even over the phone, she could imagine his wolfish smile and piercing eyes, looking at her like a toy to be broken and used. The thought heated her core even further. “I’m here all day. Come down when you can, but I suggest sooner rather than later. You’ll have many preparations to make.”



She smiled. “I’m on my way.”



Chapter Two


A
 half hour later, Marissa found herself back in the alley, waiting in front of the same unmarked door as she had days ago. The location looked even more unassuming in the bright morning light than it had the night she first made Bruce’s acquaintance. Just thinking about how the alley hid a secret entrance to his shadowy club made her feel like a character in some overwrought spy thriller.


Yet it was all real. She’d seen it. Walked through it. Gotten spit-roasted in its back room…



And even after all that, she still couldn’t make heads or tails of the place.



Bruce offered her a flat
 ten thousand
 dollars a day rate, as long as she kept her clients satisfied. For such an outrageous sum, she could afford to work only a few days each month and still make more than enough to pay off her debts and live a life free of worries. What kind of place could afford such rates? Where did they find enough clients to sustain the whole thing? And how did they keep the police and FBI out of what was surely a lucrative and widespread operation?



Metal grated on metal, snapping her mind to the present. The door swung open and a feeling of
 déjà vu
 rolled over her.



Standing before her, just like last time, was a stony-faced mountain of a man. Dressed in a plain black suit, eyes hard and cold, he looked like a thug. Or maybe a hit man.
 Not
 someone sent to open doors and perform menial chores.



Perhaps it was best if she didn’t know more about the club, after all. Something told her the knowledge might shorten her lifespan.



The man didn’t speak. He only held the door open and gestured for her to enter.



“It’s me again,” she said as she squeezed past him to get inside. “Um… My name’s Marissa. Though maybe you know that already. I just figured I should introduce myself since I might be coming by here a lot.”



As expected, the man didn’t answer. Didn’t even so much as nod. He just shut the door and replaced the deadbolt before brushing past her to head deeper inside, leading her past numerous locked doors and labyrinthine turns.



They retraced the path to the club, a cloud of oppressive silence hanging around them. Not that she’d dared to expect much, but she
 had
 hoped the man would at least give his name. That he’d say
 anything
 to break his impenetrable, stony facade.



She cast around for a new topic, some question that she might ask him, but nothing particular came to mind. It was all moot, anyway. A man who wouldn’t even reveal his name certainly wouldn’t disclose any secrets about his place of employment.



He unlocked the final door and they stepped out from a drab hallway into an opulent club. Unlike last time she visited, there were no guests or loud music this time. Most of the lights were off, turning the place into a shadowy cavern.



Marissa whistled. Devoid of people and smoke, the place was enormous. As large as any club she’d ever seen, and with state of the art equipment and furnishings. The price for those things alone would be staggering, but how much more so to build it all underground and in total secrecy?



How was that possible? Even if it was exclusive to only the biggest VIPs, there should have at least been some rumors. Pictures. Comments on the internet. But she’d searched and found none. As far as the world was aware, this place didn’t exist. What resources made that possible?



The scale of it staggered her.



She followed her guide across the empty floor, all the way to the back office where Bruce had conducted her “interview” last time.



The man stopped in front of the door and turned to her. “Go inside.”



Marissa froze and gawked at the not-quite-mute giant. It was the second time she’d ever heard him speak.



“All right, thanks,” she said after a moment’s pause to gather her thoughts. She was glad he wouldn’t enter with her. Whoever—whatever—the guy was, his presence was unnerving. With a deep breath, she stepped into the office.



Bruce sat on the same couch as last time, dressed in a dark navy suit with the tie and top button undone. He appeared engrossed in some paperwork but looked up with a smile when she entered. “Marissa. I said to come sooner and here you are, ever prompt. That obedience will serve you well.”



She blushed. “Thanks—I think.” A quick look around revealed the room empty. “Anthony not around today?”



“He’s busy elsewhere but will be in later,” Bruce replied, skimming through his papers again.



Marissa watched, struck by how handsome he was. Despite probably being in his late fifties, Bruce was still tall and fit, with silver hair that lent him a dignified—even noble—air. And he was virile. She could personally attest to that.



As though sensing her thoughts, he looked up, eyes turning sharp and wicked in his lean, chiseled face. “I’m sorry to do this to you, but I have a busy schedule so I must be curt.” He reached into his jacket’s inside pocket and pulled out a thick wad of bills, counted out ten, and laid them flat on the table. “One thousand dollars—my payment to you. All you have to do in exchange is bring me your mouth so I can vent some managerial stress.”



She stared in surprise before quickly nodding. “It’s a deal.”



Maybe it was just his way of looking out for her but the deal was a no-brainer. After the “audition” she had with Bruce and Anthony—involving the men using
 all
 of her holes—a mere blowjob was easy.



Plus… Bruce had a manner about him—an intensity—that made her knees weak and pussy wet. She would have gladly sucked him off for free, if only it meant being properly dominated.



“Oh, just one thing…” He beckoned her closer. “I won’t be gentle. Your potential client tomorrow certainly won’t be, so think of this as some on the job training to see if you’re up to snuff.”



“Didn’t you already do that last time?” Marissa sauntered over, hips swaying, and sank to her knees between his legs. “Do your worst.”



“Oh?” Bruce chuckled, a satisfied smirk on his face. Somehow, Marissa suspected she’d just walked into some kind of trap.



He undid his trousers while she unlaced and tugged off his shoes. His pants and underwear followed suit, finally baring his cock. Her breath hitched. Pussy heated. In the days since the interview, her thoughts had returned to Bruce often. Late at night, with her hand between her thighs, it was him that she imagined ravishing her.



“Go ahead. Open wide and let’s see what you can do.”



“Yes, sir,” she murmured. But rather than go for his cock right away, she kissed her way up his thighs, watching with satisfaction as his rod grew thicker and fuller. By the time her mouth reached it, he was already hard and thick, completely erect.



With a dart of her tongue, she licked a straight line from base to tip and planted a wet kiss on the head. The smell of his natural musk intoxicated her. She kissed it again, then slipped lower, lips brushing his skin as she worshiped the cock. Last time he had forcefully fucked her mouth, giving her no time to really savor the experience. This time, she wanted to make things special. Since he was paying her so much money, it only made sense that she provide benefits worthy of the cost.



The ring of his phone broke the silence. “Don’t stop what you’re doing,” Bruce ordered before picking up. “Bruce speaking—how was your flight?”



Marissa scowled. He didn’t even sound flustered! The conversation dragged on, him speaking of flights and stocks and various business matters as though it were all a walk in the park. As if she wasn’t down on her knees, doing her best to pleasure his cock.



The smirk returned to Bruce’s lips. His eyes glittered, as though reading what was on her mind. He covered the phone with his hand for a moment and said one word. “
Suck.
”



“Yes, sir—daddy,” she added at the last moment, remembering the reaction the term got from him last time. Bruce’s eyes flashed and she giggled as she wrapped her lips around his engorged dick. She sidled closer and sucked, hand stroking the half of his shaft her mouth didn’t reach.



Bruce continued the conversation as before, unhurried and relaxed, perfectly in control. Or so it seemed at first glance. The reality was different. With her so close, she could hear his harsh breathing and feel his pulse race as cracks spread in his iron facade.



“Sorry, John,” Bruce said, at last, voice strained. “I’m getting a call on my other line. Let’s catch up next time you’re in the country. There are a few people I want to introduce you to.”



Marissa looked up with a cheeky smile, nursing on the tip of his cock and swirling her tongue all around it while her fist pumped the shaft. But instead of it being an excuse for privacy, Bruce really switched over to another call.



“Anthony, you won’t believe what you’re missing.”



She blushed, then gasped when Bruce grabbed her hair with one hand and forced her head down.



“No, not her. I have Marissa here now.” He pushed her down further, until the head of his cock hit the back of her throat. “She can’t really talk—she’s rather busy at the moment—but I think I solved our Vincent problem. Any news on your end?”



With Anthony on the line, Bruce didn’t bother hiding his pleasure as he had for the first call. He pushed her down, grip implacable and controlling, moaning as she gasped and slobbered all over his cock. She moaned, too. The more he suffocated her, the wetter her pussy became.



Without even thinking she straddled his foot and ground down on it. Layers of clothes separated her cunt from him but the touch still felt good. Already she was bordering on the edge of a powerful orgasm.



“Pathetic little slut,” Bruce growled. Fire blazed in his eyes and his cock thickened, throbbing. “No—of course I don’t mean you, Anthony!”



The conversation faded as Marissa focused on her task. Bruce’s thrusts turned impatient, more insistent than ever. Each time he made her go deeper than before, as though trying to smother her with his cock. Instead of struggling to get away, she just humped his leg faster, core burning and pussy clenching with desire. A man who didn’t hesitate to take what he wanted, who wasn’t afraid to use her as he saw fit… Bruce gave her everything that she’d dreamed of for years.



So consumed with her task was she that she didn’t even realize his call ended until she felt Bruce’s second hand on her head. She looked up, face messy from drool, makeup smeared by her tears.



“Beautiful.” A smile played over his lips as Bruce stood. His fingers tightened in her hair. “Now open wide.”



She didn’t have time to reply. His hips lurched forward, slamming his length down her throat. She gagged, eyes bulging, but he was just getting started. With a grip like iron, he held her in place as he thrust, rutting into her mouth with abandon. His balls slapped her chin. Tears streamed from her eyes. The room filled with his moans and the sound of her gagging.



She clawed at his thighs, lungs burning for air. Heedless, Bruce rammed her throat even harder until, with a groan, he pulled out and exploded all over her face.



Ropes of sticky, hot cum covered her, landing on her tongue, lips, and all over her face. Some even got in her hair. She squinted and squirmed, trying to keep it out of her eyes, but Bruce’s hand kept her in place.



“Mmm…” He sighed and rewarded her with a rare, genuine smile. “You look good like that. Teary and painted with cum… I think you’re ready after all.”



Marissa stared up at him, somewhat dazed. Ready?
 Oh, for the client.



Bruce smiled. “Lick it up. Scoop up what you can’t reach, then lick that up, too. It’s your reward, after all. Along with the money, of course.”



Obediently, she licked her lips and tasted his salty, thick cum. She scooped it onto her fingers and sucked them clean, embarrassed and blushing but soaked beyond belief.



He watched with a satisfied smirk until she finally finished. “Good girl.”



“Thank you, sir,” Marissa said, smiling despite herself. Somehow, the simple phrase warmed her. Knowing she’d pleased him justified her sore throat, bruised knees, and raccoon eyes. She hoped she’d have the chance to please him again.



Bruce glanced at his watch.



“You’d better get going.” For a moment, he looked wistful, as though he, too, would much rather spend his day finding new ways to abuse her. Then his expression hardened and he was the self-assured businessman once more. “Your money is right there. I’ll text you tonight with all the details for tomorrow. Do well, and there may be a bonus in it for you.”



Chapter Three


H
er escort was already waiting by the time she left the room some minutes later. The mystery man looked her over and Marissa blushed, keenly aware of her state. She’d done what she could to fix her hair and makeup but there was no hiding the sticky residue of dried cum on her skin, or the smeared mascara around her eyes.


But why should she feel embarrassed? Sure, she’d come here to get her throat fucked for money, but the exchange made her a thousand dollars richer. Dignity was a small price to pay for that kind of convenience.



“Follow,” the man said and set out toward the exit.



Marissa nodded and walked after him, taking two steps for each of his long strides. As they walked, she tried to sort through the feelings brewing inside her. Between the shame of someone seeing her disheveled state and how harsh Bruce had been, maybe it was true she felt a bit used. Not that thug-man—or anyone else!—had the right to judge her for it.



But at the same time, she loved being used and was excited beyond belief. Her panties were soaked, nipples hard, and deep inside she yearned for nothing more than a thick cock to ravage her pussy. It was a shame that Bruce was so busy and had to limit their play. She almost wished Anthony had been here. Between the two, she was certain at least one would have fucked her.



She settled her gaze on the dark-suited man and glared at his broad back. It was his fault she was ill at ease. Everything about his manner and attitude was too discomfiting, as though he radiated hostility.



“Do you dislike me or something?” she demanded as they passed out of the club and into the set of underground warrens connecting it to the surface.



The man’s steps didn’t falter but he turned to cast her a surprised glance. At least she thought it was surprised. With his stony features and cold gray eyes like pieces of flint, it was hard to be sure.



His jaw tightened. They walked in silence and were almost at the exit when he shook his head. “Not that. I’ve seen too many like you pass through here.”



Marissa stared as he led them into the last room, as much surprised by his answer as him bothering to answer at all. “What—”



He pulled open the deadbolt on the metal door with a loud screech, drowning out her question, and pushed the door open. Bright noonday sunlight streamed into the musty room with its broken down crates. After the semi-darkness of the windowless underground compound, it was odd to remember that it was still daytime outside.



Rather than step into that light, Marissa stood where she was. The cryptic answer he gave bugged her. She wanted to know what he meant.



As her mouth opened to ask, the man’s stony gaze hardened into a glare. A vein in his temple throbbed. Judging by the set of his jaw, there would be no further Q&A session today.



She sighed. “Fine. See you next time, I guess,” she muttered, squeezing past him.



The man grunted.



Once outside, she whirled back to face him. “I’m glad it’s not because of me personally!”



The door slammed shut with a bang, followed by the rattling of the deadbolt sliding back into place. She couldn’t be sure that he’d heard her, but for a second before the door closed, she could have sworn she saw a flicker of
 something
 on the man’s face.



Not that it really mattered.



With another sigh, she headed toward where she parked her rickety car. With any luck, she wouldn’t run into anyone on the way to her apartment. Once she cleaned up, she would head out and run those errands Bruce demanded.



“Pampering,” he called it. Perhaps there really was a first time for everything.


***


Marissa stepped out of the cab, long trench coat wrapped tight around her, and handed the man a fifty on a forty-five fare. “Keep the change.”



It wasn’t like her to take cabs or give tips, but somehow it was easier knowing it was just Bruce’s money. The man had pervaded on her—after a heated phone call—that driving her early 90s model Buick to the city’s newest and fanciest hotel was not a good choice.



She headed inside, high heels clicking with each step on the polished marble floors. The hotel lounge was expansive, beautiful and elegant and all things contrary to the world she was used to. She was glad she took the time to get pampered as Bruce had instructed. Manicured, pedicured, with her hair and makeup professionally done, and sporting a sleek and sexy new outfit, she blended in with the ritzy hotel patrons.



Of course, she still
 felt
 out of place, but at least she no longer looked it.



With more confidence than she felt, she approached the front desk. In the back of her mind, she felt panicked, sure that someone would recognize her for what she was—a prostitute.



The pretty Asian woman dressed in an impeccable uniform smiled. “How may I help you?”



“I’m expected in room 3001.”



The woman’s eyes widened. Instead of the challenge regarding her purpose that Marissa expected, she waved over a bellhop. “This lady is a guest of Mr. Paulson’s, room 3001. Take her to the elevator, please?”



The man stiffened to attention. “Right this way, ma’am!”



She followed him, torn between indignation—in what world was she old enough to warrant a “ma’am?”—and amusement. Whatever Vincent Paulson did, he appeared to be big news. If only the people here knew what he hired her for…



The bellhop led her past the regular elevators and right to the exclusive VIP elevator. He scanned a card and it came to life, doors opening with a chime. “Just hit the button for floor thirty, and it’ll take you right up to the room. Please enjoy your stay.”



Marissa smiled and stepped in, the doors shutting smoothly behind her. She hoped she’d enjoy. There was a good chance she would—she
 did
 have quite the masochistic streak, after all.



But that all remained to be seen. First, she had to at least meet the man.



The elevator had buttons for only seven floors. The lobby and first floor, containing the breakfast buffet, gym, and various other service areas, and the five top floors reserved for the hotel’s wealthiest guests. She whistled when she realized her floor was the top one.



Marissa pressed the button and tried not to fidget as the elevator shot up. Under her coat, she wore a slinky red dress that hardly covered her ass and left her back bare. Bruce said Vincent enjoyed attire that straddled the line between slutty and elegant, and she’d picked it with him in mind. Hopefully, he would appreciate it—and the tiny g-string she had on underneath.



With another chime, the elevator doors opened. True to what the bellhop said, she stepped out straight into the penthouse. Huge, floor to ceiling windows gave a stunning view of the city. Multiple couches and chairs filled the space, coupled with tables, plush rugs, and an impressive home theater system. Several closed doors led deeper into the suite.



There was no sign of her host.



“Hello?” she called out, suddenly nervous. What if there’d been a mistake and she had the wrong room? What if she pressed the wrong button and this was floor twenty-nine? “V-Vincent? Mr. Paulson?”



A door opened and a man stepped out, dressed in a well-tailored light-gray suit. Tall and trim, with high cheekbones and short, brown hair, he was younger than she’d imagined. Instead of late fifties, like Bruce and Anthony, this man didn’t look a day older than forty.



“Mr. Paulson?” she asked, suddenly bashful with his eyes on her. She’d never had trouble interacting with men at the strip club or in her personal life, but up here in the world of business moguls and industry tycoons, she felt out of place and unwieldy. “I’m Marissa, it’s a—”



“Call me ‘Master.’”



She froze. It wasn’t what she expected, but if he wanted to skip the pleasantries and cut straight to the good stuff, it was fine by her. “Yes, Master.”



“You can set your bag down and come over here. Let me see what I paid for.”



With a tentative nod, she set down her purse and moved to obey. She considered removing her coat, too, then thought better of it. Vincent might want to “unwrap” her himself.



“Hm…” Once she got near, Vincent stroked his chin and circled her, examining her like an art collector would an intriguing new piece. “You seem nervous. First time working for hire, or first time being sold to a sadist?”



Marissa squirmed where she stood. Was her anxiety really so obvious? “Both, I guess, sir—I mean, Master.”



He chuckled. Without warning, his hand struck her ass, heavy enough that she squeaked and had to take a step forward to maintain her balance. “One smack for one infraction.”



She sucked air through her teeth and resisted the urge to rub. “Sorry…Master.”



“Don’t be. It’s not like you disappointed me. I like to hurt—and you gave me a reason to do it.” Vincent smiled and rubbed where her ass stung from his blow. “So. Will you suffer more for me?”



Chapter Four


M
arissa hesitated all of a moment before nodding.


“Let me rephrase… Do you
 want
 to suffer for me?”



“I do,” she answered immediately this time.



“Are you only saying that because it’s what you are paid to do?” Vincent pulled his hand back and folded his arms across his chest.



“No, Master. Well, not entirely, anyway.” Marissa cringed. That sounded way too noncommittal. “It’s true that I’m being paid for this—but I requested it, too. It’s something I always wanted to try.”



“Oh?”



She nodded. “You wouldn’t believe how hard it is to find guys into being as rough—and dominant—as I like.”



“Wouldn’t I?” Vincent chuckled. He raised his hand and for a moment Marissa thought he would grab her throat or even slap her. Instead, he traced the collar of her coat with a fingertip, slowly baring her neck and collarbone. “It’s even harder for me. I have to find partners while maintaining discretion for the sake of my company.”



“I’m very discrete, Master.”



He smiled. “And very beautiful. Take off that coat.”



Breathless, Marissa untied the belt holding her trench coat closed and let it fall to the floor. Cool air brushed her skin, hardening her nipples. Without a bra, they poked through her dress like twin headlights.



Vincent’s lips curled in a smile. His gaze ran over her, as intense and intimate as a caress. “Your boss doesn’t disappoint.”



“Thank you, Master,” Marissa said, blushing. Vincent was growing on her. Despite Bruce’s fears, the man had a charm to him, and a wicked edge buried somewhere deep within. She couldn’t wait to see it unveiled.



Vincent circled her, fingertips brushing over her skin. Goosebumps broke out across her arms, then her back, trailing his fingers as they explored down her spine. When he reached the small of her back he pulled away. But only for a moment.



She gasped in shock as his hand suddenly wrapped tight around her throat. He squeezed and she whimpered, core melting.



“Like that?” He pressed against her, hardness poking her butt from behind as it threatened to escape the confines of his pants. On instinct, she wiggled against it and moaned when his fingers constricted.



“Yes,” she said breathlessly.



Vincent buried his face in her hair and breathed deep before stepping aside. The hand on her throat remained, holding her steady as he landed two painful swats on her ass. “Two smacks for your second infraction.”



A whimper escaped her lips as her pussy heated further. With her coat gone and only the dress—and barely-there thong—for protection, the smacks were starting to seriously sting and that made her want even more.



She wriggled and arched her back, offering her ass for his touch. “Sorry, Master. Maybe you should punish me until I learn my lesson?”



He chuckled. “If you’re asking for more, you’ll have to do better. I want to hear you say the words, slut.”



“
Please
,” she moaned, “punish me more, Master.”



“Yeah…?” Vincent growled and stalked around her. The tent in his pants drew her gaze until he suddenly grabbed the front of her dress and yanked it down, hard. The straps tore. Her beautiful new dress crumpled and fell to the floor, leaving her nude save for her heels and flimsy g-string. “Dressed like a little slut for me, I see. And now you want to be treated like one, too?”



“Yesss,” she hissed. Too late she remembered the forgotten title but his hand was already in her hair, pulling her head painfully back while his palm slapped her cunt.



“What. Did. I. Say?” he asked, punctuating each word with a slap.



“To call you ‘Master!’” she wailed, pussy on fire.



After another few smacks, Vincent’s hand stilled. He pushed aside her thong and shoved a finger deep inside her eager slit. The pain receded immediately, replaced by heat.



“See that you do.” Still gripping her hair, he fingered her cunt while his mouth found her shoulder and bit it. Marissa moaned, bucking against him as his lips traveled up, leaving a trail of kisses to her ear. “You want to be a good girl for me, don’t you?”



“Yes,” she said between whimpers. “I do, Master.”



“Good.” His finger pulled free, leaving her wanting and empty. “Suck it clean. Taste your juices.”



A shudder coursed through her body. Obediently, she wrapped her lips around his digit and swirled her tongue around it like it was a cock.



While she sucked, her eyes remained fixed on his, watching as emotions swept over his face. Lust. Need. Anger. Palpable tension simmered between them. They both knew this was only a prelude; a small taste to whet their appetites for the main course to come.



“Fuck.” Vincent pulled back his finger and kissed her, tongue forceful and demanding as it pushed into her mouth. She clung to him, pressing against his body and submitting to the passionate kiss. While his tongue roved her mouth, his hands explored her body, touching, teasing, and pawing. He cupped her ass, fingers digging into it for a second, then grabbed her thong and tore it with a quick jerk.



“Master!” She giggled, squirming against him.



“Tell me again what you want.”



“Your cock, Master. In my mouth, in my pussy, my ass—wherever you want—”



His lips silenced her, this kiss even hungrier than the first. They were all tangled limbs, tongues entwined, grinding against one another in a desperate attempt to get friction where they needed it most. Her clit throbbed and begged for attention. Whether it was his cock or fingers or tongue—or even the harsh slap of his palm—she didn’t care. She just needed
 more
.



With a growl, Vincent pulled back. His face was flushed. Eyes like blue fire glared down at her. “Of course you want that. Like a bitch in heat, you’re soaking wet and desperate for release. But that’s not why you’re here.” His grip on her hair tightened as he leaned in, voice a husky whisper that tickled her ear. “You’re here to be my plaything—for my pleasure only.”



Marissa trembled. The intensity of his gaze had her squirming, wet and anxious. “I want to please, Master. Let me pleasure you. I’ll do anything.”



“Good.” He smirked. The hand in her hair tightened and without warning, he half dragged, half led her to the bedroom.



Marissa struggled to keep up, stumbling in her heels as he kicked the door open and tossed her onto the bed.



She gasped and sprawled out, staring at him. The bed was enormous, sheets silky soft. Thick chains ending with plush leather cuffs extended from each corner.



Vincent smiled when he saw her looking. “Oh yes. This is where the fun really begins.”



Chapter Five


A
ll it took was a few seconds before Vincent had her bound tight, spread-eagle across his bed.


Marissa writhed and pulled in vain at her restraints. The leather ankle and wrist cuffs didn’t so much as budge. Fear shot through her, visceral as a punch to the gut. She was helpless. He could do anything to her. Bruce had sold her off and there was nothing that she could do—



“Relax.” Vincent climbed on the bed and laid a palm flat on her stomach. He rubbed in slow circles, shushing her like a child. “I won’t hurt you. Not in any way you dislike, anyway. I’m a sadist, not a monster—I specifically asked for a girl into this kind of play to avoid things like that.”



The soothing touch felt good on her skin. Reassured, Marissa drew a deep breath and nodded. “Sorry. I guess I’m still new to this, huh?”



“It’s okay,” Vincent said, smiling. “We all start somewhere.” The smile turned sadistic as his hand slipped from her tummy down to the smooth expanse of her freshly-waxed cunt. Deft fingers toyed with her clit, rubbing all around it but never quite giving her the pressure she craved. “I like seeing your authentic reactions, as opposed to someone who’s more experienced at performing.”



She mewled, writhing. If he wanted authentic reactions, it didn’t get more real than this. She craved his touch, but each time she tried to bring her clit to his fingers, they shied away. Amused chuckles were Vincent’s only response to her desperate whines.



“P-please…!” Sheened with sweat, her chest heaved as she struggled for breath. She was getting close, her orgasm so near and yet just out of reach. “More, Master, please…”



“Yeah? More?” A smile played over Vincent’s lips. He moved closer, maneuvering between her spread legs until his warm breath tickled the lips of her cunt. “Is this where you want more?”



“Yes!”



He chuckled and slapped her pussy with his palm. Electricity jolted through her. “You forgot the magic word, slut.”



“Please, Master!” she cried out, more desperate than ever. She never knew it was possible for pain to feel so
 good
.



Vincent leaned in, drawing nearer. Her body quivered in anticipation. An inch. Half. She sighed with pleasure as his tongue darted out and licked her pussy from bottom to top, then cried out in dismay as he pulled away.



“Wh-what are you doing?” Her struggles redoubled, but of course, the cuffs didn’t budge. “Master!”



“Needy little slut. Be patient.”



Despite his words, she whined more. Compared to Bruce, Vincent was far crueler, she saw that now. But he didn’t exhibit his cruelty in nearly the manner she had imagined. Rather than orgasm denial and smacks that blurred the line between pleasure and pain, she’d expected something more like whips and chains and hot coals.



Though maybe that was the Inquisition. She’d always gotten squirmy in class when learning about the more
 messy
 details of history.



Moments later, Vincent returned with a little bullet vibrator in his hand. He smiled when her eyes widened. “I told you the fun was just starting.”



Barely larger than a finger, the vibe slid inside her with ease. She squirmed, hoping Vincent would touch her more, but he pulled back and produced a small remote from his pocket. With a press of a button, the vibrator roared to life.



“Oh God!” For such a small toy, the vibe packed a huge punch. Pleasure raced through her, driving her wild. Marissa bit her lip to keep from screaming before remembering this was the
 penthouse
. With Vincent’s connections, she could scream loud enough to wake the whole hotel and no one would dare complain.



Vincent chuckled and toyed with the remote, adjusting the speed. Even when not touching her the man was a tease! He finally settled on an excruciating pulsing setting and set the remote down, watching her with a smirk. “I take it you like that?”



“Uh…huh…” she groaned, bucking her hips as though against an invisible cock. The pleasure the pulses provided was a double-edged sword. As good as they felt, on their own, they were not enough to bring her to orgasm. She was trapped in her own personal hell, kept on the edge and unable to lift so much as a finger to save herself.



“Good.” Still watching her, Vincent undressed. He hung his suit jacket on a wooden valet in the corner, then proceeded to neatly fold all his clothes. Like he had all the time in the world.



She watched and whimpered, half angry that he was making her wait, and half relishing the provided show. Vincent looked good in a suit, but he looked
 great
 out of it. Broad shouldered, with a trim waist and lean muscle cording his limbs, he looked like a professional swimmer.



And his cock… Her mouth watered at the sight. Thick and heavy, it hung semi-flaccid between his legs. She couldn’t wait to have it in her mouth. To watch and feel it grow to its full size, so he could then
 ram
 it down one of her holes.



As though sensing her thoughts, he turned to her with a smirk. “What are you thinking?”



“Of you… Master.” She licked her lips and struggled against her bonds once more. It was futile, but habits died hard. “Of your big cock… And how I want you to fuck me.”



“You don’t call the shots here, little girl.” Vincent moved to a dresser and pulled out a leather crop. “Only I do.”



She stared at the evil-looking device, eyes growing wide as Vincent sliced it through the air. The swishing noise made her shudder. She couldn’t imagine how painful it would feel on her skin.



Crop in hand, Vincent approached the bed. Despite her fear, Marissa dripped in anticipation. As much as she didn’t want to feel any pain, another part of her did. In fact, pain like this was exactly what she’d craved and been unable to get for so long…



“I’m going to gag you.” Vincent pulled a red ball gag on a black leather harness from the bedside table. “If it becomes too much, tap your hand and I’ll free you.” He paused, expression turning serious. “I mean it. I won’t complain to your boss or something like that. This is only fun if we
 both
 enjoy it.”



Marissa licked her lips. Her throat was parched, as though all the water in her body had circulated down to her lower half and already leaked out through her cunt. “Okay. I’ll tap if something is wrong. I promise, Master.”



A smile quirked over his lips. “Good girl. Don’t forget.” He fitted the gag in her mouth and strapped it around her head.



Immobile and mute, all she could do was make muffled noises as Vincent slid the flappy leather bit on the tip of the crop over her skin. Starting at her collarbone, it trailed down, first grazing her breasts, then teasing her tummy, and finally coming to rest on her pussy lips. She squirmed, heat rising inside her.



The tip brushed her clit and she squeezed her eyes shut, shuddering, her whole body tensing as she awaited the inevitable.



Only nothing happened. She opened her eyes and—



A spot of fire bloomed on her inner thigh, where Vincent’s crop struck her. She kicked and flailed, thrashing against the restraints as Vincent laughed. He slid the crop across her skin, up her thigh and back to its resting position on the lips of her pussy.



“Painful, isn’t it? The small surface area focuses the impact,” Vincent explained in a conversational tone, as though describing the weather and not the
 implement of torture
 he held in his hands. “Which means I can hit you with precision…
 wherever
 I like.”



Smiling, he tapped the crop on her pussy. She flinched at first, expecting him to land another hard strike, but he only tapped, the strikes so soft they felt…good.



Marissa groaned. The heat and need which she’d almost forgotten after the first smack returned with a vengeance, more potent than ever. Blood flowed to her pussy as the crop ignited each nerve, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She tried begging for more but all that passed through the gag was some muffled noise.



Vincent chuckled. “Not that I can understand you, but I can guess what you want. More, right?”



The taps picked up force and speed as she vehemently nodded. In no time she was moaning, raising her hips in time for each blow. The fire inside her spread, consuming all in its path and transforming into a roaring inferno. Even if they were just smacks, she desperately wanted more.



So did Vincent. He was fully erect, rock hard cock bouncing with each shift of his body. Precum glistened on the smooth, deep-purple head. But he didn’t relent. Instead of forgetting the crop and other toys and fucking her as they both clearly needed, he turned the vibrator up to a higher setting and rained down strikes with even more force.



Marissa bit on the gag and shrieked. The pulses alone were enough to make her quiver, but combined with the pain of the crop striking all over her body, she felt like she was going insane. She was on fire, every nerve in her body activated and raw, firing at the instruction of one man alone.



Vincent was the conductor and Marissa his orchestra. With his crop, he made her whimper and cry and moan in delight—and sometimes all three and a plethora of other emotions at once.



It was maddening.
 He
 was maddening. She wanted him inside her so badly it hurt, more than she’d ever wanted a man before.



When the blows stopped, she continued humping the air for a few moments longer, desperately seeking the kiss of a crop that never came. She didn’t even realize that Vincent set it aside and unshackled her feet until he’d already pushed her legs back, folding her almost in half.



“I need you,” he rasped. His huge cock hovered over her mound, even harder and angrier than before. This had been torment for him as much as her.



Gagged, she couldn’t respond but she nodded eagerly. Her sopping wet cunt provided all the confirmation he would have needed, anyway. But it wasn’t her cunt Vincent was interested in.



Instead of pulling out the vibrator and burying his dick balls deep in her, Vincent leaned in and tongued her rear hole.



Marissa gasped, quivering with pleasure. No one had done that to her before, but fuck… It felt good. He buried his face in her ass, tongue working her hole, stimulating all the sensitive nerves that gathered there.



Her pussy wept. The cursed vibrator continued pulsing inside her, keeping her right on the edge. Combined with his tongue, it was like she had one foot off the precipice already.
 So
 close… and still so far.



He pulled back and stroked her slit with his thumb. Pleasure coursed through her, bringing her another inch closer, and then he pushed the thumb in her rear.



Marissa moaned and he grinned, eyes wild and feral as he stretched her hole on his finger. The inhuman self-control he’d exhibited until now crumbled as though it had never been. Vincent’s thumb pulled out and his cock slammed in, impaling her with no regard for her comfort.



She didn’t care.



The instant his head stretched her sphincter, pain and pleasure united and the world exploded in color. She screamed through the gag, core tightening, pussy gushing, and muscles convulsing as pleasure like nothing she’d ever known tore through her like a tidal wave. The orgasm, so long at bay, was beyond all expectations. She was falling and flying, tossed and buffeted and remade. Tears of pleasure leaked from her eyes as her body shuddered and spasmed.



And through it all, Vincent kept fucking her. Grunting like an animal, he worked his cock deeper into her hole. His torso glistened with sweat, every toned muscle tense as he hammered into her.



He pushed her legs back further and tore the gag from her mouth. Before Marissa could say a word, his lips were on her.



Tongues swirled as their bodies melded together. With each thrust he slammed deep inside her, balls slapping her ass. Pain and pleasure mingled inside her, united into a single whole that was greater than the sum of its parts.



“Yes, yes,
 yesss
,” she screamed into his shoulder as he buried his face in her neck, biting her there.



The steel rod of his cock hardened and pulsed. With a low groan, Vincent’s whole body stiffened as waves of hot cum shot deep in her rear.



Marissa moaned, quivering. If she could have moved her arms, she would have wrapped them around him. Instead, she made do with her words and begged for more of his cum.



With a content sigh, Vincent collapsed on top of her. Somehow, even in that state, he had the presence of mind to reach over for the remote and flick the vibrator off.



Aftershocks of her orgasm continued but Marissa finally relaxed. Her body felt boneless. Like she floated on a cloud and wasn’t on a bed at all.



Vincent reached over and uncuffed her arm, then freed the second one. He pulled the vibe out of her and scooped her into his arms, cradling her to his chest as he wrapped the comforter around them.



She didn’t protest, only murmured in appreciation and pressed closer.



“Good girl,” Vincent said, stroking her hair. The phrase—and his touch—warmed her, made her feel fuzzy inside. “You did very well for our first session.”



“First session?” she mumbled into his chest.



“First of many.” Vincent chuckled and tilted her face up to him. “You’re bought and paid for. I have you for the full night.”



“Didn’t you already get your money’s worth?”



He laughed, hand caressing her thigh. “I did. But what kind of businessman would I be if I left it at that?”



“Mmm… Good point.” Marissa smiled and pressed closer, melting at his touch. As relaxed as she felt now, she knew once she pulled her shattered mind back together, she’d want a second helping of what they had done. Followed by thirds and even fourths if they had the time.



Something told her Vincent still had many toys up his sleeve. If that meant getting to experience more of them, she would gladly stay the night. Or longer. He could keep her for all she cared.



Epilogue


I
t was late afternoon the next day by the time Marissa left the penthouse. True to her expectations, Vincent had prepared a whole chest’s worth of toys to use on her, and they tried them all. Blindfolds, clamps, paddles, ropes, vibrators and dildos, and so much more. There was even a short whip with a wicked flap of leather on the end that caused the most excruciating pain if it hit the wrong spot.


Her body was a tapestry of welts and bruises, each one a beautiful and painful reminder of all they had done. She smirked as she stepped off the elevator and entered the hotel lobby. Covered up by her trench coat, no one could tell she was naked underneath. Her only accessory a jeweled anal plug that Vincent slipped inside her as she left. A memento of him, as he called it.



The receptionist smiled as Marissa passed. “We hope you had a pleasant stay. Please have a wonderful day!”



Marissa flashed a quick smile. The woman had
 no idea
. Between the sex and the toys and Vincent himself—plus the room service he ordered twice!—she was sore, happy, and fulfilled as never before.



Outside, the sun shone brightly. It was a beautiful day. As she waited for a cab, she pulled out her phone and dialed Bruce’s number. He answered immediately.



“Bruce here. Took you long enough. I didn’t know whether to think something went wrong or very right.”



Marissa smirked. “The latter. Mission accomplished, I guess?”



“Well done.” Bruce sounded pleased. “Given you’re just leaving now, he must have taken a liking to you.”



“I think so. He said he did, anyway. And that he wanted to see me again next time he was back.”



“That’s what I love to hear—return customers are great for business.” Bruce paused before continuing. “Get back to the club once you’re ready. I have a cash bonus for you. I will deposit the rest to your bank in increments over the next several days.”



“Got it. Thanks, Bruce.”



“No, no, thank
 you
. We’ll talk more when you’re here. There might be another opportunity I’ll need you for.”



A cab pulled up and Marissa climbed in, cradling the phone between her shoulder and ear. She gave the driver her address and ignored his surprised expression when he realized it was the poor part of town. Then, she focused her attention back on Bruce.



“What kind of opportunity are we talking?”



She could almost hear the smile in his words. “How would you like a little international getaway?”



Any Time Anywhere


Chapter One


A
lone in a dimly lit room with only Ray and one of his thugs for company, Marissa tried to look braver than she felt. In her hand, she clutched a brown paper bag. She handed it over to the loan shark. “There’s two thousand in there—fifteen hundred for the month plus five in advance. Count it if you don’t trust me.”


Ray gave a low whistle as he accepted the bag and handed it off to the goon by his side. The big guy counted the cash and nodded to confirm the amount.



“Now how does a girl like you come by so much cash so fast?” he asked, dark eyes fixed on her. His tone was calm but that was almost worse than catching him in a rage. Rational, clear-minded Ray was an unscrupulous psychopath. If he got it in his head that she knew some quick way to get rich—or worse, was working with the cops on some kind of plan to entrap him—she wouldn’t walk out of the room in one piece.



“You know…” She leaned forward and pressed her arms together, pushing out her breasts and baring an expanse of soft cleavage. “The usual methods. I just got better at applying them.”



His eyes glittered. “You sure you want to give up the money, then? I already offered you
 that
 as a way out. Work for me and you’ll clear your debt in no time. All it’d take is your pretty—”



“That’s okay, thank you.”



Ray’s eyes narrowed, anger darkening his features. Marissa did her best to stand firm. It may have been a mistake to interrupt Ray. On the other hand, if she’d said nothing, he would have gone on and on with his creepy, sexual remarks. Ray had made his interest in her known a long time ago. Denying him the pleasure of her body was about the only way she could ever stick it to him.



Until now.



The money she got from Bruce for fucking wealthy clients from his curated list of contacts was enough to sustain her and then some. She could finally make a dent in her debts instead of struggling just to pay down the interest. Yet instead of feeling pleased, Ray looked pissed. No doubt he was unhappy to lose his cash cow. Debtors struggling to make ends meet were better for his bottom line than ones that paid off what they owed and cut contact.



Worse, Ray disliked things he could not understand. Marissa’s newfound wealth symbolized both.



“Suit yourself,” he said, breaking the horrible silence. Marissa let out a breath but did not relax yet. “That makes us square for the month but you still have a long way to go. Your dad borrowed tens of thousands from me and the interest…” He smirked, enjoying the way she stiffened at the mention of her father. “It isn’t pretty.”



Marissa gritted her teeth and clamped down on the anger flaring inside her. She kept her voice level. “I know.”



“Good. Then get out.” With a flick of his wrist, she was dismissed.



The big thug approached to corral her out but Marissa raised her hands and turned on her heel. She could find the way out herself. Not that they knew it, but the rat’s nest of rundown apartments where Ray liked to meet were a walk in the park compared to the underground complex leading to Bruce’s private club. After navigating the latter several times, she felt confident in her ability to stay oriented.



Once outside, she hurried to her dilapidated car, parked just down the street. With a wry smirk, she got in. The only benefit of driving the piece of junk was that even here, no one thought of hotwiring it or stealing the tires. Too worthless for thieves to touch, it served her purposes just fine; as long as she didn’t care to impress others, it got from point A to point B well enough.



She turned the ignition. It took two tries, but the car finally turned on. She had bags to pack and a trip to prepare for but first thing was first. Bruce had summoned her, and when her fabulously wealthy employer called, it behooved her to answer.



Especially since their meetings tended to be so…sexy. God, she hoped this would be one of those. They hadn’t fucked since the first night they met, and right now Marissa needed it. Nothing burned stress quite like a good, hard ravishment.



Somewhere behind her, a car’s exhaust sputtered, her car apparently not the worst one on the street. With a laugh, she pulled out and headed for Bruce’s, pleasant images of what he might do filling her mind.


***


The club was quiet. Since it was still daylight, no throngs of wealthy, well-dressed patrons filled the room to mingle and chat while taking drinks from scantily clad girls in fetish wear. Instead, there were only a half dozen people working methodically to ensure the place was spotless and prepared for the night ahead.



Marissa watched them with interest as she passed, tagging along with her brooding, silent escort. Just as the other times she visited, the rugged and dangerous-looking mountain of muscle beside her offered no name or conversation.



She stole glances at him as he led her to Bruce’s office, anyway. The “conversation” from last time—if the brief exchange could be called that—replayed through her mind. He’d told her that he saw too many girls like her pass through. It made sense that women engaged in sex work would get burned out and quit for various reasons. She’d seen the same thing at the strip club where she used to work.



But something told her there was more to it. The strange reveal felt like a warning—but not one that made sense to her. Unfortunately, the man seemed disinclined to offer much of an explanation.



They reached the door to Bruce’s office and her mind snapped back to the present. The silent man nodded and she gave him a tight smile. Was it possible he was just shy? Despite his appearance, he hadn’t mistreated her…



With a shake of her head to clear her mind of superfluous thoughts, she stepped into the room.



Bruce looked up from his usual spot on the sofa to greet her with a wide smile. “Ah, my rising star!”



“Hi…” She trailed off, caught by surprise. That greeting was new. “What did you call me?”



“Our rising star,” another voice said. Marissa whirled and saw Anthony on the room’s other side. He approached with a stack of documents in hand. “You made quite the impression on, um…”



“Vincent,” Bruce offered. “He was thrilled with your performance, it would seem. You did not exaggerate when you said he wants to meet you again.”



“Oh.” Heat colored her cheeks. Vincent, her first client, had been a
 thoroughly
 enjoyable night. The things he’d done… She shuddered at the mere memory. If Vincent wanted to play, she would be there, money or not. She had a weakness for sadistic, dominant men. For anyone who could control her with a word and a glance, really. The chance to meet such men was one reason that drew her to Bruce. “I’m glad. He was…fun.”



“Happy clients and happy workers make me a happy business owner,” Bruce said, smiling as he accepted the stack of papers from Anthony. He glanced through them before turning his eyes back to Marissa. “And that means you’re ready for your next task.”



She nodded slowly. “Last week you mentioned something about a trip abroad…?”



“That’s right. Air travel gets lonely and boring, especially on a long flight. Even in first class, the stewardesses—sorry,
 flight attendants
—don’t give the sort of hands-on service certain passengers are used to. Not anymore, anyway. So I have a friend in need of a companion. I thought you might fit the bill.”



“You… You’re kidding, right?”



Bruce frowned. “Not at all. Why?”



“Someone wants me to fly with him just so he won’t be bored for a few hours?”



Anthony laughed while Bruce scowled.



“More like twenty hours, actually—it’s a long trip. But it isn’t just the flight, you’ll provide on the ground services, too. Two days in a tropical paradise, to be exact. Then you hop on a plane and come home with a nice tan.”



Marissa glanced from Bruce to Anthony, scanning their faces for signs of a catch. She sighed. “Back up a moment… Did you say something about first class?”



Bruce chuckled. “Indeed. A first-class ticket so you’re on hand for the client throughout the flight. Followed by what I assume are very comfortable accommodations on an island in the Indian Ocean. Sand, waves, sex… I think you’ll find all three to your liking. He’s your type.”



“Wow.” It was probably a bad negotiating tactic to express her surprise but Marissa couldn’t help herself. The world Bruce and Anthony revolved in was simply too bizarre—too extreme—for her down-to-earth sensibilities. Didn’t first class tickets alone run thousands of dollars? “I mean… How can I say no?”



“You can—but you shouldn’t. This is to our mutual benefit, after all.”



“There’s just one additional detail this time around.” Anthony pulled two tiny, circular objects from his pocket. “Plant one inside his briefcase if you get the chance. The other goes under the desk in his office. Even on vacation, Frank always was a bit of a workaholic.”



Marissa stared at the gadgets in Anthony’s hand. Unless her eyes deceived her… They were bugs. Or transmitters. Some kind of weird spy gadgetry, anyway. She turned wide eyes to Bruce.



“It’s only a trifle,” he said. “A small favor for us, easily accomplished. And you will earn our gratitude—in addition to the usual sum.
 Thirty
 thousand, Marissa, for one day of travel and the two days you spend there. More than many will earn in a whole year of toil.”



A chill ran down her spine. Of course. Of course, there was a catch—there always was.



She’d expected something to go wrong from the moment Bruce first made his offer, so what was the use in being surprised by it now? As far as these things went, what he asked really
 was
 a trifle. Just a small recording device, planted on the possessions of a man wealthy enough to hire an escort and buy her a first class ticket just to alleviate boredom. What could go wrong from tangling with a person like that?



With a deep breath, she took the devices from Anthony. Bruce beamed in delight. “Wonderful. I’ll get all the details arranged and forward the information to you. Your flight leaves the day after tomorrow.”



“Okay,” she said, nodding and quickly stuffing the devices into her bag. What was she getting herself into? “Is that… all?”



“For now.” Bruce smiled and gestured to the door. “I’ll be expecting great things, Marissa.”



Chapter Two


A
nxious, Marissa briskly walked to her gate, high heels clicking on the airport’s tile floor while her carry-on luggage rattled along behind her, bumping her leg with every other step.


People streamed past her, a few turning their heads to stare as she passed. Dressed in jeans and a blouse that accentuated her breasts without screaming “whore,” her outfit straddled the fine line between alluring and comfortable travel attire. She hoped it would suffice for her client. Bruce hadn’t been specific on what his expectations were.



Arrival at the airport had been a breeze. Marissa wasn’t much of a traveler but she flew once for a family vacation, years ago. That experience of waiting in lines and getting packed like sardines in a can was nothing compared to the greeting she had today. As a first class passenger, she got whisked through check-in and the security line with lightning speed. For a moment, she’d feared someone would escort her to the gate, too, but at the last second the airline attendant thought better of it.



Pleasant as the experience was, she felt discomfited. By revolving around rich and powerful men, people treated her as though she belonged to that world, too. If only anyone realized what she’d been doing not even a month ago, dancing and doing “favors” for clients at a strip club… How differently would they look at her then?



She sighed and tried to clear her mind of the dark thoughts. The situation with Bruce’s surprise demand had her out of sorts. Not to mention, she still had no idea what her client was like… Bruce hadn’t shown her so much as a picture. Her first client, Vincent, had turned out to be charming and handsome, with a nice cock and skilled hands to die for. But what if he was the exception, not the rule?



“
Gate number…
” an intercom crackled, jolting Marissa out of her thoughts. It was her flight. They were about to board.



Marissa looked around and realized with a start that she was practically at her gate. She hurried toward the gate agent, phone clasped tight in her hand, but came to a halt when a well-groomed man in an expensive—if rumpled—suit stepped before her.



“You must be Marissa, right?” He looked her up and down with a smile. “Bruce needs to work on his salesman pitch—his description didn’t do you justice.”



Forced though it was, she found her lips quirking into a smile from the compliment. “Then you must be Mr. Frank Strickland?”



“The same but please, call me Frank.” He held out his hand and grinned, revealing brilliant white teeth.



His grip was strong as they shook hands, palm rough with callouses. Unexpected for what she presumed was a wealthy businessman, but it seemed fitting. Frank had the air of a health nut used to the outdoors. Fit and tall, with light brown hair, he sported an even tan that spoke of much time spent outside. She couldn’t quite tell his age but she guessed he was somewhere in his fifties. And by the looks of him, probably new to hiring escorts. Most likely he never needed to in his younger days.



“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Frank.”



“Trust me, the pleasure’s all mine.” He winked. “Ever fly one of these before?”



She glanced from him to the attendant by the gate. The screen behind her flashed and switched to say
 “Now Boarding”
, but Frank made no move to join the unsteady, milling throng of people assembling in what loosely resembled a line. Trusting his expertise, she shook her head. “I don’t even know what one of ‘these’ means in this context.”



“Oh, you’re in for a treat, then.” He chuckled and wrapped an arm around her waist. “Come on, let me show you the place. Best seats money can buy, short of chartering a private jet.”



He steered her past the line and right up to the gate agent. At first, the woman looked ready to say some choice words regarding their line cutting, but the moment Bruce flashed his boarding pass her eyes widened and demeanor changed.



In no time at all, another agent whisked them onto the plane ahead of the queue. A blonde flight attendant dressed in an immaculate, tight uniform that showed off her curves smiled and ushered them to their seats. Or rather… cabins.



Cab
in
.



Marissa gawked like a child. She’d been prepared for a swanky seat with legroom and full recline like in the movies, but not for an entire
 room
 with a seat and a whole separate bed designed for her comfort. Frank’s cabin was adjacent to hers, the dividing wall between the two lowered to transform the space into one luxurious, single suite dominated by a double bed in the center.



When he caught her eying it, Frank chuckled. “No one said you have to join the mile high club in a cramped, awkward bathroom, did they?”



She flushed, eyes darting to the flight attendant who pointedly glanced away, pretending to not hear anything.



Frank laughed harder. “We’re going to have fun.”



The attendant left them to stow their baggage and get comfortable. Marissa settled into her seat and gasped, delighted by the soft and thick padding, as comfortable as any couch she’d ever sat in.



From the corner of her eye, she noticed Frank watching with an amused twinkle in his eyes. “Sorry. I probably look like an idiot, don’t I?”



“Not at all. It’s a lot to take in, and I enjoy seeing your reactions. Money is a guilty business. Part of the pleasure is in seeing others enjoy the things I’ve come to take for granted.”



“Well, as long as you aren’t opposed…”



“The opposite. I enjoy it, so don’t hold back on my account. I want your natural reactions to
 everything
.” His gaze darkened. “Whether it’s laughter, delight, or tears.”



Marissa’s breath hitched at the abrupt switch. She licked her lips and squirmed. “Tears…sir?”



“That’s right. A beautiful woman looks twice as attractive with a face streaked with tears. Skin bruised and bearing my marks…”



“What sort of marks?” she couldn’t help asking, voice husky.



Frank’s lips curled into a smile. “Curious?”



“Maybe a little.”



“I’ll show you first-hand once we land. I have a collection of toys I’m eager to try out.”



A collection like the one Vincent showed—and used on—her? Marissa squirmed more at the thought, imagining the various things he might do. Vincent hadn’t made her cry—not
 really
. Bruce came close, once, when he fucked her throat very roughly, but that was more like her eyes tearing up. Only an automatic physiological response, rather than the full-blown crying she wanted.



“Do you really think you can do it?”



“Make you cry?” Frank smiled wickedly as he turned to face her. “Easiest thing in the w—”



“
Ahem.
” Marissa turned bright pink as the flight attendant from before returned, bearing a glass of juice and some macadamia nuts for her to snack on. Judging by the woman’s red-tinged cheeks, she’d overheard at least part of the conversation.



“Th-thank you,” she managed, avoiding meeting her eye.



“Of course, ma’am. We’ll be departing soon, so please wait patiently until we take off.”



Bruce chuckled. “Don’t you worry. I’m very patient.”



The attendant nodded and scurried off, no doubt to share the story with her coworkers. Embarrassed, heat flooded Marissa’s cheeks. But it was nothing compared to the heat she felt down below at the thought of Frank making good on his threat.


***


True to his word, Frank waited several hours before closing the door to his cabin and signaling her to do the same. With the doors shut, it felt like they were cocooned in their own, private world.



Marissa squeaked as Frank grabbed and pushed her onto the bed, straddling her with a quick movement.



“Quiet,” Frank growled, voice low and deep, for her ears alone. A massive, rough hand clamped over her mouth. “We wouldn’t want anyone to hear us, would we? Unless you want an audience…”



She shook her head urgently, eyes wide.



“You sure?” Frank’s hand slipped down, unbuttoned her jeans and slipped inside, pushing aside her panties. Two fingers shoved deep into her cunt. The hum of the engine and distant murmur of conversation between other passengers swallowed her muffled groan. “You’re so wet, though.”



The fingers pushed deeper inside, stretching her with their girth. She squirmed but no matter how she moved, Frank was impossible to budge. Many times stronger than her, he pinned her with ease, leaving her helpless as his fingers probed even deeper.



“Going to be a good girl and stay quiet?” he demanded, free hand wrapping around her throat. She nodded frantically and he chuckled, loosening his grip. “Good girl.”



“Won’t we—” A shuddering gasp derailed her train of thought as his thumb found her clit. “Get… Get in trouble…?”



“Only if we’re caught.” Frank shifted and kissed the side of her neck before grazing it with his teeth and drawing more moans. A third finger plunged inside her. “Think of this as a game. Can you keep quiet? You win if you can. And the plane gets to see what a wet little slut you are if you lose…”



“I…
 Fuck
,” she groaned, pussy spasming. Only a few minutes had passed and already she was dripping, body on fire and mind foggy with lust. “That’s not fair.”



“Did you want me to be fair?” He chuckled, grabbed her by the throat again and squeezing hard enough that she felt lightheaded in seconds. “Bruce said you like it rough. That you like to be told what to do. To be
 made
 to do things. Isn’t that right,
 bitch
?”



“Yesss, sir,” she answered without hesitation or thought. She knew the truth deep in her very core.



Frank smiled. His grip loosened as he leaned down and kissed her, tongue shoving forcefully in her mouth while his fingers resumed abusing her pussy.



Marissa squeezed her eyes shut, gasping for breath when Frank finally pulled back and lifted her top. Fingers found and tweaked one nipple while his mouth captured the other. Each passing moment brought her closer to orgasm. She bit down on her lower lip, hands clenching, nails biting into her palms in an effort to not make a sound.



Until with a laugh, Frank simply pulled back.



She gaped at him, stunned and desperate, abandoned right when she was about to go over the edge. “Wh-what are you doing?”



“Having fun.” Frank grinned and licked his fingers, smacking his lips like he’d just tasted something delicious. “It’s a
 long
 flight and you’re not getting any release during it. Hope you’re ready.”



Chapter Three


“T
he local time is 11am. We wish you a pleasant stay,” the pretty, blonde flight attendant announced as they were departing the plane. The moment she saw them, her face flushed red and she struggled to avoid Marissa’s gaze.


Not an hour ago, the woman had walked in on Marissa gagging around Frank’s length. He’d been lying back in bed with her on hands and knees between his legs, bobbing up and down on his cock. She hadn’t even realized that the flight attendant entered until she heard her frightened squeak and Frank’s laughter.



Far from getting them in trouble, the blonde rushed away and did not reappear, sending a replacement to tend to their needs, instead. Apparently, sexual antics in the private suites were less of a big deal than she’d thought. Or perhaps VIPs like Frank had more leeway than others. Either way, the only thing harmed was Marissa’s dignity.



“Thank you,” she replied quietly, looking away in embarrassment.



Frank chuckled. “There are ways it could be even more pleasant if you’re so inclined. Here’s my card—give me a call if you’re interested.”



With a cheerful smile, he led the way out, ignoring the shocked expression on the blonde’s—and Marissa’s!—face. She followed after him, legs shaky and face beet red.



Throughout the flight, he hadn’t let her orgasm. Not once. Despite playing on and off for hours…



He’d repeatedly brought her to the edge and then dragged her back. Sometimes by going no contact, other times by digging his nails hard enough into her nipples that she practically screamed from the pain. And when she tried to flip the tables on him and get revenge…



She shuddered, pussy dripping at the memory. The same rule didn’t apply to him. When she tried to tease him, Frank didn’t hesitate to use all his strength to overpower and force his cock deep inside her. During the flight, he’d used all her holes and fed her multiple loads.



That he got off while she stayed denied only further reinforced the power dynamic between them. She was his bitch. His hired cunt. A toy for him to ravage and use for his entertainment.



And though she had so far resisted his teasing attempts to get her to admit it, she secretly loved it.



Once they stepped out into the terminal, he wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close. “Your nipples are poking through for all to see.”



Marissa blushed and looked down at her chest. After Frank practically tore her top, he’d chosen a new outfit for her. One comprised of a breezy sundress, sandals, and nothing else. Without a bra, her nipples poked through the thin material, plain for all the world to see. Wetness slicked her thighs. “Whose fault is that?”



“Yours, for being such a depraved slut.”



Her blush deepened, pussy growing wetter. Frank chuckled when she didn’t reply and dropped his hand to her waist, pawing at her ass without a care for who might see.



By the time they got through the various security lines and made it outside and into a taxi, she didn’t care, either. Too horny and desperate to think about anything except her need, she practically launched herself at Frank, kissing and wrapping around him until he pushed her away.



“Feisty little slut, isn’t she?” he said, sharing a chuckle with the driver.



“Aye, sir, as you say,” the driver replied. His eyes roved over her for a moment, taking in her disheveled appearance, hard nipples, and flushed chest. “Where to?”



Frank wrapped an arm around her shoulders, his other hand resting easily on her thigh as he relayed the address to their driver. Once the car lurched into motion, he rounded on her, fingers digging into her leg.



“Spread.”



She whimpered and glanced at the rear view mirror. The cab driver’s eyes reflected there, watching her with amusement.



“
Now
.” Frank grabbed her thigh and forced her legs apart, exposing her shaved, swollen pussy. He pushed a finger inside it, pressing it to her g-spot. “So wet. I knew you’d get off on all the people at the airport watching you. That you enjoy being watched… I bet you’re enjoying it now, too.”



Marissa shook her head while whimpering more. Her body betrayed her, clit throbbing and pussy leaking around his digit.



He chuckled and pushed a second finger inside her. “If only there was a mirror here so you could see how flushed you are. What a wanton little whore you look like.”



“Oh fuck,” she groaned, squirming as his fingers stretched her open.



“Are you enjoying the show?” Frank asked the driver, ignoring her need as his fingers slowed down.



“I am, sir.” The driver chuckled and glanced in the mirror again. He grinned when his eyes met hers. “Best tip I ever got.”



“Good man.” Frank pulled his fingers free and slapped Marissa’s pussy hard enough to elicit a yelp. “Thank the man for being a good audience.”



A moment’s hesitation earned her another, even harder, slap. Her blood boiled. Cunt clenched. The need brewing inside her was a palpable, living thing, tearing her from within. “Thank you.”



“What for?”



“For watching. For complimenting me.” She squealed in pain as Frank’s fingers dug into her thigh. “I hope you jerk off to this memory later!”



That did the trick. Frank smiled and rewarded her with his fingers pushed deep inside her again. His thumb pressed on her clit, stroking the delicate button. “Good girl.”



“God…” Waves of pleasure crashed through her as his fingers drove her to the brink. “Thank you—thank you, sir…”



Instead of letting her cum, Frank teased her throughout the ride. Driving her closer and closer to the edge but always pulling back just in time to avoid letting her have release. Whimpers and moans filled the car as she writhed on the seat, sweating and dripping onto the leather. She bit her lip, squeezing her eyes shut, and dug her nails into Frank’s forearm.



“P-please…”



“No.” Frank grabbed her chin and glared with an intensity that sent shivers coursing through her. “You waited so long. You can wait a little longer.”



With tears in her eyes, she nodded then moaned as his fingers resumed their work. A third pressed inside her, spreading her further, stretching the walls of her cunt.



It felt like the driver purposefully stopped at every last light and took the most circuitous route to their destination. The minutes ticked by in beautiful agony. Until, at last, they arrived.



Frank hauled her out of the car and swept his hand out. “My vacation home. What do you think?”



“I—” She gaped, staring at the building before her. It took her mind a few seconds to even process what she was seeing. The enormous house stood right on the beach, half on solid, paved ground and half supported by stilts sprouting straight from the sand. The surf beat against the white sand, close enough for her to hear its roar and feel the fresh wind blowing in her face. “Wow. It’s gorgeous.”



“Even better inside. Especially my favorite room…” He smiled mischievously. “You’re going to like it.”



The cab driver had stepped out of his car and pulled their bags from the trunk. He shuffled in place, trying to look at her without being too obvious. “You want these brought inside or…?”



“Right there is fine,” Frank said with an easy smile. He pulled a wallet from his jacket and handed the man a hundred dollar bill that made his eyes bug out. “For your service and your discretion—you understand?”



“Thank you, sir.” The man grinned and nodded. With one last, wistful, glance at Marissa, he hopped back in the car and drove off, leaving them alone on the property.



Frank looked at her with a smile. “I could have let him use you for a round and paid nothing.”



She shuddered, pussy clenching at the idea. Much as she wanted to protest—she wasn’t a toy to be passed around, and certainly not for that cheap!—deep down she knew that in her present state, she would have agreed gladly. Just the thought of the handsome driver with his lecherous eyes and strong hands filled her with warmth. He would have overpowered her so easily. Lifting her up, perhaps bending her over the hood of his car before tearing her dress and forcing himself inside her, punishing her teasing pussy with his cock for the show she put on in the car—



Frank’s hand in her hair snapped her back to reality with a painful yank. He chuckled. “You really
 are
 a feisty thing.”



“Not…usually.” She gritted her teeth as he pulled her in closer, then moaned with pleasure as his grip relaxed and lips found hers.



By the time the kiss ended, she was breathless and dizzy, her knees weak. Frank’s hardness pressed against her through his slacks.



He shook his head. “I’m glad to inspire such feelings, then. Come on. Let’s stow our things and begin.”



“Begin what?”



“Getting my money’s worth out of you.”



Marissa gulped and grabbed her bag, following him inside.



Chapter Four


I
f the beach house looked grand and expensive from the exterior, it was even more so inside. Lacquered hardwood floors gleamed, the kitchen boasted all the latest appliances, and every piece of furniture looked like it had been purchased and transported straight out of a fashion catalog. The differences between it and the apartment where she lived were like night and day.


Frank led the way, pointing out where various things were, and headed upstairs with her at his heels. There were several guest bedrooms but he led her straight to the huge master suite, where an enormous window afforded a sweeping view of the ocean.



Marissa stared, dumbstruck by the sight, while Frank watched her with a smile.



“Truly something, isn’t it?”



“It’s so beautiful…” She blushed, realizing she was acting like a tourist again rather than a worldly and professional escort. “So this is your private beach?”



“This section, at least. There are more houses further down but they’re spaced far apart here. I had to pay extra for the discretion. Nothing worse than nosy neighbors coming to inquire what all the screams are about.”



“Screams—
oh
.” Realization dawned and she flushed while Frank chuckled.



“Nature calls. Get comfortable… And we’ll
 begin
.” With a smile, Frank stepped into the bathroom, the door shutting behind him.



Marissa set her belongings down on the bed and took a deep breath. Even inside the house, the air was so fresh. And outside the weather was beautiful, the sun shining so bright that the surf seemed to sparkle. A part of her hoped after the long flight Frank wouldn’t be up for
 too
 much excitement. Much as she wanted to get off, she wanted a chance to explore and enjoy the beach, too. It was her first time traveling abroad in her adult life. She wanted to make the most of it.



She reached into her purse for her phone and froze as her fingers came in contact with something unexpected. Something she’d set out of her mind and forgotten in the days since her meeting with Anthony and Bruce.



Marissa pulled the two little transmitters out and stared at them, filled with disquiet. This was wrong.
 Very
 wrong. But she’d promised, hadn’t she? And as a stripper turned “escort,” what leg did she have to stand on when it came to morality? If corporate espionage paid the bills… What choice did she have?



With a quick glance toward the bathroom door, she dumped one device back in her purse and moved quickly to Frank’s briefcase. Ears pricked and heart hammering, she unlocked the case and mouthed a silent thanks for it being unlocked. Frank’s laptop was inside, along with multiple documents stacked and clipped together. The paperwork meant nothing to her and she ignored it, searching for a suitable spot as sweat beaded her back.



There was nothing. She couldn’t find any crevices or corners where the device could hide.



The toilet flushed and a moment later the water turned on. She was running out of time.



In a panic, she did the only thing she could think of and stuffed the listening device into a large organizational pocket. She pressed on it so it would stick and hurriedly closed the case, returning to her bag and cell phone just a split second before Frank re-entered the room.



“You okay?”



She jumped at the question and stared at him in alarm. “Y-yeah—of course. Why?”



“No need to look so nervous. I promise I don’t bite hard.” He tossed aside his jacket and stepped close, raising his hand to caress her cheek. “Only the right amount and right where you need it.”



“Where…” She paused and licked her lips. Even though Frank didn’t seem to suspect anything, her throat felt parched. The rampant arousal from before had vanished, leaving not a trace. But she had a role to play. “Where do you think that is?”



“I’ll show you. But first… Didn’t I say to get comfortable?”



Marissa shrieked as Frank suddenly ripped off her dress, tearing it like so much tissue paper. A strong hand grabbed her by the hair, dragging her head back while hungry lips and hungrier teeth nipped and sucked at her neck.



“Fuck, but it’s been torture waiting to get you alone at last,” he growled.



She pressed against him despite herself, body reacting instinctively to his onslaught. “You didn’t seem fazed when you used me on the plane…”



“That
 was
 fun, wasn’t it?” He smirked and pawed at her ass, erection grinding against her. “Playing with people just feet away, where anyone could hear… But I was holding back. If I’d had my way, we’d be in jail now.”



Before she could ask what Frank meant, he scooped her up, easily as a doll, and hauled her over his shoulder.



She squirmed and flailed, laughter bubbling past her lips until he landed a firm smack on her ass. “No struggling. I’m done waiting. Time for you to visit my ‘playroom.’”



“What—”



“No questions, either.” Another hard smack struck her ass, sending heat flooding to her core. The arousal from before, which she had truly believed gone, returned with a vengeance.



Frank carried her to the first floor, then down another flight of stairs to the basement. Despite his age, he wasn’t even winded by the time he set her down and she got her first look at the basement.



Light streamed in through small windows up high on the wall, but most illumination came from lights embedded in the ceiling. Thick, shaggy carpet covered the floor and rows upon rows of toys hung off hooks and racks on the walls. Every kind of flogger, whip, paddle, and cane was represented, as well as other, even more exotic, toys. A king size bed stood against one wall, while a strange wood and leather contraption stood across from it. It was long on one side, padded at the top, with four lower padded segments. The sight tickled the back of her memory.



“It’s a spanking bench,” Frank growled in her ear when he saw her looking. His hand wrapped around her throat, pinning her to his chest while his erection pressed against her bare ass. “You might wonder what it’s for when you can simply bend over the bed or get on your hands and knees without it. But the trick is that here, you can’t get away. It’ll keep you in position even when your limbs give out and you have no strength left. You’ll stay available for me to hurt to my heart’s content.”



A shudder coursed through her, the fear only heightening her arousal.



Frank didn’t miss the reaction. He chuckled, fingers tightening around her throat while his free hand cupped and played with her breasts. “That’s what was missing during the flight. I couldn’t do anything loud. Couldn’t make you scream or cry the way I want to…”



This time, a whimper escaped her. Marissa ground back against Frank. “Please… punish me.”



“Mmm… With pleasure.” He pushed her forward and she obediently climbed up on the bench. With a quick shove he tipped her over, breasts smushing against the padded surface of the bench. His warm, rough hand caressed her rear. “You enjoy pain, don’t you?”



“Y-yeah.”



“Is that hesitation I sense?”



“No, I like it.”



He chuckled and his hand withdrew. Marissa heard him wander over and pick something up before returning to her. “Since you like it, that means you should thank me for each hit, right? After all, I’m giving you what you want.”



“All ri—”



The blow landed with a resounding crack. A scream tore from her lips as her body lurched forward in a vain effort to escape. But the bench was unyielding. Purposefully designed with squirming, anguished girls in mind, padded leather pressed into her upper thighs, blocking escape but providing a soft area to press against.



“Well?”



Marissa turned her head, uncomprehending, and stared at Frank. He held a heavy wood paddle loosely in his hand and tapped it against his open palm, a smile on his lips.



“Forgot already? Stupid girl.” Without warning and quick as a viper, the paddle struck her ass once more. Her back arched as she screamed again. “Three. Don’t make me wait.”



Pain seared her ass, penetrating deep inside her. Unlike the blows of hands, or the crop Vincent—her first client—used, this felt deeper. Thuddier. Like the pain sank deep into her muscles where she knew she’d still feel it the next day.



“
Two
.”



She gasped, trembling. This was one countdown she didn’t want to reach the end of. “Thank you! Thank you for punishing me!”



“Much better,” Frank murmured as he reached down to rub her pussy. A different sort of tremor coursed through her. Two fingers penetrated her lips, plunging deep inside her slick channel. “See how easy that was? How pleasurable… All you have to do is be a good girl and obey.”



“Fuck…” She ground back against him, the heat from the smacks merging with the molten heat of the long-denied orgasm building inside her. “Yes, sir.”



With a chuckle, Frank withdrew his fingers. Before she could protest, another heavy smack struck her ass. Followed by another. And another.



Better prepared, Marissa didn’t scream this time. But as the blows kept falling, alternating force and angle and timing, the pain blazed into an inferno. Her ass was on fire, pain filling her mind with each strike. All other thoughts fled. Bruce, the stupid spy gear, payment, the crazy sex vacation she was on… Everything faded away, dulled to a quiet buzz and then snuffed from her mind.



Only the pain of the spanking remained, punctuated by the moments when the paddle stilled and Frank’s fingers caressed her throbbing button, driving her to the brink of orgasm.



“Thank you, thank you, thank you,
 thank you
,” she babbled, keeping up a stream of gratitude as the blows fell. At first, she tried counting but she quickly lost track. True to Frank’s words, her limbs lost their strength and she sprawled bonelessly on the bench, submitting to each blow as it came.



“You’re so fucking wet,” Frank growled, a disembodied voice from somewhere behind her. His fingers sank inside her to the knuckle, pressing against her g-spot and then pulled back. Without warning, his tongue replaced them, plunging deep between her folds. “And so fucking delicious.”



She arched and pushed back, straining for more, desperate to reach the orgasm she’d craved for so long. Of course, she knew Frank would just pull away. That he’d let her simmer and stew in her own juices, wanting and horny and needy. But she couldn’t help herself any more than she could stop breathing. She needed—



Frank thumbed her clit and a jolt of pleasure like an electric discharge arced through her. “Cum for me—
now
.”



A wail like none other erupted from Marissa’s throat as her body immediately seized, convulsing as the orgasm crashed into her, tearing her apart with its force. Her toes curled as pleasure so sweet it hurt swept through her, every muscle spasming and clenching together as one. Through it all, Frank didn’t stop, he stroked her clit and ate out her pussy like a man dying of thirst, milking the orgasm until her body could take no more.



She collapsed in a heap, broken and panting, aftershocks coursing through her.



Frank pulled back with a chuckle and smacked her ass with his hand. “Good, right? What do you say, slut?”



“Thank you,” she purred, eyes drifting shut as blissful euphoria took hold.



“Hey. Stay with me—we’re not done yet.” Rustling sounded behind her and a moment later Frank climbed up behind her. His thick cock pressed against the lips of her cunt. “Now it’s my turn.”



Chapter Five


B
efore she knew what was happening, his length drove inside her. It slipped in easily, her well-lubricated cunt eager to accept his rod.


“Beg me for it,” Frank grunted. When she didn’t reply fast enough, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and smacked her ass with his other hand. “Beg!”



“Please!” His cock felt good inside her. Fire stung where his hips pressed against the bruised skin of her ass, but it was the good sort of pain. The kind that made her crave more. “Fuck me! Take your whore, fuck me as hard as you like.”



“Yeah?” He pulled out and slammed in again, driving her into the bench. “You’re my whore?”



“Yesss.”



“Mine to take as I want?” Another vicious thrust punctuated his question.



“Yes!”



“Whenever I want?”



“
Yes
!”



He growled, feral as a beast, and pulled out past her lips before ramming back inside. “Anytime and anywhere, right, cunt?”



“
Yesss!
” she shrieked, back arching, nails digging into the bench’s thick leather.



“That’s my good girl.” Frank pulled out again and she braced for impact, then groaned. The head of Frank’s cock pushed against her
 other
 hole. “Take it like a good girl.”



A whimper escaped her as his cock sank inside, stretching her sphincter. Frank pulled back and spat on her asshole and then tried again, pushing in deeper this time. Despite the spit and pussy juice coating his cock, he was too big. Every inch hurt, stretching her painfully on his girth. Try as she might to squirm, there was no getting away. Trapped between Frank and the bench, all she could do was accept. Submit to the pain, to the pleasure… to her place as his whore.



His toy.



His to fuck and to use, anytime and anywhere, just as he said.



Frank grabbed her by the hips and slammed in to the hilt. “Fuck that’s tight!”



Marissa squeezed her eyes shut, panting for breath and unable to muster any response. Frank didn’t wait for one, anyway. Fingers dug into her flesh as he fucked her, powerful strokes pumping in and out like a piston.



She cried out, pain and pleasure mixing together. If she angled her hips just right, each thrust made her clit rub on the leather padding. Frank’s balls slapped against her pussy on every stroke, too, sending her need spiking higher. The orgasm from before wasn’t enough. She needed this. Needed him.



“You… want… it?” Frank rasped, slowing down, his breath ragged. She could hear the tension in his voice. Feel how hard and swollen his cock was inside her. The man was close to bursting.



“So much,” she said, moaning as he rolled his hips. She was close, too, hovering by the edge. The pain, the rough sex, the dominating and sadistic attitude; everything conspired together to set her mind and body alight. “Fuck me!
 Please
.”



With a bestial growl, Frank leaned forward and pinned her to the bench. Crushed by his weight, she struggled to breathe, then gasped in pain as all air left her lungs at his first violent thrust.



Stroke after stroke Frank hammered inside her, using her body as a toy—a ragdoll—with no regard for her pleasure. She was an object for him to savor, a possession to enjoy breaking—and she loved every second.



A keening cry rose from her. Vision blurred. Ass on fire within and without, her clit throbbed painfully in time with her racing heart.



“Cum for me!” Frank ordered, voice thick with lust. His cock grew hotter inside her a second before he exploded into her depths.



She screamed and tightened around him, spasms racing through her body as it obeyed. They came together, gasping and moaning, bodies contorted in ecstasy. Pleasure and pain blurred together—each just another sensation, two halves of one glorious whole.



Frank collapsed, crushing her further even as she still twitched in the throes of her orgasm. But there was something comforting about his weight. It was a reassuring presence, pinning her in place so she could not float away.



Minutes passed before he moved off and helped her down from the bench. She fell into his arms, muscles weak and rubbery, and he led her to the bed.



“God…” She sat heavily and shook her head in an effort to clear it.



Frank chuckled. Thick but surprisingly delicate fingers traced the line of her jaw before sweeping up to run through her hair. “Catch your breath. Relax. We still have a long way to go.”



His touch was pleasant and soothing, even if his words were anything but. “There’s more to come?”



“So much more.” A small smile quirked his lips. “Let’s see how many toys we get through before our time is up.”



Chapter Six


T
wo days later and Marissa was sore, tired, and fulfilled in ways she could never have imagined. She smiled at Frank as he helped her load her things in the cab.


“Thank you for making these a memorable few days,” he said.



“Likewise.” She smirked and stood on the tips of her toes to kiss him. “Best vacation ever.”



“And to think—I had you working almost the whole time.” Frank winked and they both laughed. “Give my regards to Bruce, will you?”



“Of course.” With another, deeper, kiss, she got in the car and instructed the driver to head for the airport. Frank still had business to attend to here before catching the first flight to Europe the following morning. But her part of the tropical sex-romp was over.



It was finally time to go home.



The trip back was uneventful. Her return flight wasn’t first class but she didn’t mind, as she slept through most of it anyway. Despite his advancing years, Frank’s insatiable libido had left her exhausted. Yet somehow—true to Anthony’s words—Frank had still made time for work, too. During those instances, he gave her free reign of the house and the beach, and she had spent hours exploring the shore, swimming, or simply working on her tan.



There was only one thing she’d neglected to do. The second listening device remained in her purse, untouched since the first day they arrived at the beach house. She hoped Bruce and Anthony wouldn’t be angry when she told them she simply never had an opportunity to fulfill the second part of their task.



It wasn’t like they could know she was lying. That she hadn’t even tried.



Frank was
 nice
. Too nice for her to reward his company with flagrant betrayal. A part of her even regretted that she planted the first bug at all, but she never got another moment alone with his briefcase to extract it.



By the time she made it out of the airport and hailed a cab to head home, she felt like herself again. Compared to the weary travelers leaving with her, she was refreshed and rested from the trip, her mind made up. Even if Bruce berated her for the failure, she wouldn’t regret her choice.



The taxi dropped her off and she gathered her belongings before heading upstairs, to her tiny apartment. It was just as she’d left it, clothes and other possessions scattered haphazardly in her rush to pack up and leave. She wove her way through and set down her things, then half-picked at some of the litter in an effort to organize.



Luckily, a text from Bruce had greeted her upon arrival back in the U.S., instructing her to come for a meeting. She could put cleaning off a little bit longer.



She took a quick shower to wash off the grime from the road and changed into comfortable clothes: a frilly dress that showed off her legs and afforded easy access. It suited the weather and her tropical mood—and would hopefully titillate Bruce.



With a smile, she grabbed her bag and headed downstairs, mood not even hampered by the sight of her beat-up old car. It came to life after a few turns of the ignition and she pulled out, heading for the club. Behind her another car sputtered, the sound reminding her of a dying animal on its last legs. She turned on the radio and paid it no mind.


***


It was late afternoon by the time she parked a half block away from the back alley that led to Bruce’s underground club. As she walked down the alley, she couldn’t help peering up at the walls, searching for any cameras hidden there. She suspected there had to be some. It would explain how the silent bouncer-escort always knew when to get the door. Plus, Bruce was far too meticulous to have overlooked such basic security. Unless the lack of discernible security
 was
 the security… A sort of hiding in plain sight?



She shook her head as she neared the door and pressed on the hidden doorbell. Questions of security were beyond her, it wasn’t even worth thinking about.



A scuff sounded behind her. Before she could turn to look, a heavy hand grabbed her shoulder and slammed her into the wall. She barely had time to raise her hands to keep from cracking her nose on the hard brick.



“Well, well…” An all too familiar voice, soft and calm, sounded behind her. “Now what brings you all the way out here, Marissa?”



“R-Ray. What… Why—”



The loan shark hauled her around and grabbed her by the throat, lifting her to the tips of her toes. A malevolent, cruel light glinted in his eyes. “I had you followed. Wanted to know where a bitch like you is getting so much money. So who are you meeting back here?” He looked around and for the first time, Marissa realized they weren’t alone. One of his goons stood a few feet away, huge and hulking as a mountain.



“I’m not,” she rasped, gritting her teeth against the pain. “It’s not what you think—”



“Don’t lie. That won’t do you good now. Don’t make me hurt you.” His iron grip tightened around her throat like a vise.



Blackness encroached on the edges of her vision as she flailed against him. Despite being only medium height and build, the guy was all muscle and she was helpless against his strength.



The deadbolt locking the door screeched and a moment later the door opened, revealing the stony features of her usual escort. Hard eyes flitted from her to Ray, to the thug.



“Please—help,” she croaked.



Expressionless, the man sprang into action. Before Ray’s thug could reach for his gun, the bouncer landed a palm strike to the nose and a kick to the back of the knee. The thug crumpled, grunting with pain. A vicious kick to the head sent him sprawling, unconscious.



“Don’t move!” Ray’s usually calm voice cracked as he dragged her from the wall and held her as a human shield, a knife to her throat. “Who the fuck are you?”



“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Blood dripped off the bouncer’s palm but he didn’t seem bothered. He didn’t seem to feel much of anything. Both his eyes and tone were utterly flat. “You show up with guns and weapons and threaten an employee… Who are you?”



“Employee?
 Her
? This bitch owes me money and I’m here to—”



“Liar!” Anger flared inside her. With all her strength she drove her head back, slamming it against Ray’s nose. The instant his grip loosened she shoved his arm aside and stumbled away.



The bouncer was on him in a split second. Marissa barely blinked and it was over, Ray disarmed and facedown on the ground, arm pulled back at a weird angle and wrist in a lock.



“You know these guys?”



Marissa stared, all the fear she hadn’t felt before hitting her at once like a truck. She trembled but forced her voice to sound even. “He’s a scumbag loan shark. Said he followed me…” She grimaced. “I’m sorry. He wouldn’t have come here if not for me.”



The bouncer shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. Up to the boss to sort them out now.”



“You mean Br—”



“Yes.
 The boss
.” His words took on an edge. Something dark flashed in his eyes. “Don’t mention more than you need around these guys. The less they hear, the less likely I’ll have to… You know.”



Her eyes widened in horror. What in the hell was going on with her life? Intrigue, assailants, and now… A queasy feeling settled in her stomach and she forced her mind away from the brink. Surely not. Bruce wouldn’t order such a thing… Would he?



In silence, she watched as the hard-eyed man frisked Ray and pocketed his phone, knife, and keys, then directed him to help drag the thug inside the building. She followed and bolted the door shut behind them.



“Go talk to the boss. Tell him what happened and ask what he wants done with these guys.”



“What…?” She stared at him for a second, uncomprehending. “Can’t I just call him—”



“Not in here. The entire building is shielded. Normal phones won’t work. Go talk to him while I handle these two.” His lips quirked up for a second, the first emotion he’d displayed all day. “They won’t be going anywhere.”



She nodded and the bouncer gave her the badge he used to unlock the many doors leading down to the club.



“Hurry.”



Marissa nodded again and took off, the door opening with a faint buzz when she scanned the card. Several doors and twisting turns later, she exited into the dimly lit club. A few workers cast surprised glances her way but none bothered to stop or question her.



She was almost to Bruce’s office before curiosity got the better of her and she glanced at the badge in her hand.
 Derik A. Roth, security consultant
, it read. She wanted to read the rest but there was no time. Quickly, she crossed the last of the distance and burst into Bruce’s office.



“What—” He looked her up and down in alarm. “What happened?”



“A guy—two guys, actually—tried to threaten me. In the alley—they followed me and wanted to know what this place was and where I got all the money and then—”



“Wait. Stop.” Bruce stood from his seat, sharp eyes focused on her. “Take a breath and compose yourself so I can follow you.”



She nodded. A deep breath in, deep breath out. Again. Somehow, it helped.



“A loan shark I know followed me and threatened me by the door. Derik beat them up pretty easily but wanted to know what you…” She trailed off, seeing the anger on Bruce’s face.



“Some low-life scum…” he growled. “In
 my
 backyard? I’m going to make an example—”



“Wait!” Marissa spoke without thinking, not even understanding herself what moved her. Only that she didn’t want to be the reason for blood on anyone’s hands. Even if the blood belonged to someone like Ray. “Th-they know me. They probably have a crew that will come looking for me if anything happens…”



Bruce stared at her. Cold sweat broke out on Marissa’s back. Was she out of line? Or what if he didn’t care? What was she and her safety to him, really? An afterthought? Just a replaceable number in some ledger somewhere? Her knees quaked. She was just about to apologize and take her words back when Bruce sighed and sat down.



“You’re right. You did good work with Frank—and I don’t just mean his good review of your talents.” A ghost of a smirk crossed his lips. “We got some excellent information thanks to that little favor you did for us. Even if it was only half of the work…” She opened her mouth to apologize and explain but he waved her off. “Doesn’t matter. It was a long-shot to begin with and you did well. So you earned this. If you don’t want these men dead, so be it. But I’ll have Derik put the fear of God in them before they’re let go.”



“Thank you,” she whispered, sagging as the tension drained out of her. “So much, sir, thank you.”



Bruce shrugged. “Go tell him the good news. And then take a break. Stress isn’t good for anyone, and I need you beautiful.”


***


“Here you go… Derik,” Marissa said when she ran into the man in the catacombs past the club, leading the two men into a room she’d never entered before. One that looked suspiciously like a cell.



He grunted in answer and finished locking the door before taking the card back. “Not good to snoop.”



“Sorry. But it’s good to have a name to call you now. ‘Bouncer’ just didn’t seem right.”



A snort escaped him, the equivalent of a full belly laugh from a normal man. He led her away, back toward the exit. “What did Bruce say?”



“To, ah… Scare the crap out of them, basically.”



He nodded and they walked in silence for a short while.



“How… Where did you learn to do all that?”



“Here and there.”



“And now you… do security?”



“Something like that.” Derik turned to her, lips in a thin line. His eyes bored into her. “It’s a darker and uglier world here than you seem to realize.”



“No, I’m… starting to get that.” Hesitantly, she reached out and touched his arm. “Thank you. For helping me. And for what you said before. You were trying to warn me the other day, weren’t you?”



Derik looked down, clearly uncomfortable.



“I’ll take your advice to heart. This… It’s all a little too much for me. I’m going to quit and go back to what I was doing before.”



“What was that?”



She gave a wry smile. “Stripping.”



Rather than laugh, Derik nodded. “Not glamorous but probably more honest than this. Safer, certainly.”



Marissa nodded. After what she’d seen… She was inclined to agree. There was
 always
 a catch. The sooner she got out of this mess, the better. Even if it meant scrounging for cash at the last minute to pay off all the bills and the bill collectors.



In silence, they walked to the exit. For a change, Derik accompanied her all the way to her car rather than stop at the door. He even gave a small wave as she drove away.



Epilogue


“S
o wait—that’s it?” Benny stared in disbelief. “You gave up the globetrotting, jet-setting lifestyle to come back and work here
?”


Marissa laughed. “That’s right. All to see you, Benny!”



“Don’t bullshit a bullshitter—what really happened?”



She gave her best enigmatic smile and ignored Benny’s scowl. It was two weeks after the incident with Ray, and she was out of the game and back to stripping for good. Benny had been more than happy to give her back her old job. He even threw in an extra shift. Turned out that without her, the place “just wasn’t the same.”



Despite her fears, Bruce took the news of her departure well. All he’d required was one final job with a local politician. To grease the wheels, as he put it. Once she did that, all it took was a signed nondisclosure agreement and she was free. Still in one piece and several tens of thousands of dollars richer for what amounted to barely a full month of work.



Even better, she hadn’t heard a single peep from Ray after a phone call last week, when he said her debt was forgiven courtesy of her friends and a mutual desire to “move on.”



“I don’t get it…” Benny shook his head and drained his glass of whiskey in one gulp. “How could you give it up?”



“Can’t tell you. I had to sign an NDA. But suffice it to say… If I told you the truth, I’d have to kill you.”



Benny’s scowl deepened while she laughed all the harder at her own joke.



Just then, a pretty blonde stuck her head in the back office. “Marissa? There’s someone here for you.”



“Oh?” She set down her own, only half finished, drink. “Who would be looking for me…?”



“No clue. Just that he requested you by name. Dangerous looking guy. Pretty handsome, though. Didn’t know you were into the bad boy type.”



“I’m not.” She liked her men smartly dressed and sophisticated, with plenty of money. Clean and well-groomed. She cast Benny an apologetic smile and headed to the door to peek out.



Her heart froze in her chest at the sight. There, seated at a small table, was Derik. Out of his hit-man suit and dressed in plain clothes, but still the same guy she saw take out armed men as though folding laundry.



Was he here for her? Was Bruce not letting her get away after all…?



As though sensing her gaze, he looked up and their eyes met. A small smile curled his lips, giving his stony features an air that could
 almost
 not frighten children.



She relaxed, smiling too. Maybe it was the relief but now that she looked at him, Derik really was handsome. In a way. A rugged, macho, kill-with-a-glare way.



That was good enough.


The End
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Making the Cut: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
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Office Discipline: BDSM Humiliation Sadism Ménage.
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